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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 15
Lisa's Tales -- Part 1
Lisa Hayworth had spent the afternoon on the beach, lying in the sun and tanning her mature, slender body. It was May 1st, a mid-week afternoon, but one that she had regularly scheduled as a day off. For the first time that year the temperatures had peaked in the 80's, and with the winds from the south, it had been a perfect day for Lisa to begin working on her summer tan. She enjoyed the beach most when there were few distractions, from kids playing in the sand to middle-aged men walking and gawking at the female flesh on display. Lisa did enjoy being looked at, however, by men both younger and older than her. She hoped that her appearance, as youthful as she could maintain, gave men pause, wondering just how old she might be. She often enjoyed catching young men, even those as young as her own son, checking her over with their eyes. It made her feel very good, indeed.
That afternoon Lisa had worn her favorite two-piece bathing suit, one in a Hawaiian-style print, although she didn't go into the waters. They were still much too cold for her. Her body glistened with the oils she had applied during the day, and as she gathered up her beach blanket and carry-all, she noticed a pair of guys watching her intently. Given another five minutes, one or the other of them might have approached her. As it was, Lisa slipped on her sandals, tossed her turquoise blue shoulder wrap around her upper body, and gave them each a smile and a half-hearted wave before heading off of the beach.
When Lisa had arrived in Regal Bay, she had been a very quiet woman for most of her life. Just into her 30's, she had seldom taken charge of anything in her life, personal or professional. Although she was a successful hair stylist with several well-known and influential clients, Lisa was still very much the shy girl who had been raised in Manhattan, Kansas.
Now divorced, she and her two children lived in Regal Bay. Lisa was a hair stylist and had worked at Paisley Park Beauty Salon for more than eight years now, since it was opened and she had taken one of the offered chairs. Previously, Lisa had worked at one of the mall's salons for half the pay she had been offered by Kathy Gates at her newest business along the remodeled downtown business district.
Lisa's son Randy had begun college locally that school year and would be working towards a career in film making. Her daughter Alyssa was now a senior at the high school, with a similar interest in the arts and entertainment industry. Alyssa was a cheer-leader during the football and basketball seasons, and during the spring she had taken an after-school job at another of Kathy Gates' businesses downtown, helping at the Glorious Gowns and Nobel Tuxedo Shop. In exchange, Alyssa was given free rental on a gown for her senior prom.
Randy was a tall, handsome young man who very much resembled his father,or so Lisa thought. He was out-going and made friends easily when they moved into the area. As he went through his teen years, Lisa noted that her son fit in well with the bay area youth crowd. Lisa had gotten to know many of his friends in the years they'd lived in Regal Bay and she liked most of them. She had also been introduced to several of their mothers, many of whom were in similar situations as Lisa's. They, too, were for the most part middle-aged, divorced women who worked hard while raising young adults. They were kindred spirits with Lisa, as well as clients at Paisley Park.
The house that Lisa and her children lived was in North Bay, one of the original neighborhoods in Regal Bay. The homes were small and rather close together, each sitting on little more than an acre of land. The front yards were small, with the homes, many of which were of a bungalow style, fronting the streets closely. The back yards were small patches with little room for much more than play sets, barbeque pits, or a small bathing pool. Most had small, one-car garages that ended up serving as storage sheds. Driveways ran between the houses and any household with two cars ended up with one parked along the street. The one amenity the neighborhood had was that it was very close to North Bay Beach and the Regal Bay Marina. Nearly everyone in the neighborhood was within a few minutes' walk of the beach and spending time taking in the warm sun, or just kill off a day.
For Lisa, the walk back to her house was a short five minutes. Along the way she realized that it had been a very long time since she'd gotten laid. She even felt a tinge of regret at not walking right up to the two men and introducing herself. That was the only way she would be able to alleviate this problem, she observed. In order to get laid, one must first have social contact with a willing man, she mused.
Once back home, she dropped her carry-all inside the door and kicked off her sandals. She headed for the only full bathroom in the house, in need of a shower to wash away the oils and sticking sand. As she entered, Lisa recognized her son's presence in the shower. Instead of slipping back out into the hallway, she quietly slipped into the small bathroom. Just then Randy shut off the spray. Lisa pulled the lavender towel from the peg on the back of the door and when her son opened the shower door, she handed it to him.
"Oh, mom!" he gasped as he found his mother standing in the middle of the small bathroom looking at him.
"I'm sorry. I didn't know you were home," Lisa explained. "I thought you had an afternoon class."
Randy took the towel from her and hugged it to his chest. "It got canceled, something about Professor Kreene having a heart attack or something."
"That's awful!" Lisa gasped. "I hope he's alright."
"He'd better be, otherwise I'll have to take the class again, with some other professor. I like him. He's pretty easy."
Lisa couldn't resist taking Randy's full nudity in with her eyes. He was very nice to look at, she realized, and resembled his father very much. Chad Hayworth had turned into a bastard well into their twelve-year marriage. She divorced him because of his bullshit attitude about everything. Lisa didn't want his attitude rubbing off on her children, so she divorced him and moved out of state. And he didn't seem to give a shit. He only ever called to speak with one of his children on their birthday or during Christmas. He never sent money, or presents. Lisa didn't think either of her children cared any more about him than he seemed to care about them.
"I've been down on the beach all afternoon and I'm really in need of a shower," Lisa told her son. As Randy dried his naked form, just an arm's length away in the cramped bathroom, Lisa began to pull her bathing suit off.
Now dried off, Randy felt embarrassed standing naked beside his mother as she too became nude. Lisa paused after tossing her suit into the clothing bin and turned to ask, "Did you have a good time, last night?"
"What? What do you mean?" Randy stammered.
"I could smell the sex on your clothes this morning, when I picked up your room," she grinned. "Did you fuck her here or at her place?" Randy had wrapped a towel around his waist to hide his lengthy cock from his mother's gaze as she teased him. Randy was speechless. "I'm not embarrassing you, am I?" she asked with a wicked sneer.
"Mom, really!" Randy grunted. "This isn't a good time."
"Why not? Because I'm standing here in front of you, just as naked as you are?" Lisa surprised herself then by taking her breasts in her hands and looking at her son's eyes, which went to them. "Are they nice? I know you like to sneak peaks at them when I change clothes. And I've seen the way you look at me sometimes, with lust in your eyes, is it?" She giggled, jiggling them for him.
"Mom! What are you doing?" Randy groaned, but was obviously enjoying himself. She could see it in his eyes. That was when she surprised both herself and her son.
Lisa went to her knees before Randy then and reached for the towel. She lifted it aside and saw her son's cock then, just inches away. She looked up to see fear in his features, before brazenly shocking him by taking his cock in her warm hand.
"What the hell?" Randy gasped.
"I just want to check something out," Lisa replied.
"Oooohhh!" Randy groaned as his mother's hand began to stroke his dick. He couldn't help the fact that he was already growing hard by her just being naked in the bathroom with him. Now that she was touching him, and stroking him, he grew steel-hard in seconds. When his mother took his cock into her warm, wet mouth a minute later, he just about screamed.
"Mom! Oh, fuck! Stop!" Randy grunted, but Lisa didn't stop. She couldn't. She had no idea what had come over her, but the sight of her son, all grown up with a semi-rigid cock hanging from his light brown pubic hair, glistening with shower dampness, and the smell of recent sex still lingering in her house, it all combined to remove her inhibitions. She purred around her son's cock, now wrapped by her lips, and began to suck him.
Between sucks and strokes, Lisa told her son, "I'm in dire need of getting laid, Randy." She released his cock from her lips and looked up into his face. While continuing to stroke his hardening cock, she told him, "I've seen you having sex with Nina Masters. I came home early one afternoon last week and saw you two. I couldn't help it. I had to watch. I have to admit that I masturbated while watching you two, and I even began to fantasize about being in her place, beneath you." With that all said, Lisa turned her full attention to the growing, hardening cock with her mouth.
Lisa soon had her son's lengthy, youthfully strong cock fully hard. It was very beautiful and tasty in her mouth. It was also too much for her to take fully. Lisa had never been a very good cocksucker, and that had possibly been one of the reasons her husband had fucked around on her. Lisa, with her son's magnificent cock in her mouth, vowed to learn to satisfy men, and practice on her son whenever possible.
Randy was still very much in shock. His mother's head was bobbing along the length of his cock. Her tongue was tickling his knob. Her hands were cupping his balls. It was a side of his mother he hadn't even known existed. Yes, he had seen her time and again in only her underwear, and he had admitted that she had a great body, echoing his friends' compliments. He had never thought of her sexually, though. And now he was standing in their bathroom, getting sucked hard by his mother. It was almost too much for him to handle, and if it hadn't been for the fact he blasted his fourth load of the day high into one of Mrs. Masters' twin daughters just an hour ago, he would have already fed his mother one thick load. Instead, he stood gasping and grunting under his mother's oral assault.
As Lisa continued to suck upon her son's cock, she began to cup her breasts and tweak the nipples. She could feel her pussy heating up and beginning to leak its fluids between her thighs. She looked up into her son's face, found his eyes tightly shut, although his mouth hung open, and imagined she could taste the faint hint of a young pussy upon his manhood. She released her mouth long enough to catch her breath, then returned to slurping noisily upon his wonderful tool. Lisa knew he would either cum very soon, or be so spent he would last for a very long, pleasurable time. Either way, Lisa was going to enjoy every inch of her son's manhood.
Randy had taken hold of his mother's wavy blonde hair, still tied up in a loose bun, and was guiding her steadily along his cock's length. However, he was beginning to feel something more than shock. It was a desire that boiled deep within him and when he looked down, it was no longer his mother's face being speared by his cock, but the face of a slut-whore who needed to be fucked, long and hard, and Randy was more than willing and able to provide it.
Randy pushed his mother's head back, releasing her oral hold upon his cock.
"Stand up and turn around," he ordered of his mother. Finding herself in such a state of sexual eagerness, Lisa had little choice but to follow her son's directions. With her back now to him, Randy pulled his mother, who was a few inches shorter than him, fully back to him. He dropped the towel and pressed his full frontal nakedness to her back. His cock pressed into her naked, oil-coated ass flesh.
"You want to get fucked, is that it?" he hissed into her ear. She nodded. "Do you realize what this means?" She nodded again.
"There will be no turning back, no going back to the way it was before," she answered. "I want this, Randy. I want this more than anything. I love you and want to love you more than only a mother can. I need you to love me, more than a son ever should."
Randy's hands snaked between his mother's arms and torso to find and cup her naked d-cup breasts. In response, her own hands reached back to take hold of his insistent manhood and heavy balls. Randy leaned closer and began to kiss across her naked shoulders and neck, making her moan with pleasure. Her nipples grew hard beneath his palms and she longed to have his flesh touching hers. She was turned to face the bathtub and took hold of the shower door, pressing her backside hard against her son's groin as he continued to kiss and lick her exposed flesh.
Randy continued to kiss his mother's shoulders and neck while stroking her hips and ass with one hand and squeezing her soft tits with the other. He then began to trace his tongue down her spine, leaving kisses along the way, until he knelt behind his mother. Her round ass globes were on a level with his face. He squeezed the soft, fleshy globes, and then began to kiss each in turn. Lisa moaned and rolled her hips back at him, enjoying the attention her son was giving her body. It had been a very long time any man had treated her so well, and things had only just begun.
Randy's hands ran up and down his mother's thighs, inside and out, while he kissed and licked up and down the crack of her ass. Randy kissed his way back up his mother's back, then with her hand returning to his cock to slowly stroke him, his mouth found hers and they kissed deeper than ever. Lisa turned to face her son, pressing her breasts into his chest. His light body hair tickled her. Lisa stroked her son's cock as she kissed his mouth. Randy took hold of his mother's soft breasts, pressed between their bodies. Both moaned and panted with growing lust. The sounds would easily be heard beyond the bathroom door, though neither would care.
Randy broke his mouth free from his mother's lips and then latched onto her right nipple. He sucked and squeezed at her tit flesh while she continued to stroke and caress his rock-hard rod. Her fingers crossed the tip and discovered leaking fluids, which were quickly rubbed across his knob and down the shaft. Lisa took a moment to bring a finger up to her mouth and taste her son's leakage.
Randy couldn't believe his cock was already about to blow. He panicked, not wanting to waist this opportunity, and decided to take it to the next level. He began to kiss lower, across the smooth flesh of his mother's slight belly bulge. Her hands fell away from his twitching cock mercifully. Randy continued to descend to his knees and now found himself face to crotch with his mother. He kissed her hips and across the roundness of her lower belly. Lisa gasped in anticipation, still rolling her hips sinfully. And then he reached up between her thighs into her crotch, and pressed his mouth onto her pubic mound.
"Oooohhh, yeeessss!" Lisa moaned as her son's warm breath washed across her damp labia. Lisa gasped again, louder, as her son's mouth fully planted against her pussy. She gasped louder still as his tongue lanced out and began to stroke up and down the length of her slit. She felt a wave of her juices spill out as his tongue parted her labia. Her knees almost buckled as his tongue thrust upward into her vaginal chute as high as any finger had. She lost control in that moment and screamed with an orgasm the likes of which she had rarely experienced.
Randy slurped and sucked upon his mother's twitching pussy. She had lifted a foot to the edge of the bath tub to give him greater access to her pussy, and he took full advantage of it. He slurped up the cream that flowed thickly from her pussy hole, the flavor of which reminded him somewhat of white wine. It was much tangier than the juices he had so recently sucked from much younger girls, though not nearly as salty as his girl-friend's mother's thicker cream. To Randy, however, any pussy juice was delicious pussy juice. He loved each and every drop he could get, including that which his own mother was now feeding him.
Randy didn't want to waist a single second of slurping upon his mother's flowing folds, and for her part she was going to enjoy her son to the fullest, she vowed, even as her pussy once again twitched and flowed. Her son had pressed his thumb up into her vagina, replacing his tongue, which was now dancing across the sensitive bud of her clitoris. She gasped, grunted, and screamed out, once again climaxing upon Randy's tongue.
"God, that feels so good, Randy," she sighed as her climax ebbed once again. "So good."
Randy grinned wickedly even as he continued to suck and slurp upon his mother's pussy folds. Her chute was tight around his thumb and spasm as she rode out her latest orgasm. He imagined what it would feel like to have his cock inside his mother's tight pussy, and realized then that he didn't have to image. He could just stand up, bend her over the tub, and ram it to her.
So he did.
Randy quickly stood up and turned his mother to face the shower door once again. She was panting through the last of her orgasm and was putty in his hands as he bent her over and pulled her wide hips back. Her pussy slit was drenched with his saliva and her cream, and warmed the head of his cock when he pressed it against it. Lisa, still panting, turned to look back over her shoulder as her son pressed his hips against her buttocks. His cock-head found her vaginal opening and suddenly popped through. She gasped loudly, and then moaned as inch after inch of her son's wonderful cock filled her.
"Yes, Randy, fuck me, fuck me," she gasped as his manhood entered her.
Randy found his mother's pussy to be as tight as any he had ever experienced. It was amazing just how tightly his mother's pussy gripped his shaft as he pressed deeper into her. It was as if she hadn't had sex in years, and a mixture of sorrow and thrills filled him as he took a firm hold of her wide hips and began to force the last few inches of his meat into her.
"You're so tight, mom," he huffed. "Tighter than some of the girl's I've fucked, for sure."
"It's been so long, Randy," she gasped. "So long since I've had a real man. And you are a real man, aren't you Randy? You're a real, strong, wonderful man."
Lisa turned her head back to look over her shoulder at her son. He was looking back into her face, holding her upraised hips tightly in his strong hands. His cock filled her. "Fuck me, Randy," she gasped. "Fuck me hard."
And then Randy began to fuck his mother.
With short, smooth strokes of his cock, Randy fucked his mother's pussy into yet another orgasm within just a few minutes. Lisa cried out as loud as ever as her body turned to mush upon her son's cock shaft. His thrusts began to grow quicker and deeper as her pussy relaxed around his manhood and lubed its shaft with her cream. Soon, Randy was drilling her with strong, deep thrusts that had his heavy balls slapping across her pubic mound and clit, and his tight belly against her fleshy ass cheeks. The sounds of their love-making not only filled the small bathroom, but surely would be heard throughout much of her house, Lisa knew. And she really didn't care. She just wanted her son to keep fucking her, to never stop, to give him as much pleasure as she herself was receiving.



Suddenly, Randy's cock began to pulse and spit within his mother's body. His orgasm had all but caught him by surprise and although his mouth was open wide, no sound emitted. His seed exploded into her pussy and Lisa felt her body warming. Her son's fingers dug into her hips and he pounded his cock even deeper into her, still fucking her even as his balls emptied their hot load inside her womb.
Randy finally let go with a guttural howl that would have awakened the dead had they been fucking in a grave yard. As it was, unbeknownst to either of them, Alyssa had returned from school and was even then standing outside the bathroom door, listening to the animistic romp going on inside. She was shocked, to say the least, once she recognized who was behind the door and what they were doing.
With his continued steady thrusts, Randy was able to maintain his hardness even as the last of his seed spilled into his mother. To her surprise, Randy didn't seem willing to end this session any time soon. He slowed to a smooth, semen-lubed rhythm and pressed his mother forward into a further bent-over position across the tub side. His cock remained embedded within her, and soon Randy was again picking his fuck-pace up. And Lisa was gasping and panting like the she-bitch her son was creating in her.
Lisa's mature, heavy tits hung from her chest obscenely swaying and slapping together as Randy drilled her. His thrusts were now long, smooth, and deep. His spongy knob banged against her cervix with each ramming. His spent balls slapped her clit, sending shock waves of electric delight through her each time. Lisa felt as if she were suspended fully within a never ending orgasm. Her pussy leaked her juices as well as his, dripping loudly into a pool beneath her on the tiled floor. She grunted, moaned, gasped, and panted through a series of sharp climaxes as her son's cock pounded steadily inside her.
Lisa had long since lost all track of time. Yet another powerful orgasm ripped through her, this time causing her knees to buckle. She fell away from her son, his cock ripped from her vagina loudly. She ended up on her ass, seated in the pool of mixed juices that had been leaking from her steadily. She forced open her eyes, which she realized had been tightly shut for some time now, to find her son's cock just inches away. She was still panting, with her mouth hung wide open, and he took this as an invitation from her.
"That's it," he gasped, "suck my cock clean, mom." Randy thrust his dripping, cream-coated cock between his mother's parted lips and into her throat with a strong, insisting plunge. Lisa took hold of his shaft and began to stroke it quickly. She wrapped her lips tightly around his pulsing crown and ran her tongue across the piss-slit. A moment later Randy grabbed hold of his mother's head firmly and cried out as his latest orgasm of the day erupted. His semen, what little was left within his body, pulsed out and coated his mother's teeth and tongue.
Lisa let her son's seed pool upon her tongue then began to smear it around his knob when the last of it had leaked out. Randy bucked and tried to pull away due to the fact that his cock-head was exceedingly sensitive right after orgasm, never more so than at that moment.
"Jesus, Mom!" he almost had to scream for his mother to stop sucking, such was the agonizing pleasure he was getting from her. Finally, with his cock spent completely and limp, Randy was able to escape his mother's oral lock.
Lisa had swallowed every delicious drop of Randy's seed by the time they both collapse upon the tiles. With their backs to the cool tub, mother and son panted through the last waves of their share experience, without speaking. Soon, with their breathing returned to normal, Lisa rose and stepped into the tub to shower. Randy also rose, wrapped his towel once again around his waist, and opened the bathroom door as the shower started behind him.
Randy came face-to-face with his sister, standing in the hallway. Much to his surprise, Alyssa had stripped out of her clothes and had a hand rubbing rapidly across her furry, naked vagina. She stood leaning against the far wall, her thighs widely parted, as she masturbated in the hallway.
"What the fuck, Ally!" he gasped.
Randy couldn't help himself. He was still a young, virile man after all. His cock twitched beneath the towel. Alyssa pulled a cream-coated finger from her pussy, reached through the front of her brother's towel and began to stroke his manhood back to life once again.
"My turn," she purred. With his cock in hand, she led her brother into her bedroom across the hall, leaving the door open should their mother wish to join them.
Lisa finished her shower, waves of guilt still washing through her. She had never imagined that she would have ever had incestuous relations with her son, and yet it had happened. She knew she should have stopped herself, she could have stopped herself, and yet she hadn't. She had wanted what had happened to happen, she now realized. That was the agony that her soul was feeling as she stepped from the shower.
Lisa left the bathroom and turned towards her bedroom, wrapped in a towel. Her daughter's open door was to her left and as she passed, she heard a long, low moan. Lisa stopped, looked, and gasped. What she saw made her mind scream "No!" and yet she uttered little more than a quiet, "What?"
Atop Alyssa's twin bed lay her children, Alyssa atop her brother. Both were naked, head to toe, performing orally for each other. The classic "69" position. Alyssa's head was bobbing up and down and Lisa had a clear view of her son's cock, so recently in her own mouth, now being pleasured by her own daughter's. Saliva dripped down across his tight balls. Alyssa's moans of pleasure were muffled by the cock of her brother, filling her mouth.
At the other end of the bed, his head resting on his sister's pillows, Randy's face was smothered between his sister's thighs, buried in her pussy. His slurping at Alyssa's cunt was loud and wet, and Lisa moaned with her children as she watched them enjoying themselves. It flitted through her mind that this just might not be the first time her children found release in each other's beds.
For a brief moment Lisa felt the urge, the draw of passion radiating from her children, to move into the room and join them. The urge went away quickly, however, when Lisa heard the distant chime of her cell-phone. She paused, taking in the sight before her children a moment longer, and then gently pulled the door closed.
Lisa went quickly to the living room and recovered her phone from her purse. She took the device in hand and read the caller I.D. It was one of her friends, Cynthia Price. Lisa had missed answering, but touched the re-call button. A moment later, Cynthia answered.
"Sorry, I was just getting out of the shower," she explained. "What's up?"
"I called to see if you are available for dinner tonight," Cynthia explained. "I haven't seen you in a few days and was hoping you'd be free. I've got a few other friends who'd like to meet you, and maybe you could land a few new clients in exchange."
Lisa hesitated. She'd been friends with Cynthia since her arrival in Regal Bay and knew enough about her to know that she was a wild one. Cynthia was a professor in the Sociology Department at Regal Bay University and was a couple of years older than Lisa, yet acted like a teen-ager at times. Lisa had met her at the mall beauty shop, and had been one of her first regular clients. They had talked quite a bit during Cynthia's visits, enough to eventually start hanging out together every so often. They talked a lot about their loves and love-life, and Lisa got the distinct impression that Cynthia was bi-sexual, even though she never made a move on her. There was also something of a hint that Cynthia enjoyed an active sex-life, something that Lisa hadn't had until very recently.
"Sure, I guess I can make it," Lisa replied finally. "Where?"
"We're a small group, usually," Cynthia explained, "but tonight more than just a few of us are getting together. We've got a room reserved out at the Golf Club. Is seven okay with you?"
Lisa hesitated, glancing back towards the hallway and the bedrooms beyond, where her son and daughter were actively engaging in sibling incest. Just minutes after she'd had sex with her own son in the bathroom, in fact. What the hell was going on under her own roof? Was there something in the water?
"Yes, I can be there at seven," she finally answered.
"Great! I can't wait for you to meet my friends. They are going to love you, and you'll love them, I'm sure of it." Cynthia hung up a moment later, and Lisa went to the kitchen where she poured herself a glass of white wine. She was shaking ever so slightly, her body still wrapped only in a towel. Was she chilled or excited, she couldn't answer. She gulped most of the wine down before heading towards her bedroom, a route that took her past her daughter's room, and the sins taking place within.
The door was still closed, but the moans that came from within were easily heard in the hallway. Again, Lisa paused, and slowly pushed the door open a crack, to once again spy on her children. The sight she was greeted with was that of her daughter, her head pushed deep into her pillow as her brother had her bent over double, her knees to either side, as he leaned across her and pounded his hips downward, hard and fast. Lisa could see his long dick plunging in and out of her daughter's pussy, glistening with her cream. Both were panting loudly from their exertions, and even as she watched, Lisa was treated to the sight of her children climaxing together.
"Oh, fuck! I'm cumming!" Randy growled.
"Yes!" Alyssa panted. "Cum in me, Randy! Cum in me!"
"Aaagghhhh!" Randy groaned as he pushed hard downward and held his cock deep inside his sister's womb, spitting its hot load inside her. Lisa knew her daughter was protected, on the pill, but even that could only protect her from an unwanted, sinful pregnancy so much. Lisa wanted to scream for Randy to pull out of his sister, but held back. She knew very well what the heat of Randy's load, dumping inside her own pussy just a while earlier, felt like, and if Alyssa was anything like her mother, she would be cumming of her own accord.
"Aaaahh, yeeesssss!" Alyssa moaned and began to visibly tremble beneath her brother, whose weight pinned her hard into the mattress. "Ssssooooo good!"
Lisa stepped back a moment later, leaving the door as she found it. She also dropped her towel, as a subconscious act intended to let her children know that she now knew of their affair. Naked, Lisa went to her room, where she fell into her own bed. She lay on her back, her feet slightly parted, and began to hope that either one of her children looked in on her. If they did, she knew that she would ask them in, to join her. Lisa was so incredibly horny in that moment. Her right hand went between her legs and began to toy at her pussy lips, and within seconds she was damp.
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Chapter 2
Bethany's Tales -- Part 1
Bethany Rose McAllister enjoyed everything about her life in Regal Bay. She worked as a math teacher at the high school, she had a nice home, good friends, and two wonderful sons. The one thing she didn't have was a man in her life. It had been nearly twelve years since her then husband had filed for divorce. They had been living in Tampa at the time, and her youngest had just started elementary school. She had been teaching high school mathematics since graduating from college. Beth thought she had everything in place a middle-aged woman could ever want or need. Instead, she found out that she had a thirst for young men, in particular those she taught at the high school. It was a thirst she never seemed to be able to quench.
Beth had been born in London, England, but immigrated to the United States with her family when she was only eight years old. They settled in Orlando, where her father worked at the big amusement park as a civil engineer. Her mother also worked there, as one of the many women who would dress up and entertain children as one of the famous cartoon princesses. For young Beth, a trip to Walt Disney World was a weekly event.
For much of her adult life Beth recognized that she enjoyed young men. It was as if her libido had stopped maturing during her high school days while her body matured into a voluptuous woman. By the time she had graduated from college with her teaching degree, she had continued dating boys who were still in high school. She only agreed to date, and then marry, Burton McAllister out of a need to try and make herself right.
Burt was a young man who had grown up living down the block from Beth and her family in Orlando, and she'd known him much of her life. She'd fooled around with him on several occasions over the course of her teen years. She thought that he was a nice enough guy and seeing as he was two years younger than herself anyway, she hoped that settling down with him would help to straighten her sexual mindset out. Instead, Beth continued to succumb to her urge for young men and maintained a few on the side behind her husband's back, starting just a year into their marriage. Every lover she took was under the age of twenty during those years, and even after giving birth to her first son, Burton, Jr., Beth continued to seek out young, exciting men for her needs.
By the time Beth had turned thirty, she had a second son, Bradley. Unfortunately, she could not be sure that Bradley was her husband's son or not. In the weeks leading up to her discovery, she had been with multiple young lovers who seldom used protection of any kind. By this time, she and Burton, Sr. had begun to grow steadily apart, and she suspected that her husband was seeing someone on the side as well. That began to bother her, even as she continued to meet young men, sometimes high school aged teens, in the back seats of cars, or in a restroom at the library, or in the janitor's closet in the high school gym.
Finally, Burton asked for a divorce. It wasn't really out of the blue, but it did take Beth a while to understand why. Papers were eventually signed, and Beth decided to make a fresh start of it elsewhere. Both of her parents had returned to England years before, and she had nothing to tie her to the Orlando area that she couldn't break with. So, after a lengthy search Beth settled on accepting a position at the newly expanded Regal Bay High School, where for the last decade, she and her two sons have enjoyed being a part of the community.
It wasn't long after her arrival in Regal Bay that Beth discovered that there was a group of women in Regal Bay with lustful tastes very similar with her own. In short order the thirty-something high school math teacher was warmly accepted into this sinful, secretive group with open arms. Soon after she was enjoying the delights of several virile young men, many of whom were the sons of the very same women who made up the group. As it would turn out, incest was almost as common among these women as hair stylist gossip.
Although never considering incest as an outlet, Beth began to toy with the idea as her oldest son grew into manhood. By the time Burton, Jr., or just Burt as she was want to call him now, had reached his senior year in high school, Beth knew that she would have to have him. He reminded her so much of her ex-husband at that age that she had to discover whether his father had passed on any other gifts to his son, such as a healthy, and lengthy, cock. She found out in good order, much to her delight. At the time, Burt was working at the Chamber of Commerce after school, doing odd jobs and making a little spending money before heading off to the Naval Academy after graduation. The first-time Beth had been taken by her son was during a warm Saturday afternoon in early November.
Beth had spent her morning working around the house, and as such hadn't taken the time to change out of her bed clothes. She had started running the vacuum cleaner in the front room when she was surprised by Burt's return home. He'd been out since early in the day, and she expected he would be out until the evening, such was the way his weekends usually went. Like his younger brother, who spent much of his time either in his bedroom or at friends' home playing video games, Burt rarely spent any time during the weekends at home with his mother.
"What are you doing home so early," Beth asked her oldest son as he tossed his wind-breaker across the back of one of the dining room chairs.
He dropped into the big sofa and snatched up the television remote control. "Kerry and her family are off to visit her grand-parents," he explained. "Some last-minute deal, I guess. She'll be gone the rest of the week-end."
Burt began to channel surf for a moment before settling on the college football game playing on ESPN. He settled back into the big lounging sofa that dominated their living room and popped the tab on the Dr. Pepper he'd retrieved on his way through from the kitchen. Beth had shut the vacuum cleaner off and pondered whether she wanted to continue or not.
Even though it was well past noon now, Beth still only wore her pink and white bathrobe as she cleaned. She had every intention of showering and dressing after she had finished. Burt's eyes were on the television when he commented on this fact. "I can't believe my mom is starting to dress her own age," he snickered.
"Why do you say that?" she asked with a tinge of hurt in her voice.
"You're starting to dress like an old house-wife," he grinned. "It's after noon on a Saturday in November and you're still in your morning robe. I'll bet you haven't even showered yet, either."
"I'm busy picking up after you and your brother, as well as cleaning the house you two live in and yet do little to help maintain, I'll have you know." When Beth would get upset, her English accent would become more prominent, as it started to then.
Burton laughed and said, teasingly, "That's what the woman of the house is for, isn't it?"
In response, she teased him back. "A comment like that only suggests that you are staking claim to being the man of the house, and you probably should be doing more to help with the upkeep. Especially bringing some money into the house." Beth moved to stand between her son and the television, causing him to lean to his left to look around her.
"You know, you make a terrible window, Mother dear," Burt jibed. "Maybe you need to get a thorough scrubbing like you did the windows. I'd be able to see the TV then. Until then, do you mind moving to one side or the other? I'm trying to watch the football game"
"Are you suggesting that I'm overweight?" she barked. Beth took a step closer to her son before continuing, "I thought you enjoyed big girls, since your little Kerry isn't all that little, now is she?"
Burt took her retaliatory jibe a bit personally, and chose that moment to bring up his mother's life-long secret. He leaned back in the sofa and looked up at her. "You know, I found something out about you a few weeks ago."
Beth glared down at her son. "And what would that be?" she asked.
"One of the older guys I know told me that he'd fucked this teacher back when he was in high school. I figured he was just bullshitting me, but he kept at it." Burt paused and looked his mother in the face. He could see that she was visibly shaken. It was all the confirmation that he needed by that point.
Beth wanted to say something, but she couldn't. She only could listen to her son.
"He said he'd fucked his math teacher, in fact," Burt continued. "He said he had fucked her when he was a junior, and again as a senior. He boasted that he'd done her twice in school, and another three times in her car. It was a Volvo wagon, he recalled. Just like the one you drive, Mother dear."
Beth knew then who it was that her son was talking about. In fact, she had had intercourse with Landon Stevens on several more occasions, including twice since he'd graduated. One of those times had been on her own back patio, when he'd delivered a load of peat for her flower garden. The fact that her son had full knowledge that his mother had been enjoying sexual trysts with young men from his school overwhelmed her, and she had to sit down before she fell over.
"I know you won't deny it, Mom," Burt said. "Landon told me that he had fucked you. I didn't believe him, not until he described your hysterectomy scar. Then I knew he wasn't lying. You had been fucking him and from what I've been able to gather these last couple of weeks, he wasn't only one. And I am beginning to suspect that it has been going on for years. And you know something else? Kelly even knows about it, since she has an older brother that admitted to her that he'd had her boyfriend's mother on more than one occasion in the school." His voice was beginning to grow more angered as he went on.
Beth was shocked, but long knew that this day was coming. It was time to face her past sins and that afternoon was as good as any. If she could only figure out how to begin. If she could only confess to her son her feelings and how she'd never stopped being attracted to young men, young men his very own age in fact. She looked at him and opened her mouth, wanting to speak but unable to. What happened next all but floored Beth.
Burt began by telling her, "I can't believe that you're such a whore for teen-aged guys that you'd risk getting fired, or worse, just to get off. You know, mom, most of my friends think you're still hot and sexy, even at your age." He paused to let that sink in, and then added, "And you know what else? A while back, after he'd told me that he'd been screwing around with you, I admitted to Landon that I have thought about it, too. I thought that maybe I'd like to join in and get some of you, like everyone else is. And you know what else? I think you're one sexy MILF. That's a "Mother I'd Like to Fuck", by the way."
"Yes, Burt, I know what a MILF is," she replied quietly. "I've been called it many times over the years."
Burt paused. He was looking at her intently. She could feel his eyes on her, even though hers were on her hands in her lap, the fingers intertwined. Burt finally continued. "You know, you do look very nice, Mom, and I have begun to wonder what you might look like, you know, naked. I sometime fantasize about what you even look like when you're getting fucked by one of your students."
"Burt, please," she gasped.
"When I think of you as a MILF and not my mother," he grinned at her, "when I look at you that way, it makes me just as horny as you make my friends. I should admit, that sometimes I've even imagined it was you who I was fucking when I was with Kelly. She's a lot like you, you know. Soft in all the right places. I wondered if you're still as tight and juicy where Kelly is, even as I was fucking her last night in the backseat of your car."
Beth was at a loss, hearing her son talk about her as so many of her young lovers over the years had. Seeing the look in his eyes as he admitted all of this to her didn't help. She knew he was lusting for her, and she recognized the same within herself. He was a handsome young man of eighteen now, with a dark head of hair and whiskers that would soon be needing regular shaving. His blue eyes seemed to sparkle as he looked at her, traveling up and down her robed body. The lop-sided grin on his face added a somewhat juvenile, innocent air to the tension growing between them.
Beth asked Burt, "Why do you think I look sexy, cleaning house in this old robe? I am almost fifty years old, and I'm your mother." She stood up and started to move away. "I don't think we really need to be talking like this, not as mother and son."
"I thought we were talking like two mature adults," Burt replied. "I've always thought you looked sexy, whatever you wear." He then reached out to her as she passed and took hold of the robe. She twisted to face her son and found him looking up at her. She saw a familiar glint in his eyes, a glint she'd seen hundreds of times before, in the eyes of the young men she'd had over the years.
"Even when you're wearing nothing, you look sexy to me," he added. Burt then tugged her robe open. Beneath the robe, Beth wore only a pair of white panties and bra, though she had pulled on white stockings as well. Burt's eyes grew wide as he took in his mother's near nakedness just a few feet away. She felt suddenly very nervous, as never before, and she liked it. After-all, Burt's face was his father's face from years ago. The face of a handsome young man from Orlando who once made her laugh, and cum, with his witty tongue.
As she stood before him, Burt reached up and tugged the left cup of her bra downward, spilling her pink-nipple breast free and into his hand. "Oh, Burt, please," She signed as he cupped her tit-flesh and squeezed, awkwardly and roughly. He came to his feet before her. She looked up into his eyes as he moved around her, his grin growing ever more wicked. His hand slid across her chest to pull the right breast free. His mouth then descended to her neck and she rolled her head back as her son dug his teeth into her flesh, as well as his fingers.
"Oh, Burton," she sighed again. "What are you doing to me?"
Burt all but dropped her into the nearby sofa chair a moment later, and leaned over her, still squeezing and rolling her soft breasts in his hands. He took hold of her chin a moment later and tilted her mouth up to his. He kissed his mother, lightly. As he did, he took hold of her right hand and pressed it to his crotch.
With his lips on hers, he asked, "Can you tell what you're doing to me, Mother?" She nodded and squeezed his manhood through the bulging cloth of his jeans. He suddenly straightened up, unzipped his fly, reached inside and pulled his stiffening cock out. Beth took in the sight of her son's cock, even as he lay a hand atop her blonde head.
Burt told his mother, "Suck my dick, Mom." Beth didn't need to be told twice. She never had and never would.
Beth moved forward on the sofa chair and wrapped her fingers around Burt's thickening shaft. His cock had a prominent upward curve, ending in a darkened, purple knob that so reminded her of his true father. She opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around her son's manhood, tasting his sexual flesh for the first time, but not the last time. Beth began to suck, slurp, and slobber at her son's hardening cock.
It wasn't long before he was sighing in pleasure. "Damn, you are a cock-sucking slut, aren't you, Mom?" Despite his hurtful words, Beth grew hotter and hornier. Her son was now her latest lover.
With her tongue bathing his knob, Beth stroked Burt's cock to full life. Her head bobbed at his crotch, her blonde hair falling about her head and waving as she sucked his cock. She looked up into his face as he continued to whisper nasty things to her. Burt pulled his shirt off and unfastened his belt and jeans as she continued to suck his cock, now from her knees before him. She began to wonder if this was all he wanted, for her to suck him off and cum in her mouth. That was fine with her. It had been too long since she'd had a young stud's cock in her mouth, let alone the belly-warming satisfaction of a mouthful of hot cum. Burton pulled her hand away from his shaft and then with a handful of her hair he pulled her face tighter to his crotch with every thrust. Soon, most of his cock was running in and out of his mother's willing, gaping mouth. Saliva dripped from her lips and his shaft as she continued to let him use her face as a fuck-toy.
Burt roughly pulled his mother's mouth from his cock and wrapped his fist around the shaft. While stroking his cock rapidly, he asked her, "Do you want my cum, Mom? Do you want me to blast my nuts across your lips and cheeks, or do you want me to feed you my hot cream?"
Beth looked up into her son's eyes and told him, "I want whatever you want, Burton. I want your cum wherever you want to give it to me. I just want you to give me your hot cum. I am yours to use as you please, Burton." She licked his cock again, from base to head, and then added, "I am yours for as long as you want me, as often as you want me, and where-ever or when-ever you want me." She was hooked, and greedy. Her mouth went back to work upon her son's big cock.
Burt laughed, and then told her, "You are a good cock-slut, Mom!", before ramming his full length into her mouth once again. Beth gagged, but fought it, wanting nothing more than to please her son, just as she had for all the other young men she'd enjoyed through her life. Just as she had for his father before him, Beth wanted nothing more than to pleasure her son and make him feel loved as only a mother can sinfully love her son.
Burt face-fucked his mother a moment longer, then pulled away. He lifted his cock, took hold of his balls, and demanded, "How about sucking my nuts?" His mother did as she was told. A few minutes later he again shoved his mother away. This time Burt moved to sit in the deep sofa chair. His cock stood up straight, glistening with his mother's spit. He pulled her closer and then turned her to face away from him. He brushed her pink robe aside and took hold of her white panties beneath at her hips. She looked back at her son and he was looking up at her, still grinning, as he tugged her panties down past her white stockings. She stepped out of them and turned to give him an eye-level look at her neatly trimmed blonde pubic triangle, and the heavy pink lips of her labia, hanging from her vaginal slot between her thighs.
"Fuck! That's beautiful," he grunted. He eyes were fixated on her pussy. The heavy labia hung like curtains from the blonde fur. He knew he had to have them in his mouth. His girl-friend's vagina was nothing like his mother's. These were well-used and well-abused curtains of sexual flesh that made his mouth water. How many cocks had passed through that opening, Burt wondered? Dozens? Hundreds?
Burt took in his mother's nakedness, then smacked her ass. "Turn around, Mom." She again turned her back to her son. Burt began to rub her ass globes, squeezing them in his hands. "You've got a great ass, Mom. I've always wanted to do this." Beth leaned forward when told to, and Burt stroked her pussy slit with his fingers. She knew her pussy was dripping wet by then and when Burt slipped his fingers along her slit, she moaned as her juices began to flow and drip.
"That feels so good, honey," she moaned. "I like that."
Burt played with his mother's pussy for only a few minutes before he took hold of her hips and told her to have a seat. Beth looked back over her shoulder and stepped backward, up to the edge of the chair. Burt slid his ass to the edge, aligning his upraised cock with the damp gash of his mother's sex. His knob caressed her heavy labia and parted them, drawing a moan of lust from Beth's chest as she felt the heat of her son's knob upon her flesh. She wanted to savor the moment, but Burt was having none of that. He pulled his mother back to him and she dropped onto her son's lap, accepting his hard cock inside her well-used vagina with a single plunge.



"Uuunnggghh!" she gasped as his curved shaft snaked up into her body through her vaginal chute.
Beneath her Burt growled a long and deep, "Yeessss!" as his hips thrust upward against his mother's ass. His cock pressed against the upper walls of her womb as her weight settled upon his lap. Beth growled back at him and rolled her hips, stirring his cock within her. Now Burt was no longer her innocent son. He was just another young stud with a cock of steel rammed high into her aching, eager pussy. She realized in that moment that she'd been wanting this more than anything for too many years.
Beth leaned back into Burt's chest and pressed her hands into the arms of the chair. Now she could raise herself up slightly and she began riding his cock even as he began to fuck up into her. For several passionate minutes the two grunted and ground together, fucking like young lovers. Beth's robe fell away and was tossed aside. Still she wore her white bra, though her heavy, mature tits hung out and bounced upon her chest as she bounced upon Burton's lap. Her pussy slipped up and down his upraised cock, lubricating it with her flowing cream. Her clit tingled and she reached down to flick at it with a finger nail, sending sparks of delight through her belly as her son's cock tickled her inner walls.
"Jeez, Mom! You are one hot fucking slut, aren't you?" Burt panted.
"And now I'm your hot fucking slut, Burton!" she gasped. "Fuck me hard, son. Fuck your mother with that big, hard pecker!"
Her words were quite unexpected, and suddenly Burton began to grunt. "Oh, shit, Mom! I'm going to cum!"
Beth quickly slipped up and off him. She turned around and dropped her face into her son's lap just as the first jet of hot cream erupted from the winking piss-slit at the tip of his dark-purple knob. She took that first blast across her lips and cheek before she was able to wrap her lips fully around his pulsing knob. She drank down his next pulse of cream, and the next, until he fed her no more.
"Oh, ow, stop!" Burt gasped as his cock grew very sensitive in his mother's mouth and he pushed her away. She wrapped his saliva, cunt-juice, and cum-covered cock between her heavy breasts and began to stroke. She grinned up at her son, with semen glistening on her lips and dripping from her cheek. His eyes were shut and his mouth open as she continued to work her son's cock. He remained somewhat stiff under her breast-fluffing and it wasn't long before she knew that he was ready, willing, and quite able to move on to round two.
"I still need to get off," she told him. "Let me do a little work this time. Just sit back and relax, Burton. Let Mommy take care of you."
This time facing her son, Beth crawled up into the chair to straddle his waist. She reached between her thighs to take hold of his cock and then lowered her dripping, needy cunt back down his full length. Both echoed the others moans as they again coupled. With renewed energy Burt began to fuck upward into his mother's pussy with sharp, shallow strokes that didn't take long to get her to the brink of orgasm.
"Oh, yes! Yes! Yes!" Beth cried out as her body exploded into orgasm upon her son's cock for the first time in her life, and she rode it for as long as she possibly could. All the while Burt continued to fuck up into her and drive her higher and higher.
Eventually Beth had to slow down and relax as her climax subsided. Burt sat up and then stood, holding his mother tight to his body and with his cock still embedded within her dripping cunt. He turned and sat her in the sofa chair. Her legs fell open wide and Burton began to drill his mother's pussy with long, deep, youthful thrusts that had her grunting and gasping. He pulled her around until her hips were propped up on the arm and he could fully stand between her flailing legs to fuck her with hard thrusts. At times his cock would vacate her completely, leaving her pussy agape lewdly, before ramming back into her forcefully. Beth loved the way her son was taking control of her, and she looked forward too many more submissions to him, and maybe his younger brother as well.
Having already cum once, Burt was good for some time. After fucking his mother across the arm of the chair, he pulled out of her wonderful, willing pussy long enough to plant her upon the seat on her knees, her chest pressed into the seat back. He plunged back into his mother from behind and resumed his rapid, deep thrusting into her. She was by now grunting so loudly that anyone in or around the house would know what was happening. They would even know with whom, as she time and again shouted out his name, or simply cried out, "Oh god yes! Fuck me, son! Fuck me!"
Burt moved her to another chair, this one near the large windows at the front of the house. With his mother bent across the arm he again fucked her from behind, this time in full view of anyone passing by on the street beyond. It was at this point that Beth gasped, "Will you fuck me up the ass, Burton?"
Beth had surprised both her son and herself with the request. Burton, Sr. had been a fan of the act, and she had learned to enjoy it on his long, think rod. There once was a time when anal sex had been the primary form of coupling between Beth and her husband. While she was on her period, Beth enjoyed the sensations a hard cock up the ass gave her, as well as the magnificent orgasms she obtained during these weeks. While pregnant, anal sex had been for her the most enjoyable, and for both her lovers and her ex-husband she would scream through climaxes.
In the years since moving to Regal Bay however, it was rare for any of her young lovers to want to sodomize her. She had asked a few of her regular young lovers to take her anally and a few would though they would be reluctant. But Beth had long ago discovered that anal sex for her often drove her to such heights that she climaxed for minutes at a time. And now, with her son becoming something so much more, Beth wanted Burt to know and accept this added degradation. After all, it had been his father who had introduced her to ass-fucking, and she wanted nothing more than to continue this tradition with his son.
Burt was predictably reluctant. "I don't know, Mom. I've never done that before."
Beth looked back at him and begged, "Please, baby, I need your cock up my ass! I cum so hard when I get ass-fucked, and I want my big boy to give me that kind of mind-blowing orgasm. Please, Burton, fuck my ass. Fuck your mother's fat ass."
It excited Burt to hear his mother begging to have his cock up her ass. He had never taken a girl anally, and even though Kelly had hinted that she might be willing to try it someday, she had yet to give in. Now here Burt was, his mother bent across the chair begging for him to shove his dick up her ass. It was entirely too much for him to pass up.
With her pussy cream coating his rod, Burt eased back and re-aligned the bulbous head with his mother's asshole. "Be slow," she instructed. "Steady pressure, until I relax." He held his cock tight and pushed forward even as she leaned back into him, and after a moment of resistance, her anus finally relaxed and his knob popped into his mother's hot rectum.
"Oh, fuck me!" Beth gasped and began to trembled as his cock inched its way up through her rectum and into her bowels. Her guts realigned as Burt's curved cock slithered into her dark, dirty backside. Finally, after several minutes of grunts and moans, Beth had her son's full length up her ass.
"So good," she sighed. "That feels so good inside me." She panted for a few moments. "Now fuck me, you bastard!" she demanded through clenched teeth. "Fuck your mother, boy, and fuck me hard! You damn wonderful mother-fucker!" With that, Burt took hold of her hips, pulled back until only his knob remained inside her hot ass, and then he began to thrust.
"There! Is that how you want it, Mother?" Burt grunted. "You like that, don't you? Hard, young cock up your fat ass!"
"Oooohhh, yes! Yes! Yes!" Beth gasped, cried, and begged as her son began fucking her harder and harder, until her ass was as relaxed and as accepting as her pussy had been.
Smoothly Burt's cock drilled his mother's guts, and over the next five minutes he sodomized her. All the while, during that Saturday afternoon, neighborhood traffic passed as a light rain began to fall just outside the big picture window.
As her son's cock raced in and out of her guts, and his tight belly slapped across her sweaty ass globes, Beth's heavy tits hung swaying and smacking together beneath her. She looked up and out into the neighborhood beyond, and to her horror she saw old Mrs. Reed looking back at her from the sidewalk, underneath a large umbrella, where she was walking her little dog. She was the widowed mother of prudish Orchid Reed, one of the office personnel at Regal Bay High School. It had to be obvious to Mrs. Reed what was happening in Beth's front room. Beth only hoped that her son was far enough back that Mrs. Reed couldn't recognize him.
Playfully, Beth raised a hand up and with a pained smile waved to her elderly neighbor. That friendly act sent Mrs. Reed on her way, but not without another backward glance that caught Beth with a tit in hand and her own nipple now locked between her lips.
Beth sucked at her own nipples as her son continued to grind her ass to pulp. Her body hurt and shivered before him, and she finally had to beg him to let her lay down. He relented and they soon were lying on the thick carpet, spooning, he behind her. She lifted her right leg and accepted her son's cock once again into her rectum. It didn't take Burt long to resume his heated pounding of her ass-hole, which flexed around his cock shaft, gripping him tight. Burt reached between her thighs and began fingering her dripping pussy as he pounded her. He pushed a tit to her mouth and she returned to sucking at her nipple as her son slipped up her ass with smooth, pleasurable strokes. Her guts had welcomed him back inside, and he returned to pounding her bowel with increasing hunger.
"Oh, god! Oh, god!" Burt grunted. He slammed his dick hard and deep, and while holding himself as far up his mother's ass as he could go, he roared, "I'm cumming! I'm cumming, Mom!" His cock exploded within her guts and splashed her colon walls with his hot semen.
"Yes! Yes, baby! Fill Mommy with that hot boy-cream!" She moaned and moaned in her son's arms as his cock emptied inside her. "I can feel it! I can feel you pulsing inside me," she moaned. She wiggled her hips and felt his spewing cock rub her sensitive walls. She trembled through yet another orgasm of her own as Burt's balls filled her butt with boiling semen.
Eventually, Burt's cock deflated and slipped free of her anus. She tightened her ring as best as she could, given the circumstances as Burt rolled away from her. Burt sat up a moment later and got to his feet. Without another word, Burt left his mother lying spent, dripping with spent semen and aching from the abuse on the front room floor.
Beth curled up into a fetal ball and relaxed. She was hurt at the way her son had left her, without so much as a kiss, hug, or even a thank you. She wanted so much more than to be treated as little more than a spent tissue that he'd jacked off into. And yet, Beth felt wonderful. Her son was now the latest in a long string of young lovers she had enjoyed, and whether he comes back to her, that would be his decision to make. She would not force her son to continue with this incestuous affair if he didn't feel completely comfortable with it. Their lives had already been changed forever, and Beth was looking forward to the next time she and her son might lay together.
Better than that, she grinned, she now had a sinful tale of incest of her own to share with the other women at the Club over drinks that evening. "Won't Natalya be surprised?" she asked the empty room as she finally rolled to her feet and headed for the bathroom.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 6
Pamela's Tales -- Part 1
Pamela rolled over and looked at the nightstand clock. It read 3:15am. She rolled into a sitting position it the bedroom's darkness on the edge of the big bed she shared with her husband. He still slept soundly next to her, gently snoring as she looked at him. She felt regret, looking at George and recalling the last eight hours. Eight hours that had changed her entire life.
Pamela quietly left the bedroom, heading for the kitchen and a drink of water. She paused at the entry to the living room, where she noticed the television was still on, and her adult son lay asleep on the sofa. She slipped in and found the remote to shut the television off, and then gently lay a throw blanket across Johnny's torso. He was deeply asleep, and she paused to look at her son, a young man of 21, who was a year or two older than the young man she had spent the evening with. A jolt of anxiety rushed through her, because she knew that her son and her young lover knew each other.
She retrieved a bottle of water from the refrigerator, sipped at it as the memory of her evening washed through her mind. Pamela Walker, 45-year-old married mother of one a, taught English at Regal Bay High School. Her wages helped at home, where she lived with her disabled husband and son. George Walker, her husband of 25 years, had been injured in a truck accident nearly eight years before, and over the last five his condition had gotten worse. George was six years older than Pamela, but with his deteriorating health he looked twice that. In the last six-months he'd become all-but bed-ridden from the effects of the medications he was on. The crash had left him paralyzed from mid-chest down, and he'd had to have both legs amputated below the knees from the damage done in the accident. He had once been a strong, active, virile man. Now George was little more than a burden to her, and she hated herself for thinking like that. She still loved her husband, but she needed more in life, before she had grown too old to enjoy it.
A friend of Pamela's had mentioned maybe going on-line and looking for a discrete, extra-marital hook-up. At first Pamela had blown off the idea, but as the weeks went by, so did her aversions. What harm could creating some false persona do, she asked herself. Maybe she'd have a little fun with it. After all, she didn't have to go through with anything. She'd just see what kind of guy she might hook.
Pamela had never thought of herself as a MILF, a "Mother-I'd-Like-to-Fuck" type, and yet within hours of posting her somewhat made-up and yet a little close to real profile on the sight, along with a picture of her nude torso from the shoulders to her hips, Pamela had received dozens of "flirts" and messages. She was absolutely amazed that there were so many young men, and even some young women, who were looking for an older woman such as herself to hook up with. The sight Pamela had posted on, at the suggestion of her friend and neighbor, was one dedicated to helping older women, for the most part over the age of 40, find an extra-marital sex partner. Pamela was plump by all accounts; with dirty blonde hair she kept short, gray eyes, matronly hips and soft, saggy d-cup breasts. She never considered herself all that attractive. Just plain. But she had a large sexual appetite that her invalid husband would never be able to satisfy again. And even back in the day, when he was whole, George would rather fuck some young bimbo, with big fake tits, who liked to dance around on stages flopping her fake-DD's out into the faces of whatever guy waves a bill in her direction.
It wasn't that Pamela was surprised, or even delighted, that so many men found her profile, or picture, attractive enough to want to hook up with her, it was the irony of who she finally accepted to meet with that had set her head spinning. Since posting her faux-profile she had read dozens of postings from young men, and a couple of interested young women, who wanted to exchange messages with her. In particular, she enjoyed checking out the pictures they would post. Most were obviously not really the guys writing. Probably some picture cut-and-pasted from some hot-body internet sight. After all, there just couldn't be that many guys with toned abs and tanned body out there looking to hook up with tired old hags like her, she thought. Pamela found herself drawn more by what the picture showed than what words were written. After all, a picture is worth a thousand words, right?
One of the first postings she replied to was one accompanying a picture that showed a young guy with an average body and little bodily hair, to include his crotch. It didn't show his face, unlike so many others, which lent Pamela to believe that the picture was genuine to the writer. What it did show was a well-hung young man. His profile read "I'm 18, ready for college, and love sex if it includes my eating you out!" Pamela couldn't help herself. As she read through his profile a third time, which included the phrase "I need to find a woman who will play out my fantasy of bedding my own mother", Pamela found herself rubbing her crotch. Although she had never thought about her own son in such a way, Pamela wondered if this young man in the profile, who went by the screen name "I_wanna_bang_U", had a mother who would be anything like herself. After all, this boy had read her own profile and sent her a message. It probably helped that her own screen moniker was "OldHornie36d", which would send any young horny guy her way, or so her friend had explained.
So it went as over the next couple of weeks, Pamela and "I_wanna_bang_U" exchanged ever increasingly dirty messages through the web site. Eventually, Pamela set up a second e-mail account, one which no one in her immediate circle would know about, which she intended to use to communicate more freely with her potential lover. She offered up her new e-mail address, and soon they were messaging directly, without having to log-on to the MILF sight. It wasn't long before Pamela finally accepted his offer of meeting her, face-to-face. Still, he hadn't shown his to her, or she to him. They both agreed that a neutral-ground meeting place should be used, as they both lived in Regal Bay. Anxiously, Pamela made arrangements that included a motel room near the interstate for the up-coming Friday night. She sent him the information, including the room number and that she'd be waiting for him there.
It was hard for Pamela to concentrate on her work at school all through the day Friday, the anticipation of what she had set in motion filling her with excitement and dread, all at the same time. By the time the day had ended, she was ready to call the entire thing off. After getting home, and taking a much-needed shower, she had relaxed somewhat, and felt that she could at least meet the young man. It was entirely up to her whether they did anything physical. A meeting couldn't hurt, and still wouldn't be a violation of her wedding vows, she reasoned.
George was propped up in the bed, watching television in their room, when she came from the bathroom. She wore only a bathrobe, which she let fall to the bed as she passed George. He barely gave her nudity a glance.
"I'm going out tonight," she told him. "I'm meeting Ursula and a couple of others for drinks, if that's alright with you, honey?"
George grunted, "I guess. Now be quiet. I'm watching my show." Pamela dressed quietly, her husband ignoring her. She felt a little better about what she was doing in that moment, and wanted to hold onto that feeling. She gave George a quick peck on the cheek and told him, "I'll be back about mid-night, I guess," and headed out, leaving her husband to his shows.
In the living room, her son Johnny was also sitting facing the television. As had become usual for him, he was intently playing some video war-game or another.
"Johnny, I'll be out with Ursula all night," she told her son. "Fix yourself something for dinner and make sure your dad eats something, okay?"
"Sure, mom," Johnny replied absently. Again, she felt all but invisible to the men in her life. Again, she wanted to hold onto that feeling as she headed out to her illicit rendezvous.
The Holiday Inn was just off the highway, and Pamela figured that there was little to no chance of her being recognized. Not that she would have been seen as anyone other than what she was; a plain-looking middle-aged woman. She parked her navy-blue Dodge Caravan near the lobby and went inside to register. A moment later, she was back in her van, texting to her date that she had arrived. It wasn't long before she received his reply.
Pamela pulled around the building to an entrance near the second story room she'd rented and parked. Nervously, she made her way inside, carrying a small over-night bag she had packed for the occasion. Inside, she made her was nervously to the second floor, and found the door to the room she had the key for. She opened the door and quickly stepped in. Once inside, she exhaled a breath she hadn't realized that she was holding, and then turned on the room light. It was furnished as any other of the chain's standard rooms. She had taken one with a single queen-sized bed, and now that she saw it, her heart began to race. She realized all the more looking at the bed, where she imagined so much sex had taken place, that she was about to embark on a path that led to pleasure as well as remorse.
Pamela gasped, startled, when the knock at the door suddenly came. She turned quickly, knowing that this was indeed the moment of truth. She paused another moment, and then stepped forward to pull open the door. The young man standing before her took her breath away. Standing before her was a familiar face. It was the face of Freddy Killibrew.
Freddy was a tall, skinny, freckle-faced young man who Pamela had had as a student during his high school years. In fact, he was one of her own son's friends. Freddy had been over to her house on any number of occasions in the past. And now he stood outside a hotel room door, waiting to be invited in.
"Oh, sweet Jesus!" Pamela gasped. "Freddy! What are you doing here?" She backed away as he stepped into the room and pushed the door closed behind him.
"I guess I'm here for the same reason you are, Mrs. Walker," he replied sheepishly.
"Oh, my god, Freddy," she moaned. "What am I doing? What is going on here?" She all but stumbled her way to the bed and fell heavily onto the end. She sat looking at him, dismay in her face. "I can't believe it was you on the other end of those e-mails."
"I'm pretty surprised, too," Freddy replied. "I had no idea you were like this."
"I'm not!" she insisted. She shook her head, her blonde hair, done up in loose curls for the occasion, shaking across her shoulders. She looked at the young man and moaned, "I just wanted to...you know..." She could feel her resolve racing away. She could also feel the fear of discovery gripping her heart in a cold vice.
"I think I do," he said as he settled onto the bed beside her. "I know your husband is damaged, and maybe he doesn't do things for you anymore, and maybe you have a need in your life. I understand that. I have a need in my life, too. Otherwise we wouldn't be here. Maybe it's fate, or just our luck, us already knowing each other. I guess it makes it easier."
Pamela was shaking her head, and then looked up into his face. "You want to make love...to have sex with your own mother, don't you?" she asked. He nodded. He'd admitted as much during their e-mail exchanges. "I know your mother, Freddy. Ursula's a good friend of mine. I can't believe it." Her eyes went to his then, and she saw something different in them. Something exciting even. "I can't believe you want to have sex with your own mother."
"It's really not all that uncommon, Mrs. Walker," Freddy grinned. "You might be surprised at how many guys have Oedipus fantasies." Was Freddy hinting at something, she asked herself.
There was nothing else to say. They knew what they were there for, and it wasn't to talk. It was to have sex. It was to fulfill each other's fantasies. It was to make each other feel loved and wanted as a sexual partner. Side by side they remained on the end of the queen-sized motel room bed. The quiet in the room stretched on, while they looked into each other's eyes. And then, with an exhale of breath, Freddy leaned close to Pamela, and Pamela leaned to him. They kissed. They kissed tentatively at first, as new lovers would. It was hesitant, but only for a moment. Freddy took hold of Pamela's sweater at her hip and pulled it upward. Pamela broke off her kiss and helped her former student tug the tight garment up and off her, leaving her wearing only her bra from the waist up.
Pamela turned back to Freddy and his right hand went straight to her left breast to cup it. She pushed his hand away after a moment and tugged at his tank top. A moment later he was naked from the waist up, and Pamela could see the profile picture he had posted, now in the flesh before her. The excitement of seeing his youthful cock soon sent a ripple through her crotch. She leaned close once again and began to kiss Freddy's cheek and neck, while his right hand pushed beneath her bra cup and wrapped around her left breast. She felt her nipple slide across his palm, and her body tingled with added excitement. Her tongue slipped around and then into his ear as he continued to feel her up.
Freddy lifted Pamela's left tit free of the confining bra cup and lowered his mouth to her pink nipple. He began to flick his tongue across the budding nipple, which made her sigh with pleasure. Pamela stroked his naked back and kissed the back of his head. A minute passed before Freddy managed to release the clasp of the older woman's bra. He pulled the flimsy garment away and took in the full sight of his Pamela's naked breasts. The tiny pink nipples were hard and budded, looking like little erasers atop her pale tit flesh. He stroked his hands across her chest and cupped her right breast up to his mouth. He began to suck upon that nipple, bringing more sighs of pleasure to her lips.
Back and forth Freddy kissed and sucked upon her nipples until Pamela was hot and ready to take the next step. She gently pushed his head back away from her breasts and reached into his lap to attack the front of his jeans. Freddy leaned back to give her full access, and a moment later his pants were open at the front. The bulge in his underwear was quite prominent at that point. Pamela stroked her left hand across his large bulge, absently licking her lips as she did. She then rolled her hips off the bed and stood before him. Slowly, Pamela began to pop open the buttons of her button-fly jeans, all the while watching as Freddy's eyes went down, from her face, to her breasts, and finally to her crotch. Pamela pushed her jeans down past her hips and to her knees, and then stepped out of them. She then stepped to the edge of the bed, to straddle Freddy's left leg, and pulled his head back to her right breast. He greedily latched onto her nipple once again, while his hands began to stroke up and down her fleshy thighs, and around to her wide, soft butt.
Pamela's hands were all over Freddy's upper body, stroking his shoulders and chest and back, as he continued to feed at her tits, going from nipple to nipple. All the while his own hands were on her body. Pamela curled to her right and rolled onto the edge of the bed, freeing her nipple from her young lover's. In turn, Freddy rolled off the bed and stood before her. As he came up, his jeans slipped down. He was quick to tug his underwear down, as well, and Pamela was treated to the sight of a young man's cock, very much in the flesh. It was indeed long, with only a hint of pubic hair, with a set of heavy, low hanging balls beneath. The head was pale pink and glistened with a smear of pre-cum. Pamela found her heart racing and her breath ragged as she took in the full sight of him, as well as the realizations of what she was about to do.
Pamela scooted on her butt back up onto the bed fully. The bed springs squeaked beneath her as she went. Freddy's eyes locked to her naked body, as he crawled onto the bed. He settled beside her on his knees, the head of his cock lightly touching the flesh of her right hip. His hands caressed her body, from mid-thigh to shoulders, paying particular attention to her belly and breasts. Still, she wore her panties, the last barrier between them. Freddy slid his hands to her panties and took hold of the waistband, even as he lowered his mouth to her belly. As he tongued her navel, he also pulled her panties down and off, leaving her now just as naked, and horny, as he was beside her.
Pamela recalled a message Freddy had sent to her, detailing how he longed to have his tongue buried in her hot, wet cunt. She remembered fingering herself to orgasm as she read his words, over and over again, imagining his tongue ramming in and out of her, licking her up and down. Drinking her juices. Eating her out for hours on end. And it was about to happen in reality. Pamela watched as Freddy moved lower, lifted her right leg up and around his torso, and settled between her parted knees. His eyes were on her blonde-furred crotch, and the long slit of her pink gash. She imagined his mouth was watering at the sight of her delicious snatch, open and bare for him to devour. God, she was so fucking horny, her mind screamed.
What she said was, "Oh, god, yes! Taste my pussy! Please, Freddy, lick my pussy!" It was what she had typed back at him, time and again. And a moment later Freddy gave his matronly lover what she wanted.
Freddy lowered himself to his elbows on the bed covers and pushed Pamela's thighs wider. His eyes were on the pink slot of her pussy, and the juices that were already leaking out. He dropped his mouth into contact with her fuzzy mound while looking up to see Pamela's head roll back and her mouth open wide. A moment after his mouth clamped down onto her pussy, Pamela was climaxing. It had been so long since George had tasted her.
"Oooohhh! Yeessss!" She moaned long and loud as cream gushed from her slit and into Freddy's mouth. Freddy sucked and began to lick up and down, thrusting his tongue in and out of her tasty, creamy cunt-hole. All the while, Freddy was thinking that this was not just Pamela, his mother's friend that he was eating out but one of the hottest, tastiest pussies he'd ever had on his tongue.
As her initial, powerful climax began to wash through her, Pamela began to stroke Freddy's head. Her hips rolled slightly, smearing her drenched pussy across Freddy's face even as his tongue lanced inside her. She was trembling on the bed, which continued to squeak beneath them. She was moaning loudly as Freddy continued to lick and slurp at her crotch. She knew that if anyone was in the next room that they would know what was going on. Just not who was doing it, she hoped. Freddy was a great lover, at least when it came to giving head to a woman, Pamela thought. He licked, and tickled, and fingered her hole while flicking her clitty with his tongue. She lost track of how long Freddy ate her out, but it was for a good long time. She counted three separate, intense orgasms she had upon his tongue, and wanted more. Instead, Freddy finally lifted his head up from her crotch, and with a creamy, glistening smile upon his face, he slipped up to lay beside Pamela.
It was now Pamela's turn, even though no words were exchanged. As Freddy hadn't climbed atop her to drive his hard-on home where it was so needed by her, Pamela recognized that it was time for her to reciprocate. Freddy settled onto his back, his head on the pillows, and Pamela rolled to her knees and slipped down the bed. She knelt between Freddy's slightly parted knees and reached up to take his big cock in her hand for the first time. She stroked it, making Freddy sigh as she did, and then lowered her mouth to his crown.



"Oh, yes," Freddy sighed.
At first Pamela flicked her tongue across the tip of Freddy's cock-head. She tasted the salty flavor of his pre-cum. She realized that it had been nearly five years since she'd held a cock in her hand, let alone sucked one into her mouth. It was long enough, and Pamela opened her mouth and dropped her head into Freddy's crotch. His cock raced along her tongue and filled her mouth, until its head banged against the back of her throat.
"Oh, fuck," Freddy grunted with surprise and delight. His cock pulsed as her lips tightened around the shaft. Slowly she pulled her head up and back, until only his crown remained trapped within her warm mouth.
"You like?" she muttered around his knob.
"Oh, fuck, yeah!" Freddy grunted in response, even as she opened her lips and plunged downward. Pamela began to give Freddy the cock-sucking of his life-time.
As Pamela loudly slurped and gulped at his cock, Freddy rolled his head from side to side, panting and moaning at the awesome pleasures she was giving him. No girl his age could give head like this. It was one of the reasons Freddy had posted on the MILF sight. He wanted sex, but with women who knew how to give pleasure, and were grateful for it. He never dreamed that it would be anyone he actually knew giving it to him. Not in a million years, even though fucking his own mother had been a fantasy of his for many years, and many jack-off sessions. And now that fantasy was as close to reality as he'd ever been, having sex with one of his mother's friends, and one of his former teachers at that, in a sleazy motel room!
Even as his cock banged against Pamela's throat Freddy moaned again and again. It was too much, and Freddy grunted as his cock throbbed in her mouth. He grabbed hold of the back of Pamela's head and held her down as his cock began to erupt inside.
"I'm cumming!" he growled loudly through clenched teeth. "Uuunnggghh!"
Pamela gagged with the first blast of Freddy's hot cum into her throat. He had erupted just at the deepest point, as her chin banged against his scrotum. Freddy held her head down and she fought to swallow his semen, something she had never really enjoyed with her husband. She would rather have the hot cum deep in her pussy, not in her mouth. Swallowing cum had never been part of her repertoire. And yet, as Freddy's cock pulsed against her tongue, she discovered that his taste was pleasing, even wonderful. Her belly began to warm as his hot creamy load slithered down her throat and into her stomach. Her pussy tingled excitedly between her thighs. As he had eaten her creamy orgasm, she was now eating his.
Finally, with the last of his cream on her tongue, Freddy released Pamela's head. Pamela pulled free and gasped for breath. Smears of his semen were around her lips as she gasped and panted. Her tear-filled eyes went to Freddy's face. He saw that he had hurt Pamela.
"I'm so sorry," he whispered, and then he pulled her mouth to his. As they kissed passionately, he apologized to her again. Pamela warmed to his display of sensitivity, finding that his cock, still in her grip, was just as hard as it had been. She continued to stroke Freddy, smearing the left over cum up and down its length and across its knob. Her soft breasts caressed his chest. Freddy trembled beneath her as his sensitive flesh responded to her own.
With her mouth still locked to his, Pamela straddled Freddy's waist and aimed the tip of Freddy's cock at the dripping slit of her pussy. Together they moaned loudly as her labia wrapped around his shaft, which slithered up into her as her hips settled to his. Pamela now had Freddy tight within her vagina for the first time. Her body quivered atop him, and within moments she was crying out in orgasm.
"Oh, oh, oh yeessss," she moaned and her pussy fluttered and rippled up and down Freddy's cock. She had climaxed with his entry alone. Even before she had started to ride the waves, Pamela was riding Freddy's cock, up and down, making the bed squeak rhythmically and loudly in the motel room. She was now fucking her friend's young son, and he was fucking her, just as he wanted to fuck his own mother.
Pamela sat back onto Freddy's upper thighs as the last wave of her climax rolled through her belly. Freddy reached up and began to paw at her small, hanging tits as she rolled her hips and began to bounce up and down his full, hard length. Although he had just dumped a load down her throat, he was still rock-hard and powerful. Her body responded with a fresh smear of lubricant up and down his shaft as it pistoned inside her.
For as long as Pamela had ridden Freddy's tongue through multiple orgasms, she now rode Freddy's cock. Her body peaked and ebbed several times, some sharper and more intense than others. All the while Freddy thrust up into her as Pamela rode his cock. Freddy watched her face, and she his, as lovers fucked for many long, passionate minutes atop the motel room bed. As she bounced on his lap, Pamela reached back between Freddy's parted thighs, to cup his balls and tickle his anus.
"Ah!" Freddy gasped. He seemed to enjoy the tickling, and Pamela, feeling that nothing was taboo any longer, curled a finger and pressed the tip into Freddy's asshole.
"Unnnmmm!" Freddy moaned and shoved his cock high into her, holding it there for just a moment, before dropping his hips. This caused Pamela's finger, caught against the mattress, to jab deep into Freddy's ass. "Uhh! Oww!" he gasped in pain, yet his cock pulsed and trembled within her pussy.
"Oh, god! Oh, god! Cuummmingggg!" he roared and suddenly Freddy was grunting and bucking as his cock exploded within her womb. His hot seed splashed against her cervix, warming Pamela's belly once again. She rolled and ground her hips against his, in effect stirring his cock within her vagina as he came.
Even as the last of his semen flowed into Pamela's pussy, Freddy rolled her onto her back. Her finger had slipped from his asshole as they exchanged position. Freddy took hold of her ankles and hooked Pamela's feet over his shoulders as his cock re-aimed for her pussy. He saw her wet gash come open, and a long dribble of his white cum leaked out. His cock pressed inward, and with the added lubrication of his own cum, Freddy buried himself to the hilt within her in a single, harsh thrust.
"Oh, yes! Fuck me! Fuck me, Freddy!" Pamela cried out as her cervix was punched by Freddy's cock-head. As he began to pound into her, each time she grunted with the impact. Her pussy leaked cum across her asshole and onto the bed beneath her ass as Freddy pile-drove her with strong, youthful fury. Now she was being fucked as a hot, horny old woman should be fucked.
"That's it! Fuck me good, Freddy! Fuck me hard and deep! God, I love it! I love it!"
Pamela climaxed at least two more times as Freddy grunge-fucked her. There was no love or passion this time. Just pure animistic fucking, and Pamela loved every thrust of it. Amazingly, and for the third time that night, Freddy orgasmed, and her womb with a fresh load of his warm jizm.
Pamela's pussy was overflowing with Freddy's cum and gaping wide open after he pulled free. Still, Freddy was not finished with her. Years of need and frustration at lusting for his own mother was now being taken out on her surrogate. He took hold of her ankles and rolled Pamela onto her hands and knees. Pamela was panting from the effort of keeping up with such a virile young man when Freddy had pulled out and off her. She half expected him to slam home once again as he fell in behind her upraised ass. Instead, and much to her surprise, Freddy planted his mouth to Pamela's gaping, cum-leaking slit and began to lick.
"Oooohhh," Pamela moaned loudly and buried her face in the pillows as her body exploded through an intense orgasm just moments later, the likes she had never known in her life. "Oh, Freddy, Freddy, Freddy!" She could feel his tongue inside her, scooping his cum out and swallowing it himself. Her pussy spasmed and pushed more outward, feeding the sick young man his own juices. And Pamela loved it! Her pussy gushed again through an orgasm brought on by Freddy's tongue, and she screamed her delight into the pillow.
By the time Pamela had regained enough to remember where she was and with whom, Freddy had returned his cock to her gaping, throbbing pussy. He was fucking her with long, steady strokes, lubricated with cum and saliva and her own juices. The sounds were sloppy, the smells were intense, and the lust was thick. Pamela realized that she was panting, "Fuck me, Freddy! Fuck me, Freddy!" in time with each of Freddy's thrusts. Her grunts and his were loud enough for anyone walking by outside to hear, as well as anyone in the adjoining rooms. Pamela didn't care. She was getting the fucking of her life and she didn't care who knew it.
At some point they rolled onto their left sides, and Freddy continued to drive his cock into Pamela from behind. Pamela's right leg was flailing about above them, held there by Freddy's strong grip, as his pistoning cock sloshed through the messy opening of her crotch. The image played before her, reflected from the wall-mounted mirror, and in it Pamela could see herself, and the look plastered across her face was one of pure sexual satisfaction. Freddy's face was hidden behind her slender shoulders, but she imagined a similar look on his.
In the next moment, Pamela realized that she was seeing her own son's face above her shoulder in the mirror, where Freddy's should have been. "Oh, god!" she gasped, even as her pussy quivered around the pistoning cock inside. "Oh, god, Johnny! No!" she huffed. "I'm your own mother! You're fucking your own mother!"
Suddenly, Freddy was growling behind her, and within her belly his cock again began to pulse wildly. "I'm cumming, Mom! I'm cumming inside you again!" For the third time Freddy filled Pamela's womb with his hot seed. This time would be the final climax for both, as even before his cock had stopped twitching, Freddy collapsed, panting and gasping behind her naked back. A moment later his cock, spent and flaccid, slipped from Pamela's ravaged slot with a wet slurp, accompanied by a thick mixture of their combined spent juices. Pamela let her leg fall to the bed and looked into her own face as she slowly recovered. She looked just like a well-fucked, ridden hard and put away wet, fuck-slut should.
She also looked like a mother who had just fucked her own son, and enjoyed every minute of it. But she hadn't fucked Johnny. She had just fucked Freddy, Ursula's son, not hers. But it had been Johnny's face in the mirror she had seen, just before climaxing upon his cock. And she had said his name. She had called Freddy her son's name; Johnny. And Freddy had called her Mom. My God, she thought, is this my fantasy as well? Do I want to fuck Johnny just as Freddy wants to fuck Ursula? These thoughts and images rolled through her mind as she settled into a slumber, naked, sweaty, and leaking atop the motel room bed.
Pamela awoke sometime later with the sound of the motel room shower running. Freddy had slipped from the bed at some point, without waking her, and was cleaning up. Pamela rolled onto her back and tugged the bed cover across her naked, chilled body. A few minutes later, after the shower had turned off, Freddy stepped out. He was still naked, but his cock was flaccid and bright red. There would be no more sex that night, she recognized. It was just as well.
Pamela watched as Freddy dressed, his eyes on hers as he did. They didn't say anything, not until he had finished tying his shoes and moved towards the door. Looking back at her, Freddy only said, "I hope we can get together and do this again, sometime." Before she could reply, Freddy had opened the door and went out into the night.
Pamela lay in the motel room bed, naked and spent, and thought about everything she and Freddy had done that night, as well as what he had said and how she had said it. Freddy saw her as a MILF, a "Mother I'd Like to Fuck". But now she was a "Mother I'd Already Fucked". She had been his surrogate mother in the absence of his very own. And he had taken on a role Pamela had never known she wanted. Freddy had been her son, her Johnny, in that last act, and she had climaxed from the image. Pamela knew then that she wanted to fuck her own son. She wanted to fuck Johnny, and she wanted Johnny to fuck her, just as Freddy had.
Now, some three hours later, Pamela stood looking down on her slumbering son, imagining what it would be like to have him inside her, making love to her as his father had once done. She regretted her thoughts even as she entertained them. There just was no simple, easy way for her to initiate such an act, not if the very idea was as hideous to Johnny as it had been to her, less than 24-hours ago. She knew then that it would have to fall to Freddy, her lover, to plant the idea into Johnny's head. And maybe she could do for Freddy likewise, to plant the idea into Ursula's head, of fucking her own son.
Pamela returned to bed, settling in beside her snoring husband, with images of sinful delights fluttering through her mind, and a lover's grin upon her mouth.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 8
Wanda's Tales -- Part 1
Once it was all said and done, Wanda Vaughn realized that the only reason that her son had called that fateful day was to have her. In hind-sight, it had not bothered her at all. In fact, it had opened up a new and exciting world for the both of them. It did bother her in that she had hoped that Luke had called her, asking she stop by his apartment, and that they could have had a normal mother-son relationship. Theirs had been a strained one for many years, and they seldom talked since he had entered high school, even when he still lived at home. After he had moved out, she saw him even less. Her husband and son got along well, though even they talked little over the past years. But since Luke had moved out, and her husband worked long hours to provide a decent home and life for them, Wanda felt alone much of the time, and forgotten. When Luke had called her up out of the blue that morning, she had jumped at the opportunity to visit him.
What had happened next, in the confines of her son's apartment, she realized was out of her control from the beginning. Maybe Wanda should have turned and walked out the moment she realized that this was not your typical mother/son visit. Luke's apartment was in a standard block building, near the mall. It was a small three-room place, with a kitchenette attached to the living area, a bathroom, and separate bedroom towards the back. His living room furnishings were hap-hazard, consisting of a futon sofa and a used recliner facing a cheap television stand where the family's old television sat. A low coffee table separated the two, covered in empty soda and beer cans, as well as an empty pizza box from the night before. Two smaller tables flanked the futon, covered in similar debris as well as an over-flowing ash tray. Wanda could still make out the sweat scent of the illegal herb her son enjoyed.
"Thanks for coming over, Mom," Luke said as she looked around her son's place.
"I was kind of surprised by the invitation," she admitted. "It's the first time I've been here since you moved in."
"I guess I could have picked up a little," he said as he picked up the empty cans and laid them inside the open pizza box. "Sorry. I had a couple guys over last night. We watched a couple of movies," he added as he stepped around the short counter that separated the living area from the kitchenette, which also served as a table. It was likewise covered with various bits of debris and dishes.
"It's alright. What should a mother expect from her son, living on his own." Wanda stood in the middle of the living area, wondering if she should take a seat and realizing that she'd end up having to move clothing, either dirty or clean, where ever she chose. "Maybe I should take some of this laundry home with me. Get you caught up."
"Oh, okay, I guess," Luke replied. "Would you like something to drink? I've got Cokes and Sprites."
"A Sprite would be nice," she accepted, and chose to take a seat on the edge of the futon to wait for her son. He returned from the tiny kitchen with a pair of glasses in hand. She took the offered one and drank deeply. It was strange, but pleasant flavored. She took another sip, waiting for Luke to begin.
"I'm sorry, Mom," Luke began with an apology.
"About what, Luke?" she asked.
Luke settled beside his mom on the edge of the futon. "Well, I know I've pretty much been a dick to you for a while. I've not been the greatest kid you could have had. I've been selfish and took you, and dad, for granted most of my life. For that, and a whole lot of other things, I'm sorry."
Wanda reached out and rubbed her son's shoulder as she replied. "There's nothing for you to be sorry about, Luke. You've been nothing but a wonderful son. I love you and always will, even though I don't often get the chance to. I only wish you'd take the time to visit. I'd like to see you more than once every two or three weeks."
Luke faced his mother then and offered, "Maybe there's something we could do about that, Mom. I'd like to spend more time with you." Luke took her by the shoulders and hugged her, and as Wanda mewed in her son's arms, he took her head in his hands and kissed her. Full on the lips and with a growing passion. Wanda was startled, but her belly warmed and she accepted the sudden outpouring of love her son was showing her. She accepted that he might not understand how best to show a forgotten love to his mother. Yet she wondered why his tongue was suddenly slipping between her lips, and why she was so accepting of it into her mouth.
Their kiss broke off after a hesitating moment, and Wanda found herself feeling strange. Her head felt light, and her ears rang a little. She was still looking into her son's eyes. It was only a moment later she felt the front of her sleeveless top being pulled on. As confusing as that was, Luke had a look in his face she'd not seen in ages, and that had been on his father's face so long ago. It was a look that made her belly warm and her nipples tingled in her bra. She knew that they would be perked up and poking obscenely outward, so prominent. As Luke, her son, leaned forward and kissed her again, she wondered why she felt so suddenly as she did. Why was she feeling her nipples tingle and her vagina dampen? Why was she feeling so damned horny suddenly?
Later, she was to discover that her son had slipped her a "roofie", the notorious date-rape drug so popular in the collegiate world these days. Even as the effects were washing through her, Wanda wondered why it was happening to her. Why was her son pulling her blouse up and off? Now she sat next to her son, shirtless. Her white bra remained, but she felt naked.
Luke pulled her forward and reached behind her, and as he unfastened her bra, she kissed his shoulder and upper chest. She couldn't help herself. She was just so horny. As the material loosened and fell away, her mature breasts spilled out between their naked torsos, and Wanda let out a relaxing sigh of relief.
Luke stood up then and took her hands in his. He was grinning down at her, and she felt as if she were smiling up at him. "Unfasten my jeans, Mom," he said in a warm, yet sinister voice. As if in a trance, Wanda watched as her fingers began to unfasten her son's jeans. She knew that what she was doing was so very wrong, and yet she felt that she must continue or risk losing him again. She considered Luke's eyes, still seeing lust in them, and knew she had the same look in hers. She tugged his jeans, as well as his black briefs, downward. His young man's cock, a full seven inches long, sprang out and up at her. It was nowhere near hard or stiff, however, and hung limply from his light brown pubic bush. She noticed that he had a heavy set of balls as well, much larger than she remembered her husband having. She tore her gaze away from her son's package and looked up into his face once again.
Luke pulled her up by her hands and with her now standing, he dropped to his knees. Luke was tall, an inch over six feet, and even kneeling his face was aligned with her heavily hanging breasts. Her nipples were hard and so very near him as he began to unfasten the skirt at her waist. It fell away and she stepped out of it. Next, he began to roll her stockings down and off her feet, kissing the insides of her matronly thighs as he lifted each foot in turn. She was quite suddenly standing before her kneeling, naked son in only a pair of white lace panties. A shiver of fear and excitement washed through Wanda's body as she began to understand what was taking place. And yet she had no desire to stop him.
Luke's hands stroked upward along the outside of her thighs to her hips. He looked up at her, grinning, and then leaned forward to capture her right nipple between his lips.
"Oooohhhaaaahhhh!" She groaned loudly and placed her hands upon his head, but she didn't force her son away. Instead, she pulled his face tighter to her breast as her son suckled upon her. Her pussy lit up in that moment and she could feel her juices suddenly boiling and flowing. Her mind reeled and her vision spun. She felt as if she were about to fall into the abyss as the pleasures of her son's mouth on her nipple washed through her.
Before she knew it, Wanda was lying on her back across the futon, her feet still on the floor but pushed wide apart. Her panties were gone, tossed aside, and her pussy was on full display for her son. Luke still had a devious grin on his face, even as she watched him slowly lower himself between her parted knees. She felt his breath on her sex, and screamed for all to hear the moment his lips touched hers.
"Oooohhh, Luke! Luke, honey!" she groaned as she accepted being devoured by her son. Wanda moaned loudly as her son's tongue sent waves of pleasure up through her belly, and she realized that she was on the verge of an orgasm, brought on by her son.
Wanda cried out a moment later and Luke slurped noisily at his mother's gushing pussy. He ate her climaxing cunt with a gusto she had never before experienced, and her orgasm rolled seemingly forever. Wanda's mind spun and her entire body tingled as she was orally devoured by her loving son. She had no concept of time as she was thoroughly licked, and it could have been anywhere from minutes to hours that her son's tongue flicked and thrust in and around her pussy. Her mind spun through it all, and when she felt a sudden coolness between her thighs she moaned with disappointment. Her son's mouth was suddenly on hers and they kissed passionately. She tasted herself on her son's lips and tongue and thrilled at the flavors.
As they continued to kiss, she was rolled to her side, and suddenly she was atop her naked son, their mouths still locked together and her knees straddling his hips. She felt the hardness of his cock pressed into her pubic mound, just above her leaking, dripping, empty snatch. His hands were on her hips and ass, and below her his hips rose. His cock poked against her. She sighed, recognizing his needs as well as her own.
"Oh, god, no!" Wanda whispered even as she rolled her hips forward and began dragging the lips of her wet pussy along the underside of her son's shaft. When the spongy knob popped up along them, she shuddered excitedly, like a school girl. She hesitated, feeling him press against her once, twice, and then she relaxed at the point that her son's knob pressed against her winking, willing opening. He popped inside her and she cried out.
"Oh, Luke! Luke!" Tears suddenly fell from her eyes as her son's cock slipped up into her. She settled down his length, and a moment later she had her son fully within her. She trembled in his lap. He sat up to meet her and again they kissed. As she sat upon his cock, unmoving, he lifted her left tit to his mouth and began to suck at her hard nipple. She stroked his head and then rolled her hips. He moaned, and she echoed him, as his cock stirred within her juices.
They didn't fuck. Not right then. They only sat there on the futon, his cock wedged high into her body. They kissed, he sucked, and together they moaned. It wasn't until Luke had eased his mother up and off him, and then had bent her across the end of the futon to take her from behind, did Luke begin to truly fuck his mother. By that time, Wanda was more than willing to do anything her son wanted. Her belly was boiling, her pussy was vibrating, and her need was more than she'd ever known. She whispered for her son to fuck her even as he re-entered her body. Whether he heard her or not, Luke began to fuck his mother.
Luke had her bent across the futon, fucking her with long, steady strokes, for what seemed to her over an hour. Her knees trembled and her arms grew weak, yet she didn't want the act to end. Never the less, she sighed gratefully when Luke pulled out and rolled her onto the futon on her back. He lifted her legs high and plunged back into her with his full length. He began to fuck his mother with deep, pounding thrusts, the kind Wanda had long-forgotten that she enjoyed the most.
"Yes, that's it, Luke. That's it. Just like that. Fuck me good with that wonderful cock of yours. Fuck me good!" She drove Luke on with her words of encouragement. She even got nasty with him. "Fuck me, you mother-fucking bastard! Fuck my old cunt!"
"That's it! That's what I want to hear," Luke growled. "I knew you needed this. I knew my mom wanted a good, hard fucking!"
"Oh, sweat Jesus, I love you Luke," she moaned as she dragged her finger nails along his muscular back. "I need you, Luke. I love you, Son. Oh, god, how I love your cock inside my body!" In the next half hour, with her son pounding her for all he was worth, Wanda climaxed over and over, and knew that the cushion beneath her bouncing ass would be soaked with her juices.
Again, she was rolled up onto her hands and knees, and turned slightly so that Luke could drill her with long, deep thrusts. His pace had slowed again, and she praised his skills. She wondered where Luke had learned such awesome, cunt-pleasing skills, knowing that it couldn't have been his father. He was little more than a stick-it and dump-it kind of lover for the last twenty years. Her son, however, was fantastic. She only regretted that this should be a one and only time thing. She could use a good fucking like Luke was giving her more often.
It wasn't much longer that Luke's thrusts began to get harder, quicker, and more erratic. Wanda willed her pussy muscles to tighten around her son's pistoning cock, and suddenly he was groaning louder and louder. His fingers dug into her ass cheeks as his cock pounded her, and suddenly he growled and held his cock deep inside her.
"I'm cumming, Mom!" Luke growled.
"Oh, please, no! Not inside me, Luke! Oh, no no no!" Wanda pleaded, but it was much too late. Her son's seed began to warm her belly and she shivered as her body erupted as well. She climaxed with her son, and as his cum filled her, her cream flowed as well.
"Oh, what have I done? What have I done?" Wanda moaned as her orgasm washed through her. Her fingers dug deeply into her son's futon mattress. Her body trembled from both the excitement as well as the dread that flowed through her. She'd never considered cheating on her husband, and now she had not only broken her vows of marriage, but she'd done it with her own son. What startled her most, however, was the fact that she had enjoyed it so much.
Luke pulled free of her a few minutes later and began to kiss her back. She fell forward and rolled until she could find his mouth with hers. Passionately, mother and son kissed as young lovers. They spoke very little, until Luke got up and headed for the bathroom. Wanda watched her son's long cock swing as he went, and ached to have it inside her once again.
When Luke returned, he said, "I've got to get ready for work, Mom," talking with her as if they had done nothing more than share a story. Luke had pulled on boxers and as he moved about the living area he pulled on his jeans and a fresh work shirt bearing the logo of the shoe store where he worked. Wanda remained naked, and spent, across the length of the futon. Her pussy ached, and leaked between her thighs.
"I'd like to stop by tomorrow, if you'll be home," Wanda surprised herself by telling her son, with a hint of pleading in her voice.
Luke looked at his mother then and smiled. "I'd like that, Mom. I'd like to spend more afternoons like this with you." He then leaned across her naked body and kissed her. "Feel free to take a shower, before heading home. Dad might smell it on you." Again he kissed her, but it was brief, and Luke headed for the door. Even with his sexually used mother lying naked on his futon just feet away, Luke went through into the hallway beyond, pulling the door closed behind him finally.
Wanda left Luke's apartment an hour later. As it turned out, Wanda was back at her son's apartment the next afternoon.
Wanda came straight from work that Monday to her son's apartment, where she caught him just as he was arriving home from work. He had been to the grocery store and Wanda helped him with the few bags he had.
The kitchenette was narrow and cramped, and they had bumped into one another repeatedly as they shuffled about, putting things away. Wanda wanted so much to bring up the subject of their love-making, but was at a loss as to how to bring it up. Luke didn't seem to want to talk, either, and so it was that as the last of the groceries got put away, Wanda decided that actions might be better than words.
With Luke's back to her, she secretly popped the top few buttons of her blouse, leaving just the bottom one fastened. Her blouse, a white long-sleeve one with black swirls and dots decorating it, fell open wide and showed off her ample cleavage well. Her bra was red, and contrasted with her pale flesh. She also wore a black skirt with white poca-dots that hugged her wide hips. Wanda felt sexy as hell in the outfit, and knew from the looks and leers of the men at work that she looked the part.
"Luke, we have to talk about what happened yesterday," Wanda said and when Luke turned to face her, his eyes went straight down to her cleavage. She held back a giggle at the sight of her son's jaw nearly falling open.
Luke asked her, "What's going on, Mom?"
She grinned and replied, "I was just thinking that we might continue what we started yesterday." She moved close to him a she said this, and took his hand in hers, bringing it up to cup her right breast. She turned slightly and he stepped around behind her, bringing his free hand up to cup his mother's other breast. With both hands now full of his mother's tit-flesh, he lowered his mouth to her neck and kissed. Wanda sighed and reached up and back to stroke her son's head as he nuzzled her neck.
"I like that, Luke," she sighed, melting slightly back into him.
"I'm sorry about what happened, yesterday," Luke whispered into her ear before licking it lightly with the tip of his tongue. "I shouldn't have taken advantage of you, like that." Luke's hands lifted and squeezed her tits with an increasing tempo. Her blouse rode up to expose her belly.
Wanda turned to face her son, with his hands sliding across her torso to recapture her tits. "I should ask you why you did what you did, but maybe I don't care," she told her son. "I hate you for doing it, for raping me, because that is what you did, you know. You raped me, your own mother." She then pulled his mouth to hers and kissed him, deeply. When their lips parted, she continued. "I think I would have given myself to you willingly, Luke. I believe that."
Luke shook his head. "No, you wouldn't have. I had to do it that way, to show you what you needed, and what you wanted, and what you want again, right now."
Luke lifted each of his mother's breasts higher, and lowered his mouth to give each a kiss upon the exposed upper arches of flesh. He then tugged his mother's blouse and bra aside to fully expose her left breast and nipple. He wrapped both hands around her left tit and lift the nipple to his mouth. His lips wrapped around the thick pink nub and sucked it in. Wanda sighed loudly as he began to gently chew upon her tit. Luke then let that nipple fall away only to lift her right breast up and out, to give its nipple a similar treatment. Wanda knew her son was getting as hot for her as she was for him. He massaged her breasts roughly, showing an eagerness she had hoped for.
As Luke worked her tits over she reached down and began to tug open his belt and jeans. Once that step had been completed, Wanda took hold of the waistband of his tighty-whitey underwear and pulled. His cock head popped into view and she reached in to wrap her fingers around the lengthening shaft.
"Oh, fuck, Mom!" Luke grunted as his mother pulled his cock free. "I can't believe this is happening." He assisted by pushing his jeans and underwear down. She was stroking his cock to full readiness when Luke added, "I thought you'd be so mad at me, about yesterday. I didn't think you'd ever want to talk to me again."



"I want to do more than just talk to you, Luke," Wanda panted. She dropped to her knees and guided her son's cock into her mouth.
Surprised by his mother's lewdness, Luke gasped, "Oh, fuck, Mom!" as she began to suck his cock. She was eager to taste his juices and began stroking his cock in hand while bobbing her head up and down his shaft. His hands went her head and gently guided her along, while rocking his hips back and forth to feed another inch of hard cock into her mouth.
For several minutes, Wanda knelt before her son in the apartment's small kitchen, sucking his wonderful cock to full life. Finally, she tasted the tangy flavor of his pre-cum as the piss-slit opened and spilled her son's juices across her tongue. She eagerly sucked until Luke had to push her away.
"Stand up," Luke demanded. He pulled his mom to her feet and then pushed her against the counter. He put his hands under her arms and said, "Up," even as he lifted. Wanda climbed up onto the counter and after a brief kiss, she laid back. Her legs parted and Luke pushed her black and white dotted skirt up to her belly. Next, Luke took hold of her calves and pushed her legs up and back, spreading her open for him. His face went into her crotch and he began to munch on her pussy through the fabric of her black panties.
"Oh, yes! Yes, Luke! I love that!" Wanda moaned, but that went on for only a moment. Luke tugged the crotch of her panties aside and pressed his mouth directly onto her wet, freshly shaved slit. "Oooohhh!" Wanda moaned as her son began to eat her out noisily and sloppily.
Luke licked and slurped upon his mother's pussy for some time. He enjoyed eating pussy, and his mother's flavors were a delight. He rammed a pair of fingers up into her honey hole to draw out even more of his mother's cream, which he licked up greedily. Wanda's hips rolled atop the counter and her legs waved in the air above her son's feasting. His tongue was quickly building up her orgasm, and she let him know it. When her belly and thighs began to quiver, Luke only had to flick his tongue across and around her budding pink clit for a brief moment to draw her sweet creamy release out.
"Oooohhh, god, yeessss! I'm cuummmiiiiiingggg!" Wanda cried out as her climax peaked, and Luke slurped noisily as her pussy juices flooded out onto his tongue and lips.
After several noisy minutes Luke had finally cleaned up the last of his mother's cream, even as her orgasm subsided. Luke lifted his face free of her sticky crotch and then rolled his mother over onto her round belly. He tugged her panties down and off, letting them fall to the tiled floor at his feet. Luke kicked her ankles apart and a moment later he was guiding his fisted cock into the wet folds of his mother's pussy.
Now it was her turn to gasp, "Oh, fuck, Luke! Fuck me! Fuck me!" even as she pressed her hips back and he leaned into her. His cock slithered up into her belly and he held himself tight to her ass for a brief moment before starting in on giving his mother what she so obviously, desperately needed.
For the second time in two days, for the second time in their lives, mother and son fucked like animals. This time Luke was taking his mother bent across the kitchen counter. Her gasps and moans drove him on, and as his thrusts picked up in speed and intensity, he recognized that this was going to be a regular thing between him and his mother. She was now his slut.
With Luke's cock drilling her from behind steadily, Wanda was in heaven. Her entire body tingled as her son fucked her towards her second orgasm that afternoon, and when it hit her Luke barely slowed down. He continued to drive his hard cock into her spasming vagina as her juices flooded from her and her squeals of delightful release flowed from her lips. She felt her cream dripping out of her to fall to the linoleum floor between her feet. Luke pulled her back to him and as he pounded her, turned her mouth to his. He kissed his mother deeply as she finished off her climax. Eventually, he slowed and pulled out of her. He wasn't through with her, however.
Luke again rolled is mother onto her back upon the counter top and spread her legs wide. This time it was his cock he guided between her folds, climbing onto the counter as well. Kneeling, and with his hands pressed into the backs of his mother's knees to force her legs back and wide, he resumed fucking her with strong, youthful thrusts. Wanda was all but limp beneath him, little more than a ragged sex doll for her son's desires. And she was so willing.
After only a few minutes they again changed positions, this time Wanda was rolled onto her side atop the counter and with her son remaining buried deep in her pussy he began to spoon-fuck her. She felt his cock stroking across her inner g-spot and it thrilled her towards yet another orgasm. Wanda gasped and grunted under her son's assault, and as her body began to climax, so did he. Luke growled and rammed his cock deep into her pussy, holding it there as his balls began to empty high inside her. She shivered as her belly was filled with hot semen even as her juices flooded out of her. She could feel her cream leaking out onto her thigh and it made her feel all the more the slut she was becoming.
Luke pulled his cock free of her the moment his load had been fully planted. His cock, still rigid and coated in her juices and his semen, glistened as he rolled off the counter. He grabbed a dish towel and stroked his cock a few times to clean up. Luke then handed the rag to his mother before pulling his jeans up and tucking his cock away. Wanda watched her son as he all but ignore her at that point, and although she felt a little bit of disappointment, she also felt a need inside her that he had planted. She knew that however he treated her, before or after, she was hooked on his cock and would forever suffer her son's actions so long as he was willing to use her as she so desperately needed to be.
Wanda heard the bathroom door closed and then rolled herself off the counter top. Her body ached, a feeling she enjoyed, as she straightened up her clothing. She still had to visit the grocer's before heading home to her husband, she reminded herself. She left her panties lying on the kitchenette's floor, damp with the mixture of mother/son lust. She pulled the bottle of after-shower spritz from her purse and gave herself a thorough dousing to counter the scent of cock and cum that she knew would be left in her wake.
"Call me later, Luke," Wanda called through the bathroom's door, sounding like a desperate teenager, even though she doubted that her son could hear her over the spray of his shower. She fought to keep from staggering as she left her son's apartment. As she passed a young woman in the hallway outside his door, she could feel eyes on her, and maybe a smirk as she headed for the stairwell.
In her car, while driving to the grocer's, Wanda got a message from her son. "Tomorrow," was the message, and the attached picture was a close-up of his wonderful cock, soaped up and fisted in his hand. Her mouth watered as she sat in the car in the parking lot looking at her son's cock again. And again, before she headed into her home, in the driveway of her own home, Wanda looked at her son's picture, and fingered her naked, dripping pussy to orgasm.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 17
Lisa's Tales -- Part 2
Lisa was taking a much-needed afternoon off. She had just finished up two weeks straight at the salon, with only Sundays off, and was feeling the drain. Her feet ached from standing for up to ten hours a day on the hard tile floor. Her fingers ached from working with shampoos and conditioners and coloring chemicals. Her entire body ached from head to toe. Lisa needed to take some time off, and she'd finally been able to clear up her schedule to take back-to-back days off. They were Tuesday and Wednesday, the middle of the week, but they were still days for herself.
Lisa had hoped to spend much of the time relaxing, either down at the beach and on the boardwalk, or maybe take a drive up into the mountains. Instead, she had awakened that Tuesday morning to rain. And not just a standard shower that would blow in from time to time in Regal Bay, but an all-day drenching that served to drain a lot of energy out of her. So it was that Lisa ended up lying in bed much of that first day off. She had a couple of the popular paperback romance novels in her nightstand, and she enjoyed the peace and quiet while drifting off to far-away France, and the arms of Fabio.
When she had finished the first of the tawdry novels, Lisa headed for the kitchen and made herself a salad. She sat at the counter and ate, and then turned her attention to the laundry, which had been starting to pile up. Her son, Randy, was little help these days, she knew. He was in school, had a part-time evening job, and had begun to spend more nights at one or another of his friends from college who had apartments of their own. They had talked about Randy getting his own place, and even though it really wasn't necessary, Lisa had emphasized over and over, not with them living just a ten-minute walk from campus. Still, Randy was growing up, and at 20 he was ready to get out on his own.
Lisa had not paid much attention to the time all afternoon, so it was a surprise to her when Randy showed up. In fact, it was after four, and he had finished his classes for the day. Moreover, Randy was accompanied by his friend, Johnny Walker. Both boys were handsome young men and Lisa found herself attracted from time to time to her son's friends. In the weeks following the fateful afternoon in the bathroom, when Lisa gave herself to her son, and subsequently discovered that Randy and Alyssa, his younger sister, were also secretly enjoying an incestuous relationship, Lisa had found herself wanting even more. She and Randy had become occasional lovers since then, though only when Alyssa was not home. Nor did she bring up the question with Randy about his affair with his own sister. For the time being, Lisa was content to enjoy what her son was providing her, even if it was a short-lived affair.
At the time Randy and Johnny arrived, Lisa had been ironing one of her many sun dresses. She was in the small room that attached to her own bedroom, where much of her and her children's clothes were stored. Their house, a bungalow-style home, had little closet space and this cubby served the entire family in that purpose.
"Shitty weather," Randy observed as he and Johnny stepped into the room. "I'd planned on hanging out down at the boardwalk," he added, directing his comment at both his friend as well as his mother.
"It's the way it is, here in the Pacific Northwest, honey," Lisa smiled in reply. "I hadn't planned on spending my day off in the house either."
"Where's Alyssa?" Randy asked her.
"I think she had to work after school," Lisa replied. Her daughter, a senior in high school, worked part-time at the Glorious Gowns and Nobel Tuxedo Shop downtown, a few blocks down from the beauty salon where Lisa worked. Alyssa was now eighteen and was becoming more independent, and she rarely let her mother know what she was doing or where she was going to be anymore. At times, it made Lisa feel quite lonely.
"That's too bad," Randy said. "Johnny and I were thinking about hitting a movie and hoped she and a friend wanted to hang out or something."
"Maybe you two can just go alone," she suggested.
"Yea, like that would be gay!" Randy laughed. "I don't date guys, Mom. You should know that by now."
"I wasn't suggesting anything of the kind," she replied.
Randy laughed again, giving Johnny a playful punch as he did. "I was just fucking with you, Mom," he laughed. And then he gave her a look, as if an idea had just popped into his head. Along with it, Randy was grinning, and in his deep blue eyes Lisa could only imagine what he was thinking. It was probably the same thought that had suddenly popped into her mind.
"Not that you aren't always fucking...um...with me, right Randy?" Lisa said after a moment's pause. She gave her son a side-line grin.
Randy caught his mother's chain of thought, and asked, "So, when was the last time I fucked...ah...with you anyway, Mom? I can't remember."
Lisa set the hot iron aside and gave her son a pouty-lipped look. "You can't tell me you've already forgotten about Saturday night, Randy. What you did at dinner really embarrassed me." Lisa looked to Johnny, who seemed unaware of where the conversation was headed. She informed her son's friend, "We went to dinner at Pizza Hut, and Randy, being a child, fired a spit-ball at me."
Randy took up the story. "She was playing with her phone, ignoring me as usual, so I wanted to get her attention."
"He fired it right down the front of my blouse!" Lisa laughed.
"Well, the neck-line was hanging so low, it made for a perfect basket!"
"It wasn't nice."
"Hell, the blouse was open down between her tits! She had the top two buttons undone. I swear she was flirting with the waiter, giving him a tit-show for free, even!"
"Not that I've got much to show," Lisa moaned. She looked down at her chest and reached up to cup her 38 d-cup breasts, which were unencumbered by a bra that afternoon. Johnny's eyes, of course, went right to them.
"See!" Randy laughed and pointed at his mother. "Now you're flirting with Johnny!" Randy laughed again and added, "Hell, Mom, why don't you just pull them out and give him a full-on view?"
Lisa responded to her son's challenge with a smirk, and then said, "Well maybe I should." With that, she reached inside the top of her sun-dress and lifted her breasts free. Johnny's eyes grew wide as he took in her large tits and pale nipples, now fully exposed. Randy had told Johnny of his mother's body, describing it for his friend at times when the subject came up. Johnny, as with many of Randy's friends, was quite aware that Randy had been having sex with his mother. Johnny liked Randy's mom and had been hoping to one day nail her. Randy was aware of his friend's lust for his mother, and with a few of his friends already having shared their moms with him, Randy felt it might be time he shared his with one, or more, of his friends. A rainy Tuesday afternoon seemed the right time to him.
Lisa had dropped her breasts back into cover after just a few seconds, but it was more than enough for her to realize that she had over-stepped a boundary. Lisa didn't know about Johnny, or if he was as interested in older women as Randy admitted to. She did, however, recognize in him the potential as a young lover. He obviously liked her, if only by the way his eyes were always on her when he was around. And Lisa, for her part, wondered if he would be as good a lover as her son was. Johnny was her son's age and would probably have similar tastes and stamina. The thought made her suddenly feel very warm in the panties.
As her mind wondered, Lisa was aware that both Randy and Johnny were looking at her with lust in their eyes. Randy came around to her side of the ironing board and brushed his mother's long blonde hair from her shoulder. She'd had it pulled back into a ponytail and combined with the black and blue floral sundress she wore; she looked very young in his eyes. Randy whispered to his mom then, "I want you, now."
Lisa giggled and turned her face to his. "What about Johnny?" she asked softly.
Randy grinned. "I think he wants you, also," he replied, and then kissed his mother briefly on the mouth. Lisa turned to look at Johnny, who was watching her. She leaned across the ironing board and asked him, in a soft, husky, voice, "Do you want me, Johnny?" Even as she asked, Randy was stroking up and down her back with one hand, while planting light kisses to her should. She realized that she was getting very horny, very quickly.
Lisa turned to look at Randy. "Are you setting me up? Are you planning something?"
"Maybe," Randy grinned back at his mom.
"Johnny knows about us, doesn't he?" It wasn't a question she had asked of her son.
Randy smiled and winked. "Are you upset?"
Lisa shook her head. "No, I'm not." She then kissed her son full on the mouth. As she did, she felt Johnny reach over and stroke her arm. His touch made her tingle. Her tongue pushed into her son's mouth and they danced for a brief moment. Lisa broke away from her son then and turned her attention back to Johnny.
"I suppose, then, that Randy has told you all about me?" As she asked this, Randy slipped up behind her and wrapped his arms around his mother's slim torso. Her son's hands cupped her breasts as he began to nuzzle her neck. She tingled from scalp to toes.
Johnny nodded. "Yes, Ma'am, he has." Johnny reached for her and stroked her arms as Randy continued to squeeze her tits playfully.
"I thought as much," Lisa replied. "Kiss me, Johnny," she then told him, and Johnny leaned across the ironing to kiss her. His mouth went lower then, to her neck and shoulders, planting light kisses along her exposed flesh. Lisa turned her face upward and sighed, "What the hell is happening to me?"
Behind her, Randy was kissing her shoulder, but his hands had moved down to her thighs, and a moment later he started to pull his mother's sun-dress upward. Lisa pushed Johnny away and turned to face her son. "Maybe we should go somewhere else, where we can relax better," she said. "How about we take this to your bedroom, Randy?" she suggested.
"Sure, Mom," Randy grinned, and led the way. Once in his bedroom, with an accompanying clap of thunder that announced the strengthening of the storm outside, Randy dropped onto the edge of his bed and faced his mother. Lisa pulled Johnny to her, wrapping his arms around her torso as she stood in front of him, facing her son.
"Well, are you just going to sit there," she asked her son with a sly grin, "or are you going to get those clothes off?"
Randy jumped to his feet then and began to strip away his clothing. First went his belt and khakis, which he stepped out of along with his underwear. His dick was already coming to life and rose in an arch from his crotch as he reached up to strip out of his shirt. Lisa looked on as her son became fully naked in front of her and his friend, as if it was second nature. Lisa recognized that this wasn't the first time he'd stripped down in front of other guys, then. Had other of his friends' mothers been involved, she wondered. Had Johnny's mother been in this very position, between Johnny and Randy? Had Randy already fucked Johnny's mother? Was this payback? At the moment, however, Lisa didn't care. She was getting hornier by the minute and the sight of her son's wonderful, familiar cock just an arm's length away had her knees trembling.
"You are such a handsome, hunky stud, Randy," Lisa told her son, and a moment later, she was leaning to him, kissing his mouth and stroking his naked flesh with her hands. Once their kiss broke off, Lisa remembered Johnny, and turned to kiss him as well. Her dress was pulled upward by Randy and he began to kiss her naked hip as she kissed Johnny very deeply. Lisa tugged Johnny's shirt up and off and tossed it away. Randy unbuttoned the back of her dress as she unfastened Johnny's jeans and pushed them down. He stepped out of them, and was now just as naked as her son was. His cock, sprouting from a dark forest of hair, was growing quickly and was aimed in her direction. She reached down and gave Johnny a light, slow stroke or two that brought a moan from his chest.
As Randy pulled her dress open, Lisa turned back to her son and he immediately caught one of her naked nipples in between his lips. "Oh! That's nice!" Lisa moaned as her son began to suck upon her nipple. She stroked his blonde hair as Johnny pulled up tight behind her. His cock pressed into her butt crack and she rolled her hips to feel him grow even harder. Randy, as he continued to suck upon her tit, took hold of her yellow panties and began to push them downward. A moment later, she stepped out of them and was now as naked as her young studs were. And just as horny.
Lisa dropped onto the bed to sit beside her son. She touched his lips with a finger and told him, "If you've wanted to share me with your friends, Randy, all you had to do was ask." She kissed him then. "I'm a horny old woman these days, Randy. Surely you know that by now. I can take as much young cock as you can round up."
Lisa stretched out on Randy's bed then, between the two boys, and let them take in her nudity. She reached out and stroked each boy's thighs, right up to their rigid cocks. As their hands caressed her flesh, from breast to thigh, she wrapped her hands around their meat and began to slowly jack them.
Suddenly, Randy gasped, "Suck my dick, Mom!" and he jumped to straddle her chest. His ass settled onto her breasts as his cock banged against her chin. Lisa grunted under her son's weight, and as her mouth opened, it was filled with his big dick. His hips rammed forward and his cock-head banged against the back of her throat. She loved being taken by her son.
As Randy fed her his cock, Johnny pulled her legs apart and moved between them. As her son began to face-fuck her, his friend began to finger her slit ahead of opening her up for his tongue. She moaned happily around Randy's cock as Johnny's tongue went to work on her sensitive, throbbing clit.
Lisa was panting and on the verge of cumming on Johnny's tongue when Randy suddenly backed away and pulled his spit-dripping cock from her mouth. She gasped for breath, realizing that she'd not been able to breathe very well with her son sitting on her chest and forcing his dick down her throat. She panted for air as Randy pushed Johnny away from between her thighs.
"I want to fuck her, man," Randy gasped. "My dick's already about to blow and I've got to get into her hot snatch before I do!" Johnny backed away as Randy dropped down between his mother's splayed thighs. With a hand to guide him in, Randy thrust deep into Lisa with a single plunge, to the very root, that forced the air from her once again.
"Oh! Randy!" Lisa gasped. "Oh, god, yes! Yes, son, yes! Fuck me!" Lisa thrust her hips upward to meet her son's downward cock ramming. His thighs slapped hers loudly as they both began to sweat. Johnny looked on, watching son fuck mom right beside him. He'd seen Randy do the same thing to a couple of other women, take them brutally hard. The others seemed to enjoy it as much as his mother did.
Johnny wanted to bring Randy home to his own mother, but was worried she might enjoy it too much and stop treating him to her special pleasures. Johnny was more of a gentle lover in his mind, quite the opposite of Randy, who enjoyed dominating the older women they had drawn into their ever-growing circle of lovers. And now Randy's mom, Lisa, was to be included in that group. As he watched Randy pummel his own mother Johnny couldn't help but stroke his cock in anticipation.
"Kiss me, Johnny," Lisa panted, and reached up to pull the other boy to her. Johnny leaned in and kissed her, tasting her hot breath in his mouth. Her hand replaced his around his cock, and she squeezed and stroked him while thrusting her tongue into his mouth in time with her son's cock thrusting into her cunt.
A few minutes of heated passion later, Randy pulled free of his mother and told her, "Roll over, Mom!" Even as she tried to twist around, Randy was pushing her hips over and pulling her back to him.
"Lay down," Lisa told Johnny, and he followed her lead. As Johnny settled across the head of Randy's bed, Lisa dropped her mouth down onto his cock. She began to noisily slurp at his manhood while running her mouth up and down his rigid post. Meanwhile, Randy had produced a bottle of lube and was pouring the cool liquid into the crack of his mother's ass. He rubbed the greasy lube into her crack and against her anus, before pushing his thumb up his mom's ass.
"Unngghh!" Lisa gasped around Johnny's mouth-filling dick as her son began to loosen her anal ring up. It had been a few days since she'd been first sodomized by her son, and although she still wasn't a fan of anal sex, she relented as always to her son's lusts. A moment later, Randy was pushing his cockhead against her winking hole, and Lisa fought to relax.
Randy popped thought her rectal ring and she pulled her mouth from Johnny's cock long enough to grunt, "Aaauugghhh! Raannnnddddeeeee!" His cock slipped unstopping into her bowel with a painful thrust. He usually took his time with her, but this afternoon Randy was showing his friend how he dominated his mother. "Oooohhh, it huuurts!" She laid her head against Johnny's thigh as her body trembled through spasms of pain. Still her son thrust into her guts, until he filled her completely. Mercifully, Randy held himself inside her without moving for a few long moments, and the pain quickly began to subside. Lisa realized that Randy was using a numbing lube specially designed for anal sex. Usually, he had let it work on her before penetration. This time, however, he had wanted her to feel the pain, to show Johnny how he could take his mother without her denying him. Randy was quickly becoming her master, and Lisa was well aware of the fact. Still, she enjoyed this new chapter of her life, knowing that someday randy would lose interest in her, as she grew ever older.
Lisa returned to sucking on Johnny's twitching cock, and as she did, Randy began to move in her. His cock slipped back, nearly free of her clutching anus, and then was driven home once again into her to the very root. Time and again his piston plunged, with ever faster thrusts. Eventually, Randy had her asshole loosened to the point where he was driving into her guts with as much power and rhythm as he had pummeled her cunt. And Lisa loved every moment of it.
Lisa lost track of how long Randy had been fucking her ass. Minutes, maybe. Soon, he was grunting loudly and finally announced, "I'm cumming! I'm cumming, Mom! Aaagghhh!" Randy's semen blasted up her ass, coating her bowels with hot seed.
Lisa mewed around Johnny's mouthful of cock as her son's pulsed inside her ass. His semen filled her with a deep warmth. Eventually, as Randy's cock began to relax, her guts churned and her hole began to leak around her son's tube. His cock slipped out of her a moment later, accompanied by a gush of spent semen. Randy hadn't had an orgasm since the third time he'd loaded up his mother's pussy late the Saturday night before. With Alyssa going through her "time-of-the-month" issues, Randy was giving his mother all she could handle. He'd left her saturated then, just as her bowel was now.
Lisa rolled away from Johnny and twisted around to pull her son's cock, coated with semen, lube, and ass-juices, into her mouth. She hungrily gulped her son to the root, cleaning him as a good mother should, with her lips and tongue.
Meanwhile, Randy panted, "Fuck her, Johnny! Now's your chance!" Johnny was already looking into Lisa's gaping crotch. Randy's cum was everywhere, leaking from her asshole, making a sticky mess. Her pussy lips glistened and were bright pink from excitement. Her blonde pubic hair was matted with cum, but looked delicious none the less. Johnny wanted to taste her again, but wasn't all that keen on getting a taste of Randy's cum along with it. Instead, he went to his knees as she rolled to one side. He took aim and pushed forward, driving his cock into Lisa's body for the first time. His body trembled with excitement, even as hers trembled around him.



"Oooohhh, Johnny!" Lisa managed to moan around her son's cock. She let him fall from her lips, his cock deflated now, and she looked back at her new lover. His dark brown eyes were on hers, and she smiled warmly up at him. She reached up to stroke his cheek and said, "Fuck me! Fuck me, Johnny! Yes! Fuck me!"
Johnny took hold of her leg as he began to drive deep and hard into his friend's mother. She was such a willing lover, he realized, and she would be someone he would enjoy time and again, if he had any say in the matter. Johnny hoped that his own mother would someday be like Lisa, and the idea of maybe getting the two together came to his mind. He didn't want Randy involved, however, not right away. A three-way with him as the meat between two warm and loving mothers was Johnny's latest fantasy. It might as well include Lisa, he thought.
The feel of Randy's cooling cum, now being used as lubrication for his own cock, and the sight of so much still leaking from Lisa's anus served to reinforce the fear of his mother being hurt, or turned off, by the entire incestuous lifestyle Johnny had only begun to test with her. He knew that including one of his friends in any act might be more than his mother would want. He'd have to take it slow with her, he knew. Meanwhile, he concentrated on enjoying Randy's mother to the fullest.
Eventually Randy rolled away from his mother and off the bed. He gave Johnny a playful smack across his naked, bouncing ass and said, "I'll go grab us something to drink while you take care of mom."
After Randy had left, Lisa told Johnny, "Pull out for a moment." Johnny did, and Lisa rolled fully onto her back. She spread herself wide for him and Johnny remounted her. He was slamming into Lisa balls deep when Randy returned. Randy dropped into a chair and drank his Mt. Dew while he watched his friend fuck his mother on his bed.
After a while, Lisa again had Johnny reposition, and before Johnny mounted her from behind, she reached back to smear his knob across her asshole. Johnny at first thought she wanted him up her ass, but instead she was just adding her son's semen to his shaft for added lubrication before returning to fuck her hungry cunt. As Johnny again picked up his rhythm fucking Lisa, Randy moved to the bed once again and brought his cock back up to his mother's mouth. He had regained his hard-on watching them and Lisa began to slurp on his manhood eagerly.
Again, Lisa pulled off Johnny's cock and rolled onto her back. "I want to taste you, Johnny," she said. "Get up here and cum in my mouth." Johnny moved to straddle her chest, just as Randy had some time ago, and presented his cock for Lisa to suck on. As she did, Johnny saw Randy move between her thighs. She pulled them up and back and Randy began to eat her out. Johnny knew that there was still a lot of his friend's own cum down there, yet Randy didn't seem to mind. He was going at his mother's pussy loudly as Johnny fed his own cum and cream smeared cock down her throat. Suddenly, Johnny felt a finger on his asshole.
"Oh!" he gasped as Lisa pushed her finger up his ass and pressed against his prostate a moment later. "Oh! Fuck! Oh fuck!" Johnny grunted loudly as his cum exploded up his shaft and into Lisa's throat.
"Uunnngggg!" Lisa moaned around his shaft as his pulsing cock fed her hot semen. She gulped and swallowed his load, and with a refill, she did it again. Still, her finger remained up his butt, rubbing and twisting, milking him until he could no longer take it.
"Oooohhh, man!" Johnny gasped as he pulled his dick free of Lisa's mouth, and his ass from her finger. He stumbled from the bed and dropped, spent, into the chair Randy had recently been in. He panted for breath as he watched Randy continue to lap away between his mother's thighs. Johnny took up the Mt. Dew Randy had brought him and he took a long, deep gulp. He was still panting when Lisa began to gasp and grunt with her own orgasm.
"Oooohhh, yes! Yes! Yes!" she cried as her son's tongue brought her off. Johnny noticed that her cheeks were streaked with cum, his cum, as her head tossed back and forth through her climax. Lisa had hold of Randy's head and was holding him tight to her spasming cunt as her son lapped up her gushing cream. It was the most erotically intense sight Johnny had ever witnessed. Just watching had gotten his cock twitching and stiffening again.
Lisa began to pant heavily as her orgasm washed through her, and in the moment her grip on Randy's head slackened, he crawled up her body quickly. Randy lifted his mother's head and as her eyes opened, his pulsing cock slipped between her lips. "Eat it, Mom! Eat my cum!" Randy shouted as he jacked his shaft. His knob was spitting it hot load into her mouth even before she had her lips around him, and Johnny saw the first jet of sperm launch into Lisa's mouth. He was jacking himself just as quickly as Randy was as his friend fed his own mother his sticky load.
With the last of his cum spilled into his mother's mouth, Randy moved back and leaned down to kiss her. His tongue went into her mouth and they kissed deeply. Randy had learned to enjoy the taste of his own cum, especially when it was on, or in, his mom. He'd never done it with any other woman, or his sister, but this was the first time he'd done it when she had another boy's cum on her lips. Randy didn't realize he tasted Johnny's semen until after he'd already begun licking at his mother's lips, but it was too late. It didn't matter, either. He liked it.
Johnny wasn't blind to the fact, either. He was jacking hard and fast as he watched Randy lick the cum from Lisa's face. It was the dirtiest, sexiest thing he'd ever seen. And his cock was already throbbing and pulsing, ready to get back into the action.
"I'm going to cum!" Johnny gasped suddenly and both Randy and Lisa broke off their kissing to look at him. Johnny jumped up and leaned forward, aiming at Lisa's face once again. She opened her mouth and as the first ropes of Johnny's cum spurted out, Randy pulled his friend's hips forward to ram his dick into his mother's mouth.
"Aaaggghhh!" Johnny grunted as he climaxed.
"Yeah! Feed her, buddy! Feed my mom your cum!" And then Randy took hold of Johnny's balls and gave them a squeeze. Johnny gasped and looked at his friend, who was watching his cock feed his mother intently. Johnny suddenly feared that Randy might pull his dick from Lisa's mouth and suck on it himself. Johnny wasn't ready to go there. He let another volley fill Lisa's mouth, and then he pulled away quickly. His cock fired off one last spurt that landed on Lisa's nose as he fell back into the chair once again.
Again, Johnny was panting heavily as Randy and Lisa again began to kiss. Again, Johnny watched and Randy began to lick up the spent semen that glistened on his mother's face and lips. Johnny gasped as Randy tongued up the large, final glob of cum Johnny had left on Lisa's nose, and then swallow it before returning to kissing his mother. At some point, Randy had re-entered his mom's pussy and was slowly fucking her again as they shared in Johnny's spent load. It was weird, and exciting all in the same moment. Johnny had cum twice in a matter of just a few minutes, and yet his dick was still fairly hard, and wrapped in his hand again. Randy had cum twice, once up his mother's hot ass and the second in her mouth, a load he had shared with her. Johnny's head spun as he took everything in. He'd never realized just how much of a freak his friend was.
Yet, Johnny was suddenly imagining what it would be like to do the same things with his own mother. Would it be so bad, he wondered? She had sucked him off, swallowed his load, many times. She'd kissed him afterward, too. What would she do if Johnny didn't wait for her to swallow it all down and wipe her lips before kissing him? What would she think of her son if he kissed her cum-filled mouth? What would she think of her son if he ate her out after fucking her and filling her with his semen?
Even as he wondered, his cock remained hard in his slowly stroking hand. He had been forgotten by Lisa and Randy as they slowly fucked as real lovers on Randy's bed. Johnny finished off his soda and then gathered up his clothes. He wanted to go home. Maybe his mom was home. Maybe his dad had gone to bed early. Maybe he would get a chance to fuck his mom tonight. And maybe he'd do something with her to expand their sexual boundaries.
As Johnny left through the front door, he heard Lisa screaming, "Oh, yes! Yes! Fuck me, Randy! Fuck Mmmmeeeeee!"
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 31
Rebecca's Tales -- Part 1
Rebecca Thomas had been a respected member of Regal Bay's society for nearly two decades. When she and her husband Ron had moved to Regal Bay, she had been a thirty-year-old nurse newly hired on at the Regal Bay University Hospital and Ron had begun working at the Gen. Bradley Military Research Center nearby. At that time, they had two daughters in elementary school and a new-born son.
It wasn't long before Rebecca was invited to join the Regal Bay Matrons Club, as many of its members were wives of the men working out at the research center. Although she was too young to be included in their more secretive club, as its informal requirements were that the members not only be mothers, but mothers over the age of forty who enjoyed having sex with men half their age. Her marriage, she often explained to the other women, was wonderful and her husband never failed to take care of her needs.
Now in her late forties, Rebecca was a full member of the Regal Bay Matrons Club and one of the group's more active members. She was also one of the area's more sought after OB/GYN nurses and combined with her husband's salary, the Thomas' were well off. Both of their daughters had graduated with honors from high school and went on to good careers after graduating from college. Audrey, her oldest, was married with a toddler son. She had a degree in accounting, which she put to good use out at the Regal Bay Resort Casino. Heidi, Rebecca's youngest daughter, was also married, though she had yet to have any children. Like her older sister, Heidi was working out at the casino. She was one of the guest hosts, taking care of the needs of "High Rollers" as well as organizing and attending functions.
Rebecca's son Carl was now in his second year of college and working towards a career in health care, specifically in the field of Radiology. It was a field he had chosen in no small part due to Rebecca's good friend, Katherine Heron, who was the recently appointed Radiology Department head. All in all, Rebecca and her family had a good life in Regal Bay, and looked forward too many more wonderful years.
On one particular early June afternoon, Rebecca had taken an afternoon off to enjoy the summer sun. By two o'clock it was bright and warm on Rebecca's flesh as she lay out on the back deck of her home. She had spent the first hour swimming lazy laps in the family pool, her favorite form of exercise, before settling into her lounger on the deck. The house was quiet, though the neighborhood wasn't. Next door, old Dr. Guilfoyle was trimming around the dozen trees and half as many flower beds he had put in since retiring from the university. The buzz of his weed-eater seemed to echo around the valley that the adjoining backyards occupied. As a result, Rebecca had opted for ear-buds to listen to her music, since she'd be unable to her the deck radio over the noise anyway.
After a surprising three weeks straight of being home for dinner each night, Ron was spending the week in San Diego overseeing the start of a new naval project. Rebecca knew only so much about what her husband did for the government, only that it involved radar/sonar/GPS guidance equipment. As long as it paid well, the long stretches of being separated from her husband were okay with her. It wasn't as if she didn't have other things in her world to occupy her.
Shortly after leaving work, Carl had texted, letting her know that he was going to be hanging out with his friend's that afternoon after class. Carl and his friends, Tim and Andy, were close, having grown up together in Regal Bay, and were taking many of the same classes at RBU, though only Carl was in a medical course of study. Thus, Rebecca had the evening to herself, and although she had toyed with the idea of calling up a friend, she decided to enjoy a quiet afternoon and evening alone at home. That plan slipped away shortly after she climbed from the pool and dropped into the lounger to soak up the sun's warmth however.
After ten or fifteen minutes lounging under the sun's warm rays Rebecca pulled away her bikini top to let her massive breasts soak up some of the sun's warmth. She gave her body a brief once-over. Although her back often ached at the end of the day, she enjoyed having a 40 dd-cup chest. So did her husband, as well as several of the men she worked with at the medical office building. She admittedly knew that she was ever so slightly over-weight. Not by much, but her belly was round. She wanted to get out and exercise more, maybe join the gym like some of her friends had. Rebecca just didn't seem to have the energy after working all day, she reasoned to herself. Maybe if she had a few days off, she'd get herself motivated. What her friends often told her was that the only exercise she needed was more sex. Sex with young studs, like so many of them were getting.
Rebecca was quite aware that her friends were not only enjoying extra-marital affairs, a few of which were behind their husbands' backs, but a few were even bedding their own sons. What her friends were not aware of was the fact that Rebecca had been fucking her young son Carl for a couple of years now as well. With Carl still living at home at twenty, studying hard most days and nights, she was thrilled that he also enjoyed spending time with his mother, especially when their quality time included sinful, incestual sex.
The first time she and Carl had had sex, had happened right outside on the then newly-built patio deck, very nearly in the exact spot she now sunned herself. Carl had just turned 18 and had helped his father build the deck during the early months of spring. The pool went in a few weeks after and had not been ready to use as summer began. Still, Rebecca enjoyed lying out under the sun in a bikini she barely still fit into. Her belly had a middle-age bulge to it and bulged out between the top and bottoms of her suit. Her breasts were large and full, but also very soft. Her flesh was pale and in dire need of tanning. Rebecca had once been a fit and beautiful woman, but as with her mother before her, she had succumbed to middle-age and grown soft and plump after giving birth to three children in ten years.
At that time, Rebecca's soft, flabby body didn't seem to turn off her teen-aged son, however. She had noticed during that summer his eyes seemed to be on her more often. He was quite obviously checking her out, whether she wore her work scrubs or jeans and a t-shirt about the house. When he came out onto the deck while she sun bathed, his eyes lingered on her exposed flesh. For her part, she had been checking him out as well. He was slim and fairly average all around. He had dark hair and blue eyes, both of which he got from her. He wasn't particularly handsome, though he wasn't ugly either. Just plain, like his father. Carl was near-sighted and wore glasses. His usual attire was flannel shirts and jeans, along with tired old hiking boots instead of jogging shoes. The only time he didn't wear his particular "costume" was when he was out back in the yard. During the warm summer days, he usually wore the western-themed swimming shorts he had been given as a present from his sister some years ago. He still fit into them, some three years after, Rebecca recalled.
Thinking back on that fateful afternoon, Rebecca still had no idea what triggered everything that took place. Carl must have been thinking about it for some time, she reasoned. She imagined he might have even been jacking off in his bedroom at night, imagining what would take place before hand. Maybe he even had it all planned out, she wondered after.
On the fateful day in late August, Carl had joined her out on the deck after school. He wore his usual shorts, which Rebecca immediately noticed were bulged out quite prominently. The tube of his cock was all but distinct, running up and to the left, as were the round spheres of his balls beneath. She knew that Carl saw her staring as he walked up, carrying a pair of glasses filled with lemonade.
"I thought you'd be getting thirsty out here," he explained. "It's pretty hot today."
"Thank you," she said, accepting the cool glass from him and then taking a sip. That was when she realized that both of her breasts were completely exposed. She had forgotten all about tugging her top's cups down to let her large breasts get a little warmth. Her nipples were slightly dark, and warm. "Oh, damn!" she gasped. With the glass in one hand, she tried to tuck her tits back inside the bikini top with the other.
Carl knelt down and offered, "Want me to help?"
Thinking he was asking to hold her glass, she nodded and said, "Please." Instead of taking her glass, however, Carl reached for and took her left breast in hand and tucked it back into the bikini top.
"Carl!" she gasped as his hand moved to her right breast. "I think I can do that for myself."
Carl stopped, but held his hand against his mother's right breast. Their eyes locked for a moment, in which he could feel her heart racing beneath her flesh, as well as her nipple tighten in his palm. He gave the tit-flesh a gentle squeeze, which made Rebecca gasp.
"Don't do that," she insisted. Her free hand went to his and tried to pull it away. Instead, Carl held his hand in place, even giving her breast another light squeeze. He gave her a sly grin, along with a second breast squeeze.
"Don't do what?" he asked innocently.
"Let go of my breast, Carl," she told him.
"So, don't let go of your breast? Is that what you asked?" Carl grinned, still holding his mother's tit. A moment later, her son lifted his hand from her breast, and lay in on her right thigh, high up.
"Smart-ass! You should not be touching your mother in that way," she explained as she tucked her breast away. "You shouldn't be grabbing anyone's breast if not invited."
"Why not?" he asked. "I think you liked it. I did. I like touching you. You always let me touch you when I was growing up."
"That was different, Carl. Things are different when you're a little boy."
"I can remember when I used to suck on your titties," he grinned.
"No, you cannot!" she barked. "You were much too young to remember something like that!"
"I knew it!" he cried. "I knew I used to suck your tits!" He laughed and grinned widely.
Rebecca realized that she'd been tricked into admitting something she had had no plans of doing. "It was called nursing, Carl, not "sucking my tits"."
"It's the same thing, isn't it? My mouth on your nipples. Sucking milk out." Carl still grinned down at his mother, his eyes on her now-hidden breasts. "Hell, they look like they are still full of milk."
"Let's stop talking about this, okay?" she insisted. Rebecca took a drink of her lemonade and then asked, "How was school?" attempting to change the subject. It didn't work, as without warning Carl leaned in close and gave her a kiss, directly on the mouth.
"Why did you do that?" she asked when their lips had parted.
"Why not?" he replied. "I just felt you up. Shouldn't I give you a kiss as a thank you?"
"That's not nice," she answered, though with a slight smile on her lips. "And you didn't "feel me up", either."
"When I did that with Tina Masters, that's what she called it. And I kissed her after, in thanks," Carl told her, before he again planted his mouth to hers. This time their kiss went on a moment longer. When their lips parted, Rebecca noticed two things in that moment. One, she was breathing a lot harder. And two, Carl's hand was now caressing across her belly. Before she could say anything, his lips again found hers. She kissed him back this time. As their lips again parted, Carl's left hand slid up her body to her chest and tugged the bikini top's cups back downward, while his right hand caressed across her right inner thigh. He lightly began to caress his mother's big breasts, and Rebecca let out a whimpering sigh under her son's gentle touch. When Carl squeezed each in turn a moment later, she didn't protest. Instead, she sighed.
"What has gotten into you?" Rebecca whimpered, looking up at him. Carl didn't respond to her verbally. Instead, Carl gently pulled at her right knee and her legs fell open. "No, Carl," she sighed even as his right hand began to caress her warm flesh high up the inside of her thigh, very near her crotch. His left hand left her breasts and pushed straight down, across her pubic mound and into her crotch. He squeezed his mother's vaginal mound through the bikini bottoms, making her gasp and moan. Her thighs began to tremble.
Carl's hand went up and back down, twice across her bikini fabric, before his fingers dipped beneath the waistband. "Carl, no!" she gasped and grabbed at his wrist even as his fingers stroked through her dark pubic curls. She attempted to pull his arm back, to pull his hand out of her bikini bottoms. "Don't do this," she added, but her resistance was quickly flushing away. His fingers pushed downward along her vagina. She could feel his heat, and she knew he could feel hers.
When Carl began to rub circles around and across her pussy, Rebecca huffed, "Oh, damn! Damn!" Her head tipped back and her mouth fell open as her eyes fluttered. Her wide hips rolled upward, grinding her pussy against her son's invading fingers, and she climaxed. "Oh, no! Carl, no! Noooo! Nooo-aaaahhhh!" she moaned to the blue sky above.
Carl felt his mother's pussy trembling beneath his fingers and suddenly they were very wet. He grinned to himself, knowing that she was every bit excited as he was, even though she didn't want to admit it. Carl wanted her, and had wanted her every night since accidently watching her shower, and then purposely watching her masturbate. He had jacked his cock to his mother's image for many, many nights since then. This hadn't been his plan, not in any way. But this opportunity had presented itself, and Carl wasn't about to step away. She was hot, and obviously horny, and so was he.
As his mother began to relax following her orgasm, Carl pulled the crotch of her bikini bottoms aside to get a good, close-up view of her pussy for the first time. He saw that she was very hairy, with thick tangles of dark hair hiding her slit. There was moisture along the slot from her first orgasm, drawn out by his fingers. Her labia, the dark lips of her pussy, were large and wrinkled, showing her age. Very different from the few pussies he had seen in his young life. Those girls, teenagers really, had very tight slits that looked more like a crack than a tasty pussy. His mother's cunt was what Carl had imagined a pussy should look like in real life, after seeing so many on his computer. And hers looked delicious.
Rebecca still had her eyes closed and was softly moaning as Carl began to play with her pussy with his fingers. The combination of the sun's warmth and her son's hands on her nearly naked flesh was intoxicating. Her hips were slightly undulating as he explored her sexual folds with his fingers. Her juices cooled at her crotch in the summer air, making her tingle. Her entire vagina seemed to vibrate excitedly, as it hadn't known many years.
Carl then moved quickly to pull her bikini bottom completely off. Her legs spread open wide of their own accord, presenting her entire crotch before her son. He moved between her thighs and placed his hands on her soft flesh, just on either side of her furry sex. He stroked across her mound and pulled the thick hair aside, presenting her pussy slot for his delight. A moment later, his mouth descended and came into full contact with her aching, needy honey-hole.
"Ooohh, Carl," she sighed as her son began to lick at her. "Oh, god, Carl, no. Please, don't. Please don't," she panted, and yet she wanted him to. She wanted her son to eat her out, to make her cum on his tongue. But she just couldn't bring herself to say the words.
As Carl tongued her labia, Rebecca began to roll and squeeze her tits in her hands. Her mouth hung open wide as she began panting towards another climax, brought on by her son's mouth on her cunt. His tongue found her budding clit and began to flick across it as he slipped a long finger into her hole and began to run it in and out of her.
"Oh, oh, oh," Rebecca panted. She didn't know how long her son licked her. She didn't know if he'd been eating her out for a few minutes or a whole hour. When her body began to tremble once again, she only knew that her son had brought her to orgasm with his tongue and fingers, and it was the most heavenly feeling she'd ever experienced.
Carl suspected that his mother had not been given a good orgasm in some time. He didn't think his father had it in him anymore. He grinned widely recognizing that his mother had just cum on his tongue. Her flavor was tart, tangy, and a little salty. Her over-flowing juices dripped from his chin when he finally sat back. She was splayed out panting on the lounger with her eyes tightly shut. Her mouth hung open as she panted. To Carl, she looked both beautiful and dammed sexy.
"When do you learn to do that?" she asked in a breathy, lustful voice. But her son didn't reply. Leaving his mother be for a moment, Carl stood up and stripped off his swim trunks. They were tight and it took him a moment to step out of them. He knew they were entirely too tight, but he also knew that they made his package bulge out, and seeing his mother's eyes checking it out as he walked made his cock twitch every time. Now she was going to get the full, naked package.
Carl's cock sprang out fully erect and aimed in his mother's direction. She was panting heavily after her climax. Her eyes were still closed, however, and he worried that maybe she'd passed out, or fallen asleep. He stepped up and took an ankle in each hand.
"Roll over, Mom," he told her. She moved slowly, but with his assistance, Rebecca soon found herself face-down in the lounger. At first she thought he might be inclined to give her a massage. However, Carl took hold of her hips and said, "Up on your knees." A moment later, she was kneeling on the lounger, her naked ass raised and aimed in her son's direction. Her heavy, naked breasts hung beneath her and rested on the lounger's cushion.
"What are you going to do, Carl," she muttered, even though she was well aware of what was in store for her. Doggy-style had been her favored position for many years, and even before she felt Carl's hands upon her naked ass, she knew that he was quite aware of this fact. How he knew, she would have to find out. Until then, however, Rebecca was warming to the idea of being taken by her youthful lover. Even as the thought entered her mind, her own son's cock pressing against her labia, knocking on her sexual door and wanting to be let in.
With a gasp escaping her lips, Rebecca's vagina opened and welcomed her son in.
"Oooohh, Carl, please..." she sighed as he slipped into her, wedging her open with his long, hard cock.
As Carl pressed forward into his mother's warmth, he growled, "Ooohh, yeah!" as her wetness enveloped him.
"Aaaahhh," she moaned along with him. He didn't hesitate to begin rocking his hips. The reality that had only been a fantasy to him was now upon him, and Carl could feel his balls tightening within seconds.
"Oh, damn, Mom!" he grunted as he fucked his mother for the first time. It was overwhelming. It was amazing. It was too much. His cock was pulsing within seconds and he began to cum within half a dozen strokes.
"Oh, oh, Mom! I'm cumming! Aaagghhh!" Carl groaned as his balls emptied into his mother through his throbbing, twitching cock.
His hot semen rushed into her womb and set her own orgasm off. "Ooohh, Carl!" she moaned into her crossed arms as her belly warmed with his influx of seed. His cock throbbed inside her, making her tremble and jerk upon him. She rode out her climax, unaware of the fact that she was loudly exclaiming, "Oh, yes, Carl! Fuck me! Fuck me!"



The excitement of their first coupling as mother and son helped maintain Carl's erection, and even though he had just filled his mother up with his pent-up load, he continued to steadily jab her with his hard cock. Five minutes after he'd climaxed, his cock remained rock-hard and was steadily thrusting in and out of his mother's dripping snatch.
Eventually, Rebecca pleaded, "Please, Carl, I need to get up." She fell forward, away from his raging tool. She turned to see it full on for the first time, a bright red shaft of glistening manhood, dripping from the round spongy knob to the thick base of his shaft with her cunt cream and his spent semen. She rolled from the lounger and told him, "Lay down."
Carl was hesitant, but went with what his mother told him. She wasn't putting her bikini back on or rushing for the patio doors. Instead, his mother waited until he was in the lounger and then straddled him, facing the yard. She lowered her hips towards his and Carl took hold of his slick cock to aim it upward into his mother's descending vagina. She slipped down his length smoothly, with a long moan forced from both of their throats as they rejoined flesh to flesh. She gave the adjoining yards a brief look, as if having an audience was going to change what was going on, before fully giving herself over to the thrill.
With her ass towards her son's face, and her hands planted on his knees, Rebecca began to pogo herself on his thick cock. She bounced in his lap while he smacked her ass playfully with his hands. Their sweaty thighs popped together loudly as her movement became more insistent. Her belly was already beginning to churn, a sure sign that she was working herself towards another climax, this time on her son's fabulous prick. It was then that her nearby cell-phone rang. Rebecca wanted to ignore it, but Carl picked it up and looking at the caller ID informed her between grunts, "It's Audrey."
Rebecca knew what her daughter was calling about. She was calling to let her know that she was on her way over with her new-born son, who Rebecca had agreed to babysit for. Audrey and her husband had asked her to watch Jasper while they enjoyed a much-needed night out. Rebecca reluctantly settled upon her son's cock and reached back for the phone. "Hello?" she answered as she rolled her hips, stirring Carl's cock within her vagina. Her lips trembled and she bit down on the lower one to keep from moaning into the phone.
Carl couldn't make out what his sister was saying. His only thought was that his mother's pussy was rippling up and down his shaft. She looked back at him and smiled, giving him a little wink before tightening herself around him. It made him tremble and Carl had to bite his own lip to keep from moaning loud enough for Audrey to hear.
"I didn't forget," Rebecca told her daughter. "I was just working out, by the pool."
"I don't believe it," Audrey replied, this Carl was able to hear. "I know your work-outs, Mom, and they usually include a snack or two. Not sweating in the sun."
"Well, you might just be surprised when you get here," Rebecca replied, again giving her son's cock a squeeze with her Kegel muscles. She felt him twitch high inside her. His face showed that he was enjoying it, but he really wanted to get back to the action. His pleading eyes told her that much, as did the gentle upward thrust he gave her. "I won't shower then, just to show you that your fat old mother can still break a sweat."
"What-ever, Mom," Audrey replied. "I'll be there in five." She hung up, and Rebecca turned to look at her son.
"We'd better stop," she told him even as she started to lift away. "Your sister is bringing Jasper by and will be here in a few minutes."
"Oh, please!" Carl gasped. "I'm so close, Mom! I gotta cum!"
Rebecca leaned down and gave him a kiss full on the mouth. As she did, she took hold of his slick cock and gave it a gentle squeeze followed up with a few slow strokes. "I'll bet you can hold out until after Audrey picks Jasper up. Or maybe he'll fall asleep early, if his Uncle Carl plays with him and gets him all tuckered out." She then surprised her son by leaning down and giving his cock head a long, slow lick. Carl just about blew his load then and there. "And then I'll see about getting his Uncle Carl tuckered out, after."
"Now get your shorts back on. I'll figure out what we'll have for dinner." Rebecca left her bikini lying on the deck and strutted naked into the house. Carl watched his mother's retreat, and was left wondering at her massive change in attitude. He was puzzled, and also couldn't wait to see what might happen later. His cock was still entirely too excited to fit back inside his swim trucks and he all but had to run up to his room as his sister pulled her mini-van up the driveway.
"Jesus, Mom!" Audrey cringed as she walked past her mother, who now was dressed in a maroon warm-up suit. Audrey held a diaper bag in one arm with Jasper holding her free hand. Jasper was nearing two years old and grinned wide when he saw his grand-mother. "You smell like you've been in a gym all day." Audrey added after dropping the bag into the front room sofa.
"I told you I was trying to get back into shape," Rebecca replied. "I spent an hour swimming and now just got done going up and down on...eh... the stairs."
Audrey looked at her mother as she picked her son up and sat Jasper beside the bag on the sofa. He reached inside and found a pacifier, which he popped into his mouth. "Yeah, well, maybe you should take a shower. You smell like you've just got laid by a basketball team."
"Hey! That will be enough of that!" Rebecca gasped. She didn't like her daughters talking so openly like that, even though they were both grown women. Not in front of Jasper, at least. "Carl's in the shower, anyway, so it'll have to wait."
"You've got more than one bathroom in this place, Mom," Audrey reminded. "Go shower and I'll wait until you're finished."
"No, you go," Rebecca said. "I'll get one after Carl's out, and he'll watch Jasper. Maybe take him on a bike ride around the neighborhood."
Audrey grinned as her mother leaned in to give Jasper a kiss on the forehead.
"Okay, then. We'll pick Jasper up around nine or so, if that's okay?"
"That's fine, honey," Rebecca replied. "You just go out and have some fun, okay. Just not too much fun." Rebecca added with a grin. "Unless you're ready for Jasper to have a little sibling."
"Okay, now that's enough out of you!" Audrey laughed. She leaned down to Jasper and said, "I'm out of here. Be good, little man, and mind Grandma and Uncle Carl. We'll pick you up later." Audrey gave Jasper a kiss and then her mother one as well, not knowing that just minutes before her mother's mouth had been on her brother's cock.
Audrey had just pulled the front door closed when Carl appeared at the head of the stairs, naked and damp from his quick shower. He held a towel and was rubbing his hair dry when Rebecca looked up to see him. His cock wagged as he moved, Rebecca noticed, and was still semi-rigid.
"Later, Carl!" she hissed to her son, although she was grinning. "When we've got a little more privacy. I promise, I'll show you a fun time." With that said, Rebecca lifted Jasper into her arms and headed out onto the back desk, to enjoy the last of the sun's warmth while contemplating ordering out for a pizza.
Over the course of the next few weeks during that late summer and early autumn, Rebecca and Carl had enjoyed getting to know each other better, as well as getting to know each other's sexual triggers. As his senior year rolled on, Carl had dated off and on, but with what he was enjoying at home with his mother, he tended to not stay involved too long with any girl his age. Carl had discovered that he had a craving for mature women, and it wasn't long before Rebecca understood that she alone would never be able to thoroughly satisfy her son's needs.
Ron had informed Rebecca that he would be away the entire week leading up to Thanksgiving. Although she was openly distraught, inside Rebecca was excited. With her husband away, she knew that she and Carl would have time to enjoy themselves. She also knew that Carl was beginning to look around more, and given advice from one of her matronly friends, Rebecca thought that the few days that they had available would fit in well with an idea floated to her.
So it was that on the Sunday evening before Thanksgiving, just hours after Ron had left for the airport, Carl was introduced to Gretchen Van Winkle.
Gretchen had become one of Rebecca's closest friends and as one of the daughters of town matriarch Gloria Van Winkle, Gretchen was an active member of the sinful sorority of Regal Bay matrons. Carl had been out with to an afternoon movie with his girl-friend Tina and when he arrived home, he was greeted excitedly by his mother at the front door. To Carl, it was obvious that she'd been drinking.
"It's about time, Carl!" Rebecca greeted her son. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled his mouth to hers for a deep kiss, in full view of the neighbors, before pulling him into the house and closing the door behind.
"There's someone I want you to meet," Rebecca told her son as he removed his jacket and hung it in the hallway. She took his hand and led him upstairs.
"Where are we going?" he asked, confused. His mother, however, didn't reply until they had entered her bedroom. Sitting at the vanity, dressed in a red negligée and touching up her make-up, was a woman about his mother's age.
"Carl, I want you to meet a friend of mine," Rebecca smiled. "This is Gretchen."
The woman turned on the vanity bench and gave him a warm smile. "Hello, Carl. It's good to finally meet you. Your mother has told me so much about you."
Carl noticed that she was smiling slyly as she spoke, and that she wore nothing beneath her negligée other than black panties. Her ample cleavage, very much equal in size to his own mother's, was obvious and unencumbered by a bra. Gretchen had long, curly, dark chestnut hair, deep brown eyes, and a wide mouth with dark red painted lips. Carl thought she was very beautiful.
"Uh, yes. It's good to meet you, Gretchen," Carl stammered as his mother, his hand in hers, led him over to her bed. She sat and patted the bed beside her.
"What's going on, Mom?" Carl asked in a muffled voice.
Rebecca grinned. "Gretchen is here tonight to give you a little something extra. I know you've been thinking about other women, beside Tina. Gretchen knows about us, and our relationship, and suggested that maybe you'd be up for an introduction into a world that you'd have never suspected existed."
Carl looked over at Gretchen, who had stood up and was moving to the other side of the bed. "I don't know what you're talking about," he pleaded. He turned to look at Gretchen even as his mother placed her hand upon his chest and began to rub him.
"Here in Regal Bay," Gretchen explained, "There are women who particularly enjoy spending time with young men, such as yourself."
"Gretchen introduced me to this group, and you'd be surprised at who is included," Rebecca smiled. She placed he hand upon Carl's crotch and gave him a squeeze.
Carl jumped and hissed, "Mom! I don't think you should be doing that." She responded with another squeeze of his cock through his jeans.
"Why not?" she grinned. "It feels like you're enjoying this. Maybe you need a little more encouragement?" Rebecca released her son's groin long enough to pull the white sweater she wore up and off. Beneath, she wore a white bustier that held her over-large breasts. Carl gasped and looked to Gretchen beside him, and found her looking at his mother as well, with a wide smile on her face.
"Your mother is so beautiful," Gretchen admired. Her hands had slipped around his torso and were quietly unbuttoning his shirt. Rebecca stood up then and pulled the side zipper of her red skirt down. The garment fell away a moment later and left her standing before him in the bustier, matching white panties and garters that were attached to her red nylon stockings. "She's very beautiful, isn't she?" Gretchen asked Carl as she removed his shirt.
"I don't understand what is going on here?" Carl admitted in a faint voice, looking at his nearly-naked mother as he said it.
"Let me explain," Gretchen said, and when Carl turned to her, she pulled his mouth to hers and began to kiss him very deeply, with her tongue lancing into his mouth. As her son and friend kissed, Rebecca again sat and attacked her son's jeans. She had his fly open, and his semi-rigid cock in hand within seconds, causing Carl to moan deeply into Gretchen's mouth. Gretchen pulled away to see what had gotten Carl so excited in time to see Rebecca lower her mouth to her son's manhood and engulf it.
"Oh, god! Oh, Mom!" Carl moaned. Gretchen pushed him back until he lay across the bed.
"Yes! Let's ravage this fine young specimen!" Gretchen declared before planting her mouth to his once again. As she kissed him, she pulled the red negligée from her shoulders and let her ample breasts rest on his shoulder.
Carl was panting and moaning under the dual assault. When his mother lifted her mouth from his now-rock-hard cock, Gretchen was quick to move down his body to replace it with her own. Rebecca moved up to offer her son a warm, loving smile. "Are you enjoying this?" she asked, but before he could reply with anything other than a nod, she planted her mouth to his. The moans brought on by Gretchen's expert cock-sucking went right into his mother's mouth. As she slurped on his dick, Gretchen managed to push his jeans and underwear completely off, leaving him naked beneath the two women. With multiple hands stroking his body from thigh to cheek, Carl was tingling all over.
After a few minutes, Rebecca joined Gretchen at Carl's cock and the two women licked his entire crotch, from the sensitive areas beneath his balls to the pre-cum leaking piss slit. Both took turns gulping his cock into their throats, before Gretchen lifted away and asked, "Didn't you tell me that your son is a fantastic pussy licker?"
Rebecca released Carl's cock long enough to reply, "Yes I did. Would you like for him to show you?"
"You know I do!" Gretchen exclaimed as she rolled onto her back on the bed. She pushed her black panties down and kicked them off, giving Carl a full-on view of her thick, dark pubic forest. Gretchen didn't keep her pubic hair trimmed as much as many women did, and it gave her a vintage look that some young men found desirable. Carl sure did.
Carl rolled between Gretchen's parted knees, fully aware now of what was expected of him, and after brushing back the thick tangle of hairs to discover the long pink gash below, he planted his mouth fully onto her and began attacking her with long flicks of his tongue.
"Oooohhh, my!" Gretchen moaned. "He really gets at it, doesn't he?" Rebecca responded only with a nodding of her head, as she'd already returned to giving her son's long dick a good mouthing herself.
Carl lost track of time as he hungrily devoured Gretchen's cunt. Her cream was light and sweet on his tongue and he drew more out each time he thrust into her vaginal opening. After a few minutes, he was surprised when his mother joined him at Gretchen's cunt, though she only planted kissed on her friend's thighs and across her lower belly. He had hoped that she'd move him aside and take his place lapping at Gretchen's slit, but that wasn't to be. Not at that moment.
Gretchen sat up and demanded, "Put that cock in me, Carl!" He rolled onto his back as she jumped to her knees, and before he was even settled in her place, she was straddling him and pulling his cock up into her pussy. "Oooohhh, yes! Yes! I need this bad!" Gretchen declared as she lowered herself upon his cock. He looked to his mother, watching him push up into another woman. It was a first for her, to see her son with another woman, and as she watched, she stripped out of her panties and began to finger herself.
Gretchen held herself poised above Carl's hips and with his hands on her waist, he began to thrust upward. "Oooohhh, yes! Fuck me! Fuck me!" she was now moaning as he did just as she demanded. The bed began to bounce as his thrusts became more violent. His mother's mouth again found his, and though he was panting heavily, she still licked his lips with her tongue and kissed his cheeks and chin.
"You son's cock is so wonderful," Gretchen proclaimed. "The ladies will enjoy him." Rebecca looked up at her friend, who then said, "Why don't you put his mouth back to work?"
Rebecca didn't need further encouragement and a moment later she too was straddling Carl, only with her dripping pussy poised above his mouth. She lowered her hips slightly and her son's tongue went to work. She was quickly moaning, her hips bouncing slightly as the bed rocked from Carl's upward thrusts into Gretchen, banging her clit against his chin even as his tongue lapped away at her leaking slot.
Carl moved his hands from Gretchen's hip up to her heavy breasts, but found hands already there. They were his mother's. He reached for hers and found them also held, in Gretchen's hands. He moved them to his mother's hips and around to her ass to dig his fingers into her flesh as he continued lapping away at her delicious, familiar cream.
Rebecca and Gretchen indeed held each other's breasts, and when their eyes met, it was only natural that their lips weren't far behind. Rebecca had not been with another woman in years, not since college, and even though the two were enjoying her son, when Gretchen's mouth touched hers, she moaned. An orgasm hit her in that moment, aided by Gretchen pinching her nipples as Carl flicked her clit with his tongue. Her cream flowed from her vibrating cunt and was quickly drank down by her son.
"Oooohhh," Rebecca moaned, and was echoed by Gretchen, who was beginning an orgasm of her own upon Carl's lunging cock. "Ssssooooo goooddddd!" Rebecca added when their lips parted.
"Uuunnngggghhhhh! Mooooommmmmm!" groaned into her pussy as he began to cum. His cock spit hot semen up into Gretchen's trembling, quivering vagina. He thrust up hard, banging his knob against her cervix as she dropped heavily onto his waist.
"Oooohhh, fuuucccckkkk!" she grunted. I feel it! I feel your cock throbbing! Oh, so fucking nice!" Rebecca moved from her son's face and Gretchen dropped to plant he mouth to his sticky lips. She kissed Rebecca's son with over-flowing passion as her hips rolled, stirring his hot seed inside her with his rigid member. Rebecca moved behind her friend and while stroking her wide hips and round ass cheeks with her hands, she began to lick at her son's heavy balls as well as the length of cum-slick shaft exposed beneath Gretchen's gaping hole. Rebecca even gave her friend's outer labia a lick or two, tasting the combination of her cream and Carl's semen.
When Gretchen finally calmed down and rolled from atop Carl, Rebecca further treated herself to the flavors of their love-making by licking up the mess that remained on Carl's long, flaccid penis. "Oh, god, Mom! That was fantastic!" Carl moaned even as she continued to clean him up.
"I think we've got ourselves another convert," Gretchen informed her. "Another stud for our stables." Gretchen left the bed and headed for the bathroom while Rebecca crawled up to lay in her son's arms.
Mother and son kissed warmly for a moment and then Rebecca settled with her head in his shoulder. "I love you so much, Carl. Thank you for indulging me tonight."
"I can't believe this," Carl sighed. "Is this what goes on around here, when I'm not around?"
"Not hardly. I've only just become a member of this sorority, and other than you, I've only been with one other young man," she admitted.



"Anyone I might know?" Carl asked after a pause.
Rebecca sensed a bit of jealousy in her son's voice. "I don't think so. He was one of Gretchen's nephews." She looked at her son before saying, "His name was Gabriel. Gabriel Bryant."
Carl shook his head. "I don't know him."
Rebecca waited a moment before asking, "Do you want me to stop? Do you want me not to join this group?"
"I want you to be happy and enjoy yourself. We both know what dad does, when he's out of town. It's no real secret." Carl turned his mother's face to his and he kissed her. "And we both know what we do when he's not in town. Besides, I've got Tina to service when you let me out. Why not enjoy yourself, right? I don't mind."
"Not to mention, I can line you up with other women like us," Gretchen said as she returned to the bed to lay beside Carl as well, sandwiching him between two naked, voluptuous, mature women. His cock twitched the moment her fingers danced across it.
"How soon before your son is ready to go again?" Gretchen grinned. Without getting an answer, she curled up and pulled his flaccid member into her warm mouth. It wasn't long before they were enjoying round two.
***
Now, nearly two years later, Rebecca couldn't help but recall that wonderful first few months of her new life. Sex with Ron had gotten better, even. Although her husband thought it was due to his being away more often and her missing him, Rebecca knew that it was all a residual effect of the fantastic sex she and Carl had been enjoying, not to mention the several others that she'd been intimate with since, man and woman alike.
"Mom, we're here!" Rebecca opened her eyes, leaving her reverie behind, at the sound of her daughter's arrival.
She popped the ear-buds out and called, "I'm out on the patio." Hastily, she sat up and fastened her top back in place, covering her ample breasts just as Jasper came running out through the patio doors. He landed in her lap, planting his face directly between her breasts as he gave her a big hug. Audrey followed, her belly swollen at she entered her third trimester. She was pregnant with her second child, a daughter. Paul came out last, and Rebecca noticed his eyes go straight to her bosom, as they always did.
"You're not ready, yet," Audrey commented. "The reservation's for six."
"I'll just go get changed," Rebecca told her daughter as she lifted Jasper from her lap. "I won't be long."
"Hurry up. Carl will be upset if we're late."
"Carl can wait a few minutes. It's not like we all don't already know he's going to announce his engagement to Tina." Rebecca left her daughter and her family on the patio as she headed upstairs to dress. Yes, she was losing Carl as a frequent lover, she knew, but that wouldn't completely end things between them. Carl had already assured her of that. Besides, Rebecca had a small group of fine young studs at her beck and call now, thanks to Gretchen and the other ladies of the Regal Bay Matrons Club. She would not be at loss when it came to taking care of her matronly itch.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 10
Joan's Tales -- Part 1
Joan and Tom Kuykendall arrived in Regal Bay as young newlyweds. They had married the spring before, right out of college. He had attended Boston College and graduated with a degree in naval engineering. She graduated from Boston University with degrees in advertising and marketing. Tom had initially wanted to settle down on the east coast, but Joan convinced him otherwise.
Joan was born and raised in the Irish neighborhoods of Boston, and still had close family ties with her native land. In particular, Joan's cousins Deirdre and Teagan O'Riley had come to America to study music at Boston University, and the three young women became very close during their school years. Joan split the sisters in age, with Deirdre a year older and Teagan a year younger. However, with Joan taking post-graduate courses, she remained in school for a couple more years after the sisters had graduated. During that time, Deirdre married and took a teaching position at Regal Bay University. Following her sister across the country, Teagan was able to hire in as an assistant music director at one of the two middle schools. When told of an advertising agency relocating to the growing community by her cousins, Joan convinced her new husband to take a chance. Tom managed to land an entry-level position as the dockyard soon after they arrived. The young couple was welcomed into the community with open arms and started their family soon after.
During their years in Regal Bay, Joan mothered two sons and three daughters, with her oldest, Michael, born during that first winter. A year later, Joan gave birth to her first daughter, Janet, and in the next six years she gave birth to three more children; Julie, Jewel, and Mitchell, her youngest. During this span of time, Joan worked hard to move up in the agency. Her husband worked just as hard, eventually hiring on at the Gen. Bradley Military Research Center. The substantial raise in his pay was welcome in the greatly expanded household.
Giving birth to so many children in such a short time had taken its toll on Joan's once athletically slim body. After seeing her youngest off to begin school, Joan, now a 35-year-old woman, began to obsessively work out, initially on her own, but soon she was a member of one of the newest and latest chains of gyms that began to pop up across the country. By the time she had entered her forties, Joan had finally regained the figure that she had known as a graduate student. Tall, blonde, slim, and reasonably attractive, Joan began to notice that men were taking a notice of her once again. She even began to see men much younger than herself eyeing her when she walked along the beach in shorts and a swimming top. Her breasts were by no means large, but they were an ample 36-dd cup, and with a figure that showed off her matronly wide hips and long legs, Joan enjoyed the attention she was able to draw.
The next two years saw substantial changes take place in Joan's life. First, she learned that Tom had been cheating on her. Behind her back, Tom had been seeing his secretary when he had told Joan that he was working through weekends at the facility. As it turned out, he had been sleeping with the young woman very nearly from the first day on the job. After nearly six years, Tom decided he would rather be with her than the mother of his five children. So he filed for divorce.
For her part, in the year following the break-up of her marriage, Joan all but attacked every guy she could. Within weeks of their divorce, Joan had more than doubled the number of men she'd slept with in her life, and soon had added two women to the list as well. She let her sexual bounds be opened by anyone who cared to give her a good time. She also became aware, through her cousin Deirdre no less, about the secret, sinful society of mature women in Regal Bay who playfully preyed upon the younger men of the area. Though not a formal member of the group, Joan nevertheless enjoyed a wonderful awakening in their company.
During that time, her oldest son Michael came out during a holiday gathering. He was eighteen, and proud to announce that he was gay. This, of course, shocked just about everyone in the family, with the exception of Janet, who announced that she too was gay just a year later.
By the time Joan reached her 45th birthday, she was divorced, with two children in college and three still living at home, and starting a new job. Her cousin Deirdre had told her of a position at the university that had opened up. Joan jumped at the opportunity and in short order she was instructing two classes a day in Advertising and Marketing. She was also enjoying a steady diet of young men, a few as young as her youngest daughters.
Of the three children still living with her, Jewel and Mitchell were still in high school, whereas Julie had decided against attending college and went to work in the mall as so many of her friends had after graduation. Jewel did, however, work, and as a senior she was allowed to take the afternoons to earn credits while at work. She had landed a part-time job working for one of Joan's friends in the community, Olivia Wilson, in her dress shop. Jewel was learning a valuable trade skill while also earning a few dollars for her weekends.
Jewel wanted nothing more than to hang-out, enjoy her teen-aged years, and put off worrying about a future career until well after she graduated high school. Her grades were good enough for college, but she insisted whenever asked that she wasn't spending a single extra day in school that wasn't required by law. That was fine with Joan. Putting two children through college was draining enough, even with Tom's monthly alimony check.
With no classes scheduled for her Wednesday afternoon, Joan left campus a few hours early. She had an aerobics session scheduled for later in the evening, with the hope of an after work-out treat at the hands of a young employee of the gym who had eyes for her, but until then she wanted to relax and enjoy a quiet afternoon on the sofa, reading a book. She had expected to arrive home to find an empty house. Julie worked full-time and after that she would usually hang out with friends who would keep her out until late. Mitch always hung out after school with friends until his mother called him home for dinner. And four days a week Jewel was supposed to be at work with Olivia. Instead, Joan arrived home to find Jewel in her bedroom with a boy.
When Joan realized that her daughter was home and not alone, she sneaked a peak into her daughter's bedroom through the crack left in the partially closed door. What she saw was Jewel on her knees, her back to the door, and stripped down to her white panties. The young man was Brent Everson, the son of Darwin Everson, who owned the Everson Music Works. Jewel was kneeling between Brent's naked knees while he was leaning back onto his elbows across Jewel's bed, his bare feet on the floor to either side of Jewel's kneeling form. He was obviously naked from the waist down. Joan saw his jeans and underwear to the side, piled up with most of Jewel's own clothing. From the up-down-up-down motion of Jewel's head, Joan was well aware that her daughter was enjoying a mouth full of tasty young cock.
Joan turned quietly away from her daughter's bedroom door after watching for a few more moments, and slipped across the hallway into her own bedroom. Once inside she closed the door gently. Joan turned and looked at herself in the tall mirror attached to the backside of the door. What she saw was a horny woman in need of a little action. The muffled moans filtering across the hallway didn't help any.
Joan stared into her own eyes for a few brief moments, and then stripped off her black and gray dress, which she had worn to work. A moment later she was down to her black stockings and bodice. Again, she looked herself over in the mirror. Her breasts were pushed high and firmly cupped in the bodice. She turned to admire her tight little ass and strong thighs, the product of many hours on the treadmill down at the gym. Her short blonde hair was tastefully cut for her age. Her belly was still rather flat, and her face, though mature and lightly lined, smiled with a slight wickedness back at her from the mirror. Joan had wanted to have a little fun that night. She might as well stay home for it, she thought.
Returning to the hallway and her daughter's bedroom door, Joan paused long enough to listen to the soft moans Brent was making inside. Carefully, and as quietly as she could, she opened the door once again to find that Brent had moved into the big pillow-chair Jewel had bought years ago. Brent was still wearing his black t-shirt, with the Metallica logo in blood-red across his broad chest. His head was rolled back and his eyes shut, obviously enjoying the leisurely blow job he was getting from Jewel. Jewel herself was to the side of the pillow-chair, still on her knees, but had now shed her panties all together. She was completely naked and Brent's left hand stroked her small butt as her head bobbed up and down in his lap. From this new angle, Joan saw that Brent was indeed well endowed, with a lengthy cock that took on a slight left-hand curve. That might be why Jewel was to his left, Joan reasoned, to better slide her mouth down its curved length, as her small fist stroked what remained of his shaft below her lips.
Joan watched her daughter for only a few seconds before making her presence known by stepping into the bedroom and right up next to the big pillow-chair. "Are we having fun?" she asked.
Brent's eyes flashed open and he gasped loudly at the sudden appearance of his girl-friend's mother, just an arm's length away. Jewel lifted her mouth free of Brent's cock to look up at her intrusive mother, though continued to stroke his shaft in her left hand.
"I was," Jewel replied. "What about you, Brent? Are you having fun?" Her hand continued to steadily stroke his cock, even as it began to whither.
Brent, also looking up at Joan, nodded slightly at Jewel's question. Then, with a combination of startled fright and excited lust flashing through his eyes, he took in Joan's own near-nakedness. It helped that Joan hadn't said anything to halt the proceedings.
"Not bad," Joan said after another, awkward moment passed. Although her eyes were on Brent's lap, and the semi-hard cock still wrapped in her daughter's fist, she had also complimenting her daughter's technique as well as choice. "Not bad at all," she added with a not-so-subtle lick of her lips.
"You want to take over for a few minutes, Mom?" Jewel asked suddenly. The question all but sent Brent into convulsions. His girl-friend openly asking her mother if she wanted to suck his cock was just about too much to handle. Brent had heard that Jewel was something of a freak when it came to sex, but bringing her mother in was over the top.
Joan grinned at her daughter's suggestion and said, "I'd love to, darling," and slipped to her own knees before the stunned young man.
"My jaw was beginning to ache," Jewel told Brent with a smile. "Besides, I can't remember the last time I watched my mom give head. She taught me, you know." She winked at Brent as she moved aside. For his part, Brent was stunned and couldn't believe what he was hearing, or what he was seeing. Jewel, well versed in her mother's sexual eccentricities, grinned at her boy-friend while she tilted Brent's knob towards her mother's hungry features.
Joan grinned wider as she reached out for his cock. Her longer fingers, tipped with ruby-red painted nails, replaced Jewel's around Brent's shaft. He visibly shuddered and gasped as the exchange took place. Jewel leaned her blonde head into her boy-friend's shoulder. They watched together as her mother open wide and gulped his cock down to the base in a single plunge. Joan's nose pressed into Brent's pubic bone, tickled by his kinky dark hairs, as she hummed around the shaft filling her mouth. Jewel admired the way her mother could deep-throat nearly any cock with little effort. It was a skill the younger woman was unable to do for her lovers. Yet. With more practice, she would be able to match her mother, she knew.
Joan's tongue slithered around Brent's long, narrow shaft, and she purred happily as he began to moan. Brent rolled his hips upward almost involuntarily to try and force another inch into his girl-friend's mother's mouth. Joan wrapped her fingers around his scrotum and pulled downward, while slowly lifting her mouth up his shaft's length. Her lips were tight around the boy's flesh and she sucked hard, giving him the maximum enjoyment. Brent groaned loudly as Joan held his sensitive knob in her mouth and flicked her tongue around and across it.
"You like that, don't you?" Jewel whispered into his ear, getting only a quick series of nods in response. "She's one hell of a cock sucker, my mom." Jewel was proud of her mother, at least when it came to sex.
As Joan began to bob her head up and down in Brent's lap, Jewel stroked her fingers along the strip of flesh beneath his balls to his asshole. She hadn't played with a boy's asshole yet, but had heard her mother talk about how it really got a guy off sometimes. Not that Jewel was ready to get Brent off right away. When her mother again backed up and off Brent's throbbing cock, Jewel insisted, "My turn!", and pulled her boy-friend's cock from her mother's grip. Jewel gulped Brent's tool back into her mouth and resumed her own cock-sucking.
Joan watched with admiration as her young daughter sucked a young man's cock. This wasn't the first time she'd been so close to see the delight in her daughter's face as she gobbled up a long tube of man-meat. Jewel's eyes fluttered shut as she went as deep as she could, and then began to bob up and down steadily. Joan wrapped her fingers around the base of Brent's shaft as her daughter gulped mouthfuls of cock. Jewel, too, hummed as she sucked cock. Like mother, like daughter, Brent thought.
Jewel wanted to impress her mother, and tried to push her lover's cock into her throat, but started to gag immediately and had to pull off.
"Nice try, baby girl," Joan said. Both women laughed, and Joan leaned across Brent's lap to give Jewel a light kiss full on the mouth. She then told her daughter, "The ability to deep-throat a hard cock will come to you in time, with much more practice." Joan then took hold of Brent's cock, opened her mouth, and with a wink to her daughter, again gulped every inch of the hard cock into her throat.
"Oh, fuck!" Brent croaked as his knob bounced against Joan's tonsils. Her blonde head began to bob up and down his full length, making him groan deep from within his chest. Jewel pulled his face to hers and kissed him deeply, thrusting her tongue seemingly as far down his throat as his cock was down her mother's.
When Brent's cock suddenly twitched in her throat and a salty tang of thick pre-cum filled her mouth, Joan knew it was time to move on. She lifted off his pulsing cock and squeezed it tight at the base. Jewel finished off the deep kiss and turned to smile lovingly at her mother. Brent had his head back and was moaning, obviously on the edge of blasting his hot load. Jewel leaned in and began to lick at his knob, also tasting his salty pre-cum. Joan warned, "If you keep it up, he is going to blow."
Jewel gave him one last lick and then settled back to give Brent a moment to catch his breath and regain a little control.
"This is fun," Jewel said to both her mother and boy-friend.
"Yes, it is," Joan agreed. "What about you, Brent?" she then asked. "Are you having fun?"
"Oh, hell yes!" he grunted. "This is amazing!"
"Are you okay now?" Joan asked. "Got everything under control?"
Brent took a deep breath and then answered, "I think so."
"Good. Why don't you go ahead and mount him, dear?" she told her daughter. "Take this hot young stud for a ride."
Jewel giggled and moved quickly to straddle her boy-friend, all while her mother watched. Jewel lowered her dripping, furry pink pussy into contact with Brent's post of man-flesh, held upright in her mother's hand, and then slowly lowered herself into his lap.
"So good," Jewel sighed as his cock wedged upward into her body, opening her vagina inch by inch as she settled onto his flesh-post.
"Uuummm," Brent sighed beneath her, feeling her heated cunt wrap around his shaft. It wasn't the first-time Jewel had ridden him in such a manner. The first time had been in his father's BMW, in the garage at his house, after a dinner date, with his parents watching television. He had lasted all of three minutes that time, and still they had only just gotten their clothing straightened back up before his mother looked in to see what they were up to.
This time it was Jewel's mother looking in on them, and not to catch them but to join them. As Jewel began to ride Brent's cock with a steady up-down fuck-rhythm in the big pillow chair, Joan encouraged her on. "That's a girl. Ride that big dick. Feel every inch of him inside you. It's so good, isn't it? Having a cock slipping up and down your cunt chute is the best feeling in the world."
Jewel's breasts were small, capped with tiny dark nipples that rode like little pebbles at the peak of them. Brent reached around to stroke his hands across them a couple of times, returning his hands to Jewel's hips afterward. It was looking as if he might lose control again, and Joan toyed with the idea of pulling Jewel off. Instead, she decided to let the boy blow off his first, pent up load inside her daughter. They were dating, after all, and she should get the first thick blast of cum. It would give them a little better control over his second, and being a young stud, he wasn't likely to lose his hard-on too quickly, not with a pair of hot women attending to him afterward.
Joan directed Jewel, "Spin around and face Brent, darling," and the young lovers managed to remain coupled together as they twisted and turned around. Soon, Jewel was once again riding Brent's cock for all she was worth, driving him towards an inevitable explosion. Joan gave him a little something extra by leaning in to capture one of her daughter's nipples between her teeth. With Brent looking on just inches away, mother sucked on daughter's tit. He reached up and began to stroke the older woman's blonde hair.
"Oh, God! I'm going to cum," Jewel moaned, announcing her orgasm. That was all it took to set Brent off. He began howl as his cock pulsed and began to fill Jewel's belly with white-hot cum. "Me, too," he grunted. "I'm cumming!"
As the young lovers rode out their mutual orgasm, Joan moved to lay back on her daughter's bed. She pushed off her black panties and pulled her knees back and wide. Her hairy pussy, in need of a trimming, was damp with her vaginal dew. Joan pulled her slit open and began to massage her thick clit and long opening as she watched the young lovers kiss and grind their bodies together just a few feet away. The scent of both her daughter's pussy and Brent's thick cum began to fill the bedroom, and made Joan even more excited to be a part of this lustful afternoon's activities.
"How about one of you getting over here and giving me a little pleasure," she pleaded. "Watching you two lovers fuck has gotten my pussy dripping wet."
"How about it?" Jewel asked Brent. "Want to fuck my mom, also?"
Brent gave his girl-friend a serious look, but when she twitched her vaginal muscles around his cock, an act that sent a spike of excitement through his groin, Brent nodded in response. Jewel all but leaped from his lap then and took his hand in hers.
"Come on, then. Give the old bitch a good ride." Jewel laughed as she watched her boy-friend, his dripping cock waving semi-hard from his crotch, as he struggled to get up from the deep pillow-chair. She then told her mother, "Let him lay down, Mom. I don't think he has the energy left to pile-drive that big hairy pussy!"



Joan scooted aside as Brent was led to lay back fully on Jewel's bed. She then threw her leg across the teen-agers stretched out legs. "This is going to be fun," she told him as she positioned her hips above his. Joan looked back at her daughter, who had settled onto the bed beside their legs, and asked, "Can you get him lined up, dear?"
"Already there," Jewel replied while she wrapped the fingers of one hand around her boy-friend's slick cock. With her other she pried open her mother's wet gash. "Go ahead, Mom," she announced.
Joan lowered her hips and felt Brent's cock smoothly slip up inside her. She moaned as her pussy was filled inch by inch with hardening cock. Jewel watched, close-up, as her mother's cunt seemed to gobble up her boy-friend's tool. Once her mother had settled completely into his lap, Jewel could only see Brent's balls. She reached between his parted thighs and began to tickle them with her finger tips as her mother's hips began to rise and fall. Her boy-friend was now fucking her mother, and it excited her to no ends. Her free hand went between her thighs and began to finger her cum-sticky pussy as she watched.
"Such a nice cock, Brent," Joan whispered into his ear as she slowly fucked herself upon his stiff member. "Such a nice fit inside me."
"You've got a great pussy, Mrs. Kuykendall," he huffed beneath her. "It feels really good. Hot and wet."
"Is it better than Jewel's hot little pussy?" she teasingly asked, giving her daughter a glance back as she did. Jewel gave her mother's ass a light smack in response, while Brent replied, "I don't know. Different, I guess. Maybe a little wetter."
"I always get soaking wet watching Jewel fuck," she admitted, even though it had been some time since she'd witnessed her daughter in action. "I'm just thrilled to have a young stud eager to give an old woman a bit of pleasure as well."
As Joan and Brent exchanged small talk while continuing to slowly grind together, Jewel contributed by caressing and kissing across her mother's creamy-white buttocks as they bounced up and down.
Eventually, Joan said, "Let's change it up a little," and slipped off Brent's lap to lay beside him. "Spoon with me, Brent," she told him. With Jewel's help, Brent scooted into position behind Joan. Jewel lifted her mother's upper leg and guided Brent's cock back into her mother's wet slit. From this angle his cock could only run about four inches inside her, but for Joan it sent thrilling jolts of pleasure through her entire body as his knob was now angled to rub across her inner g-spot with each thrust. It wasn't long before she was huffing and panting through an intense orgasm.
"Oh, fuck, that's so good," Joan managed to say as her body rolled along the waves of her climax. She had her fingers rubbing and tugging at her thickened clit as Brent's cock continued driving in and out of her wet cunt. Her orgasm rolled along much longer than she'd had in a very long time, and she was enjoying every moment of it.
With her mother still getting off, Jewel was eager to get back into the excitement. "My turn!" she announced as she pulled Brent away from her mother. His cock, glistening with fresh pussy cream, sprang out of Joan's slot with a pop. "Take me from behind," Jewel insisted. "But let me get into position, first."
Jewel rolled off the bed and went around to the other side. She then climbed onto the bed near the head-board as well as by her mother's head. Joan looked up to watch her daughter straddle her upper torso. "Let's sixty-nine, Mom," Jewel told her mother even and she lowered her body atop her mother's. Joan wrapped her arms up and around her daughter's waist and pulled her lower. She licked across her daughter's hot little clit, making Jewel moan. For her part, Jewel pulled her mother's thighs wide and opened the freshly-fucked gash before planting her mouth to her mother's hot vagina. Both women were moaning into the other's pussy within seconds.
Brent was in awe of the scene playing out before him, as his girl-friend and her mother began to eat each other out. He wondered if this sort of thing happened a lot around the Kuykendall household, and that though made his cock twitch, reminding him that he was a welcome participant here and that it was time to get back into the action. Before she had filled her mouth with her mother's pussy, Jewel had told him to take her from behind. So, with that in mind, Brent moved to the head of the bed, behind Jewel's upraised ass, and began to caress her naked butt.
Jewel lifted her head from her mother's crotch long enough to look across her shoulder at her boy-friend and direct him, "What are you waiting for, big boy? Stick that big cock back inside my hot pussy! Get to fucking, Mister!" Jewel returned to eating her mother out.
Joan opened her eyes to see Brent's cock just inches away, poised to enter to wet slot of her daughter's young pussy. She lowered her head and reached up to guide him forward and inward. She watched as Brent's cock pried open Jewel's tight slit and slipped smoothly in. Brent moaned, Jewel moaned, and Joan purred beneath them. As Brent began to fuck Jewel, Joan flicked her tongue out and across his heavy, hairy balls as they slapped across her face.
Jewel's bedroom filled with grunts, slurps, moans, and panting as the trio fucked each other towards a shared climax. It didn't long. With her mother's tongue flicking across her clit while her boy-friend's cock pistoned inside her, it wasn't long before Jewel was rocking through her orgasm. For Joan, the taste of a young man's ball-sweat, her daughter's tangy pussy juice, and the feel of hot tongue flicking across and through her own aching pussy was more than enough to drive her wild as well. And for Brent, the act of fucking a hot young girl like Jewel, with her mother lying beneath tonguing his balls while Jewel ate her out, had his mind reeling. His cock began to pulse and with a growl he climaxed.
"Aaaahhh!" Brent grunted as his cock exploded and forced another load into Jewel's womb. He held his cock deep inside her as pulse after pulse rippled along his shaft, feeding his semen into her. Joan sucked his balls into her mother and massaged them with her lips and tongue as they emptied. Jewel had her mouth planted tight into her mother's furry blonde cunt as she moaned with the warmth flowing into her belly.
Soon, Brent collapsed, almost falling from the bed to land in the pillow-chair. His cock was spent and limp, laying wet across his thigh. Jewel rolled from atop her mother and lay beside her. She twisted to look at her boy-friend. Meeting his eyes with hers, she smiled and mouthed a silent, "Thank you. That was awesome." He only had the energy to smile back and nod.
Joan still lay panting on the bed, her pussy a saliva and cream coated mess. She also had a smear of cooling semen across her cheek and forehead, compliments of Brent's cock as it slipped out of Jewel's pussy. She had hoped that her daughter might remain in place long enough for her to lap up her messy cum-filled pussy, but that would have to wait.
At about that time, a cell phone began to ring, and Brent muttered, "Damn." He grabbed at his discarded jeans and found his phone. "I'll be down in a minute," was all he said, even as he jumped up and began to gather up his clothes. "My mom's here already," he explained. "I got to go."
"Maybe she'd like to come up, and join in?" Joan teased. Brent gasped at the offer, whether serious or not.
"Ew, Mom!" Jewel grunted. "Do you know Mrs. Everson? She's such a prude. I'd bet if she came up here, she'd croak on the spot!"
"I don't know," Joan teased. "If she could see how much fun we're having, maybe she'd loosen up a bit."
"She's fat and out of shape, too," Jewel added.
"Hey, that's my mom we're talking about," Brent defended as he pulled his jeans up and fastened them. "She's a good woman. She goes to church and takes care of everything at home. She's a nice woman."
"I still think if she could see her baby boy fucking me with that big, hard cock, she'd all but beg to join in!" Jewel teased.
"And I'd bet I could teach her a thing or two about eating pussy and sucking dick," Joan added. "That is, if she doesn't already know." Joan again laughed, seeing the discomfort in the teen-ager's face grow.
"Mom, stop it," Jewel insisted as she pulled on her own jeans and a t-shirt. "Mrs. Everson isn't like you. She's a nice woman," she added with a grin and roll of her eyes. Neither was noticed by Brent, who continued to pull his clothing on. "Come on, Brent. Let's get away from this over-sexed whore!"
Left alone, Joan watched from Jewel's window as Brent and her daughter jogged down the front walk to jump into the big Suburban Grace Everson drove. She waved towards Brent's mother, but didn't get a response. "I'll bet Grace isn't the straight arrow everyone makes her out to be. I should give her a call later. Invite her over." Joan grinned as she turned away from the window and headed for the shower, with all sorts of nasty ideas rolling through her head. She still had half an hour until her aerobics class started.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 3
Natalya's Tales -- Part 1
For one of the few Saturday nights that Natalya could remember, she sat home alone. The big house her husband had long ago purchased was quiet. Nicolas was out with friends attending a showing of some new block-buster movie or other. It had been a long week, and even though she had tried to relax during her Saturday off, Natalya still ended up staying busy. Although her husband provided for a housekeeper, Natalya insisted the young woman take her weekends off. Natalya didn't mind doing a little work around her big house on the weekends, after all. She had been raised to do her fair share, and she insisted that even at 51, and married to one very influential property baron with more than enough money to pay to have just about anything taken care of for her, Natalya enjoyed getting her hands dirty. As it was, she spent several hours dusting around the inside, and then tending to the several flower beds outside.
Maybe she had just been putting off some of the work she had brought home with her. Although she had no intention of procrastinating, Natalya found that she hadn't even begun to think about the itinerary that sat unfinished on her home-office desk. After partaking of a salmon pasta dinner alone, and over a glass of white California wine, Natalya finally settled in to work on the thirty-page itinerary. Although it wasn't due until Gloria returned to the office on Tuesday, Natalya wanted it ready and sitting in her in-box Monday. It was a demonstration to her boss and good friend that her work ethic hadn't even begun to waver, even as she opened her sexual lifestyle up more with each passing month since unofficially joining the semi-secretive Regal Bay Matrons Club.
Natalya had retired to her bedroom to continue her work as the midnight hour approached. A refilled glass of wine sat on the nightstand to her right as she got comfortable, sitting cross-legged on the pillows at the headboard end. She spread the individual pages of the itinerary, typed sheets with dozens of penned-in notations, lined out sections, and various other scribbles, across the large, king-sized bed in front of her. She was comfortably dressed in an over-sized t-shirt and exercise shorts, clothing she would wear to bed, once she had completed her work.
It was nearing one in the morning when Natalya heard the return of her son. He wasn't all that quiet, and she assumed he was even a little drunk, or high. Nico was a good young man, but he did enjoy himself. Usually, Nico lived in an off-campus apartment with a friend, but when his father wasn't home, which was becoming more often than not, Nico had taken to staying in his old bedroom. Natalya didn't mind. Unfortunately, her son had become a distraction over the past few months. A welcome, wonderful, and sinful distraction for her, but a distraction none the less.
Nico found his mother in her room and bounded onto the bed to lie beside her. "Hey, Mom! What're you doing still up this late?"
"Nico! You're messing things," she barked at him. "I've got entirely too much going on here. Please, be careful, will you?"
Nico had propped himself up in his arm, looking up at his mother even as she scolded him. Now he rolled onto his back. "I'm sorry, Mom. I didn't realize you were so busy." He sat up, rolled from the bed, and headed back out through the door.
"Nico, I'm sorry to have barked at you," she apologized, but he was already headed out and down the hall. She knew her son had only been trying to get her attention. She'd been so busy over the last few days and nights that she'd seen little of him. They had grown close over the last few years, too close by some standards, and at times she had to remind herself to treat him not as a growing son, but as a growing lover. Still, she told herself, I have entirely too much to finish to run off and play, however much he or I might need to. He'll just have to learn that lesson as well.
Natalya returned her attention to her work, finally completing what she had needed to get done well after two. Sunday would be a relaxing day she vowed, and with this itinerary ready for its final draft once she got to work on Monday, she would have only tweaking at the edges to do. She climbed from her bed and stretched. Her back ached from the awkward way she had been sitting for over two hours. Her wine glass had long been empty, and she retrieved it before heading out of her room and down the hall.
Natalya padded her way barefoot to the kitchen and poured herself a final glass of wine, in a quiet, personal celebration. She took a couple of sips before heading back to her room, glass in hand. At the top of the staircase she paused. Instead of turning for her own bedroom suite, she headed for the other end of the hallway, where the two guest bedrooms, and Nico's room, were. She passed the bathroom before stopping outside the next door. It was closed. It was decorated with a draped red Soviet Union flag, a memento his father had brought to home after the fall of that failed state. Natalya hated that emblem, especially as she was Ukrainian, and this flag represented oppression to her. Still, Nico didn't see it as anything but a symbol of his heritage, however off it might be.
Natalya paused outside her son's room and listened. She heard music playing, but softly. She tried the knob, and finding it unlocked she nudged the door halfway open. A dim light cast shadows across her son's room, but she could make out her son's form lying in his bed. He was asleep. Natalya took a moment and leaned against the doorjamb, sipping at her wine, while looking upon the innocent form of her son. She saw him as both her little boy as well as a 22 year-old man. She saw him as both her son, and her lover. Siberia, their grey and white pet Husky, had been asleep on the floor at the foot of Nico's bed. She now raised her head and looked at her master. Natalya whispered, "Outside." Obediently, Siberia got up, stretched a little, and then padded her way past out of the room and towards the kitchen. Once Siberia had gone, Natalya then stepped into Nico's room and gently closed the door behind her.
As she approached her sleeping son, Natalya lifted her t-shirt up and let it fall to the floor. Her flesh was tanned and contrasted sharply with the white of her underwear, even in the dim light filtering into her son's room. She stepped up next to her son's bed, looking down upon him as she did. She paused only a moment before pulling her bra strap from her right shoulder and lifting her large breast free of the cup. It weighed heavily in her hands and the nipple was dark and prickled with goose bumps. She leaned over her son's pillow and gently lowered her breast to her son's sleeping face.
Natalya stroked her nipple lightly across Nico's cheek and onto his lips. She held it there as she pushed his sheet down. His upper torso appeared, naked to the waist. Her hand caressed her son's belly and back up to his chest. She flicked his left nipple with her finger nail, and Nico stirred.
"Mom?" he muttered. As his mouth opened, it was filled with Natalya's nipple. His lips wrapped around it and began to suck, even before he was fully awake. After only a few moments, Natalya leaned down and began to kiss her son's warm flesh, starting at his own tiny nipples.
She pushed the sheet lower and discovered to her delight that he had indeed gone to bed fully naked, as was his custom of late. His cock lay flaccid across his lower belly. She reached for it and took it in hand. It began to stiffen and lengthen, now wrapped by her fingers, as her mouth began to work lower across his belly.
"Oh, Mom," Nico moaned as his mother's mouth drew close to his cock, but instead of capturing it with her lips, she began to drag her tongue back up his body.
"I'm sorry for waking you," she whispered as she met his eyes with hers. She saw a welcome hunger in his gray eyes, which were mirrors of her own. "I'll let you sleep, if you want." Even as she said this last, she was stroking his cock to full hardness. She reached up with her free hand and dropped her left bra strap to release both of her heavy, full breasts. As a reply, Nico reached up and cupped both of his mother's huge breasts. He teased both nipples with his thumbs before pulling her left nipple to his lips. He began sucking deeply at his mother's tit-flesh, drawing the hardening nipple far into his mouth.
With Nico sucking hard upon her nipple, Natalya eased herself onto his bed, and settled straddling his hips. She held herself above her son so that he could work each of her nipples in turn. His hands squeezed and rolled the free breast while sucking upon the other. Natalya fed her son until he was fully awake, and his cock was poking at her panty-covered crotch eagerly.
Natalya lifted her big tits from her son's face and, placing her hands against the wall above his head, she stood up. Still straddling him, and with his eyes looking up at her, she began pushing her panties down and stepped out of them. A wide grin began spreading out across his face as she presented her naked crotch to her son.
"Are you hungry, Nico?" she asked him. "Would you like a late night snack?"
Nico nodded and said, "Yes, I'd really like that, Mom. I'm definitely hungry, hungry for your tasty pussy!" Nico said this last even as Natalya stepped forward to straddle her son's upper chest. She braced herself against the wall above his head and slowly lowered herself to her knees. Now straddling his head, she planted her pussy upon her son's eager mouth. Nico's tongue immediately went to work as his hands took hold of her wide, plump ass.
"Oh, that's my Nico," Natalya moaned as her son began to lap noisily at her labia. Her juices were quickly flowing and his tongue lapped them up. His oral digit flicked and swirled within her folds. He licked her crotch from asshole to clit and back. All the while, Natalya was quickly building up to a much-needed orgasm. It never took long for Nico to get his mother off, not with his tongue. He was such a wonderful and talented cunt-lapper. He never failed to draw an orgasm from her, or any of the other women she knew he enjoyed as well. Her son Nico was one of the favored young studs shared by several of the Regal Bay Matrons, and Natalya was proud of that fact.
"Oh, Nico! Nico! Aaaahhh!" Natalya moaned as her body began to tremble and her vagina spasmed around his probing tongue. She creamed his face then, feeding her nectar to her loving son. She looked down past her heavy, sagging breasts and rounded belly. Nico's eyes were closed as he lapped away at her pussy. Her pubic bush, in need of a trim she thought, covered his nose. His head rolled on the pillow as he moved his mouth around her vagina. His tongue touched every sensitive fold and bump. Her clit was pressed hard into his nose and she shivered as he rubbed her and licked her, all at once.
Her climax began to ebb and Natalya leaned back to press her hands into the bed to either side of Nico's hips. His mouth continued to work her over and she knew that he would feast upon her for as long as she remained in position. There had been times when Nico had eaten her out for over an hour at a time, pausing only for a breath or pop a crick in his neck. He never begged off of licking his mother's pussy so dutifully. It had been the first act of sin between them, and would always remain their most intimate.
However, Natalya wasn't there just to give Nico a mouth full of mother's cream. She was there to get a big hard cock stuffed up inside her hot cunt. Although she would love to spend the rest of the night fucking Nico, she knew that both of them had work in the morning and it was getting late. She would love to give her son a long, lingering sixty-nine, as they so often enjoyed. Instead, she eased her crotch from her son's face and told him, "I need your cock, Nico."
Nico grinned with wet lips and told her, "Well, you know where it is."
Natalya gave her son a playful slap as she moved her hips down his body. Nico had his cock in hand and guided his spongy knob into contact with her wet, saliva-dripping slit. Her vagina opened and engulfed his manhood.
"Oooohhh," Natalya moaned as she rolled her hips and settled astride her son's hips, his cock snaking up into her until it was fully embedded within. "So good," she added. Natalya rolled her hips in a circular motion to stir his cock inside her, touching her all around. His cock seemed to push another full inch up inside.
Nico's hands were on his mother's wide hips and he dug his fingers into her warm flesh. "That feels good, Mom," he told her as her hips continued to roll around. "I can feel everything on my head. I can feel your cervix kissing it."
Natalya leaned down and kissed Nico on the lips, and then said, "How's that for a kiss." She then planted her mouth fully to his and as her tongue thrust between his lips, she began to ride up and down his strong cock. Natalya enjoyed taking control of the sex when it was just them, and she planted her feet into the mattress to either side of Nico's hips. This gave her total control of riding him and she lifted her hips until only half of him remained inside her grip. She then began to bounce along these two or three inches with steady, quick strokes that served to give his cock feel of being jacked off. Nico always loved it when she did this, and he was moaning into her mouth immediately.
"Oh, fuck, Mom, that feels so good," he managed to say.
"Feels good for me, too," she replied. After every few strokes she would drop herself fully onto his lap, taking his entire length into her belly before again moving only along the upper inches. Her pussy juices leaked heavily and coated his balls as she fucked her son.
Natalya settled back upon Nico's lap after a few more minutes and began to bounce fully on his manhood. Nico's hands went to her heavy tits and began to roughly squeeze and roll them. Her nipples were hard and he pulled and pinched them as her hips bounced loudly upon his naked flesh. Both were moaning and grunting as their love-making efforts continued to ramp up.
"Oh, Nico. Fuck me, baby. Fuck me," Natalya moaned.
"Oh, Mom, ride my dick. Ride my dick, Mom," Nico returned. "Your pussy feels so fucking fantastic!"
"You cock is so beautiful, it fills me so perfectly," she replied. "God, how I love fucking you, my own son!" she cried out, just as her orgasm began to erupt. "Ooohh, Nico! Nico! Fuck me!"
Natalya began to slam her hips down into her son's lap, driving his cock up hard and high into her, pounding her cervix painfully. Her vaginal muscles spasmed and rippled along his cock, and she held him tight inside her as her climax peaked.
Nico rubbed his mother's thick thighs as he watched her experience her orgasm. Her eyes were tightly shut and her mouth hung open slightly. She was panting and moaning softly as her climax washed through her. He pushed his hips upward and felt his cock press hard into his mother's cervix. Her eyes flickered open and she looked down into his.
"Fuck me, baby," she moaned. "I want you to fuck me hard." Natalya slipped off of her son's cock-post and pushed his gently to the side. "From behind, Nico. Fuck your momma from behind."
Nico quickly went to his knees behind his mother's ass and crawled up between her ankles. His cock wagged like a tail as he aligned with her dripping slit. He took hold and leaned into his mother. Her folds opened as she moaned.
"Ooohhhh, Nico," Natalya gasped as her son slammed his full length into her still-quivering hole and began to pound her with long, deep strokes quickly. His fingers dug into her hips, holding her tight as he fucked her. His thighs, now sweaty, slapped against hers and echoed in the small bedroom.
"Ooohh, yeah, yeah!" Nico grunted as he drilled his willing mother once again. He never tired of fucking his hot mom, even as she grew older. They'd been at it for nearly ten years now, and as far as he was concerned they weren't going to stop any time soon. Even if he got married, he'd still come home on occasion to give his mother a right good rodgering!
"Oh, oh, Nico, oh," Natalya panted as her son fucked her hard. She always loved turning control over to him, and he never failed to pound her hard and fast, just as she always loved a good hard cock. The bed rocked beneath them from his strength of thrusts. Her pussy sloshed and slurped around his pistoning cock. Her body trembled, driven once again to the peak of an orgasm.
"Ooohhhh, ooohhhh, ooohhhh," she panted as her body climaxed. Inside her, Nico's cock began to pulse wildly as his own orgasm began to erupt.
"Unnggghh!" he grunted as his cock spit its thick semen into his mother's belly. Nico never tired of cumming within his mother's warm pussy, and his cock twitched and pumped three full pulses into her. He was amazed that he'd never gotten his mother pregnant, with all of the seed he'd planted within her over the years.
Nico's cock withered quickly and he slipped from his mother's vaginal grip as she rolled onto her side. "That was wonderful," she purred as he settled beside her. She stroked his bare chest, feeling the slickness of his sweat on his flesh. His heart still beat rapidly in his chest from his efforts.
Nico pulled her mouth to his and kissed her warmly. "Thanks for the midnight snack, Mom."
"Thank you, Nico," she returned. She curled into her son's shoulder and soon both mother and son were sound asleep.
The next morning, Nico was up early. Each Sunday morning, as long as the weather cooperated, he would head out to the club and get in a round of golf with friends. It was just after nine when he rolled out of bed, and fifteen minutes later, after a hot shower, he was seated at the kitchen bar drinking hot coffee and munching on a cream cheese slathered bagel. At some point during the night, his mother had left his bed to return to her own. Unless he joined her in her big bed, they rarely spent the entire night together.
Nico's cell phone rang and he answered. "Good morning!" he chimed.
"Someone sounds in a good mood," Miguel Dominguez replied. Miguel was one of the three Nico usually golfed with, when they went out as a foursome.
"I'm usually in a good mood the morning after getting laid, aren't I?" Nico declared.
"Evidently you got lucky after leaving the club," Miguel implied. "Anyone I might know, or want?"
"Yes, and possibly," Nico replied with a grin. He was well aware of the fact that Miguel, and several of his friends, wouldn't mind a go at his mother. They often commented on how hot she looked, especially when they see her in more casual attire, down at the beach, on just hanging out around the house. Nico's mother was a much desired "MILF" around Regal Bay. Nico knew quite well that she had a couple of young lovers, other than himself, in her "little black book", though as far as he knew, none were friends of his. Maybe it was time he changed that, he mused to himself.
"It looks like it's going to rain soon," Miguel announced then, even as a soft roll of thunder echoed down the mountain ridgeline. It was hard to tell if it was North of Regal Bay or South. North would bring the rains; South would not.
Nico turned to look out across the wide backyard of his parent's palatial home towards the North. He saw an older couple walking along the fairway in their proper attire. Mr. and Mrs. Grimstead, no doubt, Nico thought. Always the first to tee off on Sunday morning.
"Do you think we can get nine in?" Nico asked.
"The TV says it headed our way. Probably hit around ten. And it doesn't look to let up until late afternoon, according to Gayle Briscoe, Channel Five Weather." Miguel said this last in a feminine accent, trying to imitate their local weather girl. He thought of himself as something of a comedian at times, even though he usually was the only one laughing. Still, Nico liked him. They had grown up together in Regal Bay, sons of rather wealthy parents, and even though they were both attending college, neither was doing it full time.



"If you're not up to trying to get a quick nine in, then why don't you stop by anyway? If you're not doing anything this afternoon, maybe I can come up with something a little fun and exciting." Nico's mind was already working on a scheme that may or may not include his mother.
"My mother had asked if I could run up to her office for her, to help her rearrange some furniture. I could tell her I will meet her there after lunch, maybe?" Miguel's mother was a tenured professor at Regal Bay University. One thing the boys had in common, besides an enjoyment of Golf was that both were sleeping with their own mothers. Nico was well aware of the Matrons Club and often was set up by his mother to spend sexual evenings with other members of the club. Miguel, however, was unaware that his mother was a member of this secretive sorority, and thus was clueless as to just how much sex his own mother was enjoying outside of her own home. Whereas Nico had already enjoyed a couple of evenings with Dr. Dominguez, a fact Miguel was unaware of, Miguel had never had the pleasures Nico's mother could provide. This morning, Nico wanted to change that. Nico had a pretty good idea that his friend would enjoy a sexual romp with his mother, but had never really found an opportunity to bring it up. He thought that it would be only fair, since he'd been with Miguel's mother just that week, in fact, when he provided the meat-stick in a four-way that included his own mother Natalya, as well as Violet Coleman and Miguel's mother, Yasmina.
"Why don't you come on over, and if it does start to rain," Nico paused for a moment, and then added, "Maybe my mom will be up then. If not, maybe you'd like to wake her up with me."
Miguel was silent for a moment, and then asked, "Are you telling me that your mother might put out? To me and you?"
"We both know our mothers well," Nico said. "I know you're sometimes sleeping with yours, and I've told you that I've have sex with mine. And I know my mom enjoys more than one guy at a time. She's really into orgies. The more the merrier, she always says."
"Man! I can't believe this!" Miguel sounded surprised alright. He then asked sheepishly, "How did you know I was fucking my mom?"
"My mom knows your mom, and you know women. They can't keep their secrets about sex for nothing!" Nico laughed. He didn't mention it to Miguel that it had been his own mother who had confessed their secret to him. "Especially lying in bed, cuddling after a good fuck. That's how I hear about all the good stuff going on around this town." He had gone to the refrigerator and pulled a single bottle of orange juice out. He twisted open the top and then blatantly asked, "So, you want to come over and fuck my mom or not?" Nico gulped his orange juice, waiting for the reply he knew was coming.
"Are you kidding me?" Miguel gasped. "I'd love to have a go with your mom! She's one of the hottest ladies in town. Those big tits of hers...wow! I'd love to get a shot at sucking on those fat babies!" Miguel was all but panting over the phone now. "Are you sure about this, Nico? You're not fucking with me are you?"
"I'm serious. Shit, dude, I fucked her last night, and I know she'll still be all hot and bothered today," Nico admitted as he fished a joint out of his jeans pocket. It was bent, but he straightened it out easily enough.
"Then, I'll see you in fifteen?" he asked as he flicked open his Zippo and lit the blunt.
"Ten!" Miguel shouted, even as he cut the connection. It actually took just over fifteen for Miguel to pull his Mustang up outside the Aleshinov residence. Nico was waiting for him on the front porch, the remnants of his hand-rolled marijuana cigarette between his thumb and forefinger. He had on jeans and a green t-shirt, the logo of Portland Timbers soccer club in gold on the chest. He was barefooted and as Miguel climbed from his ten-year-old car, he waved him in. Nico finished a last pull of the acidic smoke and tossed the roach into the flower bed.
"Man, this is too much!" Miguel laughed as he followed Nico on inside. Like Nico, Miguel had partaken of an herbal cigarette on the drive over and was feeling the good vibes wash through his mind. He was already excited and could feel his jeans tightening up at the crotch. "I called Gabe and Todd to let them know today's round was off, due to the weather."
Nico led his tall friend into the house. Again he marveled at just how much Miguel resembled the Spanish actor Antonio Banderas. Although his accent was pure American West Coast, Miguel enjoyed dropping into a thick south-of-the-border accent when they hung out on the board walk. He thought it made him that much more appealing to the young co-eds. Nico thought it made him sound like Speedy Gonzales.
"My mom's still in bed, up-stairs," Nico told Miguel as they headed for the wide staircase. Nico retrieved a bottle of orange juice from a nearby table and carried it with him. "Let's wake her up in her favorite way; with "breakfast" in bed!"
After bounding energetically up the stairs, Nico led Miguel down the long hallway to the door of his parent's bedroom suite. He quietly nudged the door open wide and the two young men slipped in. Miguel had never been in the suite and gave a quick look around. The multiple rooms took up the entire South end of the second floor, with an attached master bath, two walk-in closets, a separate dressing room, and access to a balcony that overlooked the backyard. Below that was the pool and patio deck. Beyond the yard one could see the fairways of the nearest two holes, as well as the Club House just beyond the tree line. A little more to the right were the cliffs that dropped nearly a hundred feet to the beach below, where the Pacific Ocean stretched to the horizon.
Centered in the large bed room, Natalya lay upon her left side in the right half of the huge king-sized bed. She was covered only by a white floral-print sheet, pulled up to her shoulders. Her shoulder-length hair, artificially maintained at a glossy raven black now, was tossed upon her head and pillow beneath. Her eyes were shut and she gently snored, still deeply asleep.
As the two young friends approached the bed, Natalya must have sensed their presence nearby because a moment later her eyes fluttered open. She rolled to face the two and saw Nico first. She smiled warmly up at her son, who was grinning wolfishly down at her. Nico suspected that she was very pleased to be awakened by him, as he did once in a while. His mother enjoyed the way he woke her up. This morning, however, she was in for a little treat. As she noticed Miguel standing next to her son, the darker young man staring down into her face and smiling broadly, Natalya moaned slightly.
"Good morning, boys," she croaked as she stretched. She rose up to her elbow, looking at her two morning visitors.
"Morning, Mom," Nico replied. "Time to get up." He handed her the bottle of orange juice after twisting the cap off and she took a sip.
Natalya soon understood what was in store that morning for her, and warmed to the idea quickly. After all, Natalya was a hot, horny MILF, as the term went, and was always ready to take on a good hard cock, or two. This would be a first for her, however. She'd never been awakened by her son and another young stud at the same time before. She silently wondered if this had been his idea, or Miguel's. No matter, she would show her son that she was happy to please him, however he wanted her. She would show him an extra special good time, later. For now, however, she would give these two young, horny boys a good time.
"Hello, Miguel," she smiled up at the handsome young Latino stud. "I haven't seen you in some time." She'd often hoped she'd get a shot at this young man, of whom she'd heard good things about, from his own mother no less. She handed the juice bottle to Nico, and then patted the bed beside her. "Sit down, Miguel," she insisted, and he did as he was told. Natalya reached up and stroked her hand beneath Miguel's longish brown hair and pulled his head down to hers. She met his mouth with hers and kissed him, if only briefly. Natalya released his mouth and fell back into her pillow. Slowly she pushed the sheet down her torso, revealing her large, soft breasts, which settled wide upon her chest. Miguel's eyes went to them and took in their size and soft shape. Nico had of course seen his mother in various states of undress, and nudity, and the sight, though enticing, was more a tease for Miguel's benefit than his. Nico continued to watch, now seated at the foot of his mother's big bed, and Miguel began to lightly stroke one of his dark hands across his friend's mother's slightly rounded belly.
Natalya sighed under the light tickle of the young man's fingers and pulled her arms up to lay across her pillow about her head. Her eyes closed and she enjoyed the attention this new found lover was giving her. Miguel stroked Natalya's pale flesh; all the while his eyes remained locked to the large mounds of tit-flesh that lay heavily to either side of Natalya's gently rising chest. Miguel's solo caressing went on for a few minutes, and then Nico joined in.
Nico was much bolder than his obviously nervous friend, and reached up to take hold of her right breast. He lifted its weight and planted his mouth to the big, tea-cup saucer sized areola, which were almost as dark as chocolate bars. Nico's teeth gently dug into the Tootsie-Roll like nipple that stood at the centers of the massive mound.
"Oooohhh, Nico!" Natalya sighed. She pulled Miguel to her, and his mouth fall open to latch onto her free left breast. For a few moments, both young men feasted upon her breasts, feeding as babes. Fingers dug into her tit-flesh as tongues flicked her nipples. They grew hard as stones in the boys' mouths, and it wasn't long before they were very sensitive as well.
Gently, Natalya pried each of her lovers from her breasts and seeing the hunger that filled Miguel's eyes, Natalya cupped her big breasts, lifting them fully onto her chest. She looked up to Miguel and asked, "Do you like them?"
"Of course," Miguel replied. "They are magnificent."
"Kiss me, Miguel," Natalya told him, and he quickly did so, but only briefly. It was her nipples that she wanted kissed, and after just a few moments she again guided him to her chest. Miguel tentatively took hold of her left breast, replacing her hand with his, and then slowly lowered his mouth to the erect nipple. Natalya arched her back upward slightly as Miguel began to kiss and lick at her sensitive nipple. She caught her son's eyes with hers and mouthed a silent thank you to him. Nico responded by tugging the sheet lower, until only her feet remained covered. She had put on pink panties since leaving his bed, he noted. Miguel's head rolled to take in the new sight, and her nipple fell from his lips as he rose up to watch his friend uncover his own mother.
Natalya was now wide awake and feeling that she should take a bit of control. She sat up and told the two boys, "Why don't you two get comfortable? Here, lay down beside each other, against the headboard." Nico and Miguel followed her directions and soon found themselves lying side by side on Natalya's bed, their heads in the big pile of pillows at the head. Natalya had gone to her knees towards the foot of the bed, and her heavy tits hung tantalizing from her chest, swaying as she moved.
Natalya leaned across Miguel's lower body and pushed his grey, logo t-shirt up to expose his flat belly and lower chest. He looked over at his friend and smiled while she unfastened his jeans and pulled the zipper down. Her hands stroked up and down his exposed flesh once, and then she turned her attentions to Nico, and gave her son the same treatment. She tickled both boys' belly's with her fingers for a moment, and then suddenly took hold and yanked her son's jeans lower down his thighs. Nico's young, and very familiar cock, came into full view, and a moment later, Miguel was likewise exposed.
Natalya took in the sight of the cock Miguel sported. It was surrounded with thick, curly brown hair. The knob was pinker than her son's, who had a cock head much the color of her own nipples Miguel noticed. His scrotum were large, as most young men in her experience had, and his shaft, only slightly hardened, was pleasantly thick and growing longer by the second. Natalya wrapped her long fingers around each cock. Both boys sighed as she began to gently stroke each to full life.
"Let's see how much sausage I can take for breakfast this morning," she laughed as each young cock grew thicker and harder by the stroke.
Nico was well versed in his mother's manual pleasures. Still, it was Miguel's cock, fed by a new excitement, that grew to a full erection first. It was a good six inches, much like her son's, Natalya noted, with a full spear-like crown that begged to penetrate. While still stroking Nico's cock to fullness, Natalya lowered her mouth to Miguel's and engulfed half its length in a single gulp.
"Oh, man!" Miguel gasped loudly as his friend's mother began to suck his cock. Natalya sucked and slurped loudly, more to give her Latin stud an added thrill than anything else. She let his cock fall free and wrapped her heavy hanging tits around them, giving Miguel a little titty-fuck before returning his hardness to her warm, wet mouth. Her head bobbed up and down steadily while Miguel wrapped his fingers into her black hair and enjoyed every slurp.
Meanwhile, Nico rolled toward the foot of the bed, behind his mother's upraised hips and ass. He took hold of her pink panties and tugged them straight down to her knees. Her asshole winked up at him from between her round ass globes, and her hairy pussy slot beaconed further down between her thighs. Nico licked his lips as he stripped off his t-shirt and shoved his jeans off. He then crawled up between his mother's ankles, pushed them apart slightly, and lowered his head between her thighs. He twisted his mouth up and planted his lips to his mother's vagina. He heard his mother gasp and moan around the cock filling her mouth as he began to tongue her tasty pussy. Nico loved to eat his mother out, morning, noon, and night. And it didn't matter to him if he'd been recently fucked and filled her with his hot cum. Nico loved his mother and would service her whenever and wherever she wanted. He hungrily tongued out his mother's leaking pussy as she continued to gulp his friend's cock.
As much as Miguel loved the sight of Nico's mother sucking his cock, he craved the sight of her pussy dropping down the length of his shaft even more. Natalya eventually let his cock fall from her mouth as she moaned long and low, "Oooohhh, Nico! Sooooo goooood!"
Miguel saw that Nico was behind her, his face buried in the darkness between her thighs. "Oh, man! That's fucking hot!" Miguel said as he realized that Nico was eating his mother out, and knew then that all the stories Nico had told over beers and joints were most likely true.
Natalya's eyes were half-closed as she moved up his body. After a brief kiss, she turned and threw her leg across his lap to straddle his hips. His hands went to her hips as she positioned herself. She had turned around and was facing away from him, and reached between her thighs to take hold of his cock. Miguel saw her dark asshole twitch as the knob atop his upright shaft touched her heavy, hungry, dew-dripping pussy lips.
"Oooohhh, yeessss!" both of them moaned in unison as her hips dropped and her pussy gobbled up his entire length smoothly and quickly. His fingers dug into her ass-flesh as she impaled herself upon him fully. His knob pressed high against her cervix, drawing yet another moan from deep in her chest.
"Oooohhh, so good! Such a wonderful cock," she purred. Her hips twisted left and then right, before she began to rise and fall. In that moment, Miguel realized that he was fucking his friend's mother, in front of him! He all but lost it right then and there. Her pussy was warm and wet, and gripped his cock from base to tip as she rose and fell. He was unaware that the lubrication her pussy was providing was that of his friend's load, left inside her from the night before.
"You have a powerful cock, Miguel," Natalya sighed as she began to bounce her hips up and down upon Miguel's lap. His young cock was hard as a post inside her pussy, and she felt the first quivers of a building orgasm. Her pussy leaked creamy white juices up and down the boy's shaft, and she wondered how much was hers and how much belonged to her son from earlier.
Nico was ready to get in on the excitement and she watched her son go to his feet, standing on the mattress just in front of her. His cock was fisted and aimed in her direction and she reached out to bring it to her mouth. She paused in her rhythm atop Miguel long enough to suck her son into her mouth.
"Uuuummmm," she hummed along her son's length before again rising and falling to fuck herself upon Miguel's manhood.
Seeing Natalya sucking Nico's cock, her own son even, was too much for Miguel. Combined with the grip of her pussy as it ran up and down his shaft, Miguel was soon grunting and bucking beneath her.
"Oh, fuck! I'm going to shoot!" he grunted as he rammed his cock upwards into Natalya as deep and high as he had ever fucked a woman. "I'm shooting, man! I'm shooting!" he soon bellowed. Natalya had picked up her pace upon his lap, fucking herself upon his hard, pulsing shaft to a climax of her own. With her son's cock pistoning down her throat as quickly as Miguel's was thrusting upward into her belly, the bed beneath them was squeaking and rocking and banging against the wall.
"Uuunnnggghhhh!" Natalya groaned around her son's cock as her orgasm washed through her, even as her pussy was flooded by spurt after spurt of Miguel's hot semen.
Even as his cock continued to pulse and drip after he'd fired his load high into her belly, Miguel watched as Nico's mother rose from his lap, let his friend's cock drop free of her lips, and turned to drop her mouth to his pulsing cock. Natalya began to noisily slurp and lap at his messy, throbbing cock, eating up the cream left behind before attacking his still-hard manhood with her mouth once again. His cock was sucked deep into her mouth and covered in semen and saliva, it slipped fully into her throat easily. Miguel moaned as her hands locked to his ass and she held his cock deep. Her chin pressed into his scrotum and his whole body trembled beneath her. His sensitive cock was overwhelmed by her tongue, and throat.
"Oh, sweet Jesus!" Miguel moaned. He had his head pressed back into the pillows and his eyes screwed up tight as Natalya worked his cock over with her tongue. He could barely keep from screaming for her to stop as his cock grew increasingly sensitive. "Aaaahhhggggaaaahhh!" he grunted almost painfully.
Meanwhile, As his mother treated Miguel to a deep-throat face-fuck that Nico had been on the receiving end of more than once, her son moved up behind her upraised hips and playfully smacked her ass a couple of times. He stood behind his mother, and steadying her with a hand on the small of her back, he aimed his cock and slowly fed his meat into her recently fucked and cum-filled pussy.
"Oooohhh, so warm and wet," he moaned as he plunged into the heat of her pussy. The mess of her cream and Miguel's fresh cum enveloped his cock. He quickly began to fuck his mother's sloppy cunt with steady strokes, all too familiar with the pleasures of having "sloppy seconds" with her.
"Uuuummm," Natalya mewed as her son's familiar length filled her. Her thighs tingled as warm, spent cream began to dribble out of her well-travelled honey hole with each thrust of her son's piston. She sucked and gulped at Miguel's mouth filling cock, cleaning up the mess left behind by her pussy, and bringing him back to full readiness in just a few minutes.



The whole scene playing out before Miguel was more than he'd ever fantasized out. Miguel had no idea how he could ever top this day, and it wasn't nearly over yet. For her part, Natalya was moaning louder and louder around the cock in her mouth, until she finally had to pull her mouth up and off. She was gasping and panting as she replaced her mouth with her fist, stroking Miguel's shaft as her son's rapid driving cock sent her over the edge once again.
As her body began to tremble, as much from her orgasm as the awkward position she maintained, she cried out, "Oh, yes! Yes! Fuck me, Nico! Fuck me!"
A moment later, he grunted, "Oh, god, Mom! I'm cumming! I'm cumming!" Right with her, Nico's cock began to pulse heavily and fire his hot white cream into his mother's quivering pussy. His cock spit three, four times, filling her with a fresh incestuous load, adding to that which Miguel had so recently topped her off with, as well as his late-night snack.
Nico was panting heavily when he fell away and dropped to sit at the edge of her bed, his cock still pulsing and cum still dripping from his piss-slit. He grabbed his dick and smeared his cream back along the shaft. He then saw his mother's long, wet slit gape and twitch, and a moment later his white seed dripped through her tangled bush and onto the bed between her feet.
Natalya could feel the wet stickiness as her son's load began to leak from her. She needed to stop the flood and quickly crawled up Miguel's prone form to use his hard cock as a plug. She dropped her pussy straight down his length easily. With all of the semen acting as a lube, Miguel's cock went deep smoothly and was welcomed high inside her in a flash.
"Oooohhh," Miguel moaned beneath her as Natalya's pussy began to once again bounce upon his cock. He knew the lubrication was not only his load but Nico's as well, but it didn't bother him one bit. He was too far gone to care. His lust was just as high as his older lover's evidently was. His cock was rock hard and thrust up into her once again. He pulled her forward to attack her massive mammories with his mouth and latched onto her thick, right nipple. Natalya was now riding his cock, sitting in his lap and holding him tight to her chest. He moaned with her as they fucked with a passionate frenzy. He grabbed hold of her fleshy ass and dug his fingers into her flesh as he began to thrust upward hard into her. The bed rocked beneath them.
Nico's cock was still semi-hard, even after dumping his initial load of the day just minutes earlier. He stroked it, smearing the spent cum up and down the shaft, as he watched his mother's ass bounce up and down. He could see his friend's cock, smeared with his cum, thrusting up into his mother's gaping pussy. He could also see her asshole; a gloss of spent cream smeared across its wrinkled opening, and felt the need. He went to his knees between her ankles and Miguel's thighs, and pried open his mother's globes. She moaned and looked back over her shoulder as her son positioned his knob at her back door. She slowed her hips and rolled them slightly forward.
"Yes, Nico," Natalya sighed as she understood her son's need. "Shove your cock up my ass, Nico. I want to feel you inside me as well," she purred over her shoulder. She whispered for Miguel to lie back, and after he had settled into the pillows once again, he resumed his upward thrusts into her pussy from below. Above and behind her, Nico leaned forward and began to press his cock against his mother's tight anus. Natalya relaxed her sphincter and a moment later she groaned deeply as her son's cock popped through her opening and pushed inside her bowel. Nico's slick cock slipped smoothly into her guts until his entire hot length was embedded within.
"Oooohhh, yeessss!" Natalya groaned with her son's anal entry. She had had his cock up her ass several times, and his sodomy was more than welcome. With Nico now up inside her, she had two wonderful, strong, virile cocks within her body. She leaned forward, dropping a heavy tit to either side of Miguel's chest as she laid her head down to the pillow beside his head. She panted heavily as she tried to relax and enjoy both cocks, as they began to thrust in and out of her tortured body. She began to tremble as her next climax began to build.
Miguel reached out and took hold of Natalya's ass globes, pulling them apart. This helped Nico drive his cock even deeper into his mother's guts. Natalya moaned and gasped with every thrust, until she was once again announcing her climax, very loudly.
"Oh, god, yes! Yes! I'm cumming, boys! I'm cumming on your wonderful cocks! Ooohhhh, yeessss!" Natalya howled as her body, wracked by orgasmic tremors, thrashed between the two young studs. As her body exploded, so did the cocks wedged inside her.
First, Miguel announced, "I'm shooting again! Aaaahhh, yeessss!"
Next, Nico rammed deep and began to roar, "Uuuunngggg! I'm cumming, mom!" All three became panting, grunting, and moaning beings as their simultaneous climax washed through them.
After a few blissful moments of release, and with his mother's second orgasm gradually rolling through its post-climax spasms, Nico eased his spent cock from her violated rectum. He reached for his discarded jeans and rooted around in the pockets until he produced another joint and his Zippo. He lit up and as he blew out the acrid smoke, he reached out to lovingly caress his mother's naked ass. A thick line of hot white cum began to leak out of her pussy slit a moment later, and the slimy snake dribbled down the length of Miguel's cock shaft, into his ball sack hair.
Natalya finally rolled off of the young man panting beneath her and lay beside him on her back. She now had two hot loads of semen inside her belly deposited there by Miguel, and one from her son, Nico. Her belly actually felt full and she fought to tighten her vagina up to retain the cream within her.
"I'd better get cleaned up," Nico said a few minutes later, once the joint had been passed between the three of them, twice. He rolled from the bed and snubbed out the tiny remnant in his mother's bedside ashtray. Nico stood up, his cock now limp and glistening with spent fluids. He stretched and headed for the suite's master bathroom. Miguel, also naked followed his friend a moment later.
Miguel waited until his friend had rinsed off before replacing him in the shower. Natalya, however, joined Miguel a moment later, and she began to soap up, she asked, "If you'd like, we could do this again. Just the two of us."
Miguel was surprised, but agreed quickly. "I'd like that."
"I thought you had to go help your mother?" Nico asked slyly as he wrapped a towel around his hips.
"I'll call her. Tell her I'm too busy today," Miguel replied as Natalya slowly worked her soapy hands over his body.
Nico had other ideas, however. "Why don't you stay here, help my mother," he said with a wink, "and I'll go help your mother. I'd hate for her to be angry with you, not keeping your promises and all." The grin on his face belied the fact that he had another, altogether sinful idea in mind. "Besides, I'm sure my mom will find plenty for you to do around here. And I'd bet she would be willing to pay any price you asked."
Nico was grinning ear to ear and both Natalya and Miguel knew what he was implying. Although he had reservations, with Natalya gently fondling his manhood back to full attention as they stood beneath the shower spray together, who was he to disagree.
"Then I'll call her and let her know to be expecting you instead," Miguel replied, and then pulled Natalya's mouth to his and kissed her deeply.
"How about I call her, since you're busy," Nico laughed as he left his friend and mother to enjoy themselves.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 13
Ursula's Tales -- Part 1
Ursula Killibrew shared an office with two other members of the English Department. Unlike her fellow instructors, Ursula tried to keep her cubicle-encased area, which included her desk, a small side table, a bookcase, and an under-counter refrigerator, clean and tidy. Her companions in the office, Layna Tantalous and Glenda Van Winkle, rarely straightened up their areas at all. Ursula owed this to their relatively young ages, though both were in their mid-thirties. To Ursula, who was nearly ten years their senior, her office-mates seemed to act more like the students they taught than as mature individuals tasked with instructing the youth of today.
Although Ursula made every effort to get along with her two younger colleagues, she found that their interests just weren't the same. Ursula enjoyed the classics, both in literature as well as in the arts. She would rather attend a symphony or play than go to a rock concert or movie. They rarely discussed anything outside of their work, either in the office or when they dined together in the faculty dining facility. Even then, Ursula was much more involved in the conversation than either Layna or Glenda.
Sitting at her desk, working through the class itinerary for her evening adult continuing education course, Ursula paid little attention to the conversation going on between the two other women. It was nearing five in the afternoon, and all of them had completed the last of their Wednesday afternoon classes. Of the three, Ursula was the only one who had added an adult course to her semester schedule. That class met at eight p.m. on Wednesdays. Most weeks Ursula would remain on campus during those hours between, having dinner in the student facility or at one of the near-by off-campus restaurants. For this evening, however, she had planned to run home for a couple of hours.
"I swear to God, Layna, if that girl dresses any more provocative, I'm going to have to pull her in here and give her tight little ass a good spanking!" Glenda's booming voice brought Ursula out of her peaceful shell for a brief moment to listen.
"You wouldn't!" Layna replied with a laugh. "What would Kelly say?"
"Kelly wouldn't know about it," Glenda replied, referring to her girl-friend. Glenda was a lesbian and proud of it. She was also rampant flirt and seemed to hit on any woman who gave her the slightest glance. Glenda was a tall, big-boned woman who looked strong because she was strong. Glenda had been a basketball star at Regal Bay University before joining the faculty. She was also the youngest daughter of Gloria Van Winkle, one of the leading ladies of the entire Regal Bay community, as well as a sitting member of the Board of Directors of the University. As it was, Glenda could just about get away with much of anything she wanted, even if that included sleeping with half of the female student body during her years on staff.
"Kelly and I have an understanding, Layna," Glenda continued. "I do what I want with who I want, and she keeps me happy by taking care of my house and bills."
"Someday, I hope to have a guy who will do that for me," Layna replied. "I'm tired of dates not going anywhere. I'm tired of guys only wanting one thing, and that one thing being between my legs."
"They are wonderfully long legs, Layna," Glenda replied with a smirk. "You know, when you finally give up on the dick-meat wagon you can always come over to the softer side of life."
"As if there is anything soft about you!" Layna replied to her flirty friend. Glenda was constantly hitting on Layna, who was an exotic Greek beauty, with olive skin and long, jet-black hair. She was equally as tall as Glenda, but much more feminine. She was the daughter of Xylina Tantalous, owner and manager of the Theros Greek Restaurant down town, as well as the several Gyros Huts dotting the area. Of the two, Ursula liked her the best, and wished that she could spend more time with her, without the boisterous Glenda to dominate the room.
Ursula logged out from her work station and gathered up her things. She stood up, though at just barely five feet tall her office-mates still didn't notice her. In fact, it wasn't until she stepped out and moved to the door did Glenda say, "Oh, Ursula! I didn't know you were still here. You're such a quiet little cuddle-bear!" Ursula grinned and waved off Glenda's comment. Even she, a small, pudgy, middle-aged woman had to put up with the big lesbian's flirtations. That was alright with Ursula however. At least it made her feel a bit part of the group at times. Not that she would ever consider it with Glenda.
No, Ursula had a big, strong lover of her own. Not that anyone knew about him. Not that she wanted anyone to ever know about him.
Ursula found her blue Prius in the lot and pulled out. It was just after five by the dashboard clock. She had plenty of time before her evening class.
Ursula Killibrew found her father's pick-up truck parked at the curb in front of her house. She didn't see her son's car in the driveway, so she assumed that Freddy must not be home from his job at Home Depot yet, or possibly he was out with friends. As she parked her car in the driveway, she punched the button on the visor to lift the garage door. She left her car outside and as she went on in she checked her cell phone. No, her son had not left her a message, either. But that wasn't out of the ordinary for him, either.
"Dad?" she called as she dropped her purse onto the kitchen counter.
"In here, Ursi," her father's deep voice called from the back of the house.
Ursula went through to find her father in her bedroom, laying stark naked in her bed. He was a massive bear of a man, with a thick head of black and grey hair, a bushy beard of equal color, and a thick covering of dark body hair that covered his torso from shoulders to thighs. His cock, standing thick and long out of the forest of his pubic hair, was in his fist and he was stroking it slowly. His huge scrotum, also covered in dark hair, hung between his slightly parted thighs. Ursula never failed to enjoy the sight of her father naked, even now on his 66th birthday.
"I've been waiting for you to get home, Panda-poo!" he told her, using one of the several pet names he had for his only child.
"Now, Daddy, I thought it was your birthday, and I'm supposed to be giving you a present."
Reginald Killibrew grinned wide as he looked at his daughter, seeing her late mother in her features more as every day passed. Ursula, as her mother before her, never failed to make Reginald's cock throb and mouth water.
"Dad, you know I've got a class tonight," she informed her father. Even as she spoke, Ursula began to shed her clothing. "And Freddy didn't leave me any messages about staying late at work, or hanging out with his friends tonight. Besides, don't we have plans to go out to dinner Friday night?"
"Freddy was here when I pulled up," her father informed her as he watched her pull off her suit jacket and hang it on the chair back. "He said he was going over the Tim's house, and to let you know he'd be home later." Tim was the son of one of Ursula's friends, Annie Strauss. "And Friday is for all of us, Freddy included. Tonight is just for me!" He then wagged his cock in his daughter's direction, with a big, wolfish grin on his face.
Ursula couldn't resist looking at the familiar slab of man-meat her father possessed. She could already feel herself damping between the thighs in anticipation as she finished unbuttoning her blouse. She pulled it off and tossed it across the seat of the small chair that sat in the corner of her bedroom. Her father's clothes were already stacked there, neatly. She next unzipped her skirt, stepped out of it, and added it to the growing pile of discarded clothing. She now stood next to her bed, where her naked father continued to slowly stroke his cock. She gave him a quick appraisal, taking in every inch of his familiar, bearishly furry torso, and then told him, "I'll be back in a moment, Dad. I've got to visit the bathroom. Don't finish without me."
"Don't take too long, Honey-pie. Daddy needs some birthday sweets from his Panda-poo!" he called as he watched her full ass rock back and forth with her exit.
Ursula went down the hall to the bathroom, but hesitated outside of her son's room. She opened the door and peaked inside, seeing it empty except for the usual assortment of discarded clothes scattered everywhere. She closed the door to Freddy's room and entered the bathroom they shared. She slipped out of her panties and tossed them into the dirty clothes bin. A moment later she was standing under a warm shower spray.
Ursula had been sleeping with her father for all of her adult life. It had started just months after her mother had been killed in a traffic accident. Ursula had been only 20 at the time, and attending Indiana State University. With her mother's death, she put off plans she had made to continue her studies at ISU and instead, after only completing her first year, she transferred and enrolled locally at Regal Bay University.
Ursula wanted to help her father get over his grief, which had visibly begun to take its toll on the once-strong and proud man. Her father was only 44 when her mother had been killed. Her mother, he had admitted to Ursula over a quiet dinner one evening, had been the love of his life, and the only woman he'd ever been with. That all changed when Ursula and her father spent an evening watching college football, eating chicken wings and drinking Jack Daniels and Coke.
Ursula was well aware that she resembled her mother at that age, she being just 21 then. She began to recognize during that first year that her father looked at her differently at times. She also knew that he and her mother had had an active sex life. With her mother's death, that had been taken away from him as well. Afterward, Ursula knew that it had been the whisky talking, but when she asked her father if she could help him, to take care of his sexual needs, it had come from her heart.
Ursula was a plump woman, and had been since childhood. Not fat, but big. She wasn't very tall, only 5-foot-tall as a matter of fact. Her breasts were quite large, however, matching her large hips. She often looked a little like a beach ball, she thought, when she walked along the public beach in her one-piece. God forbid, she should ever get up the courage to pay a visit to the nude beach further south, near the golf club. Her breasts hadn't stopped bulging out until she had reached a 37ee cup, when she was still a freshman in college. And that was an expensive, hard-to-find bra.
At first, Ursula imagined that the attention her father had been giving her was just an outflow of the attention he had been giving to her mother. With her gone, he needed someone to direct those feelings toward, and Ursula was there for him. That was fine with her. She enjoyed spending time with her Daddy-bear.
So it was that Ursula began to sleep with her father. For the next two years of her college career Ursula had moved back in with him. Although they did not share a bedroom, they often shared a bed. Ursula earned her degree in Social Studies and the Humanities, and while doing graduate work at Regal Bay University, she was offered an intern position that had unexpectedly become available. That same week, at the age of 24, Ursula discovered that she was pregnant.
There was some doubt in her mind about who her child's father might be. Ursula had been seeing a couple of her classmates from time to time, and had slept with each on several occasions. Both young men were wonderful to her, but neither had any ambition to settle down so early in life. Nathan was a football player, but would be returning to his family's ranch in Oklahoma after school. Garrett was a nice guy who wanted to be a Hollywood Stuntman, though he would eventually end up working as a lumberjack in Oregon and Washington. However, Ursula also felt that there was indeed a possibility that the father of her child was also her own father. None of the men she had ever slept with had used condoms, since she was on the pill. Somewhere along the line, Freddy was created.
Ursula didn't tell her father that she was pregnant until she began to show. With her body type, she was three months along before anyone asked. To protect both herself and her father, who by that time had become a member of the Chamber of Commerce of Regal Bay, she insisted that the child belonged to one of the men she had dated. Unfortunately, she admitted to her friends and father, she had no idea which of the boys was the father. And with both young men already graduated and moved away from the area by the time Ursula announced her pregnancy, neither would ever know. Ursula got mixed reactions from her friends, but mostly support, when she announced that she would raise the child alone and not inform either of the men.
Ursula was a single mother of an infant child, and working part-time as an intern at the University to realize her dream of being a teacher. It was hard, but she managed, with the help of her father. For his part, Reginald remained loyal to his daughter and her son, always tending to their needs, and seeing to it that Ursula and young Freddy would never fall on hard times. For much of the next twenty years, Reginald took good care of his daughter, and Ursula took good care of her father.
Ursula finished her quick shower and stepped out to towel off. She looked in the mirror above the sink and saw her mother's face. She was now the very age her mother had been when she was killed; 41. Her hair, still a very dark brown with little gray, was cut short in a bobby-style. Her blue eyes were still bright. And yes, she was still plump. She had been attempting to lose weight recently, however. She had joined the recently opened Bay Side Gym, as several of her colleagues had. Her belly flab was beginning to melt away, thanks to the new work-out regimen she had taken up. She smiled at her reflection, and then pulled the damp towel around her torso.
Ursula rejoined her father in her bedroom. He was still smiling, and still had his hard cock in hand. He was still a ruggedly handsome man, now 66 years old. He was on the Mayor's Counsel as well as a member of the Chamber of Commerce. Reginald Killibrew was well-known publicly around Regal Bay. Had anyone known that he'd been sleeping with his now middle-aged daughter for nearly two decades, all of that might come into jeopardy. They had been careful, very careful, for so many years that their precautions had become second nature. Even Freddy, a sexually active young man in his own right, had no idea that his mother and grand-father were having an affair. At least, that's what Ursula believed.
"Damn, you're beautiful, Panda-poo," Reginald complimented his daughter as she closed the bedroom door behind her and locked it. She let the towel fall away seductively.
"You always say that, Daddy-bear," she purred. Ursula climbed into the bed beside her father and went to her knees. She stroked his chest and belly, admiring the man whom she loved deeper than anyone, before she the threw one leg across his thighs and straddled him. "Am I only beautiful when I'm naked and horny?" she asked as she brushed his hand away from his rigid cock and wrapped her own around it. It was warm, slippery with his own saliva, and very hard. She began to stroke him slowly, with only a light grip, that made him sigh. He pulled his hands up and tucked them behind his head as he grinned up at her.
"You are always beautiful to me, Baby-girl, but especially when you're naked and horny!"
Ursula gave her father's cock a wiggle and then moved up his body to give him a warm kiss. Her father was such a big man that her hips now hovered above his belly. When she lifted her mouth from his, Reginald smiled up at her. "I love you, Baby-bear."
"I love you, Daddy-bear," She replied softly, before rolling her hips back. She sat up and with his manhood still in her grasp between her thighs, she lined herself up and pressed down onto his knob. A moment later, the bulb popped through her fur-lined opening and began to slip up into her vagina.
"Oooohhh, Daddy!" Ursula sighed as her pussy opened to let her father in. "Soooo good!" she added when she had settled her round buttocks onto his thighs. He was now fully inside her, and it felt wonderful to both of them. He fit so nicely inside her body, she thought, that it was only natural to be his lover.
Ursula pulled her knees forward and planted her feet alongside her father's ribcage. She took hold of his arms and began to rock back and forth, forward and back, upon her father's lap. His cock stirred within her, heating her up with every moment he remained inside her.
"That feels so good, Ursi," he moaned. His hands stroked her thick calves and along her thighs as she rocked. This had long ago become Ursula's favorite way to start sex. She was in control, and could get every sensitive spot high inside her touched and rubbed by his bulbous crown. Her nipples went rock hard atop her massive breasts, and her father reached up to take them between his thumbs and forefingers. He gently tugged and twisted them as Ursula rode his cock as if she were riding a rocking horse, making her moan happily.
Ursula rocked upon her father's big cock for several wonderful minutes, until she began to feel her orgasm begin to build. Her clit rubbed along his hairy pubic bone, sending jolts of electric excitement up through her belly as she picked up her pace ever so slightly. She looked down into her father's face and saw that he was enjoying himself as well. He grinned up into her face, a dreamy look in his eyes. She wondered if he was seeing her, or her mother in these moments. She didn't care, as long as his cock was inside her.
"Oh, yes! Daddy, yes!" Ursula panted as her body began to climax upon her father's tool. "Oooohhh, yes!" She tossed her head back and wiggled atop his lap as her body rolled through a much-needed orgasm. It had been too many days since he'd paid her a visit. She really needed her father at times, and this was one of them.
Beneath father and daughter, the bed was creaking as their motions grew more intense. Ursula was rocking hard and fast upon her father, and Reginald was now thrusting his hips upward, driving his cock up and into his daughter's deepest depths. His knob banged and stroked across her cervix, which set Ursula off to an even greater orgasmic peak.
"Oooohhh, Daddy! Daddy! Daddy! Fuck me, Daddy-bear! Fuck me!" Ursula fought to keep her voice down, should her son return home, but it was difficult. Her father was giving her one hell of an orgasm that evening and she just had to vocalize her lusts. "Oh, god, Daddy! Your cock feel so good inside me!"
After many minutes of panting and moaning, Ursula's climax finally ebbed, and Reginald told her, "Roll over, Ursi. Let me fuck you right."
Ursula followed her father's orders and fell alongside him, resting her head upon her pillows. Her body was still trembling from her orgasm, and she was panting quite heavily. She sucked in a deep breath of air as her father rolled to his knees beside her, groaning with aged aches as he did. She laughed and patted his sweaty back. "Come on, Old Man!" she teased. "I've been doing all the work, here. Time for you to earn your keep!"
"Jeez, Ursi, you sound more and more like your mother every day," he croaked. "Even when you're cumming on my fat dick, you sound like your mom."
"Does that get you off?" she asked. "Thinking about Mom while you're fucking me?"
"Sometimes," he answered. "Sometimes I worry about what we've been doing, all these years." He looked into his daughter's eyes then and said, "Do you realize that I've been fucking you for more years now than I ever fucked your mother?"



Ursula paused, looking up at her father, then said, "I didn't really think about that."
"No matter," Reginald replied. "You make me happy, and I want to make you happy. For as long as we can." He then stood up at the side of the bed and took his pussy-juice coated cock in hand. "Roll over here, Ursi," he told her.
Ursula rolled onto her belly and let her feet drop to the floor. She was now bent across the side of her bed, in a position very much like the one she had taken up the first time she'd been taken by her father. That time had been across the arm of the sofa in the living room of his home.
Reginald leaned across his daughter's round buttocks and pressed his cock between her thick thighs. He found her wet slot and pushed inward. "Oh, Daddy," Ursula sighed into the bedsheet, now bundled up beneath her head. "Fuck me, Daddy! Fuck me like you used to fuck Mommy!" It was the very words she had used that first night, and on many occasions after.
Reginald pressed his hands into the small of his daughter's back and began to rock his hips. His fat cock worked Ursula's pussy wider as he gathered speed. She was grunting with every thrust of big dick into her mature pussy. He loved listening to his daughter grunting while he fucked her. It was music to his ears.
Reginald took firm hold of Ursula's fat ass and began to drive into her hard and fast. She reached back to caress his hip, still grunting into the bedsheets. Her body bounced on the mattress, which squeaked and croaked beneath her. Reginald was also grunting, as his body began to jerk. His cock pulsed inside Ursula, and a moment later he was once again cumming inside his own daughter's vagina.
"Oh, god, Ursi! Ursi! I love you, Baby-bear!" he groaned, a hint of apology always in his words as his orgasm flowed through him and into her. "I'm so sorry, Ursi. I love you. I love you."
"Oh, Daddy, I love you, too," she sighed into the bedsheets. "I love you, Daddy. Please, never stop fucking me, Daddy-bear. I'll always love you. I love making love to you, Daddy-bear," she purred as he slipped from her, his aged cock withering quickly after climax, as it always did.
Ursula panted for breath, still draped across the edge of her bed, as Reginald staggered around the foot to the door. He unlocked it and went out, headed for the bathroom. Ursula hoped that Freddy wasn't home. Seeing his grandfather walking naked from her room would be difficult for her to explain, especially with she herself bent across the bed, naked, with thick white cum dripping out of her pussy.
Ursula rolled onto the bed and pulled the sheet across her naked body. She reached for a pack of cigarettes she kept in her nightstand and lit up. Down the hall, the shower kicked on, and she knew her father would be a few minutes.
= = = = = = = =
"Jeez, Freddy! Your mom just fucked your grandpa!"
Freddy Killibrew was aware of what he and Tim had just witnesses. Months ago, Freddy had secretly drilled a small hole in the back of his closet. That back wall ran along his mother's bedroom, where her dresser stood. The hole was hidden by a framed picture, which he had also poked a hole through. At first, Freddy would just spy on his mother. When he knew her to be getting dressed or changed, he would sneak a peek at her. Sometimes, he might give himself a quick jerk watching her. On rare occasions, Freddy was treated to his mom masturbating.
"I wonder how long they've been fucking," Tim asked.
Freddy elbowed his friend, who stood beside him at the desk, looking over his shoulder at the screen of Freddy's lap-top. It had been at Tim's suggestion that Freddy buy a small camera and place it at the hole. With Tim's help, Freddy had set up a program to record the video as well as watch it real-time.
"Be quiet, dude," Freddy told his friend. "Mom's still in there."
Freddy had watched his mom and grandpa have sex several times over the past few years. At first, he had been shocked, and even angered by his discovery. Still, he couldn't bring himself to confront them, since he'd have to give up his own secrets in doing so. Besides, Freddy found that he enjoyed watching his mother have sex with her father. It made it clear to Freddy that she possibly would be open to another incestuous relationship, with him.
"Damn, that was fun!" Tim added. "I'd like to have a hot mom like that who could ride my dick to orgasm."
"You've got a hot mom who likes to ride your dick to orgasm, Dumb-ass," Randy replied. "I've seen it, remember?"
Tim grinned and replied, "Oh, right." Tim had been having sex with his mother Annie for over a year, and had taken to secretly filming it as well. Freddy wasn't the only one of Tim's friends to have seen the video collection, either.
"What I mean is, your mom is thick and moans a lot and really gets into it," Tim said. "My mom is skinny and sometimes just lays there while I fuck her. It's like she isn't getting into it or something."
"Maybe it's because you've got a small dick, ever think about that?" Freddy kidded. "Maybe she'd rock your world if you had a dick like my grandpa. Maybe we should try and get your mom together with my grandpa!" He added.
"And while my mom is doing your grandpa," Tim summed up, "you'll be free to comfort your mom, with your own pathetic little dick."
"What-ever, Tim. Last time I checked, Johnny's mom likes my "pathetic little dick"."
"Johnny's mom would like any little dick, since his dad isn't able to get it up anymore."
Freddy gave his friend a dirty look. "Not cool, dude. Not cool." He shut down his lap-top then and told Tim, "We'd better get going, before Mom wonders how long we've been here."
= = = = = = = =
Ursula heard her father finish up his shower and a few minutes later he returned to her bedroom. She covered up, again in fear that her son may come home at any time. Reginald stepped up and leaned over to give her a kiss on the forehead.
"I cherish these times with you, Ursi," he told her. "I want you to be happy. I do my best, but Ursula, you've got to get out. Find yourself a lover at least. Someone your own age. Someone who will make you happy for many years to come."
"You make me happy, Daddy," she replied. "You and Freddy. You're the only men I want or need in my life."
Reginald began pulling on his clothing and gave her a lingering, thoughtful look. Finally, as he pulled on his undershirt, he asked, "Have you ever notice how Freddy looks at you?"
"What do you mean?" she asked in reply, propping herself up on her elbows as she did. The sheet fell below her breasts, drawing her father's eye to them enticingly.
"Does he have a girl-friend in his life?"
"I don't know. I don't think so. At least, he hasn't told me about one. Why do you ask?"
Reginald sat on the edge of the bed and pulled his boots on. "I was just wondering, seeing as how I saw him leaving the Regal Hi-Way Motel a couple of nights ago. I thought it strange, is all. I wondered if he went there to meet a girl, or a woman."
Ursula shook her head. "I don't think Freddy would do that. Why should he?"
"No reason, I guess." Reginald turned and looked at her deeply again. "I think you are a beautiful, and sexy, woman. And I think Freddy does as well. I've seen it in the way he looks at you sometimes. And he's a virile young man now. He's almost 20. It would be natural for him to have feelings for his mother, especially if she wasn't attached to anyone. It is in a young man's nature to want to please his mother, and as he gets older, to want to have her as his own. I think Freddy's got his eyes on you, Panda-poo." Her father punctuated that thought with a quick kiss, and he was up, heading for the door.
"I'll see you Friday night," he added as he headed down the hallway, totally unaware that what he had just told his daughter had been recorded on Freddy's lap-top, through the spy-camera's microphone.
Ursula was stunned by what her father had told her, and yet she began to understand the things she'd seen out of Freddy over the past few months. It began to make sense to her, even as she realized that her feelings for her own father very well could be echoed in her own son's feelings for her.
"This is entirely too much for me to think about, right now," she said to the empty room around her. She had already heard the front door bang closed, and now alone, she rolled out of her bed and headed for the bathroom, still naked, for a quick shower of her own. She had just over half an hour until her evening class started, and with what her father had planted in her mind, she knew she'd have a hard time concentrating on anything else.
Her father's words continued to echo in her head until she was finally able to clear them out and turn her full attention to the task at hand, in front of her class of seven young and mature adults, looking to continue their education and make a better life for themselves.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 5
Valerie's Tales -- Part 1
The letter was tucked under the front door of her apartment door and she stepped on it as she walked in. Valerie Seeburg was tired after a long day at the hospital, and hungry as well. Her feet hurt and her back hurt and all she wanted was a long, hot bath. She picked up the envelope and as she kicked her work shoes off, she read the short letter. It was quick and to the point.
"At seven o'clock, I want you on your bed, on your hands and knees, naked, with only the blindfold on. I want you facing the head-board. I want music playing. And I want your pussy wet and ready for my hard cock."
Valerie could feel her pussy dampening as she read the letter. It had been more than a week since her mystery lover had visited her. She looked up at the wall clock, seeing that it was twenty minutes till seven. She didn't have much time at all.
Valerie was a very submissive woman. She had been all her adult life. She had married young, to a man who pretty much controlled every aspect of her life, including her sex life. Jerry Miller had been a high school friend and eventual sweetheart back home in Milwaukee. He was about the only guy in her class that gave Valerie any attention at all. Valerie had been a big girl all her life, running on to flabby fat as she went through her teen years. Unlike her mother or two older sisters, Valerie had never been a slender girl. She was gifted with strawberry blonde hair that hung in long curls framing her oval face. Her eyes were bright blue, and her wide, luscious mouth was seemingly always smiling. Valerie was a delightful woman, always looking to please her friends and family, which led her to being a very submissive woman.
Valerie graduated from high school and went on to college, earning her nursing degree. Valerie and Jerry moved in together, more out of his being kicked out of his parents' home than anything else. It had been more of a suggestion by her boyfriend, who would rather let her work while he sat around the apartment he had convinced her to rent, watching movies, while she made the money needed for bills and food. In return, Jerry would give Valerie all the sexual attention a young woman could crave, even one as heavy-set and plain looking as Valerie. At only twenty four years of age, Valerie gave birth to a son, Jack, named after Jerry's favorite Uncle, who also supplied him with some pretty good marijuana each week. Six years later, their second son was born. Jake was named after Jerry's father, who had died just a few weeks earlier. Valerie was now a mother of two with a man who still refused to find steady employment. But that was fine with Valerie. She was in love, at least as she knew it.
Six weeks after Valerie and little Jake returned home from the hospital, Jerry packed his things and moved out, without much more than a good-bye. Valerie had had no idea that Jerry had been cheating on her, and as it turned out he had been for nearly a decade. Jerry had been working odd jobs here and there, but would never make enough to support a family. It was left to Valerie to raise her sons, on the money she made working as a nurse at Milwaukee General Hospital. She filed for divorce from Jerry, and after he was eventually tracked down, the papers were signed and finalized.
Looking for a better life, Valerie accepted a job in Regal Bay at the new University Hospital. By this point in her life, she had two boys in school and no other men in her life. That changed soon after she arrived in Regal Bay, however, when Valerie was introduced to Reginald Seeburg.
Reggie was a fisherman, and owned three deep-sea fishing vessels besides the one he personally skippered. Six years older than her, Reggie was a grizzled old sea-dog in her eyes, and something of a romantic. She fell for him hard, and even though he already had two other ex-wives he was supporting, along with three children, Valerie accepted his marriage proposal after only six weeks of dating. Within a month of their marriage, Valerie announced that she was pregnant. Peter was born on the one-year anniversary of her move to Regal Bay.
As it turned out, Reggie had at least three other women up and down the coast that he was seeing, and before young Peter had even started school, Valerie filed for divorce from Reggie, as all his previous wives had done. It bothered him little and he readily agreed to her alimony terms. Once again, Valerie found herself a single mother, now raising three school-aged boys. For most of the next dozen years she passed on suggestions by her friends to find a new man. She explained that she had all the men she needed at home in the three boys she was raising.
Eventually, Jack graduated from high school and joined the Navy. Jake graduated two years later, and after a summer break at home, he joined the Air Force. At this point Valerie was left with only her 10-year-old son Peter at home. They moved out of the large home that had once been Reggie's and into a three bed-room apartment nearer to campus, where they still lived as Peter graduated from high school.
Much to Valerie's joy, her youngest son decided on a career in medicine, and began classes at Regal Bay University in the nursing program. He also decided to save money by living at home instead of on campus, as so many of his friends did. Unfortunately for Valerie, this arrangement tended to interfere with any social plans she might make.
Valerie showered quickly and toweled off standing in her bedroom. It was now only five minutes until seven o'clock. Her heart beat heavily in her chest. She looked at herself in the mirror and saw the flabby belly below her heavy, sagging breasts. Her thighs were thick and soft. Her butt was wide and larger than she remembered. She was a 51-year-old, out of shape, middle-aged mother of three, with absolutely no social life. Until nearly a year ago, just after her 51st birthday had passed uneventfully, quite out of the blue she began to be visited by an unknown stud. He was a man with a long, hard cock that never failed to make her cum when he fucked her. He knew how to use what he had to make her scream.
Remaining naked, Valerie went quickly to her nightstand and pulled open the lower drawer. Inside were several sexual devices, all of which had been given to her by her mysterious lover. On top of a line-up of three variously sized dildos lay a large, blue-velvet face mask. She picked it up and slid the drawer closed. In the uppermost drawer, she retrieved the tube of KY Sensations lubricant he had also bought for her some time back. It was less than half full, and after this evening, she might be needing a fresh tube. Maybe he would bring a new bottle with him, she hoped.
The wall clock in the living room began to chime and Valerie quickly moved to the end of the bed and pulled the mask over her eyes. She went onto the edge, kneeling on her knees at the foot, and felt her heart begin to race in her chest even as her breathing began to pick up in anticipation. She squeezed out a handful of the lubrication and after she parted her knees a bit wider, she stroked the warming cream across her puffy pussy. Per her lover's instructions, she had shaved herself smooth in the shower. Her fingers smeared the lubrication across her folds, which began to tingle from the ingredients. As she pushed a little up inside her, she heard the front door to her apartment open, and then close.
"Oh," she moaned excitedly as she assumed the position asked of her, her ass raised high and aimed at the open doorway to her bedroom. Her pussy tingled and she felt some of the lubricant dribble across her clit. "Oooohhh," she moaned again, knowing that he was now there, behind her, looking at her. She imagined that she could hear him undressing, stripping out of whatever clothing he wore. His eyes on her, taking in her submissive form, a plump, middle-aged woman ready for his manhood.
Valerie recalled in that moment of anticipation the first time she had been taken by him, her unknown, unseen lover. She had been raped, as that is the only way to describe what had happened to her. He had been there, in her apartment, waiting. She had come out of the bathroom, walked down the short hallway to her bedroom, naked, knowing that Peter was in class all that evening. She went to the end of the bed than, drying her hair. Her flabby body wiggled, her soft tits flapping softly on her chest. Suddenly, hands were on her tits, squeezing them from behind. She tried to scream, but her voice hung in her throat. She was terrified, and yet the feel of a hard cock pressing into her soft buttocks had her frozen in place.
"Close your eyes," a soft voice whispered into her ear then, and she did as she was told. Her breasts had been released then, and a moment later a bag had been pulled over her head. Later, she learned that it had been a pillow case, taken from the hallway closet.
She had begun to panic then, but the soft voice again whispered in her ear. "Be quiet, do as I tell you, and we'll both enjoy this." She could only nod in reply. After that, she followed his instructions obediently. He turned her around and felt her up, from hips to shoulders. He tugged and then sucked at her thick nipples. He stroked his fingers through her furry bush and along her damp labia. He told her that he liked a woman with a bush, but wanted her to shave it off. She nodded as his fingers stroked her clit, making her body tremble and her vagina vibrate.
"Lay back," he told her then, and she eased onto her bed. She scooted up until her head rested on her pillow, under his orders, and when told, she spread her legs wide open. "Play with your tits," he instructed, and she did. A moment later she felt the bed bounce gently and her assailant settled between her legs. She moaned when she felt his breath on her sex, and just about screamed when his mouth landed. She did groan very loudly when his tongue slipped up and down her folds, entering her vagina a moment later. Valerie climaxed on his tongue, just seconds later. Something her forgotten Jerry, Reggie, or any other man had never done for her.
Her assailant had licked her juices up and continued to eat her out until she had cum a second time. Even as she was riding out her orgasm, he moved up her body quickly and drove his cock, which was long and thick, straight into her.
"Aaaahhh!" she cried out as her pussy, which had grown tight over the years from lack of use, was pried open harshly. Her juices were barely enough to provide lubrication for her intruder. It took three full thrusts before his cock buried itself fully inside her. By then she could feel him twitching and pulsing inside her. "Oooohhh, soooo goooooddddd!" she moaned, nearly crying, as her assailant began to drive himself home, thrusting hard, fast, and deep into her. He was laying fully atop her now and she could feel his breath panting through the bag on her face. She didn't realize that she had wrapped her arms around his shoulders, or her legs around his waist, until long after he'd climaxed.
Valerie felt his cock pulsing wildly within her womb, and as he growled above her he began to cum within her. She felt his hot semen flowing and knew that he was unprotected. At that time, even though she was only 51 years old, she might still have gotten pregnant. She feared the worst even as she felt her own climax peak. As her mind raced, her body quivered beneath his.
"Oooohhh, god, yes! Yeesssss!" she moaned as she enjoyed her orgasm, a cock buried to the hilt within her for the first time in over a dozen years. She didn't want this evening to ever end. But a moment later, her unseen lover was lifting from her, his sweat mixed with hers on her flabby breasts and belly. When his cock had slipped from her, a flood of warm cream followed. He had filled her to overflowing.
"I want you to stay there, just like that, until you hear the doorbell ring. I'll be gone then, and you can clean up." She responded with only a panting nod, and remained where she was, her legs spread wide and her pussy dribbling cum for nearly five full minutes until finally she heard the front door click shut, and the doorbell ring a single time.
Valerie had told nobody of this encounter, not even her sister Pattie. She kept it to herself, because she not only feared that she would be told that it had been her imagination, but that he might not return. She need not worry. A week later, she had received the first of her gifts. The blue-velvet face mask and a life-like dildo. The note read simply, "Leave the door unlocked. Be in your bed with the mask on at nine-o'clock, naked." She obeyed and he came. So did she, multiple times.
That night she wanted so desperately to remove the mask. She had even reached for it on several occasions, but he had warned her that everything would end and that he would never visit her again, should she remove the mask. And so she lay there atop her bed as he touched her, caressed her, kissed and licked her, from neck to foot. She climaxed on his fingers and tongue, and when he had finally, agonizingly slipped his manhood into her, she climaxed again.
Valerie was worried that her son would come home at any minute, to catch her with her lover. She had no idea how she would ever explain to Peter what was going on. She needed have worried.
That night, as he had every night there-after, he left her with a heavy load of his semen within her belly. She was worried that she might eventually be impregnated by him, but held off on taking any precautions. He never used a condom, and she could never bring herself to ask him to. Valerie was too worried that any request by her would end the fantasy, and leave her alone once again.
Now, as Valerie waited with her hips high and her breathing rushed with excitement, she began to see in her mind the face of her young lover. It was a face she had given to the characters in the erotic novels she read. She had been wondering for a long time who her sinful lover might be, to still be visiting her nearly a year later in such a manner. She had never asked his name, nor taken the mask off. He had never given her any indication of who he was, of where he knew her from, or why he had chosen her to do this to. She imagined that she might not be the only middle-aged woman this Romeo was taking in such a manner. She felt jealousy at times when she thought that he might be with another on those nights she silently begged for him to pay her a visit. If only she knew how to contact him, when she needed him. But that would take away from the excitement, she realized. She was living the ultimate erotic fantasy, as so many women did in the racy novels she had taken to reading as a young mother. Over the years, Valerie had read them all, and had a bookshelf full of those romantic, erotic novels to go back to time and again.
Valerie drew in a deep breath as she felt his hands gently land upon her upraised ass. They were warm on her flesh and stroked lovingly across her bottom. He caressed her flesh lovingly, before digging his thumbs into her butt near her crack. She felt herself pried open. She was now exposed to him, her anus as well as her hairless pussy, the folds tingling with the KY lubricant smeared there. One hand lifted away while the fingers of the other stroked across her anus. Next, she felt the familiar spongy head of his cock press against her vagina, and a moment later he was again entering her.
"Oooohhh, yeessss!" she moaned into the pillow that she had tucked under her chest. "Oooohhh, god, yes! Fuck meeeee!" she groaned as his cock slipped fully into her and then retreated. He was now driving in and out of her with smooth, slow and steady thrusts. He hips racked back to meet his thrusts as the bed began to bounce gently beneath her knees. She raised up a little, feeling both her flabby belly and saggy tits now flopping back and forth beneath her. His hands were on her hips, stroking her soft flesh as his cock rode in and out of her.
Her thick thighs began to slam lightly against his as they rocked into each other with an ever-increasing tempo. He had taken her in this manner many times, and Valerie never tired of it. Sometimes he would have her bent across the arm of the sofa when he arrived, or lying across the kitchen table. Sometimes he wanted her to remain clothed and he would pull her work slacks and underwear down, or raise her dress or skirt up, whatever he instructed of her. Only once had he taken her outside of her apartment, and then it had been in a storage room at the hospital where she worked. And then it had been with a second lover in attendance. She had taken two cocks in her body for the first time in her life. It had not been the last time, either, but it was a rare occasion. She even thought that maybe the second stud was always different, that she was being used by her mysterious lover as a fuck-toy for his lustful friends. She didn't care. She was getting laid, after all.
Valerie was told, "Move up a little," and she did as she was instructed, crawling up towards the headboard as her lover remained buried within her. He was now on his knees behind her, his to the outside of hers which made her pussy tight around his piston. She moaned as he picked the pace up slightly.
Suddenly, his hand came down hard on her left butt cheek with a loud slap. "Ouch!" she cried out, more out of surprise than pain. Again, he smacked her ass, and again she grunted. Each time he slapped her, her pussy clutched tight around his cock. She knew he enjoyed it. She sure did. Again, he spanked her, and again she moaned. She liked it, and she knew that he knew it as well.
"Oh, god, yes! Yes! Spank my ass!" she panted as smack after smack echoed in the small bedroom. The bed rocked beneath them. Their thighs slapped noisily together. The slosh of his cock in her dripping pussy could also be easily heard as he fucked her hard and deep. "Oooohhh, I'm cuuuummmminngggg!" she suddenly growled.
"Yes! Fuck, yeah, Valerie! Cum on my cock!" he growled behind her, slamming his cock deep into her time and again. His balls, heavy with semen, slapped mercilessly against her over-stimulated clit, and drove her climax ever higher, as it always did. "Take my big, fat, dick, Mom! Cum for me, Valerie! Cum on my dick!"
"Ooooooohhhhhhhh!" Valerie cried out as her body exploded with the most powerful orgasm she'd had in many months. And Valerie knew why, because in that moment, from deep in her mind, she recognized the voice of the man fucking her, the man who had been fucking her for more than four years. It was the voice of her son, her youngest son Peter. It had been Peter all along who had been fucking her, who had been giving her the greatest sex of her life, who had made her climax time after time on his tongue or cock, who had filled her with his hot semen, who very well could have impregnated her at any time, who had made her his lover. She wanted to pull the mask off, to turn around and confront him, her son. But she didn't. His cock was still drilling her. Her pussy was still fluttering and creaming.
"I'm cumming!" he grunted a moment later, and she felt his cock begin to pulse wildly inside her once again, as it had for so many times, filling her body with warm, thick cum. And her body responded with a fresh climax of its own.
"Yes! Yes! Fill my pussy with your seed! Cum inside me! Give it to me, all of it! Give me your cum!" She had never been this vocal, and yet she knew that for her at least things had changed. She wondered if he realized that he had given himself up, calling her "Mom" as he slammed his cock into her. She remained in position, the mask in place, even as his thrusts began to slow to a stop. He was panting heavily, as was she. His cock softened and slipped from her after a few more moments, and she felt the bed move as he slipped away.



After a moment passed, with him still panting in the room behind her, she started to turn, to face him even if the mask remained in place. Instead, he spoke.
"I want you to stay just like that, Valerie," he said. She could recognize his voice plainly know, even as he was trying to stay in character. "I want you with your ass high and my cum deep inside you. I want you to stay just like that until I leave. I'll ring the bell, once, when I'm gone, and then you can get cleaned up."
Valerie nodded, and then wiggled her hips seductively. She took a gamble then, and asked, "When can I see you again?" She rarely had asked him anything through the years, but now that it had all changed, she took the opportunity to let him, her son, know that she wanted to continue with the game. "When can I have your cock inside me again? I miss you when you leave me. I need you inside me. I love your cock inside me. I love you inside me. I love you..." She almost spoke his name. She almost said, "I love you, Peter," but she stopped short. She wasn't sure if he wanted her to break down that barrier yet. She imagined that he would have to be the one to break it down, to take that next step. And he wasn't ready.
"I'll tell you when to be ready for my cock, Valerie," he growled. "You may never hear from me again. Is that clear?"
"Yes!" she croaked. "Yes, it's very clear. Please, don't leave me! Please, I'm begging you. I'll be waiting for you, to pleasure you, to do as you please. I'm sorry to upset you."
"You haven't upset me," he eventually replied, in a softer, gentler voice. "In fact, I want you again, tomorrow, at your place of work. I'll let you know the time and place. Don't disappoint me, not if you want this to continue."
"Yes! Yes! I'll be waiting and I'll be ready! I'll obey you!"
With that, he slipped away, and a moment later, she heard the door shut and the bell ring, once. He'd been dressing even as they talked, and Valerie rolled over to lie on her bed. She pulled the mask off and rubbed her flabby belly, now full of her youngest son's cum, and not for the first time, either. As she lay there, she closed her eyes as her fingers began to stroke her clit and then reached for the first dildo he had bought for her. It was a long, slim one, very much like the one he used on her to fill her with cum.
Valerie saw Peter only on occasion through the week. At times, they could go days without speaking more than a hello as they passed. Her hours at the hospital, combined with the hospice service schedule she had picked up recently, had her spending fewer evenings at home as it was. Peter took evening classes three nights a week, and worked the other nights. His days were either spent interning at the hospital or in class. She couldn't imagine how her son had found the time to even contemplate, let alone enact, this sinful ruse. And yet he had.
Valerie realized that she and Peter hadn't really spent any time together, as mother and son that is, for a while. Not since he'd graduated from high school nearly two years before. As she thought about him, she realized that this entire situation was so far outside of the young boy she had raised. Peter had been a quiet, shy boy. She even thought that he might even be gay, as he never seemed to have a girl-friend, let alone talk about girls. He seemed very much a submissive, she had thought for so many years, even taking after her. This act, his making her, his own mother, a submissive lover, was so far beyond what Valerie thought her son actually was that it made her mind spin.
Even as she thought about her son, and how he had grown into a young man so different from what she had always viewed him as, she slipped the latex phallus into her cum-filled vagina. She began to fuck herself then, moaning her son's name louder with every stroke, as she drove herself towards an orgasm.
"Oh, yes! Fuck me, Peter! Oh, god, yes! Fuck me, Peter! Fuck your mother with that big, hard cock!" Her pussy sloshed and her body trembled as her climax built and peaked. Her pussy exploded and her body twisted. She moaned long and loud with the dildo buried as deep as she could get it inside her, covered now with her son's cum as well as her own.
"You knew it was me," his voice suddenly filled her ears, and Valerie's eyes popped open to see Peter standing in the doorway to her bedroom. He was fully clothed, dressed in the scrubs he wore at the hospital. He was watching her, his mother, tremble through an orgasm brought on by the fantasy of him fucking her.
"Oh, my god! Peter!" she panted. "I thought you'd left!"
"How long have you known?" he asked. He was visibly upset.
"Just tonight," she quietly admitted. "You called me Mom, when you climaxed."
"I thought so," he replied. "I thought you heard it that time."
Valerie eased the dildo from her pussy and laid in on the nightstand. She started to pull the sheet over her naked body, but what would be the purpose, she thought. Neither said anything for a long moment. Finally, Valerie had to ask, "Why?"
"Because you are alone," he said. "Because you don't have anyone in your life since dad left. You never have time to go out, to date. All of your friends are either married, or have men of their own. Some even have young men on the side. I thought that you should have some pleasure in your life, too."
"But why this," she asked again. "Why this charade? Why you?"
Peter didn't respond. Instead, he stepped up beside the bed and for the first time he leaned down and gave his mother a kiss, full on the mouth. She kissed him back, even reaching up to wrap her arms around him. He pulled back a moment later and said, "Because I love you, and I knew you weren't having sex with anyone. I knew you haven't been for a long time. I couldn't remember when you ever had a man in your life, after dad left us. I just wanted to give you what you deserve."
Peter sat on the side of the bed then and continued. "I read some of your books, over the years. I thought maybe I could make you happy and not worry about finding a man who might treat you bad." As he told his mother this, he stroked her hair back.
"Oh, Peter, you've made me feel so good, for so long," she admitted. "But you are my son, and this is very, very wrong." She looked up at him. After a long moment, she admitted, "But I don't want you to stop. I really do need you. And I need you in my life, and in my bed." She pulled him into a deep kiss, and then lay back, pulling him to her atop her still naked body.
"Make love to me, again, Peter," she muttered into his mouth. "Make love to me, just this once, as my son, without the mask. And then, we can go back to the way we were, if you want it that way. I'll be waiting for you, tomorrow, as you instructed. I'll have the mask with me, and you can take me, wherever you want, and I'll never see your face. You'll again be my fantasy lover."
"Oh, Mom! You know we can't go back, not to what it always was. You'll know it's me. You'll always know it's me."
"Please, Peter. I really need this in my life. I need you to do this for me. You've made me feel so wonderful this past year. I've never been happier. And now that I know it is you, my loving son, I'm that much happier." She kissed him again, deeper, holding him tight to her. "I love you, Peter," she mouthed into his mouth. "I want you to be my lover as well as my son." Even as she admitted this to her son, she was unfastening his jeans and pulling his cock free. She wrapped her fingers around it, feeling it grow hard and long in her hand, and a moment later, Peter settled between her parted thighs and entered her for the first time as her son. Valerie climaxed twice on her son's cock before he again roared and filled her with a fresh load of his youthful seed.
They fucked again, one last time that night, before he left for a late shift in the emergency room. Before they parted, while standing together in the shower, they agreed that this would be the one and only night that they would make love as son and mother, though Valerie imagined that even that vow might soon fall away.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 20
Cynthia's Tales -- Part 1
Cynthia Price had parked her Buick sedan the public parking lot that fronted the beach. It was a reasonably nice mid-May day out, although the heavy clouds that floated high in the sky cast cool shadows on her as she walked. Her afternoon was free and she wanted to spend it walking along the beach and boardwalk. But first, she had an appointment to keep.
Cynthia, as she preferred over the informal "Cindy", was a very attractive woman, now forty-four years old, with long, curly dish-water blonde hair, bright blue eyes, and a slender body. She was by no means tall, though she rarely wore anything other than heeled shoes or boots, giving her that little bit extra when it came to height. She seldom exercised, other than her frequent walks along the many trails that Regal Bay boasted, both along the shore and up into the foot-hills of the near-by Majestic Mountains. Then again, her slim and trim body might also be the result of the many hours she'd spent in the arms of several of Regal Bay's young men over the recent years.
A block back from the shore front, a few blocks north of downtown Regal Bay, was Paisley Park Beauty Salon, her destination. With long, steady strides, Cynthia made her way along the busy afternoon sidewalk and turned into the vestibule of the salon. She pushed her way inside and called out, "I'm here, Lisa!"
Lisa Hayworth looked up from the job at hand, where she was putting the final touches to Mrs. Reed's freshly cut grey hair. "Hi, Cynthia. I'll be with you in just a moment." She turned her attention to her current client, and with just a few more light brush strokes, she turned the rather portly older woman towards the mirror over the sink.
"Very nicely done, Lisa," Mrs. Reed nodded. "You really gave it some body, this time. And the color is better, I think as well."
"Thank you, Mrs. Reed. I've enjoyed having you." Lisa began to put her trade tools away, running warm water over some, as the large woman struggled to climb from the chair. "Here, let me help you," Lisa offered, but was waved away.
"I can manage, dear," Mrs. Reed demanded. "I'm in no need of help, not yet anyway." She managed to rise, but Lisa still took her elbow to steady the woman. "Thank you," Mrs. Reed said. She took a moment to catch her breath before stepping off, headed for the front desk. Mrs. Reed was nearly seventy, Lisa Knew, and her diabetes had begun to take its toll on her. Mr. Reed had passed on a few years back, and the retired school teacher only had a spinster daughter in town to take care of her. Orchid pulled up in her SUV in that moment, and after taking care of her bill, Lisa held the door for her client. Orchid, a woman some five years Lisa's senior, stayed behind the wheel of her car as her mother struggled to climb in beside her. Lisa had to feel pity for the old woman as they drove off.
"Where is everyone?" Cynthia asked as Lisa turned he attention to her. She had already settled into the vacated chair, awaiting her turn.
"Sandy's off today, and Felicity wasn't feeling great when she came in." Lisa stepped up to her station and pulled out a fresh cover cloth to drape across Cynthia's shoulders and chest. "She left after lunch and I had to cancel all of her appointments. And then I've had two cancellations as well. You'll be my last of the day, unless I get a walk up or two."
"So, take your time then," Cynthia said. "I've got nowhere to be after." She settled back and closed her eyes as Lisa began her work. Her long hair was pulled up and back, and after laying the chair back, Lisa began to wash it in the sink with warm, soothing water. Cynthia always enjoyed this part, and enjoyed Lisa as well. In the short time Lisa had been in Regal Bay, the two had become friends. They'd even went out for drinks on occasion.
Cynthia was a life-long resident of Regal Bay, having been born and raised there by her fisherman father and accountant mother. Cynthia left long enough to attend college at Alabama, where she met, and then married, Doug Price. Doug had been a football player, but barely made it onto the field under the great "Bear" Bryant in his three years on the team. Out of college, Cynthia wanted to return to Regal Bay, and she convinced Doug to take a job with her father. Their son, David, had been born during Cynthia's senior year at Alabama, and with Doug's limited potential in the workforce, they settled in Regal Bay. Two years later, Cynthia managed to land a position in her degree field at the university, while Doug had decided that fishing the deep blue seas wasn't for him.
Over the next half dozen years, Doug tried to find a steady job, but his only interest was in watching football, drinking, and gambling. It didn't help when the new casino opened south of the bay. Soon, Doug was unemployed and going through Cynthia's paycheck faster than she could pay the bills. She divorced him the year their son started school. Doug moved out, and the last she or her son saw of him, he was working at the truck stop by the interstate. It was nearly a month before she found out that he'd hopped a ride out of town. She hadn't heard from him since.
Cynthia discovered quickly that she enjoyed being single. She became a regular on the beach during the warm summer days, and when she could talk her mother into watching David, she'd enjoy an evening out with friends. Cynthia discovered that she enjoyed getting picked up, and screwed, in the backseat of cars, the beds of pick-ups, or a sleazy motel room. It was all the same to her. She wanted to have as much sex as she could get, and it didn't matter much with whom, either. She learned to enjoy making love to women as well, when a married guy with whom she'd fucked on several occasions offered up a three-way with his wife. After the third time she had joined Perry and Natalie Freeman for fun and games, Cynthia learned that Natalie had never wanted to join in in the first place, and filed for divorce from Perry. Cynthia felt bad, and became good friends with Natalie thereafter. Natalie swore off men completely, and to this day Cynthia enjoys spending quality, loving time with her first lesbian lover.
"Can I ask you a question, Cynthia," Lisa asked, breaking Cynthia's chain of thought.
"Go ahead," she said. "Ask away."
Lisa paused, as if to formulate her question better in her head, before asking, "Have you ever done something that you started to regret, only after doing it a few more times?'
"What did you do?" Cynthia grinned up at her stylist friend.
"I don't know," Lisa replied with a shake of her head. "Maybe I shouldn't talk about it."
"Please, tell me. I can keep a secret like anyone." This didn't calm Lisa much.
"I saw my son and daughter having sex, and didn't do anything to stop them." Lisa turned away, as if to wash her hands, but more out of shame.
Cynthia turned and looked at Lisa through the reflection of the mirror. "My god, Lisa! How old are they?"
"Randy's nineteen, almost twenty now. Alyssa's eighteen."
"How long have they been at it?" Cynthia asked.
"I don't know. I only found out a couple of weeks ago." Lisa started pulling water from Cynthia's hair then. As she took a handful of conditioner, she added, "I'm not so much mad as I am jealous."
"Ha! Jealous of your daughter getting some, when mom isn't, is that it?" Cynthia laughed as she settled back in the chair for Lisa to work.
After a moment's pause, Lisa admitted, "It's not that."
Cynthia realized after a long pause just what Lisa was actually saying. "Now I've got it! You're not jealous of her getting some. You're jealous of her getting some from your son!" She opened her eyes and look up into Lisa's. "I knew it! You've got the hots for your son, don't you?"
"Cynthia, please," Lisa gasped, but there weren't any other ears around to hear it said. Lisa took a deep breath and nodded. "Maybe I do, I don't know."
"It's okay if you do, sweetheart," Cynthia replied. "You'd be surprised at how many of us middle-aged mothers get the hots for their own sons. It's natural, so I've read."
"What do you mean, that it's natural?"
Cynthia explained. "Look at it this way. We get into a mid-life grove, where we're just as horny as we were when we were teenagers, right? I know you feel it just as much as I do. Anyway, guys our age can't keep up with us. It's got something to do with their testosterone levels dropping as they get older or something. Anyway, a lot of us end up turning to younger men to fulfill our sexual needs. And for some of us, the very same young, virile, strong men we crave are under our own roofs." Cynthia looked up to see Lisa looking down at her, and she gave a wink and a flick of her tongue across her lips. It took Lisa a moment to understand.
"Oh! You're shitting me!" Lisa gasped suddenly. "Oh, no you didn't!"
Cynthia grinned and nodded. "Yes, I did. In fact, David and I have been lovers since he graduated high school. Almost two years now."
"I can't believe it," Lisa groaned as she fell back to lean against the counter. "Why did you?"
Cynthia sat up and looked at Lisa. "I don't really know why. I came home from work one day and found him in his bedroom. He only had on a pair of underwear. He had just showered and smelled so good. He might have been jacking off or something, or his cock was just naturally thick. I don't know. I just went in, hugged him, kissed him, and the next thing I knew, his cock was rock hard and in my hand, and I was on my knees. After that, well, use your imagination." Cynthia grinned wider, seeing the look on her friend's face as she told the story, and then she saw something else. Was it familiarity?
"Tell me, Lisa!" Cynthia reached for her friend and took her hands in hers. "Tell me, what did you do?"
Lisa looked into Cynthia's eyes then and answered, "I've already had sex with my son, Cynthia. Several times."
Cynthia laughed out loud and then pulled Lisa in for a firm hug. "I'm so proud of you!"
"But I feel like shit, Cynthia," Lisa gasped. "Mothers shouldn't feel this way about their sons."
"Not all of us mothers do, I agree," Cynthia replied. "But some of us do, and we're lucky enough to have sons who might feel the same way about us, too. David and I have such a close relationship now that the whole sexual tension that once filled our house is gone. We're free to express our love for each other in every way."
"But if people found out? What would they say about me?" Lisa was near tears now.
"Lisa, darling. You'd be surprised if you only knew. I could tell you things, right now, that would blow you out of those sneakers you're wearing." Cynthia grinned wide, and then winked again. Lisa didn't know how to take it. Cynthia added, as she returned to the chair, "If you only knew just how many of the women you know, some that are your clients, that you see every day, are enjoying their middle-ages with men half their age, well, you'd be surprised. And of those women, I'd bet half have spent at least one night in their son's beds. Grand-sons, even."
"Stop, Cynthia," Lisa demand. "This is all just bullshit to make me feel better about what I did."
"No, it's not." Cynthia took her friend's hand in hers and said, "I can prove it to you, if you'd like. But I don't need to, because that's not the issue here. You're torn about how you feel and you need to feel differently about. You want to feel differently. So, I'll tell you what I'll do for you. I want you to come out to my house, tonight, for dinner. We'll have some wine, talk for a while, and maybe when the night's over, you'll have a better idea of what you want now. Is it a date?"
Lisa took her time, contemplating her friend's offer, but in the end, she agreed. Cynthia was overjoyed, and when her hair was done, she complimented Lisa on her work once again. Cynthia left Lisa with a kiss on the cheek, and headed for her car. Along the way, she pulled her cell phone out and gave her son a call.
***
Cynthia was waiting for Lisa, lounging on the front porch of her home with a drink in hand. Her home faced West, and nestled in a neighborhood North of the city and alongside a ridgeline, the view from her porch was unobstructed, right down to the ocean's edge, some four miles away. In the distance, the warm sun was slowly sinking towards the sea. She had made up a pitcher of Margaritas and was on her second glass when Lisa pulled up. She watched as her friend climbed from her five-year-old Trailblazer. Lisa was dressed casually, in off-white Capri pants and a generally blue top with marine-life depicted across the panels. She looked nice, though more for the beach than an evening dinner, Cynthia thought. Not that it mattered, after all.
"You look wonderful, Lisa," Cynthia complimented as her friend came up the walk and mounted the steps to the porch. "It's such a beautiful evening, I thought we could sit out here and watch the sun set." She poured a drink for Lisa, and handed to her as she settled into the lounge chair next to her.
After a sip of her drink, Lisa turned and said, "I really don't know why I told you that, this afternoon."
"Don't be silly! Why not talk about it? Especially with a friend who not only understands what you're going through, but has travelled that same path herself." Cynthia raised her glass toward Lisa in toast, and then sipped most it down.
"I didn't know about you and your son, not until I'd said what I did," Lisa countered. "How am I even sure that what you told me wasn't just your way to get me to open up?"
"I would never do that, dear," Cynthia laughed. "Why would I even make up something like that? No, I didn't make it up. And if I must prove it to you, I can, you know."
Lisa looked over at her, with a quizzical expression on her face. Cynthia giggled and replied to Lisa's look, "I've invited my son to dine with us. If you have any question about my sincerity, you are free to ask David anything you like."
"Cynthia, I'm not real sure I'm comfortable with this," Lisa admitted.
"Well, Lisa, after tonight I hope you will be." Cynthia finished up her dink and the two women watched as the sun disappeared into the sea. About that time, a Mustang pulled up in the front and Cynthia's son stepped out. With a wave, he greeted them. Lisa had never seen David before, and was pleased with what she saw. She could understand looking at Cynthia's son as he approached them why her friend could take to him.
"David, this is Lisa, my friend and hair-dresser," Cynthia introduced. "Lisa, my son, David."
"Good to meet you, finally, Lisa," he said, taking her hand gently in his. "Mom's told me so much about you."
"She has, has she?" Lisa asked and gave Cynthia a look. Cynthia grinned, but shook her head, no.
"Let's retire inside," Cynthia said. "Dinner should be about ready. I hope Chicken Parmesan is satisfactory?"
"That's fine for me," David replied, his hand still in Lisa's as they went inside.
"Me, too," she finally said. Lisa felt her heart beating heavily in her chest as she walked along with David at her side. She wondered what Cynthia had in mind for her.
Over dinner, they talked on a brought range of subjects, from politics to gardening. Cynthia had purchased a few bottles of wine, and after dinner they settled into the back den to taste and compare them. With light music playing, Cynthia could get Lisa to relax a little. Everything was per Cynthia's plan, and after two of the bottles were emptied, she felt it was time to see how far Lisa was willing to go.
"Lisa, you told me about discovering that your son and daughter have been having sex," Cynthia stated. Lisa, shocked at the sudden change in direction of their conversation, looked sharply at her, and then to David, who sat quietly listening to his mother.
"Cynthia!" Lisa hissed, shaking he head.
"It's alright. David knows what you've told me. He even had a bit of input." Cynthia turned and winked at her son before continuing. "You've learned that your son has been fucking your daughter, to be blunt, and it not only bothers you, but you are jealous about it. And, you are fearful of confronting him about it, because you're afraid he'll more or less dump you."
"If you put it that way," Lisa agreed sheepishly. She gulped at her wine, embarrassed that David was now privy to her plight.
"So, would you like to hear a few suggestions?" Cynthia asked. "There are several ways you can take advantage of this situation, or you can just leave everything to chance and see where your son leads you."
Lisa looked up at her, and then glanced to David, before she said, "You don't know everything."
"What do you mean?" Cynthia leaned in. "Tell me. What else happened that I don't know about?"
Lisa again sipped down some wine, to calm herself before continuing. Finally, she explained, "A couple of days ago, Randy brought a friend home. He'd told me once before that he wanted to see me with another man, but I didn't think he meant it." She shook her head. "I guess I was in the right mood or something, but when he brought Johnny Walker home with him..."
"Oh, my god," Cynthia exclaimed, "You had sex with Johnny Walker!"
Lisa looked at her and asked, "You know Johnny?"
"I know his mother," she said. "I also know that Johnny's mother has been seeing a boy her son's age on the side. Do you know Freddy Killibrew?"
"Is he related to Ursula Killibrew?" Lisa asked.
"That's his mother!" Cynthia laughed and leaned back in her chair. "Man, this town is getting wild! I'll bet Johnny's fucked his own mom by now, and Freddy's probably headed that way as well." She leaned forward and asked, "So you and Johnny had sex, did you?"
Lisa nodded in response. "I had both of them, at the same time, in Randy's room." Lisa then proceeded to share the details of the first three-way she'd ever had. After, she admitted, "I really enjoyed it, Cynthia. I don't know why. Just a few months ago, I was worried that I'd seen the last days of fun and sex in my life, and now my own son is my lover, and I've begun to crave it more and more."
Cynthia gave her son a glance, and then asked Lisa, "Are you looking to stay committed to your relationship with your son, or would you be up to expanding your world a bit more?"
Lisa looked to her friend. "What do you mean?"
"I mean, do you want to have sex with other young men, those not your son?"
Lisa began to see where it was beginning to head, and she gave David another, contemplating look. "Are you asking if I'd like to have sex with your son, Cynthia?"
"Yes, darling, I am!" she replied. "I enjoy sharing him with other, like-minded women, and David enjoys tending to our needs, don't you, lover?"
"I'm your humble servant, Ma'am," David smiled, with a slight head bow to punctuate.
"This is all so strange, and confusing," Lisa admitted, but the idea of having sex with Cynthia's handsome, young son was exciting her. She could feel butterflies in her belly, and her heart beating in her chest. It might have been the wine, but she also wanted nothing more in that moment that to have David take her.
Cynthia stood up and told her son, "Meet us in my room, in five minutes," and after giving him a brief kiss, she took Lisa's hands in hers and gently pulled her to her feet. She brushed her hands through Lisa's hair and looked deeply into her blue eyes. Lisa stood a couple of inches taller than her, and Cynthia had to rise up on her toes to kiss her friend. Lisa accepted her lips and sighed when they parted.
"Come, let's get comfortable," Cynthia said, and led her friend through to her bedroom. Once there, Lisa stood transfixed as she turned on the bedside radio to a soft jazz station, turned down all the lights save for a single lamp on the dresser, and pulled her blouse off, laying it on the end of the dresser.



David arrived a few moments later, bringing along the last bottle of wine. Cynthia took the bottle from him and said, "Lay down, David." He rolled into the center of his mother's bed, facing up, and Lisa watched as Cynthia moved to sit beside him. She and her son looked at each other, smiles on their lips and in their eyes, as she began to unfasten David's trousers. She pulled downward and David lifted his hips to allow his mother to de-pants him. David's cock sprang up as his underwear was pulled down and Lisa gasped loudly at the sight before her. Cynthia casually wrapped her fingers around her son's growing member. Lisa was mesmerized as she watched her friend begin to stroke her own son's cock to full hardness. When she leaned over to begin sucking upon it, Lisa heard Cynthia mew happily. The sight of Cynthia sucking upon her own son's manhood was making Lisa dizzy with lust. The added alcohol didn't help, either.
Cynthia let her son's cock plop from her lips and she looked up with a smile into Lisa's face. She asked, "Would you like a taste?", and Lisa quickly nodded. Lisa realized that there was no going back once she had taken this next step down sin's highway, even as she settled on to the bed to David's other side. Cynthia wagged her son's cock in her direction and watched as Lisa leaned over and allowed her to guide David's cock between her lips.
As Lisa began to enjoy her son's manhood, Cynthia moved up the bed where David could get at the zipper at the back of Capris. She watched as Lisa began to slurp at her son's cock with more eagerness with each passing second, and smiled. Things were going according to her sinful plan.
Cynthia rolled from the bed as she watched Lisa was continue her feast upon David's cock. David let go a soft moan as the older woman's tongue played across his cock while his knob pressed into her throat. After a few more gulps, Lisa lifted her mouth up and off, and panting in lust, she offered his cock up for Cynthia. His mother, now only wearing her black underwear, leaned in and accepted his cock eagerly.
Lisa sat back to watch as Cynthia sucked noisily upon David's cock, and began to pull her clothing off. First went her Marine-scene blouse, under which she wore a white bra, and next went her white Capri's. She noticed that she and Cynthia had very similar tastes in underwear, both wearing stylish, lacy underwear that night. As she stepped out of her pants, Lisa took a moment to completely remove David's trousers and underwear.
Lisa settled back onto the bed, kneeling as Cynthia did, alongside David. Cynthia aimed David's cock her way once again, and Lisa returned her mouth to it. Cynthia stroked her son's balls, and then the back of Lisa's head as she sucked noisily at her son's crown. She then leaned into his crotch and licked his balls before slowly trailing her tongue up the underside of his shaft. Her tongue then joined Lisa's swirling around and across his knob, even touching the other woman's briefly. Lisa sighed when her tongue flicked across Cynthia's, and moaned when Cynthia pulled her mouth to hers and kissed her. Cynthia sensed that Lisa had never kissed another woman before, not with such lust, and it sent tingles through her body. It was a brief kiss, however, and Cynthia's mouth slipped away to wrap around David's knob and suck. Lisa let her mouth trail downward and she sucked one of his nuts into her mouth, drawing a moan from the young man. Back up she went, to take Cynthia's place sucking at his knob.
"I think he's ready," Cynthia whispered, and Lisa looked up, his cock still filling her mouth, to see Cynthia grinning. Cynthia reached down Lisa's back and popped her bra strap, freeing her large breasts. She reached beneath her and cupped Lisa's tits as she watched Lisa continue to suck upon her son's big cock. Lisa moaned happily as she began to squeeze her breasts gently in her hands.
"Go ahead, Lisa," Cynthia insisted after a few minutes. "Take him for a ride. He's ready to feel your hot pussy around his cock after what your pretty mouth has done for him."
Lisa reluctantly settled back, not believing what she was hearing, or what she was doing. She also couldn't believe what she was about to do. As Cynthia again sucked at David's cock, Lisa stepped off the bed and caught a look of herself in the dresser mirror. Her nipples were dark and rock hard at the crest of her tit-mounds. She couldn't remember a time her tits ached to be touched, as they did now. She pushed her panties down and stepped out of them, her recently trimmed blonde bush little more than a soul-patch above her pussy slot now, thanks to her son.
Lisa stepped to the side of the bed and stroked her hands across David's naked chest, feeling his muscles. She then leaned down to lick across his near nipple. He responded by stroking the back of her hear, his fingers going through her shoulder-length, platinum blonde hair as she kissed his chest. He caressed her shoulder, and then around beneath, to cup her hanging breast and give it a gentle squeeze. Next, David caressed her belly, making her giggle excitedly, before he touched her pubic mound.
"I want your pussy, Lisa," David whispered. "Get up here and fuck me."
"Yes, Lisa, fuck my son. Get up here and drop your wet pussy down his cock and ride him!" Cynthia was all but demanding her now, while still stroking her son's wet, throbbing cock. Lisa was entranced, from the sex and the wine, and again settled back, away from the young man. She looked down upon him, seeing lust in his face as well as his mother's. She was feeling lust as well, deep in her belly.
Cynthia moved up to sit beside David's head as they both watched Lisa. Cynthia was excited, watching her friend come to terms with this new experience. Her pussy ached and she reached between her thighs to find her juices already dampening her slit. She dragged a finger through her folds, sending a gasp through her lips as she did. A moment later, she watched Lisa hook her right leg across David's prone form and straddled his hips.
"That's it," Cynthia sighed. "Let yourself go, Lisa. Take what you want, what you deserve." She continued to finger her damp folds as she watched. David took hold of his cock and held it upright as Lisa aligned herself. Lisa lowered herself until his knob slipped along her slit, and when he stroked across her opening, she lowered herself ever so slightly. Lisa gasped as her body was penetrated and as David began to press upward into her, she groaned and recoiled. Cynthia echoed them as her fingers mirrored her son's cock and pushed high inside her vagina.
David reached out and took hold of Lisa's hips to hold her in place. Her pussy was incredibly tight for a woman of her maturity, and yet it was leaking heavily. His cock was soon lubricated well enough for him to press up into her while pulling her down into his lap. Lisa all but screamed as his cock popped fully into her. Her body exploded into an orgasm as intense as she'd ever experienced.
"Oooohhh! Uuunnggghh!" Lisa groaned as her climax exploded within her.
"Oooohhh, yeessss!" Cynthia echoed, herself climaxing gently as she watched her friend. Her fingers danced in and around her cunt, making her juices flow thick into her palm.
As Lisa settled upon David's manhood, gasping for breath after her explosive outburst, Cynthia reached out and pinched her nipples, hard. Lisa gasped again and again, but soon she was moving atop David. It wasn't long before Lisa was fucking herself upon David's hard cock, now well lubed with her creamy juices. Cynthia looked into Lisa's face, while still holding Lisa's nipples painfully tight between her fingers and thumbs. Lisa smiled back lustfully.
"That's right, Lisa. Fuck my son," she said. "Fuck him good." And Lisa did.
For many long, passionate minutes Lisa bounced herself upon David's upright tool. His hands were on her flesh, caressing and squeezing. In turn, Lisa turned to bring one of Cynthia's offered nipples to her mouth, which she sucked upon greedily. She'd never before done anything with another woman, Lisa admitted between sucks to Cynthia. In response, Cynthia assured her, "This is not going to be the last time, either."
Lisa soon rode David's cock through another orgasm, though this latest was not nearly as intense or explosive as her first. Her tits bounced upon her chest obscenely as she bounced hard and fast upon his lap. She settled down and rocked and rolled her hips, stirring her juices with his cock, before again picking up her previous fuck pace. David was amazing, and she wondered how he could possibly be holding back from dumping his hot load inside her.
"Let's change it up a little," David offered after a few minutes.
"Why don't you go to your hands and knees?" Cynthia directed. "Let's get a little doggy action going, shall we?"
As Lisa moved into position, David moved to kneel behind her. Cynthia, wanting to be a part of the action, took hold of her son's cock and guided it back to Lisa's pussy, but only after stroking her fingers along her friend's slit. As David began to fuck her with long, deep strokes that had Lisa gasping and grunting louder with each passing moment. Cynthia licked up the creamy juices she'd stolen from Lisa's pussy as she watched her son drive his powerful cock into her. It was a sinfully exciting sight, and she began to crave her son and his cock.
Cynthia rolled onto the bed near the headboard and lay spread eagle watching them. Soon, Lisa was Lisa panting through another orgasm, brought on by David's powerful cock. Even before her friend had finished moaning, Cynthia pleaded, "Come up here and fuck me, Son. I need your cock, now!" She was pulling her naked labia open for him, and David was all but drooling at the sight. He pulled free of Lisa, who rolled onto her side facing her hostess, and moved quickly between his mother's parted thighs. Lisa had a ring-side seat as she watched the young man take his dripping cock in hand and plow into his mother's gaping, dripping, and willing pussy slit.
"Oooohhh, Soooo good!" Cynthia moaned loudly as David's cock slid into her fully. He fit inside her so well, and her body began to tremble as his warmth radiated in her. His cock pulsed and sent waves of pleasure through her, even before he began to slide along her tunnel, fucking her with slow, loving strokes.
David settled atop her then, laying his full weight upon her as he began to drive his hips hard into her groin. His cock, well lubricated with Lisa's cream, pistoned smoothly within her own fuck slot. He was well acquainted with her pussy, having been her lover for nearly half a decade now, and he soon had settled into their own private fuck rhythm.
David hooked his arms under her knees and pushed them back along each side of her firm breasts. Lisa crawled up beside them and began to cup and squeeze Cynthia's tits as David pounded her into the mattress. Cynthia was grunting and groaning with every thrust of her son's cock into her, and was loving every minute of it. She wanted to cum, just as Lisa had several times already, and she needed her son's cock to bring her off. And that was just what he was doing to her.
"Yes, yes, David! Fuck me good!" She panted as David did as he was told. His cock popped free between thrusts, only to ram home again and again, sending her rapid towards her first orgasm of the evening. When Lisa began sucking at her nipples, and as David drove himself onward, she began to feel the rush of her climax.
"Oh, yeessss!" she sighed as her pussy erupted around her son's manhood, adding further lubrication to their lust. Her body twisted beneath his and his cock started to pulse within her cunt.
Suddenly David was grunting. His thrusts became erratic. His sweat dripped into her face. His mouth hung open. His eyes glazed over and rolled back in his head. And a moment later, his cock throbbed and cum began to spurt high into her womb. David growled as his mother's pussy milked his cock, all the while his seed flowed into her. He often worried that one day he was going to knock his own mother up, but that was a worry he only had when away from her. With his cock buried to the hilt inside her, he didn't give a shit.
"Aaaahhh, yeessss, Baby!" she moaned beneath her son, clawing at his back as she felt him breeding her. "Give it to Mommy! Give Mommy all of your cum!" Cynthia had all but forgotten about the woman, who sat beside her, watching as she was filled with sinful seed.
"So beautiful," Lisa sighed, seeing the combined look of love and lust upon her friend's face as they shared the most intimate of moments. She stroked Cynthia's hair, and then leaned down to kiss her. Cynthia kissed back, her eyes tightly closed, her not knowing whose mouth was on hers until she recognized the softness. She reached up and held Lisa's head in her hands, kissing her back deeply, as David's cock began to soften in her. She was still kissing Lisa heatedly when her son slipped out of her.
David saw his semen leaking out before his mother's vaginal hole closed, a sight he took in as he crawled off the bed and gathered up his clothing. David headed out of her room, likely towards the shower down the hall. Cynthia gently pushed Lisa away and looked into her eyes. She stroked Lisa's naked shoulder and asked, "Would you like a taste?"
Lisa looked down into her face, startled at the question, and then realized just what was being asked of her. Lisa's gaze went down the recently cum-filled slit between her parted thighs, an area completely shaved of any pubic hair and now glistening with sweat, cream, and cum. "Go ahead, Lisa," she whispered seductively. "You know you want to, and I want you to."
As if in a daze, under Cynthia's sinful spell, Lisa moved between her friend's wide-spread thighs and lay down face-to-face with her pussy. The aroma was overwhelming, and with the aid of Cynthia's guiding, insisting hands, Lisa brought her mouth down into the sloppy mess and began to lick and slurp at another woman's pussy for the first time in her life. And it wouldn't be the last time, not by a long shot, if Cynthia had her way. Lisa's entire life had been turned on its head, and as David's cum slipped from his mother's vagina and onto Lisa's tongue mouth, she moaned in satisfaction. Her pussy fluttered on Lisa's tongue and she reached between her friend's thighs to push two fingers inside Lisa's pussy. Slowly, she moved until she could bring her head around and her mouth up to Lisa's dripping slit. All the while, her friend remained mouth-locked to her own aching pussy. Her tongue following suit as it slithered high into Lisa's vagina, drawing a low moan from her mouth as well as a gush of cream from her hole.
Cynthia began to climax upon Lisa's tongue, knowing that she'd brought yet another woman into the folds of the sinful Matrons Club.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Gloria's Tales
Chapter 1
"Ladies and gentlemen, I thank you for coming and look forward to a wonderful weekend here at the club." Gloria Van Winkle gave the group before her a round of applause, little more than a golf clap really, and smiled to those seated along the sides of the long conference table. The members of the Regal Bay Golf Club and Convention Center board of directors and department heads, men and women whose jobs it was to run the thriving facility with the expected care and attention to detail that Gloria demanded, nodded to their statuesque director as they gathered up their papers, folders, and lap-tops. The group numbered thirteen, with Gloria included, and met promptly every Wednesday afternoon at 1pm to go over the upcoming schedule. As Gloria looked at each in turn, she realized once again that she had seen very nearly every one of them naked at one time or another, and had been intimate with more than half of them as well. That thought always brought a grin to her tanned features, and a tingle to her loins.
Gloria consistently put long hours in at the Convention Center, attending meetings and seeing to every little detail of every social and private event on the schedule, each and every weekend. Gloria was a workaholic, even at her advanced age of 67, and had a very busy social schedule for much of the week. She was one of the leading citizens of Regal Bay; her late husband and his brothers having been instrumental in the rapid growth the area underwent through the sixties and seventies. Hugo Van Winkle had been a stallion of a man, and his sexual prowess was folklore. Gloria had been his second wife, nearly twenty years his junior at the time they had married. Rumor has it that he'd fucked his first wife into the grave.
Gloria had grown up in Sacramento, the child of Howard and Grace Reno. She had a twin sister, Maria, though to look at them there wasn't any resemblance at all. Where Maria had taken their mother's pale Irish beauty, their father Howard had been full-blooded Choctaw, and Gloria retained the classic look of a Native American woman. Her flesh tone was that of caramel, and her dark brown eyes and long, straight hair gave her an exceptional beauty. She had always been a tall, slender woman and moved with sure grace everywhere she went. After Hugo's death, when Gloria had only been entering her forties, she was touted as one of the most sought-after widows in the entire area.
Being one of the most visible and popular of the Van Winkle family, Gloria enjoyed her spotlight by attending most of the important functions of the community, from Christmas toy drives, to cancer research fund raisers, and the annual Memorial Day festivities on the boardwalk, celebrating the opening of the summer tourist season which the majority of the businesses thrived on. Gloria was well known about town as everyone seemed to know her by sight, if not reputation. She had donated large sums of money for the boardwalk expansion as well as the marina rejuvenation. And on several occasions, she declined offers to run for political posts, including a chance to run for mayor following her late husband's death.
Gloria enjoyed the spotlight, but only to the extent that it served her purposes. When left to herself, Gloria was a quiet, even secretive, woman. The private Gloria that only a handful of residents knew about was a sinfully playful, erotically passionate creature. What most of the general population of Regal Bay didn't know was that Gloria Van Winkle had a sexual appetite the equal of her late husband's. Those who did know, who knew of her sexual energy, wondered if she hadn't in fact screwed him to death. Those who were lucky enough to have experienced Gloria in all her true glory bet that she had.
During the expansion years of Regal Bay, when the Van Winkle brothers were changing the very foundation of the small community, their three wives, commonly referred to as the Van Winkle Sisters, though they were in fact sisters-in-law only, began to explore needs within the female community of Regal Bay, At first, with the opening of the Regal Bay Golf Club, they invited wives of the men who were working to reshape the area to form a sorority, and eventually this became known as the Regal Bay Wives Club. During the course as group dinners and get-togethers, it became clear that for all their love for their husbands, many of the women were no longer satisfied with their sex-lives. With their husbands always working, and seldom free for even an evening let along any sort of weekend, the women began to explore other opportunities. And with the three Van Winkle wives, all of whom enjoyed a wide variety of sexual passions, soon many of the women had begun to enjoy the attention of younger, virile men. And with the expansion of the local college to a full-fledged university, the influx of horny young studs filled their needs.
So it came to be that Gloria Van Winkle, along with her sisters-in-law Greta and Gwen, formed the more secretive and sinful Regal Bay Matrons Club. Originally catering to the needs of well-to-do women of middle age, in time their roles expanded. All told over the years, more than one hundred women had become members of one form or another.
During these years, Gloria had mothered five children with Hugo over the course of seven years. Twin daughters Gina and Ginger came along first, and then Gretchen, and finally twins Glenn and Glenda. As it stands, Gloria's line of the Van Winkle family now included five grand-children. When the entire "First Family" of Regal Bay is accounted for, the numbers over three generations totaled more than thirty. With all three of the elder Van Winkle men having passed away, the three "sisters", Gloria, Gwen, and Greta, had taken on the hierarchical roles their husbands had niched out in the community. Greta maintained her position as President of Regal Bay University. Gwen had taken a more prominent role in the community, as director of the community library as well as the Liberal Arts Center. Gloria had taken on the burden of running the Golf Club and the expanded Resort in addition to her duties as a member of the Board of Directors at Regal Bay University. She was also a member of the board at the new Regal Casino. All in all, Gloria was a very busy woman, always on the go, and seldom at a loss for things to do, either professionally or privately.
Small talk between the department heads standing around the table filled the conference room as each gather up their things and began to file out. "Gabriel, might I have a moment of your time, please?" Gloria asked as the group began to file out of the conference room.
"Yes, Ma'am," the youngest member of the board replied. Gabriel Bryant was her grandson, the oldest son of her daughter Ginger and had recently graduated from Regal Bay University with degrees in management and marketing. Still only 25, he was in line to take over much of the responsibilities from Gloria, when she decided to step down.
Gloria took his hand in hers and waited until the last of the group had left the room, although the door remained open. "I'd like to see you tonight. Come around after nine. I am dining with Natalya and Gabriella to go over our proposal to the LPGA. I'd like to discuss a few matters with you, as well. That is, if you're available, and up for it?" Gloria's wicked little grin gave Gabriel all he needed to know about what his grand-mother, and boss, had in mind.
"I do have dinner plans, but I'm free after," he replied.
"I don't mean to take you away from that dear young lady of yours," she smiled apologetically at her grandson. They were the same height, at 5'7", and their eyes were on the same level. She held his for a moment, and then added, "As long as she is tending to your needs, we can meet some other time. Maybe tomorrow morning."
Gabriel felt unease grip his chest, for he knew quite well what was being asked of him by his grand-mother, and he wanted nothing more than to please her, and pleasure her. "As a matter of fact, Ma'am," he stammered, "Krystal and I were looking to call it an early evening. She does have early classes in the morning. I can free to stop by sometime after, maybe nine would be good?"
"That would be splendid, Gabriel," she smiled warmly, and then gave him a light kiss on the cheek. "It's a date, then," she added in a whisper, and gave him a quick kiss across his lips as well as a lingering swipe of her open palm across the front of his slacks. She found that she still had quite the influence over her handsome grand-son.
Gloria was well aware that by the time Gabriel had graduated from high school, he had been having sex not only with his own mother, Gloria's daughter Ginger, but for several years that the young stud had been having sexual relations with several of his relations, including at least two of his aunts, as well as a couple of cousins. However, Gloria had the honor of having been his first true lover, an afternoon both of them would never forget. After all, they had a very close, uniquely open, and sexually affectionate family.
Gloria arrived at her mansion of a home, which sat along the golf course, shortly after eight that evening. She pulled her two-year-old Cadillac CLR into the open garage, activating the door as she shut off the engine. She recovered her cigarette from the ashtray and her purse from the seat beside her, and then passed through into her quiet home. Gloria still lived in the massive house Hugo had built along the fairway to the first hole of the golf course, some forty years before. She lived alone now, with the exception of a young housekeeper who lived in the above-garage apartment, though few weeks went by that some out-of-town relative or other was staying with her. And when her family wasn't visiting, Gloria had friends, very close friends, who would gather for delightful dinner parties, casual evenings, or the occasional orgy. As the matriarch of the Matrons Club, Gloria often hosted gatherings of the members, at times hosting up to a dozen or more women, for dinner, drinks, and story-telling. At times, a young man or two would be invited as well, to provide a little side entertainment, either for the group or privately for an individual. Gloria had a Rolodex full of young, willing men who enjoy nothing more than to provide sexual services to the Matrons of Regal Bay, and her grand-son, Gabriel, was one such young man.
Upon his arrival at just a few minutes past nine, Gloria greeted her grandson warmly, with a hug followed by a lingering kiss. She had no issues with showing such sinful affection to her family members. She was also on her second cocktail since returning home.
"Come in, Gabriel, darling," Gloria insisted. "Can I get you something to drink?" She led him through to a side room overlooking the expanse of front lawn that was used as a sitting room.
"A beer would be nice," Gabriel replied as he pulled off his suit jacket and hung it on the hallway rack. Following his grand-mother's household rules, he quickly stepped out of his loafer shoes.
The drapes were partly open, and Gabriel could see his white BMW 318is sitting out front, on the curve of the drive. He was proud of that car, his first major purchase after graduation, and his only real expense. Gabriel lived in an above garage apartment on his parent's property until he decided on his own home. That wouldn't happen until he was sure of staying in Regal Bay. The room he now sat it was warmly furnished and comfortably lit. The only technology his grand-mother kept in the room was a small Bose radio that had been tuned to a soft jazz station. Gloria loved jazz. Gabriel was fifty-fifty with it. He'd rather listen to techno-dance music. Something with a heavy beat, he always said.
Gloria joined her grand-son in the front room, carrying a bottle of Sam Adams in one hand and her freshened drink in the other. Her drink of choice that evening was a Sangria, a pitcher of which her housekeeper kept fresh in the refrigerator. Passing through the sliding doors elegantly, Gloria enjoyed the look upon her grand-son's face. After meeting him at the door, and while retrieving their drinks, Gloria had dropped the evening dress she had been wearing and now moved with all the grace of a mature, beautiful woman to hand him his drink. Gabriel took in the refined sex appeal of his grand-mother, who at 67 years was still strikingly beautiful. Her figure was slim and lean. Her flesh was deeply tanned, from her heritage as well as long afternoons under the coastal sun. Her long, black hair was down and fell to just above the small of her back. The pale blue slip she wore did little to cover her wonderfully firm breasts, which he knew she had had done some years back, or the wonderful swell of her butt.
Gabriel had always enjoyed watching his grand-mother walk, especially from behind. Her ass was tight, tiny, and beautifully rounded, and had been for as long as he could remember. Her legs were long and lean, and he had often enjoyed them wrapped around his torso, or slung across his shoulders. By contrast, Gabriel's mother had inherited all of his grand-father's German traits, being blonde, big-breasted and thick-bodied, and having a boisterous personality. Gabriel loved his mother dearly, and loved making love to her, but there was something exotic about his grand-mother that Gabriel had always had a passion for.
Gabriel accepted the beer from his grand-mother, who then moved to sit beside him on the small sofa, looking out towards the front law. She reached up and turned the near-by lamp off, leaving only a single overhead light on.
"Tell me about your date, Honey," Gloria insisted. She sipped from her drink as he did his, and laid a hand provocatively upon her grand-son's thigh, high up.
"You've met Krystal," Gabriel began, knowing that his grand-mother knew Krystal Heron, daughter of Katherine Heron. Katherine ran in the same circle that his grand-mother did. "She and I get along pretty well, most nights. Tonight wasn't one of them, though," he explained. "We ended up arguing on the drive back to her place."
"What about?" Gloria asked.
"Well, she wasn't real thrilled about me meeting you this evening. She wanted to spend the evening together, as I'd promised her. I told her that I had thought she had wanted to get home early for class tomorrow, and I guess I was wrong. She'd gotten rid of her room-mate so that we could have fun after dinner. I told her that if I'd known I might have changed my mind about meeting you tonight."
"She was just wanting a little something that I want as well," Gloria grinned over her drink. "You should have put out. I'd like to get a taste of her sometime, even if it's fresh from your wonderful cock!"
"Grandma!" Gabriel gasped. It didn't help that her hand was resting on his crotch.
"You know, I once had sex with her mother, right here where we are sitting," Gloria proclaimed. "She was wonderful! That young woman knows her way around a pussy with her tongue, I might add. And if her daughter tastes half a good...Yum!"
"I wouldn't know," Gabriel replied. "About her mom, I mean. I know how good Krystal tastes."
"I'd bet that's the only reason you put up with that girl, is to get to her mother, isn't it?" Gloria asked with a laugh.
"Not hardly! There's more to Krystal than sex, you know," Gabriel defended, even though he knew she was right. He'd love to get a chance with Katherine Heron, and having both at the same time was his ultimate dream.
"Who cares about all that other shit?" Gloria barked. "Sex is the only thing that matters to women. A good cock, a good tongue, a gentle touch. If a man has all of that, and a willingness to experiment from time to time, that's all a woman is looking for. Beer belly, smoking, drinking, sitting in front of the television watching sports, out running with his friends, or other women, all of that is ignored if he can give his woman a good old fashioned orgasm when eve she needs it. And I'm telling you this, right now young man, that your old grand-mother needs it. So let's stop talking about your girl-friend troubles and take this evening to a new, pleasurable height, shall we?"
Gabriel finished off his beer and smiled back at her, giving her a wink. "I'll do my best, Grandma."
Gloria leaned in close and pulled his mouth to hers. After kissing him, she told him, "I don't remember a time you didn't give me your best, young man." She then stood up and pulled him up with her, leading him by the hand through to her bedroom suite at the top of the stairs. As she went around pulling open the curtains to the view of the fairway beyond the back yard and dimming the lights, she removed her slip. Her large, heavy, matronly breasts fell free, sagging with age but only slightly, again thanks to the augmentation. They were still full and prominent, displaying thick nipples the color of chocolate at the peaks.
As Gabriel watched her in silence, Gloria stepped out of her pink panties. Now fully nude she approached him and with a sly grin she asked, "Do I still do it for you, young man? Do I still make you as hard as ever, as when you use to spy on me, with your grand-father, or your uncle, or your father?" As she spoke, Gloria stroked her grand-son's prominent bulge at the front of his slacks. She pulled his mouth to hers and then kissed him, deeply. All the while she squeezed and stroked his bulge.
"You're sure doing something for me, Grandma," Gabriel gasped as he felt his cock growing rapidly, and uncomfortably, in his slacks.
"I can sure tell, if this volcano growing between your thighs is any indication!" she giggled. "And Gabriel, haven't I told you? When we are together, you're to call me Gloria. Is that understood?"
"Oh, yes Ma'am," Gabriel replied with a moan, as Gloria began pulling at his belt and slacks fastener. His zipper went down and his cock popped free, sticking through the front flap of his boxer shorts. Their lips came back together and Gloria reached down to wrap her long fingers around his growing manhood, while he moaned into her mouth.
"Look what I found hiding!" she teased as she stroked Gabriel's cock. Now free of his confining underwear, it began to lengthen and harden in her gentle grip. "A trouser snake looking for a warm, wet hole to hide in, I suspect." As Gloria continued to pull at her grand-son's familiar cock, Gabriel shoved his trousers down, stepped out of them and his underwear quickly, before pulling her bodily to him to redouble their intimate kiss.
A minute passed before Gabriel broke his mouth away from Gloria's and with a playful snarl said, "Goddamnit, Gloria! Open up!" At first Gloria thought he meant her mouth, a request which she was more than willing to comply with. However, Gabriel had another thing in mind and roughly shoved her back until she fell across her bed.
"Oh!" she gasped as she hit the mattress, her large tits slamming against her chest with an audible slap before settling to either side of her chest. Gabriel looked down upon her with hungry eyes as he pulled off his shirt and undershirt in a single motion. Now as naked as she was, Gabriel took hold of her legs just above the ankles and pushed them apart, opening her up for him. Giving his grand-mother's crotch a hungry look, Gabriel noticed that she had trimmed her pubic patch of dark fur to a small arrowhead-like triangle, pointing invitingly at the thick bulge that was her clitoris, nestled at the top of the long, dark-flesh slot that was his grand-mother's vagina. Her slit was aged and wrinkled, with thick, chewy labia that parted as he pushed her thighs apart wider. Her juices had begun to flow, giving her inner flesh a slight glint as he took her in with his eyes. Gabriel loved the sight of his grand-mother's pussy, and never tired of it spread out before him in all its wonderful glory.



"Looks like you've found a warm, wet hole to put your fabulous trouser snake, young man!" she giggled, watching her grand-son's cock twitching at his groin, it's one-eyed head aimed at her honey pot. Like nearly all of the men of her extended family, Gabriel also maintained a neatly trimmed forest of pubic hair. Just enough to tickle a nose, Gloria often amused her friends with. Gabriel didn't let another moment pass, nor could he. He was entirely too aroused for this old woman and her hot cunt. He hooked her left ankle over his shoulder then reached for his shaft. He crawled up between her legs and as he guided his manhood easily into her welcoming slot, Gabriel took her upper thighs in his hands. He gave a solid thrust, driving his cock balls-deep into his grand-mother once again.
As her body accepted him in, Gloria moaned, "That's it! Give me that big cock, young man!"
Gabriel remained upright on his haunches as he began to fuck his aged grand-mother. He was quick to settle into a steady rhythm, plunging in deeply and then withdrawing until only his knob remained in contact with her kissing labia. As his cock thrust home, Gloria would gasp with pleasure. Her face was a mask of pleasure, her wide mouth parted in a gasping grin, her tongue flicking across her dark red lips as her body was pounded time and again by her grand-son's loving, powerful rod. Gabriel responded with grunts of his own, his efforts bringing a sweet up on his chest.
"Oh, oooohhh, yes, Gabriel! Yes, my darling boy! Fuck me with that big wonderful cock!" Gloria moaned. "Oooohhh, ooohhhh, ooohhhh. Just like your father," she added with a long sigh as the first gentle waves of a much-needed orgasm began to wash through her.
Gloria pulled her legs back, opening herself even further as Gabriel slammed his crotch to hers. His heavy balls smacked across her puckered anus with every thrust, sending an added jolt of electrical excitement through her cunt. Her orgasm was suddenly building and as it grew, Gloria panted ever louder, "Yes! Yes! Fuck yes!"
Suddenly, Gloria's vaginal walls clamped down around Gabriel's piston and he was hard pressed to maintain is tempo, but with the cream flowing thick from her pussy, he managed to drive his grand-mother over the top. "I'm cumminggggg!" she cried out as her body began to tremble against the bouncing mattress. "Aaaaaahhhhhh!"
The grip of his grand-mother's cunt around his cock felt as if she was jacking him off, and Gabriel suddenly lost his own control. "Oooohh, shit! I'm cumming, Grandma! I'm cumming inside you!" Gabriel grunted and slammed his dick deep into her vagina as his load began to spill. He hadn't cum in several days and this initial release was a heavy one. His cock pulsed and spit inside his grand-mother's cunt, filling her with his hot semen. Gloria felt her belly warming as her own orgasm rippled through its final throws. She loved having the family seed returned to its origins and the image of Gabriel's white hot cream coating her womb filled her mind behind tightly shut eyelids.
After the final spasm of his climax had passed, Gabriel leaned back and slipped his cock from Gloria's pussy. He looked down to see the gash glistening with her clear cream and his white cum, leaking slightly from her over-used cunt-hole. She smiled lovingly up at him, though her eyes were on the semi-flaccid member that glistened at his waist. If anyone would ever measure the total length of cock that had travelled through that hole over the years, Gabriel thought, it would probably reach to the moon.
Gloria panted, "Now that we got that out of the way, why don't we have some fun?" With the smile of satisfaction still plastered to her face, Gloria spun around until she sat on her bed facing Gabriel, she patted the mattress beside her and said, "Lay down here. I want to make sure that wonderful cock of yours stays happy."
Gabriel rolled onto the mattress and positioned on his back, he settled his head into her deep pillows. He pulled his hands up behind his head and watched as she turned to face him. Her heavy breasts swayed on her chest as she moved, and the thick nipples were dark with excitement. He longed to latch his mouth to them, but he was exhausted from his recent efforts and was content to let his grand-mother have her way for the moment.
His cock, coated in spent cum and cream, remained upright, though it had begun to lose a little of its strength. Gloria had a plan to take care of that situation and as Gabriel settled into the bed, she leaned over his lap and guided his pink knob between her red lips. Her long, black hair fell across his belly and thighs as her warm mouth enveloped his manhood.
"Oh, yes!" Gabriel gasped as his sensitive glands were attacked by her talented tongue. His hips trembled as jolts of painful excitement ripped through his body. The pleasures Gloria could deliver to his over-sensitive knob in the minutes following his orgasm were intense and it took all of his will-power to keep from pulling her head away from his dick. Eventually, the sensations evolved into pure pleasure and his cock again grew stiff and rock-solid under the oral attack of his sinfully seductive 67-year old grand-mother.
Gloria recognized the strength of passion returning to her grand-son's manhood, and with a final, lingering swirl of her tongue, from base to tip, she allowed his cock to fall away from her dripping lips. She turned and smiled at Gabriel, and asked, "Are we ready for some fun?"
"Oh, hell yes, Grandma!" Gabriel gasped. Gloria twisted around and gave her grand-son a wet kiss before rolling onto her side beside him.
"I told you to call me Gloria, sweetheart," she insisted as she swung her hips against his thighs. She looked back over her shoulder, watching as Gabriel rolled to spoon her from behind. His cock slapped across her buttocks as he angled for her. She lifted her left leg and threw it back across Gabriel's hip even as he took hold of his cock and thrust towards her damp slit. He took hold of her thigh, holding her leg up, as he thrust into her.
"Oh, Gabriel!" Gloria gasped as her pussy welcomed his manhood home once again. "That's it, lover. Drive that wonderful tool back where it belongs." As before, Gabriel was quick to take up a steady fuck-rhythm inside her. His cock slipped in and out wonderfully and had the mixed juices of their original coupling sloshing about to provide lubrication. "That feels so heavenly," Gloria purred as Gabriel's cock worked the shallow portion of her pussy.
From this position behind his grand-mother, Gabriel was only able to push slightly more than half of his full length into her. This didn't matter to either of them, as the sensations were equally as intense. At this angle, his knob brushed across her inner g-spot with every thrust, sending a steady current of pleasure through her body. Gloria's nipples were rock hard and aching on her chest and she reached for one to pinch between her fingers.
"My nipples, Gabriel," she moaned. "Pull on my nipples, baby." Gabriel dutifully reached around from behind and took hold of her left breast. She dropped her hand down to her right globe and lifted its weight from the mattress to squeeze its fleshy orb in her hand. Gabriel did likewise for a moment before taking a firm hold of her thick nipple between finger and thumb, and giving it a hard squeeze.
"Oh! Yeessss!" Gloria chirped as her tit erupted in a painful spike that made her cunt clamp around his cock. As Gabriel pulled back, however, his cock popped free of her honey-pot. "Oh, put it back in! Put it back in!" she demanded.
Gabriel thrust against her, missing her entrance each time. Gloria reached between her thighs to grab hold of his shaft and guide it back inside. Her fingers came away coated in cream and as he resumed drilling her, she brought her fingers up to begin licking away the tasting mixture. She left her thumb for Gabriel and reached back to allow him to taste. Gabriel sucked at her thumb as a toddler, enjoying the tanginess of her cunt-cream mixed with the saltiness of his own semen.
Gabriel pulled himself around to better drive deeply into her. Now his cock was pistoning with its full length into her and her orgasm again began to build. "That's it, baby-doll," she purred. "Fuck Grandma's pussy good and deep, and I'll cum for you again."
Gloria reached down and began to stroke her fingertips across his wrinkled scrotum, using her finger nails to rake the sensitive flesh. "Oh, that feels great," Gabriel panted from behind her. His cock twitched inside her as she dug into his flesh gently. Her thumb pressed against her clit and she began to rub at her nub hard, using a rapid circular motion that had her orgasm building quickly.
"Oooohhh, Gabriel! Gabriel! Aaaahhh!" Gloria cried out as her orgasm again washed through her body. With one hand attacking her clit, and the other digging deeply into her sensitive tit-flesh, Gloria rode out her latest orgasm with Gabriel's strong cock steadily pounding in and out of her spasming hole.
"That was so fucking good," Gloria sighed as her climax washed away minutes later. Her grand-son's cock continued to ride in and out of her, slowly and gently. Gabriel was allowing her to come back down from her peak gently, with no rush on his part to join her. He had other ideas in mind for extending their love-making session.
A few minutes later, Gabriel stopped his rocking and pulled away from her, leaving Gloria with a familiar emptiness that always followed a good climax on her part. Her grand-son scooted off of the bed, making the mattress bounce as he went. Gloria rolled onto her back to look at him, to find out what he had in mind. She found out quickly.
"Get on your hands and knees, Grandma," Gabriel ordered. He stood looking at her with a hunger she enjoyed, his fist slowly stroking along his greasy cock. The tip, she saw, was dribbling his clear pre-cum, which he smeared back along his shaft. She wanted to pull his cock into her mouth and drink up his juices, but he had other ideas in mind. Instead, she moved to comply with her grand-son's wishes, and a moment later she had her knees pressed into the mattress at the edge, her tight, aged ass upraised for his inspection.
Gabriel ran his rough hands across his grand-mother's naked ass flesh and pushed her crack open. As inviting as her asshole was, Gabriel wasn't going there, not yet. He leaned forward and thrust his rigid bone back into her gaping, dripping pussy slot.
"Oooohhh!" Gloria moaned as her grand-son once again filled her body to overflowing with hard man-meat. Her cream rolled from her slit, and dripped from her bulging, prominent clit. She reached between her thighs to attack her nub as Gabriel began to thrust once again with deep, powerful lunges into her belly. Gloria rocked back to meet each thrust and soon her belly was tightening up, her next orgasm building with each lunge.
Beneath her, Gloria's sensitive nipples dragged back and forth across the bed sheet, sending tingling sensations up through her chest to mingle with those coming from her battered cunt. Gloria was in heaven, especially when she was being taken so mightily and forcefully by one of her loving family. Gabriel was growing to be one of her favorite lovers, overtaking his father's prowess.
Suddenly, Gabriel grunted, "I'm going to cum again, Grandma!" His thrusts had become erratic and his cock began to spasm within her, signaling his impending release.
Gloria twisted her head around and looked back at him. "Cum in my mouth, Gabriel!" she pleaded. "I want to taste you. I want your cum on my tongue. It's been so long since I've had a taste of my favorite lover." Even as she begged, Gloria was pulling away from him and twisting around. His cock was wrapped by his fist then and Gabriel squeezed, trying to hold back until she was ready. Still, his cock pulsed and spit before she could get fully around and his semen striped her right tit before she could pull his knob into her mouth. The next thick load blasted across her tongue as Gabriel released his shaft. The second and third jets of cum were heavy and filled her mouth quickly.
Gloria held her grand-son's load in her mouth to enjoy its thick, salty flavor as his cock pulsed between her lips. Gabriel stroked his shaft and grunted with each subsequent pulse, and soon Gloria's lips couldn't hold the cream back. She opened her mouth and let Gabriel's knob sit against her lower lip as his cum began to roll from her lips, dripping down her chin and onto her breasts to cool against her flesh. She gulped and swallowed some, but wanted him to see what a mess he was making of her.
Gabriel did look down at his grand-mother and saw the white cum filling her mouth and dribbling out around his cock. Her eyes were on his and her mouth smiled even as cum filled it to overflowing. A final tug forced the last of his semen from the piss-slit and re-whitened her tongue before she closed her mouth to enjoy his flavor for moment. She eventually swallowed repeatedly to clear her mouth.
Gabriel started to stumble away, but Gloria quickly went up to her knees at the bed's edge and pulled Gabriel to her. "I love you, Gabriel," she panted before pushing her cum-coated lips to his. Gabriel started to recoil, but did kissed her back, even allowing her tongue into his mouth. The taste of his own cum on her lips and tongue made his cock twitch in his grip and another dribble of cum rolled out across his fingers. He reached up to smear this last few drops against her tit-flesh, along with all of the rest that was cooling there. His hands both began to smear his cum into his grand-mother's flesh, all the while teasing her nipples back to hardness.
Gloria finally pulled her lips from his and with a sudden, sinful thought, told Gabriel, "Suck my titties, lover." Gloria rolled back onto her mattress, holding her tits one in each hand, the thick nipples erect at each peak and coated with his drying cum. "Get down here and clean up Grandma's cum-sticky tits, Gabriel."
At first, Gabriel rejected the idea, though he always enjoyed pleasing his grand-mother and doing whatever she asked of him, even in the bedroom. This, however, was a first for him, and he wasn't real sure about the idea. Entranced however, as if under her spell, Gabriel followed his grand-mother's orders and soon settled atop her, his head above her chest.
Gloria took his face lovingly between her hands and eased him down until his face hovered above her left nipple. Finally, Gabriel lashed out and began to tongue at the cum-flavored treat. In response, she moaned, "Ooohh, so nice, sweetheart. Clean Grandma's nipples up like a good boy." She stroked his head of hair tenderly as he slurped as her hardened nip.
"After you clean up my nipples, I want you to clean out my cunt with your tongue," she purred. "Will you do that for me, Gabriel?" Gloria was taking a chance with this last request, but she had an idea that Gabriel wouldn't turn her request down. She knew from conversations with his twin sister Grace that Gabriel in fact enjoyed eating out a recently fucked and cum-filled pussy. And from what Grace had told her, the sensations were amazing and had never failed to get her off time and again. Gloria wanted to discover if what her grand-daughter had told her was true. Of all of the degenerate things she'd done in her long life, having a man eat his own seed from her pussy had not been one of them, although she had had women suck their husband's cum from her cunt a time or two. Just never a man.
Gabriel went about sucking at Gloria's cum-flavored nipples. He lapped up the thick remaining globs of his own load, almost happily Gloria realized. He seemed to be enjoying himself, she thought, if the hardness of his cock against her thigh was any indication. Gabriel really did enjoy the taste of his own cum, a fact that Grace had shared with her.
With the last of his cum cleared from his grand-mother's ample breasts, Gabriel began to slip lower down her body. He trailed his tongue across her flat, tanned belly, finding a large droplet of his cum there and lapping it up along the way. Eventually, Gabriel settled between his grand-mother's thighs. She wiggled a little further up the bed, giving him plenty of room as she pulled her knees apart and present her messy cunt for his dining enjoyment.
"Go ahead, Gabriel," she purred. "Clean up Grandma's messy pussy with your wonderful tongue."
"I see you've been talking to Grace about our sex-life," he accused her. Gabriel smiled up at his grand-mother, seeing her own wide grin.
"Well, honey. Girls will talk, you know," she replied.
Gabriel grunted and then took in the full sight of her glistening, cum and cream smeared crotch. The labia were thick and dark with excitement, and dotted with white cum. Her hole was slightly opened and a thick puddle of his semen pooled up just inside. He had only done this with his sister, and then only a few times. He hadn't minded it with her, Grace being something of the dominant twin, and the thick scent rising from his grand-mother's well-fucked cunt was even more intoxicating than Grace's. Gabriel sucked it in through his nostrils and then as he breathed out, blowing warm air across Gloria's gaping pussy, he lowered his mouth fully onto her slit and thrust his tongue inside her sloppy mess.
"Oooohhh!" Gloria moaned as she felt her grand-son's tongue push into her and begin to lap away, pulling his deposited semen from her with every lick, to be swallowed down his own throat. The idea made her tingle, and she recognized that she would indeed cum from the sinful, kinky act. As he lapped noisily at her, she moaned, "Yes, baby! Eat that cum out of Grandma's pussy! It feels so fucking wonderful! Oooohhh, I'm going to cum so hard!"
Gabriel lapped away hungrily, enjoying the taste of his own cream mixed with hers. The tangy globs began to flow with her growing excitement, directly onto his tongue and into his mouth. This was the moment Gabriel enjoyed the most. He knew how tonguing out Grace's recently fucked pussy drove her wild, and it was doing much the same thing to his grand-mother. It wasn't long before Gloria was panting loudly and rolling her hips wildly. She had taken hold of his head and pulled his mouth tight to her cunt as her orgasm grew and grew.
Suddenly, Gloria screamed, "Aaaaaggghhhh!" and his mouth was filled with a fresh, hot load of her wonderful cream. Her flavor was much like Grace's, though tangier, and thicker. By contrast, his mother's cream was thick and much saltier, probably due to her heavy smoking habit, Gabriel often wondered. His tongue was now coated every time he thrust inward and he pulled his grand-mother's cream into his mouth. He swallowed her goodness down as he had recently swallowed his own. His belly warmed with the mixture and he knew he wouldn't need to eat anything. Maybe a beer or two, afterward, to wash the taste down.
Finally, after continuing to lap hungrily away at her pussy long after her orgasm had passed through her, Gloria began to beg him, "Please, stop Gabriel! I can't take any more."
Gabriel lifted his mouth away and grinned up at her. She was panting heavily. "Well? Was it everything Grace told you it would be?"
Gloria reached for him and he crawled up beside his grand-mother, lying alongside her on the bed. She hugged him to her, their sweaty, naked flesh together. "Yes," she panted. "I didn't really believe her. I thought she was putting me on." Gloria rolled her head and stared up into the ceiling above the bed, still panting. She then said, "I've never had a man do that to me, in all my years."
"You've never been eaten out after getting fucked?"
Gloria turned back to him and smiled. "Not by a man. Not by the man who so recently filled me with his load." She pulled Gabriel into a brief kiss, and then said, "That was incredible, Gabriel. Intense. I don't think I've cum that hard in years. Thank you, baby."



"You sound like Mom now," Gabriel said.
Gloria looked at him and asked, "You've done this to your mother? She never told me."
Gabriel laughed. He pushed up onto one elbow and began to tease his grand-mother's right nipple with a fingertip. "I bet she doesn't tell you everything that we do. Just the stuff she wants to." He leaned in and gave her a quick kiss before adding, "How long had we been fucking, you and I, before she admitted to you that she sleeping with me?"
"I don't know. A couple of years, maybe."
"Sixteen months," Gabriel corrected. "And how long before you admitted to her that we had been fucking just as long?"
"I don't know. You tell me, since you seem to have all the answers."
"Nine months after that." He kissed her again. "And ever since, we've been having plenty of fun together, all of us. That doesn't mean we tell each other everything, though, do we?"
As Gabriel rolled away from her, she wondered if that last had been a hint to her, a subtle confirmation of what she had been wondering about him, and his sexuality. Even though she wanted to know, to ask him, she knew that if he wanted to share it with her, he would. Instead, she watched in silence as he pulled on his underwear and trousers.
"I hope your girl-friend comes to appreciate what you can do for her," she told him.
"Maybe, someday. Once she relaxes a little bit."
"Remember what I told you. Bring her around sometime. I'm sure I can relax her, or maybe your mom can. I would like to meet her, though. Maybe you two can stop by, tomorrow night?"
"I'll think about it." Gabriel came to her and gave her a quick kiss. "I'll see you later, Grandma," he said, then headed out. Gloria waited until she heard the front door close and then headed for the shower, but not before picking up her telephone. She wanted to talk to her daughter while the sensations were still fresh in her mind. And find out if there was anything else she didn't know, anything else that might get her old bones off.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 18
Pamela's Tales -- Part 2
Pamela stood beneath the shower spray, the hot water rinsing the soap from her soft body. She was exhausted and exhilarated both at once. As a recent memory flashed through her mind, her naked pussy trembled between her thighs. A warm trickle of recently spilled semen dribbled from her well-fucked vagina and slid down her inner thigh, mingling with the warm water from the shower as it headed for the shower stall drain. She reached down between her thighs and dipped a long finger up inside herself. She swirled her finger within and pulled even more of the seed from her. There was much to remove.
This had been the third time she had secretly met with Freddy Killibrew. Pamela knew she was pushing her luck. It wouldn't be long before she was caught, she knew that. Eventually someone would recognize her, and Freddy. Eventually her husband would figure out she was having an affair. Eventually she would figure out a better way to find her sexual release. Eventually she knew she would have to take the next step, and make her son aware of the fact that she so desperately wanted him.
Pamela left the hotel room soon after, the night darkness offering up some cover. Still, she knew she was being watched. She was a middle-aged woman who had checked into the hotel that afternoon and now, just over six hours later, was checking back out. It wasn't even mid-night yet. The young woman behind the desk gave her a long, knowing look, with a hint of a smile, when she dropped the room key off. "Have a nice night?" she said in the obvious form of a question. Pamela gave the woman a look, and felt recognition there. It frightened her, but also excited her as well.
"Yes, it was nice," Pamela replied sheepishly.
"Good for you, honey," the clerk replied. "He looked like he had had a good time as well." Pamela saw the grin turn into a wide smile. "Maybe next time, I could join you?"
Pamela felt her jaw drop. She was absolutely stunned by the young woman's comment that she couldn't immediately reply, and when she did, she nodded. "He'd probably like that," she said, again very sheepishly. As an after-thought, Pamela added, "Maybe I'd like that, too." Now where the hell did that come from, she asked herself.
"Just give me a call here," the woman replied. She took up one of the hotel's business cards and scribbled on the back. "I work most week nights. This is my cell number," she handed the card across to Pamela. "Just let me know and I'll make sure you get a good discount, okay?" Pamela nodded in response, still in shock. "I'm Ginger by the way," the young woman added.
"Pamela. Pam," she replied.
"Yes, I know. You're Mrs. Walker. I had you for a teacher my sophomore year at Regal Bay High."
Pam was startled, and then she realized why she had recognized the clerk when she had walked up. She left Ginger with an embarrassed smile, and a mind full of questions. Her drive home took what seemed like an eternity, although in real time it was less than ten minutes. She parked her car in the drive and went inside. Johnny, her son, was still awake, sitting in front of the television in nearly the exact place she'd left him. His father, however, had gone to bed.
"Game over?" Pamela asked as she put her coat away.
"Obviously," Johnny replied. "Otherwise Dad would still be up, wouldn't he?"
Pamela had learned to live with her son's sarcastic replies to anything she asked. She took it as part of his growing up. He was 19, a full-time student at Regal Bay University, and still lived at home with his mother and crippled father. At times, he showed quite a bit of resentment, especially when Pamela asked him to watch his father when she went out with friends. Lately, it hadn't been her friends she was spending time with, however.
"Have fun?" Johnny asked as she started towards the kitchen. His tone made her stop in her tracks and look at him.
"Yes, we did. Why do you ask?"
Johnny used the remote to run the volume up a little on the television before looking directly at his mother. "I was just wondering, since you said you were going out with Ursula. Imagine my concern when Ursula called an hour after you left, asking if Freddy was here. Imagine her surprise when I asked her if I could talk to you for a moment, and she had no idea why I thought you were at her house."
Pamela knew it was a risk, using one of her friends as a cover story. Now she had to face up to the jury, she realized. She dropped into one of the sofa chairs and looked at her son.
"I didn't see Ursula tonight," she started.
"Obviously!" Johnny barked. "You were out with some guy, weren't you?"
Pamela was again at a loss for words. She wanted to lie to her son, to tell him it had been an innocent mistake, that she had been out with another friend. Unfortunately, she couldn't think of anything. Her mind didn't work like that, spontaneously. Even as she tried to think through a reply, she felt her head nod.
"Who is he?" Johnny demanded, leaning forward but lowering his voice. "Is it someone you work with? Someone I might know? Someone Dad might know?"
"Johnny, listen, I know I'm wrong here, but it's not what you think. I'm not looking to leave you and your dad. I just need something he can't give me anymore, and it's nothing more than that." Pamela waited for her son to reply. Instead, he shook his head and turned the television off.
"I just wish you had talked with me about this, before you started anything," Johnny told her as he got up from the couch. He picked up the bottle of root beer he'd been drinking and started to walk away. "You might have been surprised. Maybe I would have understood. Maybe I could have given you some advice. Maybe I could have set you up. Who knows?"
Before Pamela could inquire into what her son had meant by "set you up", he was through the kitchen and down the basement stairs. Down there it was his realm, and after graduating from high school Johnny had moved from his upstairs bedroom into the basement. He'd done all the work in making it a livable space, turning much of the area not dedicated to the laundry room or furnace room into his own apartment. Except for the need to use the upstairs bathroom or kitchen, Johnny could pretty much stay in the basement if he chose to.
Pamela waited a few minutes before heading to her own bedroom, turning out the lights as she went. George was asleep and gently snoring in the big bed they had shared for much of their marriage. His wheel chair sat bed-side. Pamela felt a wave of guilt wash through her again, as it always did when she returned home following a night with Freddy. This time, however, it was deeper. Her chest hurt, but she realized that it wasn't because she had hurt her husband. It was because she had hurt her son.
Pamela lay in bed, tossing and turning, well into the morning hours. She couldn't sleep. So much worry ran through her mind. Finally, she had to get up and go into the living room so not to continue to disturb her husband. He had his weekly physical therapy appointment in the morning and needed his sleep, she knew. She curled up on the big sofa and pulled the comforter over her. Exhausted, she quickly fell asleep.
The next day, Thursday, was a half-day for the high school, leading into the 4-day Memorial Day weekend. School was dismissed at 1:20 in the afternoon, after a 45-minute presentation in the gym to the sports teams for the school year. There was only two weeks left until the school year was completed and summer break began. Pamela had signed up, as she nearly always did, to work through the summer, three days a week, with students needing to do added work to keep up with their classes. Although Friday was an off-day for the students, Pamela and those others who would be working through the summer would be in the building going over their itinerary for the summer.
Pamela stopped at the grocery on her way home to pick up some things for dinner that night. She had tried to put out of her mind the confrontations with her son from the night before, and the accusations he had made. She fought to find a way to assure Johnny that she wasn't looking to find a replacement for his father, even though she was in fact having an affair with Freddy Killibrew. On top of all of that, she had begun to wonder if there was any way she could initiate any sort of sexual relationship with Johnny at all, knowing that he had those sorts of thoughts about her, at least if what Freddy had told her was true. Not for the first time, Pamela wondered if Freddy was trying to mess with her head.
Once home, after briefly stopping in the kitchen to put away the groceries, Pamela checked on her husband. She found him asleep, snoring in his big recliner in the back den. He had been watching reruns of "Charmed", one of his favorite shows, and an episode continued to play on the big-screen TV. She thought about turning the set off, but decided that her husband was probably being soothed by the sounds of Rose McGowan, Alyssa Milano, and Holly Marie Combs.
Pamela let her husband be and pulled the door closed gently. She started to turn up the hallway, towards her bedroom, but instead decided to head into the kitchen. She wanted a Pepsi and found a cold one in the refrigerator. It was the last of a case she had just purchased the day before. She suspected Johnny of snatching several to stock his own little refrigerator in his basement room. She gulped down a refreshing swallow of soda, and then though about checking on her son. His car was out front, so she knew he was home.
Pamela found her son stretched out in the corner of the second-hand sofa he had bought at the flea market some time back. It was a corner sectional, with a recliner built into one end. The fabric was a sickly lettuce green, and had several stains across its "L" shaped expanse. For Johnny, the big sofa doubled as his bed, and as Pamela made her way across the hard floor, her shoe heels clicked on the bare concrete. A throw rug lay in the corner of the sofa, the only floor covering in the basement. Johnny had said he wanted to carpet the floor, but had yet to earn enough money to do it. Thus, the basement was always a bit cool for her taste.
The second-hand television sat on a work bench that Johnny and a friend had dragged into the basement some time back. Two chest of drawers flanked the bench, with two different video game consoles and several game discs scattered across the tops. A card table with four chairs around it completed the furnishings of Johnny's basement bedroom. Overhead florescent light fixtures provided most of the light usually, though they were off at the moment and only the small stand-alone lamp in the corner behind the sectional was on, casting shadows across the floor.
Johnny was watching a movie, and a girl's scream was cut off as her throat was slit open by a masked stranger. Typical slasher movie, Pamela thought as she came int her son's sanctuary.
"How was your day, Johnny?" Pamela asked as she approached her son. She paused long enough to lean over and pull open the small refrigerator that stood at the end of the sofa. Sure enough, he had seven Pepsis inside, along with half a six-pack of his father's beers, some cheese dip in a jar, and a bag of left-over tacos. He'd probably warm them up for dinner in the small microwave oven that sat atop the refrigerator, Pamela guessed.
"Good enough, I guess," her son responded as he looked at her nibbing into his refrigerator. "I don't know if I want to return in the fall."
Pamela took a seat near him, in the short side of the sofa. "Why not? Aren't you enjoying school?"
He aimed the remote towards the television and turned the channel to Sports Center. "I don't know anymore," he replied after a pull on the cigarette he held. He blew out the smoke and looked at his mother. "I don't know what I want out of life right now, and I don't want to get all tied up going one direction just to find I want to go another."
Pamela reached to the coffee table situated centrally on the throw rug and retrieved her son's pack of Marlboro's. She pulled one out, put it in her mouth, and lit it. She sucked in a deep lungful of smoke, held it, and then blew it out again.
"So, when did you start smoking again?" Johnny asked her.
Pamela looked at him before replying, "Since you've run my stress levels up. I'm back on my high blood pressure pills as well."
"What did I do? You're the one fucking around behind dad's back," Johnny accused.
"Johnny! Please. Your father's in the den, right above us," she begged.
"He can't hear anything," Johnny laughed. "He used a shot of Yukon Jack to wash down his pain pills, and another to wash the taste out of his mouth."
"Where did he get Yukon Jack from?" Pamela asked, concerned. She had tried to keep hard alcohol away from her husband since he began taking so many pain pills of late.
"Don Hoyt," Johnny told her. Don was a History instructor at Regal Bay High School, a colleague of Pamela's. Don and her husband George had been in the same graduating class at Regal Bay, some thirty years before. Pamela knew that Don had long ago had a thing for her. Now he seemed to only have a thing for under-aged blondes.
"Why would Don bring your father whisky?" she asked.
"Maybe as a penance, since he is fucking you, am I right?" Johnny snidely replied.
"No, Johnny, I am not fucking Don Hoyt!" she responded angrily. "I don't appreciate your accusing me of fucking every guy you think I know. It won't do you, me, or your father any good."
"Then who the hell are you fucking around with?" Johnny snarled. "And if you don't want to tell me, then get the hell out of my room!"
Pamela stood up and was about to throw her near-empty can at her son when she realized that he had not been told by Freddy anything about their affair. And in that case, it was quite possible that Johnny didn't want to sleep with his own mother. And yet, as she glared down at her son, who returned it with as much anger as she felt, she realized that her son was now just as she had remembered her husband, his father, at that fiery age.
Before she realized what she was saying, she told him, "I'm sleeping with Freddy Killibrew, if you must know."
Johnny was shocked, and it showed on his face. "Freddy! Freddy Killibrew! You've got to be fucking shitting me!" Johnny laughed.
"It's true," she replied, returning to sit beside him. She took a deep breath in, and then began her confession. "I placed an ad on a singles sight. I was looking for something, I don't know, something exciting in my life. It turns out it was Freddy who responded to it. We met in a motel room. We talked. We had sex. End of story."
"I can't believe it," Johnny said, shaking his head. "Do you know that he's had a thing for you forever, since high school?"
"He told me, after," she nodded. She picked up a second cigarette and lit it. Her nerves were rattled, and yet she felt much more relaxed about the whole thing, now having told her son.
"I still can't believe it," Johnny laughed. "That guy, I tell you, Mom. He has a thing for old women."
Pamela agreed. "He told me that he wants to have sex with his mother. That's why he came to me, in a round-about way, I guess."
Johnny grinned and nodded. "Oh, yeah. He has for a long time. He sneaks peaks at her all the time. He's even started taking pictures of her, and I think he's even got a camera set up in her room. Or so one of my friends tells me."
Johnny crushed out his cigarette and turned to look at his mother. "But instead, he's had you, my mother." Johnny went to the refrigerator and pulled out a cold beer. "Do you want one?" he asked, and handed her one before she could reply. They both popped open their cans and took sips before he asked, "Did you tell Ursula?"
"That I've been sleeping with Freddy?" she asked back.
Johnny laughed, "No, silly! That you know that he's been wanting to fuck her!"
"I wish you wouldn't say it like that, Johnny," Pamela told him. "It's not real nice."
"Fuck! Have sex with! Make love to! What does it matter how I say it? You are fucking my friend, who wants to fuck his own mother. That just about sums it up, doesn't it?"
Pamela held her son's eyes with hers for a lingering moment, and then in a softer, gentle voice asked her son, "Do you feel the same way about me, Johnny?"
Johnny looked stunned that she had just asked that of him. "Why do you ask?" he replied.
"Freddy said that you did, one time, after we had finished. That's all." Pamela quickly gulped down most of her beer before saying, "It's alright. I'm sorry I asked. He was probably just messing with me, to make me feel better, since he wants his own mom that way."
Pamela started to rise, but Johnny reached out and took her arm in his hand. She settled back and looked at her son. He was looking very serious now. "What if I do?" he finally asked. "What would you do? What would you say, if I told you that I want to make love to you, my own mother, just like Freddy does, and some of my other friends do?"
"Oh, Johnny," she moaned. "I don't know what I'd do. What would I do? What could I do? I love you, as much as your father, maybe even more. I don't love Freddy. I love you, Johnny." Before she knew it, she and Johnny were embracing, their lips touching as they fell into a deepening kiss.
Their kiss finally broke and Johnny leaned back into the corner of the sofa. He was grinning up at he, and Pamela felt something exciting building within her chest. Something never before felt. She placed her hand on her son's denim-covered thigh and said, "I don't know if this should happen, Johnny. I don't know why I want this to happen. I love your father, very much. He's a very good man. He's just been through so much, and with this injury, he can't love me anymore, not like he used to."
"I know, Mom," Johnny said. His eyes went to her chest then, the deep plunge of her dress giving him a view of her amble cleavage, held in place by a white bra. Her hand stroked up, and then down his thigh, seemingly inching closer to his crotch with every stroke. He felt the grin on his face, wanting to be more serious, and yet feeling as giddy as a teen-ager. Not that he was much older than that. He was only twenty, after all.
Pamela reached up and gently pulled her son's chin towards her. Their eyes met and she said, "If we do this, we must keep it between ourselves. Is that understood? You father can never know or even suspect a thing. And I don't want you running around bragging to all of your friends, either!"
Johnny looked deeper into her eyes then, and she saw a change in them, at how he was seeing her. She wasn't his mother, not in that moment. She was something new, and exciting. She let her hand slip higher, until she felt the bulge of his manhood beneath her hand, encased in the denim of his jeans.
"Will you tell Freddy?" Johnny asked. "Will you stop seeing him?"
"If that's what you want, I will," she replied.
"We'll see," was his, and then he pulled her face to his, and then his mouth to hers, and kissed his mother deeply once again. As they kissed, she began to unfasten his jeans, and a moment later, she sighed as her hand wrapped around her son's growing member. She began to pull and tug, and slowly worked herself into a steady rhythm, jacking her son's cock to full life within seconds.
"That feels good, Mom," Johnny sighed into her mouth.
"I'm glad you like it," she replied. She kissed him again, and then pulled back. She was smiling when she asked, "Would you like to play with my tits?"
"Oh, hell yes!" Johnny gasped, and quickly reached into the top of her dress to pull her heavy breasts up and out. He took in the sight of her dark areola and the buds of her nipples. Her tits were soft in his hands and he began to squeeze them.



Still stroking him as Johnny felt her up, she asked, "Can I suck your cock, Johnny?" She knew what his reply would be even before he said it, and was already lowering her mouth to his upright and rigid manhood.
"Oh, my god! Mom! That feels so good!" Johnny gasped as his mother began to work his dick over with her mouth. She was panting and slurping noisily on his cock when he began to stroke her back, down to her butt. She rolled her hips and went to her knees, giving her son room to fondle her round buttocks. He tugged her dress up and found her panties. These he tugged aside and dove his fingers into her crack, where he found a damp tangle of pubic hair running from her anus to her clit.
"Uuunnngggg," Pamela moaned around his cock as Johnny began to stroke her slit with his fingers. Her head was running up and down, his shaft racing back and forth across her tongue. Her son's cock was a bit larger in every way from Freddy's and she knew that this was but the start of something special. Her son's cock fit so well into her mouth, she mused, that it seemed to have been made for her to suck on. Why had she waited for so many years, she wished she knew.
"Uuuunnnnnggggoooooo!" she purred around her son's cock as he thrust a finger up through her vaginal opening, reaching deep into her dampening hole. She rocked back on it, and he worked it in and out of her, running it around in circles to relax her, to loosen her up. She knew that he wanted his cock right there, where is finger was. It was only a matter of time, now, she knew.
Johnny took his finger from his mother's cunt-hole long enough to tug her panties downward, to her knees. Back his hand went, this time he stuffed tow into her, and Pamela moaned all the louder around his cock. Finally, she let his cock drop from her lips and told him, "I need this cock inside me, Johnny! I need to feel you inside me!" This she moaned even as she moved to straddle her prone son. She tore her panties away and tossed the rag to the floor before reaching for her dress. She tugged the fabric upwards, giving her son a full-on view of her ass as she squatted above him. She found his cock with her hand and lowered her hips. His knob popped through her opening, a direct hit the first time, and she dropped.
"Oooohhh, aaaahhh!" Pamela moaned as she accepted her son's throbbing manhood into her body. His cock was hard, hot, and set her off, even as her pussy engulfed it to the very root. "Oooohhh, I'm cuummmingggg!" she moaned, doing everything in her power to keep from screaming it out, for fear her husband, just feet above them, would hear.
"Oooohhh, I'm cuuuummmminngggg!" she cried out again, a bit louder than before, as she began to drive herself up and down upon Johnny's post. His hands were on her hips now, assisting her with her actions as his cock was used and abused by his own mother's cunt.
Her heavy tits bounced and slapped as Pamela rode her son's cock for many passionate minutes. The slapping of her tit-flesh was echoed by that of her ass-cheeks to her son's belly. Her pussy, now dripping with juices, sloshed with every plunge down Johnny's shaft. Soon, however, her thighs began to burn and she begged, "Please, Johnny. Lay me down and fuck me!"
"So now you want to be fucked," Johnny laughed. "Is that it?" Johnny rolled out from under her and as he watched his mother fall to her back in the spot he had just been lying, he stripped out of his clothes. She, in turn, watched her son's mighty cock as it bounced and wagged with his movements, all the while aching to have him back inside her.
"Hurry! Please, fuck me, Johnny!" Pamela panted while pulling her legs up and back, giving her son a vulgar view of her crotch. Her pubic hair was matted with his sweat and her juices, and her labia bulged out hungrily. Her hole was agape for his return as Johnny, his cock in hand, positioned himself between his mother's upraised legs. He grabbed her by the ankles, her nylons still hugging her high up her thighs and her low-heeled shoes still on her feet, as he let his cock bang against her crotch.
"Inside me!" she begged and reached to pull his cock to her. She scooted her ass towards her son and pulled him into her. "Oooohhh, yeessss!" she moaned as Johnny rammed himself home, deeper than ever before, into her vaginal depths.
"Uuunnggghh, yeessss! Yeessss! Aaaggghhhh!" Pamela's panting and grunting grew louder by the thrust as Johnny drilled her steadily. It had been a while since he'd gotten off, and a bit longer since he'd actually fucked a woman. With this being his mother, it was even more exciting and had his balls tightening for his impending release quickly.
"Oooohhh, fuck! Mom! I'm going to cum!" Johnny grunted, keeping his voice well below hers. Still he slammed into her, their flesh slapping loudly together in the basement.
"I'm cuuuummmminngggg! Oh, god, Johnny! I'm cuuuummmminngggg!" Pamela was now screaming and the passion her body was experiencing, as it had never before experienced, drove away any fear she might have had of her husband discovering her sins. After all, it wasn't like he could come down the stairs and see them in the act.
"Keep fucking me! Keep fucking me!" she demanded, even as she felt her son's cock throbbing inside her, and suddenly her belly warmed with the flood of semen he ejaculated into her. His cock continued to thrust, driving into her even as he continued to cum. His face was screwed up as if in agony, and yet she knew he was experiencing the very same ecstasy she felt. Her climax only slightly ebbed before she felt herself rising to even new heights.
"Oooohhh! Joohhnnnnnyyyyyyyy!" she moaned as her body trembled beneath his, vibrating into the cushions beneath her. She felt the room spinning, and her ears were ringing. She was panting for breath, even as darkness enveloped her.
When Pamela awoke, she was lying along Johnny's sofa. She had a throw blanket covering her, keeping her warm in the cool basement. She checked, and found that her dress had been pulled down, her breasts tucked away, though her panties remained on the floor, torn and discarded. She felt sticky between her thighs and down along her butt crack. She'd obviously leaked out quite a bit of her son's healthy load.
"Damn, you were out nearly half an hour, Mom," Johnny said. She turned her head to see him sitting beside her, on the short end of the sofa. He was smoking, sitting with his feet up on the coffee table. He only wore underwear, and she could clearly see his bulging manhood.
"That was the best orgasm I've ever had," she admitted. "I can't believe it. My own son gave me the best sex I've ever had in my life."
"I don't know about all that," Johnny grinned. "Maybe it was just because it was me fucking you that got you off." Johnny finished off his cigarette, and then leaned in to give her a kiss. It was a brief one. She wanted more.
"You'd better go take a shower," he suggested. "You smell like you just got royally fucked."
Pamela grinned. "I did." She rolled up onto her elbow and asked, "Maybe we could go another round, before I get in the shower?"
Johnny was about to light up another cigarette, but thought better of it as he watched his mother toss aside the blanket and roll up to sit on the sofa. She stood, her eyes still on his, and pulled her dress up and off. Her bra went next, with both garments joining the discarded panties on the floor. Johnny took in is mother's full nudity then, seeing her heavy, d-cup breasts capped with large areola and thick nipples, her matronly belly swell that was slowly vanishing from the fat she'd once carried, her tangled patch of dirty-blonde pubic hair, still matted with semen and cream, and the thick thighs that topped her nylon-shrouded legs. His cock was rock-hard by the time she was completely nude, and he quickly shoved his underwear down and off.
Pamela turned her back to him and leaned across the sofa, planting her knees at the edge and her hands on the back. Her ass was presented to him, and she said, "Take me from behind, Johnny. I enjoy getting fucked like the slut dog I am!" She added an unneeded wiggle from her hips as Johnny stepped up behind her, his cock in hand.
"You want this?" Johnny teased, touching his cock-head to her open slit.
"Oooohhh, yes, please!" Pamela moaned.
With a hard thrust and deep plunge, Johnny growled, "Then take it all!" His balls slapped against her clit as he bottomed out, feeling her cervix hard against his knob.
"Oooowww!" she grunted. "Oooohhh, fuck!" she added as he banged harder, and even deeper, into her with his next thrust. "Oooohhh, shit! Fuck me! Oh, yes, Johnny! Fuck meeeee!" Pamela was climaxing again, within seconds of her son's re-entry. And as he drove his cock hard and deep, she couldn't help but cry out again and again, "Fuck me, Johnny! Fuck me! Oh, yes, fuck me, Johnny!"
Johnny's second load began to fill her minutes later, after he'd rammed her from behind until both were panting for breath. They'd long since stopped using words of any kind, with their grunts, moans, and groans filling the basement. By the time he'd deposited his second thick load into her womb, Johnny was exhausted, and the moment his dick stopped spitting, he fell away from her upraised ass to drop into the sofa. Sweat dripped from his forehead and chin as he tried to light a cigarette. His hands trembled from the exertion of fucking his mother so thoroughly. He had wanted her to be so satisfied that she wouldn't need to go outside their home, or his basement room, for sex ever again. And yet he knew that eventually his mother would be needing something more once again.
Pamela rolled into the sofa once again, and pulled the blanket back over her nudity. She was enjoying the afterglow of yet another fantastic orgasm. Yet, even as she felt such deeply sinful emotions for her son now, she also felt another craving. She knew what it was, and try as she might, she couldn't get the idea of having both her son and Freddy take her out of her mind. She wanted to feel two young, powerful cocks inside her, now that she'd taken that step along the sin-filled path of incest. And she knew, instinctively, that Johnny would go for it, because she knew her son, and knew that he would want to do the same thing with Ursula Killibrew, if given the chance.
But first, she needed a shower. And even with George knocked out with pain pills and alcohol, she couldn't take the chance of his finding out anything, not if she was going to continue enjoying herself, and this new-found side of herself.
"Now, I think I'd better get that shower," she moaned as she rolled to her feet. She picked up her dress and bra, but left her panties for Johnny. He grinned as she passed, knowing what she had done.
"You smell like a lot lizard," Johnny observed.
"And how would you know what a lot lizard smelled like, young man," she asked.
"Well," he grinned back at her. "I am young, and horny most of the time. A guy has got to have an outlet, you know, Mom."
Pamela cupped his chin in hers and said, "Well, Mr. Johnny Rotten. I think you've found an outlet for that plug of yours, right here." She then pulled his hand to her pussy and let him feel just how wet she was. She showed him in that gesture what a mess he'd made of her twat, let alone of her life, that fateful evening.
"So, I guess this isn't just a one-off then, Mom?" Johnny asked as he watched his naked mother's round ass sway with each step towards the stairs.
She looked back over her naked shoulder and smiled. "You know better that that, Johnny."
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 35
Rebecca's Tales -- Part 2
The casino was busier than Rebecca would have thought for a Tuesday morning. She was taking a few days off, one of those use-them or lose-them deals at the hospital. So, she was using them. It was odd for her to take much time off, let alone an entire week, unless she and her husband were going away. Ron didn't have any vacation time to use, however, leaving Rebecca to idle away the hours of the day. For whatever reason, she found herself coming out to the casino instead of heading for the mall, as she had originally intended that morning.
The parking lot had been rather empty and she was able to find a spot very near the main entrance. The June sun was already warm on her face as she walked towards the casino entrance. A tour bus was off-loading several older people, many with walkers and canes. A group of assisted-living home residents on a day-trip, no doubt. Inside, she was greeted at the door kiosk by both a security guard, dressed in a menacingly black suit, and a young woman who asked if she'd like to join the Casino Club. Rebecca had been to the casino enough to have her club card handy, and flashed it towards the young woman as she passed.
"Have a lucky visit!" the female employee smiled. The male security guard was silent.
Rebecca took in the lights and sounds of the casino, which even at the early hour of nine-fifteen on a Tuesday morning were bright and loud. The clings and clicks of slot machines in play rolled across the floor. Rebecca headed up the main aisle and went around the centrally placed bar towards the area where she usually played. Above the section ran a long copper-colored sign emblazoned with the words "Penny Lane!" This was the area where the casino had set long rows and round benches full of penny denomination games. Although it was rare for a player here to win any kind of significant jackpot when playing anything other than maximum bet on one of the machines, it was still a very popular area. Rebecca and Ron usually came out to the casino once or twice a month, and then in the evenings when it would be rather difficult getting onto one of the popular machines. For a Tuesday morning, even with most of the casino's patrons in the area, Rebecca could get onto her favorite games easily.
Dressed comfortably, Rebecca wore jeans that hugged her hips a little tightly and a loose-fitting forest green sweater that her husband usually wore when doing his yard work in the autumn. Her hair was pulled back into a pony tail, bound up with a chestnut brown scrunchy at the point where her hair, now reaching well down her back, began to curl. She had forgone make-up that morning, although she had run a lip gloss across her lips before leaving her car. Nothing too fancy.
"Can I get you a drink, Ma'am?" Rebecca turned to see the smiling face of a young African-American man near her shoulder. "Coffee? Or maybe something stronger?"
"Nothing right now, thank you," she told the server. He nodded and moved on, and Rebecca found herself watching his butt as he walked away. The uniform slacks did little to hide the fact that he was an athlete, had to be with a tight ass like that, she grinned.
For the next hour, Rebecca played the slots. She seldom played more than half of the maximum bet on any one game, but did occasionally win a little here or there. Keeping a running total in her head, she figured that she had won more than she had lost by the time her cell phone chimed. She looked at the caller I.D., but fearing that it was too loud where she sat, she cashed out and headed up to the bar where it was a little quieter.
Sliding onto a barstool as she hit the appropriate buttons on her phone to call her daughter Audrey back, Rebecca was greeted by the bartender. "Can I get you something?" he asked with a smile. Rebecca read his name tag.
"Thank you, Luke. I'd like a beer please. Anything on tap."
"Olympia Light?" he asked.
"It's what we have at the house, so I guess that'll be alright." She turned her attention to the phone, listening to it ring. Audrey answered a moment later.
"Mom, I'm glad I caught you," was her daughter's warm greeting. "Are you still at home?"
"No, I'm out at the casino. Why?" Luke placed the mug of light golden beer in front of her and stepped away.
"Why are you at the casino?" her daughter asked. "You know how I feel about that place."
"And I'm not asking you to join me, am I?" Rebecca was aware of her oldest daughter's "Holier-than-thou" attitude. Yes, she did excellent work for the church and local charities, but Audrey still didn't need to prance around on her high-horse, not with her mother. After all, Rebecca and Audrey shared several sinful secrets.
Audrey paused, and then continued. "I'm sorry. I'm a little stressed, is all. I need to get my birth certificate and make a copy. The church needs it for the trip reservations."
Rebecca remembered that her daughter and son-in-law were going on a church-sponsored trip to Mexico City and Belize in the autumn. She would be watching their young son during that time. "Everything's in the safe," she said, referring to the fire-proof box that sat in the hallway closet. "The key's on the ring hanging in the kitchen, the one with the Space Needle doo-higgy on it."
"That's all fine and dandy, Mom," Audrey replied, "except for the fact that I don't have a key to your house anymore. I had to give it to Carl, remember?"
Rebecca did. Carl had moved out and was now living near the university in a house with two others. He was moving on with his life ahead of returning to school for his junior year as well as his engagement to his high-school sweetheart, Nina Masters. Not living at home for the first time, Carl was still wanting to be able to stop in from time to time, and Ron had Audrey give up her key to her brother. Not that it would have cost so much to have another made, but that was Ron. Three keys to his house were enough for him. Her husband was starting to get a little paranoid now that he was in his fifties. Either that, or working for the government at a secretive research facility was starting to get to him.
"Do you need it right now?" Rebecca asked after taking a drink of her cold beer.
"I need it before the end of the day," Audrey replied.
Rebecca sipped more of her beer, and noticed that the young bartender continued to look her way. She threw him a smile. "I'll be home in half an hour. But I have errands to run still. Your dad wants pork chops and potatoes for dinner and I haven't been to the store yet."
"Maybe you should be shopping instead of gambling," Audrey teased.
"I'm currently not gambling, young lady. I'll have you know that at this very instance I'm sipping a beer while a hot young bartender checks me out." She said this with just enough volume that Luke could hear her. He laughed and turned back to the sink, where he was rinsing a tray full of glasses a server had brought up. This gave Rebecca a good look at his butt, and involuntarily she licked her lips.
"God, I need to get laid," she whispered.
"I don't think God will be helping you out there, Mother!" Audrey gasped over the phone. Rebecca had forgotten about her daughter in the moment her mind flashed to her young bartender and his tight ass.
"You never know, now do you?" Rebecca replied. "He does work in mysterious ways, young lady."
"Okay, that's enough. I'll see you at home." Audrey hung up, and Rebecca dropped her phone back into her purse. She smiled at Luke, who was once again looking her way, and then drank down half of her remaining beer. She laid a five on the bar and Luke moved to give her change.
"No, keep it," Rebecca waved as she stood up.
"Hang on," Luke insisted, and a moment later he handed her a folded over cork coaster. "Here."
She looked at it and saw a phone number written on it in a hasty scribble. She looked back to him. "In case you still need to get laid later." He winked and then turned back to the sink. Rebecca could have sworn he even wiggled his ass, just for her. Stunned, she tucked the coaster into her purse and headed for the front doors. It had been a long time since she'd been hit on in public, and given a phone number to boot. This was something new, and very exciting. She could barely keep her mind on the road as she drove home.
Twenty minutes later, Rebecca parked alongside her daughter's blue Fusion in the driveway. She gave her gray SUV a glance and took a mental note to run it through the car wash later as she headed for the front door. Behind her, Audrey climbed from her own car.
"It's about time," her daughter said impatiently.
Rebecca looked back at her daughter and said, "I guess I could always leave and come back later." She even took a couple steps back down the walk towards her SUV.
"No! Mom, I'm sorry," Audrey apologized. "I'm just stressed about everything, is all."
"What is there to stress about? The trip's not for three months."
As they entered the house, Audrey answered, "It's Paul. He doesn't want to go now. He says it's work, but I think he just doesn't want to go. It was my idea to join the group, and I think he just doesn't like Pastor Berry anymore."
Rebecca had an idea why Paul didn't want to go on the trip. It had nothing to do with Pastor Berry either. Now Mrs. Berry, on the other hand, just might. She let her daughter drone on about her misery as she retrieved the safe key from the kitchen, and then as she opened it and removed the file folder marked, "Audrey". Handing it to her daughter, she said, "If you want me to keep those for you, be sure to bring them back. I'm not going hunting for them."
As they stepped out onto the front porch, Carl pulled up and parked his dirty white Silverado pick-up at the curb. "I'm never going to get my errands run," Rebecca moaned as she watched one child head for her car, and the other pull a duffle bag from the bed of his truck. "Let me guess: dirty laundry," she declared as Carl walked across the lawn.
"What gave it away?" he grinned.
"You've got laundry needing done, and I've got a yard in need of mowing and trimming," Rebecca said. "Now, which one are you going to do, and which am I going to do?"
Carl laughed. "I'm guessing you want me to mow your lawn, and maybe trim your bush?" Rebecca recognized the innuendo plainly.
"The only bushes needing trimming are right here," she said, gesturing towards the front of the house and the three low bushes that sat beneath windows. "Your father trimmed the rest, last night."
Carl grinned and leaned close to his mother. "But did he trim them the way I trim them?" He kissed her cheek quickly and then passed on into the house.
Rebecca turned and told her son, "I've still got errands to run. If you have the yard done when I get back, maybe I'll let you trim more than just the bushes."
"Ha!" Carl laughed. "Maybe I'll just do my own laundry and let you trim your own bushes!" Rebecca left her son to his antics and returned to her SUV, and the errands she continued to put off.
Three hours later, Rebecca had finally finished up what she needed to accomplish and returned home. Ron was home early, and he and Carl were out on the back porch enjoying the afternoon. Not that she had any plans otherwise, but any idea she and her son might have had for an afternoon quickie went out the window with Ron's arrival.
Thoughts of sex stayed out of her mind until after dinner, when she remembered the coaster in her purse. She settled in at the breakfast table in the kitchen and gave it another look. It had been quite some time since she'd entertained any extra-marital thoughts, at least with a man not directly related to her. It had been even longer since a man of any age group had given her his number. The bartender had to have been at least half her age, if not younger. She might have even guessed that he was not much older than Carl. In that thought, she wondered if Carl even knew the bartender. She doubted it, as Carl was only 20 and the bartender, Luke, must be older than 21 to even serve alcohol let alone tend bar.
Before she thought too hard about it, other than to check that her husband and son were in the front room watching "NCIS", Rebecca picked up her cell phone and the coaster, and headed out onto the back porch. It had chilled with the setting sun and the sweater she wore did little to fight it back. She could feel her nipples harden, either from the chilly air or the thought of giving Luke a call she couldn't be sure of which. She punched in the number on the coaster and waited nervously.
"Hello?" came the answer.
"Hello, Luke?" she replied. "You, uh, gave me this number this morning. At the casino."
"I remember," he replied. "You were asking God to see about getting you laid, right?"
She blushed. "Well, not in so many words," she laughed. "But I was, I don't know, wondering why you did this. Giving me your number."
Luke audibly sighed over the phone. "I thought you looked nice today. I thought you looked like you might enjoy a fling, maybe. Something on the side, even. I did notice your wedding rings."
"Yes, I am married," she replied in a hushed voice. "But things are different with us, I guess you can say."
"I thought as much," he replied. Nothing was said for a few moments, and Rebecca could feel her heart beating harder in her chest. When he finally spoke again, she jumped. "I live alone, if you'd like to stop by."
Rebecca quickly replied, "I don't know. My husband, and my son, are home. I don't know of any reason to just leave."
There was a pause, and then Luke said, "I'm sure you can think of something, if you're really interested in getting together tonight. I can think of something you might be interested in, if you're willing to come over." Again, there was a long pause. "I'll tell you what. I'll text you my address. If you decide to, well, whatever, then send me a reply. Otherwise, you have my number, if things work out better for you another night."
"Okay," she sighed. "Send it." And then she quickly hung up. She had no idea what she was doing, or even why. She enjoyed a full sex life, even with Carl now living elsewhere. Ron saw to her needs, and occasionally Paul could be counted on to stop by when she was in the mood. Why was she even thinking about adding yet another facet to her life?
Her phone buzzed, and she read the simple line. There it was. All she had to do was think of an out that both her husband and son would buy, should she want to go through with it. And then her husband provided it for her.
"Hey, 'Becca," he called to her. "Carl and I are going down to the marina. Sullivan called and asked if I wanted to go out on his boat, and do some night fishing off the point."
She stepped inside and asked, "When will you be back?"
"I don't know. Sometime after midnight, and maybe closer to dawn. I'm taking tomorrow off anyway."
"And I don't have any morning classes," Carl added.
"Hell, we might not be in until daybreak," Ron added. "Fishing's pretty good early in the morning."
"Well, you two be careful then," she said, even as she realized that she was looking at her phone again, and the message she had just received. Ten minutes later, her husband and son had changed into warmer, water-proof clothing and were pulling away in Carl's pick-up when she got a reply to her message.
"I'll be waiting," it simply said.
After a shower and change of clothing, the drive to Luke's apartment building took her just over ten minutes. She sat another ten in her car, gathering up her nerves. This was so different from what she'd ever done, with her son, or her son-in-law. This was a stranger. A person she barely knew. And yet she was about to step into his apartment with the intention of having sex with him. Nothing more to it.
Outside his door, on the third floor of the building, she again paused. Before she could knock however, the door swung open and Luke stood before her. He was dressed in t-shirt and sweatpants. His feet were bare. His hair was tussled, as if he'd just finished towel-drying it.
"I didn't think you'd come," he grinned. He stepped back as Rebecca stepped in. Closing the door behind her, Luke added, "I'm glad you did. I've been thinking about you since you called."
Rebecca looked at him then, and simply said, "I want to get laid."
Luke smiled wider. "Then, my dear, you have come to the right place." Luke ushered her into his apartment. After closing, and locking, the door, he asked, "Can I get you something to drink?"
Rebecca looked around his small apartment before answering. "I'll have whatever you're having, I guess."
"Have a seat, make yourself comfortable," Luke said as he retrieved a bottle of Jack Daniels and two short glasses.
Rebecca had settled into the small sofa along the wall. It was little bigger than a love-seat and looked new. She saw what Luke had to offer and asked, "A bit hard?"
"We can cut it with Coke if you'd like?"
She shook her head. "No, Jack's fine straight up." Luke poured a shot into each glass and handed her one.
"Cheers," he grinned. "To a risk taken?"
"Absolutely," she replied. They tossed back the shot, and then another, before settling back into the cushions. "I don't know why I'm here," she admitted.
"I thought you were here to get laid," Luke laughed.
Rebecca looked at him. "Why me? Why would you want me to come here? Why would you even think about having sex with a woman my age?"
Luke shrugged his shoulders. "There's a lot of women your age I find desirous. I see them every day at the casino." He again refilled her glass and handed it to her. Rebecca gulped it down, as if trying to calm her nerves.
"So, you find me desirous?" she asked. She could also feel the alcohol hitting her. "You think I'm sexy enough to fuck, is that it? You think I'm so desperate that I'll fuck any guy who looks my way?"
Luke shook his head. "I think you want me to fuck you. Otherwise, why call?"
Rebecca paused, took the bottle from the coffee table and poured yet another shot. Again, it went down quickly. She looked at Luke then and said, "You do this a lot, don't you?"
"Do what?" he replied innocently.
"Pick up older women, bring them to your place, and fuck. Don't you?"
Luke grinned, and then shrugged. "What can I say? I don't go without often in this town."
Silence fell over them and Luke wondered if she was screwing up the courage to get up and leave, or give in to her desires. A minute later, he found out when she reached for the bottom of his t-shirt and lifted it up and off. She took a moment to admire his chest, with both her eyes and hands, before she again settled back. Luke went with her this time, draping his arm across her shoulders. She lay a hand on his near thigh and looked directly into his face.
"You're about my son's age," she said as she reached up to stroke Luke's chin. His hap-hazard dark beard, something of the style for young men these days, was soft. Carl's was that soft, when he let it grow out.
As she stroked his chin and looked into his face, Luke had reached up and slowly was unbuttoning the lumberjack-style plaid shirt she'd worn. She smiled and looked down at his hand as it worked lower. She laid her head into the crook of his arm and watched him open her shirt.
"What do you do, Becky?" Luke asked in a soft voice.
"I'm a nurse," she replied. "I work for a gynecologist."
Luke looked at her and asked, "So you must see a lot of pussy, don't you?"
Rebecca laughed. "Oh, hell yes. Too much. And it's not always nice looking either, let me tell you. Get a look or whiff of some of these girls and it'll put you off eating pussy the rest of your life." She was really feeling the Jack now, and wondered why she was giggling.
She was giggling because Luke had his hand resting on her naked belly, just below her bra. Suddenly, she reached up and pulled is mouth to hers. She kissed him deep, and as she did, his hand came up to cup her breast through the bra cup. She mewed softly into his mouth and stroked his hair. "I need to get laid," she again told him, her lips still against his.



"Then you came to the right place, Becky," he responded in like fashion.
They kissed a moment longer, and as they did her hand went to his sweatpants, and the bulge within them. She sat up and wither eyes on his crotch, she tugged the front down enough to allow his cock to spring free. As she worked his pants, Luke had pushed her shirt from her shoulders. Again, Rebecca kissed him, though only briefly, and then she used her foot to push the coffee table a bit further away.
Looking at Luke with a wide grin, she reached back and unfastened her bra. She let it fall away, and her heavy breasts fell free. Luke's eyes were on them, taking in their size and shape. His hands came up and caressed each globe, circling her mounds until his thumbs stroked across her nipples. They sprang up as he flicked at them.
Suddenly, Rebecca moved to straddle him and dropped her hips down into his lap. His cock was pressed against the crotch of her navy-blue slacks between her parted thighs. She wrapped her arms around his neck and asked, "Do you like them?"
Luke gave each of her breasts a kiss atop the curvature and smiled. "I think they are magnificent."
Rebecca rolled her head back. "Most people do." She looked down at Luke again and added, "My son loves them."
Luke looked up and replied, "Does your son see them like this, often?"
Grinning, she replied, "More than you'd think." She then leaned forward and press a nipple to Luke's mouth. "Suck on them," she insisted, even though he had already captured the hard nipple with his teeth and was flicking his tongue against it. "Oh, I like that," she murmured and twisted her hips to grind her crotch against his cock.
As he suckled at one tit, Luke found the front of her slacks and popped them open. Next, his hands raced around to her back and shoved downward past the top of her pants. He felt her panties, and worked his fingers between them and her warm flesh. Another shove and he had his hands on her naked ass. He dug his fingers into her flesh and worked her buttocks for a few seconds, massaging them and making her grind against his cock even more.
Luke feasted first on her right nipple, and then her left, while working her ass with his strong hands. Rebecca felt herself growing hotter by the moment, and wetter. She pulled his mouth to hers and kissed him. She then moved out of his lap and returned to the sofa beside him. This time, she took hold of his sweatpants and started tugging them down.
"I want to suck this cock of yours," she plainly told him. He didn't mind, helping her push his pants past his knees. Rebecca found herself giggling again as she reached for his cock. "Oh, such a beautiful cock," she said. "So beautiful." And then her mouth was around the knob and Luke let his head fall back, enjoying the feel of a warm mouth around his cock once again.
"That feels so good," he told her while he stroked her deep brown hair. Her head went up and down, but only a bit, as she seemed to be enjoying just licking and slurping on his head. Rebecca let his cock free of her lips and turned to grab up the Jack Daniel's bottle. She grinned at him while taking a mouthful, before again lowering her mouth to his cock. Luke felt the cold alcohol against his warm flesh, and combined with the heat of her mouth, it made him groan, and her giggle in response. Rebecca gulped the whiskey down and continued to work Luke's cock with her lips and tongue.
Rebecca laid his cock along his lower belly and licked up and down its length. She swirled around his balls, each in turn, and down lower across his sensitive flesh just below. She worked her way back up and then finally opened wide and sucked him in deep. She had been practicing on her son's lengthy cock more and more, as well as her husbands from time to time recently, and had managed to learn how to pull a cock into her throat. This she displayed for Luke in that first gulp. Though she nearly gagged, she slowly pulled up until just his knob remained between her lips, and plunged down one more time.
"Oh, fuck! That feels good," Luke moaned. This woman knew how to suck dick, something he'd been trying to teach his mother to do better. His mom was good, but taking him into her throat was still down the road. Not for Rebecca, he grinned. She was a damned good cock-sucker. He would have to ensure she came around again. Maybe he'd introduce her to his own mother. Now that would be fun, Luke grinned.
After a few more minutes, Luke gently eased Rebecca's mouth from his dick. "It's my turn, Becky," he grinned. She allowed him to lay her across the length of the small sofa and as he worked her slacks from her shapely hips and down her thighs, she giggled like a teen-ager. He liked that. She was having fun and so was he.
Her white panties went with her slacks and she lay looking up at Luke, who was looking down upon her full nakedness. Her heavy breasts fell to either side of her chest. The nipples were dark and aching for attention, which she provided by reaching up to grab them wither fingers. Her dark triangle of pubic hair was neatly trimmed, which she'd taken care of that during her shower. Her belly was a round bulge above it, and though she'd been working out more lately and watching her foods, she was still a middle-aged mother going on 50 and looked it. That didn't stop Luke from pushing her knees apart and dropping to his between them.
Luke planted his mouth full onto Rebecca's pussy and kissed her. "Oooohhh," she moaned, feeling the warmth of his breath on her heated pussy. His tongue flicked out and she felt the electric jolt race up her spine. She twisted her head to the side and moaned, "Aaaahhh!"
As Luke worked her vagina over with his tongue, from her clit to her labia to her anus, Rebecca moaned and twisted on the sofa. She had one handful of fingers digging hard into her tit-flesh while the other twisted through Luke's hair and moved his head back and forth. His mouth covered every inch of her crotch and soon she felt her juices rolling freely from her hole.
Rebecca pulled her knees up and back, opening herself wider for Luke as her orgasm began to build. "Oooohhh, yes! That's it! Eat that pussy, baby! Eat mommy's pussy!" Even as she said it, she knew it was wrong. It wasn't her son Carl licking her out so pleasurably but another young man, one she had barely been introduced to. Yes, Luke was near her son's age, though she couldn't be sure how old he was, he still made her feel as good as Carl did. Better, in fact. This was a different sort of sin for Rebecca. A new lover. The excitement of first time sex washed through her, and her climax hit her.
"Ooohh, yes! I'm cummingggg!" she purred as she ground her cunt against his face, locked in her thighs grip. Her hips rolled and twisted and forced Luke to tongue every nook and cranny of her sex, until finally she trembled through the aftermath of her orgasm and released him.
Luke gave Rebecca's clit a final lingering lick before rising. He moved atop her quickly, and with his cock in hand, he took aim and plunged into her. Rebecca's pussy was drenched in saliva and cunt-cream and his cock slid into her smoothly. Her inner walls were still vibrating with post-orgasmic energy as he bottomed out within her.
"Aaaahhhh!" Rebecca groaned as she was filled with a steel-hard man-rod again. Luke fell fully onto her and was already drilling her with sharp jabs of his cock before she had even adjusted to his entry. His mouth found hers and he kissed her hard. She wrapped her arms around his body and brought her legs up to wrap around his hips. His tongue, tainted with her flavors, was welcomed into her mouth as willingly as his cock had been into her vagina.
Luke fucked her with slow, lengthy strokes, that sent ripples of pleasure through her body. The flare of his crown was felt along her entire vaginal chute, from her cervix to her labia. He picked up his pace and pounded her for a few moments, and then eased into a slow, deep plunge that had her pushing her hips up to suck him in. A couple of times, Luke's cock slipped free and she reached down quickly to find it and pull it back into her.
After several minutes of slow screwing, Rebecca felt herself again peaking. "Oooohhh, god, yeeeesssssss!" she purred again as her orgasm rippled through her body. She felt every inch of his cock, buried and held inside her as she came. Her cream flowed and dripped down across her anus, tickling her there and making her want even more.
Luke, sensing Rebecca's cravings, asked, "Are you enjoying yourself?" Still his hips rocked, working his cock slowly within her quivering walls.
"Oh, hell yes!" she panted. She stroked his hair from his face and asked, "Have you cum yet?"
Luke smiled and shook his head. "I can go a while still."
Rebecca laughed. "God, you've got great staying power! I need you to teach my son...uh, husband, about it."
Luke stuffed his cock to the root and held it inside her. "Do you fuck your son, Becky?"
She looked up into his eyes, and knew that he knew. She nodded. "It's wrong, I know it is. But Carl can make me feel so good, so young at times."
Luke slowly pulled back and then pushed back into her. He grinned, "I fuck my mom, too. Do you know Wanda Vaughn?" Rebecca shook her head. He thrust once again, slowly. "Maybe I should get you two together. Fuck both of you at the same time. How'd like that? Maybe have your son there, as well. He could fuck my mom while watching me fuck you." All the while, he slipped in and out of her very slowly, seducing her still.
Rebecca, feeling the need to get pounded again, and knowing that Luke was teasing her now, nodded. "I might just like that," she grinned. "I've never done anything like that."
Luke laughed, "Neither has she!" Suddenly, he sat back and pulled out of her. He reached for the bottle of Jack Daniel's, now more than halfway empty, and took a deep pull. Handing the bottle to Rebecca as she sat up, Luke twisted around and settled into the sofa. Rebecca watched him, or rather she watched his cock, as he pulled her to him. "Have a seat, Mrs. Thomas," he grinned while tapping his lap, to either side of his waving cock.
"I don't mind if I do," she replied as she moved to straddle him once again. With the Jack bottle in one hand, she reached with the other take hold of Luke's cock. She positioned herself, and then dropped. His cock ran up into her as she settled hard onto his lap. "You've got a fantastic cock, young man."
"You've got a fantastic cunt, old woman!" Luke laughed as she began to rise and fall on him. She gulped another swallow of the whiskey down and leaned back to set it on the table. Luke had handfuls of her heavy breasts and as she leaned back he pinched hard into the nipples, pulling them towards him as if anchoring her.
"Oooww!" she moaned. "That hurts!" She leaned back to him and said, "Maybe you'd better kiss them, make them feel better now." Luke happily obliged her as she resumed riding him up and down. As he sucked at her tits, he dug him fingers into her round ass and squeezed. Again, Rebecca moaned under the spikes of pleasurable pain her young lover was treating her with.
Rebecca began to bounce harder and faster on Luke's lap, and soon she could feel another wave of orgasms rolling through her. Her juices lubricated his cock and caused every plunge to be accompanied by a slurp-glup-slurp-glup. "Soooo, goooddddd," she sighed as her body ground to a stop atop his manly spike.
"I want you to cum, Luke," she told him as she twisted and rolled her hips on his lap. "I want to feel your seed inside me. I want to make you feel like I do, right now." She was panting through the aftermath of her orgasm and needed the fulfilment of knowing she could do for his what he's done for her.
Luke, still working her heavy tits over with his hands as she sat on his lap, his cock buried to the hint inside her, suggested, "Why don't we try something a little different?"
"Anything," she agreed, "as long as it means your cum spurting inside my pussy."
Luke had her get up and turn around, facing the television. He then had her bend over, which she did. Her matronly vagina, swollen from recent use and dripping with cream, looked appetizing, and Luke didn't pass up the opportunity. He leaned forward on the sofa and pulled her hips back. When he smashed his face to her crotch and began to lap hungrily at her, Rebecca moaned, "Hey! That's not your cock, Mister!" That didn't mean she didn't like it.
Luke continued to feast upon her slit for a minute longer. Rebecca had her hands atop the coffee table and as Luke slurped noisily on her pussy, she tilted the Jack bottle once again, taking a deep gulp. Her head buzzed and her belly warmed. She dropped her head to let it hang, her dark hair falling about her face. She looked between her parted legs and saw Luke's cock pulsing in his lap, unattended. She wanted it back inside her.
"That feels so good, but damnit, Luke! Shove that cock back inside me, quick! I want you to fuck me!" Rebecca couldn't remember begging for cock the way she was then, and neither did she realize just how loud she was begging for it. Not that Luke cared. It wouldn't be the only time his neighbors had heard that from one of his lovers.
After a final slurp of her creamy juices, Luke stood up quickly. He rode his cock straight into her gaping slot. Such was the amount of natural lubrication, and the looseness of her matronly cunt, Luke plunged to the hilt and was ramming her hard and steadily before she realized that she was again being fucked.
"Oooohhh, sooooo good!" she finally announced as her pussy again gripped his manhood. Her heavy tits swung beneath her, slapping together and against her belly as Luke picked up a hard and steady rhythm. Her pussy sloshed around his piston and her grunts of delight echoed his own.
"Oh, yes! Yes, Luke! Fuck me! Oh, you fuck me so good!" she grunted loudly. Her body was again responding to his assault, and within minutes she was trembling through another mind-reeling climax.
"Aaaahhhh, yeessss!" she cried as her knees quivered, threatening to buckle. Still Luke pounded his cock into her from behind. She rose, nearly standing upright, and felt an entirely different angle of attack from his cock. Luke reached around and grabbed her clit between finger and thumb. "Oooowww!" she cried out as the pain lanced through her. It made her vaginal wall tighten around his thrusting shaft, and a second later, his cock began to pulse wildly within her.
"Aaaahhh, yeessss! I'm cummingggg!" he growled and stuffed his cock as high into her as he could. He wrapped his arms around Rebecca's waist below her breasts and pulled her hard back to him. He stumbled as his cock explode in her and fell back into the sofa, pulling Rebecca with him.
"Aaayyyeeee!" Rebecca screamed as she dropped hard into his lap. His hard, throbbing, spitting cock was shoved even higher and harder inside her, ramming hard against her cervix. The pain she felt sent her over the edge and she screamed louder, "Aaayyyeeee!" as her body exploded into an orgasm stronger than any she'd ever had in her life.
Rebecca felt herself floating. Her mind reeled and the room seemed to be spinning around her. Her fingers and toes tingled. She felt her head lolling to the side and then back, and darkness descended.
When Rebecca awoke, she was lying across the length of the small sofa. She was still naked, though Luke had covered her with a blanket. Her entire body ached as she rolled into a sitting position. She didn't think she'd been out that long, but recalling the amount of alcohol she'd consumed with him, she felt somewhat better.
"Oh, god, what time is it?" she croaked.
"Almost seven," Luke replied as he stepped from the hallway back into the living room. "You passed out. I let you sleep it off." He was eating a breakfast sandwich. Rebecca noticed the McDonald's bag on the kitchenette's counter. She realized that he'd left and returned, leaving her alone.
"I've got to get out of here," she moaned. "I've got to get home. I have work I've got to get to." Suddenly, she thought of her family. "Oh, shit! What am I going to say to my husband? He'll wonder where I've been all night."
"Tell him you got called into work. It usually works with the others," Luke grinned. He had already dressed for work, in his black slacks and shirt. A navy-blue vest emblazoned with the casino logo hung on the chair by the door.
Rebecca started to gather up her own clothing, which still lay scattered on the floor. She stood to step into her underwear and heard a cellphone ring. Her heart skipped a beat, but it belonged to Luke.
"My mother," he told her, bringing it up to his ear. "Good morning, Mother!" he answered. "Yes, I'm working today."
Rebecca pulled her slacks on, trying not to listen but suspecting Luke wanted her to hear. He was devious, she realized. Luke was listening to his mother while watching her dress. She found her bra and hooked it around her chest.
"Hey mom, do you know Mrs. Thomas?" he paused, giving Rebecca a sly grin. "Rebecca Thomas. She's an OB/GYN nurse."
Rebecca spun the bra around to bring the cups beneath her breasts. Luke stepped up then and took gentle hold of her right breast with his left hand. He lifted its weight.
"I'd like to introduce you two. You've got a lot in common." Luke gave her a wicked grin and lowered his mouth to her nipple. She could hear his mother talking on the phone as he sucked, and then gently nibbled on her nipple.
"Ooohh," she involuntarily moaned, hoping it wasn't loud enough to be heard over the phone.
Luke released her nipple a moment later and said into the phone, "Yes, she's pretty, and your age." Again, he paused, listening to his mother. "Don't get jealous, Mom. You know you're the only hot MILF for me!" he added with a laugh. "But I do like to keep my options open. Someday you might get tired of me, maybe go looking for even younger dick than mine." Again, he laughed while listening to his mother's response. Rebecca stood by, listening to his end of the conversation at least. She pulled her shirt on and buttoned it up. A few seconds later, Luke replied to something his mother asked.
"Yes, I'll be home after work. I don't have anything planned, if that's what you're asking me. So, if you want to stop by, I think I've got an orgasm around here you might want me to give you!" Luke laughed, and then told his mother good-bye, after telling her that he loved her.
"I thought you were kidding me, last night," Rebecca said. "About you and your mom."
"I'm serious when it comes to sex, Becky," Luke smiled. "So, yah, Mom and I have been having sex for nearly a year now. It's done her good, too. She's much more lively and happy these days."
Rebecca knew the feeling. Carl did things for her emotionally that she still couldn't figure out. Luke did things for her physically that she wanted another taste of.
"Can I see you again?" she asked him at the door.
"Any time you want. Just give me a call. Other than work, I've got nothing better to do other than service you old broads!" His toothy grin was very wolf-like, Rebecca noted.
Outside the apartment building, Rebecca's mind worked hard to figure out what she would tell her husband, son, and work. During the drive home, she was tempted to call in, but held off. The sun was up, she had to be at work in less than an hour, and she felt sick to her stomach, from both the sinful sex and the Jack Daniel's. She turned onto her street and saw that Carl's truck wasn't parked out front. One of two things. She parked in the drive and headed in. Inside, the house was quiet. Neither her son or husband were in the kitchen, or the rest of the first-floor rooms. Upstairs, she found that her bed hadn't been slept in, either. That's when she checked her cellphone and found a message from her husband. It read, "Staying out until tomorrow. Going up the coast to try for tuna. Hopefully, tuna steaks for dinner! Luv-ya, Hun."



Rebecca breathed a deep sigh of relief, and then after a moment's thought, remembered that she didn't need to go into work after all. "Shit, I'm on vacation!" she said out loud. Suddenly, she felt very relaxed and very horny. She let out a nervous laugh and headed for the bathroom suite. She opened the valves and started filling the tub, and then fired up the jets. She stripped out of her clothes and climbed into the hot bubbling water. Her body ached and as she slipped into the water to her shoulders, she wondered if her son-in-law Paul had any plans for the day.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 16
Wanda's Tales -- Part 2
Tuesday morning started out as so many of her mornings had over the course of her marriage. When her alarm chimed at 6:30am, Wanda rolled out of the bed she shared with her husband Frank. She pulled on the terry-cloth robe that lay across the clothes hamper to fight off the morning chill. It was early May but temperatures at night in Regal Bay often dipped into the lower forties, as it had that morning. She found her house slippers, stepped into them, and headed down stairs to the kitchen.
Once she had the coffee brewing, Wanda headed for the bathroom down the hall. She often used the down stairs bathroom for her morning showers, as she didn't want to disturb Frank. The upstairs bathroom was adjacent to their bedroom, and that shower tended to make a lot of noise in the mornings for some reason. Frank hadn't gotten around to calling a plumber out to have it looked into. Besides, with Luke now out of the house and on his own, it was only Frank and Wanda in the big, four bed-room house.
Wanda was scheduled for the second shift at FYE that Tuesday, and didn't have to be at the store until one to relieve Meghan for her lunch. Frank was in no rush to get to work, either. He ran his company, after all, and pretty much came and went as he pleased. Bayside Real Estate had been built from the ground up by Frank Vaughn and although he had wanted his wife and son to join him in the firm, neither had any interest. Wanda had gone into retail sales out of high school and remained there to this day. Now she managed the FYE entertainment outlet in the Regal Bay Mall, and made good money at it. Frank never failed to remind her that he brought in more than three times her bi-weekly pay, each week. Wanda, however, enjoyed her work and wasn't planning on giving it up anytime soon, even if she was twice the age of most of her employees.
Wanda had returned to her bedroom and dressed for the day by the time her husband rolled out of bed. Frank came out of the bathroom, dressed and ready for his day. It was just a little after nine-thirty. He wore his usual gray pin-striped suit slacks with an off-white shirt, and was working a maroon tie into place.
"Good morning," he growled towards her as he pulled his matching suit jacket from the closet.
"Morning, Frank," she replied. He stood in front of the full-length mirror as he pulled the jacket on. He enjoyed the look that pin-striped suits presented. He thought they made him look like Joe Pesci in one of his mob movies. Wanda mused that it might be his short stature and the beer-belly he was carrying around that made him look more like Joe Pesci than anything he wore. That, and the thick head of salt-and-pepper hair he maintained with his "Just for Men" coloring. Frank was a vain man, she knew, but a good husband. He took care of her well, for the most part.
Wanda was also dressed for her day, although she had plans to stop in at the stylist for a quick trim of her recently lightened hair. She had coffee ready and poured Frank a cup when they had returned to the kitchen. He settled onto a stool along the island counter that separated the dining room from the kitchen proper.
"You look nice today," he said as he opened the morning paper up to the sports section. They were probably one of the few households in the neighborhood that still took the morning paper delivery. "I like that blouse on you. It really accents your tits."
Wanda paused in her wipe-down of the counter top to look down at herself. She had chosen a new white blouse with French-style black swirls to wear above her black skirt. Both were a little tight on her full body, even after she'd spent a few hours yesterday on the treadmill at the gym. She noticed that she had only buttoned the lower two and the blouse was open, showing off the deep cleavage of her ample dd-cup breasts. She wore a new red bra and it showed as well, cupping her breasts a little higher than usual, she thought.
"Thank you," she smiled. "I really don't plan to go out like this," she added while reaching up to fasten more buttons.
"Hold on there," Frank insisted and put his cup down while stepping up close to his wife. "Let me do that." He snuggled up tight to her from behind and reached under her arms to cup her breasts.
"Frank, we really don't have time for this." His hands squeezed her matronly breasts and rolled them on her chest. She felt him press his hips forward, forcing her against the counter. It had been some time since he'd paid her any real attention, and this sudden interest, even at this time of the morning, was nice. She turned her head to look at him, his chin now resting on her shoulder. His fingers curled at the edges of her blouse and tugged gently, pulling it open as wide as the buttons allowed.
"When's the last time we made love somewhere other than the bedroom, Wanda baby?" He had taken up a New Jersey-Joe Pesci accent, which usually made her laugh. This time, it made her tingle.
"1995?" she replied, teasing him with a wiggle of her hips.
"We don't have to be anywhere for a while, do we?" he asked, and then began to kiss her lightly across her neck. After a few moments of this attention, with her tits being manipulated by his hands the whole time, Wanda turned and faced her husband. His arms went around her hips and he dug into her butt with his fingers. He kissed her firmly.
Wanda pushed him back and said, "Seriously, Frank, we don't have time to get undressed and then redressed. Not to mention take another shower."
"That's okay," Frank grinned. He took a step back and as his hands went to his trousers he said, "We've always got time for a little head, don't we?" He quickly unzipped his slacks, reached inside, and pulled his fat cock out. Wanda looked down at his flaccid flesh, knowing what he was asking even before he said, "I could use a quick blow job."
Wanda took her husband's familiar cock in her hand and began to squeeze and tug on it. She had hoped he would kiss her again, yet when it was obvious he wasn't interested in romance, she went to her knees before her husband. It took his cock some time at his age to get fully hard, and lately she had to have its bulbous head in her mouth to really get him going. It had been some time since she'd given Frank a straight-up blow job, and as her warm mouth engulfed his flesh it quickly grew longer and harder.
"Oh, that's my girl," Frank sighed as his cock grew in her mouth. "Suck daddy's little helper to life." Wanda sucked and slurped at his manhood as it began to fill her mouth. Her lips stretched around his girth, something she always enjoyed about her husband. He wasn't all that long, only four or five inches, but she enjoyed how thick he was. Her pussy was already awakening, thinking about being stretched by Frank's "beer-can" cock once again.
Frank stroked his hands through her head of hair, freshly cut and colored by her friend, Lisa. Frank liked Lisa Hayworth, and the image of that tall, slim, blonde filled his mind as his cock filled his wife's mouth. He would like to get that hot piece of ass into bed, he thought, even as his balls were stroked by Wanda's fingernails. He looked down on her head as she continued for a few more minutes to slurp loudly upon his dick. He imagined, however, that it was Lisa on her knees, and his balls began to tighten at that thought.
Wanda was beginning to think that Frank was enjoying what she was doing for him. They'd not been so playful in many years, and this was not only a wonderful surprise for her, but she might even think about giving a little more to her husband, later that evening. Just as she was feeling ready to bend over the counter and take him in, however, Frank suddenly grunted and began to fill Wanda's mouth with his thick, salty semen. She gagged and nearly spit up but fought back the urge. She didn't want to soil her husband's slacks, or her blouse, so she gulped and swallowed her husband's thick wad.
"Oh, shit! That's so fucking good!" he grunted. His hands held Wanda's head in place as he fed her his slimy load. His cock pulsed just a few times, and quickly began to lose its strength once the last had dribbled out the piss-slit onto her tongue. His cock had all but returned to its original flaccid form as the last of his seed bubbled into Wanda's mouth, less than a minute after his peak had hit him.
"Now that was what I needed, babe," he grunted as he stepped back and tucked his cock back into his slacks. He panted as he zipped up and then gave his wrist watch a glance. "I have got to get going."
Wanda stood back up and wiped her mouth with a dish rag. The taste of his seed was foul on her tongue, and she picked up her cup of coffee, hoping to wash it away quickly. Frank reached for her and gave her a quick peck on the cheek.
"I'll see you later, and maybe we'll pick up where we left off." With that he was headed out the door, into the garage. A moment later she heard the garage door rumble open and Frank's Cadillac fire up. He was gone before she had topped off her coffee.
Wanda buttoned her blouse up and finished her coffee a few minutes later. She checked her cell phone for the time and noticed that she had missed a message. It was from Luke. It read, "Need to stop by this morning to pick up some stuff from the garage. Leave the door open or side door unlocked. I don't have my key." It had been sent some minutes ago, probably as Frank was cumming in her mouth, she mused.
She texted her reply, "I'm still home for another hour." That was all. As it turned out, Luke pulled up just a few minutes later. He came on in and found her waiting in the kitchen with a fresh cup of coffee for him.
"Thanks, Mom," he said as he took it. "It's been a long day already." With that said, he proceeded to tell his mother about having to get his car jump-started, having to wait on the attendant at the storage garage to open up, and then not being able to find the box of books he was needing in his storage unit. "They've got to be in the garage," he added. "Or up in the attic."
"Take all the time you need. Just make sure you lock up before you leave," she told him. Suddenly, she was looking at her son again, not as her son but as her new lover. Her husband had gotten her going that morning and she realized that she needed getting off. Her pussy still tingled beneath her skirt. However, in the weeks since he'd taken her that first time in his apartment, they had only ever discussed their new relationship, let alone made love, at his place. As her son sipped at his coffee and checked his cell phone, she couldn't help but see him in a completely different light. He was ruggedly handsome, in her mind, and even though he needed a hair-cut, and shave off the stubble that he seemed to leave on his chin, Wanda thought him a very handsome young man, even though he was her son.
"What do you think of my blouse? It's new." Luke looked up from his phone and gave her a once over. Wanda waited until Luke was looking full on at her chest and then reached up and popped the top two buttons free. "Does it look better loose, like this?"
"Oh, hell yeah," Luke grinned. "Shows off your tits better."
"That's what your father thought, too," she replied, teasing her son. She cupped her breasts and lifted them a bit, feeling their weight in her hands. "You know, he was playing with them, not half an hour ago, right here." She gave him a sinful grin and licked her lips before taking another sip of coffee.
Luke looked at his mom and then asked, "Did you fuck him?"
Wanda knew her son had a slight jealousy streak in him, now that they had become lovers. She grinned wickedly and said, "No, we didn't fuck." She sipped at her coffee, her eyes on his, and then added, "I did suck him off, though."
"Bitch," Luke muttered, but with a smile. "You're a fucking whore-tease, you know it?"
"You wouldn't want me any other way, now would you? Not anymore." she replied. She turned and set her empty cup in the sink. When she turned back, Luke was standing behind her.
Luke took hold of her arms and gently pulled his mother closer. "Maybe I want you now, this way," he muttered. Luke kissed her gently, his mouth coming down to meet hers. He then turned her to face the sink and just as his father had, unknowingly to him, he pressed his mother against the counter while pressing his hips into her ass. He, too, reached beneath her arms and cupped her breasts, and he, too, began to squeeze them while planting light kisses up his mother's neck.
"Like father, like son," she thought to herself. Only this time, she was ten-times more excited than Frank could ever have made her.
"I need you, Mom. I think I'm going to fuck you," Luke breathed into her ear. "I'm going to fuck you right here in your kitchen. Right here where you sucked dad off." He was roughly rolling and tugging at his mother's heavy tits now, and the blouse buttons popped open quickly. Wanda was panting as her body responded to her son's rough handling. She turned around suddenly and pulled Luke's mouth down to hers. She kissed her son deeply and passionately.
Where their lips broke apart, Wanda sighed, "I'm sorry, but we don't have time." She looked up at him again, and then added, "I really need you, Luke. Your father got me so horny, but it's you I need, right now." She dropped a hand down his front and found his crotch. She gave her son's cock a loving squeeze through his jeans, feeling how hard he was already getting, for her.
Luke kissed her again, and then pulled his mouth from his mother's and reached into her bra, scooping her breasts up and out of their confinement. He held her left tit in both hands, and then brought her nipple to his mouth.
"Oh, Luke," Wanda moaned as he began to chew at her nipple. "I love that, Luke. I love you chewing on my nipples."
One evening, after they had made love gently but passionately in his bed, she had admitted to Luke that she had sometimes masturbated while he suckled at her tit, when he nursed as a baby. Sometimes, Frank would play with her pussy, and on the rare occasion, he would go down on her aching pussy. All the while baby Luke would be sucking on her nipples. In retrospect, Wanda imagined that this had been the key to her sinful progression, now that she and her son were truly lovers.
Luke moved from one nipple to the other and treated that hard bud in the same manner. He then lifted both of his mother's breasts high and brought their nipples close together so that he could quickly move between them, sucking loudly at each for several minutes.
As Luke paid her breasts loving attention, Wanda reached for his belt and began to tug it open. Next, she popped the button at the top of his jeans and yanked the zipper downward. She grabbed and pulled his underwear downward as she panted, "I need your cock, Luke," and then reached in to wrap her long fingers around his thick, lengthening shaft.
"Oh, yeah," Luke moaned. His mother had two hands wrapped around his shaft and was pulling him to full hardness. He pushed his jeans lower down his thighs and told his mother, "Get down there and give me what you gave dad."
Wanda grinned widely at her son's demands even as she once again slipped to her knees in the kitchen. Her son's cock was already longer than his father's, and it wasn't yet fully erect. Luke's wasn't nearly as thick as his father's was, however, but it was still a very thick cock. When she wrapped her lips around his bulbous knob, they stretched wide.
"Hhhmmmm," she moaned as her son's now-familiar cock slipped into her mouth. She put her tongue to work, stroking around and across his sensitive knob.
"Oooohhh," Luke moaned as his mother's now-familiar mouth engulfed his manhood. "That's so fucking good," he added as his hands went to her head, just as his father's had. His hips rolled forward and fed his entire length into his mother's willing, gaping mouth. Wanda gulped and gagged as her son's knob pressed against the back of her throat. She hummed along its length as he pulled back, and then gulped again as he leaned forward. Luke was slowly face-fucking his mother, and they both loved it. However, as much as Wanda loved sucking her son's big cock, she was already fired-up and in dire need of having her hot and ready pussy pounded.
After a few loving slurps, Wanda pulled her mouth free of her son's manhood and while stroking her spit along its length, she looked up into his face. "My pussy's so hot, Luke. It needs attention, too," she purred.
Luke moved quickly. He reached down and took hold of his mother up under the arms and lifted her to her feet. "So, you need some big dick, do you? Is that what you want?"
Luke grabbed her by the ass and lifted her. She helped her son manage her weight by putting her arms around his neck. He sat her upon the counter behind her and pushed her knees apart. He stepped up to the counter and leaned in to again kiss his randy mother, full on the mouth. She kicked off her heels and wrapped her stocking-clad feet around his hips. Her crotch was spread open for her son, and his cock pressed hard into the fabric of her panties. She could feel his throbbing heat as she began to roll her hips against him.
Luke pulled his mouth from hers and shoved back until there was enough space between them for him to look down into his mother's crotch. He grabbed the fabric of his mother's black panties and pulled it aside, even as he was lowering his face into her pussy.
"Oh, Luke! Oh, my baby!" she moaned as Luke began to lick at her over-heated pussy slit. Her vagina trembled within seconds and she felt her belly tighten. Luke lapped up the cream she fed him and drove his tongue deeper in, searching for more of her sweet nectar.
"You're so fucking hot, Mom," he muttered between licks. "Does sucking cock always do this to you?"
"You know it does," she replied.
"Does dad still eat you out?" Luke asked then, returning to lapping noisily at her as she contemplated answering.
"He hasn't in a long time," she finally said, panting. "And he was never as good as you are."
"I don't know why he wouldn't love eating this fantastic pussy," Luke beamed. He was looking up from between her thighs and she could see her juices glistening on his lips and chin. "Maybe I should tell him what he's missing." He quickly began to lick again at her, even before she could answer.
Wanda felt her body trembling towards another, higher climax, even as her son's words flowed through her mind. Not for the first time she imagined what it might be like, to be taken by her son and her husband at the same time. She knew it would never happen. Frank was even more the jealous type than Luke was, and would go off if he even suspected she had been fucking around behind his back, especially with his own son.
"Please, Luke. Please don't tell him. Don't even hint at that, promise me."
Luke gave her pussy another long lick and then answered, "I won't, if you agree to a three-way with one of my friends."
Wanda lifter her head to look at her son, who was ever so lightly flicking at her clit with the tip of his tongue. "Oh, please, Luke, don't ask me something like that. I only want you."
"I'll stop licking, then," he said and lifted fully away from his mother's dripping, quivering sex-flesh.
Wanda shook her head. "I can't, Luke, please don't ask me to. I'd be so embarrassed. I know so many of your friends. I wouldn't know what to do."
Luke blew cool breath across her clit. "I know of a couple of guys that would like to do you. You wouldn't have to worry about anything other than enjoying yourself. Nobody would say anything. It'll just be our secret." Luke gave her a long, lingering lick that made her tremble excitedly and moan.
When he stopped again, he said, "But if you'd rather not, I guess we could always go back to the way things used to be between us. You know, before this." Luke licked her again, but only lightly.



"Oh, god no!" she gasped and reached to pull his face hard into her crotch. She panted loudly, "Yes! Yes, I'll do it!" as he began to eat her out again. "I'll let your friends fuck me, just don't stop! I need to cum! I need you to make me cum!"
Luke gave him mother's pussy a few more minutes of heavy licking and sucking before finally pulling away. The look on her face was one of dire pleading, but changed quickly as he waved his fat cock in her direction.
"Are you ready to get fucked, Mom?" he growled menacingly. "Are you ready to have your son's fat dick back inside you?"
"Oh, god yes! Yes! Fuck me, Luke! Fuck me!" she replied even as she quickly slipped from the bar-top. She stumbled a little as she turned to lean across the counter. "Take me, Luke! Take me like a street whore!"
Luke grabbed her wide hips and lined himself up. Even as his mother settled upon the bar-top fully on her chest, his cock was slipping between her wet pussy folds and up her vaginal chute.
"Oh, so nice!" she sighed into her crossed arms. She rolled her hips as he filled her. When he started moving inside her, she began to pant in time with his thrusts. "Oh, oh, oh," she grunted as Luke once again fucked her with long, deep strokes, the kind his father could never give her.
As their pace quickened, both mother and son were panting with every thrust, and their slapping flesh echoed in the kitchen. Luke lifted his mother to her hands and took hold of her heavy tits. He squeezed them tight as he fucked her, using them as leverage to drive into her harder and deeper. He grunted deeply with the effort of driving his cock home. Wanda was panting, grunting, and moaning as her son drove her through a series of mini-orgasms as he power fucked her with his strong, youthful cock.
Wanda felt her son pull free of her and she let out a long moan as she was emptied of hard man-flesh. "Don't stop," she pleaded over her shoulder, but she needed have worried, as Luke wasn't finished with her yet. He turned her to face him, but took hold of his mother's thick thighs and lifted her onto the counter again. Luke moved between her parted legs again and pushed her knees back to her chest. Wanda fell back as his cock slipped straight into her with a well-aimed thrust. In seconds he was again pounding her with hard, deep thrusts that had her tits rolling and jiggling upon her chest.
"Oh, that's it! That's it!" she panted for him. "That's what momma needs!"
Luke leaned across his mother's belly and captured one jostling tit in his hand. He latched his mouth to the fat nipple and clamped his teeth tight around it. Wanda moaned as her nipple screamed with pain even as her pussy exploded around her son's lancing rod.
"Oooohhh! Luuuukkee! Aaaahhhh!" she cried as she climaxed harder than she had in some time. At least since the first time her son had set her off. Her head banged back against the hard counter-top. Her cunt clamped hard around his cock as her juices flooded out. Her scent was thick in the kitchen.
Luke held his cock deep inside his climaxing mother and began to suck at each of her hard nipples as she rode out her orgasm. He fought hard to keep from cumming as her vaginal muscles rippled along his buried length. His knob was hot from her juices and twitched, ready to explode within her, but he fought back the urge, and an eternity later, he was able to again slowly work his cock in and out of his mother's wonderful cunt hole.
As Wanda relaxed beneath her son, Luke resumed his sinful fucking of her. Her mind reeled from the intensity of her latest orgasm, and she felt waves of numbness washing through her body, alternating with intense bursts of sensitivity. Her nipples were rock-hard and puffed out atop her breasts, and her clit vibrated beneath her son's pounding pubic bone. Even her asshole, until now forgotten about, seemed to be trembling with excitement. Her entire body thrilled at the sensation of having her son do for her what no other man had ever done. She loved Luke deeper than ever, even as his cock seemed to thrust into her deeper than ever.
As he fucked her, Luke leaned down to kiss each of his mother's nipples, and then her lips. He kissed her shoulders and her forehead. He kissed her hands and her ears. All while steadily pounding his cock into his mother's gaping vagina.
Luke pushed back and pressed his hands into Wanda's thighs, forcing her crotch even wider. He pounded harder as his orgasm began to build uncontrollably. "I'm going to cum!" he warned. "I'm going to cum, Mom!"
"Yes, baby! Cum inside me! Cum inside your mother!" she shouted as her body began to erupt again through a climax. As her vagina rippled, she felt his cock pulsing. Her hands stroked his flanks and caressed his face as he began to fill her with his hot semen.
"Aaaggghhhh!" Luke growled and slammed his hips hard into his mother. His cock, now buried to the limit inside her, pulsed and pulsed, his thick cum painting her womb.
"Ohhh! I'm cumming, Mom! I'm cumming!" he cried. His features were twisted as if in agony, and sweet dripped from his face to her chest.
"Oooohhh, yes, baby! Yes! Fill me with your cum!" She felt herself warming as her son's semen flowed. She knew that she could still get pregnant, however slim that chance was, yet knew that she would never use protection with her son. She loved him too much to not allow his seed to flow freely within her.
Luke panted heavily as his cock throbbed within his mother's body, filling her up with his thick semen. He loved his mother, both as a mother and a lover. At times, he regretted having done this to her, changing her into some fuck-slave for his sinful needs. But that feeling often went away quickly. Afterward, their relationship was always better that it had been, and for his mother, that was special. For him, she was a great fuck, and someday she might even become a willing participant with his friends as well.
Wanda's breathing was slowly returning to normal as her son finally slipped out of her. She felt their combined juices leaking out from her gaping honey-hole and knew that she would have to get into the shower quickly. She'd also have to change clothes. Everything had the scent of sex on it now.
"I have got to get cleaned up," she moaned as Luke stepped back to allow her legs to relax. She rolled up and with his help she went to her feet. She was very unstable and leaned on Luke until her legs stop trembling. "That was fantastic, Luke," she told him, then kissed him warmly. "I love you so much."
"I love you, too, Mom," he replied. "Want to shower together?"
She was tempted, but declined. "I've got to get going, and you naked in the shower would only be more temptation." She did give his slick cock a quick stroke. It was dripping with her cream and his cum. She brought her hand up to her face and licked at her fingers while grinning. She looked down to her crotch and added, "You've made a real mess of me."
"I'll clean you up," he grinned back and then went to his knees. Before she could resist, Luke pulled his mother's hips to him and planted his mother to her leaking, frothy vagina.
"Oh, Luke!" she shouted. "What are you doing?" His tongue lapped across her slit, still agape from his recent pounding. Her cream, and his own semen, was leaking from her, and he lapped the mix up noisily.
"That's so disgusting!" she muttered. "But that's so good. That feels so good!" Her hips rolled forward, giving Luke a little better access to her vagina. She parted her thighs a little more and Luke leaned deeper into her crotch. Within a minute, Wanda was panting through another climax that seemed to flush her pussy of all the cream and juices within.
After a few minutes of slurping at his mother's cum-soaked crotch, Luke leaned back and grinned up into her dreamy eyes. His face literally dripped with cream. "That was incredible," she sighed. "Why did you do that?"
"I've heard that a woman's recently fucked pussy was super sensitive. I thought I'd try it on you. Did you like it?"
Wanda pulled her son to his feet and planted her mouth hard to his. She kissed him deep and with a passion neither had ever experienced. When they had finally parted, Wanda was licking her lips. "I can taste your cum on your lips," she whispered. "I can taste you and me together. That is so hot!" Again, Wanda kissed her son, and when they had finally broken apart again, Luke's cock was rock-hard and ready for more. Wanda felt it punching into her belly and looked down.
"I wish we had time to put that monster back to good use," she moaned, "but I really have to get cleaned up and get to work. I'm so sorry." She again kissed her son, and then pushed him away before she could change her mind.
"That's okay, Mom," Luke called as he watched his mother's wide ass head down the hallway toward the downstairs bathroom. "I'll figure something out."
Wanda stripped naked and climbed into the shower to rinse off the scent of sinful sex that her son had left on her. Her pussy ached for more attention, and she remembered her husband's promise earlier. She also remembered what Luke had said, about having friends that would enjoy having sex with her. Wanda was overwhelmed, wondering how she could have suddenly become such a sought after commodity at her age. She'd never before felt so sexy, or desired. Even in her high school years she'd never had more than one guy interested in her at a time. Now, with Luke's lusts and her husband's sudden rekindled desire, she felt so alive. She made a mental point to spend a few more hours at the gym that week. After-all, she reasoned, she'd need to get into better shape if she wanted to keep up with all of the cock that was starting to come her way.
Meanwhile, still standing in the kitchen, Luke retrieved his cell phone from where he had propped it up and punched up one of his other mature lovers, to see if she was available for a little morning action. He even snapped a quick picture of his cock, still glistening with his mother's cream and rock-hard in anticipation. As an after-thought, Luke added his mother's phone to the list of recipients for this picture, and then hit send. He grinned, wickedly, wondering if his dad would find it before she did, or if she'd even delete it.
Next, Luke checked to see how well the cell phone had captured the scene. Although it wasn't centered very well, as it played he could easily tell that it was his mother and him. He enjoyed hearing her moan and grunt as he fucked her. He grinned, knowing his friends would enjoy this evidence of his incest with his mother. It would also help to convince her to do what he wanted, if she had any misgivings about the things he had in mind for her. Not that blackmail was on his mind.
Even as Luke watched, his phone dinged with a text reply. "Tasty!" read the text. It had been sent by Ivy Strauss, the married aunt of his friend, Tim. Ivy had recently been added to the short list of women who were willing to be filmed while having sex with Luke or Tim, or any number of their friends. In fact, Ivy had purchased her own camera to do some of her own filming at home, when her husband wasn't around. Ivy Strauss was one of the women around Regal Bay that seemed to have no morals whatsoever, especially when it came to sex.
A moment later, a second text informed Luke, "Tim is here. Want to gangbang me?"
Luke sent his reply. "Need more than 2 for a gangbang. 3 or more."
"Already taken care of. See you soon! :)" Luke put his afternoon plans on hold and replied that he was on his way.
"I'll see you later, Mom," he called as he headed out the door. His cock was still hard and wedged in his jeans. It was only a five-minute drive across the neighborhood to Ivy's house. He'd still be hard when he got there.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 19
Bethany's Tales -- Part 2
Friday evenings after a long week fighting for their students' attention, trying their best to make the next generation just a little better, Bethany and two of her fellow Regal Bay High teachers often got together to unwind before heading home. Usually, they would only stop off for a coffee at Starbucks, or something a little harder at one of the local Bar and Grill restaurants. This week's venue was picked by Pamela and as they settled into a corner booth at Applebee's, Denise Hoyt, the youngest of the group, commented on the young waiter that had shown them to their table.
"That boy has one damned fine ass," she said, giving an exaggerated turn of her head to watch as he walked away. His name tag had read "Jim". Both Bethany and Pamela laughed slightly, sharing the secret they held. "What?" Denise asked as she squared herself in the booth. She sat next to Pamela, with Bethany across from them. "What is it?"
Pamela began, "You've not been at Regal Bay long enough to know..."
Bethany picked up the explanation, "That fine ass, as you so rightly observed, belongs to Jim Gable. Both Pam and I had him in classes during his junior and senior years."
"What my dear friend failed to add," Pamela added in a slightly quieter tone, "is that she not only had him in her classes, but Mrs. McAllister here also had him in her classroom, and a couple of other places around the school as well."
"You're shitting me!" Denise gasped. She leaned across the table, letting her smallish breasts rest on it as she asked, "You had sex with him? In school?"
"It was all legal," Bethany grinned. "Well, at least he was of legal age, that is." Her English accent always seemed to grow just that little bit thicker whenever she talked about sex with her friends, as it did then. It always made her sound just that little bit naughtier.
"How long did this go on?" Denise asked, just as a cute little waitress stepped up.
"Can I get your drink orders?" she asked. "I'm Sally, by the way."
"Hello, Sally," Bethany replied. "I'd like a Mojito, please. With Captain Morgan Rum."
"A screwdriver for me, thank you," Denise said.
"And for you, Ma'am," Sally asked Pamela.
"I'd like to have sex on the beach!" she laughed, and her two companions joined her. Sally giggled. "Instead, I'll have Bacardi and coke."
"I'll be right back with your orders," Sally said and headed for the bar.
"Sex on the beach!" Bethany echoed. "And when's the last time you had sex on the beach?"
"Oh, don't get me started!" Pamela replied.
"She hasn't had sex on the beach since she was in high school," Bethany told Denise. "At least, that's what she told me." Bethany looked back to Pamela and asked, "Has anything changed, lately, my dear friend?"
"Well, I still haven't had sex on the beach, if that's what you want to know," Pamela grinned.
"You were going to tell me about having sex with our waiter," Denise directed to Bethany.
"No, I wasn't," she retorted. "A lady doesn't kiss and tell."
"But Beth's no lady!" Pamela laughed, giving Denise an elbow nudge. "She's always bragging about her latest conquests, at least once she gets liquored up."
"Speaking of liquor," Bethany said, just as Sally returned with their drinks. They were placed in front of the women and Sally asked, "Are you ready to order?"
"No, we're just here for a drink or two," Bethany replied. "Take off the edge after a long week, you understand."
Sally nodded her understanding, and then added, "Just give me a wave if you need anything, okay?" She turned and headed off to check on her other tables.
After sampling her screwdriver, Denise asked, "Again, are you going to tell me about your having sex in the school?"
Bethany, also sipping from her drink, paused a moment to contemplate, and then nodded, "Okay, I'll tell you about the last time I had to stay after work. But this goes no farther than right here, around this table. Understand?"
"Absolutely," Pamela agreed.
"Sure, just tell me!" Denise answered eagerly.
"Okay, then," Bethany began after sipping more of her Mojito. "This took place just last spring, in fact. I had two boys on the baseball team who were seniors, but their Calculus grades were beginning to slip. Both were under 75 percent with only a week to go in the grading period. They were fine for graduation and everything, but to stay on the team they needed to get those scores up over 75, you understand. Well, I had already given the final exam for their class that afternoon, and neither of the boys had scored high enough to raise their average. So I offered them a chance to retake a couple of tests from earlier in the grading period in an attempt to raise their final average."
****
Bethany returned to her classroom on the second floor of the Math and Sciences wing at Regal Bay High School and found only Roy Hill waiting. Simon Shedeen, the other young baseball player was nowhere to be seen. Roy was sitting in his usual seat for the class; second row, three back. He didn't speak until after she had placed her fresh cup of coffee on the corner of her desk.
"It's a nice outfit you're wearing, Mrs. McAllister," Roy complimented.
Bethany turned to contemplate her student. She replied, "Flattery will not get your grade up, Mr. Hill." She did have on one of her more alluring outfits, a red skirt suit over a white blouse. The skirt only went to the top of her knees, just below the top of her stockings. Her full body filled it out well, in her opinion, and the outfit served to accent both her wide, round hips and her heavy dd-cup breasts. It was one of her favorite outfits, though a few around the school, most notably some of the uppity men and woman in the offices, felt it an inappropriate look for a high school instructor.
"But your outfit sure is getting something else up!" he grinned.
"Roy!" she gasped and quickly approached him. "That's not appropriate talk, not in here, not in the classroom."
"I can't help it, Mrs. McAllister," he defended. "You always have a way of getting me excited. I'm getting hard right now, just looking at you. We're all alone in here, you know." Roy gave her a knowing grin, with an added wink and lip lick as well.
"Just keep it in your jeans, Roy," she warned. "We're not here to enjoy ourselves. We're here to manage a discrepancy in your grade. Besides, Simon Shedeen should be joining us at any time."
"Simon was headed for the locker-room, last I saw him. I don't know if he even plans to retake his test. He might even be telling Coach Carlson that he's quitting the team."
"I sincerely doubt that," she replied. "I know Simon's father and he wouldn't stand for it."
"Oh, and how well do you know Simon's father?" Roy asked slyly.
"Not like that!" she gasped. "I know him from the paper, that's all. I also know he has quite the temper."
"That's what I heard, too," Roy agreed. "Still, we do have a few minutes at least. Why don't you give me a little tease, something to tempt me into a better grade?"
Bethany held his gaze a moment, and then turned to see that the door to the classroom remained partially open. Simon still had not shown up. She went to it and stuck her head out to look up and down the hallway. Still no sign of the other student, or anyone else for that matter. She pulled the door closed and listened for the click before turning back to Roy. Leaning back against the door, she slowly lifted her skirt until the front of her black panties was clearly visible to him. His eyes were on them, and his grin widened. She gave him another second and then pushed her hem down and smoothed out her skirt.
"Now, that's enough," she insisted as she moved to her desk and retrieved one of the two multiple-page tests lying there. She took it to Roy and laid it on his desk. "Why don't you go ahead and get started?"
Instead of turning to his test, Roy stood up and moved to her. "I'd like to do just that," he said with a wolfish grin. Before she knew it, Roy had unbuttoned the red suit jacket and pushed it open.
His hands were at the top button of the blouse beneath before she could say, "We don't have the time right now for this, Roy." Her voice was firm, but soft. She realized that she wanted the same thing her young student wanted. For nearly a year, Roy Hill had been one of the latest in a string of young lovers she'd enjoyed through the years. She always insured that any of her beaus were of legal age, having access to their school records. Roy had somehow found out about her misdeeds and approached her as a junior. At first she had denied it outright, but Roy was good friends with one of her previous sexual companions. Eventually, she accepted him, but only after his eighteenth birthday. As it turned out, he turned eighteen during a school week, and she gave herself to his that afternoon. Since then, Roy had been one of her steady rendezvous. It had been a couple of weeks, however.
Insistently, Roy began to pop open her blouse, and one by one her buttons released, until he brushed the blouse open to reveal her breasts, encased in the black bra beneath.
"Roy, we don't have the time. We'll get caught."
"Then we'd better do it quickly," Roy replied as he pulled her right bra cup down to release her breast. His large hand took hold of her tit and lifted the large nipple upward. He leaned down to give the nub a quick lick.
"Damnit, Roy!" she hissed, still resisting, though weakly. "If we get caught, I'll get fired."
"The only one who might catch us is Simon," Roy explained. "And if he catches us, so what?"
"He's not one of my boys," she replied.
"Maybe it's time he joined the list then," Roy growled. "Can I have a passing grade on this test if I give you an orgasm?" he laughed. His hands went to her backside and tugged her skirt upward until he could dig his fingers into her ass flesh. He pulled her to him, his face looking down into hers. Roy was a good eight inches taller than her, and she looked up into his dark brown eyes. She saw a fiery zeal in them that was echoed in nearly every young stud she'd ever had. She was still unsure why she, a plump, middle-age mother, could ignite such passion in young men. Maybe it was just a willingness to raise her skirt and spread her legs for any horny young Romeo.
"I doubt we have time for you to properly pleasure me, young man," Bethany replied, regaining a bit of her composure even as her breasts pressed into his tight torso.
"Maybe so," Roy agreed. He looked back and then said, "But maybe we have time for you to pleasure me." Even as he said this, he was backing towards his desk, pulling her along with him. He dropped into the hard chair and began to pull open the front of his jeans. Bethany watched, transfixed, as Roy pulled his semi-rigid cock into view.
"Get down here and put your mouth to work," he demanded, even as she felt her knees buckle. She went to the floor between his parted knees and reached for Roy's cock. She stroked its length once, and then pulled the purple knob into her mouth.
"That's it, suck my big dick, Mrs. McAllister," Roy purred as she went to work. Her head was moving up and down in his lap as she sucked his cock deeper into her mouth. After only a few strokes of her tight lips and warm tongue, his cock was rock hard. She loved making young men hard, with her mouth, tits, pussy, or ass. She didn't care. At times like this, with a hard, young tube of meat in her mouth, Bethany was in sexual bliss.
As he laid his hand on the back of his teacher's head, still bobbing in his lap, Roy noticed movement at the window in the classroom door. It was Simon, he saw, watching from out in the hallway. Roy doubted he could tell who was on her knees sucking his cock, just that Roy was getting sucked off.
Bethany was totally unaware of being watched as her attention was fully on Roy's cock. She slurped and licked at its knob. She gulped as much of his length into her throat as she could and moaned around it, sending waves of pleasure through Roy's body. She swallowed the clear pre-cum that began to leak from the tip and sucked harder, wanting more of his delicious liquor.
Instead, Roy was ready for more. He eased her from his cock and pulled her face up. She looked as if she was in ecstasy, and Roy wanted more from her. And he knew by that look in her eyes that she was ready to give him anything he wanted.
"Sit up here, on the desk," Roy told her as he pulled her to her feet and he stood. His jeans fell past his knees as he helped her onto the small desk. Her eyes never left his face as she leaned back as best as she could, propping herself on her elbows, while spreading her legs wide. Roy pushed her red skirt up to her waist before tugging her black panties aside. Her pussy, covered in dirty-blonde curls, looked damp. Still, Roy spit into his hand and rubbed it in, mixing with Mrs. McAllister's own saliva. He took hold of one of her ankles while guiding his cock into contact with her slot. Her labia parted, as if kissing his knob, before he lunged into her. He buried himself into Bethany's vagina to the root in a single hard thrust.
"Oooohhh!" she gasped as Roy's cock filled her with hot teen meat. The ankle he held he hooked across his shoulder and he began to fuck her with sharp thrusts. "Oooohhh, yes, Roy, yes!" she began panting as her young lover began to fuck her. The desk creaked and scooted beneath her ass as Roy drilled her, until it banged up against the next desk in line. Still Roy drove into her, enjoying his return to her warm and willing pussy folds.
His back was now to the door, but Roy knew that Simon would still be watching. With Bethany now on the desk, her legs spread wide as he fucked her, Simon would also be able to plainly see who his teammate was having sex with in the classroom. How Simon reacted to the scene would determine many things in the near future, Roy knew. For both Mrs. McAllister and himself. Not that he slowed his cock any.
Bethany first noticed Simon while she rode the pleasure wave of a climax induced by Roy's steadily plunging prick. She opened her eyes to see him standing just inside the classroom by the door. He was watching them quietly, while she and Roy had sex. She could see in his expression that he knew that he had been seen, but he didn't move. Teasingly, she licked her lips in his direction, to see how Simon would react. He did nothing for a few moments. It was only after Roy had slowed his thrusting into her pussy and change things up did Bethany see Simon pull his own cock from the front of his jeans and begin to stroke himself while watching.
Roy pulled free and held his cock in his hand. He moved her ankle from his shoulder and twisted her until she was on her side. He took hold of her upper butt cheek and pulled the fleshy globe up, opening her crotch for him once again. When he leaned back into her, his knob banged against her anus.
"Un-huh," she resisted, shaking her head as she looked at Roy. "Not in my ass, not today."
However, Roy wasn't taking no for an answer. "Do you want me to stop, then? Do you want me to walk out of here, maybe?"
Bethany reluctantly shook her head, and then looked to Simon, who was still quietly watching, now stroking is cock, by the classroom door. She forced herself to relax as Roy pushed, and a moment later his knob popped into her rectum.
"Unnggghh!" she groaned as Roy's cock pushed into her. He rocked back and forth, feeding more of his thick cock up her ass with each thrust. It took a full three minutes, her having watched the wall clock, until Roy had his entire cock up her ass. It began to feel better only when he started moving, slowly at first, inside her. Bethany enjoyed a good ass-fuck, but most of her young lovers failed to properly prepare her, or themselves. Lube and lots of it was required, a lesson few learned quickly enough for her tastes. Not that many of her studs enjoyed ass-fucking in the first place.
As Roy began to work her guts over with his deepening thrusts, she shook her head and glared back at him with a bit of contempt in her eyes. Roy didn't care, since his cock was buried up her warm ass. It was then that he turned and looked back to see his teammate standing in the classroom, his cock in hand.
"Simon! There you are. You're late," he grinned. "Mrs. McAllister wanted to start without you. Why don't you come over here and join us?"
Simon looked unsure, but Bethany then said, "Yes, Mr. Shedeen. Why don't you come over here and join us? I'm sure you'd like to put that nice cock to use, wouldn't you?"
As Simon reluctantly moved to them, Roy lifted Bethany's leg to display her open and wet pussy for his friend, along with the clear sight of his cock riding in and out of her pliable rectal ring obscenely. Her vaginal opening gaped, as if eager to be filled by more teen cock. Instead, Simon moved to her head.
"Give me your cock, Simon," she sighed, even as she reached for it. He moved closer as she pulled, and Bethany opened wide to suck his cock in. She'd added yet another slab of man-meat to the bed-post of her mind. She'd long ago lost track of the number.
"Yeah! Let her suck your dick, man!" Roy laughed, still rocking and rolling in her ass. "Mrs. McAllister loves cock. She can't get enough. You'll get a passing grade now, I can tell you that!"
Bethany let Simon's cock fall free of her mouth in order to glare once again at the young man sodomizing her. He returned his glare with a wide smile of dominance, his cock never slowing as he plowed her guts with his spear. She turned away from Roy and found Simon's cock, and sucked it back into her mouth. Simon moaned and rolled his hips forward, feeding more into her throat while taking her long dirty-blonde hair in his hands. She let him face-fuck her, giving herself to both boys now as little more than a fuck-toy. It was something Bethany enjoyed more than anything in her live.
Roy had one of her tits held tightly in his large hands, while Simon reached for her other breast. Bethany felt his fingers exploring her flesh, teasing and tugging at her nipple. All the while he fed her his cock, which seemed to have grown another full inch since he had shoved it home. She was finding that she enjoyed Simon's flavor as his pre-cum began to flow onto her tongue. She wanted to taste his semen, to experience his manly flavor, to feel is cum warming her belly. Another new dish to be enjoyed.
Instead, Roy remained in charge of the scene, and soon he gently removed his rectal rooter from Bethany's guts. "Do you want to fuck her now, Simon?" he asked.
Bethany let his cock fall free and looked up into his face. She smiled, letting him know that it would be alright with her. He nodded, and agreed. "Yeah, I want to," Simon told Roy.
Roy pulled Bethany to her feet and as he led her, he told Simon, "Go lay on her desk, on your back," to which Simon quickly obeyed. "Straddle him," Roy instructed Bethany. He helped her onto the desk, holding her arm as she climbed from a chair to her desktop. She stepped across Simon, who held his cock in hand while looking up at her. She dropped to her knees with Roy's help, one to either side of Simon's hips. His cock pushed against her pussy and as she wiggled her hips, Simon's knob popped through her labia and up her chute.
"Oooohhh, nice!" she purred as she settled onto Simon's hips completely.
"Aaaaaahhhhh!" Simon moaned beneath her as her warmth enveloped his dick. He trembled excitedly as the idea of fucking his teacher atop her desk, in the classroom, washed through him. He just about blew his load right then, except Roy wasn't done.
Both Bethany and Simon watched as Roy jumped up onto the desk behind her upraised ass. "What are you doing, Roy?" Bethany asked.
Roy stroked his cock while looking down into her crack. He knelt behind her before asking, "Ever two dicks at once, Mrs. McAllister. And I'm not talking pussy and mouth. I'm talking about two up the snatch!"



"Don't Roy, please!" she gasped. "Don't, you'll hurt me!" Bethany was about to roll off Simon in that moment when Roy took hold of her hips in his strong hands.
"Don't worry," Roy snarled. "Let's try this, instead." With that, Roy leaned into her once again, to thrust his fat cock up her ass.
"Uuuunngggghhh!" she groaned as her rectum was ripped open by his violent thrust. Combined with the thickness of Simon's cock in her vagina, Bethany felt as if she were being torn in half. Her body spasmed as Roy filled her guts with hard, hot cock, while Simon's tool was pressed against her g-spot hard. She felt her climax erupt a moment later, and her eyes rolled back in her head while her orgasm exploded through her.
"Aaaaaaggghhhhhhhh!" she howled, sandwiched between her two students, their cocks wedged tightly into her body. Roy began to move atop her, running his cock in and out of her vibrating rectal ring. Beneath her, Simon was rolling his hips, trying his best to fuck her from belly. All the while, her vaginal walls quivered up and down his length, milking him. As her climax peaked, Simon grunted and pushed up into her hard. His cock pulsed and spit, and his semen launched up into her. She warmed from the inside and felt her orgasm renewed.
"I can feel your dick throbbing, Simon!" Roy announced, and held his cock deep in Bethany's guts to enjoy the combination of feeling the two bodies below him were providing. His own cock began to pulse and throb, but he fought to hold back his ejaculation. He'd been practicing at home and now he managed to hold back, but just barely.
"Oooohhh, ooowwww!" Bethany continued to moan through her redoubled climax. Simon's cock finished filling her with cum a moment later and Roy resumed sodomizing her. She felt weak and trembled as her body ground against Simon's beneath her. His cock deflated and popped from her vagina while Roy continued to ride her. The sudden change in friction set Roy off.
"Uuunngggh!" he grunted as his cock pulsed and fired off. He pushed deep into Bethany's guts and white-washed her bowel with his semen. Pulse after pulse sent his cum up her ass, until he was finally spent. His cock plopped from her ruined rectum and he stumbled off the desk, nearly falling flat on his naked ass.
Bethany felt Roy's cum dribbling from her asshole and tightened her sphincter. She rolled to her side and Simon, panting as heavily as she was, rolled the opposite way. He dropped from the desk and began to tuck himself away, not looking back at her. She imagined he was ashamed of what he had done to her, under Roy's influence.
"Thank you, Simon. That was wonderful." She reached for her young student and took his hand. He looked back at her and she smiled up at him. "I liked that, very much," she told him. "I had an orgasm on your magnificent cock."
She turned to look towards Roy and said, "That wasn't very nice of you, Mr. Hill. Maybe I shouldn't pass you. That would serve you well, now wouldn't it?"
"Not fair!" he croaked. "I gave you an orgasm, didn't I? That's always been the deal, right? I give you an orgasm, and you pass me."
Bethany sat up on her desk then, and as she tucked her tits back into the bra and began buttoning up her blouse, she said, "I think you will still be required to take your test, Mr. Hill." She turned to Simon and said, "You, however, Mr. Shedeen, are free to go with a passing grade." She slipped from the desk and gave Simon a kiss, gently on his lips. He was stunned. "You can go now," she added.
"Really?" Simon gasped, and with her nod, he headed out the door, safe in the knowledge that he wouldn't lose his position on the baseball team.
Bethany turned back to Roy and said, "Now that you've had your fun, Mr. Hill, I believe you still have a test to take, and pass. Otherwise, you'll be off the baseball team. Additionally, you will no longer be in my favors. Do I make myself clear enough?"
"That's not fair," Roy pleaded. "What if I tell the principal about you?"
Bethany stepped up and looked down into his face. "Principal Doolittle is a very good friend of mine. A very good friend." She kissed Roy then, before adding, "Maybe, if you're nice to me, and pass this test, I'll be inclined to show you just how good of a friend Mrs. Doolittle is, as a graduation gift."
"Oh, hell, yes!" Roy exclaimed, coming to the realization of Bethany's true intent.
****
"So, you're telling me that you and Mrs. Doolittle are..." Denise gasped.
"I'm not admitting to anything," Bethany grinned. "Hell, maybe I'm making all of this up, right, Pamela?"
"It wouldn't be the first time," Pamela groaned. They were on their third drinks of the evening, and Pamela was feeling them already. It hadn't helped that since her second hers had been doubles, on top of an empty stomach.
"Are you ready to go, Mom?" Bethany looked up to see Johnny Walker, Pamela's son, standing by the table. Pamela had called her son for a ride, knowing she was getting too drunk to drive.
"I'm always ready, especially for you, Johnny," Pamela purred. Between Bethany and Denise, only Bethany knew that Pamela had recently begun taking to her son's bed. And Pamela was the only friend Bethany knew that knew about her own liaisons with her son, Burton. That had to do mostly with the fact that Johnny Walker had once been one of Bethany's young lovers as well.
"Be nice to her, Johnny," Bethany insisted. "She's had too much to drink."
"And we've been talking entirely about sex since we got here!" Denise laughed. Pamela slipped out of the booth and tried to leave her part of the bill on the table, but Bethany waved her off.
"I've got it, this time," Bethany insisted.
"Mine, too?" Denise asked.
"Yours, too."
"In that case, Sally! I want another!" Denise called out. As Johnny guided his unsteady mother toward the front doors, she leaned across and asked Bethany, "What other hot and saucy tales have you got?"
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 11
Elena's Tales -- Part 1
The final six-week grading period had started for the students of Regal Bay High, and as much as the young men and women looked forward to their summer vacation, the faculty members were just as exhausted by the long school year and had begun to look forward to the break as well. For Elena Adamson however, the school break would only provide her with more time to spend at the community library. Elena was the school librarian and as such enjoyed the freedom of not having to deal with teaching students, grading papers, and handling confrontations within the classroom. With the exception of the first week or two of school in the autumn, when she would instruct students on the intricasies of the Dewey Decimal System, identifying the sections of the library, and how to log in to the dozens of provided computer stations in the I.T. section, Elena had little contact with the students. The class teachers were responsible for everything while the library was being used. Any books checked out or returned would be handled by one of Elena's student assistants.
A couple times a week, Elena met with her sometime-lover Denise Hoyt in the high school parking lot during their shared lunch hour, to indulge in their shared attraction. Both women were bisexual. Elena was a divorced mother of two adult children, and Denise was a married mother of two, whose children were still in elementary school. Denise's husband Don was also a teacher at the high school. Nine years separated the women, with Elena a mature 45 and Denise a youngish looking 36. In fact, Denise could easily pass for a woman in her twenties, a reason Elena found herself so attracted to her.
Elena was a big woman, standing 6 foot even, though she did not run to fat. She was from up-state Minnesota, the lake country, and was of classic Scandinavian decent. She wore her nearly white blonde hair long and loose, the waves cascading down her back well below her shoulder blades. She portraited the classical vision of a Norse Goddess from early on. A rough and tumble girl growing up, Elena had played both ice and field hockey in school, lettering in both disciplines in high school which lead to scholarship offers from several universities. She accepted the offer from the University of Minnesota at Duluth, just an hour away from home. While at school, Elena had discovered not only a passion for Library Science, but a true knack for it. She also met, and eventually married, her first husband, Eric Adamson; no relation though they coincidently shared the same last name.
Elena and Eric settled in St. Paul after graduating. She had already born a son, Jason, by the time she had graduated, and shortly after being hired on at the municipal library, she discovered that she was pregnant. Janice would be born later that year. A year after that, Elena discovered that she had as much passion for women as she had for the library. Eric, on the other hand, never could find work in his degree field, and ended up bouncing from job to job.
By the time her children were in school, Elena had filed for divorce from Eric. Eric argued but eventually relented to the "irreconcilable circumstances". Elena had by this time taken over as a branch manager and on weekends she enjoyed expanding her newly open lifestyle by dating several young women.
During this time, however, Elena met another man who would change her life. Craig Harrison was a teacher at her children's school and Elena often discussed their progress with him over the phone or in person. Craig was a ruggedly handsome man, quite the opposite vision one would associate with a school teacher, especially an elementary level teacher. Elena discovered that he was something of a gentle giant and grew fond of him. He wasn't married, and in fact was just a year younger than her own thirty-years at the time they first dated. Strangely, Craig didn't mind Elena's lifestyle, and often told her that he was there for her whenever she wanted to "cross back to the other side of the tracks", as he put it.
Over dinner one night in December, after Christmas shopping together through the Mall of America, Craig announced that he was returning to his home town to take a position as principal at one of the new elementary schools. Regal Bay, he explained, was growing rapidly and there was great opportunity for advancement in his future there. He also told Elena that should she be interested, the library system was also in need of new employees, especially those with the skills she demonstrated daily. Elena though it over during the holidays, and a week before Craig was due to leave, she accepted his offers. One, of a move across country to a new and exciting start. Two, of an offer of marriage. Both of her children loved Craig, and it was easy enough to convince them that life on the Pacific Coast might be a little better than the upper Mid-West. It helped that Minnesota was in the midst of one of its colder winters. Both Jason and Janice were eager to see the west coast. Their father, however, wasn't so thrilled at the idea, and balked at signing off. Eventually he did, however. Elena suspected that Craig may have paid her ex-husband a visit to convince him.
Elena and her children had settled in well in the Regal Bay community. She hired on to organize and manage a new library branch on the north end of the community. Craig took his place as principal at the newly opened South Bay Elementary School. And for four years, they enjoyed a good life together. That all ended when Craig was fired when it was discovered that he was embezzling money from the school funds. Elena had known nothing about what her husband had been up to. Neither did she know about his cheating on her, not until it came out that it had been his secretary and lover that had ratted him out to the school board. In court, it had come out that she had given Craig the ultimatum of divorcing Elena and marrying her, or she'd talk. Craig had tried to buy her off, but instead provided her with all the evidence the school board needed to file charges. Craig was arrested and went to jail.
Elena filed for divorce and officially became Elena Adamson once again. That had been almost ten years ago. Craig had been released after six years, but left Regal Bay soon after. In that time, Elena had returned to enjoying the company of women, most notably younger women. She had taken to Denise Hoyt early on, just months after the slender brunette hired on at the beginning of a school year. It hadn't taken Elena much effort to introduce the married mother of two to the sinful pleasures of lesbian love making.
Both women had lit up a Kool-brand cigarette the moment they had exited the teacher's entrance. They made their way towards the back of the lot where Elena had parked. With a brief look around to check for witnesses, they ground out their cigarettes and slipped into the middle seat of Elena's mini-van, through the side door furthest from the school.
Once inside, Elena was quick to begin unfastening the front buttons of Denise's knee-length denim dress. "Not wasting any time?" Denise asked as she stroked Elena's arms. Her top was pushed open and beneath it the younger woman wore a plain black bra. Her breasts were small, only a b-cup, which added to that youngster look Elena craved so sinfully.
"You know I don't like wasting time, Beautiful," Elena told her. She then pulled Denise's mouth to hers and kissed her younger lover, though only briefly. She pulled Denise's arms free and helped as Denise lifted her hips to completely remove the garment down her long, skinny legs. This left her seated in only her black bra and matching panties. Elena ran her hands across her young lover's exposed flesh, even as Denise gasped when a car passed by.
Before Denise could change her mind about this rendezvous, Elena had Denise's bra unfastened and discarded to the floor. She kissed Denise's neck and shoulder while feeling the younger woman's small breasts with her finger tips. Her long blonde hair draped across Denise's chest, hiding her topless nudity somewhat as Elena cupped her small tits in her hands and gently kneaded them.
"Do you really think we should be doing this?" Denise was still rather nervous, as they had never gone so far before, not on school property during school hours. Usually they would drive over to Overlook Park, just a mile down Jersey Pike towards the coast, if they were going to go this far. If they stayed at school, they would only make out, kiss and maybe feel each other up. Not this time, however. Even as Elena worked her small tits, she reached up to pop open the top two buttons of Elena's blouse. To relax her, Elena leaned in and began to suckle upon her nipples, making Denise moan with pleasure.
The woman began kissing deeply and soon Denise seemed to be relaxed enough to take their make-out session a bit further. Even when a couple of students jogged past the van, they continued kissing. When Elena broke off their kiss, she pulled her floral blouse up and off. She reached into her white bra and lifted her large Scandinavian-bred breasts from the cups. Denise took them in with her hungry eyes, and then reached for the familiar mounds of warm flesh. She began to massage them then, and as Elena pulled her tight for another deep kiss, the action effectively pressed their tits together.
Elena had Denise sucking upon her massive tits a minute later, and as she feasted upon Elena's thick nipples, Denise parted her thighs to allow Elena access to her aching pussy. Elena managed to pull her lover's panties free a couple moments later and soon was fingering Denise's recently shaved pussy. It had been Elena who had initially suggested that Denise add to her youthfulness with a clean-shaven crotch. It also made it somewhat more enjoyable for Elena to eat her out.
Elena got Denise turned and leaned back against the side door, with her legs spread wide and her pussy open and inviting. For her diminutive size, Denise's labia were large, thick, and pink. The slit was long, and her clit budded out excitedly at the top of the folds. Elena rubbed circles around and across Denise's clit, drawing deep sighs of pleasure from the younger woman as well as a trickle of juices from her honey-hole. Elena slipped from the seat to her knees on the floor of the mini-van and brought her mouth down into her young lover's crotch.
"Oooohhh!" Denise moaned loudly as Elena began to lap away greedily upon her sex. This wonderful act was the reason Denise had become bi-sexual in the first place. Denise had always loved having her pussy licked, and had for as long as she could remember. After having her first child, however, her husband, who had been there for the birth, never went down on her again. It was a disappointment for her, and yet when she discovered other women who would eagerly take up the task, Denise became bi-sexual.
Elena, on the other hand, had been a lesbian well before she and her first husband had divorced, and never shied away from taking on another lover, be they older, younger, or the same age as she was. She did, however, prefer the young women, and the younger the better.
After lapping away hungrily at Denise's pussy for several minutes, and bringing her of at least twice with her tongue, Elena sat up and produced a long, pink dildo from her carry-all bag. "What the hell is that?" Denise gasped, looking at the phallus as Elena waved it at her.
Elena was grinning wickedly when she answered, "A little something I picked up on the internet." She playfully gave the real-enough looking head of the dildo a lick with her pink tongue. "I thought it was time we take it to the next level."
"But in the car? Here?" Denise was looking fearfully towards the school and across the parking lot. It was vacant of activity, though she knew that at any moment the class bell could ring and dozens of young high school students would pour out, heading for their own lunches.
Elena leaned closer and kissed Denise, even while sliding the dildo's head downward across her flat belly. As her tongue slipped between Denise's lips, she found the damp slit of the younger woman's pussy. After getting the tip wet with the Denise's juices, Elena slipped it inside her.
"Oooohhh!" Denise groaned as Elena began to fuck her with it. Denise took hold of Elena's heavy tits as the older woman dildoed her towards another orgasm. The dildo helped draw Denise's juices out and while she watched and thrust, Elena finally stripped out of her own skirt and panties. Now with both of them completely naked, and with the chance of being discovered at any moment, Elena pulled Denise's hand to her pussy while continuing to dildo-fuck her.
The van was rocking ever so slightly as Denise climaxed. "Aaagghhh! Aaagghhh! Aaagghhh!" she grunted as her body convulsed through her orgasm, centering on the rubber dildo punching up into her with rapid thrusts. She was trying her best to give Elena the same sort of pleasures with her long fingers, by Elena was having too much fun watching and playing with her.
After bringing Denise off again with the dildo, Elena insisted, "It's time for you to return the favor, young lady!" Denise was more than ready to take care of Elena's needs. As Elena slipped the dildo from her pussy and brought it to her mouth to savor the flavors left on it, she also moved her seat back and spread herself wide for Denise. She leaned in and began to lick at the older woman's blonde-haired pussy ravenously. Elena ran her hands through Denise's long, dark hair as she lapped up her flowing juices. She saw a student walk past and glance in, though the look on his face gave little away. Her windows were tinted well, and she knew that you'd have to be very close to see anything inside her van.
Denise was doing a fine job eating her out, and had even begun to finger Elena's pussy as she concentrated her tongue's efforts upon her clit. She was fast approaching her own lunch-time orgasm, and when Denise stuffed her thumb up her ass, Elena cried out in orgasm.
"Oooohhh, yeessss! Cuuuummmminngggg!" Elena moaned loud enough for anyone walking by to hear. She had two hands on the back of Denise's head then, holding her face tight to her quivering quim. "That's it! Right there! Lick me right theeerrrrrrreee!"
Denise sucked and slurped at Elena's pulsing hole, drinking in her tart cream as it freely flowed onto her tongue. Elena was a gusher, as Denise and many more of her other lovers had learned. Not many women were, and it sometimes surprised her lovers. Denise had taken to drinking her cream as few had, and seemed to feast upon Elena's flavorful pussy even deeper after getting the older woman off.
As Elena rode the backside of her orgasmic wave, she guided Denise into position atop her, where they next settled into a mutual oral fest stretched out across the middle seats of the mini-van. Although pulling off the 69 in the tight confines were difficult, they managed as they had on several other occasions. They put their tongues and sticky fingers back to work in a mutual attempt to pleasure the other.
Elena had long ago taught Denise about the sexual delights the anus held, and slipped her long middle finger up the younger girl's ass even as Denise again forced her thumb back into hers.
"Uuunnngggg!" Denise moaned into Elena's drenched pussy.
"Aaaahhhh!" Elena sighed in response to Denise's own talents. Both women soon brought the other to orgasm, and each savored the flavor of warm pussy juice upon their tongues once again.
Thunder rolled down the coast and ended their lunch-time interlude. They hurriedly dressed as a gentle spring rain began to fall on the roof of the van. Giggling at times like school girls, and pausing at other moments to deliver a fresh kiss to the other, both were finally able get dressed.
"Christ! I wish I'd have brought my umbrella!" Elena gasped as a cold wash of rain slapped her face as she pulled the side door open. They jumped out even as the rains fell harder, and rushed for the school entrance. By the time they had made it back inside through the teacher's entrance, both were nearly as wet as their pussies had been just minutes before. Their scent, however, had been washed away, and there was nothing for the old spinster Miss Reed to catch as they rushed past the administration offices. Not that Elena cared much about what Orchid Reed thought. The staunch school secretary was more interested in catching students with their pants down than worrying about the teachers.
"I'll see you later, Denise," Elena said in parting. She turned and headed for the center of the school and the library, while Denise turned up the wide flight of stairs and headed back to her own classroom on the second floor. All around them students were moving about, headed for their next classes or towards the cafeteria for their lunch breaks. A lucky few seniors would be headed out, for either afternoon work-release programs or free afternoons, if they had enough credits banked.
A freshman English class was moving into the library for their weekly visit during the period following their own lunch break, and despite the "Quiet" signs posted around the large room, there was still a lot of whispered talk going on instead of quiet research and reading. This class belonged to Mrs. Redfield, a wonderful older black woman who Elena enjoyed talking with. However, Mrs. Redfield was gone that week to visit her ailing mother in Sacramento and the substitute was having trouble keeping his students in order.
Elena made a circuit of the large, two-level library, checking the far corners of the second floor especially, as this was where boys and girls liked to slip away to make out. That afternoon, the make-out spots were clear, and Elena headed for her office on the first floor.
Returning to her office, which was adjacent to the library's check-out counter though opposite the main entrance, Elena found Barbara Freeman at work on the computer. Sitting behind the desk, Barbara looked at home. At nineteen, Barbara was a Library Sciences student from the university. She spent two afternoons per week at the high school as Elena's assistant, working in a "hand's-on" position to earn credits towards her degree. This was her second full semester as a school library assistant, but the first at the high school, working with Elena. Now a junior, Barbara was young for her class, having jumped ahead twice in her primary school years, once in elementary, and again in high school, where she graduated after just one semester as a senior. Barbara was a brilliant student and had interests in all forms of the Liberal Arts. She had, however, found more interest in the Library Sciences in the past year, quite possibly due to Elena Adamson herself.
"Did you have a good lunch, Barbara?" Elena asked the young woman as she retrieved a hand towel from a nearby cabinet and wiped the rain from her face and hair.
"Oh, I stayed here, working," Barbara replied in her thick middle-America accent. Barbara was from Kansas City and her speech patterns gave it away. "I want to finish up these assignments, so I don't have to go to class tomorrow. I'd rather work here, if that would be okay with you, Miss Adamson?"
"Please, Barbara," Elena smiled as she came to the desk and leaned her hip against it. "You really must call me Elena. You're not one of the students. You're more of a faculty member, what with all the time you've been putting in. Besides, wouldn't you rather take an afternoon for yourself occasionally? Go shopping, or see a movie, or just hang out on the boardwalk with your friends?"
"I really don't have many friends, Elena," Barbara responded. "Besides, I'd rather be here. I like it here, working. It keeps me busy enough."



Elena considered her young protégé for a few moments then. Barbara was a slim girl, with blonde hair cut in a very conservative short style. She wore glasses that made her look both intelligent and cute at the same time. She wore skirts and blouses exclusively, even though Elena had insisted she try other looks. Slacks and sweaters, or even pull-over shirts, would give her a more relaxed look, but Barbara always replied that she was just as comfortable in a skirt, and it made her feel more respected.
"You don't have to worry about being respected around here, young lady," Elena had told her. "If anything, you're envied by some of the older teachers who only wished they were in your shoes and had it all to do over again, even shoes as uncomfortable as yours look!" she added with a laugh.
Barbara's eyes were big and bright blue behind her oval glasses, and Elena often found herself gazing into them and wondering what it was that she felt for the young student. Barbara was close to her own daughter's age. In fact, Janice, who is 23, was now a senior at Regal Bay University, also in the Liberal Arts Department. Janice was enrolled in the Master of the Arts in Liberal Studies program, and would be leaving for Stockholm, Sweden, at the end of the semester to spend a year researching their family's history. Janice had already traced their American roots thoroughly and was interested in taking it on to the furthest reaches of history. For Elena, she really didn't have much use for a family tree, but it had become something of her daughter's hobby over the course of her life.
Besides a thirst for knowledge in the Liberal Arts, Elena and her daughter shared another common interest. Janice was a lesbian, and very proud of it. Although Elena did partake of male companionship from time to time, and considered herself as more lesbian than bi-sexual, Janice had never been with a man, nor had she any interest. That was fine with Elena. Any grand-children she might have would definitely come from her son, Jason. In fact, Jason was due to bring his fiancée home to meet his mother that spring.
"So, if it would be okay with you, and Principal Doolittle, I'd like to work the rest of the week." Elena realized that she'd been staring at Barbara even as the girl spoke. But not at her eyes as she'd begun with, but at her chest, and the fact that she could easily make out the young woman's nipples through the thin, white blouse she wore. Nor did Barbara have a bra on, she noticed as well. It had to be the first time she'd gone without, otherwise Elena knew that she'd have noticed. Barbara's breasts were small, no more than b-cups she imagined. They were all but hidden beneath the loose blouses the girl wore.
Elena looked to the young woman's face and smiled. "I'd like that, Barbara. It's always nice to have you here." She moved from the desk, but turned back to say, "I must call the Liberal Arts Department, however. I don't need Marilyn Combs thinking I'm hi-jacking her best student!"
Barbara quickly rose from behind the desk, allowing Elena to drop into the vacated chair. "I'd really appreciate that, Elena," she smiled. "I'm not looking for extra credits, either. Just extra experience. I really need the experience." Surprising Elena, Barbara stroked her shoulder with a hand as she added this last statement, before turning to pass through the office door and attend to a student that had chimed the counter bell.
Elena watched Barbara go, but her eyes were not on the girl but on her butt. The skirt disguised her figure, but she imagined Barbara had wagged her ass towards her as she went, with a hint of a glance back over her shoulder as well. Elena suddenly recognized that she was being flirted with!
Elena made her call to Dr. Combs' office, but had to leave a message for the Liberal Arts Department Head to call her back, at the office or on her cell phone, and left both numbers. All the while, Elena watched through the open door as Barbara moved about, helping students check out their selections. She checked the wall clock and saw that this period was about to end. There were no classes scheduled for the next period, which was in fact only 45 minutes long. Still, there would be enough time for her to explore this unexpected possibility.
After the bell had rung and the class had filed out, both Elena and Barbara made a sweep of the library, collecting up books and returning them to their places on the shelves. A few discarded items were picked up and either tossed into the trash can or placed in the bin under the check-out counter. This took about five minutes and both women soon found themselves back in the office. Elena had settled in behind her desk while Barbara sat in the side chair.
After a few moments of work-related small talk, Barbara asked, "Miss Adamson, is Janice seeing anyone?"
Elena was startled by the change in direction their conversation had taken. She answered, "Not that I know of. Why do you ask?"
Barbara looked embarrassed and gazed at her hands, which were slowly twisting in her lap. "I was just asking, because I thought that I might like to get to know her."
"Are you telling me that you'd like to date my daughter?" Elena prodded. "And are you telling me that you are attracted to women as well?"
Barbara nodded, still looking down into her lap. "I've always been attracted to girls, at least since high school. I just don't know how to ask another girl out. I don't know how to know if another girl is like me."
"The only way to find out is to ask," Elena told her. "If you find yourself attracted to another woman, or a man for that matter, the only way to do anything about it is to let them know. It's taking that first step, that die-roll chance, that makes all the difference, you know. Otherwise, if you don't take the chance when the opportunity presents itself, you may regret it in the future."
Barbara looked up at her and replied, "Would Janice be mad if I asked her out? We barely know each other, but I know she likes girls, and I do to. I just want to know how to do it right, you know?"
Elena reached out and took one of the younger woman's hands in hers. "Any way you do it is the right way, as long as you are comfortable with it. Don't worry about what reaction you might get in return. Just don't take being rejected too personally, if you are rejected. But I don't see you being rejected by anyone, especially Janice. I know her type, and you definitely fall within it."
Barbara grinned. "That's nice for you to say." They held each other's gaze for a long moment, and then Barbara asked, "Can I do something for you? You've done so much for me," she said as she stood up. She moved to stand behind Elena and as she lay her hands upon the older woman's wide, strong shoulders, she said, "I give great shoulder rubs. I give my room-mates massages all the time, and they love it. And you look a little tense. Let me see if I can relax you a little bit, okay?" Even as she was asking, Barbara's hands were already working on Elena's shoulders. Although she enjoyed a weekly massage at the gym, this unforeseen contact made her entire body suddenly tingle.
"That feels nice, Barbara," she sighed and let her head roll forward. "I hadn't realized how tense I was until you started that." Barbara worked her shoulder and lower neck, and then out across her shoulders to massage her upper arms. As her hands moved back up they came forward over the top and her fingers dug gently into the flesh just above the mounds of her breasts.
"How does that feel?" Barbara asked, with a hint of playfulness in her voice.
"Nice. Relaxing." Elena rolled her head up and back, and caught a whiff of Barbara's perfume. She liked the way the girl smelled. With Elena's head up, Barbara reached to her neck and unfastened the top button of her floral blouse. She popped open the second, and then the third, before pulling the blouse open enough to place her hands upon her mentor's naked chest flesh. Elena sighed as Barbara's hands rubbed her skin lightly, from just above the bra cups to her color-bone and neck.
Elena looked over her shoulder at her young protégé and saw the swell of Barbara's breast against her. She looked up find her smiling eyes looking down at her. "Do you like that?" Barbara asked.
"I do," Elena replied. She then asked, "How do you know that I like girls, also?"
Barbara smiled down at her before replying. "I was taking a chance. I had heard rumors that Janice was a lesbian. I suppose I thought that if Janice was like you, and you are like Janice, and maybe you liked girls, too..."
"You thought that if I liked you, then Janice would like you, is that it?"
Barbara nodded. "I like you, and I'm attracted to you, and it wasn't until just now that I thought that you liked me as more than a protégé." She ran her hands along the outside of Elena's breasts then, caressing them lightly through the material of the blouse, before returning to massage her shoulders.
"Would it surprise you if I told you that I sometimes masturbate, thinking about you?" Barbara admitted in a voice not much more than a whisper. She slipped her hands lower and popped open the next of Elena's blouse buttons, while giving her a light kiss upon the cheek, just in front of the ear. Elena rolled her head and sighed as her blouse was pulled open wide, exposing her white bra-covered breasts. Barbara's hands cupped beneath them and gently lifted their weight.
"I like your breasts," Barbara admitted. "I wish mine were so wonderfully large and full." She then gave each a gentle squeeze through the bra cup before she slipped her hands up again to rest upon Elena's chest flesh. She hesitated, as if awaiting permission to proceed any further.
Elena looked up into her face once again, and reached up. Barbara fell to her knees as she was eased lower, and then accepted Elena's lips to hers. They kissed lightly, shyly even, for a moment. Elena pushed her back and asked, "Just how far are you willing to take this, young lady?"
Barbara looked up at the wall clock before answering. "We've got another thirty minutes until Mrs. Stabler's class is due."
Elena looked deep into Barbara's eyes then, and saw a smoldering passion in them that she herself felt. In that moment, she made her decision. She stood up and turned to face Barbara, who remained kneeling before her. She stroked the girl's blonde hair back and said, "Show me how far you'd like for this to go."
Barbara beamed up at her as her hands reached up to her hips. She found the zipper at the side and pulled it down. Elena's skirt fell to the floor and she stepped out of it as her thighs were stroked by the younger woman's hands. Next, Barbara took hold of her panties, and tugged. Her pussy, so recently fed upon by Denise Hoyt, came into Barbara's unsuspecting view. Barbara gasped at the sight of tight, blonde pubic fur, just inches from her face. She again looked up, as if asking for permission from Elena. Elena reached up her back and popped free her bra, to allow her large dd-cup breasts to fall free. Barbara reached up to catch the naked flesh in her hands. The huge, pale areola were circled by her thumb and forefinger, the nipple popping out atop the bulging disk. Barbara lifted higher on her knees and placed her mouth to Elena's left nipple. She sighed as she sucked gently upon it.
"That's nice, Barbara," Elena sighed as she stroked the younger woman's shoulders. I love having my tits sucked." Barbara's hands slipped up and down her thighs and ass, and she switched nipples a moment later. Elena let her nurse for a moment only before she leaned back into her desk and settled upon the edge.
"We're short on time, Barbara," she explained. "And I'm eager to find out what your tongue can do for me." She spread her thighs apart and guided her young lover between them. Barbara's blue eyes were locked into the Y of her crotch then, and with little coercion she placed her mouth to Elena's pussy and kissed. That initial kiss began to linger, and then Barbara's tongue slipped out and stroked through the blonde hair. Barbara tasted Elena's dew, and licked even deeper, until the fur was damp and parted, giving her full access to the older woman's pussy slot. Barbara was no virgin, and had enjoyed eating other girls out at times. Elena, however, was the oldest woman she'd even been so intimate with, and her taste was different. Tart and tangy would be how she would eventually come to describe the flavors of Elena on her tongue.
Elena stroked the young woman's hair as she worked her tongue in and around her pussy. She was eager to please, Elena recognized, but had much to learn when it came to pleasing another woman with her tongue. There was a method to the madness, and Elena would enjoy teaching this one, unless she decided to pass Barbara on to her daughter. Janice would enjoy teaching a young woman the cunnilingual arts, just as Elena had taught her daughter. Barbara showed promise, and soon Elena felt the tingles of an orgasm, as muted as it may be, building within her loins.
"Oh, that's it, that's is, Barbara. Lick my pussy just like that." Elena continued to stroke her blonde head, and Barbara lapped away noisily at her cunt in an effort to draw out Elena's orgasm. Unfortunately, for Elena, she had plateaued and as much as she wanted to cum on the girl's tongue, it wasn't going to happen.
Elena eased Barbara's face from her crotch and guided the girl to stand before her. She cupped her face in her hands and pulled Barbara into a kiss. She could taste her tanginess on her lips and licked up the creamy juices with her tongue. All the while she was tugging Barbara's blouse open. She reached in and indeed found that the young woman had not worn a bra. The hard beads of her nipples poked into her palms as she pressed against her chest. Barbara moaned into her mouth then and hugged Elena tight.
When she was finally able to pull her mouth free, Elena whispered, "My turn," before pushing Barbara back. She hopped from the desk and guided Barbara to take her place. "Lay down," she instructed, and her protégé followed her direction. Her blouse was fully open and her hard nipples pointed up excitedly. "Lift your hips," Elena told her and Barbara again did her mentor's bidding. Her skirt was pulled off, followed by her panties. Her pubic bush came into view, thick and tangled. The hair was darker than that on her head, giving away the fact that Barbara lightened her hair. It didn't matter to Elena in the least.
Elena parted Barbara's thighs and laid atop the younger woman, planting her mouth to her right nipple as she pressed her belly into Barbara's crotch. "Oooohhh," Barbara moaned as her nipple was gently chewed on. She stroked Elena's thick blonde hair, which cascaded down to fully conceal her naked upper chest. Elena gave each nipple a few moments of attention, but knowing their time was severely limited, she moved on quickly. She would have time later to savor the young woman's flesh properly.
Without another word said, Elena moved down Barbara's pale body to settle between her parted thighs. She was kneeling at the side of the desk now and pulled the girl's hips towards her, bringing the dark gash of her pussy to the edge. Elena dove right in and thrust her tongue straight into the tight honey hole of Barbara's pussy.
"Oooohhh!" the girl moaned. Her body went electric as Elena's tongue thrust deep into her. Her cream flowed, sending a jolt through her. "Aaaggghhhh" she gasped, as an orgasm crashed through her unexpectedly. "Aaaahhhh!"
Elena recognized that Barbara was getting off and began to lap away hungrily and noisily. She ran her tongue up through the girl's tight folds to expose her tiny clit-bud, where she concentrated her attack for a lingering moment, making Barbara's hips vibrate.
"Oooohhh, fuuucccckkkk!" Barbara groaned. She grabbed hold of her tiny tits and pulled on her hard nipples, giving herself a bit of pain for all the pleasure Elena's experienced mouth and tongue was giving her. "Oooohhh!" she groaned even louder.
Elena continued working her tongue along the sweet folds of Barbara's creamy cunt, enjoying the fresh flavor of such a young woman. At only 19, Barbara was the youngest she'd even had, and Elena moaned into her gaping slot as she fingered her own pussy. Her cream was flowing thick and she brought her hand up to thrust two well-lubricated fingers into Barbara's hole, while concentrating once again on the tiny clit-bud.
"Uuunnggghh!" Barbara grunted as two long fingers pushed into her. Although she'd never experienced a male member, she had taken dozens of fingers and a few small dildoes. But Elena had stuffed a pair inside her, and her pussy walls stretched wide to accept them. An edge of pain accompanied the pleasures created by Elena's tongue flicking rapidly across her over-stimulated clit. "Aaaahhhh, yeeeesssssss!" she cried out, as her orgasm peaked again. "Aaaahhhh!"
Elena, who had had her eyes closed as she enjoyed feasting upon Barbara's quivering quim, opened them to look towards her lover's face. Instead, her attention was drawn to the office doorway, where a young woman stood watching. She lifted her face from Barbara's crotch to get a better look at their voyeur, and recognized Kristina Cooper, one of the seniors. Kristina worked on the school paper and yearbook committee, and often used her study hall period to work in the library. Elena had completely forgotten about a requested meeting Kristina had made with her for that afternoon.
With Elena no longer lapping away at her pussy, Barbara opened her own eyes to see what had stopped her mentor. Seeing Elena looking off to the right behind her, Barbara twisted around to also take in the younger girl, watching them.
"Ooh, shit!" Barbara gasped. She all but knocked Elena to the floor as she twisted and rolled from the desk, grabbing up discarded clothing as she went. Unfortunately, there was nowhere for them to hide.
Elena stood up and addressed their interloper. "Kristina, I'd completely forgotten about our meeting," she admitted. She took a hesitant step forward, completely naked and exposed for the young student. "I'll be with you, in just a few minutes," she added. Behind her she could hear Barbara rushing to pull on her clothing. Elena knew that she had been caught out, and there wasn't much use in frantically pulling on her clothing. Besides, she thought she saw something in Kristina's sheepish, embarrassed grin.
"Um, I'll come back, later," Kristina began.
"Nonsense!" Elena replied. "Just give us a moment to straighten ourselves up, would you?" She turned to find her skirt being handed to her by Barbara, who looked as if she'd seen the Grimm Reaper himself coming for her. Elena smiled, and then turned back to Kristina. "Could you pull the door closed behind you, sweetheart?" And as she had anticipated, Kristina stepped on into the office before closing the door. The younger girl was still looking at her nudity, not embarrassed but quite obviously interested.
Elena stepped into her skirt and asked Kristina, "Would you like to have a seat?" She turned to Barbara next and asked, "The next class will be in shortly, if you'd like to greet them? Kristina and I have some things to discuss, mostly about her latest story for the school paper." Elena smiled at Kristina warmly. "Unless you'd like to talk about other matters, young lady?"
Kristina dropped into the side chair and couldn't help but look at the librarian's massive, naked breasts as Elena settled into her desk chair, still completely topless. Barbara hesitated behind her mentor, then leaned down to give her a quick kiss before looking directly at Kristina, and smiling warmly. "You're sitting on her bra," she said as she passed. Kristina hopped up and looked beneath her to find the large cupped white bra.



"Thank you, dear," Elena said as she accepted the garment from the embarrassed young lady. She left it on her desk in plain view however. "So, what is it that you'd like to discuss with me, Kristina?" she asked in a professional tone, despite remaining half-naked before her student. The scent of arousal filled the office, and Kristina was obviously aware of it, as well as what had been going on. Yet she remained, and that interested Elena greatly.
"Well, Ma'am, I don't know where to begin," Kristina stammered.
Elena reached out and lay her hand on Kristina's which was in her lap, before saying, "Let's start with you calling me Elena, shall we?" Their eyes locked, and she smiled warmly. Kristina eventually returned it with a grin of her own.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 7
Natalya's Tales -- Part 2
Natalya Aleshinova stood in front of the dresser, gazing into the mirror mounted atop it at her image. She saw a mature woman who had just celebrated her 51st birthday the previous weekend, a woman who had mothered two children, both now adults. She looked at her reflection, from the short-cut raven-black hair that had been recently cut and styled, without a single grey hair in evidence, to the pale flesh of her face, age-lined at the edges of her eyes and mouth, her eyes still a brilliant steel-blue, her lips wide and subtle, and colored a deep rose. She wore a melon-colored loose-fitting sweater over a knee-length black skirt. Both hid the curves of her matronly figure, her widening hips and thickening thighs, her rounded rump, her swelling belly, and the heft of her massive breasts. Natalya reflected that her breasts were the first thing men were attracted to in her, from the time they began to grow when still a teen-ager in the old Soviet Union. She always thought her eyes were her best feature, and many men said as much, even though she knew better.
Natalya Vilkova had been born in a small village ten miles west of Kiev, in the Ukraine. At the time, her homeland was part of the greater Soviet Union, and her world consisted of a grey concrete block apartment building, the small three-room apartment her family lived in, and the small patch of naked ground that served as the playground for the children of the building, and a meeting place for the adults, when they weren't working twelve hour days in the nearby factories. Natalya's parents both worked for the power company, and by the time Natalya was of school age, they each worked a shift in the new nuclear power plant in Chernobyl. It was a rare day they the entire Vilkov family sat together over a meal.
Natalya was a young woman of only 21 when the accident happened. Her father had come home just hours before the alarms had sounded, but her mother was already on shift at the plant. "I want you to go to your aunt and uncle's house, Natalya," her father had insisted. Natalya was due at her own job in the city market, but all of that went out the window that afternoon. "You will stay with them until I come for you. I must go to the plant, to relieve your mother. I will work in her place until the dangers have passed." Her father left her then, and she did as he told her. By that time, areas were already being evacuated. He went one way, driving his small car up the lane towards the power plant, and she rode her bike the other, towards her father's brother's home.
She never saw either of her parents again. Nor did she see her Uncle Ivan. He, too, worked at the power plant. Her Aunt Iliana was already packing suit cases and Natalya's two young cousins Ekaterina and Stanic into a small station wagon. Natalya left her bike on the street and squeezed herself and her small bag in with them. Two hours later, Iliana pulled their car into a parking lot near the building where her parents lived, in Kiev. By then, the accident was finally being discussed on the news, but the enormity.
Iliana's parents could never have supported so many in their small apartment, and Natalya realized very soon that she needed to work. She looked for a job, but it wasn't until she agreed to work in one of the decadent night clubs did she begin to bring in money, for herself and her family.
"Ty prekrasno vyglyadish, moya malen'kava zyezda," her husband said as he stepped up behind her, looking at her reflection as well. "You look beautiful, my little star."
"Spasibo, moy geroy," she replied. "Thank you, my hero." His hands were gentle on her shoulders and she turned to kiss one, his left. She looked at his reflection in the mirror, and although Piotr was 17 years her senior, in her eyes he would always be the man who rescued her from the life she had been forced into. Piotr would always be her hero.
Natalya turned to face her husband and took his hands in hers. "I will miss you," she told him for not the first time that morning. "I wish you would stay, at least for another week."
"I do so wish that I could, malen'kava zyezda," he replied, again using his pet-name for her. Little Star. Natalya knew that she had never fit that title. She had never been a little girl, even when she had first begun to dance for the men in the dimly-lit, smoke-filled rooms. By the time she had started, her breasts were far and away the largest of any of the girls she competed with for tips. It wasn't until she had arrived in America, nearly twelve years later, that she finally found a brassiere that was comfortable and held the weight of her massive mammaries. Carrying 44-dd breasts around with her had taken its toll on Natalya's back, and after two surgeries on her back, she'd come to accept the constant pain as a penance for her past sins. After all, she'd used those very same breasts to get ahead in the world, to help out her remaining family, and find a man willing to take her away from the sadness and gloom that was the crumbling Soviet Union.
Piotr kissed her forehead and turned away. "I have meetings in Tokyo and Bangkok over the weekend," he reminded her, "and I am due in Moscow Wednesday for a board meeting. You know my work, and the face I must present. I only wish you would agree to travel with me."
"I have my own work, here, Piotr," she responded. "I enjoy this work, as I enjoy this, our adopted home."
"You could visit with your daughter," he suggested.
"I could not go there, not anymore, and you know that well." She went to the nightstand beside the large bed they rarely shared and retrieved a small package. "Here. Give this to Marina when you next see her. And tell her to call. I miss her very much."
"I know you do." Piotr took the package and asked, "What is it?"
"An outfit that I thought she might like. Something none of her rivals would have."
"And when should I give this to her? You know that I do not approve of her choice in careers any more than you do."
"Go to her when she between performances and give it to her. I doubt if you would be able to get to her at any other time." Natalya dropped onto the end of the bed with a sigh. "I wish she had never went back to Moscow. I had no idea that she knew how I once lived, how I made a living when I was at her age."
"We can be proud that she still has completed her college," Piotr reminded her. "Someday, she will step away and have a future. She will teach children."
"So long as she can step away on her own terms. I remember many of my friends who only stepped away after disease forced them to. Or when they had been wasted away by the drugs, and the men. I remember too many who only got out because they could no longer appeal to the men who were paying for their pleasures. Wasted women don't make much money to live on, not in the skin trades."
"Please, be still. Marina is not in the skin trades. She only dances, to make ends meet. Like many of her friends do." Piotr was sure of himself, but Natalya knew otherwise. She'd seen the videos herself, across the internet. The things her only daughter did to "make ends meet" were all too much like the things Natalya had herself done, thirty years ago.
"Come," Piotr said suddenly. "My car is here and I will drive you to your work. We will have a pleasant ride and a drink."
"And how will I get home, this evening?" Natalya asked as she followed her husband from their bedroom through the house. He didn't reply until they were standing inside the front door. It was slightly chilly outside, and he helped her with her coat before pulling his own on.
"Give Nicolas a call," Piotr finally answered. "I am sure he will be free to come, now that I am leaving."
"Don't be that way, Piotr," Natalya insisted. "Nico loves you very much. He's just at that age when boys need to be free of their father's control."
"That boy is no longer a boy," Piotr reminded her. "He is a man of 21 years, and should be firmly in control of his future. Instead, he plays golf or runs wild with his friends all hours. He needs to find his way and get on with his life."
Piotr held open the big car's door, allowing Natalya to slip in first. He pulled the door closed and signaled for the driver to pull away. "The Resort Clubhouse, Mikhail," he told the driver, who responded with only a nod.
"Nico will find his way," Natalya insisted, and let the issue drop. The drive was little more than five minutes long, and when Natalya slipped out of the car, Piotr gave her only a brief kiss on the cheek. Piotr had only been home for three weeks, and it would be nearly six weeks before she would see her husband again. In that time, Natalya had another man in her life who would see to her needs, quite willingly.
Her day was one of routine. A morning meeting with the staff of her department, going over the needs and requests of several of the Club's members, followed by numerous phone calls, a luncheon with two of the Club's more prominent couples to discuss a private 9-hole tournament, and then a brief meeting with Gloria Van Winkle, the Golf Club's President and C.E.O. By the time Natalya was able to relax in her office she was indeed ready for a drink. She poured herself a shot of Grey Goose vodka from the bottle she kept in her office refrigerator and gulped it down in a single toss. She refilled the glass, a little closer to the top this time, and then settled in behind her desk to let the soothing alcohol warm her and relax her.
"Sleeping on the job, krasivaya mama?" Natalya, startled out of the nap she had fallen into, saw her son, Nico, standing before her, grinning wolfishly from the other side of her desk.
"It has been a long day, krasivyy yavlyayutsya," she replied. They often used their Russian pet-names for each other. "Beautiful mother" and "Handsome son". Between them, they were also coded references to the fact that they were secret lovers.
Nico found the bottle and poured his mother a fresh shot, as well as one for himself. "To hard work," Nico toasted, and then tossed the shot back like the seasoned pro he was, even though he was only 21 years old. His mother echoed his toast, and followed her son's example. "Na Zdorovie!" they cheered together, and then slammed their glasses to the desktop.
"And to what do I own this pleasure, Nico?" Natalya asked of her son. "You seldom visit me here, at work."
"To be honest, I was actually in the neighborhood," her son grinned as he came around the desk to sit on the corner, facing his mother. "I thought that, since I'd not seen my beautiful mother in over a week, I'd stop in and check on her health."
"Don't bull-shit with me, Nico," she replied. "You know full and well that you can visit any time you want. You just didn't want to see your father, is all."
"That, too," he grinned. "I don't have anything to say to the man, so why see him at all?"
"You father loves you very much, Nico. You should spend time with him. He is an old man, after all. It would be very nice of you."
Nico took his mother's hand in his before replying, "How can I ever have a conversation with him, all the while knowing that I am sleeping with his wife, taking care of her needs when he is away?"
"Nico!" Natalya gasped. "Your father is your father, and deserves your respect. Even if you are sleeping with his wife, who just happens to be your mother."
"What do you think he would say if he would learn of our affair?" Nico asked his mother. "What would he say if he knew that you and I have been lovers for these years while he has been travelling the world, leaving you here alone."
"I was never alone, Nico," she smiled at her son. "Not with you here with me, to protect me and tend to my needs." She reached up and pulled his mouth to hers. She kissed her son, only briefly, but warmly. When they again parted, she asked in a husky voice, "Now, really Nico, what have you come to my office for?"
Nico slipped from the corner of the desk then, and pulling his mother to her feet as well, he replied, "I've come to provide you, my loving mother, with an afternoon delight!"
"You have, have you?" she grinned back as she allowed Nico to guide her across the office to a low sofa that sat along the window wall. Outside, the golf course could be seen in the afternoon light from the third-floor office. Several pairs and foursomes could be seen playing a round, had either cared to look. Instead, hand in hand, Nico and Natalya settled to the floor on their knees facing each other on the rug that ran along the front of the sofa. They came together then, and kissed deeply, not as mother and son, but as long-familiar lovers.
By the time they broke off their kiss, both were panting for breath. "Did you lock the door?" Natalya asked. "Of course," Nico replied as their lips again came together. Hands began to tug and pull at clothing, with Natalya pulling her son's polo shirt up and off to reveal his smooth, hairless chest. Her hands brushed down his chest, to his belly, to find his jeans. As she began to tug at the belt he wore, Nico's hands had pulled his mother's black sweater top up into a bunch above her huge breasts. Beneath, her black bra held her heavy, 44 dd-cup tits. Their lips again broke away for him to remove her top and toss it aside. His hands went to her flesh as their lips again met.
Both mother and son were panting heavily with excitement as her hands pulled his jeans open and pushed them downward. His hands had found her skirt zipper at the small of her back and had it pulled down as well. Nico's cock sprang free of his underwear and slapped against her slight belly before she found it with her hand. Her fingers wrapped around his manhood and began to pull and stroke its length. The head rubbed against her belly, just above the waistband of her panties, as his hands reached down her back to grab hold of her buttocks. She moaned into her son's mouth her pleasure.
Nico next reached up and quickly popped the fastener of her bra to release her heavy breasts. Natalya sighed as her tits fell free, her nipples coming into contact with her son's warm flesh as they dropped between their bodies. Her bra joined her sweeter then and her hands reached down to cup her son's tight ass. Nico's mouth went to her neck then, kissing and licking at her flesh. Lower still he went, to her shoulder and then her chest. Finally, Nico cupped his mother's tits in each hand and brought each large, thick nipple to his mouth, when he gave each a lingering kiss.
"That feels so good, lyubovnik," she sighed as Nico began to suck and gently chew upon her nipples, each in turn. For several minutes, Nico feasted upon his mother's tit-flesh, kneading the globe of the breast not currently locked to his mouth. His mother's nipples, surrounded by large, darkened areola, were thick nubs that begged to be sucked upon. Nico had always enjoyed having his mother's nipples in his mouth, and couldn't remember a time when he hadn't been allowed this intimate pleasure.
AS Nico continued to feed upon her breasts, Natalya managed to wiggle out of her skirt. She wore matching French-cut black panties, and she pushed her hand into her crotch to press a finger against her budding clitoris. It was already growing very sensitive, as were her nipples, and she longed to have Nico's mouth latched upon it at it was upon her nipples. She rubbed at herself, feeling the heat build between her thighs as she did, moaning ever louder in her office. It wasn't the first time those four walls had witnessed mother and son in such intimacy, nor would it be the last.
Nico let her nipples go free and began to kiss between them, and down across her belly. He paused to tickle her naval with the tip of his tongue, making her giggle passionately, before continuing downward. When his mouth reached the top of her panties she pulled her hand from her crotch and placed it on the back of her son's head. She curled her fingers into his thick, dark hair as his fingers wrapped around the fabric at her hips. Nico pulled downward, and Natalya lifted her knees in succession until she was left fully nude before her son, once again.
Nico gave his mother a kiss, directly in the triangle of pubic fur she maintained, before leaning away to complete his own disrobing. She watched excitedly as her son's manhood bounced and waved as he struggled out of his shoes, jeans, and underwear. She giggled slightly, seeing him struggling in his efforts to get naked. It always reminded her of the early years, when he and she had first become lovers. Yet, it wasn't all that long ago. Just three years they had been making love. And yet Nico had grown to be such a wonderful lover in that short time. Natalya understood she was not her son's only lover, not by a long stretch. In fact, she wasn't his only lover currently in that building.
Natalya put those thoughts aside as whispered for her to turn around. She followed her son's direction and purred as he began to kiss up and down her long spine, from between her shoulders to the top of her ass-crack. He kissed lightly across her two scars, reminders of the back surgeries she'd had in the past. His hands stroked her flesh, cupped her breasts, and squeezed her butt as he licked and nibbled on her warm skin. She watched over her shoulder as her son enjoyed himself.
Eventually, Nico rolled onto his back and began to pull her back. "Straddle me," he told her, and she put her knees to the outside of his thighs. He continued to pull her back, and in moments she was above him, her crotch poised above his face and hers above his. She pulled his cock into her mouth as she lay across him, lowering her pussy to her son's as she settled into the classic 69 with him.
Nico's tongue was talented, and worked in and out of her folds with delightful flicks and swaps. His hands pulled her thighs wide and opened her vagina for his tongue to lance into her hole. He tickled the depths of her tunnel before sliding his tongue out and up, to bath her anus with saliva. He pushed a long finger against her asshole as his mouth latched onto her clit. He bit down gently, making her moan as he did, and shoved his middle finger into her ass to the second digit. He began to finger-fuck her while lapping away at the cream that began to flow from her slot.
Natalya matched her son's excited oral attack with one of her own, bathing his cock in kisses and licks before slurping him deep into her mouth. His spongy knob banged against the back of her throat with each bob of her head into his hairy crotch. Her nose banged into his heavy scrotum and she sucked in his scent. Her moans vibrated his cock and made it leak its salty cream upon her tongue. She drank down his essence and sucked ever hard, hoping for more. Her heavy breasts slipped to either side of her son's torso, cradling his body between them lovingly as she made love to his warm, familiar manhood with her lips and tongue.
Mother and son sucked and slurped at each other for more than ten minutes before Natalya looked back and said, "Oh, god, Nico. I need your cock inside me, now." Even as she begged, she was moving her crotch away from his head. She crawled along his body and rose to crouch above his hips. Her pussy, dripping with his saliva, was pressing against his own saliva-coated spear, and with little help from Nico, other than to properly aim, Natalya dropped down her son's length in a single, slippery plunge.
"Oooohhh, Nico!" she moaned as her son filled her up with hard, pulsing cock.
"Oooohhh, Mom!" Nico moaned beneath her as her fluttering pussy wrapped snuggly around his dick.
"Oooohhh, yeessss," she growled as her orgasm began to quickly build while she began to work herself up and down upon her son's cock-spike. Nico's hands were on her butt, holding some of her weight, as she worked herself hard upon his cock, driving herself towards her climax quickly. Within that first minute of having her son inside her again, Natalya was peaking. "Oooohhh, yeessss!" she echoed. Her pussy fluttered and vibrated around Nico's manhood as she climaxed, and her cream flooded out of her slit, covering her son's balls and lower belly with slick juices. Still she bounced her hips, slapping her buttocks against his belly and her thighs to his as she rode out her orgasm, panting heavily with the aerobic effort.



As her orgasm rolled to completion, Natalya leaned back. She planted her hands behind her, to either side of Nico's shoulders, and rose her hips up slightly. This gave Nico enough room to begin thrusting upward with his own hips, and fucking her from below with his rock-hard shaft. At this new angle, Nico's cock-head stroked across her inner g-spot with every thrust, making her entire body vibrate electrically as he fucked her. Her heavy breasts had fallen to either side of her torso and Nico's hands found them. Her pulled and pinched at her nipples as he thrust upward into her drenched, hairy hole.
"Aaaahhhh, Nicooooo!" Natalya purred as her son worked her with such energy that she had barely come off her first orgasm before her second began to build, deep within her belly. She had not climaxed in many days, as her husband had only made love to her the one time during his three weeks at home. Piotr had once been a strong, passionate lover, and had taught her many ways to pleasure a man, as well as be pleasured herself. But those years were long past now, and Piotr was not the man he'd once been. Nico had grown into the man his father had been, however, and Natalya knew that her son would take care of her various needs for many years to come.
Her second orgasm of the afternoon began to wash through her body as Nico rapidly rammed his dick up into her from below. Her cream squirted out of her with his thrusts with audible squishing sounds, making her enjoy her latest climax all that more.
Even before she had ridden out the full wave of her orgasm, Nico was pushing her up away from him. She rolled towards the sofa and Nico lifted her right leg up, placing it across the cushions while positioning himself behind her and between her knees. She leaned into the sofa and looked back at her son as he took aim with his glistening cock at her once again. Nico had produced a condom and was rolling it down his length with one hand, while rubbing her vaginal cream against her anus with the thumb from his free hand. She recognized her son's desires, and readied herself. It had been many weeks, closer to three months, since her son had taken her in this manner. Although she enjoyed anal sex, it had been very long and she knew that it would be a painful initial entry.
"Be gentle, lyubovnik," she whispered. "Be gentle, lover."
Nico smiled warmly at her, stroking is cock with one hand and her asshole with the other. He leaned forward and kissed her mouth, and then down between her shoulder blades while pressing his cockhead against her anus. She relaxed and pushed back to him even as her son hunched forward. "Uuunnggghh!" she grunted as her son gained entry into her rectum and thrust slowly yet smoothly into her bowels. Nico's cock was long and slender, and slid into her guts with little pain other than its initial entry. She reached between her thighs and fingered her clit as a counter to the pain, and felt her son's hairy ball sack press against the back of her hand. He was fully inside her now, and held himself there for a moment, allowing her to adjust to his entry.
"Such a tight ass," Nico moaned into her ear. "I love fucking your ass, Mom," he added as he began to slowly pull back. He thrust again into her, pressing his balls against her wiggling fingers again, drawing a groan from his mother's throat while adding his own lustful moan. Again he pulled back, and then thrust in, and soon Nico was slowly fucking his mother up the ass, the most sinful act a boy could ever perform on his mother.
"Oooohhh, Nico," Natalya moaned into the arm of the sofa, "that feels so good." She continued to moan and grunt with her son's steady thrusts as he drilled her guts, but it wasn't long before the latex condom began to grow rough against her anus and she begged him to pull out. Nico had not brought any lubrication with him, and although they both enjoyed anal sex, they enjoyed it much more when there was plenty of lube involved.
Nico slipped from his mother's asshole and ripped the condom away. He tossed it into the near-by waste can while taking aim at his mother's wonderful, drenched pussy folds once again. He slipped easily inside her and resumed fucking her. Drilling his mother from behind had always been his favorite position with her, as it had been his first. Natalya moved more onto the sofa and Nico came with her, pulling her hips up as he settled behind her on his knees. His thighs slapped noisily against hers as he began to drive into her with deep, rapid thrusts. Now he was truly fucking his mother as a passionate lover should.
Nico was getting close to firing a hot load of seed into his mother's belly when she looked back and asked, "Can I roll over? I want to look at you, Nico, while you make love to me."
"Sure, Mom. I'd like that." Nico pulled free and waited as his mother rolled onto her back. Her legs went wide, one foot dropping to the floor while the other hooked over the sofa back. Her massive tits splayed to either side of her torso, the nipples thick, hard, and dark with excitement. She reached for his member and guided him back inside while his hands took hold of each of her breasts. He thrust into her while digging his fingers into her tit-flesh.
"Oooohhh, yeessss! Fuck me, Nico! Fuck me, moy lyubovnik!" Natalya was panting with her son's thrusts soon after his return to her body, and her grunts matched his. The room echoed with their passionate love-making, for not the first time. Natalya knew that Gabriella Santiago, the women's Golf Pro at the club and former professional golf player, whose office was next door to her own, had often commented on the fact that she could easily hear Natalya when she had sex in her office. Natalya didn't care, always replying that she could Gabriella as well, when she entertained in her own office. It was something of a running joke among the middle-aged women who had offices on the floor. Not all of them were having sex during the work-day, but enough had that there was even an unofficial score card, maintained by Ivy Strauss. Not that Natalya cared about such things. All she cared about was the wonderful climax her son was driving her towards, once again.
"Oooohhh, Niiiccooooo!" Natalya moaned long and loud as her orgasm rolled through her. She thrashed beneath her son, who lowered himself bodily onto her and planted his mouth to hers. His cock was pulsing wildly within her, and a moment after her orgasm had begun, he moaned, "I'm cuummmingggg!" into her mouth. His semen flooded into her, warming her, and served to notch her own climax up that little bit higher. Together, mother and son shared the most intimate act imaginable, that of giving each other the ultimate pleasure of a mutual orgasm.
When Nico's cock had spit the last of his seed into his mother, and their panting had calmed to more of a heavy breathing, Nico pushed up and away from his mother. They were both covered in sweet and their naked flesh glistened in the sunlight coming in from the window.
"Thank you, Nico," Natalya whispered to her son. "I really needed that. I've missed you these past weeks. I wish you'd come to me, even when your father is home."
Nico shook his head, no. "It's the hunger I love in you," Nico admitted. "You are so passionate and exciting when we've been apart for so long. I actually enjoy it when Dad is home. It makes you want me even more. I think it makes you appreciate what I do for you, as well."
"I will always appreciate you, my lyubovnik!" she admitted, and pulled her son's mouth to hers. They kissed deeply, and she sighed heavily into his mouth as his cock slipped out of her a moment later. She tightened her pussy to retain the seed he had planted within her, even though it would never be planted. She'd long ago lost that ability.
Nico broke off the kiss with his mother and stood. He began to gather up his clothing and moved to one of the two high-back chairs to dress. Natalya rolled onto her side to watch her son, admiring the fact that he looked to handsome. His Russian features were becoming more prominent on his face, and she could see a hint of her father in his eyes as well. She longed for her father, and her mother, and fought back her emotions. She sniffed and rolled up, sitting at the end of the sofa for a moment as she watched Nico finish dressing.
"I'm going to play a round with Kevin and Martin," Nico told her as he playfully tossed her panties to her. "They're probably waiting for me, right now."
"Well, I'm glad you stopped by, Nico," she said with a hint of sarcasm along with her lustful purr. "When can I see you again, Stud?" she added.
Nico walked over to her and pulled her mouth to his once again. "When I'm ready for you, moya shlyukha mat!" Again he kissed her, even after calling her his slut-mother. She enjoyed their little post-sex banter. It often made her all the hotter for him, and she knew that he enjoyed the display of sexual power he held over her, even if she was such a willing partner.
"Oh, hello, Nico," came a familiar voice from outside Natalya's office as her son pulled open the door. "Is you mother, um, decent?" Gabriella asked, even as she stepped past him and into the office to discover for herself.
"She's absolutely wonderful," Nico laughed as he pulled the door closed on his way out, leaving the tall, dark, and very athletic Argentine beauty with his mother.
"It smells of sex in here," Gabriella observed, even as she looked upon Natalya's nudity. "You should spray a little air freshener in here." Gabriella handed Natalya pieces of clothing as the Russian woman began to dress.
"We're going to be late for the meeting, and you know how Gloria gets when people are late," Gabriella reminded in her thick, Spanish accent.
"We'll not be late," Natalya replied, pulling her bra on as she did. "We've got plenty of time." Gabriella turned then and pulled Natalya to her, their mouths coming together. They kissed passionately for a long moment, and when they parted, Natalya added, "But not if we keep doing that."
"I'm sorry, but the scent of sex overwhelmed me." Again, Gabriella kissed Natalya, and Natalya responded in kind. "When can I have another taste of that wonderful son of yours, 'Talya?" Gabriella asked with a seductive, passionate plea in her voice.
"Any time you like, Gabby," she replied. "As if asking me for permission has ever been the first thing on your mind."
"Well, he is in quite the demand, these days. I'd hate to step on anyone's toes."
"My son has plenty of sexual energy, enough for all of the women he's taking care of, including you and me. Now, let's get a move on. We don't want to keep Gloria waiting, now do we?" Natalya gave her tall friend a final, brief kiss, and led her from the office for their end-of-day meeting with their boss.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 14
Valerie's Tales -- Part 2
It had been nearly two weeks since she'd enjoyed a fantasy encounter with her son. Valerie understood the reasons well enough. Peter had gone through a series of mid-terms and his attention was where it should have been. His class-work was entirely more important than her sinful fulfillments, after all. Besides, her work-load had greatly increased over the last month with two of her floor nurses taking time off, and one of the Hospice RN's now on maternity leave. Valerie had been asked to help pick up the load, and as a woman who seldom said no to a request when it involved helping others, she had ended up working seven straight days, ten or twelve hours each, with only a single day off to recover before starting a fresh seven.
So it was that even though she was quite tired after yet another long day, capping off her second seven in a row, Valerie felt herself revived by a jolt of excitement when she discovered an e-mail in her in-box tagged simply, "Instructions". She guiltily looked up and glanced around the nurse's station to insure that none of her colleagues were nearby before clicking on the line.
The instructions were as follows: "When you leave work, go to room 613, take a quick shower, dress in the surgical gown only, and get into the bed. Put on the blindfold you will find in the serving table. Once prepared, ring for the nurse."
Valerie realized that this time she was to be taken in the hospital, and although it would not be the first time, it was the first time she was to present herself as a patient. Her excitement built quickly as her last hour slowed to a crawl, but even as she began to gather her things and pass on the floor instructions to her relief, Valerie was finding it difficult to think about anything else.
"You seem distracted, Val," her friend Connie Holmes observed as she also began to gather up he own items. Both women had been on duty since six a.m. and were exhausted. Connie however was due back on duty in twelve hours, whereas Valerie was off for twenty-four.
"I guess so," she replied with a hint of a smile. "I've got plans tonight, is all," she added.
"I wish I had that kind of energy. This is only my third day and I'm so tired I'm going straight to bed when I get home. If Charlie want's any dinner, he'll have to make it himself." Charlie was Connie's husband. Valerie and Connie were very similar women in that they were both middle-aged mothers. Connie, unlike Valerie, was still happily married and enjoyed a warm relationship with her husband. She also enjoyed reminding the other nurses she worked with of this fact, many of whom were in a similar situation to Valerie. But Valerie didn't grudge her co-worker at all. She was happy that Connie was happy. Of course, Connie was completely unaware that Valerie was enjoying a secretive, fantasy relationship with her own son.
"I'll see you Friday morning," Valerie waved as she headed for the elevator. She had to go up, instead of down to the lobby, from the third floor wards she worked. Room 613, where she had been instructed to go, was not in this wing, but in the North wing. Valerie stepped off of the elevator into the fifth floor reception area and tried not to look at the nurses seated in the centralized station. This was the children's ward, and she seldom ventured up here. Valerie worked almost exclusively with older, geriatric patients, many well over the age of eighty, and in need of almost complete care. Her duties required her to pay special visits to the Majestic Hospice Center across the hospital campus to visit with the men and women she had cared for in the hospital. For Valerie it was at times very sad work, watching as people she had come to know and care for grew ever frailer as their particular conditions overwhelmed them. Years ago, she would pay her respects at their funerals, but she'd long stopped going. She realized that she had begun living in a state of perpetual grief. That had stopped when she had first opened a letter, slipped under the door to her apartment, and followed its instructions.
Now Valerie was once again following her instructions. She'd discovered just recently that it had been her youngest son, Peter, all along who had been fulfilling her need as a fantasy lover. She should have been appalled and put a stop to it at the time. Instead, she gave herself to Peter and his own desires, and in return she was herself fulfilled.
Not stopping as she passed through, Valerie stopped at the far end of the hallway and called for the elevator. Taking this elevator up one floor, Valerie stepped out onto a floor that was used mostly for overflow of other floors. There was rarely more than two of the rooms in use. The last time more than that had been used was when a mumps outbreak on the university campus laid up nearly a dozen students and faculty. Six-North, as the floor was often referred to around the hospital, had been nick-named "The Plague Zone" after that. So it was that the lights had been dimmed and the nurse's station shut down. None of the rooms would be in use, she recognized. Whatever her son had in mind for her, odds were that they would not be disturbed.
Her heart began to race as she walked along the dimly lit hallway to room 613. All of the doors were closed, and this one was not different. She pushed the door open and stepped into the room. The light was off so she found the switch and turned them on. The room was empty except for the usual furnishings. A large hospital bed was centered on the far wall. Three uncomfortable leather-bound chairs and a small table sat along the outer wall, beneath two large windows that faced East and the Majestic Mountain Range in the near distance. Deep shadows cast by the big hospital buildings stretched up the foothills as the late autumn sun settled in the West. Valerie found the gown, laid across the foot of the bed, ready for her. She checked the wheeled table used for bed-ridden patients and beneath the lid she found the pink eye mask. Valerie took it and laid it out with the gown.
She was excited, but frightened as well. There was no built-in safety here, as there was in her own apartment. That gave rise to a greater thrill, of course, which she assumed was her son's plan to begin with. Leaving her work carry-all bag on one of the chairs, she turned to the small bathroom. Inside was a carbon copy of all of the other private baths in the hospital. A toilet, a sink, and a tub-shower combination. A small vanity mirror over the sink. A stack of towels at the end of the sink. A waste bin for trash, and another for used linens and towels. Very sterile in every way. She turned on the harsh light and slowly began to strip out of her work scrubs.
Valerie relaxed somewhat under the warm spray of the shower. She washed off the sweet and funk that had built up on her soft, curvy body during the day. She scrubbed her breasts, her thighs, her ass, and her crotch. She could only imagine what her son would do with her, to pleasure her, and wanted to be ready for him. When she had finished rinsing off the soap, she felt revived. She toweled off and then brazenly walked barefoot and naked into the room to retrieve the gown and mask.
Although the bed had a sheet and blanket, Valerie settled atop both. She realized just how quiet it was in the room, and on the entire floor. It was definitely frightening, and scenes from various slasher horror films flashed through her mind in that instant, making her heart race, even as she reached for the call button at the end of the long cord, hanging on the wall behind her head. She hesitated but a moment before pressing it, and she could plainly hear the chime in the hallway as the light above the door came on. She placed the mask over her eyes as she had been instructed, and then let out a deep breath that she'd been holding in.
It had only been a moment since she'd pressed the button, but in Valerie's mind it seemed hours, when she heard the door swish open. She was no longer alone. When her son's voice whispered into her ear, very near, she jumped.
"Just relax, and enjoy," he told her. His hands stroked her hair, pulling it back from her face and caressing her cheeks with his finger tips. Her heart began to race then as her right arm was lifted and the gown removed, but only from that arm. She was still covered when her arm was replaced at her side. A band was wrapped around that arm, and suddenly both arms were being strapped down. A second person was in the room with her. She started to ask, but knew that she shouldn't. Her heart raced even more as her breathing grew more rapid and shallow.
"Relax, Valerie," her son's voice again in her ear soothed her. She realized then that he hadn't moved, and that it had been two other people strapping her arms down. His hands had never stopped stroking her hair. "Relax and enjoy." He then kissed her lightly on her lips. And then someone else kissed her. A woman's soft lips. So were the lips of the third person.
Valerie was both agitated and aroused. She'd never in her life been with another woman, and had never even felt the curiosity. She knew that men enjoyed seeing multiple women in the act of love-making, and her son would of course be no different, not with the imagination he was displaying to her. But he had never asked of her anything along this line. And to add to the thrill and fear was the knowledge that they were in the hospital where she worked, and that in all likelihood these two women, however old they were, worked there as well. "Who are they?" her mind screamed, even as she felt hands stroking down her thighs and calves.
Her feet were lifted slightly and then Valerie heard a solid thunk, which she also felt in her hips and back. She recognized then that the bed she was lying on was a maternity bed, and that the foot of it had just been dropped down. With hands holding each of her ankles, she knew immediately what was next. A few more clunks and clicks were heard, echoing in the room as well as in her mind, and then her ankles were lifted and parted. When her feet were set into the stirrups and strapped in place, Valerie felt the overwhelming need to call of this fantasy. Yet she needed to go on, to discover what her son had in mind for her.
Valerie gasped when, a moment later, hands stroked down the insides of her thighs. They were rough hands, her son's hands no doubt. "Such a beautiful pussy," she heard him sigh, and a moment later, she felt his breath on her labia. He blew warm air across her folds and clit, exciting her and making her body tremble on the bed. And then his tongue flicked across her slit, ever so lightly, making her moan.
"Oooohhh, please!" she groaned, hoping to bring his mouth fully into contact with her cunt. She was so desperate that she tried to push her hips towards him. His hands took hold of her ass to steady he as he began to kiss lightly along her inner thighs, always going towards her aching pussy, but never crossing it or kissing it.
After just a few moments, the gown was lifted from her body and laid to her side. Her breasts and belly were now fully exposed to the women, forgotten up to that point as her pussy was teased. Fingers began to trace up and down her body then, ever so lightly, sending electrical jolts through her as they tickled and teased. Her nipples were circled and stroked, and each was flicked repeatedly until it was hard upon her mounds. All the while, Valerie was panting as her pussy again was blown on by her son.
Suddenly, his tongue pressed hard into her slot and slowly stroked upward. "Oooohhh! Aaaahhh!" she groaned as an orgasm hit her unexpectedly. Her entire body jolted as her pussy spasmed. She felt her cream gush out as never before to flood Peter's mouth, which he had planted fully on her. His tongue thrust in and out of her hole, pulling her cream out and drinking it down. As she peaked, each of her nipples had been captured by mouths and were being chewed upon by the two women to either side of her. One had long enough hair to fall across her chest and side, and Valerie felt the tickle adding to her sexual excitement.
Suddenly, he pussy was naked and cooling as her son's mouth withdrew. She trembled, knowing that this had only been an opening round. She was in store for much more. As each of her nipples were released in turn, Valerie found herself panting on the bed. Some whispered voices, nothing said that she could make out, and a scooting of furniture, filled her ringing ears as she awaited.
Softer hands, a woman's hands, began to lightly stroke down her inner thighs, sending shivers through her body. She began to pant expectantly. Valerie had never been with another woman in her life, and now she was anticipating soft feminine lips upon her sex. When she felt the woman's breath upon her heated clit, she just about screamed. Again, instead of diving right in, she was teased. Warm lips began to kiss her inner thighs, starting right at the junction of her leg and crotch, and working back up, towards her knee. About halfway up, the lips reversed track, yet even as Valerie felt the tickle of hair upon her crotch, the lips jumped across with little more than a breath, to begin a track up her other thigh.
"Oooohh, please! I can't take this!" she moaned. She was visibly trembling as a giggle of pleasure sounded in the room.
"Take her," she heard her son whisper a moment later, and then the lips which had been teasing her descended onto her pussy.
"Oooohh, yeessss!" she huffed as her pussy was kissed deeply by the unseen woman. She rolled her hips upward, pressing into the mouth, as the tongue slithered across her folds before thrusting into her honey hole. Valerie moaned again as the tongue pushed incredibly high into her, a good three or four inches she imagined. When it withdrew, she felt a rush of her cream follow, which her unknown lover began to lap up hungrily.
A moment later, the mouth pressed hard into her pussy and let out a deep, "Uuuunnngggg!", which vibrated her clit. "Uuummmm, uuummmm, uuummmm," the mouth hummed, and combined with the rhythmic pushing against her crotch, Valerie realized that the woman eating her out was now being fucked from behind, most likely by her son.
"Oh, god, that's so good," she moaned happily as she saw the scene in her mind. Her son, fucking the woman who was pleasuring her with her mouth, in a hospital room. A scene straight out of a porno-movie, she imagined, even though she had never watched porn in her life.
As Valerie enjoyed what was being done to her, she felt a presence near her head. Hands stroked her hair down once again, and then a soft woman's voice whispered, "Relax. Don't move while I get up here." Valerie turned her attention momentarily from the delights taking place between her thighs and to the movement at her head. The bed sunk at her right shoulder, and then evened out a moment later. She felt flesh against her shoulders. She breathed in an unfamiliar aroma, very near her face.
Suddenly, her son's voice filled her ears. "Open your mouth, Valerie," he told her, and she hesitantly obeyed. "Now stick your tongue out, as far as you can." Again she obeyed. She felt a tickle on the tip, and then something warmer. She immediately knew what was happening.
"Oooohhh," she moaned as the pussy of the second woman, now straddling her head, lowered to her mouth. "Uuuunnngggg!" she moaned as she kissed another woman in the most intimate fashion for the first time in her life, even as she was being kissed. There were no hairs around the woman's crotch, and Valerie could feel the slight stubble of a recent shaving. Valerie began to lick at the folds pressed into her mouth, and tasted the tanginess of this woman's juices. The hips rolled slightly, forcing the pussy to open more against her mouth, and she pushed her tongue up into the vaginal chute, just as the tongue between her own thighs was doing. Valerie began to mirror that which was happening between her own thighs, stroke for stroke and lick for lick.
"Uuummmm, that's it, Valerie. Lick my pussy," the voice above her demanded. Part of her mind tried to place the voice with a face, but she was unable to concentrate, not with a tasty pussy pressing down into her mouth and her own pussy on the brink of a tongue-lashing orgasm. Hands took hold of her breasts and fingers dug into the flesh, kneading them in time with the banging of the mouth against her cunt, and the gyrations of the pussy against her mouth.
"Uuummmm, uuummmm!" was all that Valerie could mutter, completely smothered by the thighs and crotch of the woman above her. Her nose was pressed hard against the woman's anus and she could smell her deep scent, yet it wasn't at all unpleasant. She wanted the hips to raise, just enough to flick her tongue up and across her anus. She wanted to bath her entire crotch with her saliva, to taste her entire essence. Instead, the pussy was ground down harder against her mouth, and she responded by rapidly thrusting her tongue up into the dripping hole. Again and again she thrust until she began to feel the thighs quivering against her cheeks.
"Oooohh, yes! Make me cum! Make me cum, Valerie! Aaaahhh!" The pussy pressed slightly harder to her mouth, and then Valerie was treated to a warm gush of even tangier cream. Fingers dug into her nipples harshly, pulling and twisting as she climaxed on Valerie's inexperienced tongue. Valerie lapped hungrily at the juices, tasting them as they washed across her tongue and drinking them down, even as her own pussy began to quiver against the mouth planted there.
"Uuuunnngggg!" was all she could get out as her own orgasm began to wash through her. She thrust her hips upward, hard against the face at her crotch, as her juices released and the tongue between her folds lapped them up. All the while, Valerie could hear the steady rhythm of thighs slapping thighs, as Peter continued to fuck the woman between her legs.
Valerie continued to lap away at the wet slot pressed against her mouth, although at a more leisurely pace. The mask had slipped just enough that she could see with her right eye a dark-skinned buttock. She imagined that the woman who was sitting on her face, whose cunt she had been lapping away at for more than fifteen minutes, was a black woman, possibly of middle-age as herself. Ideas of just who it was raced through her mind even as she hoped to be introduced to her mysterious lovers at the end. After all, shouldn't she become more acquainted with the owner of the first pussy she'd ever tasted, and brought to orgasm?
Even as these thoughts ran through her mind, she could feel the face pressed into her crotch banging harder and faster. The grunting of that woman grew steadily until she was no longer licking at her at all. Instead, she had her cheek pressed against Valerie's heated pussy as Peter, so Valerie imagined, pounded the woman through a mutual climax, given the grunting she could hear her son doing.
"Aaaahhh, fuuuuuuck!" Peter grunted as his semen flooded into the woman's vagina. It was a growl Valerie had heard numerous times, and surprisingly, she felt a tinge of jealously flutter her heart, knowing that another woman was receiving her son's semen. The woman above her rolled to the side and Valerie made out more of her flesh, noting that she was indeed a dark-skinned woman. A flick of curly black hair, quite long in fact, was all she caught as the mask was pushed back into place. Valerie moaned with disappointment, compounded by the face between her legs lifting away. Cool air washed across her naked, damp flesh and sent a shiver through her spine. Although she hoped it wasn't over yet, she also wanted it to be, so that she could thank her son, and his friends, properly.
Instead, Valerie heard the shuffling of feet, the rustle of fabric, and even the soft mutterings of whispered voices. Suddenly, lips pressed to hers, and she kissed them back. They were a woman's. They pulled away, to be replaced by a second set. She kissed them back, tasting a tanginess that suggested that these were the lips that had been latched to her pussy just moments ago. When they left her, she expected her son's to replace them. However, it was his voice in her ear that came next.



"That was hot, Valerie," he whispered. "But we're not quite through with you yet. Just relax and be patient." He moved away, and she thought she heard the door open and close, ever so quietly. Was she left along, strapped down naked on a maternity bed? Her heart continued to race in her chest even as she attempted to relax. She knew her son wouldn't leave her to be found by others in this position. It wasn't how he had been playing the game.
What seemed to her like hours may have only been a few minutes, before again her son's voice whispered into her ear. She almost jumped out of her skin, that was how startled she was by his sudden reappearance.
"I know what you need, Valerie. I know what you crave. And now I shall give to you that which you so desperately need." A moment later, rough hands again began to slide along her naked thighs, both inner and outer. From her knees to her crotch she was caressed. Her belly was stroked and her breasts grabbed. Her nipples were tweaked and pulled, before being left to tremble on her tit-flesh. Her breathing had grown more shallow and rapid in the moments of her caressing. She loved being stroked in such a loving manner by her son. She felt so beautiful when he enjoyed her this way. It added to her fantasy.
Without notice, a cock-head was pressed against her vaginal opening. Although she had been slickened by a woman's saliva, the large knob pressing at her opening had to retreat, unable to penetrate her. Again, it returned, this time coated with a cool, slick substance. It found her entrance and her walls opened, allowing it inside.
"Oooohhh," she sighed as she accepted the cock, and then it dawned on her that this penetrator was thicker than her son. She realized that it was not Peter pushing into her body, but another man. A larger man.
"Aaaaggghhhh!" she groaned as her vaginal walls were stretched wider as the thick knob pressed deeper. The shaft began to enter, and it was easily just as thick, and hard. Inch after inch slid inside her, steadily thrusting into her belly, until at last she felt the tickle of the man's pubic hair against her labia.
"Oooohhh, aaahhhhhh!" she moaned louder as her body began to tremble through a rolling orgasm. Her cream flowed across the shaft as it began to retreat, and just as the knob was about to escape her, it rammed back into her. Deeper than before the cock plunged, deeper than any man had ever been inside her body. She had her mouth open and her head thrown back in a silent scream as the cock began to drive in and out of her, with an ever quickening pace, as her orgasm continued to grow more powerful.
Valerie felt hands at her temples then, softly stroking her hair back. It was her son, comforting her as some unseen man, some gifted man, gave her more cock than she'd ever taken in her life. "Ooohh, god! I'm cummmmiiinnnnggg!" she moaned.
"I know you are!" he told her. "I love watching you cum, Valerie. The look on your face is awesome." He then kissed her warmly, and she kissed him back. Her body vibrated under the assault the monster cock was giving her. When her son's lips left hers, she practically begged for him to kiss her again.
"I have something better for your lips," he said. A moment later, she felt the familiar texture of her son's penis as its crown was laid upon her lips. She quickly opened her mouth and attacked it with her tongue, and she detected the faint hint of semen, combined with the cream of his lover no doubt. His cock slipped between her lips and she ravenously began to suck and slather upon it, hungry for whatever he could give her.
In that moment Valerie realized that for the first time in her entire 51-year life she was being made love to by two men at the same time. To separate and distinctively different cocks were taking her, one vaginally and the other orally. From both ends she was being fucked, and as her son's cock pressed against the back of her throat, and the unknown man's cock banged hard against her cervix, Valerie understood what true sexual bliss could be. She had barely finished off her powerful orgasm when suddenly her entire being began to explode. She would have screamed loud enough for the lobby to have heard her had the cock filling her mouth not stifled it to a grunting moan. Her toes curled, her fingers dug into the mattress, her nipples ached, and her clit vibrated. All the while, her juices were flowing and being pumped out of her by the thick tool that pistoned in and out of her hard and fast.
"Uuuunnfffff!" she moaned around her son's cock as her body convulsed through her latest orgasm. Valerie was seeing stars as her orgasm pulsed through her body and soul. She was only aware of the cock within her womb filling her with semen when her belly began to warm from within. The man was grunting deeply and held his cock high inside her. She felt it pulsing wildly within her vaginal grip and her muscles began to spasm around it, milking for all it was worth.
"Oooooohhhh, cuuuummmmiinngg!" the man groaned as he dug his fingers into her thighs and shoved his cock even deeper into her. She could feel his heavy balls pulsing against her anus as he ejaculated, filling her to overflowing with thick man-cream.
"Uuuuummmmmm!" she hummed as her body finally began to relax. Still she held the cock tight inside her womb, her vaginal muscles clamped hard around the thick shaft. Her son's cock remained in between her lips, and she continued to swirl her tongue around and across his knob. She wanted to taste his seed, though it would seem that he was spent, as his cock began to wither a few moments later, even as the cock between her legs softened and finally slipped free.
Again the feeling of warm cum dribbling from her violated vagina tickled her crotch. She felt the heavy cream trail across her anus to drip onto the sheets beneath her ass. Peter gently pulled his cock free of her lips, only to replace it with his mouth. He kissed her deeply and she responded in kind. She sensed movement again and then the soft swish-snick of the door as once again a mysterious lover had slipped away without her ever knowing who it was.
Peter moved to unstrap her hands and then to the end of the bed where he raised the foot and released her ankles. Her knees and hips ached from her legs being held in such an awkward position for so long as she was ravaged. Peter eased her legs down and straight, and then draped the gown back over her body.
He said, "Once I've gone, you may remove the mask, shower, and dress. You have been a wonderful participant tonight, Valerie. Please, be respectful of those who have enjoyed you, and who you have enjoyed. Don't worry yourself with attempting to learn who they are. In the end, it doesn't matter." Peter again gave her a kiss, though only briefly, and was gone.
Valerie continued to lie on the bed a few minutes longer, hoping that it wasn't in fact over. But it was, and she eventually rolled out of the bed with a groan and staggered into the bathroom. After a hot shower, she dried, dressed, and went into the hallway. Again, it was deserted on the sixth floor, and she rode the elevator down to the lobby alone as well. Clutching her carry-all bag to her chest, and knowing she had a guilty-pleasure look on her face, she made her way through, passing patients, visitors, doctors and nurses, to the employee parking lot beyond. She couldn't help but look at each face of those she passed and wondering if they had been with her on the sixth floor.
Once in her car, Valerie felt a blissful calm wash through her. She sat quietly, listening to the engine idle, for many minutes before finally pulling out and heading for home. By the first traffic light, her cell phone chimed. She checked the message and found that her son had sent it. Eagerly, she opened message and read. "I love you, Mom. Thanks for being a wonderful participant. If you enjoyed that, maybe we could explore a little more. Again, I love you."
Valerie felt both motherly love and sexual desire for her son, and it didn't help that he seemed to genuinely love her in each way himself. She knew that she would willingly submit to any request her son made of her, from then on. And she knew that she wanted to submit to him and his sexual desires and deviances. After all, she was discovering that she enjoyed much the same sinful pleasures as he did. Even the pleasure of using her favorite sex toy, the dildo her son had bought for her to use long ago, did little to relieve the tension still within her body after the long bath she took that evening. Valerie knew that her craving for her son's manhood was bordering on an addiction, and she loved admitting it to herself. So much so that she finally had to text him, to ask him to come over, and to take her.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 30
Wanda's Tales -- Part 3
Wanda had errands to run that Saturday morning, or so she told her husband. She'd gotten up earlier than she usually did for a weekend, showered, and dressed in a denim skirt and powder-blue short-sleeved shirt; she was headed out by seven thirty. Wanda did have errands to run, but not so many that she needed to leave that early in the morning. Instead, she wanted to stop by her son's apartment before he got up and headed for work.
Luke had recently hired on at the casino as a bartender and as a new employee he worked the early day shift. The casino bar opened at nine a.m. and for a bartender, that was the worst shift, as patrons tended to drink light and tip even less during the day. But he had finally gotten his foot in the door after two years of trying. He'd gotten fed up with the way he was being treated at the Rat's Cellar in the mall, and never missed an opportunity to tell her about it. Wanda hoped this new job would get him back into a more pleasant, and pleasurable mood.
At Luke's, Wanda slipped into his second-floor apartment with the key he'd recently given her. The small three-room place was quiet, and reasonably well kept up for once. Only his jacket and shoes lay haphazardly in the living room. She picked the jacket up from the floor and tossed it onto the futon sofa, which already held so many memories for her. Wanda went on through to the small kitchen area and removed two bottles of orange juice from the refrigerator. She opened one and took a short sip before heading on back towards her son's bedroom.
Wanda found her son still sleeping, gently snoring on his full-sized bed, wedged into the corner of the small bedroom. The only other furniture in the room was a chest of drawers and a small night stand, where she sat the bottles. Wanda had a magazine in her big carry-all and pulled it out before setting the bag on the floor beside the bed. She kicked off her slip-on shoes and then gently eased into the bed beside her sleeping son and propped herself up against the head board.
Wanda glanced through the magazine, but her mind was already elsewhere. She had intended to allow her son to awaken naturally and be there when he did. But Wanda felt her need growing from the moment she settled into the bed beside him. She had been absently stroking his unruly head of dark hair as she held the magazine. Wanda set the magazine aside and rolled towards her son. "Are you planning on sleeping all morning, Luke?" she asked gently. She stroked her hand down across his shoulder, naked beneath the covers, and down his upper back. She eased the covers lower until she discovered that her son had went to bed in the nude, as if awaiting her, she imagined.
Once she had shoved the covers so low as to have her son nearly uncovered and naked beside her, Wanda leaned over and began to lick her son's earlobe. He had left his stainless-steel stud in and she flicked at it with her tongue. This made Luke twitch and giggle, finally rolling away from her to escape her tongue. This only served to bring his cock, stiff with the "morning wood" of youth, into his mother's view. Wanda remained bent across her son's upper torso and continued to lightly kiss his naked flesh. Her lips bounced across his shoulders and chest, leaving a trail of kisses. Luke settled back to enjoy the way his mother continued to awaken him.
"That feels nice," he sighed, his eyes still closed. He lay his near hand to her shoulder and lightly caressed.
Wanda touched her lips across her son's small nipples. She licked each lightly, and then continued lower. His belly was firm, and rose and fell as he breathed. She tickled his navel with her tongue, making him giggle. Luke began to stroke her back as she ran her own hands up and down his flank, hip, and upper thigh. His cock wavered just inches away, yet she pulled up. She had breathed in the scent of recent sex, an unfamiliar scent to her. She also realized that she could smell the faint aroma of perfume in the room as well. Luke had not been alone last night, Wanda concluded. She looked at her son's features then, and saw a slight grin on his mouth. She'd want to ask him about it, but now wasn't the time.
Wanda sat up and with her eyes upon her son's naked form, she began removing her blouse. Next, she unzipped and slipped out of the denim skirt, while Luke wrapped his fist around his hard cock and began stroking. He opened his eyes and watched with a smile on his face as his mother stripped for him. Beneath her outfit, Wanda wore black underwear and knee-length stockings. Luke always told her how awesome she looked with black underwear on, as it contrasted well with her pale, milky flesh.
"Damn! You're one sexy women, Mom!" Luke told her, much to her delight. Wanda always enjoyed it when Luke gave her such compliments, whether they were truthful or not. Frank rarely said anything of the like to her anymore.
As her son stroked his cock, she reached back and released her bra to let her heavy, slightly sagging breasts fall free. She then lay back, raised her hips, and shoved her panties down and off. Now naked save for her black stockings, Wanda rolled back to her son and resumed kissing his torso.
"Keep going," Luke huffed after a few moments. He gave his mother a light nudge with his free hand while aiming his cock head towards her face. Wanda grinned and wrapped her hand around her son's. She let his fingers slip away as she lowered her mouth. Luke's cock slipped between her lips and Wanda began to lick around his pink head and crown. There it was, the hint of another woman's pussy at the edge of his crown around the shaft. She lapped it up, wondering who it had been, and finding that she enjoyed the taste. Luke moaned, rolled his hips upward to feed another inch into her warm mouth, and settled back to enjoy.
Luke stroked his mother's naked back as she began to bob her head up and down his dick. Her hands gently cupped and fondled his balls as her tongue coated his shaft with saliva. She would let his cock fall free at times to lather up his scrotum, before gulping him back into her mouth. Wanda had grown to love sucking on her son's wonderful cock in the several weeks since they'd first made love together, and she would give him this very pleasure whenever, and where ever he wanted. She had told him often enough.
"That feels so good, mom," Luke whispered. "I love the way you work my dick."
"I love your big, strong dick, too, Luke," she replied between slurps. She licked across his belly, stroking his cock in her hand. She returned to blowing her son. For the past few months she had learned what to do to pleasure her son, and just recently, under his guidance and insistence, Wanda had learned to take his knob into her throat. She would often gag, but she didn't resist him anymore. Wanda rose onto her knees and got a better angle on his cock, before opening her throat and plunging downward. His knob popped past the curve at the back of her mouth and into her throat. She fought back a gag as his hairy balls pressed into her cheek. Luke lifted his hips slightly, as if trying to feed yet another inch into his mother's throat, but Wanda couldn't hold back. Her body convulsed and she spit his cock out, trailing a thick sting of her saliva.
"Oh, fuck!" Luke gasped in that moment. "God, that feels so good, mom," he added with a puff of breath.
Using her hand to smear her spit around her son's cock, Wanda grinned and said, "One of these days I'll be good enough to really take you." She kissed his belly and added, "I'm sorry I still can't."
"Don't be, mom," Luke replied. "You're doing great. You got a late start, after all," he said. His mother had told him how she had seldom sucked his father's cock for so many years, and only recently she had returned to pleasuring his father in that way. More to practice for Luke's cock, she laughed. With Frank's age, and high blood pressure, he needed the extra stimulation any more to get hard. For so many years her sex life had been so vanilla, compared with what her very own son had opened her eyes to. Wanda returned to sucking upon her son's big cock, until he eased her away from his cock and pulled her up.
"Get aboard, slut!" Luke growled, teasingly. He pulled his mother's face to his and kissed her saliva-dripping lips while she moved to straddle him. With lips still locked together, Wanda lowered her pussy into contact with her son's cock and with little effort accepted him inside.
"Oooohhh," she moaned into his mouth as her vagina opened and was filled with rock-hard man-meat. "Oooohhh, so goooood!" she purred as she began to fuck herself upon her son's big cock. Beneath them the mattress bounced and rebounded under Wanda's insistent need. Luke cupped his mother's bouncing breasts and squeezed them in time with her lunges. "So good," Wanda huffed. "Oh, you feel so good inside me, Luke," she added.
"And you feel so good wrapped around my dick, Wanda," replied Luke. "I love your hot pussy."
Wanda smiled down into his face and said, "I love your hard cock. You fuck me so good, Luke. You fuck me so good." She kissed his lips and forehead, and then she closed her eyes and rolled her head back as he began to thrust upward into her. She held her hips still above him, giving him a steady, wet target to jab. Her belly tingled and her pussy trembled, as she was driven towards her orgasm.
Luke, however, didn't recognize his mother's growing pleasures. Instead, he stopped his thrusting and pulled her down fully onto him. "Spin around," he insisted after kissing her. Wanda took a deep breath, a wave of disappointment washing through her even as her impending climax washed away. With her son's cock rammed fully inside her vagina, she began to twist and swing around. It was an act she had learned Luke enjoyed, having her spin around upon his erect post. It gave her strange, wonderful sensations as his round knob stroked across areas within her not normally touched, and she wondered if Luke felt similar, exciting sensations along his entire cock.
After a few seductive minutes of twisting and teasing, Wanda settled upon her son's lap, now facing away from him. His fingers dug into her ass flesh and he told her, "Start riding, mom. Start riding my hard pony. Ride 'em, Cowgirl!" He punctuated this last with a harsh smack across her ass. Wanda yelped, and then began to ride up and down his cock.
Wanda leaned back across Luke's torso, propped on her hands, placed to either side of his shoulders, and her feet, planted beside his knees. She humped her hips upward and down, fucking her son's cock with her pussy. Every so often, he'd slap her ass hard enough to leave a red mark. She would yelp, but never tell him to stop. At that angle, the mirror that hung on the back of the closet door gave her a full-on view as her pussy slurped and gulped Luke's hairy, rock-hard shaft. His heavy balls swung between his parted thighs, and his dark little anus winked at her from below. Higher up, her heavy tits rolled and bounced upon her chest. The dark nipples were hard and pointed, in need of attention. And she saw a look of ultimate pleasure on the face in the mirror.
Wanda rolled her head back and enjoyed the fucking her son was giving her, even in this awkward position. At this angle, he was only running two or three inches through the opening of her pussy. Still, the sensations were as exciting as she had ever had, and it wasn't long before she felt a climax once again building inside her belly.
Just as before, it seemed the Luke didn't want her to achieve orgasm. Even as Wanda began to feel her juices flowing, Luke pulled her to the side. Wanda fell to the bed on her side and Luke scooted up tight behind her. "Lift your leg," he insisted, and once she had, he slipped his cock back inside her aching pussy from behind.
"Oh, Luke," Wanda purred as he resumed drilling her, this time as they lay side-by-side. He reached around with one hand and began to attack her tits. She moaned with pleasure as her hard nipples finally got the attention they needed. "I need to cum, Baby! Fuck me until I cum!"
Wanda reached between her raised thigh and her son's to cup his swinging balls while he continued to fuck her. They were silent save for puffing and panting, with an occasional sigh of pleasure or whispered, "Oh, yes, yes," from Wanda's lips. Again, it wasn't long before Luke's pistoning cock began to drive her onward and upward. And yet again, in the moment her juices began to boil and she was within reach of climaxing, Luke slipped out of her over-heated cunt.
"Oh, why, why Luke?" she moaned. "Stop teasing me and let me cum!" she insisted.
"Not yet!" Luke laughed, now realizing just how needy his mother was that morning. "I'm not through with you." Luke rose to his knees and rolled his chubby mother onto her belly. "Lift that fat ass up, Wanda," he demanded, using her name as he often did when becoming her dominant. "Get up on those hands and knees and beg for my dick!"
"Oh, yes! I need your fat dick, Luke. I need you to fuck me to orgasm! I need to cum on your big, fat dick, son! I need to cum so bad!" Wanda went quickly to her hands and knees atop the bed as she begged, presenting her upraised backside to her son. "Stick your big cock back inside me, Luke. Stick your cock back inside your mother's hot, wet, horny pussy!"
"That's what I want to hear from you, Wanda," Luke told her as he settled to his knees behind her. "That's the hot slut MILF-mother I want in my bed. Now fuck yourself back onto this hard dick!" He pressed his knob into her wet slit and pulled her hips back. Wanda lunged backward, slamming her ass hard against her son's lower torso and taking his full length deep inside.
"Ohhh, yeessss!" Wanda gasped as her belly filled with hard cock once again. "Fuck me, Luke! Please, fuck me!" All the while, Wanda was rocking herself back and forth, fucking herself on her son's rigid member. "Oh yes, fuck meeeee!"
Below her, Wanda's heavy tits swung and smacked together as well as against her belly swell. She knew that she needed to work out more, to give her son a better-looking piece of flesh to enjoy. And yet she knew that Luke would fuck her, whatever shape she took. His fingers dug into her fat ass as his cock drilled her long and deep. Her juices sloshed and dripped as he fucked her from behind. Her head began to spin as once again her orgasm began to grow inside her.
Luke enjoyed fucking his mother "doggy-style" and never failed to prolong their love-making when he got her up onto her hands and knees. He didn't understand it, but for some reason at this angle the sensitive areas of his cock didn't seem to come into contact with any of her vaginal walls. It was almost as if his dick went numb as he fucked her from behind. And that was fine with Luke. It gave him much more control over his mother and that was something that gave him the most pleasure.
Wanda finally began to climax, announcing as much with a long, drawn out, "Yeessss!" Luke's cock pistoned hard and fast as her vagina erupted. Her middle-aged, 47-year-old body began to spasm as if she were going into a fit, which she often thought she was. She could barely hold herself up as her belly muscles spasmed. Her back arched up and down, making her son's cock strike her from several different angles as her vaginal walls pulsed and rippled along his shaft. Her cream gushed and dripped down the inside of her thighs, forced out of her as her son's cock continued to pound her. Her gasps became a long wail, and afterward she often wondered what the neighbors in the building might be thinking. They had to know that she was Luke's mother paying a visit after all.
As Wanda's orgasm began to ebb, Luke continued to drill her. She remained still, her ass raised high and her chest pressed into the mattress below now. He had a firm grip on her hips as he fucked his mother for a long ten minutes in this position. Her juices dripped to the sheet between their knees, leaving a big, wet circle. Both were panting heavily, and Luke was dripping with sweet from the work-out he was giving his mother that morning. It wasn't long before Wanda began to huff and grunt again, and again she began to wail as her son's cock drove her upward through a second orgasm.
"Oooohhh, sooooo good, Luke," she huffed. "Soooo, fucking good."
Luke finally eased out of his mother's dripping, quivering snatch. Wanda collapsed and rolled onto her back to look up at her son. She saw in his eyes a deep, rabid hunger. She saw his dripping cock aimed her way, still in need of its own release. "Oh, God, fuck me, son!" she gasped while stretching her legs out wide to either side of him, opening her messy cunt for him.
Luke crawled atop his mother and levered his hips downward. His cock plunged with ease into her gaping hole and he began to pound his hips hard and fast into his mother's crotch. "Yes, yes, yes," Wanda grunted with each thrust of her son's cock down into her. She wrapped her legs around his hips and held him tight to her. Her ass was pressed into the mess her juices had left upon the sheet. She cupped her tits in her hands and squeezed the nipples hard, sending ripples of pleasure from them to her clit. Her cunt slurped and slobbered all over Luke's big dick as it plunged inward and pulled out rhythmically and passionately.
Luke seemed to be insatiable, and fucked Wanda for another long ten minutes in this position. It was long enough to once again drive his mother through a wailing, grunting orgasm, her third that morning and a new record for them. She had been driven to orgasm upon her son's cock three times in half an hour, and she wanted the ride to never stop.
"Oh, please, please, please," she panted. "Never stop fucking me, Luke. Never stop fucking your bitch mother!"
"I won't, Mom," he assured her. "I'm never going to stop fucking this hot piece of ass!" And then he began to lose control. His balls began to tighten and his jabs into her began to grow ever more erratic. "Oh, fuck, mom! I'm going to cum! I'm cumming inside yoooouuuu! Aaaahhh!" Luke's wails replaced his mother's, echoing in the small bedroom, as his cock erupted deep inside his mother's womb and began to fill her with his hot seed.
"Yes, Luke. Yes," Wanda gasped as his semen warmed her belly even more than his hot cock had. She could feel him pulsing inside her. "I feel you cumming," she told him. "I feel you cumming inside me. It feels so wonderful," she added.
Luke collapsed onto the bed beside his mother after the last of his load had been deposited. His dick lay wet with her juices, dripping a final white dollop of semen across his upper thigh. Both mother and son panted for breath long after their coupling had ended.
Wanda was the first to recover, and rolled to her son to kiss him deeply. When their lips parted, she said, "I love you, Luke. I don't want this to ever end. Not now. We've done so much together, we've grown so close. I don't want this to ever, ever end." She then kissed him once again, deeper.
When Wanda pulled her mouth from her son's, Luke finally replied, "Don't worry, mom. I have no plans to kick you out of bed. Not yet, anyway." Wanda laughed and playfully smacked her son across his chest.
"You'd better not, boy," she insisted. "Otherwise I'll have to reconsider your birthday presents."
"Don't be doing that!" Luke grinned as he watched his mother roll away to sit at the edge of the bed. "Otherwise, I might not give you what I have for you for your birthday." Wanda turned to see her son stroking his wet cock and licking his lips.
"I hope you have more than just that, Luke," she teased.
"Maybe you'd like two, or maybe even three at a time?" he teased back. "I know a couple of guys..."



Wanda again playfully smacked her son across the chest. "Don't even say that if you don't mean it!" The look she saw on Luke's face told her that he did mean it. Suddenly, Wanda was both excited and nervous being with her son. They'd never talked about adding to their secret affair, and yet Wanda somehow knew that Luke had all along been guiding her towards something even bigger, and dirtier. And more exciting for the middle-aged mother.
"I've got to get going," she insisted after the moment began to get uncomfortable. Still Luke stroked his cock, looking at her with obvious hunger. "I've got a lot to do today, and you've got to get up and get to work. Just look at the time!" It was almost nine o'clock already, she saw. "You're going to be late."
"I'll call in, let them know I'm running late," he replied. "If you can put off running you errands for a while longer..."
Wanda looked down into her son's eyes, seriously considering his offer. Instead, she said, "You teased me along, young man. Maybe it's time I teased you along." She leaned down quickly and sucked his sticky, messy cock into her mouth. Luke moaned, but for only a moment. Wanda slurped his cock dry, yet when it began to grow and stiffen, she let it fall from her lips.
"I've got to go," she repeated, and stood up, gathering her clothing as she headed for the living room. By the time Luke had joined her, she was nearly dressed.
"Are you coming back tonight, after I get off work, mom?" he asked. His voice was that of a young son once again in her ears, not that of the more recent, demanding lover. She turned to see him standing stark naked, his cock glistening with saliva and aimed at her. Again, she was sorely tempted by her son-lover.
"I don't know, Luke. I've got to spend some time with your father now and then, don't I?"
"Maybe he'd like to join in? Do you think he'd go for that?" Luke grinned wickedly.
"Don't even!" Wanda yelped. "If he even suspected I'd been fucking around on him, even with you, he'd not only freak out but he might even hurt me."
Luke stepped up and took his mother in his arms. "I was just kidding," he said, and then kissed her. "Get going. I've got to shower and get to work."
***
Wanda half-heartedly completed her errands, even having to go back to the grocery a second time since she'd forgotten to pick up the milk. As she pulled up to the house, she saw her husband backing his Cadillac out of the drive. She pulled her Malibu up short and rolled her window down. Her husband did likewise.
"I've got to go into the office," Frank explained. "That dumbass Carla just called to tell me she's too damned sick to meet a new client, and they are waiting at the office right now to see a house over in Reaves Estates. I've got to go. See you later, Hon!" he added as he raced away. Wanda hadn't gotten a word in, but that was the way it tended to be with Frank. He enjoyed dominating a conversation.
Wanda pulled up the drive and parked outside the garage. As she was gathering some of the bags from the back seat of her car, a young man came jogging across the front lawn towards her. He wore a light grey pair of jogging shorts, a black t-shirt with a large golden "A" on the chest, white socks and running shoes.
"Do you need some help, Mrs. Vaughn?" the tall, auburn-haired boy called as he jogged up. Finally, she recognized Todd McGregor, Brian and Michelle's oldest boy. The McGregor's lived a few houses down the block. Wanda had thought Todd was away in the Army.
"Todd, thank you," she replied even as he began taking bags from her arms. She noticed that his hair was cropped close to his skull and his build was much fuller than she'd remembered. But it had been more than two years since she'd last seen the boy. He was a full-grown man, now. And just as handsome as his father. Well, maybe more so, she thought.
Todd had nearly every bag in is arms and she only had to pull out the final one before leading the way through the garage and into the kitchen. Inside, she said, "Just lay them on the counter, please Todd. And thank you, again. You're such a tremendous help."
"It was nothing, I assure you, Ma'am," Todd replied. He was already pulling things from the bags and even though she halfway protested, Wanda allowed her neighbor's son to help put everything away.
When Todd reached for a small plain black bag, the one she had insisted on bringing in herself, she stopped him. "That's alright, Todd. I'll take care of that one." Even as she quickly snatched the bag from the end of the counter, she lost grip on it, and it fell skidding across the tiled floor. The pink and white box containing her new sex toys bounced out into plain view of both Todd and her.
"Oh!" she gasped loudly. She quickly went to her knees to grab up the book-sized box that was clearly labeled "3-Piece Anal Play Kit". Todd went right with her, and as she snatched the box up quickly, he grabbed for the bag. As he lifted it, another item fell out. The bottle of "Comfortably Numb" anal gel fell and bounced under the nearest stool.
Wanda was shocked speechless, even as she clutched the box of sex toys to her chest. Todd retrieved the gel bottle and handing it to her, said, "It looks like you and my mother shop at the same store." He was grinning as he said this, and it unnerved Wanda.
"It's really not what it looks like," she pleaded.
Todd had turned away to finish putting the last of the groceries away. When he turned back, he asked, "So, you're telling me that it doesn't look like either you, or maybe your husband, is beginning to experiment with anal sex?"
Wanda gasped, but didn't have a come-back. Instead, she just shook her head slightly, and still clutching the box and bottle, she told him, "I'll just go put these in my bedroom."
When she had returned to the kitchen, she could still feel the color in her face. She was as embarrassed as she'd ever been, and uncomfortable as well. She took a deep breath as she entered the kitchen and saw Todd standing near the door to the garage.
"I'm sorry if I embarrassed you," he apologized. "I'll just get going."
"No, Todd. Wait." Wanda paused, and then said, "Thank you, again, for the help. I really appreciate it. With Luke gone, and Frank always working it seems, I end up having to do just about everything around here." She went to the refrigerator and asked, "Can I get you a soda, or a beer maybe. It's the least I can offer you for helping."
Todd looked as if he was about to decline, but then nodded, "I guess it's not too early for a beer," he grinned, noticing that bottled Bud Light was Frank's beer of choice. Wanda pulled two of the blue aluminum bottles from the shelf and handed one to Todd. He moved to lean against the bar counter, and both took drinks.
"I had thought that you were in the Army, Todd," Wanda asked after a couple gulps helped to settle her nerves, and wanting to steer the conversation as far away from her sex toys as possible.
"I'm home on leave for a few weeks," Todd explained. "I'm between duty stations right now. I'd been at Ft. Hood, in Texas, for the last two years. Now I'm headed for Korea."
"I didn't know we had Army in Korea," Wanda admitted.
Todd nodded as he drank from the bottle. "Have since the Korean War ended in the '50's. The war was never ended, really. Technically, the North and South are in a perpetual state of cease-fire. The U.S. has had the 2nd Infantry Division on the board all these years since. That's where I'm headed in a couple of weeks."
"What is it you do in the Army?" she asked, more interested than she thought she would have been.
"I'm a signal officer," he declared proudly. She noticed that he even stood a little taller and straighter as he said it. In that moment, she noticed just how handsome Todd had become. She couldn't see anything of the young boy that used to run around the neighborhood with her son. Now, she only saw a strong young man. She also saw a fine looking young man that she would like to see with less clothing on.
"An officer?" she asked. "I thought officers were all old men, or at least older. You're just Luke's age. 22 or 23?"
"I'm 23. I'll be 24 next week, in fact." Todd took another drink before adding, "I just finished up the Officer's Candidate's School. I'm only a second lieutenant now, the lowest rank of officer. I re-enlisted a few months back after I got accepted into OCS. I'm thinking of making the Army a career, so I might as well be an officer, right?"
"Well, I for one am very proud of you, young man!" Wanda cheered. "I wish Luke would have done something better than staying here, in this town." Even as she said it, she knew it sounded hallow. "He's a bartender out at the casino now. Just got hired on."
"Yeah, I know. I talked to Luke a couple of times already. I'm hoping we can get together before I leave. Go see some of the old friends maybe. You know how it is."
Wanda had finished her beer and so had Todd. She gathered up the empties and asked, "Would you like something to eat? Maybe a sandwich or something?"
"No, I'm not really hungry. I just finished up my run and really shouldn't have had that beer. I think it's going right to my head!" he laughed.
Wanda found herself looking at Todd intently. She could feel herself grinning, and the tickle of her nipples in her bra startled her. She had looked down to her chest even before she realized that she had done it, and saw two very prominent bulges at the peaks of her breasts. She looked up, and knew from his eyes that Todd had noticed them as well.
"You know, Wanda," Todd smiled. "I am beginning to feel a little hungry."
Wanda gulped before she turned towards the refrigerator again. She asked over her shoulder, "In that case, what can I make you?" As she reached for the handle she heard the stool scoot behind her. She turned to see Todd coming around the end of the counter.
"You're making me hard, for one thing," Todd said flatly. "And if the way your nipples suddenly popped to life is any indication, I may be doing the same thing to you."
Wanda turned to face him. She tilted her head back as he drew right up to her. He was a good eight inches taller than her, and several taller than either Luke or her husband. He was well within arm's reach of her when he told her, "I'm aware of the needs of a middle-aged woman, Wanda. I've developed a talent for pleasuring women who have long ago forgotten what real pleasure is." He then leaned in and ever so gently kissed her lips. Only for a moment. He surprised her when he added, "If you've any question about that little fact, just give my mom a call, or my aunt. Any time. I know mom can vouch for me." He then kissed her again, a little harder and longer this time, before pulling back. He looked down at her, grinning quite handsomely she thought. Her nipples ached to be handled by him.
Instead, Todd turned and began to walk away, headed for the door again. "Maybe I should take a pass on that sandwich, Mrs. Vaughn. I'll see you later."
"No! Please, wait," she insisted. When Todd stopped at the door, he looked back at her. She wanted him to stay. She incredibly still felt very much in need of a young man. Having had her son just that morning had not quenched the desires that had risen in her during the night, and even the pleasures Luke had treated her to that morning did little more than fan her flames. And now, as she stood in her own kitchen, where Luke had taken her just a little more than a week before, Wanda was being presented with an opportunity that she had never imagined possible.
Standing before her was Todd McGregor, a young man whom her son had grown up with, and had been in her house on hundreds of previous occasions. It was only on this occasion did she see him as something other than a friend of her son's. And yet, she also didn't see her son the same anymore, either.
"When you talked with Luke," Wanda stammered, "did he tell you anything? Anything about me, and him?"
Todd grinned and leaned back against the door, crossing his arms as he did. "Are you asking me if he hinted at the idea that he was of a like mind to myself?" Todd shook his head, still smiling. "The only thing he told me, well, more like he bragged about, was that he and a few other of the guys we used to run around with have taken to providing their personal services to many of Regal Bay's lonely, horny older women." Todd took a confident step towards her then. "I had no idea that you fit into that category, not until now."
When Todd reached out to take her hands in his, Wanda looked up at him. "Why do you think I fit into that category?" she asked quietly. Her eyes went down even as she realized what his answer would be.
"Luke didn't tell me. You did, just now. When you asked if he had said anything about you and him. I knew then that you have been sleeping with your son." Todd tilted her face up to his and he offered a warm smile. "It's okay, Wanda. Many mothers sleep with their own sons at your age. Especially around here, in Regal Bay." He kissed her then, before adding, "There is even a secret sorority of women like you, who enjoy the pleasures young men can provide. My mom is a member in fact. Maybe after, I can get you two together. She'd love to introduce you to Mrs. Van Winkle and some of the others." Again, he lightly kissed her lips.
"After what?" she asked, referring to his prior hint, even though she knew very well what he was hinting at. But she needed him to say it, if she was going to allow herself to be swept up by him.
Todd paused, for effect obviously, and then answered, "After I make love to you, of course. After I give you something you've not realized you've been missing. After I give you something even your son can't give you."
Wanda again dipped he face from his, and then leaned forward into his chest. He held her for a moment as she came to grips with the decision that she knew she was going to make. It was one thing to cheat on her husband with their son. To her that almost seemed acceptable. But to go outside their marriage, outside their family, to enjoy pleasures others could give her, that was a hard step to take. Yet, even as she thought about it, her hands were again in Todd's, and she turned away from him. Todd followed her lead as they left the kitchen and headed upstairs.
"Maybe we shouldn't do this," Wanda said, even as she led the way into her bedroom. Behind her, Todd gently closed the door.
"That's up to you, Wanda," Todd told her. "But I'd be missing out."
Wanda turned to look at him then and saw him smiling warmly. "I take it that Luke has told you about our relationship."
"Yes, he has. Its sounds like a wonderful relationship, between loving mother and son. Very much like the way the relationship with my own mother began, really. Fortunately, before I discovered that I was attracted to all mature, older women, I discovered that I was attracted to my own mother. I made love to her, the first time, on the back patio under a full summer-time moon. I was only eighteen at the time."
Wanda stood beside the bed she shared with her husband and looked at Todd, trying to imagine him making love to his own mother, Michelle. She was attractive, with hints of her Asian-American background highlighting her features. Michelle was a couple of years younger than Wanda, a dozen pounds lighter easily, and always seemed to be enjoying herself. Michelle had worked as a hostess at the casino since its opening. She was just a pleasant woman all around. Wanda could understand how young men would be attracted to her. What Wanda couldn't understand, however, was how Todd could feel attracted to her. She was the dictionary picture of a plain Jane in her mind. A middle-aged, pudgy, plain Jane.
Wanda slumped to the edge of her bed and a moment later Todd rolled into the center, making it rock slightly and lean Wanda back towards him. She had to plant her right hand into the mattress covers to brace herself, to keep from falling into his lap. Todd kicked his running shoes off, the pair landing with a thud on the floor.
"We'll have more fun if you relaxed," Todd told her as he reached out to brush her hair to the side, to reveal her face more clearly. Her eyes went to his and she smiled again. She was feeling her heart racing in her chest, and with the beer she'd consumed her inhibitions seemed to have finally begun to melt away. She nodded to him then, knowing that the ball was about to get rolling. "Good. Just relax and enjoy." Todd then gently pulled her to him, and kissed her.
They kissed, lightly and gently for a few moments before growing more heated and passionate. Todd's hand caressed her cheek and neck, and then down to her shoulder, before slipping lower still. He popped the buttons of her blouse and brushed it from her shoulder to caress her flesh. His hand moved to the front, to her chest just below her collar bone, and just above the swell of her breast. Her breathing was getting shallower as he kissed, and then began to lick, her neck. She rolled her head back, sighing. And then he squeezed her left breast.
"Ooohh," she sighed as he felt her up. His tongue trailed to her throat and then he sat back. As Todd smiled warmly into her eyes, he began to lift her bra upward. Her heavy matronly breasts fell into full view. She gasped as their weight sagged on her chest, hanging to the side.
"Nice," he sighed as he lightly traced his fingers across her breasts. He took hold of her nipples gently, pulling at the light caramel-colored nubs.
"I like that," Wanda whispered, and then leaned in and kissed him. She reached for him and laid her hand on his hip. When their lips parted, she rolled onto her back, still looking up at him.
Todd brushed his hands across her breasts and then up to her face. He rolled to her and again kissed her. This time his left hand took a firm hold of her left breast as he began to squeeze the mound of flesh. She moaned into his mouth, and he pulled back. He gently massaged her tit before moving his mouth to her neck, and then to her shoulder. Before long he had slipped even lower and found her left nipple with his mouth.
"Oh, yes," Wanda again sighed, stroking Todd's bristle-like head of hair as he nibbled on her tit-flesh. Todd caressed her arms and shoulders as he gently chewed at her nipples, one after the other. Wanda was sighing and purring beneath him, and when her hands began to attack the front of his running shorts, he raised up to his knees beside her to allow her to tug them down.
As Wanda pushed his grey shorts down, she also tugged his grey underwear downward. His cock sprang free then, already fully rigid. The round, pink head was waving at her, her eyes locked onto it, as Todd moved between her parting legs. She pulled her denim skirt up into a bunch on her belly, exposing her panties beneath.
Todd's cock was rock-hard, covered with dark auburn hair that matched the short hair on his head. His manhood had an upward curve, ending in the round head. Overall, Todd was only five inches, six maybe, and even though he didn't nearly measure up to her son, Wanda wasn't going to complain. Todd was hard for her, and she wanted him.
"You look beautiful," Todd whispered as he took hold of her panties at each hip. She lifted her hips and slowly he pulled from her. She lifted her legs straight up as he pulled her panties along her legs until they were free. She let her legs fall back to the bed, to either side of Todd's knees, opening herself up for him. The thick tangle of her bush of light brown pubic hair became exposed to him. He paused to take her triangle in, and then he leaned forward and kissed her, directly in the middle of her triangle of hair, just an inch above her clit.
"Oooohhh, wow," she huffed when his tongue flicked out and down, and lightly flicked across her sensitive clit. But for only that single touch. Todd settled back on his bed, looking up at her, grinning. His cock stood up from his crotch, throbbing excitedly as he took her in. She wanted to sit right down in his lap, to take him inside her. A moment later and she might have. Instead, Todd had other ideas.



"Ooohh, Todd!" she moaned as he began to kiss, and lick, at her inner thighs. Her hand went to his head and she stroked his hair as he kissed her entire crotch area, all around her heated vagina, until she was pulling his head to her. Finally, Todd's mouth met her matronly vaginal folds. "Oooohhh, yeessss!" she sighed loudly as he began to pleasure her with his tongue.
Todd lapped away at her casually, but once her juices began to flow, he again pulled his mouth from her. She opened her eyes to see him smiling at her while stroking his curved cock. "Just a little taste of things to come, later," he informed her. Next, Todd moved forward, up her body. She anticipated his touch even as he pressed the knob of his cock against her slot. Now poised above her, his left hand pressed into the mattress beside her, Todd stroked his cock-head up and down her slit.
"Aaaahhh, that's nice," she sighed as he tickled her clit with it, and then pressed downward. Her labia parted and her juices coated his crown, readying it for entry. When he stopped at her entrance and nudged slightly forward, Wanda moaned, "Oooohhh, please. Please do it, Todd!" Even as she began to beg, she rolled her hips to pull him inside. He didn't tease her much longer.
"Uuunnggghh!" Wanda groaned as Todd lowered his full weight into her, shoving his curved cock up through her vaginal canal to the very root in a single thrust. She felt his balls bang into her anus as she involuntarily pulled her legs up and back, opening herself even more to him. She wrapped her legs around him and hooked her ankles together, locking him to her should he have ideas of pulling back out. She needed him now, and wanted him to fuck her, hard. She told him as much, even as he began to rock and thrust.
"Oh, god yes! Fuck me, Todd! That's it! Fuck me good!" Wanda was grunting in time with him quickly, and Todd was building up power and speed. This was not going to be a leisurely screw, but a hard and fast fuck, and Wanda was happy for that. She really needed to be taken, and now that she'd given herself to this young stud, now that she'd officially broken her vows of marriage, she wanted to get fucked. And Todd was fucking her, that was for sure.
"You like that, don't you?" Todd huffed in her ear as he drilled her. "You like my dick in you, don't you Wanda? Just like you like Luke's dick in you? You're a real cock-slut, aren't you, Wanda? Just like my mom and aunt, and all the other cock-sluts in this town."
"Oh, yes, yes I am, Todd! Oh, god yes! I'm a cock-slut, Todd! I'm a cock slut!" Wanda was nearly shouting as his curved cock rubbed her in all the right ways. Her orgasm was rapidly building in her and would soon be exploding from her. "Oh, Todd! Fuck me! Fuck me hard!"
Todd rammed her harder, making the bed bounce beneath her ass as it had never done with her husband. Frank didn't have the powerful energy this young stud possessed. Wanda's hands went to his ass and dug in as his hips slammed harder and faster into her. Suddenly, Todd was grunting. His sweet dripped into her face as he began to pant, "I'm going to cum! Oh, fuck! I'm cumming!"
Todd rammed hard into her, deeper than before, and held his throbbing cock in place. His mouth opened wide as he moaned with his release. Wanda felt his cock pulsing inside her and when the warmth began to spread, she knew he was filling her up with hot semen. Her own orgasm began to peak, and she trembled beneath him, pressed into the mattress in the spot Frank slept.
Todd huffed and rocked his hips against her, stirring his dick deep within her, smearing his potent seed around her womb. Her own cream leaked out of her from around Todd's shaft and dribbled down into the sheets beneath her butt. He was panting for breath, and without warning Todd rolled off her, pulling his cock from her with a sloppy plop. Semen began to stream out of her opening and she fought to tighten her vaginal muscles.
Todd continued to roll from her, right off the bed. She relaxed her legs and watched her newest lover as he began to pull his clothing back on. He was through with her, having gotten what he had come for. She felt used, and in that moment regretful. All of that changed when Todd leaned over her and gave her a deep, almost loving kiss. When they broke apart, he said, "I like that, Wanda. I want to make love to you again, when we will have more time." He kissed her again before adding, "I want to see the look on your face when I make you cum harder than you've ever cum in your life." He took in her large breasts once again, admiring them with his eyes.
"I'd like that," was all she could manage before he confidently walked from her bedroom, leaving her spent and used upon her bed. It was many minutes before Wanda rolled from the bed herself and headed for the shower. With her recent indiscretions, fresh in her mind, she stepped into the shower, hoping to wash the shadow of guilt from her mind as well as the scent of sex from her body. She and her husband had a dinner date scheduled for later that evening, with Antonio and Tina Rivera, and she feared that her sins would be plainly visible on her face.
"Oh, Luke! Luke! What have you done to me? What have I become?" she moaned into the shower spray as regret of her actions washed through her, replaced with a craving to continue to explore this new-found world that Todd had hinted at. Even before she had finished her shower, Wanda had decided to give Michelle McGregor a call, sooner rather than later.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 4
Annie's Tales -- Part 1
For Annie Strauss, her Wednesday started out quite promising. She awoke refreshed after a long, deep slumber. Rolling out of bed naked, she pulled on her Nike sweat suit in anticipation of an energetic morning jog through the neighborhood. After stopping off to brush her teeth, she headed to the kitchen for a light breakfast and a cup of coffee. As she stood at the counter preparing her coffee, Tim slipped up behind her and as he often did, he pressed up tight behind her, wrapping his arms around her waist.
"Morning, Annie," he purred into her ear, followed by a kiss on her long neck.
"Good morning, Tim," she responded. She felt his hips press forward into her buttocks, and the bulge of his "morning wood" press into the crack of her ass. Tim's right hand slipped downward across her flat belly and into the Y of her crotch to cup her pubic mound through the material of the sweat pants. Annie had yet to dress for work, and with the late start she always had on Wednesday, she still had plenty of time before she had to report in to the office. This was a fact that Tim was well aware of.
"You want some coffee?" she asked over her shoulder as he began to nuzzle her neck.
"I want a little something-something," Tim whispered into her ear. "And it isn't coffee."
Tim kissed along Annie's neckline for a moment as she wiggled her hips seductively against him. She was feeling a similar morning desire in her loins. When she turned to face Tim, his mouth went to hers, and as they kissed deeply, her hands went to his groin. Indeed, Tim was solidly ready for some morning action.
Annie was his MILF, as he sometimes referred to her. At 43, she was twenty-one years older than him, closer to twenty-two. Yet at this point in her life Annie was as energetic as any woman Tim's own age. She reached between their bodies past the top of the shorts he wore and found his cock. It was warm and rock-hard in her grip. She stroked along its length lightly, and then as she gripped his bulge, Tim moaned lustfully into her mouth. Annie tugged the elastic band of his own running shorts, loosening them around his waist, and then pushed downward. As they fell to the floor around his ankles, she followed right along, pulling his dark underwear along with her until his cock sprang out invitingly.
"I see you don't need any caffeine to get my favorite little man running," she grinned up at Tim while she wrapped her fingers around his manhood. Annie began to lick along the bottom of her lover's long cock. Tim combed his fingers through her curly, short red hair as she mouthed his cock from base to tip, and then, when her mouth wrapped around his knob, he moaned with greater pleasure. His cock heated rapidly within Annie's warm, wet mouth, and the dancing her tongue did around and across his knob had him raring to go.
Over the last few months, Annie had grown to be an expert cock-sucker, thanks in no small part to her young lover, who actually helped her learn how to deep-throat a dick. His was the first she'd ever fully taken willingly, and since then Annie had never failed to take his entire length down her throat each and every time she sucked him. That morning, kneeling before Tim in her kitchen, Annie eagerly sucked his cock right down into her gullet. With his balls pressed against her chin, her jaws wedged wide by his girth, Annie wiggled her tongue against the bottom of Tim's shaft for a moment before slipping her mouth back, her lips tight around his flesh, until only his knob remained inside. She breathed deeply though her nose and then went back down his shaft, again throating him fully. Back and forth Annie went, until Tim's cock was at its hardest and fullest.
"Jeezus, Mom!" Tim gulped. "That's so fucking good!"
Annie let his cock slip from her lips and smiled up at her twenty-two year-old son. "You like that, don't you?"
"Oh, hell yes!" he replied. He pulled her head back towards his crotch and as her jaw dropped he stuffed his cock into his mother's mouth once again. Annie worked his cock for a few more seconds before Tim began to pull at her shoulders. She gave his knob one last kiss and then stood.
"Turn around, Mom," Tim muttered even as he twisted Annie back to face the counter. Tim quickly pulled at the back of her sweat pants, exposing her skinny, pale ass. He tugged the narrow band of her red g-string underwear out of her crack and to the side. With her saliva coating his cock for lubrication, Tim bent at the knees to align himself with her sex. He took hold of his shaft and aimed into the dark crease of his mother's cunt. Annie bent forward, pushing the empty coffee cup aside, as Tim pushed his full length into her vagina from behind.
"Aaaahhh, Tim!" she moaned as his cock spread her labia and powered up through her vaginal chute. Her thighs, limited by how far they could spread apart by the sweat pants wrapped around her ankles, pressed back against Tim's as he bottomed out inside her.
"Oooohhh, Mom!" Tim echoed as his cock nudged against her cervix with his second thrust. He was as deep as he could go now, and with a firm hold of his mother's slim hips, Tim began to fuck his willing mother with hard thrusts.
"Oh, yeah, fuck me, Tim! Fuck me," Annie gasped. Her son's fat cock worked in and out of her smoothly, its familiar ridges and bumps tickling her in all of the right places. His knob banged against her deepest walls. Since they had started their affair some years back, her uterus was well protected by a regimen of birth-control pills. Since Annie loved nothing more than the feel of her son's hot cream bathing her womb upon his release, she never demanded he use a condom.
These early day screws were for him and his needs, and it wouldn't be long before Tim dumped that first thick load inside her belly. Annie rarely got off fully when Tim took her like this, although she often experienced micro-orgasms, as she called them, each time Tim entered her, and this morning was no exception. As her pussy trembled excitedly through a series of tiny climaxes, her juices flowed to coat Tim's dick and providing more than enough lubrication.
Tim reached out and under his mother's t-shirt and cupped her small breasts in his hands. His hips slammed forward against her ass, their flesh slapping together and echoing in the kitchen louder with every thrust.
"Ooohh, Mom! So good," Tim moaned. His hips slammed harder with every thrust against her tight, slim ass.
"Aaahh, yes, yes, yes," Annie grunted in time with his thrusts. Her head hung down and she looked between her parted thighs to see his hairy, heavy balls swinging. He was fired up and wouldn't last long, she recognized. Not like last night, she mused.
"Aaahh, Mom! I'm cumming!" Tim growled seconds later. He'd only been inside his mother's warm body for a few minutes, but such was the sensitivity his cock had each morning, Tim had little to no control over his release. His cock pulsed and spit its thick load into his mother's belly, coating her womb with his potent semen. He pulled Annie's hips back tight against his waist, holding his throbbing cock deep inside his mother, until a final pulse raced up his shaft and spit out the last drops of cream.
"So good," Tim sighed, working his cock slowly inside her for a few additional moments after his release. His balls relaxed and hung between his thighs and Annie reached between her thighs to allow her fingers to lightly stroke them, tickling him playfully.
Finally, Tim's cock began to relax and he stumbled back. His cock pulled free of his mother's strong vaginal grip with a plop and slapped wetly against his thigh. He pulled his underwear and shorts up, and began to draw the string tight once again. He wanted to have his mother's cream drying around his cock through the day.
Unknown to his mother/lover, Tim had another morning session already planned. Mrs. Coleman would be waiting for his visit, once her husband had left to drop their kids at school before heading on to his work up in the Majestic Mountains. Violet Coleman was a stay-at-home mom. Her husband David worked as a Crew Manager for the Cascade Lumber Company, and often spent days away, working the logging camps during the timber season. As a teenager, Tim had mowed the Coleman's lawn during the summers, just one of several he had in rotation. When her husband was away, she would sometime sunbathe as Tim worked. When she knew he was looking at her, she would slowly remove her top before rolling over onto her belly. Back then, she only teased him. These days, she provides a bit more than just a backyard tease. And Tim takes care of her other needs, little things that her husband didn't provide for her anymore. Violet wasn't ugly by any means, but she wasn't much of a looker anymore, even though she was only 36 years old. She was Korean-American, and her oval face was joined by an oval body after giving birth to her children. But it wasn't what she looked like that Tim enjoyed. It was what she did with what she had that drew him back to her, whenever she called.
Although their kitchen fuck had lasted less than ten minutes, Annie felt satisfied by her son's cock. Her pussy leaked cream and she pulled her tiny panties up to hold as much inside her as she could. Until she had to slip back into the shower and get ready for her day, that is. Annie enjoyed having his seed splashing around inside her when she made her morning jog. She imagined it gave her that little extra energy through the day that a 43-year-old woman needed.
"I love you, Mom," Tim told her as he grabbed a Monster energy drink from the refrigerator. He pulled her close and gave her a quick full-mouth kiss before heading towards his bedroom. She figured he was getting dressed for his day, though what he had planned she didn't know. Tim went out through the back door and a minute later she heard his motorcycle fire up.
For Annie, the rest of her day went as usual. Her run was peaceful and refreshing. Her day at work, even though it was her "short-day", was busy. Working for Natalya Aleshinova was always stressful, though never over-demanding of her. For the most part, her day was spent going over the events schedules for the next three weeks at the Golf Club. The Western States Senior Invitational was due to start in a week and final preparations were moving smoothly along. The only glitch in the plans came when the catering service informed them that an expected shipment of wine had yet to arrive, and the suggested list of substitutes had to be presented for approval to the Events Director, her aunt Gloria Van Winkle.
Annie was born Anne Van Winkle, daughter of Greta and Jonas Van Winkle. She was the older of two daughters, her sister Charlotte being three years younger than her. Annie had remained in Regal Bay after high school to attend the university on a liberal arts scholarship. However, Annie turned her attentions early on to William Strauss, Jr., a charming young man whom Annie fell for at first sight.
William, or Bill as he preferred, had come to Regal Bay from Boise to attend the university along with his sister, Ivy. Bill was a hard, young man who reminded Annie of the classic Marlboro Man advertising. They shared several classes her freshman year, although Bill was a year older than her. They soon became a couple. By the time they both were in their senior year, Bill had started interning at the Majestic County Times, the area's major newspaper. Bill had been taking journalism classes throughout school, and yet still hadn't decided to follow it as a career choice. Annie, who hadn't decided on a solid choice for a career, either, chose not to enroll in classes in what would have been her final semester. Instead, she and Bill got married and she chose instead to be his housewife.
Bill eventually did hire on at the paper, and even with Annie's family disapproving of her choice, they supported her. During these first years, Annie gave birth to their only child, Tim. Afterward, her doctors informed Annie and Bill that, due to complications following the birth, she would not be able to have any more children. Annie was devastated, and even though Bill seemed to take it in stride, he had wanted more than just one child from the outset. This flaw that he perceived in Annie eventually would lead to his becoming unfaithful to her.
As Tim grew and started school, Annie went to work at the Golf Club. She had discovered that she had a knack for organization and soon she was assigned to be Natalya Aleshinova's assistant. It was a position Annie enjoyed from the outset. Working long hours more nights than not contributed to her husband's infidelity, she realized afterward.
Eventually their marriage began to dissolve to the point the Bill often spent several nights away. At times he would stay with his sister, who worked downtown at the City Center for the Parks Department. Other times, Annie had no idea where he slept. Annie didn't think he was seeing anyone on the side, but she never found out one way or the other. On the way home from work, and after calling to let her know he wanted to talk over dinner, Bill's car was hit by a drunk driver in a dump truck while sitting at a red light. He was killed. At thirty years old, Annie was a widow, and eight-year-old Tim was fatherless.
Although Annie and her sister-in-law had never been close, or even friends, Ivy agreed to help take care of Tim while Annie worked to complete her Bachelor's degree by taking night courses. During these next half-dozen years, Annie had maintained a celibate life, a decision that would soon weigh heavily on her.
Annie eventually earned her Bachelor's degree in Business Management and began to seriously think about continuing her education towards a Master's. Now a forty year-old single mother, it was a degree that Annie had long hoped to attain, and with thanks to Ivy and her husband, Annie was able to earn her Master's degree during Tim's high school years.
It happened that during Tim's senior year at the high school, Annie suddenly began to dream about her son in a very inappropriate and sinful manner. Even though she recognized that she could not help how she dreamed, she did recognize the fact that she was beginning to see her son in a much different light afterward. Tim had grown to be a handsome young man by the time he was eighteen, at least in her eyes. Outwardly, Tim was tall and skinny, with a pitted, rugged complexion due to a severe case of the chicken pox as a child. He wore glasses and had only recently had his braces removed. He hung out with guys, whom many considered geeks, playing video games or talking about technical innovations most days.
Tim seldom talked about girls, at least around his mother. He was participating in the school's "work release" program and worked part-time at the Best Buy in the Majestic Mall after school three days a week. Upon graduation Tim was planning on working towards a degree in the Media Sciences, a new program at the School of Liberal Arts at Regal Bay University. As Annie had been told over dinner one evening, several of Tim's friends were also planning a similar course of study. Eventually Annie would come to understand why.
Life with Tim in her home had become stressful, as life with older teenagers often did. He wanted to do his own thing, come and go as he pleased, and lead a private life that didn't include his mother. For Annie, she felt lonely more often than not. It didn't help that, when she confided in her friends what she was going through, several suggested she get out and start playing the field. Annie was never one to hit the bars or clubs, although she did belong to the Golf Club's bowling league. If fact, it had been during a league night that, while enjoying beers, Annie was asked by her team-mate, Cynthia Price, if she'd ever had sexual feeling towards her son.
"Oh, my god! You have!" Cynthia declared, sensing the answer from Annie's hesitation in responding.
"No, I haven't!" Annie insisted. "I don't think about him like that," she maintained, but knew she was lying. She confessed, "I have been having dreams, however."
Cynthia, a Professor of Sociology at Regal Bay University, was well versed in sexual desires and deviances, having published several papers on the topics. Maternal Incest was of key interest to her, as Annie was soon to learn. Annie confessed a few of her dreams, though not going into detail, as their evening went on. By the time they had finished, Cynthia insisted that Annie join her for dinner some night soon, "To go into better detail and maybe even get to the root issue," Cynthia had explained.
Come Friday of that week, it was Tim's nineteenth birthday. He was in his freshman year at the university, though still living at home with his mother. Annie had made plans to take her son out to dinner to celebrate his birthday, but was unable to get out of work before six. In the meantime, Tim had been asked over to his Aunt Ivy's house that afternoon to celebrate his birthday. By the time Annie did get home well after seven in the evening, she found her son already at home, and just slightly drunk. He was in his room, tinkering around with a used lap top computer that he had picked up at one of the pawn shops. Annie immediately smelled the alcohol on him and demanded to know the story.
"Aunt Ivy was having a few drinks, and offered me a couple," he explained. "I'm okay, not drunk really, just feeling pretty good." His smile, however, was crooked and his eyes sparkled oddly as he looked at her.
"I really don't give a shit!" Annie barked. "Ivy is a bad influence on you. I'm going to call her right now and a give her a piece of my mind. I ought to call the police on her, you know. You're not old enough to drink at all!"
"Mom, don't, please," Tim pleaded. "It's okay, really. Sam and Leah and Parky were there, too. We all had a little to drink, to celebrate my birthday, you know. I wish you were there, too."
Annie stood looking at her son, tapping her foot on the floor. She was angry, with her sister-in-law and not her son, and knew she shouldn't take it out on him. Tim was close to his cousins and it had been good for him to celebrate with them.
"We're going out tomorrow night to celebrate, remember," she reminded him. "I've got reservations already. It will be nice, just the two of us."
"I remember, and I'm looking forward to it. A birthday date with my pretty mom, and who knows, I might even have fun," he added with a wide grin. It had always been a rub between them that they never had fun together, with her always working and him either in school or at work. They rarely got to spend any quality time together. This dinner "date" that Annie had set up would be the first time they had been out together in months.
"Well, I'm hoping we have fun as well," she told him. "I'm still not pleased with your Aunt getting you liquored up. You know how that hurts me."
Tim remembered then that his father had been killed by a drunk driver, and suddenly felt very bad. He went to his feet and took his mother in his arms. He was a good six-inches taller than her now, and it only just registered for both of them.
"I'm sorry, Mom, I wasn't thinking," Tim apologized. "I guess Aunt Ivy wasn't either."
"Your Aunt rarely thinks about others, Tim. She lives in the moment and cares little about how her actions and words might hurt others. Why do you think her husband left her? He got fed up with her shit, is why."
"Come on, Mom," Tim insisted. "Let it go, okay? I'll go take a shower and get cleaned up, and then we'll go out, okay?"
"I've got reservations for tomorrow night," she reminded.
"We'll just go get pizza, or maybe a steak?" he suggested. "It's my birthday, so let's do what I want, tonight at least. Tomorrow, you can give me your dinner-date as a present."



Annie wanted to have a good evening and readily agreed. "I'll get changed," she told him. Annie went to her bedroom down the hall. A few minutes later she saw Tim, wearing just his shorts, enter the hall bathroom and close the door. The shower started a moment later.
Annie stripped out of her work dress and underwear, looking for some fresh clothes to put on. She enjoyed being naked and walked around her room in the nude while gathering up what she wanted to wear out. She laid her selection of clothes on the bed, having picked out a smallish black outfit that she enjoyed. It was one that made her smallish breasts seem slightly larger on her narrow chest. She was bent over her bed, her naked ass towards the open bedroom door, when she heard Tim's bedroom door bang shut. She gasped and turned, realizing that had he looked in, he would have gotten quite a show.
Annie dressed quickly and put on a gentle perfume. Five minutes later she was ready to go out with her son to celebrate his birthday. She made her way to his room, her tall heels clicking down the hardwood announcing her approach. She knocked at his door and it swung open, unlatched. "Are you ready to go?" she asked as she stepped on into her son's room. He wasn't ready to go, she discovered.
Tim was seated on his bed, his back against the headboard, still naked. In his left hand, he held his cock, stroking it, and in his right, he held his electronic tablet. He was watching something playing on the device and jacking off, Annie realized. As she stood in the doorway, she realized that Tim hadn't noticed her yet.
"I thought we were going out," Annie asked as she looked across the room at him.
Startled, Tim dropped the tablet into his lap to cover up his erection. "Oh! Mom! I was just, eh." He was at a loss for words.
After his shower, Tim had found a message waiting for him on his cell phone. David Price, one of Tim's life-long friends and fellow freshman at RBU, had sent him a text with a link to an internet video sight. Tim knew David had been bragging about secretly filming his mother as she enjoyed herself, but this latest video was something much more.
This one was of his mother Cynthia as the center of a four-way orgy. At the moment his mother had walked in, Cynthia was lying on her bed flat on her back while a guy Tim didn't know was pounding away atop her, obviously fucking her. Two other guys lay beside her, sucking at her big tits. Only one Tim knew, and that was Luke Vaughn, a kid a grade ahead of them in high school. Whoever was holding the camera and recoding the scene was unknown, but Tim figured that it had been David himself
Annie knelt on the edge of her son's bed and asked, "What are you watching?" as she reached for the tablet. Annie had yet to discover her son's fetish, let along discover that Regal Bay had a sinful underbelly. This night was to change that.
"Nothing!" Tim insisted, but was unable to toss the tablet away for fear of showing off his raging hard-on, which had yet to relax in his crotch.
"Let me see," she insisted, and as she took hold of the tablet, her hand brushed against her son's hard cock. Tim gasped and looked up at her, and Annie found herself looking down upon his raging manhood. She'd never seen her son erect, and she realized that Tim had a very nice, long cock. Even as the image was suddenly burned forever into her mind, she saw the image on the tablet. "Oh, my god!" she gasped. "Is that Cynthia Price?"
Tim saw that the camera had been brought up to clearly show Cynthia with a mouth full of cock. Her eyes smiled as she sucked the dick of the cameraman, and even though you couldn't see David, Tim knew that it was her son that Cynthia was blowing. Unfortunately, as Tim thought this, his cock throbbed and slapped against the back of his own mother's hand. Tim quickly took hold of the tablet and shut it off.
"Where did that come from?" his mother asked. "Where did you get that video?"
Tim relented. "One of the guys from school found it on-line, and sent me a link," he partially lied.
Annie fell into the bed beside Tim and asked, "Who was she with? I can't believe Cynthia let herself be filmed while having sex. Who was holding the camera, I wonder." Annie looked at her son and then asked, "You were jacking off, watching a friend of mine have sex?"
Tim looked up at his mom and nodded. "I guess you caught me in the act."
Annie was stunned, and then she noticed that her son still had his cock in hand, and it was still quite hard. She next asked, "Are you excited by older women, Tim?" She realized that she'd never heard him talk about girls his own age. She did recall him commenting about some of the women she knew, who were her friends. She also knew that her sister-in-law, Tim's Aunt Ivy, had something of a wild side to her. She wondered if Tim looked at Ivy as he had been looking at Cynthia then, with lust and desire.
Tim hadn't answered her. Again, she asked if he enjoyed older women, and finally Tim responded. "I guess I do. How can I not, with you walking around the house half-naked all the time?"
Annie was stunned. She knew that he had seen her naked from time to time, but had never thought much of it. After all, she'd been doing it from the time Tim had been a toddler. It had never bothered her, being naked in front of her son. She never thought that her nudity might influence his sexual attitudes.
"I'm sorry about that," she replied. She looked into his eyes then and asked, "Did you see me, just a few minutes ago, in my room?" He nodded, avoiding her gaze. "I guess I should have closed my door." She then again noticed that he was still hard, and slowly stroking his cock, just an arm's length away from her. And his eyes were not on her face, but on her chest. She couldn't believe it. She had to ask, and later might have regretted it, "Do I excite you, like those other's do?"
Tim looked up then with a slight smile on his face. "You excite me all the time."
Annie nodded, and gazed at his cock again, knowing that Tim could see her looking at him so openly. Not understanding why she had to, she asked, "Do you think about me, when you do that?" She nodded towards his slightly moving hand, wrapped tight around his manhood.
Tim took a chance then, as many of his friends had when the opportunity had presented itself to them. Now, the opportunity had presented itself to Tim. Tim let go of his cock and reached up to take his mother's head in hand, and he pulled her mouth to his. He kissed her.
Annie gasped at what her son had just done, and pushed him back. "Tim!" she cried. "What do you think you're doing?"
"I haven't kissed you in a while," he said. "I just wanted to kiss my mother, is all."
"But you're naked, with a hard-on!" she gasped. "I don't think this is the best time to be kissing your mother. Hell, you never want to kiss me anymore, since you've grown up." And then she found herself looking at her son's cock once again. My, how he had grown up.
"I thought we were going out to dinner, to celebrate your birthday?" she asked after a moment.
Tim pressed on. "Maybe we could stay home and celebrate my birthday here?" Tim looked her in the eye then, and added with a sly grin, "I'm already in my birthday suit." His hand had resumed stroking his cock as he looked at his mother, awaiting her reply.
Annie was stunned silent. She understood exactly what Tim was suggesting, and yet he hadn't come right out and offered. He was leaving the next step, the step into a dark sin, to her. She knew that some of her friends were having affairs on the side, and she even knew that a couple had been having sex with their adult sons. She had never thought of Tim in that light, not until she saw his hard cock in his hand. She had never realized that Tim might look upon her as a sex object, not until she had seen him jacking off to images of her friend, a woman as old as she was, having sex with younger men. She had never realized just how little sex she had had in the past few years, until she felt her pussy tingle in that moment, looking down at the hard tube of man-flesh sprouting up from her naked son's crotch, just an arm's length away.
Annie's response to her son's unspoken suggestion was to reach up and pull at her black dress, until her left breast and its pink nipple were fully exposed. She cupped her breast in her left hand while reaching for her son's shoulder with her right. She stroked his warm flesh, across his shoulder and neck. A moment later, she pulled his head close and pushed her naked nipple to his lips. Tim didn't hesitate to suck her nipple into his mouth.
"Oh, Tim," she sighed as her son began to suck upon her flesh, while reaching up to replace her hand with his. Annie let her son feast upon her breast for a moment, and then leaned his head back. She leaned down to kiss him once again, this time with more passion. He kissed her back.
"Oh, Tim, Tim, Tim," she panted, her mouth still against his. "What is going on?" He didn't reply, and she didn't expect one. Instead, she began to kiss lower, across his chin and neck, and down onto his naked chest. Annie kissed across each of his nipples, making Tim gasp as she flicked her tongue across each in turn. Her hand ran up and down his chest and belly, and then lower. Her fingers went into the tangle of her son's dark pubic hair.
Tim gasped as he felt her hand draw ever closer to his manhood. His mother was slowly relaxing, and he was growing ever more excited on the hope that he was about to accomplish what several of his friend already had. Incest-sex with his own mother! His cock pulsed at the thought and he silently pleaded for her to hurry up and get there.
Suddenly, she was there. "Oh, Mom!" Tim gasped as his mother didn't hesitate. Once she found his cock with her hand, she wrapped her fingers around the shaft and dropped her mouth quickly to engulf it. "Mom!" Tim sighed again and again.
Annie took the plunge down her son's hard cock so quickly that she surprised herself. She knew it was a sin, but she also knew that she needed the intimacy in her life. She knew Tim was more than willing, with his cock rock-hard in hand while looking at her. And she hoped that he would be discrete and keep this between them. As Tim's cock slipped between her lips and across her tongue, Annie felt her pussy twitch between her thighs and begin to gush cream. It had been so long.
Tim watched as his mother's short red hair began to bob up and down as she sucked upon his cock. It was the most wonderful thing he had ever felt, his own mother's mouth around his dick. He knew he would not last long. His entire body was tingling.
Annie pushed the image of her son from her mind as she sucked upon his cock. Without seeing his face, she was able to imagine that this cock in her mouth belonged to any of several young men she found attractive around Regal Bay. Some were even Tim's friends. Although she could never bring herself to approaching any of these young men, she suddenly wondered if Tim could set things up for her. Even as she sucked upon his cock, Annie was wondering if she had been the only one. Surely he had had sex with girls his age, and yet Annie imagined that it was women her own age that had had this same pleasure. She even wondered how many of those older cunts had been wrapped around this very cock she now held in her mouth.
Annie sat up suddenly, letting her son's cock plop free and fall to his thigh. She looked into her son's face then, and asked with seriousness, "If we go any further, this will stay between us. Am I clear, Tim?"
Tim looked at his mother and nodded. "Just between us," he replied, knowing that he was lying. Just another sin, he thought. He'd be bragging about this night for months to come.
Annie pulled her dress from her shoulders, showing off both of her small breasts, and then she pushed her black panties down and off. Now she was as naked as her son was, in his bed, kneeling beside him. "Do you want me?" she asked in a soft voice. She cupped each of her breasts as she waited for her son's reply.
Tim grinned and nodded. "Yes. Yes, I want you, Mom."
Annie smiled back and then asked, "How do you want me?" She was so unsure of what to do next, as if she were once again a young teenager, in bed with the first lover she'd ever taken. De-je-vu overwhelmed her in that moment.
Without speaking, Tim sat up and pulled her around until she was on her knees leaning forward against the headboard. She looked back at her son as he leaned down and kissed across her hips and butt cheeks. She waited eagerly as he moved up behind her. Their eyes were locked as Tim took his cock in hand and guided himself towards her sex. Annie gasped in the moment her son's fleshy manhood touched her hot womanhood. She felt herself pried open by his arrow-head knob, and suddenly Tim was entering her.
"Oooohhh! Tim!" Annie cried out as her son's cock began to slip into her. She was tight, very tight, and having not had regular sex in many years, it felt as if she were losing her virginity all over again. This time, it was being taken by her son.
Her pussy trembled around his shaft as it was slowly fed into her. Tim knew what he was doing, with her and to her, and even as the last inch entered her, Annie felt her orgasm rip through her body.
"Oooohhh, aaaaaaahhhhhh, yyyeeessssss!" Annie screamed into her arms, in an attempt to muffle her release. Still, her body exploded around her son's penetrator. She was cumming from being entered by her own son's flesh. He hadn't even begun to fuck her yet, she realized. She realized in that terrible, sinful moment that she would give herself to her son again and again, whenever he wanted her, he would have her, and she would never say no to him, her young lover.
"Oh, god, Tim!" she panted. She huffed heavily as her back arched. She could feel his hard shaft impaling her and she pushed back against him. Her tight little ass pressed into his hips. "Fuck me! Fuck me, Tim! Oh, goodddd! Fuck meeeee!"
Annie was pushing back at him now, and with Tim holding her hips tightly, he began to ride his cock in and out of his own mother's cunt, until they had settled into a steady, deep-plunging rhythm. Her juices added more than enough lubrication to his cock, and Tim was amazed at how quickly his mother had succumbed to his sexual desires. He wished he had made the attempt sooner, a year before, when he first found out about David and his mother, and about Andy McCoy and his mother.
Tim pulled his mother back, until she dropped to her hands on the bed. He fucked her with steady thrusts. He looked down at the point where his body was entering hers and watched his slick cock working in and out of her pussy. It was amazing and awesome, and his balls tingled, eager to push a hot load of semen into her womb. He hoped his mother was on some sort of birth-control, not yet knowing that she couldn't get pregnant even if she had wanted to.
Tim reluctantly pulled free of his mother's cunt and asked, "Do you have anything? I don't have any condoms around."
Annie, panting from what Tim had been doing to her body, rolled onto her back and looked up into her son's face. She spread her legs out wide and reached up to him. "Just fuck me, Tim. There's no need to worry about that. Just give me your cock and make love to me."
Tim didn't hesitate; he just lowered his hips and let his mother guide his slick cock once again into her. He plunged downward until his heavy balls slapped against her anus, and then began to fuck his mother once again.
"Oh, Tim, Tim, Tim!" Annie panted in time with her son's thrusts. "Oh, oh, oh, aahh, aahh, aahh." Her pussy juices flowed thick and dribbled out around his thrusting manhood.
With his mother's panting in his ears, Tim lowered himself further, until he was atop his mother fully, fucking her with long strokes. He kissed her forehead, and then bent to capture her gaping mouth with his. They kissed for several minutes while he fucked her. His cock was rock-hard and throbbing, but he had full control now, and could go for a long time. He was no virgin, and his mother wasn't the first older woman he'd had. The excitement, however, was overwhelming at times, and he had to pull free completely to keep from shooting off too soon.
After pulling out once again, Annie told her son, "Let me ride you, Tim." She stroked his flank and chest while looking up into his youthful face. "Let me ride your wonderful cock."
Tim slipped away from his mother and lay back while she quickly moved to straddle him. Instead of facing him, however, she turned her ass to him and guiding his cock home with her fingers, she dropped down his length.
"Oooohhh, sooooo fucking goood!" she moaned as she settled hard against his lap. He was as high inside her as he could possibly go now, and she wanted to hold him there for a few moments, to experience the heat radiating from his solid post of flesh.
Tim held her ass cheeks in his hands and helped hold her weight as his mother started to bounce on his lap. It wasn't long before she was panting and gasping through another orgasm, riding his cock hard, deep, and fast. Her cunt muscles were milking him, and Tim worried that he would dump his load inside her at any moment.
Annie sensed that her son was nearing his own release, and without the worry of any possible pregnancy, she still reluctantly slipped from his cock. Even as her orgasm continued, she leaned down and wrapped her lips around Tim's knob and tasted herself upon is flesh. It was intoxicating. She stroked his shaft, smearing her own cream up and down as she felt his hand reach between her thighs. His fingers stroked through her labia and found her gaping hole, and when he started to push a pair in, she pushed her hips back to take them. The cock knob on her tongue begin to pulse a moment later, and when the first hot blast of Tim's cum hit the back of her throat, it was accompanied by a loud growl from his lips.
"Unnggghh! Mooooooommmmm!" Tim howled as his mother sucked the seed right out of his cock. It was almost painful, such was the intensity of his climax. He thrust upward with his hips, ramming another two inches into his mother's mouth and bouncing his knob against the back of her throat even as another blast filled her mouth.
Annie slurped and gagged, not able to keep up with her son's release. She was never one for swallowing cum, and only rarely performed the act for her late husband. Her son's cum flooded out of the corners of her lips as she gagged again. She wanted to show Tim how much she loved him, to show him appreciation for giving her such a wonderful, climax-filled love-making session. She knew men loved having their cocks sucked and their cum swallowed, and yet she couldn't do it. Not all of it. She managed to let a bit go down, but she had to fight from spitting up. Her belly began to warm as Tim's cock began to deflate in her mouth. She pulled up and swirled her tongue around and around, smearing his cooling cream along his flesh and her fingers. She tasted him but couldn't bring herself still to swallow his tart, salty load. She knew that she would have to learn to enjoy the taste, to take his cream into her belly. She knew that she would have other chances to show her son she loved him. And as she smeared his cum around with her tongue, the warming in her belly made her want to try again.
Annie sat up and smiled at her son. Her face was coated in his cum, and began to drip from her chin to stripe her small breasts and chest. "I love you, Tim," she told her son.
Tim laughed at the sight before him, of his mother smiling, her face coated and dripping with his own cum, and telling him that she loved him as any mother would to a son. "I love you, too, Mom," he replied, but she could tell that these were the words any man would use, after getting off. She felt a little hurt, and yet the absurdity of it all was that she sat on his bed, her face still dripping with semen.



Annie turned and retrieved the first piece of clothing she found. It was her black panties. She used them to wipe her face clean of her son's load, and then, feeling feisty suddenly while her son looked on, she tossed the soiled underwear into his face. Annie quickly rolled off of the bed and picked up her dress.
"If you'd still like to go out to dinner," she said, "it isn't too late. I'll grab a quick shower and freshen up, first." She rushed from her son's bedroom before he could reply.
Annie was in the shower soaping up when Tim stepped in behind her. She turned to look up into his face. "We don't have to go out," Tim said. "This has been the best birthday, ever," he added, and then kissed her. A moment later, Annie felt her son's cock poke against her belly. They never did go out to dinner that night.
In the three years since, Annie and Tim had been steady lovers, though both had relationships outside their home as well. Interestingly enough, Annie had yet to confront Cynthia about the video that had sent her along the sinful path to incest, nor did she learn of the vast world of sin all around her in Regal Bay until she finally did bring the subject up with her friend. That evening, Annie was introduced to many new and exciting things by her friend, and her friend's son.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 28
Deirdre's Tales -- Part 1
Deirdre Sullivan was the resident Symphony Orchestra leader at Regal Bay University as well as the head of the entire Music Department. She had held her current position for nearly half of her adult life, a position that was more a passion to her than a job. A strikingly beautiful woman, Deirdre was blessed with fiery-red hair, eyes that were sparkling green, and pure milky white flesh. Freckles, though fading with age, still adorned her face, arms, neck, and upper chest. All in all, at forty-eight Deirdre still embodied the stereotypical idea of the Irish Lass.
Deirdre had been born in Cork, Ireland, and with her younger sister, Teagan, she came over to America to study music while still in secondary school, the equivalent to high school in America. Staying with their distant relatives outside of Boston, she and her sister graduated two years apart, with Teagan following Deirdre's lead in attending Boston College. While studying Musical Theory towards a Bachelor's degree in Musical Arts there, Deirdre met and soon married Geoff Sullivan.
Geoff was a Boston born and raised MIT student who Deirdre was introduced to through her cousin Joan. Their first date, a double with Joan and her boyfriend, was to a Boston Bruins hockey game. Deirdre had enjoyed herself, and began to see Geoff semi-regularly for the next year. Eventually, Geoff was able to sweep her off of her feet. They married during the break between her senior and graduate years, and by the time she graduated with her Bachelor's degree in Musical Arts; she was pregnant with her first child, her son Brian. By the time Geoff joined the staff out at the Gen. Bradley Military Research Facility, they were the parents of 4, two boys and two girls. Once all were of school age, Deirdre resumed her passionate pursuit of music, completing her Master's degree within a year and her Doctorial degree less than two years later. Honored with the title of Doctor of Musical Arts, Deirdre was soon offered a residency at the University, a position she still holds.
Though a mother of four children by the time she had settled into her role at Regal Bay University, she had little need to work out. Her tall frame was well maintained by a healthy diet, augmented by frequent walks either along the mountain trails or the beachfront. Deirdre's long strides took her miles each week, and kept her figure neat and trim. Still, Deirdre often could be found in the early evenings at the Bayside gym on a treadmill or one of the other cardio machines, working up a sweat as she listened to music on her i-pod.
Despite her motherly efforts, only one of Deirdre's four children took to music. Her oldest son, Brian, had left home seven years ago. He had a love for the sea from early on and had made it clear as a young boy that he wanted to be a sailor. He received several academic offers and was accepted to the Naval Academy. Upon graduation he accepted his commission. Next, he went on to join one of the most respected and elite groups in the entire military. Just that autumn, Brian became a member of the elite Navy S.E.A.L.s. Both she and her husband were very proud of their oldest child.
Their two daughters, Allison and Sarah, graduated high school with honors and left Regal Bay to attend separate colleges, pursuing separate fields of study. Allison, her now 22-year-old daughter, had always enjoyed the outdoors and was leaning towards a career in wildlife conservation. She was away studying at the University of Oregon. Sarah, a freshman at 20, was on a course of study that may one day lead to a position in the Roman Catholic Church. She had spent a year at Holy Cross University, but had transferred to the University of Notre Dame and that school's world renowned Theological Studies program. Deirdre was very proud of both of her daughters, though she wished they would at least call a little more often than they did.
With their three oldest children away, that left Deirdre and Geoff alone with their youngest son, Conor. Conor had been the lone child to be swept up in his mother's music, and had displayed a gift at an early age. Conor was an expert pianist by age nine, and had begun to master several other instruments by the time he entered the high school program. He played violin in the concert band through the winters, and trumpet during the marching band season. By the time he graduated from high school, seven different schools had offered him scholarships. But Conor had seen his three siblings leave home, and with his father away on business much of every month, it left Conor and his mother alone in the large home most nights. Seeing the way his mother was affected as her children left home, Conor didn't want to cause her any more anxiety, so he accepted the offer Regal Bay University had presented him. It helped that he would be able to study under his mother's tutorage. He also soon discovered that he had an Oedipus crush on her as well.
Since reaching puberty, Conor had found that his mother filled his dreams at night. For the most part they were ordinary, but on many occasions the dream would turn sexual. Waking with a raging boner after dreaming of his mother, Conor began to use images of her as his masturbatory figure. It wasn't long before she became aware of the way he looked at her, not as a son to a mother, but as a young man to a woman. She liked the idea that she was still an attractive woman as she entered her middle age years. Few of her students seemed to pay her much notice and even fewer of the men her age. It was only after catching Conor in the shower, jacking off and mumbling, "Mom, oh, mom," over and over again that Deirdre began to consider their relationship in a different light.
Deirdre was a popular woman about Regal Bay. She was easy to recognize, and admire. She enjoyed meeting with people, talking music with those who shared her passions, and helping out where ever she could. Often, she would spend a free morning at one of the elementary schools, playing music for the children. Other times, she would join her sister, Teagan, who had moved on to teach music at the high school after several years in the lower grades, as guest director during band practice. She also spent an evening or two each month playing classical pieces on the grand piano out at the Golf Club for V.I.P. guests or special occasions. Music was indeed Deirdre's life.
With the close of the spring concert season on campus, Deirdre had the majority of her afternoons free until the summer sessions began. This gave her a little over six weeks to relax, enjoy herself, or spend time at her home piano working on any one of several pieces she was composing. It also served to give her a few evenings out, to spend with her husband when he was in town, or with her friends. On this particular evening, she had been invited out to dinner with her sister and a couple of their close friends. Recently, an Olive Garden restaurant had opened along the bay front, a short walk from downtown and the boardwalk. Teagan had suggested the evening to her earlier in the week, and Deirdre readily agreed. It had been some time since she'd dined out with her sister, she admitted.
That evening, Deirdre sat in front of the vanity mirror, refreshed from her lengthy shower. She had dressed in lavender slacks and a white blouse for the evening. She ran a brush through her long, fiery-red (though now artificially maintained by her hair-dresser friend Lisa Hayworth) hair. She was looking forward to the night out with three of her good, long-time friends; Gabriella Santiago, her sister Teagan, and her cousin Joan Kuykendall. Gabriella and Joan worked at the university with Deirdre, though in different departments altogether. Gabriella was primarily a Sports Therapy instructor, but she also held the position as the women's golf team coach. Joan worked in the Liberal Arts Department as an instructor of Advertising Management as well as Business Marketing. They would be joining Teagan for dinner and afterward the four would most likely stroll along the boardwalk and take in a drink or two at any one of the many small bars and dance clubs that were open for the season.
This get-together was a semi-regular monthly ritual for the women, a chance for them to talk about their work and families, but mostly to tell tales of their rather randy sex-lives. All four of them were members in the unofficial sorority known around the area as the Regal Bay Matrons Club, a group of middle-aged women who enjoyed a little something extra in their lives. Usually, that something extra was men, the younger the better for some of them.
For many years, Deirdre had heard stories told by her friends of their secret affairs. Many enjoyed younger men, and a couple in particular had even gone so far as sleeping with a nephew or even a son. One woman even told how she had been her father's lover, her uncle's lover, her brother's lover, and was now both of her sons' lover, all over the course of her fifty-some-year lifetime. Deirdre didn't believe half of what that woman ever claimed. Even so, she wondered what it would be like to attend to Conor's fantasy needs. That had been nearly five years ago. Much had changed in the years since she first began to wonder.
As Deirdre sat gazing into her own reflection, slowly stroking her soft red hair, Conor appeared in the doorway behind her. He leaned against the door jam, taking her in as she smiled at his reflection in the mirror. He looked as if he'd been pounding away at the keyboards, with an almost maniacal look upon his face. Conor had been working long hours of late on a lengthy original piece that would go towards his own Bachelor's degree in Musical Composition, and which he hoped to perform over during winter months. His ash-blonde hair was all over the place, sticking up at odd angles as if he'd been tugging at it while working out the next stanza.
"I'm home, Mother," Conor needlessly informed her. His voice held little of the Irish lilt hers maintained. She still had a musical voice even after more than thirty years of living in the United States. "How was your day?" he asked as he moved into the room behind her.
"Pretty quiet," she replied, her Irish accent thick and melodic. In response to his unasked question, she told him, "I'm going out with your Aunt Teagan and some friends tonight." As she explained this, Conor laid his strong, youthful hands upon her shoulders and gently began to massage them.
"Well, you're looking beautiful tonight, Mother," he complimented her. Deirdre always melted under her youngest son's touch, and felt not only her nipples suddenly harden beneath her blouse, but her clit-bud tingle between her thighs. Conor took the brush from her and picked up brushing her hair. Deirdre looked at his handsome image in the mirror, seeing her absent husband in their youngest son's features, quite prominent now that Conor was nineteen, the age at which Deirdre had fallen in love, and lost her virginity, to Geoff Sullivan.
Deirdre rolled her head back to look up at her son, while reaching up to run her hands up his strong biceps. Conor grinned down into his mother's face and after just a slight hesitation, lowered his to hers. Deirdre sighed as her son kissed her, lightly across the lips at first, while stroking his hands down her shoulders and upper arms. He switched sides, now over her left shoulder, and tilted his head to better, and deeper, kiss his mother.
She reached up and stroked his head, his hair growing longer and more unruly by the day. Conor admired his older brother Brian, but knew he would never have the kind of self-courage and discipline it took to join the Navy. Instead, he was accepting, and embracing fully his life as an artist of music. He was definitely beginning to look and act the part of an eccentric composer, Deirdre thought, even at nineteen. And after spending hours of energy at his composition, he was obviously ready for another type of energy expenditure. The kind that included her.
Deirdre felt Conor's left hand cup her right breast and she gasped, but only slightly, as his tongue pushed between her lips to touch hers. She responded with her own, and their kiss grew ever deeper, while he cupped and squeezed his mother's breast through the fabric of her blouse and bra. As the kiss continued and Deirdre's breathing began to quicken, Conor ran his left hand down his mother's torso, across her belly, and along her right thigh, before pulling back up between her legs. Deirdre moaned softly and allowed her knees to part as her son's hand cupped and squeezed her pubic mound.
As Conor continued to stroke his mother's pussy through her slacks, he began to kiss lower, along Deirdre's chin and then neck. Deirdre was lightly panting as her pussy grew ever more heated under the attention of her youngest son. It had been more than a month since he'd shown her such attention, long enough that Deirdre was sure he'd outgrown their short incestuous affair. Obviously, that was not the case.
Deirdre and Conor had been secretive lovers for over a year. Since that first night, when Deirdre came home from a night out with her sister and friends a little more drunk than usual, with a head full of stories told by her friends of trysts with their own sons, and daughters, when Deirdre slipped into her son's room to find him asleep in only his boxers, and his long, semi-rigid cock laying exposed across his thigh. Since that first night of passionate incest Deirdre and Conor had been lovers. She knew he was spending more time with his musical work, even to the detriment of his other class work. She also suspected that Conor had a young lover of his own, though he had yet to discuss it with her.
When their lips parted and Conor raised a little straighter behind her, his delicate hands remained lightly caressing across the front and sides of her upper torso.
"You are very beautiful, Mom. Dad doesn't know what he's missing," he told her mirrored image. "I wish he wouldn't spend so much time away."
"I wish he wouldn't, either. I think he does know what he's missing, however. We talk all the time, Conor. He has his work and it is very important for him." She paused, and then sighing, she added, "I know that he has another woman in his life, and I don't mind anymore. I've got you still, here with me. Your father still loves me, as he does all of us."
"I just wonder that if he could spend more time here at home, then would he?" Conor asked her. "I think he likes staying away more than being here at home with us. We just don't have anything in common, you know, Dad and I. He's a military-minded engineer. We're musical artists. Two entirely different worlds."
"I understand, Conor," Deirdre agreed. She reached up and patted the hand that rested on her shoulder. Deirdre had had the same thought many times about her husband and their relationship over the past several years. He had never really been interested in her music, and she had no desire to understand his engineering. Yet they had once loved each other very deeply, and still did. It was just a different manifestation of love now that they were in their middle-years.
Deirdre shifted from her son's image in the mirror up, to look at Conor's face poised above her. She returned his smile. Conor leaned closer and this time he kissed his mother's right ear. All the while, as Deirdre's body tingled under her son's breath in her ear, his hands began to tug upward at her blouse. His tongue flicked across her earlobe, sending a jolt through her that made her nipples spark to life. Again he moved to kiss her, and this time their tongues found each other to dance together. His right hand slipped up under her blouse to cup her right breast through the lavender bra beneath. Deirdre again moaned deeply, this time into Conor's open mouth.
As Conor's hand squeezed and rolled his mother's tit within it encasing bra, his mouth slipped lower to again attack her neck. She felt his teeth dig into her flesh gently and her body tingled excitedly. Not wanting him to leave a mark in such a visible location, Deirdre stroked his head and whispered, "Come around in front of me."
Conor slipped his hand free of her blouse and lifted his mouth from her neck long enough to step between her and the vanity itself. With his mother still seated, he straddled her knees, and then allowed himself to be pulled forward as Deirdre took hold of his hips. He gently embraced her head with his hands and pulled her mouth again to his. Their kiss was gentle and loving, and grew steadily more passionate. Suddenly, with a burst of frantic energy, both mother and son began to tug at each other's their clothing.
Conor deftly had his mother's blouse unbuttoned, pulled clear of her shoulders, and tossed aside. Deirdre had tugged her son's black "Rock Me Amadeus" logo t-shirt upward, and with him leaning forward, she pulled it up and off. As Conor again drew himself upright, Deirdre began to kiss and lick across her son's hairless chest and shoulders. As she did, he reached around to attack the clasp of her bra. A moment later the clasp popped, and her bra fell away into her lap, releasing her breasts. Deirdre pulled him forward and her tiny, hardened nipples poked into her son's warm belly flesh, just above his jeans beltline. She looked up at his face and cooed warmly as her body tingled from the flesh on flesh contact with her young lover-son.
"I love to feel your warmth on my flesh, Conor," she admitted softly. She kissed his flesh while running her hands up and down his back. She took hold of his tight little ass through the denim of his jeans and gave him a fierce squeeze.
Deirdre looked up at him and whispered, "Stand up, Conor." Still straddling the chair and his mother's thighs, Conor took a step back. He relaxed and watched as she began to tug at his belt and the fly of his jeans. Once unfastened, she started to tug his jeans downward. A moment later his jeans fell to the floor around his ankles, revealing to his mother that he had gone "commando" that day.
Deirdre gasped, as she always did, when presented with her son's mighty, youthful cock. His was ever so slightly larger, and a good inch longer, than her husband's manhood, although both were very similar in shape. The pink tip was shaped as a spearhead, all the better for ease of penetration she mused, and the shaft, long and straight as a maestro's baton, was rippled with large veins that drove Deirdre mad with lust when used on her. She reached up, took hold of Conor's cock, which was still only semi-erect, and lovingly wrapped her red-painted lips around its crown. Conor sighed and began to stroke her hair as his mother licked around the head of his cock, now warming within her mouth.
"That feels nice, Mom," Conor sighed. "I like that."
Deirdre was an expert cock-sucker, having long ago been taught by her husband in the oral arts, and was soon slobbering, panting, huffing, and humming as she brought her son's thick cock to full arousal, along with herself. It didn't take long. The first flavors of his pre-cum quickly coated her tongue as she began to run her mouth along the length of his wonderful cock. She knew Conor enjoyed her cock-sucking skills. After all, it had been how they first began their incestuous affair.
That first night, Deirdre had taken Conor's semi-rigid cock in her hand and ever-so lightly, she explored it with her fingers. While he still slept she had leaned down and taken him into her mouth. That night, she had licked and kissed his youthful manhood until he rose to full mast. It was at the point of no return, several minutes later, with his cock pulsing wildly within her mouth, Conor awoke to find his mother sucking him off. The blast of cum he shot down Deirdre's throat in the moment that he recognized who it was blowing him was almost painful for Conor. For Deirdre, it was by far the largest single load she'd ever had flood her mouth, and she fought hard to gulp every drop of his hot semen down. Deirdre was unable to hold all of Conor's seed within her tight lips, however, and a lot spilled out. She spent much of the next hour licking his crotch, balls, and even down to his asshole, clean of the semen she had lost. By that point, Conor was rock-hard once again. That night, Deirdre wasn't about to let a good, strong boner go unused, and next gave her teen-aged son the ride of his young life. She lost track of how many climaxes she rode out, straddling his narrow hips in his bed, but the heavy load her son deposited within her womb was explosive, and set her off with such intensity that she collapsed beside him and passed out.



The intimacy they shared the next morning was much more loving and patient. As was the next time they had made love, later that night in the bed she shared with her husband. Geoff had returned home the next afternoon, to begin a long, much needed and deserved vacation. He had taken Deirdre passionately that first night, and although she had feared her husband might recognize her sinful indiscretions, nothing ever came of it. Geoff had insisted they go away for the week, and together they spent it down at Key West, where she had been made love to each night by the man she had long ago fallen in love with. And yet, at times, Deirdre saw her son atop her, fucking her with long, strong thrusts, and she had to fight from speaking his name as her orgasms rolled through her. By the time they had returned home to Regal Bay, Deirdre realized that she might love her son even more than her husband. She had been looking forward to seeing Conor again, and making love to him.
The very evening after Geoff had left for an extended trip to Washington, D.C., with some of his staff, Deirdre returned to her son's bed. The next night was spent with him in hers. And the following day, over coffee, Dierdre finally admitted to her sister her sins. Much to her delight and surprise, Teagan was not only happy for her, but insisted she be given an opportunity to enjoy her nephew as well. As yet, nothing had been arranged between Conor and his aunt.
Conor was moaning and with a gentle push he eased backward and pulled his cock from his mother's mouth with a pop. Deirdre looked up at her son, who gently tugged at her arms. She stood up and wrapped her arms across his shoulders while he began to unfasten her slacks. She kissed him on the lips, cheeks, and neck as he released her slacks to fall to the floor. She stepped out of them and moved forward again to kiss Conor's shoulder. His cock pressed into her belly right above her panty line, and then slipped upward, leaving a stripe of clear pre-cum cooling on her flesh. Conor grabbed hold of her hips and leaned her, until Deirdre fell gently in his arms to the carpeted floor. She settled on her back as Conor lay across her. His cock pressed into her belly as his hands began to attack her soft tit flesh and his mouth again latched to her neck.
"Oh, Conor," she sighed under her son's assault. "What have you done to me, boy? You make me burn so hot for you." Deirdre ran her hands down her son's back and took hold of his ass, pulling him tighter to her. Conor rocked gently atop his mother, running his cock back and forth across her belly and leaving a slick smear of his per-cum there.
Conor rolled off of his mother to lie at her left side, while sliding a hand down to stroke across her pubic mound and feel the dampness in the crotch of her lavender panties.
"You are a very beautiful, desirous woman, Mother," he told her.
"And you are one talented, beautiful young man, Conor, my love," she replied. Deirdre stroked his back and head, as he continued to stroke and caress her body with his hands and mouth. When he reached lower, between her thighs, she eased them apart, opening herself to him.
"Oh!" Deirdre gasped when Conor tugged the crotch of her panties aside and began to stroke her hardened nub of a clit with his index finger. "Oh, that's it! Do that, it feels so good," she moaned. Deirdre had spent many long hours teaching Conor how to work a woman's pussy, and he had learned well. Now he was working her upwards towards a quick, intense climax, something Deirdre realized that she badly needed.
Conor worked his hand back up and then under the waist band of her panties before resuming his manipulations of his mother's hardened clit and full labia. It wasn't long until her belly tightened and her hips rolled upward. All the while, he planted kisses across her chest, breasts, and nipples.
"Oh! Ah! Uuunnggghh!" Deirdre gasped and grunted beneath her son's fingering of her pussy as a pleasant orgasm boiled over within her belly. Her hips rose from the floor and she pushed her pussy hard into her son's hand. She felt her creamy juices flowing, wetting her crotch from clit to anus. Deirdre moaned loud and deep as her body rolled along the waves of her climax.
"That's it, Mom," Conor whispered into her ear as she climaxed. "Cum for me. Cum for me." His talented fingers, with a true pianist's dexterity, played her through the stanza of her orgasm, drawing out through the crescendo, until finally her orgasm began to ebb.
Next, Conor rolled over to better tug her panties completely down her legs. Now fully naked, Deirdre spread her legs wider, and Conor returned to dancing his fingers across her enraged pussy. Now that his mother's labia were thoroughly drenched and with her wetness coating his fingers, Conor began to drive them up into his mother's vagina. Deirdre had taken hold of her son's hard cock, still smeared with her saliva, and stroked him in time with the fingers he was thrusting into her pussy.
"Ooohh, yes! Yes, Conor, my boy! Push those fingers inside me! Yes!" Deirdre was again thrusting her hips upward, attacking his hand with her pussy as he worked her over. Her hand was racing up and down his length, smearing the steady stream of fluids that leaked from the tip back along the shaft. She would roll her palm across his knob and Conor would tremble, adding another thick pulse of clear cream for her to stroke into his flesh.
Mother and son lay side by side on the carpeted floor, moaning and panting, masturbating each other, for a few passionate minutes. They kissed at times, and whispered loving words to each other as their mutual masturbation continued. They had done this together many times, in many places, and knew each other's bodies well. Soon, however, Deirdre was in need of more. Much more.
Deirdre told her son, "Roll onto your back," and quickly she moved onto her knees to again attack his hard manhood with her tongue and lips. Deirdre sucked her son's cock deep into her throat as she bobbed atop his crotch. She cupped and gently squeezed his balls as she slurped noisily, making Conor moan and rock his hips.
"God, Mom, that feels so good," he moaned. Lying flat on his back, Conor was humping upward, fucking his mother's face as she in turn gulped as much of his cock into her throat as she could. Once satisfied that Conor's cock was thoroughly coated in her saliva and as rock-hard as it was ever going to get, Deirdre released his manhood from her oral grip and quickly moved to straddle her son's hips.
"I need this inside me," she purred and she lowered her hips. Her labia slipped around his spear-head and her pussy opened to accept Conor's cock, inch by inch, into her vaginal grip. Beneath her, Conor moaned as his mother's hot pussy enveloped his cock to the base. The look he saw upon her face as her body settled upon his was one of pure lust. Her pussy fluttered around his entire length as she slowly lifted up, and then slammed back downward, gulping his full cock up. Her cervix banged against his crown as she dropped back down. Conor had to fight back an all-to-quick ejaculation as his mother began to fuck herself upon his hard-on.
"Oh, fuck! Sweet mother, oh how I do love this!" Deirdre declared as she began to work herself up and down her son's manhood. She leaned forward to plant her hands to either side of his shoulders, presenting her swinging breasts for her son's enjoyment as she worked herself over on his mighty baton.
Soon, Deirdre picked up a steady fuck-motion, riding her son as she often did. She enjoyed the "cow-girl" style of having sex, as it gave her so much control of the cock inside her. She could, at times, keep a good man from cumming for nearly an hour, and give herself multiple climaxes over the same span. She'd developed control of her pussy muscles over the years, thanks to her friends, and could milk a cock with just rippling her vaginal muscles. On this evening, however, with her still having a dinner date to keep, Deirdre was content to ride Conor's man-post through a single, though intense, orgasm, before she slowed up. Deirdre held her son's cock inside her for a few moments, enjoying the feel of her juices leaking out around his cock base as she slowly rolled her hips, before easing up and off of his pulsing shaft.
"I'm sorry, Conor. We don't have all night," she told her son as he remained on his back, panting. Her hand went to his throbbing cock and she stroked his shaft with rapid tugs. "I need you to pound me with this awesome cock and dump a hot load in me to carry all night. How's that sound to you?"
Conor was more than ready to fuck his mother into the floor, if that was what she wanted. His cock was pulsing and drenched in her cream, and his balls ached in need to drain the heavy load he'd been carrying all day inside her. Conor didn't waste any time answering her, either. He knew what she wanted, even as she rolled onto her back beside him and spread her legs wide. She pulled her knees up and back as he took position between them and with little ceremony he slammed his cock back into her dripping wet pussy. Without a pause to even settle in, Conor began to rapidly pound his cock into his mother with deep, steady thrusts that had her panting and grunting in moments.
"Oh, sweat Mother!" Deirdre grunted again as her son's cock began to slam into her. "That's what I want! A good hard raw fucking! Do me, Conor! Give your old Mom a good hard fucking!"
As he fucked his mother in the classic missionary position upon the floor of her dressing room, Conor was reminded of a similar encounter he'd had in that very room. Only the woman beneath him wasn't his mother that afternoon, but his sister Allison. Conor was certain that his mother knew nothing of his and his sister's short affair, and although Allison has never again had sex with Conor, she had admitted to him a few months later that it had been the best fuck she'd had. Still, as Conor lay fucking his own mother, Conor couldn't help but hope to someday bed his sister once again.
It might have been the memory of his sister, lying beneath him panting and grunting, that set him off. A moment later Conor was slamming his throbbing cock deeper into his mother. Deirdre felt her son's cock swell and a moment later spit its load inside her, and she pulled his mouth to hers as his balls drained within her womb. Their tongues again met and as they panted and moaned, they also kissed as sweet lovers.
All too soon Conor's cock stopped pulsing and began to weaken within her. Her pussy fluttered around his softening shaft, milking the last of his potent cream out. It eventually slipped out, followed by a heavy flood of their mixed creams.
"Oh, so nasty!" she purred as her heated pussy cooled quickly.
Conor rolled to the side, still panting deeply from his excursions. Deirdre, too, was huffing for breath. She knew that she would need another shower before heading out to dinner, but also toyed with the idea of leaving her son's sweat, scent, and semen on her. It would be fun, she thought, to see what her friends might say. She couldn't wait to tell this tale over drinks after dinner.
Deirdre rose up to lean on an elbow, to look upon her son's form. His eyes were closed, his chest heaving for breath, and his cock lay spent across his thigh. It was wet with her cream. She gently lifted it and licked at the head. Conor's body shivered and he moaned. She knew he was very sensitive for a few minutes after cumming, and at times it was almost painful for him to have his cock licked. Still, she gave one last, lingering swirl of her tongue upon its crown to savor the flavors left behind.
"Oh, please no, Mom!" Conor groaned and tried to push her away.
"I'm just teasing," she laughed. "I've got to get cleaned up, again, thanks to you."
"Hey, no problem," he grinned back as she rose to her feet. "Any time," he added as he pulled his hands up to cradle his head, watching his mother's naked backside as she returned to the bathroom. He took hold of his cock and began to stroke it, smearing the juices up and down its length as he watched his mother step into the shower through the door she had thoughtfully left open. From this angle he would be able to watch her, should she not close the shower door fully. And she didn't.
Forty minutes later, Deirdre met Joan, Gabrielle, and her sister Teagan outside the Olive Garden near Majestic Mall. Now dressed in a long pale-blue skirt and pink blouse, she had decided to go without panties, and now had a fresh dribble of her son's semen cooling on the inside of her left thigh. With this sinful secret in mind, Deirdre embraced each of her friends in turn. She did give her sister a warm kiss, full on the lips. When they parted, Teagan looked her in the eyes. Deirdre grinned back.
"Oh, no you didn't," Teagan said, in question but already suspecting her sister's answer.
"Oh, yes I did!" Deirdre replied.
"Sister, ya really ought to be sharing that young man, especially with your dearly beloved sister herself!" Teagan insisted. "It's not healthy for such a strapping boy to be coddled by his own mother."
"Conor is his own man, Sister darling," Deirdre replied. "He comes and goes as he pleases."
"And I'm sure he cums a lot, now doesn't he? And I'd bet you do, as well, if I be reading the Cheshire cat grin upon your face right," Teagan laughed as they followed their dinner companions inside the restaurant. The fragrance of fresh garlic and herbs filled their heads, and made their stomachs growl.
Once they had been seated around a table near the windows, Teagan again made her observation of her sister's sinful grin, this time to the entire table.
"I thought I smelled the scent of recent sex on you," Joan laughed. "Made my pussy wet the moment I saw you!"
"Makes me wish I had a young Romeo at home," Gabriella added. "There are nights when I just can't do myself any pleasures, and I need to be filled with a strong young bull." Gabriella's thick Spanish accent was in stark contrast to the Irish lilt of Teagan and Deirdre. Joan, for her part, was pure East-coast American, and her Boston accent had long ago washed away.
"As if you don't have your pick from the athletes at the university," Joan teased. "When was the last time you actually screwed someone your own age, Gabby?"
Their Argentine friend struck up a thoughtful pose before smiling. "Maybe when I was still in my early thirties," she laughed. "Since that time, the older I get, the younger the man I want!"
"Don't we all!" Teagan added.
Wine was served and their dinner orders given to the waitress. Small talk continued, although it had moved on from the sexual and into a more professional realm. This went on through their meal and over the last of the wine. With dinner complete, they retired to the back patio for a final glass of wine. Couples and small groups stood around high-top tables, deep in conversation. The din of voices all around them was set to the music coming from the far corner. A small four-piece ensemble group was providing live Italian-themed background music and interested as she always was, Deirdre took a look over. She immediately recognized three of the four members as former students of hers. It wasn't long before an idea began to form in her head.
"If you girls are up to it," she smiled at her companions as they took up stations around a small high-top table, "I think I might be able to arrange for an after dinner treat."
"And what might that be, dear sister?" Teagan asked with a slight hint of slur in her voice. Of the four, she would always be the first to partake in too much alcohol, and this evening was no exception.
"Those four young gentlemen providing the music," Deirdre nodded towards, "I know for a fact that at least two of them wouldn't mind providing some private entertainment. I'll just slip on over and see if they might be free later on."
Getting nods of approval from each, Deirdre left her wine glass at the table and passed through the evening crowd towards the musical ensemble. Waiting to the side of the small stage set into the corner of the outdoor patio, Deirdre caught the eye of the lead, a young man playing the accordion named Gian Carlo Minardi. She had enjoyed a brief fling with him a few years back, and thought that this would be as good a night as any to see about rekindling it. She also recognized the clarinet player, though she couldn't recall his name right off. The drummer she'd not recognized, though the older gentleman on the violin she had seen before.
Deirdre stood to the side tapping her hands along the wall beside her in time with the music and bouncing ever so slightly. When the song ended, Deirdre took Gian Carlo's offered hand. In an exaggerated gesture, he bowed and gave the back of her hand a light kiss. "So good to see you again, Mrs. Sullivan," he bowed.
"It's Deirdre, Gian Carlo," she insisted. "After all, we have been intimate."
"A time I long cherish," he smiled. "I see you are with friends." He glanced towards the table where the three others intently watched from.
"Yes. My sister and a couple of friends from the university. I'd like to introduce you, if you'd like?" Deirdre still had his hand in hers, and pulled it to her waist. He took the opening and ran his hand up her back, from her hip to her shoulder, and then back down, lower still.
When he gave her ass a gentle squeeze, Gian Carlo asked, "I'd like to be re-introduced to you." His warm, Mediterranean smile melted her, not that she had any inhibitions in the first place.
"That can be arranged," she replied with lust in her voice. "If you might be able to arrange something for my companions, that is."
Gian Carlo gave her a questioning look, and then glanced over to the table where Deirdre's group stood. "Are you suggesting a private get-together? With your friends and mine? That would be so delicious, and I can assure you, my beautiful Irish sweetheart, that my fellow musicians would be delighted to entertain you and yours, privately." Gian Carlo leaned in and gave her a brief nibble on the neck, inciting a giggle from her.
"However, we do have one more set to play this evening," he regretfully explained. "We will not be free until sometime after ten. Would that be too late?"
"Ten o'clock will be just fine," Deirdre grinned. "I'll go check with my companions, and then I'll get you an address of where our little orgia will take place."
Gian Carlo grinned at her use of an Italian word. "Don't you mean partito?" he asked.
Deirdre shook her head. "No, Gian Carlo. I mean orgia." She gave him a wink and stepped away to return to her table. Once there, she explained to her companions the plan she had set into motion.
"So, where would you ladies like to take this party of ours?" she asked after all had agreed to Deirdre's proposal.
"My place!" Gabriella demanded. "I want to see those fine young boys naked within the walls of my home, and I shall be hard pressed to allow any to escape!" she added with a typical Spanish flare that brought laughs and cheers from all around the table.
"So be it," Deirdre declared. "Tonight, ladies, we orgy at Gabriella's!" She raised her glass of wine high in toast, and the others joined in.
"Tonight, we orgy!"
(To be continued with Chapter 29: Gabriella's Tales - Part 1)
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 27
Elena's Tales -- Part 2
The hot shower was exactly what Elena needed to relax. It had been a long week at work, and she'd ended up spending entirely too many evening hours at the Municipal Library, taking care of several issues that had built up over the last month. Earlier that Friday afternoon, she'd made up her mind to take the evening for herself.
Stepping out of her bathroom and into her bedroom through the adjoining door, Elena walked across the deep carpeting barefooted, rubbing her freshly trimmed and re-touched raven-dyed hair with a towel. She was naked, and her pendulous breasts swung as her large frame moved. Her wide hips and powerful thighs rolled as she approached the queen-sized bed that dominated the third-floor bedroom of her condo. Propped up in the pile of pillows at the head of the bed, Kristina Cooper admired her with bright blue eyes and a youthful grin. The younger woman's short caramel-brown hair was tossed haphazardly on her head. She was equally naked, though covered up to her breasts by a red and blue plaid patterned sheet.
"I like watching you walk," Kristina admitted in her high-pitched voice. "Especially when you're naked, and damp," she added with a grin. Elena walked up to the 18-year-old teenager and leaned down to give her a kiss, full on the mouth. Kristina responded not only with her mouth, but with a pair of hands to Elena's heavy breasts. She held their weight as Elena's tongue pushed into her mouth once again.
"Uuumm, I love that," Elena told her young lover. She took Kristina's hands in hers, pulling them from her breasts as she took a seat on the edge of the bed. She looked into the girl's eyes and saw admiration, passion, and a sparkle of love. Unfortunately, Elena didn't feel everything Kristina felt. "It's time for you to get home, young lady," she said. "It's after nine o'clock, and you know as well as I do that the library closed at eight. Your mother will be wondering where the hell you are."
"I'll just tell her I was out on a date," Kristina replied. "That's what this is, right? A date?"
Elena grinned and stroked the girl's hands. "It's something of a date, I guess. Maybe not the kind your mother would approve of."
"She doesn't mind if I date," Kristina said. "She just doesn't know I like girls way more than guys."
"I don't think she'd really mind that so much as you're dating a woman almost ten years older than she is."
"You're not ten years older than my mom," Kristina insisted. "You're only seven years older."
Elena laughed. "Okay, but it remains that you should be dating girls your own age, if that is what you want young lady." She stroked Kristina's tussled hair back, looking into her blue eyes as she did.
Kristina looked down at their hands and said, "It's just so hard finding out if a girl I like would like me, you know, in this way." She then looked up at Elena and added, "I just wish your daughter was more my age."
"I'd like that, also. But Janice has her own ideas, and right now she's concentrating on her work and degree, and she's not really interested in a relationship of any kind." Elena stroked Kristina's hair from her face, and then lightly caressed the girl's face. "I'd like to have you as a daughter-in-law." Elena then leaned forward and again kissed Kristina deeply.
Elena felt the girl melting once again, and fought to pull her mouth away. "Really! You'd better get going!" she insisted. She stood and pulled Kristina's naked form from the bed by the hand. "Get dressed and get home, before I change my mind, young lady!"
"I want you to change your mind!" Kristina giggled and pulled herself tight to Elena. Kristina was a small girl, nearly a full foot shorter than Elena. Her small, firm breasts were capped with puffy nipples that were nearly half the size of her entire breast, and pressed into Elena's abdomen. Kristina's head pressed into the valley between her large breasts and Elena could feel her young lover's breathe on her flesh once again. Her nipples began to tingle and she knew that she could easily lift this pixie of a girl right back into her bed and ravage her, as she'd done just minutes after the two of them had arrived from the Municipal Library. That had been nearly two hours before. Instead, Elena again fought off the sexual urge and pushed Kristina away.
"Get dressed and go home. It's not like this will be the last time we do this." Elena gently guided her teen lover towards the bathroom. "Now go in there; put on your clothes, and brush your hair, you sexy young thing!" she said. Elena picked up the girl's pile of discarded clothing from the floor and handed it to Kristina before playfully shoving her in the direction of the bathroom.
"Yes, Ma'am," Kristina sighed, resigned to the fact that her evening fun was indeed over.
Elena sat on her bed and pulled on fresh panties before dropping an over-sized pink t-shirt over her head. She massaged her breasts as she went to the window and looked down into the cul-de-sac. It was dark, though the street lights lit up Kristina's little blue Toyota Yaris parked behind her own blue Camry. She glanced to the left and saw Indigo Gibbs' gold Camry parked in her own short driveway, and not for the first time Elena wondered if that make of car was the new favorite of the lesbian community. She recalled that Professor Ayamo Yamada also drove a Camry, and wondered if the middle-aged and widowed Tokyo-born professor had any lesbian inclinations. She was a very beautiful woman, after all.
It was the start of the Memorial Day weekend and her son and his new wife were due in the morning. Jason and Amber had married earlier in the spring, with the ceremony taking place in Amber's hometown of Rapid City, South Dakota. Amber's mother, Joyce Nichols, was mayor of the city, and put on a lavish wedding and reception. Elena had of course been in attendance and enjoyed spending the short weekend with her son and new in-laws.
Jason had graduated from Iowa State University a year earlier, and Amber would graduate that spring, being a year behind her son. Although Jason had been on a hockey scholarship and had played all fours years on the university's team, Jason had failed to get much attention from scouts. He had been given a few try-outs with minor league teams, but had ended up taking a position with the university as a graduate assist with the team while taking post-graduate courses. He had a degree in business administration and Elena hoped that he could find a good paying job.
Amber, on the other hand, was working towards a career in broadcast journalism, and already had a position offered to her from one of the local television news affiliates in Des Moines, Iowa. Elena liked Amber very much, but she was concerned that her career would over-shadow Jason's own success and happiness. Jason was more enamored with his new bride than mapping his own career path, and that concerned Elena. During their stay, which was planned to be a bit longer than a week, Elena would take the opportunity to talk with Jason about a possible job that she knew was coming open at the Resort. It would be a start.
As Elena stood at the window lost in thought, Kristina emerged from the bathroom. Now dressed as many of her fellow teens in Regal Bay did, in a deep purple hoody emblazoned with the high school mascot pulled over a t-shirt, both large enough to hide the fact that she was a girl thanks in no small part to her small breasts. Kristina wore hip-hugger jeans that fit rather loose on her tiny frame, and topped off her look with fashionable ankle boots that were in style that spring. The teen had brushed her hair back into place with her long bangs pulled to the side covering her left eye. Elena again thought that the younger generation had a strange idea of what was stylish.
"Can we get together again this weekend?" Kristina asked as she pulled herself up and reached to drape her slim arms across Elena's shoulders. Her face was pure innocence and Elena felt her desires for the young woman again growing between her thighs. Had they only been seeing each other a little more than two weeks, she wondered?
"We can't. I told you. My son and his wife are coming into town. They'll be staying here," she explained. "They're staying with me through the first of the month."
"But I need you, Elena!" Kristina begged. "The things you've shown me. The things we do together. I want to keep doing them."
"We will, Kristina. We will, but not here." Elena tilted her face upward with her fingers. "I want you just as badly, young lady, but we'll have to meet somewhere else. I'll find us a place, and then let you know. How's that?"
"We could meet in your office," Kristina suggested. "Like I saw you with Barbara last month."
Elena smiled, remembering that afternoon, when Kristina discovered her with her intern's pussy all over her face. That had been an interesting afternoon. It had also been the start of Kristina's education. Since that discovery, Elena had met with her young student lover on several occasions. This had not been their first evening together in Elena's home. Nor would it be the last.
"Remember, you promised to do something special with me, on my birthday," Kristina reminded her. "I turn nineteen in three weeks."
"I remember, and I've got something very special planned for you, my little pixie!" She all but lifted the girl and kissed her, before letting go of her. "Now get home, young lady!" she laughed.
Elena walked Kristina down the two flights of stairs to the main living room and on to the front door of her condominium. The two lovers again kissed before Elena opened the door, letting Kristina out into the cool night. The breeze rolled down the valley and tingled Elena's nipples through the thin t-shirt she wore. She watched the little teen jog lightly across the lawn to her car, parked at the curb. She allowed a slight wave in response to Kristina's own, and then stepped back inside.
Elena sat up reading well into the night, with the university radio station KRBR-FM dialed up. Until midnight, they played a sort of techno-dance style of music, and at just the right volume it provided a nice background for her reading. She finished the novel and set it aside just after midnight, and retired to her bed. Exhaustion overwhelmed her even as the recent memories of her young lover flowed through her mind. She was asleep quickly.
By the time Elena awoke, the morning was half gone. It was almost ten before she was dressed and ready for the day. With the guest bedroom on the second floor already made up for her son and daughter-in-law, and little else to do, Elena wanted to visit the grocery as well as the liquor store. Her wine rack was nearly empty and she wanted a few fresh choices for the weekend. She also needed to stock up on Jason's favored Steelhead Stout, a West-coast regional beer he couldn't get going to school in the mid-west.
Jason and Amber called to inform her that they had made it into town, about the time Elena had just started her shopping. Although they would be going out to dinner that Saturday night, Elena had hoped to make a home-cooked meal on Sunday. She bought steaks, potatoes, assorted fresh vegetables, as well as her usual assortment of fruits, yogurts, and snack foods. A couple of cases of sodas (though she couldn't remember what Amber liked) were added, along with two six-packs of beer for her son. She'd stop to get her wine on the way home, at a good liquor store, rather than pick from the grocer's limited selection.
Arriving back home, Elena was greeted by her son and daughter-in-law, waiting on the front porch. Their rental car was parked in front. Strangely enough, Jason had rented a Toyota Camry, only in white. Elena had to wonder if it was the stars aligning as she slipped out of her own car.
"So good to see you, Mom!" Jason said as he hugged her tight. Jason was a big man, bigger than his father had been, and stood a good two inches taller than her, and she was an inch over six feet tall. Conversely, Amber was a small girl, barely coming to her son's shoulder. When she hugged her daughter-in-law, Elena realized that Amber's head fit well between her matronly breasts. In that moment, a sinful idea began to take shape within her head.
"It's nice to see you both," Elena told them. "I'm so happy you decided to fly out for the week."
"It really nice out here," Amber admitted. Although she had been in Regal Bay over the winter holidays, they had spent much of their visit in the condo. With spring in full bloom, a summer just around the corner, the entire area looked completely different. Although there were a wide variety of wintergreens and evergreens across the valley, which contributed their dark green colors all year round, now all of the other varieties were adding their say. Along with hundreds of flower gardens, flowering trees, the flags and banners of all sorts adding the rainbow of colors to the neighborhood, the entire image of Regal Bay was different to young Amber's eyes.
"We'll have to go for a drive later," Jason said. "You've got to see the ocean. We'll walk the beach and boardwalk and watch the sun drop into the Pacific. It's such an awesome sight."
"And tonight there are several activities scheduled," Elena added. "You'll be amazed at how this town enjoys celebrating every Memorial Day Weekend."
"Regal Bay was founded on Memorial Day," Jason incorrectly stated as they began to remove the groceries from the trunk of his mother's car.
"That's not quite right, Jason," Elena pointed out. "Regal Bay as a sea-side village had been around for a long time. When it was incorporated by the Van Winkle brothers back in '65, the ceremony took place on Memorial Day, which back in '65 fell on May 31st. Officially, Regal Bay became a city on June 1st of 1965, but we like to celebrate it over the holiday weekend."
"That's my mother," Jason replied. "Always the librarian. Always correcting facts. It can get to be a pain in the ass if you let it," Jason added, pointing this last statement to Amber as they went inside.
The rest of the afternoon was spent in the house or back yard. Drinks were consumed, stories told and histories caught up. For dinner, Elena took them to Theros, the Greek restaurant that fronted the boardwalk, Elena had arranged for them to dine at one of the several tables on the outside patio that provided a beautiful view of the bay and the Pacific beyond. As they ate, they watched sail boats gliding across the bay as well as a few fishing trawlers return from their voyages. The original backbone of Regal Bay's economy was still very active and very much an important part of the town.
After drinks, they made their way to the beach. Elena introduced Amber to several of her friends that were enjoying the evening on the beach as well. Jason ran into many of his old friends, a couple who were back in town for the holiday weekend. And like Jason, a few had married since the last time he had talked with them. Introductions were made, as were plans to get together later on, for old time's sake as it were.
The sun set into the ocean, delighting Amber along with several hundred other new-comers along the beach. Afterward, Elena excused herself, leaving her son and daughter-in-law to enjoy the rest of the night together alone. She had given Jason the keys to her car, which they had come into town in, and told them that she would walk home. It was nice and warm, and only a little more than a mile up the beach.
Elena enjoyed her walk, and turned up the path leading to the Majestic View Condominiums after little more than an hour after leaving Jason and Amber. Back inside, she poured herself a glass of wine before heading up to her room.
She slept alone that night, though the idea of her young daughter-in-law lying there with her kept coming back to her. Even when she heard them return and retire to Jason's old bedroom, Elena imagined Amber coming to her. Instead, the muffled sounds of her guests making love, just below her, echoed in her mind as she fell asleep.
Sunday was a quiet day, and Jason and Amber spent it to themselves. They enjoyed the beach and went sight-seeing. Meanwhile, Elena remained at home, wondering if she should give one of her young lovers a call. She couldn't understand why she was so damned horny, but she was. She needed to enjoy another woman, but with the holiday weekend rolling on, there really wasn't too many who would be free to spend an hour or two with her. Instead, she thought about her young daughter-in-law in several sinful scenarios as she relaxed on the back porch, a glass of wine in hand, enjoying the sun's warmth.
That evening, Jason grilled the steaks while Amber helped her in the kitchen. The meal was wonderful and their conversation rolled along through nearly every topic, from politics to movies, from sports to their up-coming honeymoon vacation in Hawaii. Again, they watched the sunset from the beach, this time on Resort Beach, a short walk from the condo. With the sun down, they retired to the condo, and then to their rooms as the midnight hour chimed on the wall clock. Again Elena suffered in her bed, listening to her son make love to his young wife, while she had to work herself over with the vibrator she kept in her bedside nightstand.
In her mind, Elena could see Amber. Her daughter-in-law was quite different physically from Elena. At just 22 years of age, Amber was very petite, almost under-developed physically. Her breasts were barely more than small halved-apple mounds, though her perky nipples poked through most anything she wore. Her blonde hair was kept short and her brown eyes were warm and thoughtful. Elena knew that Amber had run track and field for the first couple years of college, but had given it up to concentrate on her degree work. The way she walked verified this fact.
The Monday holiday was spent attending the anniversary festivities on the boardwalk, as well as a trip up to Majestic Mall where the carnival had been set up. Back at the condo by five that evening, Jason barbecued chicken breasts for their dinner. After, he took Amber out to a movie. Elena met with Joan Kuykendall and Carrie Baker for drinks at the Casino. Home by ten, Elena retired soon after. Again, she masturbated, her mind filled with images of the things she'd like to do to her young daughter-in-law. She had asked Joan over drinks about how she might best approach her young daughter-in-law, to see if she might in fact be interested. Joan did have a couple of ideas for her, though she had insisted they came with a personal price. Elena agreed to her friend's offer. After-all, it had been a while since she'd joined Joan for lunch, and some lesbian fun and games.
Tuesday morning had Elena up by seven to head into work at the high school. It was the start of a short week, and the last week before summer break started the following Wednesday. The day went by quickly, and due to the up-coming end to the school year, there were no more check-outs of books or equipment from the library. Elena was able to pass most of her workload onto her senior library assistants and by two she was already headed for home.
That Tuesday, after a late breakfast, Jason had left Amber to go golfing with some old friends. Amber was sitting on the back porch reading a Nora Roberts romance novel when Elena found her. Before joining her, Elena poured herself a glass of California Chardonnay. As an after-thought she poured a second glass for Amber.
"Are you having a nice afternoon?" Elena asked as she joined her daughter-in-law on the porch's white wicker bench. She handed the younger woman the glass of wine.
"Thank you," she replied, accepting the glass. "I wasn't sure if I should, pour myself a glass that is." She sipped, and then took a deeper drink.



"As long as you are staying here, feel free to indulge yourself. I enjoy wine and enjoy sharing it as well." Elena sipped at her glass, her eyes on Amber as she did. Absently, she also laid a hand gently on the younger woman's knee, just below the leg opening of the soft yellow shorts she wore. Her top was a loose-fitting blouse in a cross-hatch of sky blues, rose pinks, and mellow yellows.
"Have you had lunch yet, Amber?" Elena asked, even as she noticed that Amber hadn't bothered to put on bra that morning, and the gentle swell of her small breasts showed between the lapels of her blouse. In fact, as Elena settled into the bench and turned ever so slightly, she could make out the top edge of Amber's dark areola on her left breast.
Amber had replied to her question, but Elena was so taken by the sight so near at hand that she hadn't heard. Instead, she remembered what Joan had told her the night before, and took the opportunity as presented to introduce Amber to the secrets of her new family.
"Amber," she began after taking a sip of her wine, "I don't know how much Jason has told you about his family. In particular, I wonder if he told you that both I and his sister Janice are lesbians."
Amber turned her eyes and looked over the rim of her glass to her mother-in-law. She sipped before replying, "Jason did tell me something about it. I wasn't really sure how to bring it up, myself. Or whether I even should."
Elena patted Amber's knee lightly. "That's okay, dear. I just thought I'd better let you in on the family "secret", if you want to call it that." Elena again sipped at her wine. After a moment, she added, "Would it surprise you that I enjoy younger women?"
Amber again glanced to Elena, and then turned her gaze back out across the backyard. "I don't think so. I really hadn't thought about it. Jason never really talked about it, that's all. Well, until we flew out. He mentioned it on the plane, and then again on the drive down. I don't think he said if you had a...well...a girlfriend or anything."
"Ha," Elena laughed, "Jason would leave that to me, to mention if I had one or not. He hasn't even asked since you've been here about my love life. Maybe he doesn't want to know, I think. No, Amber, I don't have a girl-friend, at least no one steady or serious at present." She finished off her glass of wine and stood to go refill it.
"I guess I'm what you would call a "late-life lesbian" these days," she told Amber, who had followed her on into the kitchen. "Although I think I've had an eye for the ladies since I was in school. I think I really started to have these feelings at about your age, in fact." She refilled her glass and waited as Amber finished off her own to refill it.
"These days, I prefer to play the field," she continued. "There are always young college students in town, out on their own for the first time, exploring their new freedom as well as their emotions. During the summer months, when it finally starts to warm up, we get tourists. With all the young, and even middle-aged, women in town or hanging about on the beaches, there really is a good many for me, or any of my friends, to select from." She guided Amber towards front living room, with its large bay-window facing the cul-de-sac.
"Would it shock you to know," Elena began as she settled into a wide, deeply cushioned sofa, "that Friday night I made love to a young woman, right here in this room?"
Amber settled into the sofa, and after taking a drink of the wine, she shook her head. "I guess not, really." She gave Elena a glance, and a slight smile.
"Would it shock you to know that I've made love to many women, both young and older, in this very room?"
Amber looked at her and Elena thought she noticed both a hint of fear as well as a spark of interest in her blue eyes. "I guess, since you live alone, you can make love to whoever you like, where ever you like." Again, Amber turned her attention to her glass of wine.
"I'm not shocking you too awfully bad, am I?" Elena laughed, adding a light touch to Amber's shoulder.
"No, not really," Amber replied. "You sound a little like some of the girls I go to school with. They always like to see if they can shock me. They like to talk about their boyfriends, and the things they do. Some even flirt around, with other girls, you know."
"Have they ever hit on you?" Elena asked. Her hand remained on her daughter-in-law's shoulder.
"Once in a while, a few would," she admitted. "But I never did anything, not to encourage it or such. I just laughed it off. I had Jason, anyway, and they knew it. I think it was mostly because they were jealous of me, being with a big, strong hockey stud, you know." She offered a wide grin to her stud's mother.
"I agree with you there," Elena replied. "Jason is a big stud. Nothing like his father, mind you. I guess he took most of his Scandinavian genes from my side of the family." Elena again sipped at her wine, and noticing that Amber's glass was nearly empty again, she handed her glass to her and made her way back to the kitchen.
"Has Jason told you his story about losing his virginity yet?" Elena asked upon her return. She topped off both glasses and set the nearly empty bottle on the nearby table.
"Not really," Amber admitted. "Only that he lost his virginity in high school, and the girl he was with lost hers at the same time. I think it was a little romantic, but probably not true."
After settling back into the sofa, a little nearer Amber this time, Elena told her the full story. "It's absolutely true, his losing his virginity at the same time as the girl. But did he tell you that the girl he was with, who took his virginity as well as his taking of hers, was his sister Janice?"
Amber looked as shocked as she felt. "I can't believe that. Janice is gay, you said so."
"Janice is gay, that's true. At the time, however, she was torn up about what to do about her feelings, and Jason took advantage of her. I don't think he raped his sister. It was more a mutual decision between them. Anyway, as far as I know, Jason is the only man Janice has ever been with sexually." Elena drank as she allowed Amber to digest this bit of family history.
Keeping her daughter-in-law off-guard, Elena asked, "Have you ever been with another girl, or a woman?"
"Oh! Heavens, no," she gasped. "My mother would freak out if she even thought I was gay!"
"I'm not asking if you're gay, only if you've ever been with another girl. Experimentally, not emotionally."
Amber replied, "I know a lot of girls from school who did, and I guess I was asked a few times to go to parties or to other girls' rooms when I knew there would only be girls, you know. I never went, though. I guess I was scared, you know?" She looked from her glass to Elena and back again after seeing her mother-in-law's smiling face.
Amber again sipped at her wine, showing a little discomfort as her mother-in-law continued to question her along these lines. "Maybe you'd like to explore a little while you're here this week?"
Amber was shocked. She looked deep into the glass of wine, noticing that she'd already half emptied this latest glassful. Her head buzzed a little, and she felt ever-so-slightly dizzy. She'd not eaten since breakfast, and even then she'd only had a yogurt cup and a couple of granola bars. She found herself unable to reply for some time, and began to realize that she might even be a little drunk. She was actually having a hard time believing that her mother-in-law might be hitting on her.
"I might be willing to experiment a little," she softly admitted to herself as well as Elena. Amber finished her glass of wine and Elena poured her another refill. She began sipping immediately in an effort to calm her sudden case of nerves. Her head was a little light, Amber realized, but the feeling in her belly was warm and comforting. The clock in the room chimed three o'clock and Amber wondered if it had been such a good idea to begin drinking so early.
"I think this wine is getting to my head," she added. A moment of awkward silence passed between them and then Elena laid her hand upon Amber's thigh, just below the hem of her shorts.
"We've got a little while until Jason returns home," Elena said as she began to caress the warm, smooth, freshly-shaven thigh of her daughter-in-law. Amber looked into Elena's bright silver-blue eyes then. Elena smiled and then leaned in to gently kiss Amber, who seemed almost eager to return the kiss. Their kiss grew hotter and a moment later Amber gasped as Elena popped her shorts open with a quick twist of her fingers.
"Oh!" Amber sighed when she felt the older woman's hand stroke between her thighs. With a little gentle pressure, Elena parted them.
Not wanting her young daughter-in-law to have even a moment to reconsider, Elena moved quickly to push Amber's blouse shirt open to expose her young lover's firm, small breasts. Elena's hands reached inside and stroked across the small mounds. She felt Amber's pert little nipples harden excitedly beneath her palm.
"Ah!" Amber sighed as her breasts began to tingle under her mother-in-law's wispy touch. "That feels nice," she admitted in a whispered breath.
"Yes, they feel nice," Elena responded, her mouth just an inch from Amber's ear. She grinned to herself and looked down onto her daughter-in-law's chest. The little nipples were chocolate dark upon her pale breasts. The tan-lines were prominent, showing off the small top Amber wore in the sun. Elena tweaked the near nipple between her thumb and index finger, causing Amber to again chirp "Oh!" She then lowered her head to Amber's chest and flicked the hardened nipple with her tongue.
"Aaahh!" Amber moaned softly as Elena began to tongue-kiss her hardening nipples. She ran her hands through Elena's black hair and enjoyed the shock of teeth biting down gently upon her nipples. "Oh, my!" she gasped as she involuntarily pushed her chest outward, and her nipple harder into Elena's mouth.
After a few more licks, Elena sat back, and while still running her hands across Amber's naked upper torso, she grinned wickedly into her young lover's features. "I think you liked that," she declared.
"I did," Amber nodded. Elena then began to pull at the buttons to her own blouse, one at a time, and with Amber's eyes on her, she drew it from her shoulders, tossing it to the floor. The blouse was soon joined by her large dd-cup bra, which left her heavy, pendulous breasts hanging upon her chest to be fully appreciated by her young lover.
Amber responded by completely removing her own blouse. She tentatively reached out and caressed Elena's near breast before leaning over to lick across the older woman's flesh. She kissed the warm, deeply tanned skin of her mother-in-law from shoulder to shoulder, across the expanse of cleavage and down into the deep valley formed by the older woman's massive breasts. Each tanned globe was capped by a dark, tea-cup sized areola that encircled huge nipples the likes of which Amber never dreamed existed. Amber took each of Elena's tits in a hand and lifted their impressive weight before lowering her mouth to deliver a quick kiss to each nipple.
"That's it, young lady," Elena whispered. "Enjoy them. Take them in. Don't let your mouth leave my breasts." She had her hands in Amber's hair now, tangled in the blonde waves.
Amber sucked upon each of Elena's nipples only for a moment, and then leaned down to lick Elena's thighs, exposed beneath the hem of the sea-blue skirt she had worn to work. Amber caught a whiff of the older woman's scent as she did so and it excited her. Her own body responded by releasing a squirt of cream between her thighs that made Amber moan ever so slightly.
"It sounds like my sweet girl is starting to enjoy herself," Elena purred as she stroked Amber's neck, back, and shoulders lovingly. Elena gently took hold of Amber and brought her up. She looked deep into the younger woman's eyes, and then pulled her close. As their naked upper torsos came together, so did their mouths. Surprisingly to Elena, Amber's responding kiss was deep, as if they'd been lovers for eons instead of mere minutes.
As their mouths rubbed together, so did their flesh. Small, hard nipples poked into large, soft mounds. Elena's hands went to Amber's hips and gently pushed her up, until she leaned into Elena. Having already loosened them, Elena tugged the shorts downward until Amber now knelt in front of her in only the smallest of white panties. These she pulled and tugged at until they were lying on the floor at Amber's feet.
Their lips pulled apart and Amber looked down into her eyes. Elena saw passion and lust, which she returned with wicked grin. Without a word passing between them, Amber moved to her knees on the sofa and presented her tight young ass for Elena. Elena quickly took hold of the small globes of flesh and began to cup and kneed them, squeezing them and caressing them. Finally, Elena leaned over and began to kiss and lick across the warm flesh of her younger lover.
Elena stroked her fingers through the girl's crotch, across her naked anus and clitoris. "Oooohhh, yeessss!" Amber moaned with excited anticipation. Amber had her face buried in the sofa pillows as behind her Elena completely removed her skirt. Soon, Elena was as naked as Amber, and she leaned over and rested the weight of her naked breasts across Amber's small buttocks and rubbed her flesh against Amber's.
"Those are wonderfully heavy breasts," Amber said. "They're warm on my butt."
Elena smiled down upon Amber's back, her hands caressing the soft, tanned flesh from shoulder to knee. "Roll over," she said simply, and Amber moved quickly to comply.
Soon, Amber found herself on her back with her legs parted. Elena slipped to the floor beside the sofa and caressed Amber's thighs. The sight of her sex, with a nearly non-existent stubble of blonde hairs forming an inch-wide stripe above her tight slit made Elena's mouth water. She reached into the Y of Amber's crotch and stroked her fingers lightly across her pubic mound, down between her thighs.
Amber giggled lightly, and said, "I like that. It feels so beautiful." Elena saw that her head was tilted to the side slightly and that her eyes were half closed. When Elena again stroked her slit, her labia opened and presented her vaginal opening to her. Elena saw that Amber, for a small woman, had a very large, even gaping hole. No doubt the result of her son's over-sized manhood working it over.
Elena leaned in close and took a deep lungful of the sweet scent coming from Amber's crotch. Her mind buzzed as she lashed her tongue out and stroked upward, from bottom to top, deep in the girl's folds.
"Aaaahhh!" Amber moaned and arched her back into the sofa's cushions. Amber had never before had another woman's tongue inside her pussy, and the release of her first wave of juices upon Elena's tongue was almost unexpected. "Uuummmm!" Amber cried out with lustful excitement as Elena licked her again and again, and she couldn't help but hump her crotch into the older woman's face in physical response.
Elena loved the reaction she had drawn from Amber, and even as the younger woman's pussy flowed with thick creamy goo, she forced a finger high into Amber's fuck-chute. She found her son's lover very loose, and with little effort at all, she added two more long fingers. Amber continued to moan and roll on the cushion as Elena used three long fingers as a phallus. She curled her middle finger upward to stroke Amber's inner g-spot, causing the girl to arch even further and press her pelvis harder to Elena's hand.
"Oooohhh, that feels so good!" Amber blurted out between pants and grunts. Elena was working her box over with quick jabs and after just a few moments, Amber's cream was flowing. With the added lubrication, Elena was able to add a fourth finger to her vaginal assault before Amber's pussy drew too tight to go any further. The girl's grunts were starting to be tinged with gasps of pain, and Elena eased off, not wanting to have her young lover change her mind about what they were starting.
Continuing to finger Amber's tight pussy with only two, Elena began to suck upon the young woman's hard little clit nub. Amber's legs were spread wide, giving her older lover full access to her aching pussy and Elena took advantage. She lapped away, lapping up the rolling cream, sucking, fingering, and slurping at every millimeter of Amber's dripping young pussy, as well as licking across her tight little anal rose-bud on occasion, all the while driving her daughter-in-law towards a mind-blowing orgasm. Within moments, Amber exploded.
"Oooohhh, fuuucccckkkk!" she practically screamed. She grabbed Elena's head and held her mother-in-law's face tight to her cunt as her body jacked and bucked upon the sofa. Elena felt her neck wrench and tried to pull back from Amber's violent climax. As suddenly as it had hit her, Amber fell limp into the cushions, even as her puss continued to quiver and throb around Elena's tongue and fingers.
"Oooohhh, shit! That was fucking fantastic!" Amber declared moment later, after finally releasing Elena from her grip. "I've never cum like that in my life!" she added between panting breaths. Her face was flushed and sweat rolled from her hairline.
"Are you telling me that Jason has never given you an orgasm?" Elena asked between wipes of her chin, cheeks, and nose. Amber's cream had gone everywhere during her climax, and Elena couldn't wait to do it again.
"Not like that," she admitted. "He doesn't like to do that for me; lick me that is. Usually, when we have sex, he wants me to suck him hard, and then either he bends me over the end of the bed or some other furniture, or he pulls me on top to ride him until he cums." Amber scooted up into the sofa into a more comfortable sitting position and found her wine. After a sip, during which Elena had also retrieved her glass and settled back into the sofa, Amber continued. "Jason's cock is so big," she said with a shy look to Elena, "that sometimes it hurts me. I can cum if I'm on top of him, in control for the most part, and he's not in a rush to get off. Most of the time, he takes me, fills me up to overflowing with his hot cum, and then leaves me be. Usually, he likes to watch me finger myself after. You know, play with his cum while it's leaking out of me. I think it's pretty strange and disgusting, sometimes." After another sip, she added, "He likes to make me lick up my fingers, after." She looked to Elena and said, "I don't like the taste of semen, either. But I haven't told him that. He likes it when I suck him off, and I love him and want to make him happy. If I must do strange things to make him happy, then I will." Amber finished off her wine after completing her confession. Elena stroked her hair lovingly, understanding a little of what Amber was going through.
"Jason's father had been like that," Elena told her. "I think most guys are. They like to get their dicks sucked and for some reason shooting their salty spunk in our mouths gets them off. I never understood it. Maybe my own dislike of cum in my mouth helped turn me. Maybe sucking dick made me a lesbian!" Elena held her glass up to the universe in general as a toast, and then gulped the last of it down in a single gulp.
After a few quiet moments, Amber turned to Elena and said, "It's my turn. I want to pleasure you, Elena. Just like you pleasured me."
Elena was more than willing to change places with the hot young woman and was soon sitting naked upon the sofa with her legs splayed wide. Amber, still feeling the effects of so much wine, took position on her knees between Elena's parted thighs. Before her was the older woman's damp and aromatic vagina, presented for her. Amber looked up into her mother-in-law's eye for a moment, and then dove into the first pussy she had ever tasted with sinful abandon.



"Oh, slow down, Amber," Elena gasped. Even though the girl's lashing tongue had an immediate effect of bring out a gush of her warm cream, Elena wanted her to savor the moment, and enjoy herself. "There's no rush. I'll get there, believe me. I'll be cumming on your tongue in no time." She was stroking Amber's blonde hair as she gave her loving instructions, and when Amber returned to her feast, it was with slow, gentle laps of her tongue.
Elena kept her pussy shaved as bare and as smooth as a baby's bottom and Amber's tongue slipped and slathered across her aged, fully active pussy. Elena's juices had been flowing for a while and Amber found the taste as sweat as the wine they had been drinking. Elena was soon moaning under the young woman's oral attentions and indeed climaxed within minutes.
"Oh, sooooo good, Amber. So very good," Elena said in a hushed voice. She continued to enjoy her young lover's oral attentions for some time, and when her second orgasm began to roll, she let her know about it.
"Ooohh, god yes! Oh, Amber! That's it! That's it! Eat my pussy, baby! Eat my cream! Aaaaaaahhhhhh!" Elena continued to cum for a long time, her cream a never-ending flow that Amber hungrily lapped up and swallowed down. Her tongue dug high into her hole to seek out more, and was met with another warm gush of Elena's sweet nectar.
Finally, Elena's orgasm subsided, and she took Amber's hands in hers. She pulled the girl to her and kissed her, deep and with heated passion. Elena tasted herself upon Amber's lips, as she often did with her lovers, and swabbed her tongue across her lips and chin to catch as much as she could. Finally, she slumped back into the sofa and Amber rolled close beside her. She laid her blonde head into Elena's ample bosom and lightly caressed her mother-in-law's naked belly, just above the point where she had learned to enjoy a new phase of her sexuality.
After they had gathered their breath, still naked upon the sofa, Elena poured the last of the wine into a single glass, which they shared.
"That was wonderful," Amber eventually said, admitting to both herself and Elena that she had enjoyed her first lesbian affair. "I never knew it tasted so good, you know. Maybe I'd have done it sooner, with one of my friends." She looked to Elena and with a soft smile on her lips, she said, "I wish we could do this again. I want to make love to you, over and over again." Amber looked up into Elena's eyes and admitted, "I think I'm in love with you."
"That's just the wine and your post-climax hormones speaking, young lady," Elena replied. "You're in love with my son, your husband. What you feel here is sexual lust and fulfillment. That is what you want and what I have given you." She took the glass from Amber and drank. "If you and Jason were to settle down here, in Regal Bay, I could teach you so much, and introduce you to other girls like yourself. Maybe Janice would like to get to know her new sister-in-law better."
"I'd like that," Amber purred. "But I've got a job waiting in Des Moines. And Jason's still working at Iowa State. What would we do here? What would I do? My degree is in broadcast journalism."
"Well, on that point, I know that the university here is about to start up a local television station. I have it on good authority that they will have a news department, and will be in need of quality, youthful reporters."
"I don't know," Amber sighed. "I'd have to talk to Jason about it. What would he do?"
"Well, I know a couple of people, and I know Jason always liked the idea of being a firefighter. I know the city department is expanding and looking for new firemen." Elena felt assured that she had Amber on the hook now. It only took convincing her son to stay in Regal Bay. She was sure that Amber would be on her side in this, especially if the promise of future sexual pleasure was in the cards for her.
"Jason will be home soon," Amber said as she sat up suddenly. "I don't think he should catch us like this." She was up and gathering up her clothing before Elena could respond. Instead, she watched her young lover dash off, headed for the upstairs bathroom and a shower. The next few days would be critical for Elena, if she was to have any hope of keeping her son and his wife, her newest lover, in Regal Bay.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 32
Deirdre's Tales -- Part 2
With the summer recess in full stride by the second week of June, Deirdre Sullivan had already enjoyed a ten-day vacation with her husband on Catalina Island. They had been offered the use of one of the three condos owned by the University Board of Directors at Casino Point on the island. Geoff Sullivan had long ago developed a fascination for the sea, in particular under-sea engineering, as well as SCUBA diving. Deirdre had taken up the sport at her husband's insistence and found that she was a natural at it, even though she had never been a swimmer before then. This had been the seventh time she and her husband had used the university's condo, and along with the two other faculty couples, they had enjoyed a wonderful vacation.
Unfortunately, their vacation came to an end and Geoff returned to work. As a naval engineer, he spent many weeks away from home, attending to issues either at the New London Naval Base in Connecticut or at the Puget Sound Naval Shipyard in Washington. Deirdre seldom inquired about his work, knowing well that most of it was classified and he wouldn't be allowed to talk about it anyhow. Still, she knew full well that he enjoyed a lover at each facility, and very well may have another in Pearl Harbor, where he seemed to spend a lot of time during the winter months as well.
Deirdre didn't mind her husband's infidelity. After all, when the men are away the wives do play, as she and many of her fellow Regal Bay Matrons sang. Usually, Deirdre's primary source of sinful extra-marital fulfillment usually came from her youngest son Conor. This was not to be this summer, however, as he had left shortly after classes had ended that spring for a three-month program in Europe to study the history of classical music as well as perform under the tutorage of some of the more prominent conductors and directors Europe had to offer. It had been an expensive program for him to enroll in, but Deirdre thought it very worthwhile. In the end, her husband agreed to her wishes. They just wouldn't be replacing her six year old BMW anytime soon.
With Geoff and Conor both away, Deirdre discovered that she was quite lonely in her home. After just two days, she ended up back at the university in the music hall. For hours she would either sit at the piano and play some of her favorites, often with a wandering student or janitor in the audience. Other times, she would sit in silence staring at sheets of music, working to improve the opus she and her son had been tinkering with during the spring.
It was during one quiet afternoon while sitting at the electronic keyboard she had in her haphazard office that Deirdre received a call from her sister Teagan.
"What are you doing this weekend, Deir?" Teagan asked after their usual greetings. "Specifically, Saturday, late morning or early afternoon?"
"Why do you ask?"
"I have something of a date that's come up," her younger sister explained. "And he wants to take me out on his yacht for an overnight cruise."
"Oooooo, that sounds sinister!" Deirdre teased. "Anyone I might know?"
"I doubt it. His name is James Fitzgerald, and he's the Director of Operations at the Casino," Teagan explained.
"A Fitzgerald, is he now?" Deirdre replied. "I hope not related to the Kilkenny Fitzgerald's. You remember that bunch of rogues, don't ya?"
"I doubt if he's related," Teagan answered. "He's got a very thick South Carolina brogue. That's where he's from, by the way. Savannah."
"You do know that Savannah is in Georgia, don't ya? Didn't you take geography in school?"
"Yes, I took geography, and passed it, ya bitch!" Teagan laughed. "And I know Savannah's in Georgia. James is from Savannah, but grew up in South Carolina living with his grandparents on their plantation."
"You seem to know an awful lot about this gentleman, dear sister," Deirdre pointed out.
"Ah, well, we've had a few dinners already," she explained. "I met him a few months back, but only recently started seeing him. He was with another woman at the time. Now he's free."
"And how did you meet this wonderful Southern Gentleman, might I ask?"
"I was introduced to him one night out at the casino. I was with Felicia and her husband, and friends of theirs. We took in the Huey Lewis concert back in April, remember?"
"I do, and I'm still sore that I didn't get to go," Deirdre replied. "You know I've a crush on Huey."
"Anyway, James came over to our table after the show and Felicia introduced his to everyone. I think James and Felicia had already been introduced, if you get my hint," Teagan giggled. "I could tell just by the way they touched and looked at each other."
"And what did Randy have to say about that?" Deirdre asked, referring to Felicia Coleman's brawny husband.
"He was his usual half-lit by then and could barely see the drink in his hand, let alone his wife flirting with her boss!" Teagan said. "Besides that, he was more interested in his friend's wife. I swear those two should have gotten a room."
"Okay, we're way off the subject here, sister," Deirdre said. "How about you remind me again why you're calling me to tell me all of this?"
"Oh, right," Teagan laughed. "Anyway. I'm taking a trip with James on his yacht, with two other couples mind you, down to some small coastal village or other near Eureka where he has a beach house or something. Nothing too sinister about it."
"Except that I'm sure he'll be expecting you to put out," Deirdre laughed.
"Oh, dear sister. I've already put out!" she replied. "Once or twice. For an older guy, he's not bad."
"Again, back on subject." Deirdre was beginning to think her little sister would never get to the point of her call. She didn't usually call just to brag about a date, or a fling, or whatever this was turning out to be.
"Sorry. What I'm getting at is that I've a schedule of tutoring sessions over the summer. You know, to make a little money on the side." Teagan paused, and Deirdre could see where it was beginning to go. "I've got one of my students rescheduled, but one or two I'm having issues with. And I was hoping you could fill in for me?"
Deirdre at first wanted to rebuff her sister, reminding her that commitments should be met and not broken, or passed on. Instead, knowing that she didn't personally have any plans over the weekend, Deirdre reluctantly agreed.
"Thank you, dearest sister!" Teagan replied. "I'll text you their names and times. You can use my place, also. It'll be easier, since that's where we've been meeting."
As it turned out, one of the two names given her was that of Davy Summers. Deirdre knew him to be the nephew of Dr. Marilyn Combs, the Fine Arts Department head at Regal Bay University. Deirdre knew Marilyn well and often spent her lunch hour with the older woman. She was widowed, and had no children of her own, but her late husband's sister did, and one of these children was Davy Summers, a high school senior. Marilyn often bragged about his skills at the piano, and that he would play at family get-togethers.
"Davy is passionate about music," Marilyn had told Deirdre over coffee in the faculty lounge. "His mother and father, they don't see a future in it for him. They want him to go to work, to get a real job. He really has the passion and skills, I think, to get on here, on scholarship. It would really be the only way Davy could get into college. His family just does not have the money to put him through."
Looking to the faculty directory, Deirdre gave Marilyn a call. After a brief explanation of her sister's request, Deirdre asked, "If you'd like, I have no real plans for the summer. I could take him on and personally see to his development."
Marilyn replied, "I would be so grateful, Deirdre, if you could at least help the boy." She paused and then added, "I don't want you to do anything wrong, you understand. I want you to give him no favors, none that any other student would not receive, in consideration of scholarships, you understand. I just want you to ensure he understands that he will be given a chance and if he performs, if he is good enough, then I will have a talk with my brother. I might be able to help out, financially, if it came to it. I just want the boy to have an opportunity."
"I'll take him on," Deirdre agreed. "I can see him on the same days Teagan had set aside, ten o'clock until eleven. The same schedule my sister has for him. We can meet here at Rigby Hall, or at my home. Either is fine with me."
"I think the campus would be ideal," Marilyn said. "I'll make sure he's there, even if I have to drive him over myself."
That first session, however, did take place at Teagan's home, promptly at ten a.m., Saturday morning. Davy arrived delivered by his aunt. He was dressed as any eighteen year old, in jeans, t-shirt, sneakers, and a hoody, even though it was nearing eighty degrees by that time of the morning in mid-June. Herself, she wore a casual summer dress in pastels and low-heel shoes. Her hair was pulled up into a bun on the back of her head.
Deirdre welcomed him in and introduced herself. "Hello, Davy. I'm Deirdre Sullivan, Miss O'Riley's sister. I'm the orchestra leader out at Regal Bay University."
"Hello, Ma'am," he responded, shyly. He was an average sized teenager, with short brown hair, glasses, and a slim, though un-athletic body. He carried his violin case in his left hand and a briefcase in his right. Inside, she found out later, was his sheet music.
"Please, come in," Deirdre invited. "Let's go to the library, this way."
That first morning session went smoothly, and Deirdre learned that Davy was indeed talented and with very little polishing on her part he would easily earn a scholarship to Regal Bay University, should he pursuit it. During their parting conversation, however, Deirdre learned that Davy's parents were adamant he go to work, to help with the household bills. It was a shame, she thought as she waved to Marilyn, watching Davy walk out to join her.
The next weekday session was scheduled for Tuesday and went very different from the first. They met on campus at Rigby Hall, home to the Music Department, and after a tour of the facility they had little time to perform. Instead, Deirdre and Davy talked about music in general and composition in particular, comfortable in her office. He expressed his desire to pursuit music. Davy indeed was passionate about music, but with little support at home, he was losing interest. With his senior year approaching, he was fearful that it would be the last he spent playing.
"What's the point?" he replied when Deirdre prodded him. "I'll never play again, not after high school. My parents won't let me. They'd rather see me working the drive-thru at McDonald's for the next ten years. Bringing a paycheck home for them to spend." Davy was really sounding down about his life.
"Your Aunt Marilyn promised to have a talk with them if I thought you could get a scholarship, and I do." Deirdre leaned forward and held Davy's hands in hers as she spoke. Their session hour was nearly over, and Marilyn would be back to pick him up soon. She had gone up to her office to wait, giving them privacy. "I want you to keep working, hard, and don't worry about what your parents say. Not right now, okay?"
Davy looked into her eyes then and she saw a hint of a smile. He'd yet to smile for her. "I don't think I really need to be wasting your time, Mrs. Sullivan."
"You're not wasting my time. As long as you come here and do your best, and always try to improve just a little bit each time, you'll never be wasting my time." She smiled warmly at him, and he finally gave a smile back, however slight it was.
The next session was on Thursday, and they again met at Rigby Hall. Deirdre had set up some basic music for him to play, a violin concerto that most students of hers could play flawlessly by the end of their freshmen year. Halfway through the piece, she realized that Davy was already well beyond this level.
Breaking him off in mid-melody, Deirdre said, "Let's try something a little more challenging, she we?" She placed before him a Mendelssohn violin concerto. "Take your time. I'll let you look this over for a few minutes, and then I want to hear you play." Deirdre left him then and headed to her office. When she had returned fifteen minutes later, Davy was already working his way through the piece, albeit at a slower tempo than the great conductor had intended. Still, she sat by and listened as her young student played with few missed notes. As he finished, she applauded.
"That was wonderful, Davy. Absolutely wonderful." She went to him and bent down to kiss his forehead. Why, she had no idea. She just did. And in that moment, she realized what passions this young man had brought up in her, passions very similar to those her son brought up in her when he played. Fighting back her emotions, she retained as much a business like composure as she could during the last of their session. The next session, scheduled for Thursday afternoon, went much the same way, with her presenting a rather difficult piece for him, his playing for her, and her feeling something sinful deep within her soul ignite. Even with small critiques and points being made, she felt not only a passion building within her for the boy and his musical talent, but she felt a desire to experience the boy in other, physical ways as well.
"If that's what you want, dear sister," Teagan laughed when Deirdre and she talked later that night. "Then I have to say, go for it! I'd be lying if I said I hadn't felt the same way myself at times about a student or two. Now, mind you, I only succumbed to those emotions the one time!" Deirdre knew her sister's story well, and knew that the boy she had enjoyed just a year before had moved away with his family shortly thereafter. He had been a trumpet player, and was well known around town as a player of something more.
"Yes, I remember Rick Pope well," Deirdre recalled. "And I'm still in amazement that you have a job."
"Maybe it's because our dear principal herself had been in similar circumstances with young Mr. Pope," Teagan offered. "Besides, it didn't take place in the school or on the grounds."
"No, it took place in the backseat of his mother's car, and you were caught by a copper on patrol," Deirdre laughed. "A copper you had dated some time back as I recall."
"And had to, again!" Teagan laughed.
The next Tuesday, after long consideration, Deirdre had made up her mind. It was a very risky chance she was about to take, but had her young student's future in mind. Davy was dropped off again promptly at 10 a.m. by Marilyn and Deirdre met him outside Rigby Hall. She went to Marilyn and asked her, "I really don't have anything this afternoon, so if it's possible, I'd like to keep Davy over for a while. I think a little extra time with him might just help get his mind back on track." They had discussed his attitude after their first Tuesday session at length and Marilyn knew that this would be very important for Davy. Marilyn wanted him to score as high as possible during the scholarship auditions that would be held in late September if she were to convince her brother of Davy's future in music.
"Just call me when you're through with him," Marilyn smiled. She drove away, not realizing what Deirdre had in mind for that morning.
Deirdre joined Davy in the small conservatory down the hall from her office. He was already setting up his music on the stand, and had his violin out. Deirdre, however, had other things in mind for that afternoon. Thanks to the long conversation she had had with her sister, Deirdre decided that a session without music would be very convincing to Davy in his pursuit of a music scholarship.
Deirdre stood before Davy. She held her hands in front of her. She hadn't realized how much nerve she would have to build up, and apprehension filled her. Finally, she said, "Davy, I am thoroughly convinced that you will easily earn a scholarship. You have all of the skills and all of the passion. All we need to do is straighten up your attitude. We need to work on making you believe that music is the path you must take in your life, and whatever else anyone might do to distract you from this course must be pushed away." Deirdre stepped up and placed the sheet music for the violin portion of Maurice Ravel's Bolero in front of him. She had previously placed a CD of the piece in the player at the foot of the music stand, and reaching down to start it, she explained, "Today, we work on your attitude. And we have a full two hours to do it in. When you leave here today, you will want to earn that scholarship. And I will do everything I can, in my power, to assure you of that."
Deirdre moved her right hand in concert with the music, directing as she had on the evening the University Orchestra had made this very recording. She could feel the music begin to flow through her and as Davy watched, and the music began to slowly build, Deirdre began to unbutton her blouse. She saw his eyes widen and his jaw drop.
"What...?" he mumbled as she slowly opened her blouse, exposing the white d-cup bra underneath which contained her large breasts.
"Relax, Davy," she told him. "It's time for you to begin." Davy looked to the music sheets before him and finding his place, began to play along with the orchestra's CD recording. As he ran the bow along the stings, his eyes flicked from the music before him and his instructor just to the side. Deirdre still maintained the beat with her right hand, swaying to and fro. With her left hand, however, she reached up to cup her right breast. As the melody ended and the drums lightly tapped the bridge to the next, Deirdre met his eyes with hers and asked, "Have you ever seen a woman naked?"
Davy replied with a shake of his head. "Have you a girlfriend?" she asked, and again he shook his head. All the while, she slowly massaged her bra-covered right breast. She gave a casual gesture towards the stand and reminded him, "Continue." With him again playing, and glancing between her breasts and his music, she stopped using her hand to direct the music, and began to sway her hips. She now used both hands to cradle her heavy breasts. And as the music continued to build, she brushed her blouse from her shoulders and let it drop to the floor.
"Oh!" Davy gasped, yet maintained the music perfectly.
Deirdre began to feel the music, imagining herself performing Bolero on a burlesque stage, or in a strip club. She let her eyes close and moved along with the music as it continued to build towards its distant, inevitable climax. As the next melody began, she tugged the shoulder straps of her bra downward, and the cups with them. Davy's eyes were now wide and locked to her naked flesh. Her nipples, surrounded by her large, dark pink areola, quickly grew firm as she lightly stroked her fingers across and around them.
"That sounds wonderful, Davy," she sighed as he again took up his portion of the music. "Do you like by breasts?" she asked, and he nodded, his eyes on her breasts as she lifted and presented them to him.
With again the ending of the melody and Davy having a moment's break from playing, she leaned very near and whispered, "Touch them, Davy." Without hesitation, Davy responded. He set the bow and violin in his lap and placed both of his trembling hands to Deirdre's breasts. A moment later, as the music resumed without his accompaniment, she asked, "Would you like to kiss them?" Davy looked up into her face and nodded. She leaned forward enough to allow him to release her left breast from his hand and place his lips to her nipple. He kissed it, and then leaned back. Deirdre gently pulled his head back to her breast and said, "Don't stop, Davy. Enjoy yourself. Suck on my nipple."



Davy again responded as instructed, and began to suck upon her left nipple. He was very shy, and Deirdre could tell that he was unskilled with women. She wondered if he was still a virgin, after all. The idea made her pussy tingle, building with lustful desire along with the lustful music.
Davy was a quick learner, and as she shifted, his mouth sought out to capture her right nipple, while his hands cupped and lifted her breasts. He was relaxing under this new approach, and Deirdre knew that he would not be giving up his studies any time soon if she had any say.
After allowing Davy to suckle upon her breasts for the duration of the 6th melody, Deirdre felt the time had come to move on with his studies. "Take up your instrument, Davy. Play for me."
She stepped back and saw a look of disappointment cross his face that remained there as he resumed playing with the 7th melody of the music. When his eyes again went to her, he saw her begin to unfasten her grey slacks with her left hand as her right directed the unseen orchestra. Her eyes, however, were on him. She popped the button and lowered the zipper, and then as she pushed her slacks downward, as the music built with the melody, Davy's eyes grew wider. Beneath her slacks, Deirdre wore her French-cut red panties that rode high up her hips. Her pubic mound bulged outward at the front and as she stepped from her slacks, she could see Davy's eyes latch onto her crotch and the secrets still hidden beneath the thin fabric.
For her part, Deirdre could see Davy's discomfort growing, especially in the growing bulge at his crotch. He wore jeans that might be a little tight to begin with, but with his young cock beginning to grow excited, they were decidedly uncomfortable. Davy twisted in the chair as he watched her strip out of her panties, and when she stood up fully before him, presenting her full nudity to him, his eyes couldn't be torn away from the sight of her fiery-red pussy triangle.
The 7th melody ended, the drums beat on, and Deirdre stepped up ever closer. She smiled warmly and offered a slight giggle. "You like what you see, do you?" she asked. Again, Davy's only response was a nod. Still his eyes were on her crotch. "It's your turn, Davy," she said a moment later. Again, his bow ran along the strings, and he played, Deirdre knelt.
"Oooohhh," Davy moaned when she settled her hands upon his lap. Deirdre stroked her hands slightly and felt the bulge of his cock. She rubbed lightly, just enough for him to feel it, in tempo with the music. Deirdre knew that if she kept it up, she could make Davy cum in his pants. But she wanted him to enjoy the full experience of what she was now offering him, should he continue his music studies. After all, that was one of the primary goals of her life's work. If things worked out well, as she was beginning to hope they would, Davy would make not only a welcome addition to her orchestra, but to the Matron Club's rolls of available studs as well.
Deirdre had only on rare occasions been in the role of seducer, and she was beginning to enjoy herself with Davy. Before, she had been the object of desire and had been seduced by her lover, be it her husband, her son, or any of the few young men she'd been with over the recent years. This was different, however, and she was feeling a new, exciting power flow through her body as she rubbed her hands against Davy's lap. And by the way he was moving his hips as he played his violin, another minute of this and he be filling his underwear with hot cum. A climax much too early for the music.
The melody ended, and Deirdre asked, "Are you enjoying yourself, Davy?" She stood up and her hands lifted away from his lap. She turned to face him and saw that he was panting for breath, and the bulge at his crotch looked hard, and uncomfortable.
Davy hadn't replied to her question, yet the look in his eyes, which again fell to her pussy, was all she needed to know. "Would you like to see my pussy, up close?" she asked, even as she lifted her right leg and placed her foot on the edge of the chair beside his hip. Again, Davy didn't reply. She didn't need one. Instead, Deirdre gently guided his head down, pulling his face closer to her crotch, and her fiery-red furred pussy.
Davy was hesitating again, and Deirdre figured that her young pupil had no idea what he should do next. His nose was just inches from her pubic bush, and yet he did nothing other than look. That was on her, she thought, as she had only asked if he'd like to see her, down there. He was truly her pupil.
"I want you to kiss my pussy, Davy," she said. "I want you to plant your mouth against my slit, and I want you to kiss me there," she instructed. "Will you do that for me, Davy? Will you lick my pussy?"
Davy nodded, and yet it still took Deirdre pulling his head forward before she felt him touch her with his mouth. He kissed her, directly atop her clit bud, just as she had instructed, just as he would kiss his mother on the cheek. Deirdre pulled his face to her cunt then and said, "Don't remove your mouth. Kiss me long and deep. I want to feel your tongue moving with the music, Davy. I want to feel your tongue licking all along my slit."
Davy began doing as he had been instructed, and in just a few moments he seemed to pick up what all young men his age should know. Soon, Deirdre was trembling against his mouth as his tongue began to dance along her folds, drawing out her juices. His lapping began to grow louder as her body reacted, and it wasn't long before she began to gasp through a mini-orgasm. Timed perfectly, she realized, with the peak of the 10th melody.
Yeesssss!" she mewed as her pussy vibrated against Davy's tongue. He had pushed up into her folds deeper and was probing into her hole with the tip. His nose was pressed against her clitoris and she rubbed her crotch in small little circles against his face while holding his head firm in her hands.
The violin long forgotten in his lap, Davy's hands were running up and down her thighs now as he ate her out. He reached around and grabbed hold of her butt cheeks to pull her crotch into his face, while digging his tongue even deeper into her cunt. Deirdre was enjoying how quickly he was taking to pleasuring a woman with his mouth. She would have to show him equal appreciation. She let him lap away at her crotch for a few more moments, and then she eased his face away from her dripping pussy as the 11th melody ended.
Deirdre held his face gently in her hands and with her eyes locked to his, she asked, "Would you like for me to show you pleasure, in the same way?"
Davy, as he had so often, just nodded in response. His lips and chin all but dripped with her cream and his saliva. Deirdre pushed his shoulders back until he was fully in the chair, lifted the violin back into his hands, and then she knelt down before him once again.
"Play for me, Davy," she whispered as she began to unfasten his jeans. His bulge was large and it took a bit a prying for her to get the zipper down across it. Davy gasped as she pressed his boner down so that she could pull his jeans and underwear down. He lifted his hips enough to allow her to pull them halfway down his thighs, and yet he maintained tempo and missed but a single note. His cock, young and hard, sprang up to slap his belly when freed, and Deirdre took its strength in with her eyes.
Davy's cock was long, slightly curved, and slim. The head was pale and arrow-head shaped, with a pointed tip. Once freed, a long drool of pre-cum began to bubble out and Deirdre reached out to wrap her fingers around his shaft, near the tip, and stroked the warm fluid down his shaft, finding the tempo of the music and sending it through his manhood.
"Oooohhh!" Davy moaned as she stroked him. He had to concentrate hard to play the music, to maintain the beat, and Deirdre was well aware that he would blast off at any moment. She wanted this lesson to remain with him for the rest of his life, and bringing him to his inevitable climax along with the music was tantamount to her sinful plan.
"Just sit back and enjoy," she smiled up at him, and as the horns blew to start the 14th melody, Deirdre bent her head into his lap, and engulfed his cock with her mouth.
"Oooohhh, god!" Davy grunted as Deirdre's mouth dropped down his shaft and then, with her lips tight around his flesh, she began to bob her head up and down his cock. Again, she found the tempo, the music powerful in her ears, and worked her young student's manhood with her lips and tongue in time with the music. Unable to concentrate, Davy dropped the violin to the floor beside him and laid his hands atop Deirdre's head. He took hold of her red hair as her head moved up and down with the music. His entire body began to tingle, and then tremble, as the older woman gave him more pleasure than he'd ever before experienced in his entire life.
"Oooohhh, that feels so good!" he moaned, and she purred delightfully around his knob. She looked up to see his face, his mouth open and eyes shut as he enjoyed her oral pleasures.
Deirdre was quite familiar with the hair-trigger a young man had when it came to having his cock sucked, especially for the first dozen times or so. Conor had been that way when she had taken to sucking him off in his bedroom. She had never shied away from having a mouthful of cum. She had learned from her husband many years ago that the act of sucking down a man's sperm gave her lover such pleasure that he would do for her just about anything, with the promise of future blow jobs always on the horizon. As Davy's cock was warmed by her mouth for the first time, she could already taste his pre-cum, and it was tangy. She knew it wouldn't be long for him, not the way he was already panting and puffing. She had barely settled into a comfortable rhythm when his cock began to pulse wildly in her mouth.
"Ooohh! Oh, god! Oh, god!" Davy croaked as he pushed his hips upward to force his dick even deeper into her mouth. The music rose in volume around them as Deirdre backed up his shaft until only his pulsing, spitting head remained wrapped in her lips. Hot, creamy boy-seed flooded her mouth and as she enjoyed the feel of the sticky cum flooding her mouth and coating her tongue, she hummed to the crescendo of the music.
"Aaaahhh!" Davy moaned as the vibrations raced up his shaft and though his balls. It almost hurt, such was the intensity of his orgasm. He'd never had his cock sucked before, and this first time was absolutely mind-blowing. He held the red-head tight to his lap, forcing his dick a little deeper as he continued to shoot off, even as his cock grew steady more sensitive.
In time with the final, heavy beats of Bolero, Deirdre gulped and swallowed, enjoying the feel of warmth as the slime slipped down her throat. Her mouth refilled quickly and she tried to keep up, but she was unable to swallow fast enough. Her lips couldn't maintain their grip and a large wad of Davy's cum bubbled out and dribbled into his tangled dark pubic hairs.
"Oooohhh," Davy was moaning as Deirdre gulped and gulped. She had her lips tight around the upper shaft of his cock as the knob spewed another healthy load against her tongue. She managed to suck down the remainder of his initial release, and began to lap up that which had escaped. Her slurping was loud and lewd, and in time with the music he noticed, and every stroke of her tongue to his flesh made Davy tremble.
The conservatory was quiet, with the exception of the heavy breathing both were making. The music had reached its climactic conclusion, a fitting soundtrack to Davy's newest experience.
With a final lick up the length of his shaft, Deirdre settled back on her knees and smiled up at her young pupil. Cum dripped from her lips, and she smeared at it with a finger, before licking it clean. After another moment, she asked, "Did you like that, Davy?" His response was a jerking nod. "Would you like to do something more?" Again, a nod from her pupil.
Deirdre still held his cock softly in her hand, and she noticed that there was still quite a bit of firmness in it. She resumed stroking it up and down, smearing the remnants of is cum along its shaft. This she would use as lubrication for what she had in mind next for him.
"Join me on the floor here," Deirdre told him, and like an obedient puppy, Davy slipped off of the chair and sat on the hard, carpeted floor, facing her. She untied his sneakers and removed them. Next, she pulled his jeans and underwear completely away. She pulled his ankles towards her and to the side, opening his thighs for her. Davy leaned back onto is hands as she leaned forward towards his cock once again. Instead of lowering her mouth to his cock, she leaned closer and pressed her mouth to his. She kissed him deeply, though he only shyly responded. She would have to teach him how to kiss, she realized.
"Lay back," she whispered into his mouth, and again Davy responded as a student should for his instructor. Deirdre stayed close to him as he lay back, and was now above him on her hands and knees, with her heavy breasts hanging down and brushing against his chest. Even though the fabric of his polo shirt he could feel the hard buds of her nipples as they dragged against him. She grinned down at him, seeing him shudder beneath her as she began to sway to the side and back again, making her nipples trace across his chest and him gasp excitedly. She, too, felt a tingle race up through her breasts and straight down to her aching, needy pussy. She was enjoying herself whole heartedly and wondered why she had put off seducing young men for so long.
It wasn't long before she noticed that his youthful cock was once again strong and willing, and poking up into her lower belly. Deirdre reached between their bodies to grip it in her hand. "Are you ready to become a man, Davy?" she asked. "Are you ready to feel the warmth of a woman gripping your manhood with her sex?" Even as she asked, she lowered her hips and pressed down against his cock-head. "Are you ready to lose your virginity to me? Are you ready to fuck a woman with this wonderful cock of yours?" He nodded excitedly as the feel of her sexual heat raced up his shaft. The tickle of her pubic fur made him shudder, until her felt the opening of her vagina wrap around his knob.
"Oooohhh, shit!" he growled as his body entered another for the first time in his short life.
Deirdre settled back and down, taking Davy's curved cock into her vagina inch by inch, until she felt her ass cheeks settle onto his thighs. She was moaning, as was he beneath her. She looked into his face and saw a startled boy, but also an excited young man. His hands went to her hips and he rolled his upward, forcing another full inch into her belly from below.
"That's it," she sighed. She rose up a few inches, and as she again dropped to him, she sighed, "Fuck me, Davy." She began to rise and lower herself upon is cock, and after a few strokes he was humping upward into her, meeting her with every thrust. Deirdre pushed up and back, sitting astride Davy's lap, and then she rose up and began to bounce hard upon his long dick. "Ooohh, so good, baby! So good!"
Deirdre reached back and placed her hands on his lower legs as she fucked Davy with her pussy. She was giving his a full on view of her red-furred, pink-lipped cunt riding up and down his shaft, and he was watching every stroke intently. He held her knees in his hands and rocked his hips in time with hers as she fucked herself upon his rigid member. Her heavy breasts bounced and swung on her chest as she impaled herself upon Davy's pole.
Again Deirdre leaned forward and as she continued to ride his cock, she swung her tits into Davy's face. "Suck my tits, Davy," she instructed. "Suck my tits while you fuck my pussy."
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Davy realized that, although he was doing little to fuck her pussy, he enjoyed sucking on her tits. Deirdre had big nipples that he could latch onto, and as her left breast swung over his face, he captured the nipple with his lips. He bit down gently with his teeth, making Deirdre gasped, and sucked hard to pull the entire nipple and its surrounding areola into his mouth.
"Yes, so good," she sighed and settled her hips down fully onto Davy, pulling his cock high into her vagina. She twisted her hips and rocked back and forth, enjoying the feel of his mouth on her boob as well as his cock stirring up her juices. "So very good, young man," she purred. "You are learning quickly."
He let her tit swing free and dropped his head back to the floor. "Oh, oh, aaahh!" Davy moaned beneath her with every decent of her pussy down his length. "This feels so good," he croaked.
Deirdre stopped moving and leaned down to kiss his forehead. "I'm sorry to say, not many girls your age have the experience or desires that we older gals have, Davy." Deirdre whispered. She tweaked her vaginal muscles to give his shaft a squeeze. He moaned again, a deeper growl than before.
Deirdre slowly lifted her hips, and then watched the expression of pleasure that crossed his face as she slowly descended down Davy's length once again.
"If you like this, and maybe want a little more," she whispered, "I know a few other women like me who enjoy young men like you, Davy."
Deirdre stopped and settled onto him for a moment. She stroked his face with her hands and said, "You have so much to learn, Davy. And I want to teach you so much. I do so hope we can continue this for some time. I would love having you in my class." She leaned down and kissed him on the forehead, and then on the mouth. She felt his cock twitch inside her as her tongue flicked across his lips. She pushed upward and then slowly eased herself off of him. The look of surprise and disappointment that crossed his face then made her giggle.
"Don't worry," she assured him. "We aren't done quite yet. We still have a little time."
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Deirdre moved to sit at the edge of the raised dais along the far wall of the conservatory and waved for him to join her. Deirdre had directed many ensembles of young music students over her tenure from this dais, and now she was directing a possible protégé, she mused, in some slightly different music.
His eyes locked to her beautiful nudity, Davy leaped to his feet, pulling his polo shirt off as he went. His wet cock bounced before him as he joined his tutor. Deirdre parted her legs as he approach, and watched his eyes go down between them. She looked up at Davy, who was watching her intently, and reached for his hands. Once he had settled between her parted thighs on his knees, she reached down and took a gentle grip of his manhood. She stroked the cream left behind by her aching pussy along the boy's length, and then she guided his cock once again into contact with her pussy. Her red pubes tickled his crown as she brushed him up and down, until her slot opened invitingly. Davy looked on until he saw her place the tip against her hole, and he pushed his hips forward.
"That's it, enter me, Davy," Deirdre sighed as he did just that. He slipped inside smoothly and bottomed out quickly. Her legs drew up and around his waist as he dropped to her, planting his hands to either side as his cock began to move once again within her.
"That's it. That's it," she panted, stroking his back as she purred. "Play me, Davy. Bring me to a climax that would make Mozart proud!"
As he worked, Davy was again panting, the feel of a woman's vagina wrapped around his cock overwhelming his senses. He had jacked himself many times, in the shower or in his bed, and his fist had never sent such waves of delight through him as Deirdre's pussy was. He looked into her eyes and smiled. He was falling in love with this woman, he knew it, but hadn't she initiated this? Hadn't Mrs. Sullivan been the one to seduce him? Hadn't she started all of this? Davy didn't care right then. Not when she was giving him such pleasures. Not when she was allowing him to make love to her.



"Oh, Mrs. Sullivan," Davy panted, "this feels so good."
"Call me Deirdre, Davy," she insisted. "When we make love, you will call me Deirdre. When we make music together, you will call me Deirdre. When you make me cum, you will call me Deirdre."
"Yes, Ma'am, oh yes! Yes! Oh, god, Deirdre!" Davy began to drive harder and deeper into her, and Deirdre responded with panting and grunting of her own that grew in intensity with his thrusts. Soon, both were sweating, grunting, and huffing for breath as their climaxes began to build.
"Oh, Davy! Davy! My sweet boy! You fuck me so good," Deirdre panted in time with his thrusts. Her fingers dug into his tight little ass cheeks as he rammed down into her.
"Uuungh, uunngh, uunngh!" Davy grunted. His cock began to throb. His ears were ringing and he felt his balls tightening. He was ever so close, and wanted to send his semen blasting into this wonderful, wonderfully sexy older woman. He had never before considered having sex with any woman older than he was, and yet here he was, having sex for the first time in his life and with a woman older than his own mother! It was fantastic, and Davy knew then that he would enjoy better sex with older women much more than girls his own age.
"I'm going to cum," Davy panted. His eyes locked with Deirdre's for a moment then, as if he were asking for her permission to not only climax, but to climax within her.
"Yes, Davy! Yes, give me your cum. Cum inside me. Cum for me." Deirdre reached between their bellies and found her clit with her fingers. She began to frantically rub at her clit hoping to climax with him, and as she began to feel Davy's cock pulse within her, she began to feel her own climax peak. "Oh! Davy! Davy! Davy!" she panted as her vaginal walls began to tremble around his pulsing cock, milking him.
"Unnggh! Uuunnggh! Aaaaggghhhh!" Davy croaked as his orgasm erupted, sending hot boy cream high into Deirdre's willing pussy. He pushed his dick deep inside her and held it there, his hands gripping her thighs tightly as his balls emptied within her womb.
Deirdre panted and moaned on the dais, wiggling her hips in an effort to stir his spitting cock inside her. She felt his semen warming her and her pussy trembled around is shaft. Her orgasm was wonderful, but not as powerful as she had hoped for. Still, as Davy began to relax atop her and soften within her, Deirdre knew that the next time would be better. He had much to learn and she wanted to teach him so much. Already, she was imagining what might be in store the next time they met.
Both of them were still panting for breath as Davy's cock was ejected from Deirdre's cunt. A wave of thick cum, the results of such a heavy load the boy had sent into her began to dribble out of her hole. She tightened herself to hold his offering within. Across the room, a cell phone chimed.
"That'll be your aunt," Deirdre informed him. She rolled to her side, her heavy breasts tumbling to the side, and propped herself up looking at Davy as he began to retrieve his clothing. She remained where she was, enjoying the sight of the young man who had become her young lover dress and gather up his instrument.
"If you stick with your music, young man," Deirdre said as she took up a more authoratative tone, "then we will indeed enjoy many, many more sessions such as this, in the future."
Davy had already reverted to his original shy self by the time he had himself put back together. With little more than a "Thank you, Mrs. Sullivan", he slipped through the door and was gone.
Later that evening, Marilyn had called. "Did Davy have a good session? He said you've been really pushing him, and he's learned a lot. He mentioned that you had him playing Bolero. That's an interesting selection." Marilyn, Deirdre knew from past experience, tended to run on. "My hope is that he will find a deeper interest in his music. Playing such intricate pieces, even just as teaching aides, I would think might tend to put the boy off."
"Yes, it was another good session," Deirdre replied once she had an opening to. "Davy has shown me a lot of promise." she added with a grin. "I really think he has learned so much about himself, and the music he is capable of handling and performing, that I think that with just a little more encouragement from myself, he will be very keen on the idea of continuing with his musical career."
"I hope you are right, dear," Marilyn replied. "I'm planning on talking with his parents this weekend. I plan to commit myself to funding his education, and I would be so disappointed if he were to cut and run, so to say, at the first sign of difficulties."
"Marilyn please rest assured. I have that boy's best interests at heart. We will continue with our sessions through the summer, as planned, and by the start of the school year he will have doubts about his future." Deirdre didn't feel the need to inform Marilyn that his education was now being motivated by his "little conductor". "I'll be seeing Davy again, next Tuesday," Deirdre said. "He will be ready to work just as hard as he did today, Marilyn."
"That's so wonderful," Marilyn replied. "I'm just so thrilled that you were able to pick him up. I don't know if he was getting the right encouragement from your sister, I'm sorry to say."
"Rest assured, Marilyn. He's going to be getting plenty of encouragement from me, from here on out."
Deirdre hung up with her friend, and checking the time on the wall clock, she gave her husband a call. Geoff had informed her that he would be home that evening and would be taking her out to dinner at the Golf Club. She had plans for him after dinner. She really did love her husband, and even though young Davy had given her pleasures of the youth that afternoon, Geoff still had what it took to get her into a screaming, howling fit, even if it was only once or twice a month anymore. Davy had gotten her fires lit, and now she was ready to have her husband fan those flames into an inferno.
"Hello, Geoff? I'm horny. I'm on my way home and I want you to fuck the living daylights out of me. Then, we can go to dinner. How's that sound?"
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 9
Gloria's Tales -- Part 2
Outside, the night was turbulent. The storm system working its way down the coast had finally arrived in Regal Bay. Winds gusted, ripping at the limbs of the trees standing in Gloria's backyard as well as those that lined the fairways of the golf course beyond. Rain lashed at the windows of her home, at times loud enough to drown out the jazz that played in the master bedroom. She stood looking out through the reinforced glass of the balcony doors, her nakedness covered by a floor-length robe. She held a glass of wine in her hand. The room behind her was dark save for the soft glow of a bedside lamp.
Gloria sipped at the white wine, and then turned when the bathroom door opened. Kurt Steiner, the man whom she had shared her bed with that evening, emerged from the light. He had on a long pair of sleeping pants and nothing else. Behind him, the sharp white light of the bathroom was muted by the wall of steam his recent hot shower had created. He rolled into the big bed and slipped under the covers.
"Coming back to bed, Gloria?" he asked in is deep, husky voice. Kurt was a tenured professor at Regal Bay University, one of the true artists who taught at the school. Kurt was a well-known master of the graphite medium, having several hundred of his works copied and hung in offices and home the world over. Although Kurt had dabbled in color, his true skill remained in the basics of pencil-work, blending, and shading. For most of his 57 years Kurt had been a fleeting artist, content with making his works in his own time, in his own style.
Kurt had come to Regal Bay nearly thirty years ago, and in order to pay for his lifestyle, he needed to earn money. To that end, Gloria had offered him the position at the university, through her mother-in-law-in-law of course. Gloria had been fascinated by his works, and with his offer to draw her, the resulting portrait was all the resume she needed. The next drawing of her he did, she had been convinced to pose nude for him. It wasn't until after the work had been completed that Gloria went to his bed.
Gloria and Kurt had been regular lovers since her late-husband's passing. She was a decade older than her, but that never mattered to Kurt. She was but one of several lovers he had, ranging in age from her own 67 years, to the 20-somethings he instructed in the arts at the university. Kurt was one of several men she had, also ranging in age across a couple of generations.
Gloria turned to consider his invitation, but in that moment a bright flash of lightening lit up the sky behind her, silhouetting her. The blast of thunder came a moment later, but she wasn't startled. Instead, she moved away from the balcony doors. As she neared the bed, she dropped the robe away, leaving her nude before her lover. Kurt's eyes took in her well-aged beauty, from the heavy sag of her breasts with their thick, dark nipples pointing towards the foot of the bed, to the dark triangle of the forest at the top of her long, deeply tanned legs. Her long black hair hung well past the small of her back, to tickle the top of her ass-crack as she walked naked to the bed.
Kurt loved the exotic beauty that showed in Gloria. He had drawn her several times over the years, and she was immortalized in two paintings that now hung at the university. A third was in the works at his private studio, destined for a gallery in New York. Of the three, only the one that hung in the university atrium had Gloria in anything other than her naked flesh.
Gloria climbed into the bed from the foot, going to her knees as she went. She moved to straddle Kurt's feet, and as she continued up, she also pulled the sheet away. Beneath, Kurt's manhood had again firmed up and tented the front of the sleep pants her wore. When within her reach, Gloria tugged the pants downward, allowing Kurt's cock to spring upward.
"Twice in one night?" he asked, surprised. "I must have been better than I thought."
As Gloria again straddled his manhood and aligned it with her entry, she grinned down. "I'm just giving you a second chance to satisfy my needs, Kurt," she snickered, and then dropped with ease down the length of the cock that had so recently brought her to back-to-back orgasms. "God, that feels great," she moaned towards the ceiling. Kurt's hands went to her breasts and massaged her flesh as she began to ride him again.
Twenty minutes later, Gloria finally rolled into the mattress beside Kurt. Both were breathing heavily from their exertions. It had been many years since Kurt had managed a second climax of his own, and with Gloria's wonderful vagina milking him, he was now as drained as he'd ever been.
"Christ All-Mighty! That was some of your best work, Gloria," Kurt panted. "What's gotten into you? Why the sudden insatiability?"
Gloria continued to breathe deeply, not answering him until some minutes later. Even then, she only said, "I had a craving, is all. I wanted to get fucked, and you're the only cock in the house right now. So I used you to my satisfaction." Although she wanted to project herself as a bitch sometimes, it rarely came off that way to those around her. Especially to those who knew her best.
"Well, I hope you're satisfied, my lady, for I have withered and fear another round might just be the end of me!" Both laughed at Kurt's attempt at dramatic effect. They curled up tight together and soon fell into a shared slumber. As always, Kurt's dreams were full of abstracts. Colors, figures, shapes. Gloria, on the other hand, often dreamed about her life, most notably her sex-life. At times they were pure imagination. Other times, they were replays of events that held special memories for her.
That night had been the anniversary of the death of her husband, Hugo. At the time, Gloria had only just turned 40. Hugo, just a month away from his 60th birthday, had been declared "in good health" by his doctor. Three weeks later, he died in his sleep. Rumors persisted that he had died "a true man's death", while having sex with Gloria. It was true that they had in fact made love that day, but at the time Hugo died, Gloria had been out with her mother-in-law-in-law Greta. She found him that night when she arrived home.
For all of the shock Hugo's death had been to her, Gloria rarely thought about that night. Instead, she always remembered the good times they shared, with each other or with friends and family. Considering Hugo had been a true sexual deviant and maestro, it was understandable that most of the time Gloria spent remembering her late husband, sex was central in the discussion. Or dream.
That night, Gloria dreamed of her 40th birthday. It had been the last she shared with Hugo. It had been the birthday that he shared her, without himself indulging.
***
Gloria was now entering middle age, or so her co-workers at the Regal Bay Resort reminded her all that day. She had been working as the resort events planner for some time and that afternoon her schedule had been light. Gloria had stuck around for a while after for a party some of her co-workers had thrown her. Gloria had a few drinks, and by the time she headed for home, she was feeling pretty good. She had gotten a call from her husband earlier in the day, letting her know that he had a birthday surprise for her waiting at home. Gloria expected something nice and romantic, and Hugo had made it sound as if it was just between the two of them. Was she ever wrong in that assumption.
So it was that Gloria wasn't all that surprised when she showed up at her house and found the note her husband had told her would be waiting for her, stuck to the refrigerator with a magnet. It read, "Be our guest in the guest house, where your present patiently awaits." Knowing that her husband would still be at work for a few more hours at least, Gloria made her way to the guest house across the expanse of back lawn. The small building usually went vacant, since the majority of the time their guests stayed in the main house. However, this smaller building did get some use, usually as a playground for the numerous children and grand-children that visited during the summer months. This afternoon, however, it would be used as a slightly different playground.
When Gloria walked in, she found her son-in-law sitting stark raving naked in the center of the bed that sat in the corner in the cabin-style building's main room. Somewhat surprised by him, though it wasn't the first time she'd seen Walter Bryant naked, it was the fact that Ginger's husband sat with three other young men, all Walter's mid-twenty-something age, in the big bed that had entertained half a dozen grand-children, as well as an orgy or two. Walter sat in the middle, with one to his side nearer her, and two sat on the far side of him, all completely naked, and all stroking their youthful cocks as she walked in.
"Oh, my!" Gloria gasped as she took in the sight before her. "I hope I'm not interrupting anything...strange?"
"Happy birthday, Gloria!" Walter chimed with a grin.
"Happy birthday," the three others echoed.
"So, I see Hugo got me a gangbang for my birthday surprise, is that it?" Gloria said, looking towards her son-in-law, but taking in each of the other three as well. "I'm assuming, that is, that all of this fine young meat is for me, for my birthday?"
"If you'd like, we can dress and you can unwrap us?" Walter grinned, though he wagged his cock in her direction.
Gloria gave each of the men a casual once-over. She recognized two of the others, friends of Walter and Ginger's. At the far end, Gloria recognized one of her son-in-law's best friends, Ron Thomas. She'd never seen him naked before, and now she noted that he was well hung, and completely shaved. Gloria also recognized the young man closest to her as Perry Freeman. Perry and been her daughter Gina's high school boyfriend for a time. The sight of his lengthy cock, fisted in his stroking hand, made her wonder why Gina had ever let him get away. It was beautiful. She'd have to find out why Gina had stopped seeing him, she mused.
The last boy, seated next to Walter was unknown to her. He was bearded and had the mischievous look of a bard to him. He also looked slightly stoned. His eyelids drooped slightly, and his gaze never seemed to leave her chest. He had a darker complexion that the rest, maybe with a little Greek blood in him, she imagined. It had been a while since she'd had a little Greek in her, she grinned.
Seeing his mother-in-law appraising his friends, Walter made introductions. "You know Perry and Ron," he said, giving each of them a slight wave, and they offered one themselves, with their free hands. "This is Don Hoyt," he introduced the third, bearded young stud. "He's a friend of ours from school," he added as an explanation. Gloria was later to learn that all four of the young men, including her son-in-law, had enjoyed the exotic sexual samplings of Perry's mother, Penelope, on several occasions. This would not be their first time lying side-by-side naked on a bed.
"Where's Ginger?" Gloria asked her son-in-law as she continued to take in the sight before her of four handsome young men, naked and stroking themselves before her.
"Ginger went to the beach with a couple of her friends," Walter explained. "I asked her to give us an hour, at least," he added.
Gloria smiled broadly, and as she removed her cinch-belt and pulled her basic red dress up and over her head, she asked, "So you think an hour will be enough time?" She tossed the dress to the floor and let the boys take in her body. She was still pretty attractive she felt for a forty-year old mother, but she did have a little belly swell. She still wore her red panties and bra, as well as black thigh-length stockings, all part of her work outfit. Her breasts were held high and firm by her dd-cups and for the quartet of young men before her, they were an awesome sight. Gloria's hair, bleached a golden blonde at that time, was a little longer than shoulder length, and she had been letting it grow out. It was curling as it lengthened as well. Gloria thought she looked pretty good, all in all.
Gloria stepped out of her black shoes and asked, "So, who's first?" as she crawled onto the big bed's foot end and knelt before the four young men. She reached back and popped the clasp of her bra, letting it fall away to reveal her heavy breasts. She got nothing but shit-eating grins and glances between the four, so she took hold of Ron's hand and pulled him up to his knees. "Let's go, Ron," she insisted. "I've wanted to taste your dick for a while now."
"Oh, hell, yeah!" Ron gasped as Gloria, a woman he'd admired for a while, positioned him on his knees, and then replaced his stroking hand with her own.
"I hope you like this," she smiled up at him as she leaned over onto her elbows and wrapped her lips around the pink knob of his cock.
"Oh, hell, yeah!" Ron echoed himself as Gloria's tongue began to tickle the tip, and a moment later her mouth began to descend down his shaft.
"Jesus, Dude!" Don gasped as he watched from close beside them. "Your mother-in-law is so fucking awesome! I can't believe you were telling the truth!"
Behind her upraised hips, Gloria felt someone moving. She glanced back and saw Perry kneeling there, jacking his dick quickly as he looked down at her ass. Walter reached out then, as Gloria continued to slurp on Ron's dick, and took hold of her red panties. A moment later, her son-in-law shoved her underwear down her thighs, and she helped him pull them free from her legs, all the while holding Ron's cock with her lips.
"Fuck her, Perry," she heard Walter say. "I know you've been wanting to have her. Now you can take her, just like you had Gina."
Not that Perry needed any encouragement. With Gloria's ass raised and the dark tangle of her trimmed pubic fur below her winking pink asshole, Perry was more than eager to stuff his dick inside her pussy. A moment later, he did just that.
"Uummmffff!" Gloria gasped around Ron's cock as Perry entered her with a smooth, steady thrust. Her pussy was wedged open, almost painfully at first. Her juices hadn't flowed quite enough as yet, and Perry had to retreat and lunge back into her to drive a little deeper, again and again. It took his four thrusts until he was fully buried inside her vagina, and by then Gloria's pussy was juicing steadily.
"God! She'd so fucking tight!" Perry gasped as he held his cock inside her trembling pussy chute. "I can't believe she's a mother. So much tighter than mine."
"A Bourbon Street whore is tighter than your mom!" Walter laughed. "I've had both, remember?"
"Uuummm!" Gloria moaned with pleasure as Perry's cock began to rock in her slowly, an inch at a time. She felt hands on her ass and back, and then one of her tits, hanging heavily beneath her chest, was cupped and squeezed. She felt her body warming quickly to this wonderful birthday gift her husband had set up for her.
Gloria sucked and slurped on Ron's cock a full minute longer, and then he pulled away. Her son-in-law stepped up and presented his familiar cock for her oral pleasures, and she gave him a warm, loving smile as she wrapped her fingers around his shaft, and then her lips around his cock. She slurped him down smoothly, while beside her, Don again gasped in amazement.
"Oh, my, sweet mother!" Don laughed. "She's sucking your dick, Dude! Your mother-in-law really is sucking your dick! Damn, I wish mine would do that. Oh, man, I've got to get my mother-in-law to suck my dick!"
"Maybe my mom will convince her," Perry offered, as he steadily fucked Gloria from behind.
Gloria listened and learned, discovering a little more about her son-in-law's sex life, something she hadn't known much about at all she realized, even as she gulped down his cock. Gloria knew Penelope Wood, though not well. As for whom Don's mother-in-law was, she had no idea. However, she made a mental note to ask around, even as her own son-in-law's cock began to bang into her tonsils. She loved exploring his cock with her tongue, and she licked up and down his shaft, across his crown and veins, around his balls and under them, all the while enjoying the long dick slipping in and out of her ever-dampening pussy.
A minute later, Perry's cock slipped from her pussy at the same time as Walter's slipped out of her mouth. She looked up, realizing that the four were rotating around her. Don positioned his darker fleshed cock at her lips, and she opened wide to allow him in. As her tongue slipped down his shaft, she felt Ron's cock sliding into her pussy, so recently vacated by Perry, who now knelt beside Don. She reached up and wrapped her fingers around his dick, which was greasy with her pussy cream, and began to stroke him in time with the cock thrusting up her cunt. She felt her hanging tits grabbed hold of and knew it was her son-in-law. A second later, Walter rolled onto his back and slipped beneath her, to suck at her tits from below. She loved it! She was the center of a birthday gangbang and loved every moment, and inch, of it.
Gloria held Don's cock-head in her mouth, her lips tight just beyond the crown, and swirled her tongue over and around its spongy globe. She cupped his hairy balls and stroked her fingers up the insides of his thighs, making the young Indian moan with pleasure. Meanwhile, Ron was slamming her pussy with his cock, his heavy balls smacking across her bulging clit with every thrust and sending sharp, delightful jolts of pleasure through her own body. Her moans were muted by Don's mouth-filling cock.
"Yeah, suck his cock, Mom!" Walter hissed into her ear, just before he began to kiss and nibble at her earlobe. She hummed, excited by her son-in-law's oral attention. She hoped he shove his tongue somewhere other than into her ear later.
Gloria let the cock fall free of her mouth and turned to kiss her son-in-law, who was surprised but reciprocated warmly. When they parted, Gloria moaned, "Oh, thank you for this, Walt! I really needed this, ooohhhh, god I really did!" she added as Ron delivered a rapid series of thrusts into her cunt. She dropped her head and moaned through an orgasm, "Oooohhhhhhmmmmmm!" that was cut short when Perry tilted her head up and presented his cock to her parted lips.
"Feed meeeee!" Gloria moaned, still climaxing upon Ron's cock. Perry pulled her head to his crotch, forcing his cock between her lips and down her throat. "Unngggffff!" Gloria gulped.
"Your mother-in-law is such a fucking awesome cock-sucker," Don told Walter as he moved towards her upraised ass and await his turn pounding her pussy.
"Don't I know it!" Walter grinned, and then playfully smacked her juggling ass cheeks as Ron grunted harder while thrusting deeper. "I still haven't figured out who's a better fuck. Ginger or Gloria."
"Her cunt is so fucking good, I'm going to cum soon!" Ron grunted. "I'm going to fill her up, Walter. I'm going to spunk your mother-in-law real good!"
"Do it, Ron!" Perry encouraged.
"Yeah! Cum in her!" Don added.
"Go ahead! She's protected," Walter informed his friend. "Fill her up and move aside. She's got three more loads to take before her birthday bang's over!"
"Uuummm!" was Gloria's delighted response to her son-in-law's news. And even as she hummed around Perry's big dick, she felt Ron's tool pulsing along her vaginal chute. A moment later, he announced his climax with a roar that filled the room with cheers, and her pussy with hot semen.
"Ooohh, yeeessss!" Ron groaned as his cum jetted into Gloria's willing womb. Three thick pulses later and he felt his knob coated in cream. He pulled back, and then after a brief hesitation, slammed back into her. "Fuck, yeah!" he grunted, holding his cock deep within Gloria's cunt as the last of his cum shot up through his shaft and into her. He pulled away again, finally spent and his cock quickly losing its strength. He rolled from the bed and staggered across the room to drop his naked ass into the near-by the sofa. He was panting as he watched Don quickly move in to shove his dark-fleshed cock into Gloria's cum-dripping snatch. A thick wad of Ron's load dropped to the sheet covering the mattress between her knees as a man she barely knew began to fuck her with deep, steady thrusts. The sounds of her dripping cunt slurping along Don's cock were echoing the sounds of her mouth slurping along Perry's.



For the next several minutes Walter knelt beside Gloria, cupping her hanging tits and stroking her naked back, as Don fucked her from behind and Perry feed her his cock. Gloria was in heaven, enjoying every inch the young men were giving her. And then Perry asked, "When are you going to fuck her?"
"I can wait until you guys have had your fun," Walter replied. "It's not like I haven't fucked her before."
"Come on, Walter!" Ron insisted. "I want to see you fuck your mother-in-law, man!"
"Yeah!" the others chimed in. Don slipped out of her and gave her ass a light smack, adding, "Come on, fuck her!"
Gloria let Perry's cock fall free and turned to look at her son-in-law. "Come on, Walt, let's give these guys a show!" She was already pushing her little son-in-law back, until he was leaning back against the headboard. She moved to straddle his thighs, turning her ass to him, and positioned her dripping cunt slit above his upright cock. "Line me up," she told him.
With Walter holding his cock up and the pink knob against his mother-in-law's slit, Gloria wiggled her hips slightly, and then dropped down her son-in-law's shaft. "Oooohhh," Gloria moaned as her son-in-law's meat parted her vaginal walls. "Soooo, good!"
"Uuummm," Walter echoed as her folds enveloped his shaft to the very base.
"Oh man!" Perry called out. "Damn!" Don added. "Fuck, yeah!" Ron added. It wasn't as if they had never seen a son-in-law fuck his mother-in-law before. It was just that they had always figured Walter to be making it up. His mother-in-law, a woman nearly two decades older, just couldn't be into fucking him. They were now proven wrong.
"Jeez! I guess all that shit he's been slinging is for real!" Perry laughed. Gloria began to ride her son-in-law's dick and bounced upon his lap as the three others looked on. She looked up and saw a waving cock belonging to Don and took hold of it with her hand. She pulled him closer and slurped it back into her mouth as her son-in-law drove up into her cunt with rapid, shallow thrusts.
Perry reached out and between their bodies to play with Gloria's budding clit as she held herself stationary above her son-in-law. Walter had a hard grip on her hips as he rammed his cock upward into her, bouncing his ass against the mattress. Gloria moaned around the dick in her mouth, and after a few last licks, she turned to pull Ron's cock back into her mouth. She tasted the remains of his earlier orgasm, and slurped up each tasty morsel. She jacked his dick hard and fast and was rewarded with a mouthful of clear pre-cream. Ron responded with a low moan of pleasure and a tug at her blonde hair to force a little more dick into her throat.
"Let me get back into that pussy," Don insisted. Walter dropped his hips and pushed Gloria a bit higher to allow his cock to slip out of her pussy. Don straddled Walter's knees and pushed Gloria forward. A moment later his cock slipped smoothly up her chute, so recently filled by Walter's, and Don began to fuck her with hard jabs that nearly had her head banging against the headboard.
"Oh, fuck! This is great!" Don gasped.
Perry and Ron stood to either side of Gloria as she bounced back onto Don's cock. The box springs were protesting loudly and the entire unit was moving, alternating between banging against the wall and scooting out away from it. Walter slithered out from under Gloria and retreated from the scene. He walked casually naked into the small kitchen and retrieved a cold six-pack of Heineken's from the refrigerator.
As he was away, Gloria again switched lovers, and upon Walter's return he found her being drilled by Perry's big dick from behind, with Ron's in her mouth and Don's in her fist. As he popped open his first beer, Walter watched his mother-in-law switch from sucking Ron to sucking Don. He continued watching his mother-in-law enjoy herself for a few gulps of his beer, and then suggested, "Why don't you work her ass, Perry? Gloria likes getting butt-fucked, and I know you like butt-fucking your mom. Stick your pecker up her ass and get her loosened up, ready for the grand finale."
Gloria let Ron's cock fall free of her mouth and looked first to her son-in-law and then to Perry. "Can I?" He asked, politely. "Can I fuck you, up the ass, Mrs. Van Winkle?"
"I guess Walt's told you boys a lot about me." She saw Walter's grin, knowing he had something else in mind still. She even began to suspect what it was. She looked back to Perry and asked, "How would you like me?"
"Do her like you did your mom the other night," Ron offered.
"Hey! You fucked your mom after the game?" Don asked. "And I wasn't invited?"
"It was a spur of the moment thing," Perry replied.
"Here, lay on your side, like this," Perry told Gloria. She rolled to her side and Don moved aside to let Perry drop down behind her, spooning her. He nudged his dick-head into the crack of her ass, but Gloria protested.
"Hey, I think we need a little prep-work back there," she insisted.
"Here," Walter said and tossed a bottle of KY jelly to his friend. Perry quickly popped the top and shot a thick helping onto the shaft of his cock, which he began to work along its length. Meanwhile, Don took the bottle and aimed at his her ass crack. He pushed her upper knee forward and up to open her crotch up. He next laid out a thick blob against her pink anus and began to work it in with his finger.
"Oooooo," Gloria moaned as Don worked the cool cream around and into her asshole. He knew how to relax her, and a moment later Don's fingers were replaced by Perry's cock-head. He pushed as she did, and his knob popped through her tight sphincter ring.
"Aaaahhh!" she cried out as the fat dick penetrated her rectum. As she moaned, Ron pulled her head around to his lap, as he'd settled in beside her, and stuffed his cock between her lips.
"Ooohh, yeah! Just like Saturday night!" Perry grunted. Even as Ron began to push and tug Gloria's face up and down his cock shaft, Perry began to run is cock in and out of her asshole. Gloria felt the sharp spikes of pain upon the penetration, but she had taken dozens of cocks up her ass many times over the years and knew how to relax. Soon she was enjoying it as much as the man who's cock was rutting her.
Perry held her ass cheeks apart as he slowly worked his dick in and out of her ass. Gloria enjoyed the way he felt up her ass, and envied his mother. If all of Gloria's lovers worked her ass this gently and smoothly, she'd do it more often. Even Hugo wasn't quite this gentle with her. She hoped her son-in-law was taking notes, since she wanted him next.
Meanwhile, she slurped and tongue-swirled Ron's cock. She loved sucking cock and the more the merrier in her book. Four different cocks between her lips so far that evening, and she still had a birthday dinner party to attend later that night. She could gobble up at least another half-dozen before her birthday was over. Until then, she still had at least three more loads of hot young man cream to pull out.
"Damn! It's so hot watching you get your ass fucked!" Walter gasped as he crawled back onto the pull-out. He'd finished up his beer, and now Don was gulping one down. She let Ron's cock free and pulled Walter's meat to her lips. She gulped him down quickly and began to jack Ron's dick in her fist. Walter grab up handfuls of his mother-in-law's hair and began to roughly face-fuck her, mirroring Perry's thrusts up her ass.
"Let me get some of that ass," Don demanded after smacking Perry's naked, thrusting buttocks.
"You sure you even know how?" Walter asked with a laugh. Perry rolled away after slipping easily from Gloria's clenching rectum. Her hole gaped for a moment as the young men swapped positions.
"I know how to stuff my cock up a woman's ass, if that's what you're asking," Don replied.
"I thought your wife didn't take it up the ass," Ron said. He popped the top on a beer, offered by Don, who had one of his own now.
Gloria felt Don's cock press against her anus and she relaxed. He pushed hard and popped into her. "Uuunnfff!" she gasped around her son-in-law's dick. Don's cock, slightly slimmer than Perry's, slipped smoothly into her and soon he was drilling her with deep thrusts.
"Denise is old school, you know," Walter offered.
Don added between huffs, "She will, but not all that often. And then, only in the shower." Don's wife, Denise, was an elementary school teacher, and to everyone seemed to be prim and proper. Most of what Don bragged about, nobody believed Denise would do, for him or anyone else for that matter. Thinking about his wife, Don began to drive hard and deep into Gloria's bowels, causing her to gasp and croak with pleasurable pain, the kind she always enjoyed so much.
"Maybe when it's Denise's birthday, we'll just all stop by and gangbang her, then?" Ron offered. "Think she could handle us real men?"
"Oh, hell yeah!" Perry cheered.
"Hey!" Walter butted in. "This is Gloria's day, okay? Let's keep that in mind. This is her birthday, and her birthday present. And if we're all in agreement, and ready, then maybe it's time we give her what we've been working up to. Is that alright with everyone?"
"Hell, we might as well," Don panted from behind her. "I'm about ready to bust one off, anyway," he added as he slowed his thrusts and pulled gently free of her asshole. Again, she gaped at the sudden vacancy. Gloria let Walter's cock free of her mouth and looked up to see what her son-in-law had in mind, for her grand-birthday-finale.
Walter took control then, and once cleared he dropped into the middle of the bed and got comfortable. "Okay, Gloria, mount up!" he told his mother-in-law, wagging his dick in the air. Gloria did as her young lover-in-law instructed and straddled his thighs. She let him line his cock up, and then she sunk down, taking him deep inside her for the second time that afternoon.
"Oh, that feels so good," Gloria moaned as she settled fully onto Walter's cock and leaned down to kiss him. "I love you, Walt," she whispered. "Thank you for this."
"It isn't over yet," he grinned. He started rocking his hips beneath her, fucking her with shallow strokes. "Alright, guys! Your turn to mount up!" As she enjoyed her son-in-law's dick, the bed rocked and squeaked as the other three closed in. Suddenly, she was presented with a pair of cocks at eye-level, belonging to Perry and Don, both freshly cleaned and ready to be sucked. She opened wide and took Perry's between her lips while grabbing hold of Don's with her hand. As she began to slurp, she felt a cold splash in her crack, and a moment later Ron was mounting her from behind.
"Three holes, no waiting!" Walter announced from beneath her as her body tensed up. Suddenly, his cock was being squeezed as Ron entered her ass.
"Uuunnggghh!" Gloria moaned around Perry's cock and spit it out. Her mouth fell open and she silently gasped as her anus was shoved hard and Ron's cock popped into her rectum. The pain of a double penetration, something she'd only rarely attempted, overwhelmed her and even with her son-in-law's cock stimulating her cunt, now tight around his shaft, she felt as if she were going to scream.
"Oh, yeah!" Ron groaned as he bottomed out inside Gloria's ass, and then began to fuck her with harsh, deep strokes. Beneath her, Walter's cock moved inside her pussy, as Ron moved her. A cock filled her mouth and she clamped down with her lips even as she began to moan loud and hard. Her eyes were watering by now, and hands grabbed hold of her tits, hard. She was feeling nothing but pain, until suddenly an orgasm the likes of which she had seldom experienced exploded in her. She screamed around the fleshy shaft pulsing on her tongue, which suddenly flooded her mouth with hot creamy semen. She tried to swallow but couldn't, and the thick seed blew from her lips as she panted on the waves of her climax.
The cock buried up her ass exploded then, washing her guts with hot, sticky white man-cream. Her pussy warmed a moment later and she knew that her son-in-law was cumming, filling her with his incestuous semen. More cum hit her face and another cock joined the first between her lips, and she gulped. Her throat warmed, her belly warmed, and Gloria moaned passionately as she peaked again and again. Her pussy was rippling, spasming, cumming. Her legs trembled, her asshole clamped down, her cunt vibrated. All the while, cum filled her and coated her.
***
Gloria had awakened panting. She found herself lying on her bed, the morning sun warm through the open curtains. She was naked beneath the sheet, her flesh damp with sweat. She thought she could taste semen on her tongue. She also felt sticky between her legs. She realized that she had not only had a "wet dream", but she had climaxed so hard that she'd wet the bed.
Kurt had gone. The clock on the nightstand read 8:47, and she remembered that he had an early session that morning. She herself had work to get to, and reluctantly rolled out of bed and headed for her shower. What had brought on the dream, she couldn't really figure out, even as she toweled off afterward.
It wasn't until she had begun dressing for her day that she remembered. Walter Bryant had called to make a lunch date with her, to discuss the many investment portfolios that she maintained, across the family as well as the businesses. Had it been that which set off the dream, she wondered? And how long had it been, since she and her son-in-law had been so intimate? She couldn't recall, and that bothered her.
"I know I'm getting old," she muttered to herself as she headed for the kitchen and breakfast. "But I know my mind is still sharp enough. Maybe I just need a refresher, is all. Maybe Walt would like to refresh it for me." With that thought, she sent her son-in-law a text, asking if he'd rather meet her at her house instead of her office that afternoon.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 24
Joan's Tales -- Part 1
Joan Kuykendall recognized that she wasn't getting any younger, even as she looked at herself in the mirror. The heavy drone of music pounded its way into the ladies' room and the deep bass thud made the mirror above the row of sinks vibrate. It was bad enough that she'd enjoyed more cocktails than she had planned to, but adding the element of a vibrating mirror made her head spin even more.
The Logging Company was one of several boardwalk bars that catered to the local university crowd. Young co-eds, male and female, enjoyed themselves on a regular basis during the school year at any one of several Regal Bay nightclubs and bars. The clubs along the boardwalk, however, were shut down during the winter months due to the very cold ocean breezes that chilled the entire beachfront to the core. Clubs that sat even one street back tended to enjoy better patronage during the winter, so most of the boardwalk closed for the season.
The weekend that the boardwalk opened for business usually became something of a party for three nights running. This was the weekend Joan, and several of her friends, looked forward to. The first weekend of April was the usual opening weekend, though this particular year it was warmer than usual. Thus, the crowd was a bit larger, and more energetic than in the past. And with the warmer southerly breeze, many of the young women were dressed very provocatively. So was Joan.
Even though Joan had recently celebrated her 48th birthday, she still felt as if she could hold her own with the younger crowd when it came to prowling for men. She took very diligent care of herself, with long walks along the forest trails or beachfront, hours in the evenings after work in the gym, or morning jogs around Van Winkle Park when the weather was nice, all to maintain a desirous look for the young men she enjoyed. What she saw in the mirror wasn't looking all that desirous. She was drunk, and looking every year of it.
Behind her, Joan heard a thud followed by drunken laughter. She looked over her shoulder in the mirror and saw one of the stall doors suddenly bang open and a younger woman stagger out trying to pull a three-button blouse back over her head. Her pleated red skirt was bunched up as well, showing off the fact that her matching red panties were askew. Behind the young lady stood a youngish looking black man with a wide smile and short dread-locks watching her. He was pulling his two-sizes too-big jeans back up, if mid-thigh was up these days, and cinching up his belt.
Once she could get her head back through the right hole of her shirt, Joan recognized the young woman. She was recognized as well.
"Oh! Shit! Mrs. Kuykendall!" the co-ed gasped as she very nearly staggered into Joan.
Taking hold of the girl's upper arms to steady her, Joan replied, "Miss Hutchens."
"What are you doing here?" The girl giggled up at her, as she was a good four inches shorter than Joan, and looked back at the young man. "This is my Marketing instructor, DeAndre," she explained. "She's my favorite!" The girl turned back to Joan and reached up with her mouth to give her a kiss. Joan eased the girl back, though any other time she might have pulled young Sally Hutchens tighter. Joan had no desire to make any overt or public displays with one of her students, even in the ladies' room.
"It's nice to see you, Miss Hutchens." Joan took a sideways step and gave the young man a look over. "Have you been enjoying yourselves?" she asked, more in the direction of the young, handsome, black man. He was good enough looking, though he didn't look the part of a university student. Joan would have remembered seeing him around campus. He had several tattoos visible on his arms and at the neckline, and Joan imagined he would have many others not seen, unless he was standing in front of her in a Speedo. That idea appealed to her. As did the rather large bulge that was still very present at the front of the gray shorts he wore under his baggy jeans. That alone gave her some indication as to what the young couple were doing in a ladies' room stall together. That, and the smell of recent sex combined with the ever-present aroma of the local herb still emanating from young Sally Hutchens.
Sally staggered back a step and looked towards her male companion. Still smiling, Sally blurted out, "DeAndre just gave me ten inches of hot disco stick!"
Joan gave him an appraising look. "Ten inches?"
DeAndre replied with a lop-sided grin, "She might be 'xadjeratin a bit." He reached down and blatantly adjusted his groin. "Not by much, though." He produced a cigarette-length hand-rolled and proceeded to light it, even though the entire club was a non-smoking establishment.
"I ain't 'xadjeratin nothing!" Sally insisted. She leaned closer to Joan and added, "My pussy's stretched out! I can still feel the breeze, coming off the ocean, up my coochy!" She looked up into Joan's eyes and winked. "Wanna see?"
Joan shook her head. "Not tonight, young lady. Maybe you should be getting back to the party, or maybe home to bed?"
"Hell! Party's just getting started!" Sally laughed and then turned to dance back into DeAndre's arms. He had a lungful of the arid smoke and when their mouths joined, he exhaled into Sally's. She moaned and grabbed hands full of his round ass. DeAndre reached the hand holding the cigarette out towards Joan and she accepted it. She watched as Sally wrapped her arms around his neck and he took hold of her ass beneath the skirt. He lifted her easily and her legs wrapped around his waist as they headed for the door. As they reached it, it swung inward and Teagan O'Riley walked in.
"There you are!" she declared. Teagan turned and watched the young couple exit, and then returned her gaze to Joan. Giving the cigarette in her friend's hand a look, Teagan took it and brought it to her mouth. She closed her eyes as she sucked in a lungful. It was good weed, she thought, as it went straight to her head. She smiled at Joan and asked, "Has someone been naughty without me?" Her voice was high and strained as she attempted to hold the smoke deep in her lungs. She let it out a moment later, and then handed the cigarette back to Joan.
"Hardly," Joan replied, and then turned back to the mirror. "Just a young couple enjoying themselves in a stall." She also took a pull on the cigarette before laying it on the counter top. She didn't usually partake, but it had been a disappointing evening and she felt she deserved a little enjoyment.
"They left their empties," Teagan said, giving the stall a brief look. "That is one huge condom lying on the floor. And it looks like it's over flowing." She also saw the remnants of at least one other joint on the floor beside it.
"Yuk!" Joan laughed after taking a look for herself.
Teagan returned her attention to Joan. "I've got to get going, so if you want a ride, it's time."
Joan gave herself one last look in the mirror. Despite the skimpy white outfit, she'd worn, despite the obvious lack of bra underneath and the prominence of her nipples, she had managed only to land several free drinks during the evening. None of them had come from the type of man she'd been seeking out, either. Young.
"Disappointing night," she moaned. Teagan nodded her agreement, and then reached to retrieve the joint. It had gone out, so she pocketed it for later.
"It's just the wrong time of year," the slightly younger woman explained. "They're sowing their wild oats with girls their own age right now. That's spring for ya. Later, the boy's will tire of the Barbie's and come looking to be pampered by Mommy's like us." Teagan licked her lips at the thought. "Meanwhile, I'm sure we can always go to our little black books."
"I was really hoping for something new and exciting tonight, Teags," Joan sighed as they headed for the door.
"So was I," Teagan replied. "But I have one or two on a short leash, if you still want to party? I can make a phone call."
Joan thought about it, but realized that she was in no condition now to enjoy herself. "Let's not tonight. How about just taking me on home?"
"That I can do," Teagan said. She led the way outside and down the block to her parked Camry. The drive to Joan's house was a short one, less than four miles, and took less than ten minutes. In that time, however, Joan had settled back and nearly fell asleep.
"Here we are," Teagan announced as she pulled up into the driveway of her friend's house. She gave Joan a brief good-night kiss before reaching across to push open the car door. "Out ya go, Sweetheart! Time for bed!"
Joan rolled out of the car and waved. She pushed the door shut and Teagan was away. Joan found her house key under the porch light she managed to unlock the front door. Inside, the front room was dark and she dropped her purse and light jacket on the sofa. She staggered through to the kitchen where she noticed her son Mitchell standing at the sink.
"I'm going to bed," she managed to say as she walked through, her heels clicking across the tiles as she passed.
Joan staggered as she walked down the hallway, her heel catching as she walked across the transition point between the tiled kitchen floor and the thicker carpet in the hallway. She grabbed hold of the stair banister and took a deep breath, trying to clear her head. Her ankle hadn't twisted but she did feel a bit of pain in it. As she held onto the banister, she lifted her left foot to pull the shoe off.
Coming up behind her, Mitch tugged at his mother's shirt, and then lifted it up, tossing it across her back.
"What are you doing?" Joan gasped as turned her back to the banister.
"Where have you been?" Mitch confronted her with.
Joan waved her hand at him and started to turn away. She said, "Out, is all."
"You stink of marijuana smoke and cheap booze!" Mitch grabbed her arm and turned her to face him again. "Why are you dressed like this?" he asked with a wave of his hand towards her short dress. Her nipples were plainly visible on the mounds of her breasts. "Seriously? No bra? Do you even have underwear on beneath it?" Mitch grabbed at the skirt again and lifted, revealing that his mother did in fact have underwear on, but it was little more than a thong. From behind, it would appear to anyone that she was naked beneath the skirt. For her part, it was a look she had went for after all. The several drinks bought for her during the evening were proof of the profitability in wearing little to nothing underneath a dress when enjoying a night out along the boardwalk.
"Why are you going out, dressed like that?" Mitch demanded to know.
"Don't worry about what I do!" she replied, smacking his hand away from her arm. "I'm your mother! Why are you confronting me about what I'm doing? That's my job, to keep you in line, young man. It's not your job to get into my business. Just go to bed!" Joan turned away from her son again, only to have him again take hold of her arm.
Mitch pulled his mother to him and looked hard into her face. The expression she saw was one of anger and seriousness. "You're not going up stairs," he said.
Joan was shocked. She'd never seen Mitch this way. "Why are you handling me like this?" she gasped as Mitch pushed her back against the banister and took a firm hold of each arm above her elbows.
"I can't believe you've been out all night, dressed like a fucking whore." Mitch again tugged her skirt up, and again she knocked his hand away.
Defensively, she replied, "There's nothing wrong with your mother looking pretty, or even sexy, when I go out. I'm a single woman and I can have fun if I want to."
"You're a single middle-aged mother! You're a prominent member of the university, and well known across town. You're not some twenty-year-old co-ed." Mitch shook his head. "It's almost two in the morning, you don't call or tell anyone shit about where you are or who you're with." Mitch paused, looking his mother over. "If it had been me, or Jewel, you'd be all up in our shit. So how does it feel, Mother? You're in the wrong this time." Again, he paused. And then an idea came to him. "Maybe it's time you got punished for once."
Mitch turned and dragging his mother through to the living room. He shoved her into the sectional sofa. Joan gasped as she tumbled into the corner section. "What the hell is going on here?" she pleaded. As a reply, Mitch grabbed hold of her ankle and twisted her over, until her nearly naked ass was up. He brought his hand down hard onto her buttock, just above the thigh, and a loud smack echoed in the house.
"Ow!" Joan screamed from the hard slap across her ass. "What the fuck, Mitchell? Are you going to tell me what this is all about?"
"What it's about, Mother, is your new reputation around town as a fuck-slut!" Mitch growled. "I've been hearing stuff, like you've been fucking around with your students, and screwing married men or the sons of your slut friends. I've even heard it from a couple of guys in school that you've screwed around with girls, too."
Mitch dropped into the sofa beside her, near her head. He grabbed one of his mother's hands with one of his, and with his other, he reached directly into her crotch as she twisted away, anticipating another slap.
"Oh! Mitchell!" she gasped from the sudden squeeze of his hand against her pussy.
Holding his hand tight to his mother's pubic mound, he could feel the heat emitting from her vagina. His cock sprang to life in his sweat pants.
"I guess with Dad gone, you think you can just run around and fuck any Tom, Dick, or hairy cunt that comes your way, am I right?"
"This is going too far, Mitchell!" she shouted. "Let me up this instant! Let go of me, now!" Still she struggled, and yet even in the best of mind she wasn't a match for her son's strength.
"I found out from a friend of mine what you and Jewel did last week," he snarled. "I know she's getting to be just as big of a slut as you evidently are! I was pretty pissed off, finding out from someone else what kind of whore-house I'm living in!"
Joan moaned, "I don't know what you're talking about," even though she knew she was guilty. The incident her son was referring to hadn't been the only time she had joined with her daughter and a boyfriend in a sexual three-way. Mitch had no idea that it had been going on for more than two years, with Joan enjoying a taste of the young men her youngest daughter dated. Nor had it only been with Jewel's dates. This had started years ago, in fact, when Joan had joined her middle daughter Julie in a three-way with her geek prom date. That hadn't been the last time she had enjoyed Tim Strauss, either.
"You know, Mother," Mitch growled, bringing her back to the here-and-now, "if you really wanted some young dick in your life, why didn't you come to me? I've got a dick, just like all the other guys my age you've been fucking. Why not fuck me, instead? Like your fuck-slut friends do? Why can't I fuck my own mother like all my friends seem to be doing with theirs?"
Mitch grabbed hold of his mother's right leg and pulled it tight to his lap. He then shoved her left leg further away, parting her thighs. "Mitchell!" Joan gasped when her son grabbed the crotch of her panties and pulled them aside, exposing her sex to him completely.
Mitch took in the sight of his mother's completely shaved pussy. The labia were exposed and pink, bulging with excitement, he thought. Holding her thighs above the knees to prevent her from closing them, Mitch leaned down closer. "Shaved clean," he observed. He looked up at her face and grinned. "I like a shaved pussy. Always tastes better." Suddenly, Mitch leaned lower and planted his mouth right against his mother's pussy.
"Oooohhh! Mitchell! Ohh, fuck! No!" she twisted and tried to resist, but her son was much stronger, and very determined to give her a lesson. As she tried to push his head from her groin, she also hummed from the wickedly delightful sensations his tongue began to give her. He thrust through her folds and lapped away with quick little flicks that made her tingle from toes to ears. Even as she pushed at him trying to shove him away, she found her hips rising to meet his attacking mouth.
Joan finally found a handful of her son's hair and pulled his face up away from her pussy. He smiled up at her and said sarcastically, "You taste so good, Mom." He barely paused before pushing his face back into her crotch.
Accepting her fate, she snapped, "Then finish what you've started, big man!"
Mitch lifted her right leg and dropped lower, giving him better access to her entire slit. He sucked her labia into his mouth and gently bit his teeth into them, to hold them as he licked furiously at her flesh.
"Aaahhh! Eeehhh!" she squealed as her son worked her sex-flesh over. She could feel her juices leaking out, only to be slurped up noisily by her son. Her head spun and her ears rang as her orgasm began to build. Her hips pushed upward and her hands held her son's face to her cunt as she began to climax on her son's tongue.
"Ooohh! Ooohh! Aaaaahhhhhheeeeeee!" she screamed. Her orgasm washed through her with a power she'd not felt in years. Maybe it was because she was getting off on her son's tongue, or maybe it was because it was her son at all, either way. Joan was cumming and wanted everyone in the neighborhood to know about it. "Aaaahhhh, fuck! Yeesssss! Oh, fuck! Yeeeesssssss!" she squealed again and again.
Mitch slurped loudly at his mother's creaming cunt, lapping up her juices that flowed and smearing them, along with his saliva, all over her silky-smooth crotch flesh. His cock raged in his sweats and he dropped one hand down to give it a squeeze.
Finally, as her orgasm subsided, Joan asked, "Where did you learn to do that?"
Mitch lifted from her crotch to smile at her, his face dripping with expelled juices. "You might be surprised to know that you aren't the first woman I've eaten out. Would it surprise you to know that I've taste a lot of old broad pussy? Like Mrs. McAllister?"
"Oh, no, you haven't!" Joan panted. Mrs. McAllister, Bethany, was Mitch's high school math teacher. Jewel had also taken Mrs. McAllister's math courses, having her for three semesters during her high school years. Mitch had her for two that year alone. Advanced Algebra and Trigonometry. Joan was aware that there were rumors that the older teacher had a thing for her students. She'd even heard that Bethany had enjoyed several, maybe into the dozens, over the course of her years at Regal Bay High. Knowing that her son had been one of these made Joan angry, and a bit jealous.
Mitch nodded his head. "Oh, yes. She's more than just a good math teacher. She's a fantastic fuck teacher, as well."
"I can't believe you have had sex with your teacher, Mitch." Yet, she was one to say that, wasn't she, Joan thought. She'd done basically the same thing for the last five or six years, since she had learned of her husband's infidelities. Since her divorce became final a little more than three years ago, she had learned to enjoy herself. And Joan had many friends who were willing to ensure she did. Joining the Regal Bay Matrons Club had gone a long way to changing the way Joan lived her life.
"Well, Mommy dearest, maybe you could have taken a little more interest in my sex-ed, like you do with Jewel and her boyfriends. Maybe then I wouldn't be putting my dick in any old slot that comes calling."
Joan looked at her son, his face still hovering just above her naked pussy, still dripping with her cream. "I had no idea you knew about any of this. I had no idea you even saw me that way."
"How can I not?" Mitch replied. "Since you and dad divorced, you always dress sexy, and strut around the house in little outfits, even when you're just sitting around. Do you know how many times I've seen you naked, all these years? You never seem to close your bedroom door when you change. And when you sit around, reading or watching TV, I always know when you're not wearing underwear. Hell, your pussy's on display half the time around here. How can I not have a hard-on for you, my own mother? I've had one for you since I started getting them!" With that, Mitch stood up and shoved his sweatpants, and underwear, down. His cock, rock-hard and wagging, sprang into full view of her. Joan gasped at seeing her son's angry cock for the first time as a young adult male.



"See? This is what I have to deal with, with you walking around dressed like this all the time." Mitch took hold of his cock and waved it at her.
"If Mrs. McAllister taught you how to use that tool as well as she taught you how to use your tongue, I might just have a new lover in my life," Joan grinned.
Mitch again pushed his mother deep into the sofa. The look on her face was part fear and part excitement. Her hands were up against the back cushions, no longer trying to push him away, though she still wasn't entirely giving herself to him. Still on his knees, Mitch shoved her white dress further up her body to reveal his mother's belly. She'd been working out more lately and had lost nearly all the belly swell she'd had. Mitch ran his hands across her tanned flesh and then took hold of her white panties at her hips.
Their eyes locked for a split second and Joan knew that the point of no return was upon her. She felt the tug, and lifted her hips. Mitch pulled her panties downward and she lifted her knees, letting him completely remove them. Mitch, his eyes still on hers, brought them to his face and sniffed deeply. His grin was lop-sided when he dropped the panties to the floor.
Mitch pushed her knees apart and then pressed his hand against her naked mound. Joan moaned when his fingers began to play hard against her clit. Still, he looked hard at her, and suddenly he stood. Her eyes again went to his wagging cock flesh. He saw this, and asked, "You want this, don't you?" Without her answer, Mitch quickly went to his knees on the sofa beside her and took hold of her head.
"Open up but don't close your eyes," he grinned, "I'm about to give you a major surprise!"
Joan looked from his hard-on to his eyes, still feeling resistance in her. Yet even as she looked up at her son, she dropped her jaw the moment his warm knob touched her lips. His cock slipped between them and she tightened her lips around his flesh. Half of her son's dick was inside her mouth now, warming her tongue. She tasted his sweat, and she moaned.
"Uuummm," Joan's vibrating hum travelled along her son's manhood, making him echo her.
"Oooohhh, Mom!" Mitch sighed. When she began to work his cock with her mouth and tongue, he added, "I can't believe you're sucking my cock." His hands remained on her head, but he wasn't holding her in place. She was now willingly running her mouth up and down his cock, enjoying him as much as he was enjoying her. His hips started rocking as he answered his mother's slurps with gentle thrusts, fucking her face as she looked up at him with pleading eyes. "You're going to eat my cum, Mom. I'm going to feed you my spunk."
"Uuumm-uuunnhhh!" she replied as best she could. He couldn't tell if she was accepting or resisting.
His cock began to twitch on her tongue, but Mitch wasn't ready to give her what she so obviously wanted. Maybe she was trying to suck him off in hopes of ending his assault of her, but Mitch had much more in mind for her punishment. He had a heavy load built up, since it had been more than a week since he'd last been laid, thanks to his on-again, off-again girlfriend's period. He wanted to feel hot pussy around his dick before he shot off, and there was only one hot pussy ready, and evidently willing, to take him right then, and it was between his mother's thighs.
With some reluctance, Mitch pushed his mother's moth from his cock. Joan looked up at him with an obvious question in her eyes. "Don't worry, I'm not done with you, yet," he snarled. "Stand up." With Mitch pulling at her arm, Joan stood.
"I can't believe we just did that," she moaned. "This is so wrong, Mitchell."
"What's wrong about it?" he growled. "You fuck with Jewel and her boyfriends all the time, from what I hear."
"This is incest!" she replied. "This isn't right. Mothers and sons just don't engage in sex."
Mitch stood before her, his cock wavering just inches from her belly, and her pubic mound. "Take your dress off," he demanded.
"If I do this, can I go up-stairs? Can I go to bed?"
"I'll tell you when you can go to bed, Mother! Not take the damned whore-dress off!"
Joan lifted her dress up and over her head, and as she dropped it to the floor, she now stood completely naked before her son. Mitch dropped into the sofa, pushing his sweat pants down to his ankles. He grabbed his cock and began to stroke while looking his mother over, from crotch to chest. "You've got nice tits Mom. I want to see them more often, after tonight."
Mitch reached out with his free hand and stroked up her side to her left breast. His hand cupped her mound and lifted it, and then squeezed. She moaned, and he squeezed harder. "Oh, Mitch, you're hurting me," she groaned, and yet didn't back away. Her nipples had grown hard as she had sucked his cock, and now as his hand worked her tit-flesh, they began to throb.
Suddenly, Mitch reached for her hips and turned her away from him. At first, she thought he was just admiring her ass, but instead he pulled her back into his lap. She dropped down and sat heavily on her son's naked cock. "Mitchell!" she gasped.
Mitch roughly took hold of her tits from behind, giving each a harsh squeeze, before dropping his hands to her thighs. He pulled her legs apart and his trapped cock sprang up between them, slapping against her naked pussy slit. With one hand, Mitch reached to grab hold of his dick, while the other hand reached for her pussy.
"Oh!" Joan gasped when Mitch curled a finger straight into her vaginal opening and pulled upward. She involuntarily lifted her hips, and discovered that she had given her son the opening her was looking for. Mitch pressed the head of his cock against her slit, and even as she tried to resist, her weight dropped, and her son's cock entered her, fully and completely, in a single thrust.
"Oooohhh! Aaahhh!" she grunted, feeling her son's flesh as it ripped up into her. She fell forward and planted her hands on the coffee table. "Uuunnggghh!" she grunted again when Mitch took hold of her hips and pulled her back to him. His cock thrust hard into her, the knob banging hard against her cervix. Her son was buried to the hilt in her, and she climaxed.
"Oooohhh, uuunnngggghhhhh!" she squealed out of control, though she didn't want to give him the pleasure of knowing what he'd done, she couldn't help but announce it to the world. "Oooohhh, goooddddd! Yeessss! Oh, fuck! I'm cuummmiiiiiingggg!" Joan pushed herself hard back against her son as her pussy exploded. Her vaginal walls vibrated and her cream flowed. She'd never had such an intense orgasm so quickly in her life. She knew that if this was going to happen on her son's cock each time, she was going to be enjoying Mitch's manhood for some time to come.
As her orgasm washed through her, Joan began to bounce on Mitch's cock. He was thrusting while holding hard to her hips, shoving and pulling his mother, using her pussy as a fist to jack his cock. His eyes were shut tight as he enjoyed the wild feeling of his mother's cunt pulsing and clenching, milking his cock like a cow's teat as her orgasm rolled through her. He'd never been able to get any of his girlfriends off like this, and instinctively Mitch realized that it was older, mature women who knew how to cum on a young man's cock. Like his mother, Mitch knew that this would not be the last time he fucked her, not in a long shot.
"Oh, god, Mom! This feels so fucking good!" Mitch announced. "Ride my dick, Mom! Ride my dick!"
Joan didn't need her son's encouragement at all. She was riding his dick and loving every inch of it. She had ridden out her climax and was now fucking herself upon his rigid post with more energy than she'd realized she had. Her hips and ass were slapping against his with an audible slap slap slap! Her tits swung and slapped together as she hopped up and down her son's lengthy tool. She could feel his knob pop free and then slam back home as she took his entire length each time. She was fucking herself into a frenzy, even if it was her son's cock doing the job.
Two minutes later, Mitch howled, "Oooohhh, fuck! Mom! Oh, fuck, I'm going to cum!"
Joan jumped up suddenly, ripping her gripping pussy from his cock. "What?" Mitch howled. "No!" He didn't need to worry. Joan rolled into the sofa beside him, stretching out and lifting her legs high and wide.
"Fuck me, Mitchell!" she panted. "Stick your cock in me and fuck me!"
Mitch saw the angry gash of his mother's pussy, gaping wide and dripping with lubricating cream. As much as he wanted to bury his face back into that mess, his throbbing cock reminded him of his greater, more immediate need. He went to his knees on the sofa quickly and leaned into his mother a moment later.
"Oooohhh, eeeeehhhh!" Joan squealed as her son's cock re-entered her. He slammed his hips hard against her, thrusting his full length into her again with a single plunge that tickled her cervix. He supported himself with his hands pressed into the cushions to either side of her and began to really fuck her. Hard, sharp, shallow thrusts of his cock worked her pussy back in to a frothy mess within minutes. She was panting and grunting, and yet enjoying every minute of her son's assault.
"Oooohhh, Miiiitchelllll!" she howled again as her orgasm exploded. Her entire body trembled beneath her son as she peaked. She rode her orgasm out, her eyes screwed up tight and seeing stars in her mind. Her ears buzzed, her toes curled, her fingers vibrated, and her nipples unbelievably began to leak clear milk. Mitch's mouth locked to her left nipple and sucked hard, and she grabbed hold of his head, holding him tight to her bosom as he sucked and chewed at her aching nipple.
"Oooohhh, sooooonnnnn!" she moaned louder. "Oooohhh, fuck meeeee!" Joan's howls were loud and drove her son onward and upward. It wasn't much longer before Mitch felt the sudden pain in his crotch of his balls tightening hard.
"Oh, fuck! Mom! I'm going to cum!" Mitch looked down at her. Joan was panting and looking up at him. Suddenly feeling an added need to punish her, since she was so obviously enjoying this now, Mitch swiftly pulled his cock from her vibrating vaginal sheath and grabbed tight around his shaft.
"Oh! Don't stop!" she pleaded, but Mitch was already moving. He pushed her legs down and straddled her hips. She saw his knob, glistening and bright red, ready to explode. "Put it back inside me! Please!" she begged her son.
Instead, Mitch knee-walked up her body, his balls dragging on her flesh as he went. She had her eyes on his cock as it approached, knowing what her son now had in mind. As his ass settled against her breasts, Mitch pulled his mother's head up from the cushion and pressed his cockhead to her lips.
"Unngggffff!" she gagged as his cock rammed across her tongue to bounce against the back of her throat the moment she relaxed her jaws and opened wide for him. More than half of his length filled her mouth and she tasted herself on his hot cock flesh. It tasted so different, her cream on her son's flesh. Joan barely had time to swirl her tongue along the underside of his shaft before she felt it pulse heavily. A second pulse and her mouth was filled with thick, hot cream.
"Uuunnngggghhhhh!" Mitch roared as his semen gushed from his cock, filling his mother's mouth. "Oooohhh, fuccckkk!"
From the corner of her mouth, though her lips were tight around her son's shaft, semen gushed out and dripped down her cheek as she looked up at her son. His face was screwed up tight from the agony of his climax, even as another thick mouthful was fed to her. Joan didn't mind swallowing cum, and gulped as hard and fast as she could. Still, another heavy stream rolled down her cheek to drip into her hair.
"Oh, Jesus Christ, Mom! Now you're fucking Mitch as well?" Jewel declared accusingly as she stood in the doorway. Bradley McAllister stood beside her. His face was one of pure shock, and his jaw hung open as he took in the sight of Mitch and Joan on the sofa. Both were transfixed by the sight of a son feeding his mother his seminal seed.
"Jewel!" Mitch gasped. Even as his cock continued to throb and spit in his mother's mouth, he asked, "When did you get home?"
"We've been home for a few hours," Jewel grinned. "Doing pretty much the same thing, up in my room."
"I didn't know you were home," Mitch panted. "I didn't hear you or anything."
"Well, dip-shit," Jewel smiled as she took a couple of step towards her mated family, "we don't make much noise when we're engaged in a lengthy sixty-nine." Jewel's eyes were on her brother's cock, still held deep within her mother's gaping, cum-dripping mouth.
Jewel wickedly declared, "I had a mouthful of cum just a little while ago, Mom. Tastes awesome, doesn't it?" Jewel was the feisty one of the family, and enjoyed saying and doing things that would normally shock people. Although watching her mother suck off her brother was a shock to her, it wasn't the worst thing she'd ever seen.
When Mitch finally settled back and pulled his softening cock from his mother's mouth, Jewel dropped to her knees and planted her mouth full against her mother's cum-smeared lips. She kissed her hard and deep, thrusting her tongue deep into her mother's mouth. She tasted her brother's cum and moaned happily into her mother's mouth. When she broke off the kiss, she smiled up at Mitch. "Tasty," she grinned and then stood.
"Things are getting interesting around here," Jewel laughed as she went back to join Bradley. When she pulled his mouth to hers and kissed him equally as deep, the shock on both Mitch's and Bradley's face was evident. "Good night, lover," she told Bradley. "Good night, Mom. Good night, Mitch," she added back over her shoulder as she danced up the stairs, leaving her stunned audience in her wake.
Bradley, not really knowing what to say or do, his eyes on Joan's naked form on the sofa, still straddled by Mitch, finally waved half-heartedly. "Uh, yeah...good night." He turned and went out through the front door. A minute passed as Joan and Mitch recovered from the shock of the last few minutes. Jewel did that to people.
Finally, Mitch rolled from the sofa and pulled his sweat pants up. He didn't say anything even as his mother sat up. Finding a pack of her cigarettes on the end table, Mitch handed them to her, along with a lighter.
"I'm going to bed," he told her, somewhat sheepishly, somewhat apologetically. He was beginning to feel regret about what he'd done, and how he'd treated his mother.
All of that washed away, however, when Joan said, "Good night, Mitchell. Thank you. I needed this." Mitch paused and looked back at her, questions on his face. She nodded, "Yes, all of this. I needed it, and I think we should be open to doing it again, more often. We need better communication in this house, and I think this was the best way we could ever realize that. So again, I thank you, very much. I love you, Mitchell."
"I love you, too, Mom," he replied, and then headed up the stairs to his own bedroom. It was late, and he had things planned for the morning. "I'm sorry," he added, though he didn't think she heard him.
Joan did, however, as she settled back into the sofa to enjoy her cigarette. She reached over to turn the lights down, and sat naked, her son's semen drying on her chin and neck, for some time. Her mind was filled with the sins and insanity that were her world, and that world had now grown even more complicated, and wonderful. She had now joined the sinful sorority that included so many of her friends in having sinned with their sons. She had never felt that for her son, not until he had taken her, and showed her how wonderfully different it was to have her son inside her. She now knew why Cynthia, and Deirdre, and Rebecca, and Natalya all had a distinctive look on their beautiful faces when they talked about making love to their sons. Joan wondered if she'd have that same, fulfilled look on hers when she related this story to them.
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Chapter 38
Rebecca's Tales -- Part 3
Rebecca sat at the counter work station, finishing up the latest entries from Mrs. Peterson's examination, when her cell phone chirped. She pulled the device from her smock and checked the entry. It was from her daughter Audrey.
"We have to cancel. Sorry. Paul's in bed sick. Call me later."
Rebecca had been looking forward to dinner that evening with her daughter and son-in-law. Her son Carl and his fiancé Nina had agreed to watch Jasper, her five-year-old grand-son, while she and her husband went out to the Texas Roadhouse with Audrey and Paul. She was disappointed at having her plans changed. Rebecca looked at her phone and debated passing the text on to her husband.
Rebecca was finding it more and more awkward to be around both her husband and son. Since she and Carl had started fooling around more than two years before, Rebecca had found she was less and less excited by her husband. Ron was still a handsome man, and his work out at the Gen. Bradley Research Center seemed to keep him fit enough. Unfortunately, his long hours had taken its toll and he seemed to rarely have enough energy to enjoy their life together. On those rare two-day weekends, Ron didn't really seem to recover until it was time to head back. With the up-coming 4th of July weekend, Ron would have a full four days to spent at home, and she was looking forward to giving a little something back to her husband. It had been more than a year since he had taken a vacation and Rebecca needed some time away from work, and Regal Bay all together.
With Carl now engaged to Nina Masters, Rebecca was finding that her son was paying less attention to her. Not that there was anything wrong with that, so realized. What had been wrong was engaging in a sexual relationship with her son in the first place. Even if he had been the instigator, at least at first.
And then Luke Vaughn came to mind. He had added something entirely different to her life, and promised more excitement. Rebecca hadn't paid that young stud a visit in a couple of weeks, however. In fact, she'd not been intimate with anyone in that time. "Damn! I need to get laid!" she murmured.
Rebecca closed out the file on Mrs. Peterson and checked the time. She still had two hours left in her day, though Dr. Charles, her direct supervisor, had already left for the golf course. Wednesday afternoons were all the same, and she recognized that she, too, could leave, letting the younger nurses finish straightening up the clinic. But Rebecca wasn't one to skip out on her duties. Usually.
"Hey, Angel," she called to one of the nurses as she passed by. "I'm going down to take a break. Can you keep an ear out for the phones?"
Angel Ridgeway, a younger nurse who besides being an accredited OB/GYN nurse, was also the mother of five. She was only 33 years of age, but motherhood had not been kind to her body. She was only 5'3" to begin with, but she was painfully skinny, in Rebecca's eyes, and looked older than Rebecca's own 48 years in her face. Angel could easily be handed her AARP card, should that company ever get a look at her, no questions asked. Despite her appearance however, Angel was a hard and energetic worker. She was also very reliable and was always willing to help around the clinic in one way or another.
"Sure, go ahead, Becky," Angel replied cheerfully. Angel was one of the few who insisted on using the shortened form of Rebecca. Her son Carl had also begun calling her Becky, at least when they were getting sinful. So did Luke.
"I'll bring you back a Diet Coke," Rebecca offered as she gathered her purse up from the under-counter cubby hole.
"That would be great, thanks," Angel replied as she settled into the chair at the reception position along the counter.
"I won't be long. I just need a cigarette and some fresh air."
"Now that's a contrary statement if I've ever heard one," Angel laughed behind her. Rebecca flipped her colleague the bird, and then used that middle finger to stab the elevator's down button.
Outside, Rebecca found a free bench just inside the shadow line along the walk. She had purchased a Sprite on her way out and twisted the cap off. After a long drink of the lemon-lime soda, she closed her eyes and settled back on the bench. She wanted a cigarette, but fought the urge. She was trying to quit. She'd also begun to spend more time in the hospital's rehabilitation gym working off some of her middle-age muffin top. She often wondered if it was for herself, or her son, that she was beginning to take her health a little more seriously of late.
Her cell phone rang, breaking her out of her relaxed state. She pulled it from her smock pocket and saw that it was Paul calling.
"Hello?" she answered.
"Hey, Rebecca! How are you?" Paul's voice came to her through the phone.
"Just taking a break. I got a text from Audrey. I guess you're too sick to go to dinner?"
"That's why I was calling," he replied. "I still think we could go out tonight. I'm not feeling all that bad, not with all the meds I've been downing. I took the day off to rest. In fact, I'm lying in bed right now, resting."
"Well, if you're not up for it, we can always try again Friday night."
"I haven't seen you in more than a month," Paul reminded her. "And, well, it's been longer than that since we, you know."
"Yes, Paul, I know." Rebecca was beginning to wonder where this was going.
"Well, I was sleeping," Paul continued, "and I had a dream with you in it. It was very much like our first time, you remember? But it was more like we are today. Older."
"You're obviously taking way too many drugs to be dreaming about this old woman," she replied.
"I can't help it. I've got a boner from hell," he admitted. "I'm stroking it right now," he added.
Rebecca had reached for her purse and pulled a cigarette out. In the pause, she lit one and sucked in a deep breath of smoke. She could see in her mind Paul's long, hard cock. He had been the first affair she had had after she and Ron had married. Her phone chimed and she looked to see that Paul had just sent her a message as well. She tapped the screen to open the message, and a close-up view of his familiar cock, standing upright and wrapped in his left hand, filled her screen. She took in the sight for a moment before closing the file and returning the phone to her ear.
"You're a naughty boy, Paul," she told him. "Audrey will check out your phone history and see who you sent that to. Then where will we be?"
"I'll erase the history after we hang up," he said. "Besides, she hasn't a clue that we're still sneaking around, even after what, more than ten years?" Rebecca knew that Paul thought that he was the only other man in her life, besides Ron, and she knew that she was the only other woman in Paul's life. Still, he was a wonderful distraction, and had been since long before her daughter had married him.
"Are you hoping I'll leave work early and come nurse you, is that why you're calling, Paul?"
"Well, now that you mention it. Audrey won't be home from the church until nearly six. Jasper's still at day care. I'm here, all alone, for at least another two, maybe two and a half hours. And I really don't want to waste this hard-on I've got."
Rebecca was very tempted, but told her son-in-law, "I'm sorry Paul, but it looks like you're going to have to take care of Mr. Willy yourself. I really can't get away until after five today. I'm sorry, I really am."
"Okay, I guess it was worth a shot," Paul replied disappointedly.
"Why don't you send that picture to your wife. She'd just love getting a picture like that while sitting at her desk in the church office. Who knows, maybe Father Julio will be in the office when she opens it," Rebecca laughed.
"Not a good idea, Rebecca!" Paul replied with a laugh of his own. "It's not like I'm getting much these days, anyway. She'd cut me off until our anniversary if I did something like that to her at work."
Rebecca could imagine the rage her daughter would get into. Audrey had begun spending more time in church, working and worshipping. She'd always been a good girl, and was turning out quite the opposite of her mother. Paul was a good and loving husband to her, but he was also a young man, just 30 years old, and had his needs. In fact, he'd had those needs for a long time, and still Rebecca tended to them, though not nearly as often as she used to.
"I've got to go, Paul," she told him. "I'll see you later."
"Okay. I'll be thinking of you, while I take care of this," he warned before cutting off.
Rebecca lit a second cigarette from the butt of the first and relaxed. She closed her eyes once again and thought back to that fateful first time she'd given in to Paul's advances.
***
Nearly a decade before, Audrey was a student at Gonzaga University in Spokane. Audrey had always been interested in the church as a girl and then a young woman. She was taking courses in Divinity and Theology, as well as Business at Gonzaga with the hopes of one day working in the church in some capacity. Audrey had never seriously considered becoming a nun, however. In addition to her fascination with the church, she also wanted to be a mother someday. To that end, she needed to find a good man to be her life-long partner.
Paul was also attending Gonzaga, studying Veterinary Medicine. The two met at a school-organized charity function, introduced to one another by a mutual friend. For Audrey, it was love at first sight. For Paul, it may have been only lust. Audrey wasn't a virgin going into college, but had refrained from promiscuity in her two years up until that point. Still, she wasn't going to his bed easily and Paul had to work for it. Despite the infamous "three-date rule", Audrey didn't agree to sleep with Paul until their eighth. Even then, it was only because her friend had warned her that Paul was losing interest in her.
Audrey had come home for summer vacation and told her family and friends all about Paul. He had already planned to return to his own family in Wisconsin and spend time on the family farm. However, Rebecca and Ron did finally get to meet the love of their daughter's life at summer's end, when the two of them drove down from Spokane for the long Labor Day weekend.
It was during spring break that next year when Audrey and Paul paid another visit to Regal Bay. This time Audrey announced to her family and friends that she and Paul would be getting married in the summer. Rebecca was thrilled, as both she and her husband found Paul to be a charming young man. With the two spending their spring break week in Regal Bay, Rebecca had time to get to know Paul better. Later, she would insist that she never made any overt approach towards him in any way. Things just seemed to happen one afternoon.
That afternoon was a Thursday near the end of their spring break week. Audrey had left Paul behind to go out shopping and then down to the beach with her friends, as it was rather warm that early in April. Paul had used Ron's club pass and had spent the morning working out in the golf club gym. Rebecca had the afternoon off after an all-night shift at the hospital watching over the new-born babies. After a short nap, followed by a hot shower, Rebecca set about tending to the house and making plans for dinner. She was surprised when Paul returned and offered to help. So, she put Paul to work vacuuming around the house.
Rebecca took a break and settled into the front room sofa with a new magazine the postman had just delivered. A few minutes later Paul joined her. "Audrey just called," he informed her. "She told me that she and her friends, Ginger and Melissa I think she said, were going to dinner at Thera's this evening. I guess I'm on my own."
"That's a shame," Rebecca replied. "I'd made plans for five of us, but now with Audrey staying out, and Ron called a while ago letting me know that he wasn't coming home tonight either, and with Carl spending the evening playing video games with his friend, I guess that just leaves you and me for dinner." Rebecca noticed that Paul wasn't looking at her so much as looking at her legs then. She was wearing a black skirt with a blue blouse, and black stockings. She hadn't thought about why she had dressed as such, with the idea of working around the house, but something in the back of her mind might have been driving her, she imagined later.
Before she could do anything about how she was sitting, Paul told her, "You've got some nice legs, Mrs. Thomas."
Rebecca turned her eyes from the magazine to his and replied, "My husband likes them, too. Audrey's are much nicer, however."
"But I can see where she gets them from," Paul smiled. "And not only her legs, but her entire figure as well." His eyes seemed to appraise her body then, coming to a rest on her ample bosom.
"I think my breasts are a bit larger, however, didn't you?" she asked her soon-to-be son-in-law wickedly.
"Maybe, but not by much," Paul replied. Rebecca knew for a fact that Audrey was still only a 36 c-cup, where she herself had been a 40 dd since after having her second daughter, Heidi.
"After one or two children, maybe," Rebecca grinned, while subconsciously pulling her shoulders back ever so slightly, raising her breasts just that much.
"I wish Audrey dressed more like you," Paul said then.
"And how is that?" Rebecca asked.
"You know, a little sexier." Paul paused, his eyes going back to her thighs. "I'd like to see her wear skirts more often, and stockings, like you. Maybe you could talk to her?"
Rebecca laughed then. "I've had more than one conversation about how that girl dresses in my life-time, Paul. Audrey is a very conservative young woman and I don't see her changing any time soon. Slacks, long skirts and dresses, blouses and sweaters, that's her wardrobe. I don't even think she has ever owned lingerie, just run of the mill panties and bras. She's her own woman now and won't listen to some old broad like me, not in this point of her life."
"You're not some old broad, Mrs. Thomas," Paul replied. "What are you now, 35...36 maybe?"
Again, Rebecca laughed. "You know damn good and well that I'm 41 now. Audrey told you that little fact over dinner last night, if I recall. And I'll be 42 next month, by the way."
"Still, you're looking very nice. I only hope Audrey looks as good as you do when she's in her forties."
"Oh, she will, she will," Rebecca sighed. "It runs in my family, you know. We Galveston women hold onto our looks well into our sixties. You should see my mother, Paul. She could pass for half her age. She still picks up guys down in Ft. Myers half her age and younger!" Rebecca again laughed, and then turned to look at Paul. She could feel his eyes on her, and could almost read his mind. To this day, she has no idea what came over her in that next moment.
With Paul looking at her, Rebecca laid the magazine on the end table, and then pulled up the hem of her skirt to expose her black and white panties beneath. "I just bought these," she informed him, watching as his eyes went to her crotch. "Do you think Audrey would like things like these?" She also wore a garter belt, latched onto the tops of her stockings. Paul took the sight in with wide-opened eyes, absorbing as much as he could in the fear that he'd never get to see it again. He needn't have worried about that.
"Those are nice," Paul finally managed to answer. "Sexy."
Rebecca didn't immediately push her skirt back down, either. Paul added after a moment had passed, "I'd like to see her in them, or ones like them." He then looked up into Rebecca's eyes and continued with, "I'd also like to see you out of them."
Rebecca parted her thighs ever so slightly then, and Paul reached a tentative hand out to touch her stocking-covered thigh. "Soft," he muttered as he stroked down, and then up. The second time, his hand slipped higher, until his first finger glanced across the bulge of her panty-covered pubic mound. Both she and Paul sucked in a breath and held onto it in that moment, and then Paul let his hand move back down her thigh.
"Would you like to see more, Paul?" she asked in a quiet voice, to which he replied with a slight nod. She smiled as she saw this young man of 25, the fiancée of her oldest daughter, revert back to an innocent young boy before her eyes. So innocent, she thought as she reached up and slowly began to unbutton her blue blouse. Paul's eyes followed her movements and grew wider as she pulled her blouse open. Beneath she wore a matching bra in the same nearly shear fabric as her panties, in a similar black and blue lace. Her nipples bulged outward and her areola, wide and dark, could easily be made out beneath the fabric.
"Geez, your tits are big," Paul admitted under his breath.
"See, I told you mine are bigger than Audrey's," Rebecca smiled. "They're softer, too, I'd bet. Big and soft."
Paul hesitated, and then reached up to cup Rebecca's right breast in his hand. She sighed under his gentle grip. "Audrey doesn't have near this size of breasts," he admitted. He noticed then that her bra clasp was at the front, between the large mounds. He looked at Rebecca's eyes, and seeing no resistance, he used both hands to pop the clasp. She gasped as both of her large tits fall into full view of Paul.
"Damn!" he huffed as Rebecca's tit flesh, along with her large areola and thick nipples, came into sight. They were very much different from Audrey's and yet he could see a resemblance in them. If this was what Paul had in store for him, in the future, he was going to be very pleased with his choice in wife, and mother-in-law.
Rebecca twisted slightly towards Paul and leaned back into the corner of the sofa. She let him play with her breasts, exploring her flesh with his fingers as well as his eyes. He looked so much younger then, and she even caught a glimpse of her own young son, Carl, in Paul's eyes. It was a look of discovery and desire. Carl was only fifteen, but would soon be discovering girls, if he hadn't already. Rebecca wondered what Carl's face would look like when he first fondled a young girl's breasts.
Her mind came back to the young man at hand when Paul leaned in and gave her left nipple a kiss. "Oh, Paul, you really mustn't," she protested, and yet she did nothing to detour him. In fact, she stroked his short-cut dirty-blonde hair with her fingers as she felt his lips close around the nipple of her right breast.
"I shouldn't be doing this," Rebecca sighed.
Paul lifted his mouth from her right nipple and asked, "Why not? Am I turning you on?"
"Yes, Paul, you are." She stroked his hair and added, "I'm married, I'm Audrey's mother, and some-day I may just be your mother-in-law, as well as the grand-mother of your children."
"Forget all of that. This is spontaneous. It'll probably never happen again. We'll never get another chance. Let's just enjoy ourselves tonight. We're here, by ourselves. Your husband is away. My fiancé is away. Let's just enjoy this evening, without regrets." All the while Paul spoke, he kissed upon her nipples, driving Rebecca onward towards giving herself up to him. Not that she didn't want to. She just didn't want to give Paul the wrong impression of her, at least this first time together.
Paul continued to suck and squeeze upon her breasts for another few minutes, and finally sensing that she wasn't going to turn him away, Paul pulled back and began to unfasten his jeans.
"What are you doing?" Rebecca innocently asked.
"Taking my pants off," he replied. "That's what you want, isn't it?" Rebecca nodded in reply. Paul was beginning to take control of the situation and had grown more aggressive, something Audrey had told her about Paul in the past. It was something Rebecca herself enjoyed in a man. Ron was like that, when he was in the mood. Where ever they were, when Ron wanted her, he took her.



Paul kicked his jeans away and turned slightly towards her, giving her a full view of his cock, still slightly soft between his long thighs. The dirty-blonde curls of his pubic bush did little to hide the fact that Paul had a thick cock and large ball sack. He wrapped his hand around its base as she looked on.
"Do you like what you see?" he asked her, and again Rebecca nodded in reply. Paul suddenly went to his knees on the sofa and with his cock in hand, he said, "Why don't you put your mouth around it? Put it in your mouth and get it warm."
Rebecca moved to him and lowered her mouth willingly to Paul's offered manhood. Her lips caressed his shaft as she pulled him into her mouth, and with him fully in, she tightened her mouth around the base and began to work her tongue under and around his cock.
"Oh, fuck! That's good," Paul moaned as Rebecca began to bring his cock to full strength. After a few more slurps, Paul added, "Audrey could learn a thing or two from you. I wish she sucked my cock more often. It feels so fucking good." Rebecca was slightly disappointed, knowing that her daughter wasn't taking care of her man any better. She'd have to have a talk with her.
"Oh, that's it, that's it, Mrs. Thomas," Paul was panting as his cock grew ever harder in her mouth. His manhood grew so much that she had to back off a little and could only retain a little more than half of his length in her mouth before she began to bob and slurp back and forth along his full erection. She cupped his heavy cum-filled balls in her one hand while stroking his inner thighs with the other. She tasted his pre-cum, salty on her tongue, as it began to flow.
"If you keep that up, you're going to make me cum," Paul announced after a few more minutes. He was by now fully erect and throbbing in her mouth, and Rebecca was more than ready to feel his manhood enter her elsewhere. She leaned back and let his strong cock slip from her lips. She smiled up into his eyes, seeing a look of bewilderment along with lust in them. And then she plunged her mouth back onto his cock.
Rebecca went at his cock hard and fast, sucking and slurping noisily, until she felt his cock pulsing wildly on her tongue. "Oh, shit! I'm cumming! Oh, god, Mrs. Thomas! I'm cumming! You're making me cum!" And then her mouth was flooded with is hot creamy load. Rebecca felt her tongue and teeth get painted white with boy-cum as she pulled back until just Paul's throbbing, spitting knob remained trapped between her tight lips. Her hands wrapped around his pulsing shaft and balls as he fed her his hot semen. His hands held her head tightly as he grunted with each jet of seed into her mouth, and soon it was leaking out of the corner of her lips. His spunk dripped from her chin to her breasts, striping them.
Rebecca released his cock once again, leaving a large wad of his semen atop the crown. She flicked out her tongue and lapped up the remnants, along with the long run of semen dribbling down the length of his shaft beneath.
"Oh, god, I'm so sorry," Paul apologized. "I didn't mean to cum in your mouth."
Rebecca looked up at him and smiled a wide, cum-smeared grin at him. "That's quite alright, Paul. I enjoy having a mouth full of cum. I love the taste of hot cum." With that, she lapped up the stripes of semen that had dropped to her breasts by lifting them in turn to her mouth. "I love the hot, sticky, salty taste of fresh man-cum," she added. "Doesn't Audrey eat your cum?"
"Oh, hell no! She'd never let me cum in her mouth. She barely licks my dick at all."
"Well, maybe I should have a talk with her, let her know just how delicious your cum is."
Paul didn't know how to take that comment, not with his spent cock hanging just inches from his future mother-in-law's mouth. Rebecca settled back into the corner of the sofa once again and as she rubbed the remnants of Paul's seed into her tit-flesh, she asked, "Does Audrey let you eat her pussy?"
Paul grinned then and replied, "She sure does. Usually, she makes me eat her out before letting me fuck her."
"Are you any good at it?" Rebecca asked. "Do you make her cum with your tongue?"
"I guess. I don't really know."
"She's never told you if you made her cum with your tongue?" Rebecca shook her head. "If she's never told you, then you've probably not got her off with your tongue. Maybe you should show me how you do it. Maybe you need to get over here and eat me out, Paul. Show me what you can do, while we wait for your little Mr. Willy to recover. I've got plans for him, once he's back to full strength."
Eagerly, Paul moved quickly to pull Rebecca's panties down and away. Her dark pubic hair was damp and matted, making her brown fur nearly black, and thus highlighting the hot pink of her slit. Her bush was thick, much thicker that Audrey's, he noted. He figured the older women enjoyed letting their bushes grow. He didn't mind. Not at that moment.
Rebecca pulled her thighs wide as Paul settled on his knees on the floor. She draped one leg along the sofa while hooking the other over the arm, opening herself up completely for him. Paul stroked his hands down her inner thighs and then brushed her pubic hair down. Her pink slit came fully into view, with the thick labia hanging full from the folds. Audrey's mother's pussy was so different from her own, and Paul imagined that this is what child-birth did to a woman's cunt.
"Stop wasting time, Paul. Put your tongue to work," she insisted, growing hotter with every passing moment. A second later, she felt Paul's mouth plant firmly onto her slit and his tongue lanced out to attack her slot, from bottom to top.
"Oh, that's so fucking good," Rebecca sighed as Paul began to lap away hungrily at her damp slit. She felt his tongue flick through her folds, across her clit and opening, and dive up into her to flutter high inside her vaginal chute. He wasn't bad, she thought, but nothing like her husband. Ron could eat pussy for hours on end and seemingly never touch the same spots twice, unless it drew a gasp, a grunt, or moan from her. She couldn't imagine the number of times she'd cum on Ron's tongue. Having her pussy eaten was always the highpoint in any sex session Rebecca enjoyed, and always insisted her lover go down on her. Any man who refused to pleasure her with their mouth, would never get any farther with her, ever again.
Paul was good, but would need to work at his technique in the years to come, and Rebecca would be more than willing to help him, should he accept her help. Otherwise, she feared her daughter might never achieve an orgasm on Paul's tongue.
After a few more minutes of noisy lapping and slurping at her cunt, Rebecca felt that she'd gotten all she was going to get out of Paul's mouth. She wasn't going to get off, not now, and not on his tongue. He really seemed to be enjoying himself, however, and his moans gave her the impression that he would not only be up for a little tutoring, but might just enjoy a better sex-life with Audrey, knowing how sinful her mother was. And there was great potential in this young stud, Rebecca realized. How wonderful it would be if she could provide a young stud for the sorority, one from her own family, once he and Audrey were married. The seeds of that future would need to be sowed carefully by her, and not abused.
"It's time to give me your big cock, young man," Rebecca demanded as she pushed Paul's face from her crotch. Her pussy tingled, but was in dire need of something his tongue just wasn't doing for her. She needed to cum and his cock was by far the best bet for her to do so.
Paul wiped his mouth and chin with his hand and grinned at his older lover. She looked and acted so much younger than how she spoke at times, and that made it even more exciting for him. His cock had regained its strength while he lapped away at her creamy cunt, and now he was more than ready to show Audrey's mother how good of a fucker he was. Even a mother-fucker.
"Let's get on the floor, here," Paul suggested as he sat back and pulled his shirt up and off. Now he was as naked as his fiancé's mother, though she still wore her stockings and garters. God, he thought, how sexy those look on her. He would definitely suggest to Audrey she get a set like her mother's, even if it would be awkward explaining why.
Rebecca slipped to the floor and settled on her back on the thick rug. Paul had pushed the coffee table aside and they had room to move around. Paul was on her quickly, with cock in hand, and even as she pulled her knees back to open herself up for him, Paul was aligning himself with her sex.
"Oh! Paul!" she gasped as he impatiently pushed against her opening. "Easy, my boy. Push gently, not so harshly," she instructed. She reached down and moved his cock around to better part her labia while lubricating up his tip. Satisfied she aligned him with her entrance and let go, even as he plunged downward into her body.
"That's it! That's my boy!" she purred as Paul entered her with his thick cock. "That feels so fucking good!" Rebecca felt her pussy vibrate as Paul began to fuck her, and within moments she was panting and trembling through a sharp, quick orgasm. It had been much needed by that point. "Oh, yeessss!"
Paul, not really understanding that any cock would have gotten Rebecca off at that point, thought that he was really doing something right, and started pounding into her harder than ever. Rebecca let him go for a few minutes, until she began to feel more pain than pleasure beneath him. He was strong and virile, but had much to learn when it came to pleasuring a woman. Just slamming in and pounding away might get it done in college, but not in the real world, Rebecca wanted to tell him. It would wait, she figured, until later, afterward. For now, she wanted to let the boy go, to get his pleasures and get his nut off, if that was all he wanted. They would have time later to explore a more pleasant relationship. This was not going to be the only time she let this young man take her, she vowed.
Paul was above her in a push-up position, his arms hooked beneath her knees to hold her doubled back and open for his pounding hips. Their flesh smacked loudly in the living room and sweat began to pour from his face and shoulders.
"Oh, oh, oh!" Rebecca panted beneath him.
"Aahh, aahh, aahh!" Paul grunted atop her. He lowered his mouth to hers and kissed her deeply, as no son-in-law should kiss the mother of his bride. And yet they were more than that, now. They were lovers.
Paul slowed his pounding and settled back onto his haunches. He held Rebecca's thighs tight to his torso and when she wrapped her legs around him, he reached out and began to tug and twist her thick nipples.
"Yes, yes, Paul!" Rebecca moaned as her nipples exploded in his grip. As he pinched her nipples, her pussy quivered excitedly around his cock, now held deep inside her motionless. A moment later he took firm hold of each of her large breasts and slowly began to rock his hips once again. She liked this and soon was moaning, "Oh, yes, yes, I love it! Fuck me, Paul. Make me cum. Aahh, I love your fat cock inside me! Make me cum!"
Paul leaned into her once again and began to pound into her cunt roughly. Rebecca didn't always enjoy this sort of treatment, but under the circumstances she was beginning to feel the pleasures building within her.
Suddenly, Paul pulled out of her and said, "Roll onto your hands and knees. I want to fuck you doggy-style, Mrs. Thomas." Rebecca, panting from her own exertion, readily obeyed and went to her knees quickly, presenting her round, wide ass for Paul. He gazed into the dark, wet crack between her cheeks and with cock in hand, he again leaned into the older woman. His cock slipped easily into her dripping snatch and Paul was soon fucking his fiancé's mother once again.
Playfully, a few minutes later Paul smacked across her quivering ass and told her, "Fuck yourself back on my dick!" Rebecca looked back at her lover and then dropped to her elbows. She moved forward until her pussy slipped completely off his cock, and then rocked back hard, taking him inside once again. She imagined her pussy, gaping and greedy as it awaited his cock as she once again pulled away from him, before slamming back again, and again. This was something new to her, and something a little exciting. She'd have to remember this.
"That looks so fucking hot!" Paul told her as she rocked forward again and held herself away from him for a long moment, before slamming back onto him. "Your pussy looks like it's eating my cock! It looks like a big, wet mouth, wide open and ready for my dick." Again, she slammed back. "So fucking good!"
"That's it, baby, fuck my hungry cunt!" Rebecca growled as she shoved back and rolled her hips, stirring Paul's cock inside her. Paul took hold of her hips and began to drive into her again with short, sharp thrusts, fucking her for all he was worth. "Oh, yes! Yes! Yes!"
Paul settled into a rhythm for a few minutes that soon had his cock throbbing, ready for release once again. But he wasn't ready to cum, yet. He pulled free of her wonderful pussy and told her, "Time for you to ride the horse, Mrs. Thomas."
As she waited for Paul to lie on the rug beside her, Rebecca asked, "Is that what Audrey calls your cock, the Horse?"
Paul took hold of his manhood and awaited the older woman. "No, but she will now," he smiled as Rebecca straddled him. She circled her pussy above him, and then dropped fully onto his girth with a single, gut-wrenching plunge that drove the breath from her. Her body erupted into an orgasm in that painful moment, and she held herself motionless atop him for a few moments longer, until her body had stopped spasming.
"That was intense," she gasped, and then began to rise and lower herself on Paul's thick dick, and inch at a time, until she was again comfortable with him inside her. She leaned forward then and began to kiss her young lover, and while holding her hips in his hands, Paul began to fuck up into her with hard jabbing thrusts.
"I'm going to cum," she purred a minute later. "I'm going to cum, Paul." She bit her lower lip and then threw her head back as Paul continued to drive up into her. "Aahh! Aaaahhhh!" she cried out and finally, her true orgasm exploded through her. She erupted on Paul's cock, her creamy goo gushing out a moment later around his thick dick. Her orgasms were often intense and at times she lost all track of what was happening and who she was with. This became one of those times.
Once Rebecca began to regain her senses, she found herself still atop Paul, but sitting astride his hips facing away from him. His hands were on her ass, and she felt a thumb pressed hard against her anus, forcing its way inside. She wasn't one for anal sex, and yet when his thumb popped through her ring, she gasped loudly and felt her cunt quiver around his cock as she trembled through a gentle orgasm. She reached between her thighs and attacked her clit with a finger, enhancing her climax as Paul's thumb pressed higher into her ass.
"Mom! Paul! I'm back!" came Audrey's voice from the entry hallway, and before either of them could act, Rebecca's daughter, and Paul's fiancé, stood in the doorway looking at them with shock and horror plastered across her face. What Audrey saw, burned into her mind in that instant was her mother, naked, astride her fiancé, who was also naked, with his cock wedged into her hairy, wet pussy, her hands holding her heavy tits high while his dug into her round ass.
"Audrey!" both Rebecca and Paul gasped at the same instant. There would be no denial, of that it was clear. They had been caught, red handed and bare-assed naked.
"Noooo!" Audrey wailed as she turned and ran from the room. She ran up the stairs and a moment later, a bedroom door slammed hard.
"I guess maybe we'd better stop," Paul muttered a moment later. His cock, still wedged up inside Rebecca, was slowly deflating already.
Rebecca maintained her position, however, and looked back at Paul. "We might as well finish up. It's not like it'll matter in the end, will it?" And she began to roll and grind her hips once again, bringing his cock back to full strength in moments.
It wasn't long before Paul began to grunt and huff beneath her, and soon Rebecca's pussy was flooded with his hot cum. Neither had made much noise, however, and even as he climaxed, Paul let out little more than a grunt and gasp. When the last of his throbbing had subsided, Rebecca eased herself up and off Paul's withering manhood. She leaked somewhat, but quickly pulled her underwear on to prevent a gushing flood. She gave Paul a quick kiss, and then told him, "I'll take care of Audrey. You'd better get cleaned up and maybe you might want to eat out tonight. I'll let you know how things go, later."
Rebecca left Paul then and after cleaning herself up and dressing, she went to her daughter's room, where they spent the next two hours talking about boys, sex, marriage, and love. When it was all said and done, Audrey understood her mother better. Still, she was mad at Paul, however, and vowed to cut him off, at least for the night. She let him think she was mad at him for the remainder of their stay, and only gave in to him on the last night of their stay.
***
Now, nearly eight years later, Rebecca and Paul had been lovers, off and on, much of that time. Less lately, however. She had her son Carl, and now with Luke as her newest lover, Rebecca was content with what she had going for her. As far as she knew, Paul only saw his mother-in-law on the side. Her affair with their son-in-law was known to Ron, but not her affair with their son. She felt bad about that, not coming clean with her husband, but she imagined that Ron had one or two young lovers on the side as well. It was well known around Regal Bay that most of the men running the Gen. Bradley Research Center did. And that was fine with their wives. After all, that was what the Regal Bay Matron's Club was for.
Rebecca tossed her cigarette into the ash can on her way back in. She stopped at the soda machine to buy Angle a soda and as she was entering the elevator, her phone chimed. It was another text message from Paul. Or rather, a photo of his cock and hand, now covered with white semen. "Thanks!" he had added. "Pervert," she muttered as the door started to close, and an older doctor walked past. The glance he gave her just as she door closed let Rebecca know he had thought she was talking to him. She grinned. After all, Dr. Lewis was well known around the building as a philanderer.
"Thanks, Angel," Rebecca said as she slipped back into her chair and handed the younger woman the soda. "Any calls?"
"Nope. All's quiet." Angel took the soda and said, "I'll take my last break now," as she headed for the elevator. Rebecca wondered if seeing Dr. Lewis and now Angel slipping away for a break were connected. He'd been her gynecologist for all her kids, Rebecca knew.
Rebecca shook off the image and returned to finishing up her work for the day.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 22
Ursula's Tales -- Part 2
The feel of her father's powerful cock plunging in and out of her, the scent of his aftershave, the grip of his hands on her fleshy hips, all of this combined to drive Ursula into a panting, gasping frenzy of an orgasm.
"Oooohhh, aahh, oooohhh, Dadddyyyyy!" Her cries of climax echoed in her father's living room. He had her bent over the arm of the sofa, the very same sofa where twenty years before Reginald Killibrew had first taken his only daughter as his lover. In the years since, father and daughter had mated on a regular basis.
"Oooohhh, yes! Daddy, yes!" Ursula begged as her father continued to drive his ever ready manhood deep into her from behind. Ursula was a 41 year-old university professor at Regal Bay, nearing her 42nd birthday, and the mother of an adult son. Yet still she went to her father and became a young woman for him and his insatiable lusts time and again. Her father made her feel beautiful, desired, and sexy. Emotions few men ever displayed for her.
Ursula wasn't an ugly woman. She was just plain by any standard. She was a bit chunky, though not really fat. Right at five foot tall, she appeared heavier than what she actually was. Combined with the fact that her breasts, which were a hefty 37ee-cup, rode high on her chest (thanks to the expensive bras her father bought for her), Ursula gave one the impression of a stout woman. Her butt was round and firm, a feature her father likened to her late mother. Reggie often told his daughter how he enjoys taking her from behind because it gives him the thrill of once again having her mother with him.
Even as she trembled through her orgasm, bent uncomfortably across the arm of the sofa with her feet an inch above the carpeted floor, Ursula knew her father was thinking of her mother, and that was fine with her. Giving herself over to her father's sexual needs had never really been about her needs or their incest, but about his undying love for her and her mother.
"I love the way your pussy vibrates around my cock, Panda-poo," her father panted as he worked his long shaft in and out of her. "I can feel your muscles rippling up and down my entire shaft." He slowed his pace until he was barely moving within her. He held himself deep for a long moment, and then slowly withdrew until only his head remained wedged inside her opening. He looked down to see the glistening juices she had left along his shaft. He also saw the winking brown ring of her anus. He felt a craving to pull free of her cunt and ram himself hard and deep into her guts, but again he held himself back. Reggie had never sodomized his daughter, in all of the years they had been lovers. Nor had he performed the filthy act with his wife before. It was an act he considered disgusting and degrading, and reserved for the whores he paid for up by the truck stop.
"You make me feel so beautiful, Daddy," she purred. "Oooohhh," Ursula moaned as he slowly fed his length back into her, until she felt his heavy, hairy scrotum press against her clit nub once again.
"And you make me feel so alive, Panda-poo," he replied. He stroked his rough, rugged hands across his daughter's round ass and halfway up her naked back. He took hold of her long, dark hair and pulled ever so gently. She turned to look back at him, a smile on her lips and a sparkle in her eyes. She had climaxed on his manhood once again, and the beauty of her features in the afterglow made his heart skip a beat. She looked so much like her mother in those precious moments, he thought.
Reggie's cock twitched and his balls tightened after a final thrust into his daughter's warm depths. "Uuuunnngggg!" he growled as his orgasm hit him. Growing ever weaker with age, his cock nonetheless pulsed within his daughter's vaginal grip and deposited its thin load. "Ooohh, that's it, that's it. Take Daddy's cream," he moaned. He dug his fingers into her hips and held himself tight to her for the minute his cock throbbed and spit. When it had passed, Reggie sighed deeply and stepped back, his cock already withered and limp as it fell from Ursula's slot.
"I'm going to grab a shower," he told her as he gave her ass a caress and then bent down to kiss her on the cheek. "I won't be a minute."
Ursula eased herself from the arm of the sofa as she watched her father stagger towards the hallway to the bathroom of his small house. She dropped into the sofa, sitting bare-assed on the fabric while pulling her bra back into place. She hefted her breasts back into the cups and then tugged her sweatshirt back down as well. Her slacks and panties remained on the floor where her father had dropped them after stripping them off of her. The television was on across the floor and the evening news was into the sports segment. It had only been just over fifteen minutes since she'd arrived at her father's house, having stopped by on her way home from work.
It was the start of another work-week, Monday evening, and her father would be heading for the bowling alley soon. It was something of a ritual for them these days. She'd stop in after work on Monday evening on her way home, and her father would take her, usually in the living room. These meetings weren't for her, but for him. She usually got off, though. She nearly always did when her father's cock was working her over.
Ursula was working on giving up cigarettes, but still felt the urge after having sex. She retrieved a Marlboro Light from her purse and lit up, blowing the smoke up towards the slowly turning ceiling fan. Her cell phone rang a moment later.
"Hello?" she answered. She had recognized the number, but it wasn't one she had expected.
"Ursula? Hi, it's Pam." It was her friend, Pamela Walker. Pamela was an English teacher at Regal Bay High School and often they would discuss curriculum or courses of study that would assist high school students who were looking towards college. Usually, they would meet and talk over coffee on campus. "Do you think we could get together this evening?" Pamela asked. "I've got some things I need to talk with you about."
"Anything serious?" she asked.
Pamela hesitated. "Not really serious. Nothing work-related, either. It's something more personal. I'd really like to talk to you about it."
Ursula was suddenly concerned for her friend. She knew that Pamela was having issues at home, with taking care of her invalid husband taking its toll on her. Like Ursula, Pamela also had a young adult son, and it was possible he was giving her problems as well, she speculated. "Sure, I can meet you. Where would you like? Do you just want to come over to my house?"
"No, no. Let's meet at Starbucks, for coffee," Pamela insisted. "I really need to get this off of my chest, Ursi."
"Well then, tell me now," Ursula insisted. Her father had finished his shower and walked past wearing gray sweat pants. His thick chest hair, going as gray as his pants, still glistened with dampness. The swing of his manhood beneath the loose pants was obvious as he walked, and she knew he was going commando. She wished he'd just walk around the house naked, if only for her benefit.
"I'd rather not," Pamela said. "It's really too personal to talk about over the phone. We need to be face-to-face, I think."
Ursula checked the time. "I guess I can head there, now."
"That would be fantastic," Pamela replied. "I'll see you there, in about fifteen minutes?"
"I'll see you then." Ursula hung up and told her father that she was leaving to meet Pamela. He was in the kitchen, fixing himself a bowl of cereal. Her father had taken to eating more cereal of late, even for dinner.
"Alright, you go take care of your friend," he told her. Watching from the counter as he ate, Reggie had his eyes on his daughter as she pulled her underwear and slacks back on. She liked him watching her, whether she was stripping for him or dressing afterward. Still, she was worried about her friend and only gave her father a quick kiss before heading out.
The drive to the only Starbucks in town took Ursula past her own house. She saw her son's eight-year-old hand-me-down Chevy Malibu sitting in the driveway. A check of the dashboard clock showed it to be nearly five o'clock. She'd only been off work an hour, she realized. Normally, she would be pulling in to park beside his car and heading inside to start dinner. However, as she drove past, she made a mental note to give Freddy a call when she got to Starbucks to let him know not to wait for her, to go ahead and make himself something.
As usual, the parking lot was packed as the after-work/after-school crowd stopped in to socialize over a cup of one form of coffee or another. Ursula managed to find a spot further down, in front of a Kinko's, and walked back. She found Pamela sitting outside at a small umbrella-shaded table. She already had a tall cup of coffee in front of her, thick with foam.
Dropping her purse into the free chair, Ursula touched Pamela's shoulder and said, "I'll just go grab something. I'll be right back." Five minutes later, with her Latte Blanco in hand, Ursula rejoined her seemingly distraught friend.
"What I've got to tell you," Pamela began, "I don't want it to affect our friendship. I don't really want to say that I made a mistake, but sometimes I feel that I did."
"You're beginning to worry me, Pam," Ursula replied. Both women sipped at their drinks, an awkward silence between them as the din of voices all around them seemed to place them on an isolated island. Finally, Ursula said, "Whatever it is, Pamela, you don't have to worry about me. I won't be upset with you, if that's what you are worried about."
Pamela set her coffee down and looked hard into Ursula's eyes. Ursula noticed then that Pamela's usually grey eyes were somewhat darker, and the lids looked puffy, as if she'd been crying. "I really don't know how to say this, but I guess the best way is straight out." She took a breath. "I've been seeing your son Freddy for a few months now. And by seeing him, I mean, we've been having an affair."
Ursula gasped. She was shocked. Of everything her friend might have said to her, this was the absolute last thing she would have ever imagined would come from her lips. She didn't know how to respond, let alone what to say.
Seeing the look of utter disbelief on Ursula's face, Pamela continued. "It was entirely my fault. I went looking for...something. I don't know. I posted a profile at one of those on-line dating sites. I was shocked that I even got an answer. We chatted, exchanged e-mails and the like. Eventually, we made plans to meet at the motel out by the truck stop. I swear that I didn't know it was Freddy I was flirting with on-line until he opened the motel room door."
Pamela paused, waiting for Ursula to say something, anything, before continuing. "I guess I should have stopped myself, right then and there. Instead... oh god, I'm so sorry Ursi... Instead of backing out, I let my emotions take control of me. Rather, I let my libido get the better of me."
Pamela was very near to tears as she related, with shadowed detail, how she and Ursula's son had first made love together, and then continued on with their affair in the weeks after.
Ursula had yet to reply when Pamela moved on. "I know it was wrong, but damnit Ursi, it felt so good, and I really needed what Freddy had to give me. It made me feel so much better, about myself and the feelings I have for..." Pamela stopped herself short. Pamela sipped at her coffee and then said, "I need to tell you something else, but I really don't know how."
"You've got something else? Something even more shocking than fucking my son? What the hell could that be?" Ursula responded in a low, quivering voice.
Pamela made a quick glance around to insure their conversation was only between them before she continued. "That first night, Freddy said something to me, something I found very shocking, and yet now that I think about it, it was there all along." Again she paused. "Freddy called me "Mommy", several times in fact, as we made love. He was imagining that he was making love to you, Ursi. He told me so, after."
Again, Ursula was shocked speechless. Pamela continued. "And at some point, I called him Johnny. Ursula, I called your son by my son's name as I climaxed. Oh, shit shit shit shit shit! Ursula, I wanted so much for Freddy to be my Johnny in that moment! I wanted it to be my own son giving me an orgasm, Ursi! Having Freddy there made it so clear to me. And you know what, Ursi? Do you know what I did? I finally got up the courage to do it."
Pamela drank coffee, and then continued when Ursula didn't reply. "Freddy told me, one night after, you know, that Johnny had talked about it with him. Freddy told me that if I wanted to, all I had to do was tell him, to tell Johnny, that I wanted to. And I did it. I went to Johnny one night, and I told him, and we made love, Ursi. I made love to my son, and it was the greatest thing I have ever done. Oh, god, Ursi! I had sex with my own son!" Pamela gulped at her coffee then, her hands shaking as she held the cup. She had a tear rolling down her cheek, but she was smiling in her eyes, Ursula noticed. She wasn't ashamed of having had incestuous sex with her son. She was ashamed that she'd had sex with Ursula's son.
"Did you say that Freddy wants to have sex with me?" Ursula asked, again in a hushed voice. Pamela nodded in response. "I can't believe it," she said, rejecting the idea. "Freddy would never think like that. I don't believe anything you've said, not about Freddy!"
Ursula was furious, mostly at Pamela for even considering having an affair with her son, but also insinuating that her son would think about having sex with her, his own mother. And yet Freddy was at the same age she had been, when she had first given herself to her father. Ursula loved her son very much, as much as she did her father. And Freddy didn't have a father in his life, a man to take care of his mother's needs. Just as her father didn't have a woman there to take care of his needs. And as Ursula fulfilled that role for her father, was Freddy to fill the very same role for her? Ursula loved her son very much, even more than she loved her father. Could she love him in that way, she asked herself?
"I can't believe you had sex with Johnny," Ursula admitted a moment later. "What were you thinking?"
Pamela smiled. "I was thinking that if I can get laid in my own home, that if I can get laid by a hot young stud, then why shouldn't it be with my own son?" Pamela leaned forward and added, "Johnny really knows how to get me going, too. I can't remember George ever getting me off so hard, or so many times." She licked her lips seductively then, giving Ursula a shiver.
After a moment, Ursula asked, "Are you suggesting that I might want to give Freddy an opportunity to have sex with me? That's ridiculous!"
Pamela shrugged. "Maybe you could start with Johnny? I think he likes you and with Freddy and his being friends who obviously talk, I wouldn't be surprised if it hasn't already been discussed between them. I wouldn't mind you having my son once or twice. It's only fair, since it was Freddy that turned me. Why not have my son turn you?"
Ursula was shaking her head. "I can't believe what you're suggesting, Pam!" Ursula gasped. "I don't want to have sex with your son, or anyone's son! Especially my own!"
Pamela reached out and placed a hand on Ursula's. She asked, "So, you'd rather just have sex with your father, is that it?"
Ursula nearly exploded. Her face went beet-red in that moment, out of shock and rage. "Where did you hear that?" she asked in a hushed though insistent voice.
"Freddy told me," Pamela answered. "He's known for some time that you've been having sex with his grandfather, your own father. He told me that he's been spying on you for years now. Why do you think he wants to have sex with you anyway? He's been watching you and jacking off to you since he first started getting hard, or so he told me."
Ursula was now getting mad. Mad at herself, her son, and her friend. "This is all bullshit, Pamela! I'm going!" With that, she stood sharply and grabbed her purse up from the floor at her feet. She didn't look back, nor did she dispose of her cup. She left it on the table for Pamela to take care of as she raced out of the patio area and headed for her car.
Freddy had left by the time Ursula arrived home. He had texted her at some point during her meeting with Pamela that he was called in to work and wouldn't be home until late. Somewhat relieved, since she had no idea how should would be able to face her son knowing what she now did, Ursula made herself a microwave diet plate dinner and sat in front of the television to eat it. After "Wheel of Fortune" had finished, and not feeling up to watching any more television, she showered and went to bed. With her conversation running repeatedly in her mind, it took more than two hours before she finally fell asleep.
The next day was equally as stressful for Ursula. Tuesday's were her heaviest workload, with three morning and three afternoon classes scheduled, as well as an English Department staff meeting at five in the afternoon. So it wasn't until nearly seven in the evening that Ursula pulled her blue Toyota Prius to a stop in her driveway. Her son's Malibu was there as well.
She was aware that Freddy only had a couple of morning classes scheduled for Tuesdays and with the stormy weather they had been experiencing most of the day, he must not have been needed out at the Golf Club. He had texted her earlier in the evening to inform her that he would be staying in that night, basically letting her know that he would be home for dinner. Ursula had stopped at the grocery on her way home from work, and carried the three bags in from her car. Freddy was sitting in the recliner, watching television, with a beer in hand. He was only twenty, but as he was only weeks away from his birthday Ursula didn't forbid him drinking a beer or two at home.
As she walked past, she had to wonder how her little boy had grown up so fast. And with all that she'd learned over the past 24 hours, seeing Freddy in a new light was unavoidable. "Hello, dear. How was your day?" she asked.
"The usual," Freddy responded. He tossed back the last of his beer and followed her into the kitchen. "Let me help, Mom," he said.
"Thanks," she responded. Even though they lived together, they seldom talked, and it would appear that this was going to be a similar evening, she thought, even though they had so very much to talk about. Freddy put away the milk and cheese slices, and then retrieved a fresh bottle of Michelob Light beer from the refrigerator. He popped the cap and headed back into the living-room. Ursula put the rest of the groceries away in the cabinets, and then retrieved a bottle of beer for herself. Dinner could wait until she'd relaxed a little, she thought.
Joining her son in the living room, Ursula settled onto the couch to relax and watch a little television. Her son had the History Channel turned on, and a documentary entitled "Sex in the Bible" was playing. She was surprised and just about retreated to the kitchen. Instead, she took a deep drink of her beer and watched the program with her son. They didn't talk until a commercial came on.
"What would you like for dinner?" Ursula asked Freddy as she got up and headed for the kitchen, and a fresh bottle of beer.
"Anything's fine," he replied. "I'm not really all that hungry."
Concerned, she asked from the kitchen, "Why? What's wrong? Are you feeling okay?"
Freddy had also finished his beer and replied, "I'm okay, just tired I guess. It's been a rough week, at school and work." He got up as his mother returned to the sofa and passed her by on his way to retrieve another beer.



"You'd better slow down with those, if you haven't eaten," she warned her son.
"I had a late lunch," he said. "I had some pizza over at Tim's." He dropped back into the recliner. "Go ahead and eat without me. I might head out anyway, later on," he told his mother.
Ursula gave her son a long look, wondering if he had another rendezvous lined up, with Pamela or maybe another woman her own age. Ever since Pamela had called her up for a talk, ever since they'd met and Ursula learned of her son's fetish for older women, and ever since Pamela described to her how Freddy secretly felt about her, his own mother, Ursula had been almost frightened to talk with Freddy. Even now, sitting with him in the living room, she could feel her heart racing. She wanted to confront him, to get everything between them out in the open. She wanted to let Freddy know that it was alright if he had sexual urges for her. There was just so much she wanted to tell her son, and yet she had no idea how to begin.
Ursula took a long pull from the beer, gulping down much more than she'd intended. She coughed.
"You'd better slow down yourself, Mom," Freddy said. "You might want to get something in your stomach before you get drunk."
"Listen to the pot calling the kettle black," she smiled, and stood up to head back to the kitchen. She grabbed a dish towel and wiped her chin. "Maybe I want to get drunk. It's my house, you know. I'll do what I want in my own house." She brought the bottle to her lips and threw back her head. The last of the beer went down quickly. Wiping her mouth with the towel again, she looked at her son sitting in the recliner. He was indeed handsome, and had a leanness about him, like a young rancher, she thought. He didn't look at all like the media technology student he actually was. Then again, he did look like a young man who tended the manicured fairways and greens of a golf course.
"And if I want to get laid, in my own house, who gives a shit who it's with," she muttered to herself. Again she went to the refrigerator and retrieved a beer, her third in the half hour she'd been home. The cap went into the trash bin and she went back into the living room.
It might have been the first she'd noticed, but she noticed then that Freddy was shirtless, wearing only blue jeans. He was also barefooted. For some reason, she thought he looked sexy. It might have been the first time in her life she'd actually thought that. Even after all she'd discovered over the past day, she had until then not noticed that her son was indeed a ruggedly handsome young man. She realized that she was now seeing Freddy with the same eyes Pamela had, and that disturbed her.
Ursula sipped from her beer, her eyes on her son, and then dropped heavily into the sofa. Beer splashed from her bottle and landed square on her right breast, darkening the fabric of her blouse. She didn't care. She was getting loose and that was all that mattered to her.
The living room again fell into silence as the next program started. This next program was a documentary on the sex-lives of the ancient Romans, in particular those of the residents of Pompeii before the famed volcano's eruption. By the second commercial break, twenty minutes in, Ursula was feeling the effects of all the beers she'd had on her empty stomach. Unsteadily, she stood and headed for the kitchen.
"Need another beer?" she slurred towards her son as she passed. He didn't answer, but Ursula brought him one anyway and handed it to him. She dropped into one of the four high-back dining room chairs and set her bottle on the table. "Come over here, Freddy," she slurred. "I want to talk to you."
Freddy took his fresh beer and obediently moved over to sit across from his mother. She was definitely drunk, he observed, and he was interested in what she might have on her mind. It was a rare occasion that she ever wanted to talk, besides what he wanted for dinner or if he'd gotten his dirty clothes into the hamper to be washed. Freddy was still unaware that his mother knew about the affair he and Pamela had, as well as knowing that he had been spying on her and her father.
Smacking her hand flat to the table top, she blurted out, "How are you doing, Freddy?" Still unsure of how to proceed, she asked, "How's your sex life? Got any girl-friends I should know about?" She felt herself grinning at him.
"Mom, really," he replied gently, "do we need to talk about this now? You're getting pretty drunk."
She took a drink of her beer and then said, "Drinking's good. It loosens me up. You know, it was alcohol that helped me accept taking my mother's place in my dad's bed."
Freddy looked at his mother and waited. She swayed a little in her chair before continuing. "He was miserable after my mom died. He missed her badly, and so did I. I wanted to be there for him, and I was there for him, in any way he needed." She drank, and then banged her bottle to the table.
"So I went to his bed when he wanted mom, and needed me." She smiled at her son then and continued. "I've been fucking my own dad since before I was your age, did you know that? I'm still fucking my own dad! But you already know that, don't you? Do you know something else? I like it! I like giving my father pleasure. I like giving him head. I like giving him my fat little pussy." She grinned sinfully across the table, and then wiggled her butt in the chair, adding, "I like sitting on his face. I like his tongue up my snatch! He makes me cum, Freddy, did you know that? My own father makes me cum, with his tongue and his big, fat dick!"
Ursula paused, as if letting that soak in. She leaned back in the chair and drank from the bottle once again. In a somewhat gentler voice, she continued, "I like making love to my own dad. I like making my dad happy. What's the shame in that?"
Freddy shook his head. "Nothing, I guess," he muttered, not knowing where his mother was going with this, her confession. He knew that she knew about his voyeurism, she'd told him that she knew. But did she know everything, he wondered?
Ursula drove on. "I don't get it anywhere else, did you know that? I don't have a boy friend. I don't have guys hitting on me at work, or at the mall, or down at the beach. I accept that. I'm old, ugly, and fat."
Freddy chimed in then. "Mom, don't do that. You're not old, ugly, or fat. You're just an average, middle-aged, mature working mother."
Ursula looked at her son then and smiled. "You think I'm pretty, don't you Freddy?"
"Yes, Mom, I think you're pretty."
"Do you think I'm sexy? You do, don't you? I know you do. Pamela told me. But now I know because I see how you look at me. I've seen you watching me, when I dress, or when I forget to close the bathroom door when I shower. I didn't think about it then. I am now. I know you look at me, Freddy. I know you watch me. And you know what? I like it! I like knowing that you jack off, looking at me!"
Freddy was stunned, hearing his mother's admitting she knew. But did she know everything, he wondered. "I can't help but look at you, Mom. It's just us in this house. I'm a man, you know. I have needs, too."
"Just like me, you're telling me?" she asked. "You have needs to get laid? So go out and find a girl to fuck. Your own age. Not old bags like Pamela Walker and whoever else you might be dicking. Or me even."
"Mom!" Freddy gasped at his mother's language. It was the crudest he'd ever heard her talk, and it was making him excited.
Ursula looked across the table at her son. She wanted to ask him, but couldn't bring herself to. But she had to. She had to know, from him. "Pamela told me something yesterday. I didn't believe her then, but now I'm not so sure she was lying. She told me that you want to have sex with me. Do You? Do you want to have sex with me? You do, don't you Freddy? I can see it in your eyes, right now." Ursula shook her head and smacked the table once again with her hand. "Just like I fuck my own dad, you want to fuck your own mom." This last was a statement that she knew to be true.
"No, Mom! That's not it, really. Jeez, what are you saying?" Freddy was shocked. He had deep desires for his mother, that was true, and he'd admitted them to Pamela, when they made love. He'd even admitted to some of his friends, friends who claimed that they were themselves fucking their own mothers. But Freddy was afraid to make the move on his own mother. He just didn't have the nerve. And yet now he was being confronted by his own mother about his most sinful secret. And his cock suddenly began to awaken in his jeans.
"I'm saying that all you have to do is ask me," she slurred. "You never know. Maybe I'd surprise you, and tell you that I want you to fuck me. Maybe I'd say, "I want you to fuck me, Freddy." And maybe I do. Maybe I...I want you to fuck me, like you fuck Pamela, Freddy."
Freddy couldn't hide the surprise or the shock that crossed his face as he discovered that his mother indeed knew about his affair with her friend.
"That's right, Freddy. I know! I know you've been fucking Pamela. You know that she's my friend, don't you. She finally told me all about it, how you hooked up with her on-line. How you met in a hotel room on half a dozen nights and fucked your brains out. She told me that you called her Mommy, and that you admitted to her how you wanted me. Well, Freddy, here I am. You can have me, if you want me. I'm all yours for the taking!" She spread her arms wide, as if presenting herself for his approval. "Take me, son! Take me right here and right now!"
"Mom, you're drunk," he said. "You don't know what you're saying."
"Oh, I know what I'm saying. I'm saying I want you to fuck me. I want to fuck you, Freddy, as badly as I know you want to fuck me. I'm your mother, and you're my son." Ursula then leaned across the table, pulled her son's head to hers, and kissed him hard on the mouth. Freddy froze and didn't respond until after her lips had left his. "And you're going to do what I tell you to do, young man!"
"I don't want to take advantage of you when you're drunk," he said. "You'll be upset in the morning and probably very mad at me. I don't want that."
Still leaning across the table, her heavy breasts sitting on the top, Ursula picked up her bottle and drained it once again. "This might just be the only chance you ever get, young man. You'd better jump on it." She held her eyes to her son's. "We do this now, or we never do it. Am I clear?"
"Go get me another beer," she told her son a moment later, shoving her empty bottle towards him as she did.
"I don't think you need any more beer," Freddy replied.
"Either get me another beer," she insisted, "or give me your dick." She held her son's gaze a moment longer, and then told him in a warmer, softer voice, "Kiss me again, Freddy. I liked that." Freddy hesitated, but when he leaned across the table and kissed his mother, he knew that the line was indeed there to be crossed. Ursula draped an arm across his shoulder to hold him a moment longer, and their kiss lingered.
When their lips parted, Freddy reached across his mother's broad back and pulled her white blouse to him. Ursula straightened her arms and let him remove her top. It fell to the floor. She dropped to the table top, her ample breasts smashing into the cool wooden top, her arms splayed to her sides. Freddy popped her bra-clasp a moment later, and pulled it away, adding it to the blouse on the floor. Ursula remained chest-down on the table, her nipples now pressed into the cool wood. They grew hard quickly as she began to grasp what she was doing.
As his mother lay, giggling now, across the table, Freddy got up and went around behind her. Her hips were up as she had pulled her knees onto the chair when she leaned across the table. She still wore her red skirt and her wide ass wiggled his way as he stepped up behind her.
"You like my big ass, don't you?" Ursula asked her son. "I see you looking at it all the time." Freddy's hands went to her hips and she pushed back. Her butt went against the chair back and she wiggled it again. His hands slipped up to caress her back, and then her shoulders. Freddy then leaned around the chair and kissed her shoulders. Her short, dark brown hair didn't get in his way as he moved his mouth to her neck, planting light kisses across her flesh.
"That's nice, Freddy," she purred. "I like that. I like being kissed." She pushed up until she knelt in the chair, with Freddy holding her in place. His hips were pressed hard into her left hip and she thought she could feel his manhood growing by the moment.
Freddy found the hook and zipper of his mother's skirt, and a moment later it fell to a bunch at her knees. Her white panties remained in place, for the moment. With his mother upright, her large, naked breasts were on full display. But only for a moment.
"Freddy! You naughty boy!" Ursula gasped. She pulled her skirt up, to cover her nudity, while turning to face her son. "Are you trying to take advantage of your drunken mother?"
Freddy was about to back off and retreat to his bedroom when he felt his mother's hands at the front of his jeans. She had them unfastened and unzipped quickly, and a moment later she had a hold of his dick. He almost cried out as she pulled his cock free of his underwear.
"Oh, my!" she giggled. "Did I do this to you?" Ursula stroked her son's shaft, switching hands back and forth. She then slipped into the chair seat and lowered her head. She touched her lips to her son's cock head for the first time, making him moan. Her tongue flicked out and tickled his piss-slit, releasing a single drop of clear liquid that she lapped up. She then wrapped her lips around just the head and swirled her tongue round and round for a brief moment, before lifting away to see a look of astonishment on her son's face.
"You liked that?" she asked with a wicked grin. Ursula pushed him away suddenly and all but ran to the sofa, pulling her son along behind by his hand. She dropped into the sofa and lined Freddy up before her. Her skirt had fallen away as she'd crossed from the table to the sofa, and now she sat in only her white panties. She looked up into her son's face, still showing a drunken smirk. "Well, if you want me to suck your cock, you'd better get rid of those jeans."
Freddy quickly pushed his jeans downward to the floor around his ankles as his mother leaned forward and pulled his cock into her open mouth. She hummed as he filled her mouth, sending a stimulating vibration along his shaft, straight to his balls. He loved it. It was something Pamela also did when she sucked his dick.
"That's nice," he sighed as his mother began to bob along his length.
Ursula let his cock slip out of her mouth long enough to tell him, "So much like your grand-father's cock," before engulfing him deep once again.
As she sucked her son's cock in the living room, Ursula knew that their relationship had changed forever. It was so similar to how she had first been taken by her father that it scared her, and yet she continued to slurp noisily upon Freddy's big dick. She loved his taste, his texture, and how he fit so perfectly into her mouth. She knew he'd fit inside her pussy equally as well.
Ursula spit Freddy's cock out and panted, "Oh Freddy! I need you to fuck me! Fuck me now!"
She leaned back in the sofa and pushed her panties down and kicked them away, revealing to her son her full naked pussy, covered in a forest of dark pubic hair. Her pink slit glistened with excitement, and although he couldn't wait to feel his mother wrapped around his cock, he knew he had to taste her first.
"It's my turn, Mom," he insisted. "I want to taste that hot pussy of yours first." He went quickly to his knees between his mother's knees. He pushed them wider apart and brushed her fur back. As he did, he watched as her pussy lips parted, revealing the pink of her inner sex. It looked delicious, and he leaned in to plant his mouth fully upon his mother's cunt.
"Oh, Freddy!" Ursula gasped. "Oh, yes! Eat my pussy, Freddy! Eat your mother's fat pussy!"
The first thing Freddy noticed after taking in a deep lungful of her scent, was the fact that she tasted much creamier than the other older women he'd had recently, almost milky. He lapped upwards and felt a gush of his mother's juices slide across his tongue. He swallowed, and then returned his tongue to her slot. He worked deeper until his tongue penetrated her hole, and he was treated to yet another gush of her warm milky cream.
"Ooohh, Freddy! Soooo, good!" she moaned and took hold of her son's hair, pulling his face harder into her crotch. "Ooohh, god! Oh, god! Yeesssss!" Ursula arched her back and pressed her pussy hard against his face as her orgasm started. "Oooohhh, Fredddyyyyyy!" she moaned loud. Her pussy vibrated as her son lapped away, his tongue flicking and swabbing at her folds and crevasses. She continued to moan, long after Freddy's oral attack had settled into a gentle rubbing of his tongue around and across her entire area. When he finally lifted his face from her, his chin glistened with her smeared juices, and his grin was one of lustful satisfaction.
"That was wonderful," she sighed. Having had her knees drawn up and back, Ursula now relaxed and let her feet again go to the floor. Still, she framed her kneeling son between her knees. After a moment, she asked, "Would you like to go to my bedroom?"
Freddy felt his grin widen. "Yes, Mom. I'd like to take you to bed."
Ursula sat up, straining from the effort, and Freddy grabbed her hands to assist her. His eyes were on the heavy globes of her breasts as they swung forward. He stood, helping her to her feet as well. He was nearly a foot taller than his mother, and her cheek pressed into his chest as she hugged him. "I haven't had an orgasm that intense in years," she admitted. Looking up at him, she added, "Your grand-father is getting older, and he's just not as virile as he used to be, Freddy." She found her son's cock with her hand and wrapped her fingers delicately around it. "You're virile, Freddy. Young, powerful, strong. And I want to feel you inside me. Does that bother you? Does it bother you that your old mom wants your cock inside her?"
Freddy shook his head. "It doesn't bother me, if it doesn't bother you, Mom." She smiled, though he could still see the alcohol sparkle in her eyes.
Turning, Ursula let her son's cock go and found his hand. She led him to the hallway, but as they passed his bedroom, Freddy pulled free. "I'll meet you in a minute," he said as he ducked into his room. Assuming he was getting something, maybe even a condom, Ursula continued to her bedroom. Inside, she rolled into her bed after pulling the covers down. Her head buzzed from all of the alcohol, and yet she felt wonderful. Her hands came up to her breasts and she took hold of her nipples. She gently rolled and twisted them, waiting for her son to come to her.
Freddy stripped off the rest of his clothes in his bedroom, but had stopped in for an entirely different reason. Going to his closet, he moved the shoe box aside that hid the camera that he'd long ago mounted to the wall. He turned on the power, assured that the plug was in the socket and that the camera wouldn't die any time soon. Next, he ran the line form the camera to his lap top, sitting on the desk next to the closet door. He quickly checked to make sure that it was angled correctly and saw on screen his mother stretch out in here bed, waiting for him, playing with her tits. He knew he had better get going, before she changed her mind. He hit record, and all but ran from his room.
Taking care not to look towards the camera, and knowing that he was about to be the star of his first fuck flick that also starred his mother, Freddy joined his mother on her bed, where his grand-father had joined her on numerous occasions.



Ursula reached for her son and said, "Kiss me." Freddy lay belly down, angled to his mother, and let her pull his mouth to hers. They kissed deeply, until her hands started running down his naked back to grab his ass. When their lips parted, she huffed, "Make love to me, Freddy. Make love to your old mother. Give me your manhood."
Freddy rose and maneuvered between her legs as she parted them. He was so much taller than her that when he moved up her body to position himself outside her vagina, her face was beneath his chest. Ursula reached between their bodies and took hold of her son's cock. She pulled him forward until she could feel his knob against her labia. Up and down she stroked herself with her son's dick, enjoying the sinful excitement that continued to build within her chest.
When he felt the wetness of her pussy on his cock, Freddy almost lost control. He realized that he was breathing fast and shallow, and if he didn't relax, he'd pass out. He was entirely too excited by what was about to happen that he almost missed the moment it did. His mother reached out to grab hold of his butt with one hand while taking careful aim with the other, and pulled her son to her. Freddy's cock plunged easily into her well-lubricated vagina.
"Oooohhh, Freddddyyyyy!" she moaned as he entered her. Her vaginal walls spread wide to allow for his entry, and her belly trembled from the heat of his manhood within her. "Aaaahhhh!" She came. Her entire body vibrated as her pussy exploded around Freddy's dick, coating him with her cream. "Oooohhh, yeeeesssssss!"
Freddy plunged into his mother, and knew that he was in no condition to prolong anything. Her pussy was vibrating, sending ripples of electric-like jolts up his spine. His balls were already aching by the time he felt them press into her pubic hair. He dropped his head to look at her face, and saw her mouth opened wide, her eyes tightly shut, and her naked body beneath his, joined at the crotch. He pulled back and then rammed home once again. Freddy began to fuck his mother then, hard, deep, and with passion. He wouldn't last long at all.
Ursula knew she was getting fucked by her son, but that was about all she knew. Her mind spun as her body tingled. Her breasts jiggled heavily to either side of her chest. She could feel his flesh in her hands, and in her vagina. She felt his warm breath on her face, and a moment later his seed was warming her belly.
"Oooohhh, goooddddd!" Freddy groaned as his cock erupted within his mother's body. His cock throbbed and his semen spit, coating her womb with incestuous seed. For a moment, he worried that he would impregnate her, but remembered that she could never again have children. That thought alone drove him to start pounding his cock harder into her.
"Ooohh, Freddyyyy! Uuunnggghh! Uuunnggghh! Aaahhh!" Ursula grunted, taking her son's hard thrusts. The bed bounced and she felt her next orgasm already building, even as her son's semen continued to flow into her. Her feet came up and she wrapped her legs tight around her son's waist, holding him tight to her, even as he continued to thrust and jab into her groin with his hips. Her arms were around his torso and she held tight to him, feeling the desire to never let him go. Freddy was her son, and now he was also her lover. She didn't want to share him with anyone, ever.
"Oooohhh, Freddy! Freddy, Freddy, Freddy!" she panted, repeatedly, until he had finally collapsed atop her, smothering her with his hot, sweaty body. "Ooohh, Freddy! I love you, Freddy! Thank you! Oh, thank you! I love you!"
Still panting heavily himself, Freddy finally lifted from his mother's body and rolled to the side, away from the camera hidden in the wall above her dresser. He settled onto his side, and then pushed her to hers, facing away from him, and towards the camera. He draped an arm across her and snuggled up tight behind his mother. His limp, drenched cock pushed against her soft ass flesh and he reached for a heavy breast. He cupped her tit, bringing a soft moan of enjoyment from her lips as she began to relax. Both of them still trembled from the overwhelming excitement of what they had just shared. Freddy let his head drop into the pillow and felt sleep overtake him.
***
"Oh, man! I can't believe you finally got to fuck your mother!" Tim laughed. He sat at his desk in his bedroom, watching the last minutes of the video Freddy had made on his lap top computer. "Jesus, man! My dick's hard right now!"
Freddy took a cautionary step back from his friend before replying, "Well, Dude. Your mom's downstairs right now. Why don't you grab a piece?"
Tim looked back at Freddy with a wide grin on his face. "I just might, after you leave."
"If I've got to leave, then you've got to make sure I get a copy of it." Freddy reached past his friend and ejected the thumb-drive from the lap-top. Tim pulled open a drawer in his desk and removed a thumb-drive of his own.
Handing it to Freddy, Tim said, "Two more. The last is from two days ago."
"Man, I can't believe you get away with this." Freddy looked at the drive in his hand, as if seeing the video's Tim had made of his mother and him having sex in it. "How many cameras have you got around here, anyway?"
Tim was up and heading for his bedroom door. "Four. Two in her bedroom, one in the living room, and one right here." He reached up and tapped the A/C vent above his bedroom door. "I plan to get at least one more with my paycheck next week," he added. "Probably put it in the bathroom, just so I can watch her play with herself in the tub." Tim grinned wickedly at the idea.
Freddy shook his head, smiling in disbelief. Tim then added, "I've got Eric hooked up, and David's been working with Randy Hayworth and Andy McCoy. It won't be long before we have ourselves a serious library of sin!" Tim was grinning from ear to ear. "I know a guy who could set us up a web site where we could make money showing the sex flicks we've been making. Hidden camera amateur stuff is the biggest shit on the internet these days."
"I don't know," Freddy moaned. "I don't know if I want people I don't know watching my mom fuck her dad on video. What if we get caught?"
"Hey, don't worry," Tim laughed. "If you don't want in, you don't have to be. I think we'll get plenty from other guys. That doesn't mean I still don't want to see more from you."
Tim pulled open his bedroom door, just as his mother called him to dinner. "I'll think about it," Freddy said on his way out. "We'll see."
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
An Introduction
Seeing as how this series is really beginning to take off, thanks in no small part to you, my many fans, I thought it time to provide not only a little background, but a little bit of a description of "Regal Bay" proper.
I began working on what would eventually become the "Regal Bay Matrons Club" series many, many years ago. In fact, some of the "Tales" have origins in short stories I'd pounded out nearly thirty years ago. I first started toying with the idea of writing short erotic stories after reading various "Penthouse Forum" and the like stories. I also have had the good fortune to know women through the years who have opened up to me about their wants, desires, fantasies, and cravings. From those seeds came the idea of something of a serialized format that I've been molding and shaping for three decades now.
At first, "Regal Bay" was "Vesta Island". The original format had this isolated resort community, created during the free-spirited hippy-years, evolving into a full-fledged, self-sustaining community of today (or rather the '90s as it was), complete with schools for the children, churches for their eternal after-life, and communal playpens for their enjoyment. I had this exclusive island situated off the coast of North Carolina (as I was at that time employed at a semi-major university very near there). Over the course of several years, I rough-drafted dozens of stories while relaxing under the summer son on the beach, or in my solitary office overlooking campus. Ranging in themes from incest and wife-swapping, to BDSM and fantasy role-playing, to communal servitude and the sins of the church, I let my imagination role, creating stories to surround people walking past, or couples at dinner across the restaurant. And all of these I moved onto the island. After a while, the entire thing got a bit out of hand, and completely unbelievable. So, I abandoned the project. Instead, I turned my creative energies back to my drawing. Some of which I've provided for your pleasure. Again, I thank you for your wonderful feedback. I've got a handful I may still present, including a couple of my lovely lover herself.
Only after I came across Literotica and the stories within did the idea of re-visiting "Vesta" resurface. By this time, I'd moved on and taken a new position in the Great Pacific Northwest. It was here that I began reworking many of my original stories while creating completely new ones as well. Just as a note, I currently have well over two-hundred shorts in the works, many of which will evolve to be included in these tales. I wanted to retain the idea of a series of stories that wrapped and twisted around each other, something like the great soap operas once did, only with a deeply sexual undercurrent. I also wanted to keep things a bit cleaner than most, and at the suggestion of my life-long companion, turned to telling these tales from the view-point of the women involved. Not a very easy thing to do, mind you, considering my male gender point of view about all things sexual and perverted!
From the outset, I was going to not just follow one or even and handful of women. I wanted several, more than a dozen, all with their various and differing points of view, included in this community. I settled on "Matrons", women of a certain age and community standing, women who were entering or already enjoying their mid-life crisis, who had become too comfortable in their worlds and found a need for more sexual excitement that men of this age have long out-grown, at least for the most part. Again, I had turned to my partner in crime and lust in coming to understand the mindset of women between the ages of 35 and 65, women who have mothered children, have lost their youthful looks and found it harder each day to maintain any semblance of sexuality. On top of all that, a sexual "second wind" has brought many to realize a growing desire for men who can keep up with them, and understand that looking to those younger, much younger, than themselves is where to find it.
I had to start somewhere, and mother-son incest seemed to be the perfect fit, given its popularity here. Unfortunately, my first installment, "Lisa's Tales, Ch. 1" jumped right into this topic with little background surrounding it. Lisa, you see, is based entirely on a woman I knew, some years ago, and for the most part, this first tale is very nearly word for word as she described it to me and mine. "Lisa" had grown up with my lovely lady and they still maintain a close friendship, even with so many miles now separating us. It was with her permission that this reworking of her "Tale" was told. And as with many of you, she pointed out that I had provided very little background as to her motivations. My bad.
For the most part, nearly every woman with a tale is fully a creation of my mind. However, in addition to "Lisa" there are three others that have been created from actual women acquaintances from my life. In fact, my lovely-love is one of these, and I challenge you, dear friends, to work out which. In all cases, of course, the names have been changed, and the continuations are from my fantasies and not their realities. I do have their permission in every case, by the way. Did I mention that I, too, play a cameo along the way? Not that it's all that hard to figure out which I am.
I've been asked about where "Regal Bay" is, and if it's based on any real place (and how to get there!). I created "Regal Bay" as it is to be situated somewhere along the Pacific Northwest Coast, between Seattle and San Francisco. Most of what I describe is completely out of my imagination, from the "Majestic Mountains" to the "General Bradley Military Research Center". And for those of you who might ask, "Regal Bay" is NOT based on Eureka, California. "Regal Bay" is probably twice that wonderful community's size. So, don't go rushing off to Eureka expecting to find hot, horny, middle-aged women running around looking for hot young men to ravage, whether related to them or not.
I've worked hard at trying to provide the good reader with hints of life in and around "Regal Bay" with every instalment. I try to make the world seem to be as real as possible, with references to things that exist as well as those that do not. As a result, I've been doing a lot more research than I had back during the "Vesta" years. I also try to keep up with all the trivial details I toss in, keeping a file as up to date as I can. I do appreciate the feedback when I screw something up. I've mixed up ages, dates, hair color (even though women always reserve the right to change it without letting the world know!). I've had to bounce around a bit, with stories interweaving and overlapping as they do, just as our lives interweave and overlap every day. When needed, I've used a "flashback" to help better define why a certain woman is now acting as she is, with whom she is. Other times, I like to leave gaps so as the reader can fantasize a connection here and there. I enjoy tossing out a hint or suggestion of a side affair that may or may not ever be elaborated on. I think it creates a more authentic world that these fantasy women, their families and their lovers live in.
I've been asked about some sort of a re-formatting, to better provide the good reader a story-line to follow. There may be ways, but I really haven't found one I can work with. The best I can suggest is to pay attention to the publication dates, though even here I've had one or two get out of sequence if submitted together. Also, I'm still working on introducing the last few women (there will be twenty-five actual "Tale's") and on a couple of occasions, their introductory tale will be a part of another woman's story line, set sometime before that woman's current tale. When there is a tight connection made, and a sequence that should be followed, I will include directions at the end of the tale, i.e. "To be continued at Gabriella's Tales, Ch. 1". (Don't worry, it is coming soon!)
I enjoy your comments and feedback, and some of the suggestions you have are either already in the works, or will be considered. After all, I'm not here to make a paycheck, I'm here to entertain. "Give them what they want to read!" Didn't a certain Mr. King once say that when asked why he keeps writing the same basic story, over and over again? After all, there are only so many ways a penis can enter a woman, or a tongue or finger, or another woman. There are only so many positions two, or more, humans can join sexually, and there are just so many tales to be told about how and why they do what they do. Eventually, all good things come to an end. Eventually each and every one will "out-grow" their sinful needs and desires and become the prim and proper older ladies society deem they be. I'll gage your reactions to their lives in ending their tales and try not to drag out too many boring story lines. Again, if there is something you'd like me to explore, with any of the women, I am open to taking that lump of clay and trying my hand at shaping it into something pleasurable for your entertainment.
These tales are but brief glimpses into the lives and loves of these two-dozen women, happily enjoying their middle-years in a place called "Regal Bay".
Your only-so-humble author; K.W. "Steinwolf8" Steiner.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 25
Cynthia's Tales -- Part 2
The lights came up as the power-point presentation ended. Cynthia Price stepped out from behind the desk in the corner of the small lecture hall and looked out into the crowd of students to insure none had fallen asleep. She doubted many students could sleep through her presentation on Erotica in the Modern World. It was one of her more graphic and exploitive presentations.
"Ladies and gentlemen, I expect many of you found that exciting. Others, maybe a little disturbing." She moved to stand behind the lectern just to the left of the presentation screen. Cynthia had worn her tan pants-suit that day, with a black blouse beneath. Her blonde hair was pulled up into a loose bun at the back of her head, and she had worn her glasses that day as well, forgoing her usual contacts. "As I had mentioned at the top of the hour, the assignment is a simple one. Take any one of the images you just witnessed and write a paper describing your emotional reactions, from the first impulse you had to how you felt after reasoning through it. You can find every one of these scenes and images on the internet, of course. Where do you think I found them?" A spattering of laughs rolled through the students, as it was well known to them that Dr. Price enjoyed searching the internet for erotica, porn, and anything else of a sexual nature, and she encouraged them to do so as well.
Cynthia Price, PhD. That is what the name plate on her office door read. Cynthia had earned her Doctorate of Philosophy at the University of Alabama, and now instructed classes in the fields of Sexuality in Society, Sexual Morality through History, and Sexual Deviance at Regal Bay University. What her name plate didn't include was her self-diagnosed hyper sexuality, or more commonly, nymphomania. Cynthia had gotten into her chosen field because she enjoyed sex in all forms, functions, and styles, and enjoyed reading about it, watching it, and knowing how it affected those around her.
It was common place for Dr. Price, Cynthia, to suddenly toss a question out to her students in the middle of a lecture, just to see the expressions on their faces change. "Tell me, how would your image of your mother change if, for instance, you were to come home unexpectedly and find her on her hands and knees in the middle of the kitchen being humped by the neighbor's dog?" Or she would ask, "Would you keep a friend's secret from their significant other, if you knew that they were having sex with that person's parent?" She noted that, as the semester would roll on, the reactions her students presented would become more muted, as they became less shocked by her assignments and more thoughtful.
One of the first assignments each class received to start a course was to write a paper describing the first time they had sex, whether it involved a family member, and if they had followed up with additional encounters. Cynthia enjoyed these on a more personal level, as these papers often pointed out to her those young students who would be open to enjoying a little more excitement, by way of the Regal Bay Matrons Club. Cynthia had long held the self-appointed position as recruiter for her follow sorority members, and through her efforts several young men and women had enjoyed a relationship they may never have had otherwise. And a few of the older women of Regal Bay were given access to a young lover they themselves may never have encountered otherwise. Cynthia enjoyed putting people together like this, as both a contributor as well as an observer. Not to mention those times she actively participates, for both personal research as well as pleasure.
Cynthia had known for many years that once her son had matured, he would become her lover. The history of incest was most intriguing to her. She molded her son's way of thinking about sex and his own sexuality, day by day and year by year, and over the course she took ardent notes. Just weeks after their first sexual encounter, which had taken place over a holiday weekend in Las Vegas coinciding with his eighteenth birthday, Cynthia had begun work on the paper that would eventually gain her fame within the sociological community as well as a bit of a fortune from the follow-up book she published. Of course, any reference to herself and her son, and their intimacy, was left out. Names were changed to protect the innocent, and all of that jazz.
With tenure now, Cynthia Price was set for life at Regal Bay, and continued her research into Human Sexuality, Sexual Deviance, and Sexual Morality daily, all the while enjoying herself. Hers was a personal and professional life style few in her field could even imagine, let alone obtain. She enjoyed reading about other people's sexual experiences, and compared how they reacted to how she might, if placed into a comparable situation. And Cynthia had found herself in many, many situations when it came to human sexuality.
Looking out across the many faces of young students from behind her lectern, Cynthia took note of those she had particular knowledge of. Of the thirteen young men in that class, three she knew had enjoyed the trappings of the Matrons Club already. And of those three, one she had personal knowledge of. In fact, she'd enjoyed a nature hike just that previous Sunday afternoon with Wesley Griffith. And he had enjoyed bending her over a trail-side bench and fucking her through two orgasms.
Randy Hayworth, son of her friend and hair-dresser Lisa Hayworth, had only recently been brought to her attention as being a potential stud for the sorority. Cynthia had learned about Randy's sins, first with his younger sister, and then with his mother, within the past month. As told to her by her friend Lisa, it had been she herself who had made the first sinful move upon her son, though Cynthia was quite certain from talking with Lisa to some extent, that it had been Randy's intent all along to take his mother. Having sex with his sister had only been a substitute for his true intentions, and Cynthia had conveyed this theory to Lisa. She had pointed out that Lisa's feelings of jealousy had been stoked by her son and by his incestual affair with his sister, when he knew that Lisa would catch them. By not confronting her children while in the act, Lisa had unwittingly given Randy the opening he had wanted, either consciously or not. Just because she had made the first move wasn't because he hadn't initiated it.
At the time, Lisa was upset to learn that she had been manipulated by her son, and yet she had confided in Cynthia that she had no intention of ending their affair, at least not for the short term. Cynthia was happy for that, since she was already at work on another paper, with Lisa and her children the focus. However, Cynthia was hungry for a taste of young Mr. Hayworth herself, and after hearing directly from his mother/lover about his sexual prowess, she decided that a first-hand experience was in order.
The chimes signaling the end of period rang and the stampede of students began. Cynthia had moved towards the exit, smiling and nodding at several of the young men and women who passed by, giving words of encouragement to others, as well as salutation. This class, Emotional Sexuality, met only on Tuesdays and Thursdays, and she would not be seeing most of these students until the next Tuesday. Only a handful of her female students also attended her Monday afternoon Sexual Morality and Theology course, her least populated course.
"Evening, Mrs. Price," Andy McCoy said as he passed by.
"Have a nice weekend, Andy," she replied. Andy McCoy was a tall, blonde-haired and blue-eyed beach bum who also had a gift for visual media. Andy's mother, Heather, worked as a real estate agent, but Cynthia was aware of her past life as a porn actress. Whether Andy was, she had yet to determine. It seemed interesting that he was majoring in Media Studies, yet taking Human Sexuality as his sociology credit.
Randy Hayworth was walking with two young women as he passed, talking. "Mr. Hayworth. A word if I may?" Cynthia called. Randy paused and gave her a glance, and then said something to each of the women before moving to stand before her.
"Yes, Ma'am?" he asked politely, though with a hint of annoyance.
Cynthia waited as the last few students filed past before answering. "I would like to discuss your last paper with you. Is there a time when we could have a meeting that is good for you?"
Randy looked very concerned in that moment, even glancing to either side to insure nobody else was near. "I don't know. I'm pretty much free every afternoon after my four o'clock classes. After five, really." He paused before adding, "I don't know if I want to talk about it. I probably shouldn't have put all of that stuff down."
"Really, it's fine, Randy," Cynthia soothed. "I was very impressed with your descriptions, especially of your own views and emotions. I was hoping you could answer a couple of questions I have, about a couple of points that you left open. It will have no impact on your grade, mind you. I'd just like to follow up, you understand." She gave him her warmest, most sincere smile. Underneath, she was feeling her juices boiling, however. And it had absolutely nothing to do with his recent paper on masturbation.
"How about tomorrow afternoon?" she asked.
"I can't, not tomorrow. I've got to work." Randy gave his watch a glance, checking the time. "I could stop by your office today, I guess."
Cynthia smiled. "That would be wonderful. Can I expect you shortly after five, then?"
Randy nodded. "I'll be there, but I can only stay a brief time. I've got a date tonight."
"You'd better get going," she then said. "You don't want to be late for your next class. What would that be, by the way?"
"Media studies," he replied even as he was headed out the door.
With the last of the students gone, Cynthia made a quick sweep of the room to insure no one had left anything behind before shutting out the lights and closing up. Cynthia had just over two hours until her meeting with Randy, and with no other classes scheduled for that afternoon, she retired to her office. After locking the door, she dimmed the office lights and pulled out the small case her son had given her some time back and removed one of the hand-rolled cigarettes she had purchased just that morning. Settling in behind her desk, she lit up and inhaled deeply, and holding the smoke deep in her lungs she felt the relaxation her favored brand of herb provided her with. She leaned back into the lumbar support of her chair and closed her eyes.
Cynthia's cell phone buzzed, drawing her out of her meditation. She noted that she'd been zoned out for nearly forty-five minutes, and the bud of her cigarette smoldered in the ashtray on her desk. She checked her phone's display before answering.
"Hello, Fionna! How are you?" she greeted.
"Just calling to remind you that we are having a meeting this evening," the woman on the other end said. "We're meeting at the Club, in our usual room, at eight o'clock, if you are free?"
"I should be. I haven't any plans, other than a short meeting here in my office with a student."
"A short meeting, you say?" Fionna laughed. "I'll just bet. Anyone I know?"
"Possibly. We'll have to see. He's promising, though," she added. "I'll let you know how things turn out this evening."
"You'd better," Fionna replied. "And be sure not to spare the details, darling." With that, Fionna Bekker, the university's professor of Literary Theory as well as Theatre and Media Arts Criticism, rang off. Cynthia liked Fionna and they got along well. Fionna was the current unofficial lead matron of their secretive, sinful sorority. Although Gloria Van Winkle and her sisters-in-law were the founders and still very active in the sorority, it was left to the next generation, so to speak, to organized the dinner-meeting each month at the Golf Club. On these evenings, several of the membership could enjoy a night out, share intimate tales of recent trysts, and maybe pass on a bit of information or even a name and phone number of an available young man to others. Cynthia had a couple to share, and may yet add to that list before the day was through.
Cynthia had just retrieved a Pepsi from her office under-counter refrigerator when there was a knock at her door. "Come in," she called, even as she remembered that she'd locked it. The knob was being turned as she added, "Oh, just a moment." And as she pulled the door open to find Randy Hayworth standing in the hallway, she explained, "I'm sorry. I had forgotten I'd locked it. Do come in and have a seat."
Cynthia had shed her suit jacket, leaving it hanging on the rack behind the door. She had also released the top two buttons of her blouse, and as she moved back behind her desk, she could feel the blouse open slightly as she bent. If Randy was looking, he'd have gotten a good look at her c-cup breasts, though encased as they were in her black bra.
Taking a brief drink from the cold beverage, she began. "Randy, I asked you here this afternoon for a couple of reasons. First, I wanted to compliment you on your recent paper. It was wonderfully written and very graphic. I like that, as you know."
"Thank you," he replied, obviously uncomfortable. Cynthia had paused, looking at him hard with a slight grin on her face. He had trouble meeting her gaze and felt himself blushing.
"You can relax, Randy. I'm not going to bite," she laughed. "Unless you like that sort of thing?"
Randy looked up to find her smiling even wider. "I had two reasons for bringing you in," she told him. "And the second deals with your mother."
"My mother?" he croaked. Randy knew that his mother did Dr. Price's hair, along with many of the women faculty from the university. What he didn't know was that his mother and Cynthia were good enough friends to share intimate secrets. Since he and his mother first started having sex, Randy had been careful about whom he'd bragged to. And other than Johnny Walker, who he had shared her with, and still owed him a shot at Johnny's mother, Randy hadn't told anyone else. Even his sister Alyssa, with whom he was also sleeping with at times, didn't know that he'd had sex with their mother. And now here he sat, in front of a grinning Sex Ed professor, who had just brought up his mother as a conversation point.
"You are aware that your mother, Lisa, and I are good friends, are you not?" Cynthia asked. "And as such, sometimes girls tend to talk about their relationships. Recently, your mother had to get something off her chest, and after a couple of false starts, she eventually admitted to me that she had taken you as a lover."
Randy was ashen faced at having his secret exposed, let alone being informed of it by one of his professors. He suddenly wondered just how many of his mother's friends knew about it.
Sensing such a chain of thoughts in him, Cynthia calmed him. "Rest assured, your secret is safe with me, Randy. As far as I know, Lisa hasn't told anyone else. I guess that, given my field of study, she was comfortable opening up to me. And I assured her that your sinful story will remain a guarded secret, for as long you like." Cynthia leaned back in her chair to give Randy a moment to absorb what she had said, as well as give him an opportunity to notice that her blouse was slightly more open. Her cleavage was well tanned from frequent sessions in the back yard as well as in her private tanning bed. She had no tan lines, top or bottom.
For his part, Randy had noticed that Cynthia's blouse was open, and he began to wonder if it was intentional, and inviting. He was feeling a bit uncomfortable, though the wicked thoughts that had begun to dance around in his head were just fantasies. Things like that just didn't happen in real life. Besides, why on Earth would a mature, middle-aged woman, his professor in fact, ever take a notice of him? She was beautiful, blonde-haired and blue-eyed, and had a body that Playboy would offer serious money to place on their cover. Randy realized embarrassingly that she was speaking, and he was staring at her ample breasts.
"Uh, excuse me?" he stammered.
"First off, my face is up here, not on my chest," she smiled, though her hands were seemingly presenting her breasts for his view. "Secondly, I asked if you'd enjoy joining a study group to earn extra credit for my classes."
"Um, what kind of group?" he asked. "What would we be talking about?"
Cynthia leaned back in her chair, conscious that her blouse parted ever so slightly to reveal just a bit more of her cleavage. And of course, Randy's eyes flicked downward to take it in. "It's a small group that includes young men, such as you, and older women who are in one of my adult learning courses. We discuss the sexual relationships between generations and touch on subjects that you seem to be acquainted with."
"You mean, there are other guys that like to have sex with their mothers?" Randy asked.
"Not just their mothers, Randy. There are those that enjoy their aunts, even grand-mothers. And it's not just a one-way street, either. The women talk about their cravings for younger men, even those the ages of their sons, and grand-sons." She paused to let him take it in.
"My own son, David, attends," she told him. After just a moment, she could see that he wanted to ask her the obvious question. She smiled. "Yes, Randy. That does in fact mean that David and I have engaged in incest." She leaned forward, as if to include him in her secret, though they were quite alone in her office. "We still do, as often as we get the chance." She left him with a wink, and then settled back again, awaiting his reply.
Randy was at a loss for words. Here he sat, in his professor's office, and she had just told him flat out that she was having sex with her son. Just like he was having sex with his mother. And evidently, they weren't alone in their sins.
"I'd get extra credit?" he asked. "I don't have to talk, do I? Tell what I...me and my mom...do?"
Cynthia shook her head. "Randy. That is the entire point of the group. To talk about our affairs, to share our pleasures, and to meet others who share in them. Yes, you would have to talk, tell your story, and listen to others. We don't right papers or discuss outside of the group what we talk about. Everything is strictly confidential. I make notes and will be recording the tales that are told, but other than that, what's talked about in the classroom, stays in the classroom. For the most part." Again, she showed a secretive grin, one that hid much, Randy figured.
"If you join this group," she further explained, "you will almost assuredly be scored a 4.0 for the semester, for each semester you are enrolled in any of my courses." She opened a file folder that had been sitting on her desk. It was his with his course records in it. "And given your inferior performance in class thus far, you very well could use the extra credit this semester." She closed the file and waited, looking at him silently.
It didn't take him long to make up his mind. "I guess I could try it out. Finish out this semester."
"I'd like that, Randy," she grinned. "You'd be starting a little behind, but I'm sure I can think of a way to get you up to speed." Cynthia paused, her eyes on Randy as he awaited her next move. When it came, it wasn't what he had expected.
Cynthia rose and ran her hands down her blouse. "I understand that you have no issue with older woman, so I am hopeful that you would not have an issue with me, either." Cynthia moved from behind her desk around to the side. "Let's get a little more comfortable, Mr. Hayworth. Come, sit with me over here." She presented her hand to him, and Randy took it, rising as he did to follow Cynthia across the office to a small two-seat office divan. She remained standing as Randy took a seat.



Cynthia slowly went to the floor between Randy's parted knees until she was on her knees. Her eyes still on his, she reached out to find the front of his jeans. As she began to unfasten his jeans, Cynthia said with lust in her voice, "You do realize, Randy, that there are many," she popped the button, "many perks to joining in not only with the discussion group," she tugged his zipper down, "but the participation group as well." Reaching into his open fly, Cynthia found the expected bulge of his young cock, wrapped up tight in the underwear he wore. Still grinning up at him, and with his eyes locked to hers, she tugged the waistband of his underwear down until his cock sprang free. At that point, she turned her full attention to his manhood.
"You've got a strong," she wrapped her fingers around him then, "lengthy tool, here," she admired. "It's no wonder your mother has been taken in by your gifts." Cynthia leaned in a little closer and gave just the tip a slow, lingering lick.
"Oooohhh!" Randy moaned at the feel of his professor's wet tongue upon his knob.
Cynthia looked up at him again. "Do you think your mother would object if I gave your gifts a taste for myself?" She didn't wait for his jerking nod before she opened her jaws and took nearly his entire length in a single gulp.
"Ooohh!" he echoed as his cock was wrapped by a warmth only a woman can give a man. Her tongue slid along the underside of his shaft as she held him in place. Slowly she pulled back, tasting every ridge and ripple of his shaft with her tongue and lips, until just his know remained captured. She smiled around his cock at the sight of pure pleasure on his face, and then went back down on him.
"Oooohhh," seemed to be the only thing Randy was capable of saying as Cynthia worked his cock with her mouth. She had a hand around the base and was jacking him while she worked his crown. Her other hand came up and scooped his balls from his underwear and held them in a gentle squeeze. Randy slid a bit lower in his seat, giving her more room do drop down his shaft, which she happily did.
"This feels fucking fantastic," Randy was finally able to vocalize, which drew a giggle from Cynthia. She slid up his shaft then and let his purpled head pop free of her lips. With his shaft still wrapped by fingers, Cynthia flicked her tongue around and across the young man's tip while watching his face. Randy's eyes were shut tight, and his mouth hung open in a silent moan. She saw his tongue flick across his lips, and she imagined it working its way into her vagina.
Cynthia suddenly released his cock and stood. "What...?" Randy gasped, fearing that the impromptu lesson had come to an end. Instead, he was treated to Cynthia standing before him unbuttoning her blouse.
"That was a good start," she smiled down at him as she popped the last of her buttons free and pulled her blouse open. Her large breasts were encased in a white bra, with a front clasp Randy noticed in the moment she reached up and unfastened it. "Now, let's see how you react to a bit more distraction," she said as she pulled her c-cups to the side and let her breasts fall free.
The first thing Randy noticed was that they had no tan lines. The next thing he noticed was that her nipples were the color of caramel with nubs the size of eraser heads. His hands came up and cupped each breast. "Oh, man! Awesome!" he croaked.
"I see you like them," Cynthia laughed lightly as she began to sway ever so slightly. "Go ahead, play with them. Enjoy them. You'll have many more to play with, in class and out." Cynthia stroked the backs of his hands with hers and then ran her hands down his forearms. "Do you like them, Randy? Are they like your mother's? Do they feel like your mother's tits do in your hands?"
Randy nodded but never took his eyes from her breasts. He worked her flesh, squeezed her nipples between thumbs and fingers. He ran his palms across her hard nipples and back below to lift her globes once again.
As Randy continued to feel her up as so many young men did when first presented with the opportunity, Cynthia reached down and popped the clasp of her slacks. As she continued to sway under Randy's groping, she eased them down, off her flaring hips and down her tapered thighs. They fell into a bunch at her ankles, which she stepped out of casually. As she did, she stepped back and turned, pulling her breasts from Randy's touch only to present him with her shapely, well-tanned buttocks. The thin, lacy panties she wore ran up through the valley of her ass, giving Randy plenty of naked flesh to feast his eyes and hands on.
"Ooohh, man!" Randy again moaned as his fingers and thumbs pressed into her flesh once again.
Cynthia looked back over her shoulder at him and with a grin told him, "Go ahead, Randy. Kiss my ass!" Randy didn't need another word. His mouth went to her flesh and he began to kiss, and then lick, across her flesh, from hip to crack, from her lower back to her upper thighs. She leaned forward a bit to give him a little more room and let him enjoy himself for a few more minutes. She giggled at the sounds he was making, sounds that reminded her of a little kid attacking a fresh ice cream cone in the sultry summer sun.
Satisfied, Cynthia finally stepped away from him and turned. "Get up," she instructed him, and again moving swiftly, Randy complied with her direction. "It's time for you to demonstrate what skills you will be bringing to the group," she said as she moved to take a seat in her leather office desk chair. She sat down and pushed her panties from her hips. Giving Randy a raised eyebrow frown, he got the message and moved quickly to pull her underwear completely from her legs. Now she sat fully nude before him and casually she settled back and crossed her left leg over her right, as if in a lecture.
"I find it interesting that, when presented with a willing partner such as myself, in a state of undress as I currently am, with the obvious intent of primal, sexual pleasure, young men such as yourself, Randy, will stand awaiting their next instructions, with their cocks hanging from the front of their flies." Cynthia waited a beat before continuing, "I wonder how many times I've told those that I have found unacceptable at this point, to zip up and leave my office, neither of us to be satisfied."
Randy finally seemed to get the message she was giving him. The next step was his to make, not hers to direct. In the next ten seconds, Randy ripped off his shirt, shoved his jeans down, stepped out of them and his tennis shoes. All of this brought a wide smile of satisfaction to Cynthia's face. She had hoped that young Mr. Hayworth would pass this simple test of hers.
"Very good," she said, and slowly lifted her left leg from her right, and hooked both feet to the arms of the chair. Before him, she was presenting herself. Her naked pussy, the tight-lipped pink slit glistening with a hint of dampness, the tangles of her blonde pubic hairs, in need of trimming she thought, and the warm flesh that surrounded her sexual center. All presented to her young lover, for his pleasure and hers.
"Now, seeing as how much of my group session is spent in discussion," Cynthia grinned up at him, "let's see how your oral skills are, Mr. Hayworth." A little quicker on the up-take now, Randy was on his knees between her pulled up ankles in a flash. His hands went up and began to caress her naked flesh, stroking her calves and inner thighs, though his eyes never left her pussy. She recognized his hesitation, and decided to help him along. She reached down with both hands, placed them to either side of her pussy, and pulled her flesh gently back and up, opening her slit for him. That did the trick.
Randy moaned, "Ooohh," even as he leaned in and planted him mouth full onto her sex. He kissed her passionately, working his tongue into her.
"Ooohh, that's nice. That's very nice," Cynthia moaned. "Kiss that wet pussy mouth. Use your tongue, Randy. Use that tongue!"
Randy did as she told him, even though it was exactly what he wanted. Other than his mother, Cynthia would be the only other older woman he'd been with. Randy was rapidly developing an addiction to the flavors of a mature woman, in particular the creamy tanginess of their vaginal secretions as they came on his tongue. So it was that Randy attacked Cynthia's gaping pussy with the singular desire to bring her to orgasm with his tongue, to taste her juices fresh from the honey-pot. It was the exact outcome Cynthia had hoped for, recalling how Lisa had retold her own tale and how her son was a fabulous pussy eater.
For her part, however, Cynthia recognized that her newest lover needed some training on this front. She was enjoying his tongue, but Randy seemed to be trying to force her to climax, instead of bringing it from her naturally. She recognized in Randy the same inexperience that his mother had shown her. Lisa, however, had the excuse of having very little experience in the act before enjoying an evening with Cynthia in lesbo-sin. Randy, on the other hand, was obviously intimate enough with eating out a woman to know what to do, just not how to do it right. A product of going down on younger women his own age, no doubt, since they were still too young and immature to fully grasp the pleasures of a good cunt-lapping should bring.
Cynthia allowed Randy to pleasure her, and enjoy himself, for a good five minutes before she gently pushed him away. "Not bad, for a beginner," she grinned. "Although, you are a bit more skilled than your lovely mother," she added. The shock that flashed across Randy's face was evident, and she laughed. "Oh, I suppose she didn't tell you? Your mother not only confided in me your sinful relationship, but she and I enjoyed a little mutual pleasure-giving of our own. I don't think you have any worry about your mother going "late-life-lesbian" on you, however. She enjoys a good hard slab of young male meat too much for that." Cynthia moved her gaze to Randy's own hard slab and continued. "Now, why don't you put that tool of yours to work and give me a little taste of what your beautiful mother has been enjoying of late?" She again stroked a hand through her pussy, pulling back the fluff of fur and opening her saliva-damp slot invitingly.
"I can't believe my mom told you all that stuff," Randy said, even as he moved between Cynthia's ankles with his cock in hand. "Or that she and you had sex."
"Oh, we had sex," Cynthia grinned. "Maybe she'll tell you about it, in group, if you bring her along."
Randy knelt and took aim. He had his cockhead poised outside her willing slot when he said, "I don't think she'd be interested in talking about her sex-life to a bunch of strangers."
"Oh, I think I can talk her into it," Cynthia contradicted. "I talked her into having sex with me and my son, after all."
Randy again flashed a look of astonishment at his professor's revelation, and then leaned into her. His cock plunged through her damp labia and raced hard and fast up her vaginal chute. "Oooohhh! Yeesssss! That's it! That's the way I like it!" Cynthia growled as Randy rammed deep into her, and then hurriedly began to drive in and out of her, fucking her with a bit of fury on top of his built-up lust.
"Ooohh! Uuuuhhh! Aaaahhh!" she panted with every thrust of young cock into her. The chair, sitting on casters, rolled backward under Randy's assault until it banged into the wall beneath the window. Sunlight highlighted his face and she saw both aggression and submission in his eyes. She was enjoying herself as much as he was, but she also knew that he would have a bit of lingering anger with her. She hadn't wanted to manipulate him the way she had, nor did she think it had been needed. But Cynthia wanted to explore the idea of whether Randy would turn away from a sexual encounter with a new partner because of anything she might say to anger him. Obviously, he was following the needs of his cock and libido and not all that concerned now with what she and his mother might have done behind his back.
"That's it, Randy! Fuck my old pussy with your wonderful cock! Fuck me like you fuck your mother, Randy! Give me what you give her. Give me an orgasm!" Cynthia was still working him, using words to drive him to do her bidding. It was just in her nature. She didn't think of herself as controlling or manipulative, but to others she indeed came off that way. Especially her intimate lovers.
Randy was panting and sweating hard as he drove into her with fierce abandon. He wanted to hurt her, to make her understand that he was pissed off about what she'd told him. He didn't like his mother being used by her, to get to him no doubt. And yet he knew that the best way to hurt this manipulative bitch would be to pull out and leave her hanging. Unfortunately, he knew he couldn't. He wanted to fuck her just as she had said her son had fucked his mother. Tit for tat. And eye for an eye. A cock for a cock. As he rammed hard and deep into Professor Price's gaping cunt-hole, Randy knew that he'd have to confront his mother about what he'd learned. And yet, how would he without telling her about what he was doing in that very moment. He couldn't think of any way to do it. Not here. Not now.
"That's it, Randy! Think about your mother while fucking me," Cynthia panted. "Give it to me just like you give it to her. Oh, yes! I can feel it! I can feel my orgasm building! You're going to make me cum, Randy! You're going to make me cum!"
Still looking down at her, Randy so much wanted to pull out in that instant, but couldn't. His cock was in total control now, and he was driving himself towards his own orgasm as he drove his professor onward towards hers. His cock throbbed in her vaginal grip, a tunnel of muscle that was vibrating and milking him. His ears rang and he panted heavily.
"I'm cumming!" they both suddenly grunted in unison. Cynthia opened her eyes to see his, and they shared their climaxes. "Oooohhh, yeeeesssssss!" she hissed. She grabbed his shoulders and dug her nails into his flesh.
"Uuunnggghh!" Randy grunted as his cock fired off, blasting hot semen deep into her womb with heavy, almost painful pulses that made his balls hurt. Still he held himself deep within her sexual grip, and her pussy responded with gushing cream of its own, dribbling out around the base of his penetrator to drip from his scrotum to the carpet below.
"Oooohhh, fuck!" Cynthia grunted and jerked in the chair, pounding her pussy hard against Randy's pubic bone. "God, I needed that!" she exclaimed as her body continued to tremble in the soft leather of her chair. Randy's cock was still throbbing inside her, but had stopped filling her with semen. He eased back and pulled free of her, and she clenched her vagina to retain his precious seed. Not that she wanted to get pregnant, but she did have another line of sexual investigation that she had been conducting concerning the amount of ejaculated semen form a young man's first encounter in relationship to that which is deposited after many sessions with the same partner. She'd use a vacuum pump to suck Randy's cum from her once he'd left. Or rather, she'd have her young assistant do it for her.
Randy grabbed a handful of tissues and was wiping his spent cock off when Cynthia moved her chair back fully behind her desk. Sitting professionally, albeit totally nude, she eased back into her proper instructor persona. "I will send you an e-mail with information for the discussion group, Mr. Hayworth." She watched him dress, and realized he wasn't paying much attention to her. Still, she continued. "I will take care of the needed documentation as well as passing on your acceptance paperwork to administration. I'll talk to your mother, as well, about joining in." This last got his attention.
Randy finished dressing, and then asked, "Why did you do this? Why seduce me like this?"
Cynthia gave him a light smile. "Because, Mr. Hayworth, it was exactly what you had expected would happen when you came to this office, whether you admit it or not. All I did was fulfill your fantasy, exactly as you had imagined it, even as you walked across campus to see me."
Randy looked as stunned as he was. She was right, of course. It had gone down almost exactly as he had fantasized it might, as he walked across campus. The only thing that had been different was the inclusion of talk of his mother, and the anger he felt for not being included when they had gotten together. Randy knew David Price, though not well. He'd be getting to know him much better if he had his way. After all, now they shared something: each other's mothers.
As Randy walked along the sidewalk, heading for his car after leaving Professor Price's office, it suddenly occurred to him that he and his mother might not be the only ones the Sexual Studies Professor and her son had seduced into their sinful group. "What have I gotten myself into?" he worried as he drove home. "And what the hell is mom going to think about all of this?"
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 21
Indigo's Tales -- Part 1
Indigo Gibbs was a middle-aged, African-American, late-life lesbian, and proud of it. Indigo worked at Regal Bay University Hospital as a records administrator. Indigo had been born Indigo Baker in Philadelphia, the daughter of a high school basketball coach father and nurse mother. Early on, it was plain to see that Indigo would follow in the paths both of her parents led. She grew tall very early and had a knack for shooting hoops. So it was that she played for her high school girls' basketball team, leading them to the state finals on three occasions. For her on-court skills, she was awarded a scholarship to play at the University of Connecticut, albeit in the years before that program gained the fame it currently holds.
Indigo was also exceedingly interested in her mother's work, and along with her basketball skills, she concentrated on earning her Master of Science degree in Nursing as well as Bachelors of Science degree in Health Information and Technology. This led, post-college, to several job offers. The job she accepted was at Charlotte General Hospital, in Charlotte, North Carolina.
At 26, Indigo, who had taken to calling herself Indy during college after repeatedly explaining where her mother came up with her birth-name, had settled into a well-paying and challenging job. High on her left arm she had a tattoo with the scripted letters forming "Indy" wrapped in twin checkered flags. She had never been to an Indy-Car race, to Indianapolis to see the 500, nor was she a fan of auto racing at all. The tattoo had been a suggestion from one of her college team-mates, who had gotten one herself during that spring break of an intertwined pair of dolphins forming a heart. That girl's father had been a rabid New England Patriots fan, and she'd gotten the dolphins because her father had refused to foot the bill for their Lt. Lauderdale spring break trip.
Indigo met Roy Gibbs at the Hospital Christmas Party her first year in Charlotte. Roy was a strong, handsome, and intelligent man. Born and raised in Charlotte, Roy had spent eight years in the Army as a Military Policeman before getting out and coming to work for the hospital security staff. It was a means to an end, which would be his acceptance to the Charlotte Police Academy. Indigo fell for him immediately after being introduced to him. She and Roy began dating soon after, and by Valentine's Day, Roy had proposed, and Indy had accepted. However, she was reluctant to mention this to her family, seeing as Roy Gibbs was a white man.
As it turned out, when she and Roy finally made the trip up to Philadelphia, just weeks before their wedding, her parents were fine with it all around. Roy was wonderful and made her happy, and that was all they cared about. Not so much her extended family or neighborhood friends, but as they were living in Charlotte, Indigo didn't care what they thought about her or her husband.
Less than six weeks after their wedding, Roy finally was accepted into the police academy. That same week, Indigo learned that she was pregnant with their first child, a son they would name Rodney after her father. Two years later, with Roy firmly established on the police force, they had their daughter, Aurora, named for no one in particular she was always proud to say.
By the time their children had begun school, Indigo was looking to move onward and upward. However, due to politics within the hospital, she felt that she was not being given a fair opportunity at advancement. This was brought up when she was talking on the phone with an old class-mate and fellow UCONN alum who had recently taken up a residency in Regal Bay at the newly expanded University Hospital. With her husband's backing, Indigo flew out to the west coast and after three days was offered a position two levels above, and at a substantially increased pay-rate higher than her current Charlotte position. There was really no thought needed. At the end of the children's school year, the Gibbs family packed up and moved to Regal Bay, where Indigo had a job waiting, and Roy quickly hired on to the Majestic County Sheriff's Department.
Less than two years later, however, Roy was diagnosed with brain cancer during a routine examination following a minor accident in his patrol car. The cancer, believed brought on by his life-long smoking habit, had already progressed to the point of causing seizures, the root cause of his accident. Roy was treated, first as an out-patient, and then was admitted to University Hospital for more advanced treatments. After two years of increasingly aggressive treatments, and surgery to remove part of a cancerous lung, Roy fell into a coma and died within days.
Roy had been the love of her life, and the only man she had ever found happiness or pleasure with. His death hit Indigo hard, to the point where she all but shut out contact with others, outside of work or family. Rodney graduated from high school and, following in his father's path, joined the Army as a Military Policeman. Aurora graduated two years later and left home to attend Indigo's alma mater at the University of Connecticut. She had her eyes set on medicine, in particular cancer research, again due to her father's unfortunate influence. Living in an empty house only caused Indigo sleepless nights, so she sold her home in Reaves Estates and moved into a Majestic View condominium.
Now, some five years after Roy's cancer took him out of her life, Indigo had returned home from work to find the front door unlocked. It wasn't unexpected, however. She had received a text message some time earlier and knew that she would have a guest waiting. That guest had her own key to Indigo's brownstone-style home, and was waiting for her in the master bedroom upstairs on the third floor. Indigo found her guest lying on the big bed, dressed in a white and black polka-dotted blouse and a photo-reversed black and white polka-dotted skirt. The young woman had kicked off her black leather, low-heeled shoes and lay curled up toward the headboard on the pile of pillows. She was talking on her cell-phone when Indigo walked in.
"I'll be home late tonight, darling," Janet Kuykendall was saying. Her eyes went to Indigo and she added, "Probably pretty late." She listened for a moment, and then said, "I don't know. I might. Maybe I'll tell you about it later." Again she listened, while patting the bed beside her hip in a gesture to bring Indigo over. The older woman complied with her younger guest's request.
"Okay, Melissa. I love you!" Janet then turned off her cell phone and tossed it across to land in the near-by chair next to her over-sized purse. "So, how was work?" Janet asked.
"Long hours in front of the computer, as always," Indigo replied. She then leaned close and gave Janet a light kiss across the mouth. "And yours?" she asked.
"Long hours waiting for you!" Janet grinned. This time, their kiss began light, but quickly became more sensual and fierce. Their tongues licked at one another, licking lips and cheeks and chins. Indigo pulled back and attacked Janet's blouse, untying the top and then ripping down the buttons quickly. Their mouths met again and again, until Indigo pulled Janet's top from her arms and tossed it to the floor. Janet wore no bra beneath, and Indigo admired the succulent, creamy toned breasts of the younger woman.
Standing up, Indigo stripped away her own clothing until finally she stood naked except for her chocolate-colored panties. She gave her heavy breasts a lift and let them fall before returning to the bed to lay face down beside Janet.
Indigo and Janet had been lovers for three years, since Janet took a job as an office intern during her freshman year at Regal Bay University. Indigo was initially fascinated by Janet and her openness. They began to spend lunches together, and then they would meet after work. During this time, Indigo had not been with a man since her late husband, though Janet was dating two or three women her own age from campus. Their relationship blossomed during an early January storm that had the hospital unusually quiet through the night. Since that evening together, Janet had been Indigo's only steady lover, though Janet lived with a wonderful young woman closer to her own age. Indigo wasn't unknown to Melissa, either, though Janet preferred to keep her two favorite lovers in separate realms of her life.
Indigo's mouth went to Janet's long neck and she gently pushed the younger woman backward to the pillows. She then began to kiss and lick her way lower, between Janet's smallish breasts, across the girl's tight belly, and then back up. Indigo tugged at one strawberry nipple with her lips, making Janet arch her back and moan softly. Her tiny pink nub and the surrounding areola was sucked deep into the black woman's mouth.
"Oh! Oh!" Janet panted as her older lover began to suck hard and squeeze at her tit. Janet loved having her tits sucked hard, and Indigo sure knew how to please her. She stroked Indigo's thick black hair back and ran her hands across her lover's strong, athletic shoulders. Her nipple was teased and tugged at a moment longer before Indigo then let that nipple pop free of her mouth and resumed her oral attack against Janet's left breast and its excited nipple.
"Somebody's horny," Janet gasped when her second nipple had been thoroughly sucked to pebble-like hardness.
Indigo rested her head in her hands and grinned. "With all that sexting you've been sending me today, how could I not be? You're just lucky I decided to come straight home. I had another offer, you know. Dinner with Elena and her most recent young lover."
Janet gasped. "Maybe we should give them a call. Invite them over. How long's it been since we had a serious all-girl orgy?"
Indigo stroked Janet's left nipple with a finger. "I think they were looking forward to double-teaming me. Elena is really getting to know how to handle a strap-on, let me tell you!" Indigo sat back then onto her haunches and pulled the side zipper of Janet's skirt down. "Why haven't you ever invited your mom over?" she asked as she teasingly tugged the skirt downward. "She might like a little double-team fun."
"I don't know," Janet replied. "She's still not all that comfortable I think with that side of her personality. She's really getting into seducing Jewel's boyfriends. She and I get together once in a while, but mostly just mother-daughter stuff, you know. Cuddling, kissing, and little fingering and licking. That's about it. I don't think she's all that interested in this stuff. She seems a little uncomfortable when Melissa gets playful with me around her."
"Uncomfortable or excited?"
"Oh, I'm sure she's uncomfortable. Otherwise, I'm pretty sure she'd have at least inquired by now, you know. I don't think she's ready to really dive into this stuff yet."
"And what is 'This stuff' you mention?" Indigo asked with a sly grin.
"You know," Janet grinned while spreading her thighs wide. She still wore her bra-matching black and white polka-dotted panties. "Hot lesbian sex!"
"Is that what we're doing?" Indigo asked and she lay down onto her belly, her upper body between Janet's thighs and her face just inches above her younger lover's crotch. "Hot lesbian sex?"
"Well," Janet replied. "We're getting there."
"I suppose you'd like for me to "dive in", wouldn't you?" Indigo grinned, adding a playful flick of her pink tongue lightly across Janet's pubic mound, still encased in fabric. Before Janet could answer, Indigo was already kissing and licking at Janet's milky white inner thighs, and across her lower belly, just above her panty waist band. Janet's hips began rolling, trying to get Indigo's mouth to go lower, to her warming sex. Instead, Indigo kissed upward, following a trail across her belly and between her young lover's pale breasts, until her mouth again found Janet's. Again, they kissed hard and frantically, their shared passion continuing to grow.
A minute passed and then Indigo again began to kiss and lick her way down Janet's creamy flesh, until she settled between the pale, parted thighs. This time, as she began to lick across Janet's panty-covered crotch, Indigo took in a deep lungful of Janet's youthful scent. Each time she dragged her tongue across the material Janet moaned with growing need. Still, the older black woman paid more attention to Janet's inner thighs, gently nipping at them at times with her teeth, which made Janet gasp and finally begin begging.
"Jeez, stop teasing me, Indy!" Janet cried out. "I need your tongue! Please, tongue me! Lick my pussy, Indy! I need your tongue on me, and in me!"
Grinning, and with a gentle giggle, Indigo gave her lover what she had been begging for. She pulled the damp panties aside, exposing Janet's smoothly shaved pussy. The slit, pink with excitement, glistened from the younger woman's anticipatory juicing. Indigo lay her wide tongue flat onto the long slit and slowly began to lick upward.
"Oooohhh!" Janet moaned as her lover's tongue sent electric jolts up through her body that arched her back. "Aaaahhh! That's what I've been needing all day!"
Indigo flicked the tip of her tongue across Janet's tiny pink clit, making Janet's body jerk as if hit with a bolt of electricity, and then she sat up. Quickly, she pulled Janet's panties down her legs and tossed them aside. She then leaned across her lover's petite body and planted her mouth to Janet's. Again they kissed deeply, but only briefly. Indigo pulled her mouth away and twisted around until she could again dive straight into Janet's crotch. Her mouth planted hard against Janet's white hot pussy and her tongue went frantically to work.
"Oooohh, shit!" Janet gasped as her vagina was pulled and sucked until it gaped, and then Indigo's tongue began to lance up through her hole, high into her womanhood. "God, Indy, I love that!" she announced. Her thighs closed around Indigo's head and held her tight in place. She ran her right hand up the black woman's long thighs and onto her round buttock. Janet stroked her older lover's warm flesh, from buttocks to knees and back. Eventually, she reached up between Indigo's thighs and found the damp patch of pubic hair and the soft labia hidden beneath. Still enjoying the work Indy's mouth was doing on her, Janet began to tease and tickle the wet pussy between her lover's thighs.
"Uuummm," Indigo moaned in to Janet's pussy. She wiggled her hips playfully as Janet began to work a finger along her slit. Her hips dipped and Janet's finger slipped into her. "Oooohhh," she sighed, lifting her mouth away only briefly before resuming her carnal feast.
Indigo had only recently discovered that she loved eating a young woman out, and she absolutely loved eating Janet out. At times, Indigo wondered why she had never explored or experimented with lesbian sex as so many of her team-mates had done, back in her college days. Although she had no regrets, she still wished she had not waited until after losing a husband before venturing down this delightful road.
For more than twenty minutes, Indigo feasted upon Janet's hot, creamy sexpot. Janet groaned and croaked throughout, and when her orgasm overtook her, Janet panted, "Your tongue is so fucking good! Oh, fuck, I'm cumming! I'm fucking cumming!" Indigo was rewarded with a mouthful of Janet's thick girl cream. The tangy juices coated her tongue and warmed her belly, and combined with the three fingers Janet had jammed deep within her pussy, Indigo enjoyed her own muted climax.
After bringing Janet off a second time, Indigo reluctantly lifted her dripping mouth from the girl's messy slot and twisted back to plant her thick lips to Janet's. Again they kissed deeply, with Janet tasting herself upon Indigo's tongue and lips. Janet's hands went to Indigo's round ass globes and began to squeeze them. Above her, Indigo was rocking and mewing. A moment later, Indigo broke her mouth away and sat back. Janet's hands came up and cupped her heavy, mature breasts. Both women were panting excitedly, nowhere near finished for the evening.
"I want tits like yours," Janet admired.
"Here, then," Indigo grinned. She leaned forward and presented her left breast to Janet. "Start with this one."
Janet took hold of her breast with both hands and latched her mouth around the Hershey-kiss like nipple. Indigo's flesh was rich chocolate colored, but her nipples and the surrounding areola were large and very dark, especially when she was excited. Janet latched on and began to suck hard. The nipple filled her mouth like a small cock, and she treated it as such. She sucked and slurped, running her tongue around and across the tip, and sending shivers of delight up through Indigo's body.
"That's my baby," Indigo hummed. "Suck on Mommy's fat titties." She stroked Janet's golden blonde hair back from her face as the younger woman continued to feed at her breasts. Sometimes, Janet even managed to pull a bit of tangy milk from the nipple, and Indigo would climax a moment later. This time, however, she was wanting to move on to more playfulness.
Indigo gently pulled away from Janet and sat back. After a moment, she dived down between Janet's thighs and again planted her mouth onto Janet's wet, dripping pussy. "Ohh!" Janet gasped as her pussy was again being ravaged by Indigo's thick tongue. This time her tongue only worked a moment against Janet's sensitive clit before the girl was gasping through another orgasm.
"Oooohhh, shhhhit! That's so goooood!" Janet groaned.
As her climax peaked, Janet sat bolt upright and pushed Indigo up. She lifted the heavy black breasts upward and began to suck upon the nipples once again. Indigo held Janet's face tight to her chest, surrounded by her big tit globes. Janet licked and kissed at her dark flesh, and then she pushed Indigo back until the older woman was flat on her back.
Janet tugged at the damp panties Indigo still wore and slipped them down, tugging them from Indigo's big round ass, passed her thick thighs and along her long legs, finally to be tossed away to join the other articles of clothing scattered around the room. Janet lay fully atop Indigo then. With their hips aligned, however, Janet's head only came up to Indigo's breasts. When standing, the black woman was a good six inches taller than her young white lover. When laying down, however, Janet's mouth came right to where it was wanted. She again began to feast upon Indigo's over-sized nipples.
As her breasts were enjoyed, Indigo gathered Janet's blonde hair up into a bunch and held it in one hand. She then pulled Janet's mouth to hers and kissed her deeply once again. Next, she guided Janet downward, across the expanse of large breasts and lower to her flat, firm belly. When she the top of the valley formed by Indigo's long, parted thighs, Janet diverted and began to kiss up and down Indigo's legs, both inside and out. Unlike her older lover, Janet didn't tease too long. Instead, she moved quickly to attack Indigo's bright pink labia, only partially hidden within the tangle of dark pubic curls.
"Ooohh, so good!" Indigo sighed when Janet's mouth barely touched her nether-lips. Her hands went down and took hold of Janet's head of golden hair again and pulled her mouth tight to her cunt while rocking her hips up and down. Her wet pussy smeared across Janet's mouth as the younger woman's tongue flicked and fluttered through her opening folds. "You eat pussy so good, girl!" she gasped.
"You taste so fucking delicious! How can I not love it?" Janet replied, lifting her mouth up for just a moment but pressing her chin against the hard, wet clit. "How could I not love eating up this fantastic chocolate cunt?" She plunged back in, ramming her tongue deep while moaning into Indigo's pussy. Indigo laughed as her young lover licked away.



After a few minutes, Janet lifted her mouth from Indigo's pussy long enough to pluck an errant hair from her tongue. Indigo was startled by the rush of cool air against her crotch, as she was already riding the wave towards an orgasm. "Get your mouth back down there!" she demanded while taking hold of Janet's head and pulling it back between her thighs. Janet recognized her lover's needs and began to plunge her tongue in and out, like a tiny cock, until Indigo's pussy began to cream heavily.
"Oh! Oh! Yeesssss!" Indigo moaned as her pussy fluttered and pulsed. Her climax hit and she felt her cum jetting from her pussy into Janet's open mouth. "Uuunnggghh!"
Janet loved the taste and feel of having Indigo's cum splashing onto her tongue. It was thick, tangy, and warm. For Janet there was nothing like the tart taste of fresh girl-cream, especially an older woman's pussy juice. She lapped away noisily at Indigo's quivering cunt flesh while trying to hold her mouth tight to the older woman's rolling, swaying crotch.
"That was so good, baby," Indigo moaned as her climax ebbed. She sat up and pulled Janet's mouth to hers once again. As lovers do, they kissed warm and deep for many minutes, their naked flesh pressed together in the center of the big bed.
Indigo rolled Janet onto her back then and pounced. Again atop the younger woman, she kissed her face, neck, and upper chest. She straddled Janet's hips and pressed her crotch downward. Their pubic mounds met, even as Indigo's heavy breasts settled atop Janet's smaller ones. Indigo then began to thrust downward. Her pubic mound slammed into Janet's, again and again, as the older woman shadow-fucked her.
"Oh! Oh, Oh, oh!" Janet gasped beneath her with each bang of hard pubic mound against the others.
Indigo again began to kiss her way downward, until she again had her mouth pressed against Janet's leaking slit. She forcibly pushed the milky white thighs wide and noisily lapped away at the girl's pink pussy, humming and purring as she ate her out. For her part, Janet continued to gasp and pant, louder and louder as her next orgasm was rapidly pulled from her sexual core by her lover's sucking, slurping mouth.
"Ohh, yeessss!" she exclaimed as her pussy gushed once again upon the long tongue of her older black lover. Indigo slurped up the warm cream as it flowed, and as she did, she began to move around until she was able to throw one leg across Janet's head. She settled atop her young lover in the classic sixty-nine position. Janet immediately went back to licking at her dark lover's drooling slit.
As Indigo continued to feast upon Janet's hot pink pussy, Janet in turn worked three fingers into Indigo's dripping pussy. The older woman began to rock her hips backward rhythmically, fucking herself upon the probing fingers of her young lover. Janet's tongue continued to flick across the dark protruding clit while thrusting her fingers deep into her lover's wet hole. Cream began to flow out and Janet felt it dripping onto her nose and cheeks. The thick scent of Indigo's vagina strengthened as her body began to quiver.
"Uuummmm!" Her ass and thighs began vibrating and Indigo moaned into Janet's cunt as her orgasm rolled through her. She bit down upon Janet's clit a moment later, and the younger girl exploded into an orgasm of her own.
"Aaaeeee!" Janet gasped loudly. "My pussy! My pussy!" she panted. "Oh, fuck, eat my pussssyyyyy!" Indigo's tongue stabbed back inside her and released another thick wave of youthful juices. She lapped them up as her pussy continued to gush around the twisting fingers.
As their mutual climaxes ebbed, Indigo again spun atop Janet until their mouths were again locked together. She pressed her groin into Janet's and gently thrust as they kissed. She then broke off her kiss and looked down into Janet's hazel eyes.
"I want to fuck you, baby," Indigo purred. "I want to fuck you so bad."
"I want you to fuck me, too," Janet replied.
Indigo smiled and said, "That's good, baby. I've got something for you. Something a mutual friend of ours suggested." With that said, Indigo rolled off Janet and from the bed. She strutted naked into the master bathroom and returned a moment later carrying a tangle of black straps. Hanging from the central triangle of leather was a long, pale-flesh colored dildo, shaped and contoured like a well-hung man's rigid cock.
"Oh, man," Janet gasped. "I've never done this," she added.
"Don't worry. I've been shown by experts," Indigo explained. "This will, however, be my first time on this end." As she talked, she began to step through the harnesses and pull them up around her hips and upper thighs. The big dildo soon protruded from her pubic bone, making the dark-fleshed woman look like he had grown an albino cock. It swayed and bounced as she straightened the straps and tightened the Velcro fasteners at her hips.
"So, we're both kind of like virgins then, right?" Janet giggled.
"I guess so," Indigo laughed.
Janet looked intently at the big dildo, imagining it was her brother's but unable to. This one was quite a bit bigger than his cock. Both longer and wider. "You do have some lube, right?" she asked.
Indigo looked at the big dildo, now hanging between her thighs. "Think we'll need it? You're awfully wet already."
"We'd better. It's been some time since I've taken a prick and I haven't had a dildo that size in me in a long time. It might hurt."
Indigo went to the bed stand. "I think I have some in here." Janet noticed at least two big dildos and steel-colored vibrator in the drawer when Indigo pulled it open. "Here we go." Indigo popped the top and spread a length of glistening liquid down the upper side of the dildo. Then, as if she were a man prepping his penetrator for action, she began to stroke her hand along the dildo, back and forth, lubing it up.
"You ready to get fucked, baby?" Indigo asked huskily, obviously trying to sound like the stereotypical big black man. "You ready for me to lay some pipe up your honey hole?"
Janet grinned and brought a hand up to her mouth. She licked her fingers and then replied, "Yea, baby. I'm ready for your big cock. You ready for my tight virgin pussy?"
"You bet that sweet ass, I am!" Indigo growled. "Now turn around and raise that tiny white ass up. I'm going to fuck you like the bitch dog you are!"
"Yes, Daddy! Fuck me like the bitch dog whore baby girl you know I am!" Janet replied, getting into the act. She spun around and raised her hips high. Her pussy was dripping, but Indigo still leaned forward and began to lick at her hole, making her even wetter. "Oh, yes, yes Sugar-Daddy. Lick my aching hole! Make me wet for your big dick!"
Indigo pulled her mouth away and knee-walked up close behind Janet's raised hips. With one hand on her dildo and the other at the small of Janet's back, Indigo lined the strap-on up and began to stroke up and down Janet's slit.
"Oh, Daddy, please fuck me!" Janet continued in the little-girl voice. "I really need you inside me! Please, fuck me! Fuck your little baby-girl!"
Indigo pressed against Janet's hole and said, "Here it is, baby! Here comes Sugar-Daddy's big dick!" She then took hold of Janet's hips with both hands and rocked forward while pulling backward.
"Oooww!" Janet gasped loudly. "Oooww, it hurts!" she cried. She had started to tremble and even leaned away from Indigo. Not sure if it was part of her act or if it really was hurting her lover, Indigo paused for a moment before continuing to stuff more of the fake dick inward. Janet groaned and her body continued to tremble right up to the moment Indigo pressed her pubic bone tight against Janet's ass. The long false-cock was buried to the very hilt within Janet's pussy and her ass-flesh was trembling in her dark hands.
"How's that feel, baby?" she panted. "How's Daddy's big dick feel inside you? You ain't no virgin anymore!"
Janet felt tears rolling across her nose and cheeks. Her body was trembling in pain. Her pussy was screaming. The thrust of the dildo into her reminded her of the night she had indeed lost her virginity, to the perverted old neighbor. He had taken her in this very same manner, from behind on his bed. The only difference was that his wife, a wonderful, loving woman, was naked and sitting beside her, calming her with soothing words while stroking her back and budding young breasts. It took a long time before Janet's body had stopped screaming in pain and had begun to enjoy that first fucking. Similarly, it was taking her a while to get used to her current lover's big strap-on dildo rammed high inside her.
Indigo had used plenty of lubricant, and with Janet's pussy juicing as well, it began to get easier for her to thrust into the younger woman's sex. Indigo was completely unaware of Janet's personal history and had no idea the pain she was causing. She was lost in the thrills her own body was receiving. The strap-on device was two-fold, with a small probe on the backside of the dildo that fit nicely into her own slit. The probe was fitted with a small vibrating unit that sent jolts up through Indigo's own pussy even as she fucked Janet. The vibrator was activated by the thrusting of the main dildo, and vibrated harder when the dildo was thrust faster. So it was that Indigo was driving herself onward towards her own climax even as she pounded Janet's pussy harder and harder. Soon, Indigo was all but out of control.
Janet was grunting and gasping as her lover fucked her into the mattress. Her small tits bounced below her chest with every thrust. Her pussy felt as if it were being turned inside out and back again with every thrust. Her breath was forced from her chest in a deep pant with every thrust.
And then Janet climaxed.
"Oooohhh, oooohhh, fuuucccckkkk!" Janet screamed, louder than ever, as her body exploded around the pain and instantly she was filled with nothing except pure pleasure. Her entire being grew electric upon the dildo being rammed hard into her core. She collapsed, but Indigo's strong grip held her up, and continued to pound the strap-on into her.
Indigo felt Janet's orgasm through the dildo and vibrator, and her own explosive orgasm began to erupt moments later. "I'm cumming!" she gasped. "I'm fucking cumming! Aaaahhh!" She slammed forward again and again, and suddenly pulled Janet's hip tight to her. The vibrator inside her pussy buzzed hard and fast for another second, and then quickly shut off. The sudden change seemed to set her orgasm to a new, higher plane. A moment later, Indigo felt her head spinning. She had stopped breathing from the intensity of her orgasm. She gasped suddenly for air, and the in-rush made her head spin even more, as if she was drunk.
Indigo fell back and rolled to the bed on her side. Janet also fell to her side, facing her lover. Both women were panting heavily and covered with sweat. They didn't say anything for many long, after-glow filled minutes.
Finally, Janet said, "That was by far the most intense orgasm I think I've ever had, in my life."
Indigo panted, "Me, too, baby. Me, too." She patted Janet lightly on her hip and then stroked her damp thigh. "I didn't hurt you, did I?" she asked a moment later.
"A little bit, but it's alright," Janet replied. "It went away pretty quick. Maybe next time, though, we use a hell of a lot more lube!" Both women laughed lovingly and lay beside each other recovering. Their hands found each other and they interlocked fingers.
A dozen minutes later, Janet had recovered enough to say, "I think you're still hard," while reaching to take the pale, slippery dildo in her hand. "Maybe I need to do something about that." Janet leaned close and gave the dildo's tip a quick kiss before moving up Indigo's body to plant her wet lips to hers. As she did, she threw her leg across the black woman's hips. As their lips met, she reached between their bellies and took hold of the dildo, guiding it in line with her aching, hungry slot.
"Uuummm," Janet moaned into Indigo's mouth as she lowered herself upon the dildo, impaling herself upon the latex flesh, until it filled her completely once again. "Now I'm going to fuck you, Daddy," she purred before she began to lift and lowered her hips in a steadily increasing rhythm. "You feel so good inside me," she sighed, her head tilting back and her hands coming up to massage her breasts as her hips began to work up and down the phallic length.
"That's my baby-girl," Indigo whispered. "Make Daddy's cock feel so good," she added as the vibrator still wedged against her g-spot again started to hum. She, too, took hold of her own breasts and began to massage her dark globes while humping her hips upward to meet Janet's descents. "You make Daddy feel so good, baby-girl. So good."
Janet's mouth fell open and a long, deep moan began to roll from her chest as her body began to race towards the next sexual peak. She was riding up and down a bit slower, but taking the entire length of the strapped-on delight with each descent. From her angle, Indigo watched as Janet's vagina seemed to resist letting the dildo go, as the labia pulled outward as the younger woman rose, and then seemed to gulp the phallus up as she dropped. It was both obscene and erotic in Indigo's mind.
"We...are going...to definitely...do this...again!" Janet panted through plunges. Her voice began to tremble as her orgasm raced through her. "Oooohhh, Innnndddeeeeeeee!" she squealed a moment later. Janet dropped hard into her black lover's lap and took the entire length of the dildo inside her. She started jerking her hips front to back rapidly, grinding her throbbing clit hard into the leather plate that held the dildo in place. This motion served to ram the other end, still wedged inside Indigo's own throbbing pussy, a bit deeper. Indigo felt her own orgasm rapidly building, and as Janet began the slow descent from her peak, Indigo reached hers.
"Oooohhh, so nice!" the older black woman moaned. Her hands left her breasts and grabbed hold Janet's youthful ones, now swinging free. "Aaaahhhh!" Her hips vibrated, her thighs quivered, and her breasts trembled as her orgasm washed through her with such pleasure that she felt herself drifting into a light slumber the moment she started down the other side.
When she awoke, Janet was lying beside her, an arm draped across her belly and her blonde head pressed into her shoulder. The pale-flesh-colored dildo stood erect from the straps at her waist, glistening with a thin coating of Janet's vaginal cream. Far off, the hallway clock chimed. It was eight o'clock.
Indigo gently rolled away from Janet and headed for the bathroom. She removed the strap-on and set it on the end of the counter. She started the shower and a moment later stood under the soothing warm cascade of water. Indigo wondered why it was that she had enjoyed "acting the man". It had never been a part of her sexual personality, and yet she had fallen into the role so easily. She had taken some time to come to grips with her growing attraction to women, whether they were her age or younger. It was just that with the younger women, and she only had been with three, she felt an almost paternal affection for them. And when they called her "Daddy" or "Sugar-Daddy" as Janet liked to, it made her feel strong and powerful. As she rinsed the sweet from her flesh, Indigo thought hard about calling up Cynthia Price for advice. She was barely acquainted with the Sociology Professor, and had only then talked with Dr. Price at public events or gatherings. However, Cynthia was known as the local expert when it came to human sexuality and maybe it was time Indigo talked with someone about her recent change of life-style.
"Is there room for two in there?" Janet asked, already knowing the answer as she slid the shower door back and joined the taller woman. They embraced and kissed deeply, before settling into a familiar routine of washing each other. This had not been their first time, nor would it be their last time. Indigo knew that she loved Janet, but questioned whether she was in love with her. It would be something she'd have to think about. For now, however, she slipped three fingers between Janet's slightly parted thighs and curled upward. Janet gasped.
"Jeez, I did a number on you," she laughed as she worked her fingers gently in and out of Janet, who had her head back and her eyes closed, enjoying it.
"Will you kiss it and make it feel better?" she asked softly in a girlish tone and with an impish grin on her face.
Indigo gave her a brief kiss before replying, "Do you need to ask?" Indigo then slowly sank to her knees, her hands stroking the pale flesh of her young lover as she went. Lifting Janet's left foot to the tub's edge, Indigo pressed her mouth into Janet's crotch and not only gave her a warm kiss as the water continued to rain down on them, but began to work her long tongue in and over the younger woman's ravaged, swollen pussy.
Janet screamed through an orgasm three minutes later.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 12
Gloria's Tales -- Part 3
It was Easter weekend in Regal Bay, the second weekend of April, and Gloria had been looking forward to a quiet one. Most of her close family was away on spring break vacations. In fact, only her daughter Gina was spending the holiday weekend in Regal Bay. As a result, the elder Van Winkle thought she'd give her daughter a call. That call quickly went from pleasant to something less in a manner of minutes, thanks in no small part to Coors Light beer.
"Mom, I just don't want to keep hooking up with guys who only want to fuck, fish, and free-load. And believe me, that's the only kind of guys around this shit-hole of a town that want to do anything with an old bitch like me."
Gloria was sitting at her breakfast table that Saturday enjoying light lunch that her house-keeper had prepared, listening once again to the dismay her daughter Gina seemed to enjoy spewing her way, at least once a week. Gina was the twin sister of Ginger, Gloria's oldest children, and even now as she advanced into her late forties, Gina was still the black sheep of the Van Winkle family.
"Gina, Gina, Gina," Gloria clucked. "I really wish you would stop worrying about settling into a relationship of any kind, with any kind of man. You need to relax more, and get out and enjoy your life. Regal Bay is a wonderful place, if you'd only take the time to enjoy it."
"Mother, I grew up in this fish-breath town, remember," Gina retorted. "I know this place and I know that there isn't anything around here that I want to do. I don't like hanging around the beaches or parks, I don't like going out to clubs with all of these college kids and their drugs and music, and I don't like spending any amount of time at your golf club. I don't like golf and I don't like the people that are always snobbing around, sticking their hands out looking for some Van Winkle charity."
"But you do like spending time up at the Cattle Ranch or the Pecos Bill Salon up by the highway, don't you?" Gloria thought to herself, knowing that Gina was a fixture at those two country-western bars. Gloria audibly sighed. "Gina, I understand you very well. You've been this way since you were a teen-ager, and you haven't outgrown it yet. Nor will you or should you. I love you just the way you are, dear. You're the only Van Winkle that really did her own thing, you know."
"And look where that got me," Gina replied. "A single mother with a son who has disowned me and won't answer my calls, all because I "did my own thing" instead of following my beloved sisters and brother in the Van Winkle goose-step."
"That will be enough, young lady," Gloria insisted. "I understand perfectly well that you have never embraced our family's eccentricities, nor will I even blame you for your choices."
"You mean, it's not my fault I never felt the desire to sleep with my own father or brothers," Gina snidely replied.
Gloria paused, growing more frustrated. "Gina, you were never pressured and always respected. The Van Winkle family has always been close, you know that, but it is not a pre-requisite of being a family member. Not all of your cousins have enjoyed the pleasures, and your siblings have long ago settled into more traditional family roles."
"Which is why Ginger still enjoys bragging about her personal sexual escapades every time she calls, or those of her bi-sexual twins," Gina answered. "And don't tell me you still aren't entertaining Gabriel, especially now that he works for you. I know better than that. Plus, I've heard stories about cousin Annie's boy Tim. He's gaining something of a reputation, did you know that?"
Gloria paused, quite aware of young Tim Strauss's reputation, having only recently spent a few quality hours with her great-nephew, and a friend of his. That brought an idea to her mind.
"Gina, why don't you come over tonight for dinner?" she offered. "We can talk better about your problems if you'd like, and maybe over some wine, or beer if you'd rather, we can get it all out and see if it makes you feel any better. Plus, I might have a few ideas of my own to help you. How does that sound?"
Gina, for her part, seriously thought about not accepting. Instead, she realized that it had been too long since she and her mother had actually sat across from each other and enjoyed an evening. "Okay, Mother. I don't have anything else planned this evening any way. Why not?"
"Wonderful!" Gloria replied. "I'll have Shonda prepare her delicious chicken and dumplings for us. It'll be nice having a quiet dinner with my lovely daughter, I think. Just the two of us."
"Okay, whatever. I said I'd be there, didn't? Good-bye, Mother," Gina said and hung up.
Gloria set her phone down on the table and finished off the piece of toast she'd been nibbling on. A string of thoughts flowed through her mind and she was dialing a moment later.
"Hello, Natalya? Yes, this is Gloria. I was wondering if I might speak to your son, if he's available?" She listened for a moment. "Yes, I think I've got it. Thank you." Gloria hung up and quickly touched in the number that her friend and employee had given out. A moment later she was talking to Nicolas Aleshinov.
"Nico? Yes, this is Gloria Van Winkle. I was calling to ask if you might be available this evening, say, sometime after nine?"
***
Gloria greeted her daughter at the front door shortly after five o'clock. Gina's car, a small, red Pontiac, was parked behind her own gray Mercedes. It was an obvious clash between classes, in Gloria's mind, although she and her daughter would always be associated with the higher one.
"I'm so thrilled you decided to come," Gloria grinned as she took her daughter's hands in hers, and then kissed her forehead. "It's been entirely too long since you've paid me a visit, Gina." The two women embraced and then Gloria took Gina's hand in hers and led the way through the big house overlooking the bay from Van Winkle Heights, to the back porch where Shonda had set out a tray of tea and crackers ahead of dinner.
They each took a seat in one of the well-upholstered deck chairs facing out towards the Pacific, some five miles distant. The evening was warm, though a gentle breeze coming from the northwest made it pleasant. The patio umbrella blocked the setting sun. Gina lit up a cigarette and dropped both the pack and lighter onto the glass-topped table. Gloria poured iced sun-tea for both of them, though only she drank.
For the next twenty minutes, mother and daughter small-talked a little as the sun continued to reach for the Pacific. They spoke of work, the weather, and family, until Shonda stepped through the patio door and announced that dinner was served.
"Shonda has this wonderful recipe for chicken and dumplings," Gloria told her daughter as they followed the robust house-keeper inside. Shonda was a member of one of the few African-American families living in Regal Bay, the Reverend Miles Franklin behind her father. "She tells me it's an old family recipe, passed on through generations of Franklins, maybe as far back as the Colonies," Gloria continued. Inside, Gloria and her daughter took places at the smaller table in the breakfast nook of the kitchen, where she had asked for dinner to be served. She felt it a little more intimate, it being only her and her daughter, than the larger eight-place oak table in the dining room.
Once seated, Shonda served their plates already prepared, asked if there was anything else, and then quietly removed herself to the small sitting room she used when awaiting Gloria's instructions.
Over dinner, Gloria drank beer along with her daughter, though she seldom drank much. She always had on hand several varieties for guests, and as her daughter was known to enjoy Coors Light, she had had a case delivered that afternoon. Gina finished three bottles before she had completed her meal, and Gloria, having finished off her one, looked forward to retiring to the den, where she had a bottle of Kaella Rose wine chilling.
With dinner concluded, Gloria insisted they retire to the den to talk. Gina retrieved a fresh bottle of beer from the kitchen before following her mother on through. In the comfortably furnished den, Gina and Gloria sat in matching chairs facing somewhat towards the unlit fireplace, their backs to the windows and the view of the growing darkness. Between them sat a lamp table which Gina used for her beer and ashtray. Gloria had switched to the wine that she had chilling in the den and under her mother's suggestion Gina accepted a glass.
"I invested in this wonderful Washington state winery a few years ago," Gloria explained as she marveled at the sparkling liquid through the walls of her glass. "I receive a case of each vintage annually." Gloria took a sip, and followed it up with a larger mouthful. Gina, for her part, wasn't a wine drinker, but did enjoy hers none the less.
As the evening wore on each woman relaxed more, with Gina growing ever tipsier from the wine they were consuming. It was all to the designs Gloria had for the evening. She wanted her daughter to relax, to enjoy herself, and not think about her person troubles. Soon after the wall-mounted coocoo clock had chirped nine o'clock over her shoulder, Gloria stood and greeted the young man being escorted into the den by Shonda.
"Nicolas! Welcome! I am so thrilled that you were able to make it!" Gina took the young man in her arms, greeting him with a hug, and then a light kiss upon each of his cheeks. She then turned and introduced her daughter.
"Nicolas, this is my daughter Gina, Ginger's twin," she announced.
"Good to meet you finally," he said to Gina, who remained seated in the chair. She had a look of puzzlement upon her face, which she cast her mother's way as the young man stepped up and presented his hand. She shook it and he added, "I have heard about you for some time, but it is a pleasure to finally be able to put a face to the name." Nico then brought his lips to her hand and lightly kissed the back, in a somewhat formal fashion. Gina recognized a slight accent on Nico's words, but could not place it. She also noted the slight grin on his mouth, and the twinkle in his eye as they met hers.
"Nicolas is the son of a wonderful woman who works for me, Gina," her mother explained as she returned to her seat. "Natalya, his mother, is an events planner for the convention center, though she helps out with the other properties as well."
Gina was beginning to get a hint of what her mother might have in mind. The effects of the alcohol she'd consumed that evening had her buzzing pleasantly, but she was still quite aware that her mother had avoided any discussion of relationships in general or sex in particular, and that hadn't been with Gloria's normal manner. She gave a look to her mother that let her know that she was well aware of her plans.
"Shonda, darling," Gloria called, knowing that her house-keeper was still waiting just in the hallway.
The black woman stepped into the room. "Yes, Ma'am?"
"I think we can manage from here," Gloria told her. "Dinner was fabulous, as always, dear. Do have a pleasant weekend as well. I shall see you Tuesday morning then."
"Yes, Ma'am. Thank you, Ma'am. Have a joyous Easter, Ma'am," Shonda replied before bowing out. Shonda was a wonderful house-keeper and in her many years working for Gloria since Hugo's passing, she had never wavered in her commitment to bringing a touch of religion into Gloria's home. Gloria loved the young woman and would take care of her in the future, very well.
After Shonda had left the room, Gloria reached to take Nico's hand in hers. "Be a darling, Nico, and fetch my daughter and yourself a cold beer. I think Gina would rather drink that than this uppity wine I've on hand." Gloria smiled at her daughter mischievously then.
"Coors light," Gina said in answer to Nico's glance. "Bring two for me, please," she added as he moved off. Obviously, Nico knew his way around her mother's home, if she could rely on him to retrieve drinks from the kitchen.
"I know what you're doing, Mother!" Gina accused with a glare. "What makes you think that I want to have sex with a boy that young?"
"I'm suggesting no such thing!" Gloria laughed. "I only thought that maybe, if you were of a mind to enjoy yourself, to let yourself go to your pent-up passions and get some much-needed male contact."
"I can't believe you are paying some kid to come have sex with your down and out daughter!" she practically shouted. She calmed herself, tossed back the last of her glass of wine, and said, "This is shit, Mother!"
"Come now! This is very nice wine," Gloria replied, fully aware that the alcohol was not what her daughter was referring to.
"You know what I mean, Mother!" Gina sighed. "I don't need you or anyone else to set me up with a man."
"Gina, it's not like that at all!" Gloria replied. "Nico is one of several young men in this town who have a desire for older women. He enjoys pleasuring those of us who are supposed to be beyond our prime. He is completely here of his own free will, of that I can assure you. I'm paying him nothing more than a compliment by introducing you to him. He has asked about you on several occasions, of that I can also assure you. Nico has been looking forward to meeting you and now that he has, why don't you let him make his case? Just relax, enjoy yourself, and should you find him pleasing, then allow him to pleasure you."
Gina obviously couldn't take her mother seriously, but knew enough about the secretive world hidden in the shadows of Regal Bay and the Van Winkle family to know that her slut-mother wasn't making any of it up. If Nico was indeed there to see to her needs, be they sexual or not, then he was indeed there of his own free will. Still, Gina didn't think of herself as attractive, not now that she was an out of shape divorced mother, and settling into a low point in her life. What could a young Romeo do to change any of that, she wondered. Then again, as Nico came striding confidently back into the room, she asked herself, "What do I have to lose?"
With a trio of fresh beers in hand for himself and Gina, Nico had barely set them on the table and settled himself into an empty chair when Gloria said, "I'd like to thank you, good and proper Nico. You did a marvelous job on the new planters out back last week, by the way. Gina, you really must take a look at them. Nico is such a wonderful, creative spirit. I do wish he'd turn his skills into something more useful and beneficial."
"I do not think I would have time then for all of my other pursuits," Nico smiled as he took a long look towards Gina. His smile was genuine, she felt. And his eyes seemed to be taking her in warmly as well. It had been a while since a man had looked at her that way.
Gloria noticed her daughter's calmness and wanted push the issue just a bit more. "I'm sure you have enough energy to actively pursuit all of your desires, Nico, my boy. Why don't you come over here," she added, patting her thigh as she did.
"Okay," Nico smiled, and sat his beer down on the table between the two women.
Gloria reached out and took his hand in hers, and then placed it on her thigh, just below the hem of the blue and pink striped dress she had worn that evening. Nico knelt down, grinning from ear to ear, and let the older woman move his hand upon her thigh. "You are very warm, Mrs. Van Winkle." he said. "I didn't think it was all that warm in here."
"Maybe it's just me," Gloria grinned while tossing her daughter a wink. "Maybe you're making me hot. And since you are, you'd better call me Gloria. We've talked about this before, young man." She then parted her thighs and pulled his hand higher between them. She pulled his hand from her upper thigh and placed it atop her white panties, and directly onto her pubic mound. "That "Mrs. Van Winkle" is for formal talk. This is all about pleasures now." She then began to move his hand up and down her crotch and lower belly.
"What do you think? Am I getting hot?" she asked him in a husky voice.
"Yes, Gloria, you are getting pretty warm alright," Nico said. "In all the right spots, too." He gave Gina a side-long glance, adding a wink before turning his attention fully back to Gloria.
"And I'll bet you're getting pretty hard, right about now," Gloria grinned and glanced again towards Gina. Her daughter sat quietly, watching.
Nico gave his crotch a glance. "That would be your fault," Nico answered. "You know how to get moya malen'kaya priyatel'nitsa excited."
"Moya who?" Gina asked, interrupting the scene playing out before her.
"He means, "His Little Playmate"," Gloria laughed. "It's what Nico calls his manhood!"
"Oh. That," Gina giggled. "Sounded weird to me."
"Nico's parents are Russian, so he tends to toss in a few words now and then in his native tongue," Gloria told her daughter. "And speaking of tongue..." Gloria let his hand rest upon her crotch and reached up to begin unbuttoning his shirt. His hand continued to rub her pussy through the panties and she pulled her thighs open a little wider. Once his shirt was open, she leaned back into the chair and spread herself wide. "Give Grandma Gloria a kiss, Nico," she purred.
"Yes, Ma'am," Nico replied, and lowered his face between her thighs. He planted his mouth against the mound of her crotch and kissed her pussy through her dampening panties. He sucked in a deep lungful of her scent before giving her entire crotch a wide-tongued lick, from bottom to top.
"Oooohhh, that feels so good," Gloria sighed. She rolled her head and gave Gina a smile. "Join in, if you're of a mind, dear."
Gina hesitated, and then after a long gulp of beer, she slipped to the floor on her knees behind Nico and pulled his shirt up and away. Nico turned away from Gloria's presented crotch and leaned in to give Gina a quick kiss. Once their lips had parted, the action took on a new urgency. Gina grabbed his head in her hands and pulled his mouth back to hers. She kissed him hard and long, and accepted his tongue into her mouth when he thrust it out. She caught it with her lips and sucked on it hard. Her fires had erupted within her in that moment, and she needed desperately what he seemingly was willing to give. She had been without sexual satisfaction for entirely too long and needed desperately to get off.
Gina eventually released Nico and stood. She had dressed very different from her mother in that she had worn pleated black slacks and a three-button pull-over shirt. As she stood looking from her mother, who sat with her legs were splayed obscenely in the chair, and at Nico, a young man with a wide grin growing on his face as fast as the bulge in his khakis, Gina lifted her shirt up and off. She wore a plain white bra beneath and her soft, matronly breasts were held high on her chest. She reached back and a moment later they fell into Nico's and her mother's view. Gina's nipples were cherry-red and surrounded by large areola. The thick buds were hard with excitement, and surrounded with goose-bumps that covered the dark discs of her areola.
As Nico took the sight of Gina's breasts fully in, he began to pull and tug at his belt and khakis. He had to roll back onto his ass to kick them off, and fell between Gloria's parted thighs behind him. She, too, had begun to strip down, having removed her blue and pink dress. She had been wearing a bra and had to unfasten it before allowing her own breasts to fall free. Her nipples were of pale pink, ringed by even paler discs on her soft breasts, though they had begun to thicken and darken in anticipation of what was in store for the evening.
Still sitting on his ass, and still wearing his white briefs, Nico's head was pulled to the side by Gloria, who placed one sweat nipple against his lips. He sucked it into his mouth immediately and began to feast. As soon as she had stripped of her slacks, Gina knelt in front of him and began to run her hands across the bulge in his underwear that his stiffening cock was building.



"That's my baby," Gloria sighed. "Suck on mommy's titties." Nico, being a good, horny lad, did as he was told. Meanwhile, his hands had again been taken by Gina and were now lifted to her own breasts. He cupped them and began to knead their flesh. Gina responded with soft sighs of pleasure of her own.
"That feel so good," Gina whispered.
Nico let her mother's nipple fall free of his mouth and leaned forward to attack Gina's. He had suckled at his own mother's tits for much of that morning, he and her deciding to spend Saturday morning in bed together. Now he was in need of a new set to slurp on. Gina was more than willing to provide for his desires. She held her breasts up for him, forcing her nipples to pop outward for him to latch onto much easier. Nico hummed and moaned into her tit-flesh as he sucked and chew upon her.
"Damn! That's good!" Gina again exclaimed. She loved having her nipples chewed on and Nico seemed to know just how to do it. Her pussy was already dampening, just minutes into their evening sex-capades.
Gloria reached out and took a grip on Gina's left breast while Nico chewed upon her right. Gina gasped when she saw that her mother was feeling her up. She wanted to push her away, but instead was reminded that this evening she was to relax and enjoy herself. She gave her mother a look, but instead of breaking contact, Gina reached up and tentatively took her mother's right breast in hand and began to mirror the squeezing and rolling Gloria was giving her. Gina wanted to cry out that this was wrong, but somewhere deep within her chest she felt the Van Winkle inferno kicking up. She understood that within her family incest had long been accepted, and even in her own soul she felt the need from time to time. And there had once been a time, when lying in bed with her sister as teens, that she had enjoyed those feelings. Ginger, however, enjoyed then a hell of a lot more at the time. The things her sister made her do back then, Gina could still remember. Only now, they began to take on a slightly different viewpoint. As her mother massaged her matronly breast, and she responded likewise, Gina began to understand that it was all about the pleasures and not with whom you were achieving them with that counted.
With four mature breasts so close, Nico began to move right down the line, from Gina's pair to her mother's and back again. Both women were moaning and sighing, while stroking the young man's head of short-cropped hair, or his strong, slender arms and shoulders.
As Nico suckled upon her mother's left breast, Gina leaned in to give the free right nipple a kiss. When his mouth replaced hers, Gina went lower, into his lap. There she found his cock bulging the front of his underwear. She gripped his manhood through the fabric, which brought a deep growl from his throat, before tugging the thick tube of flesh through the leg hole. With his cock now in hand, Gina began to stroke him with a firm grip.
"Look what I've found!" Gina exclaimed. She went lower still, onto her elbows, and lifted Nico's cock knob to her lips. "Uuummm," she hummed and she began to kiss across its wide crown. Her tongue flicked out and began to swirl around and around, making Nico again moan into her mother's tit-flesh.
Gina sucked Nico's cock between her lips and began to bob her head up and down, taking his length along her tongue. She purred as she fell into a steady blow job rhythm upon his dick. It was a very familiar concept for her, having sucked on more than a few cocks in dive bar parking lots over the last few years. Paying men back for beers bought for her through an evening always seemed to end up in the front seat of their pick-ups, or the backseats of their cars, with a dirty cock in her mouth. And now she knelt on the floor of her mother's den, sucking away at the fine young manhood of one of her mother's playthings. This was much better, she thought as Nico's knob banged against the roof of her mouth once again.
For his part, Nico wanted to change things up after a few minutes and rolled Gina onto her back across the rug. She still had his cock captured in her mouth and continued to slurp as he reached down to rip her panties down and off her slim legs. With her fat, rather hairy pussy now available, Nico reached in between her parting thighs and plunged his fingers deep into her wet folds.
"Oooohhh!" Gina groaned as Nico began to thrust three fingers high into her dripping cunt, finger-banging her. Gloria leaned down and attacked her daughter's nipples with her teeth. She chewed at the tit-flesh just as Nico had, and brought the same moans of pleasure from Gina's cock-filled mouth.
Nico pulled his fingers, dripping with pussy juices, from Gina's slot and presented them to her mother. Gloria took hold of his hand and began to suck each of his fingers dry, even as she plunged her free hand into her daughter's drenched crotch. She slammed a trio of long fingers straight up into Gina's cunt and began to rapidly thrust them in and out of the sloppy slot. The sounds of wet pussy sloshing filled the room even as grunts and sighs of pleasure did.
Nico had his head pulled down to Gloria's tit even as she swapped her fingers for his. Again, Nico fingered Gina's wet hole with three fingers, opening the mature lady up for a good fucking. Just a few moments later, Gina was ready.
"Oh, shit! I need a cock, right now!" she bellowed. "Get that big dick up inside this sloppy wet pussy, Nico!" she demanded as she spun around on her tailbone to bring her wide open and welcoming crotch in line with Nico's raging, saliva dripping cock. He wasted no time at all in lining himself up and plunging right in.
"Oooohhh, fuck!" Gina cried out as Nico's cock slammed home. Her pussy gobbled up his tool, and her cream squirted out from around his shaft. Nico was quickly into his rhythm and began to fuck the willing older woman with deep, powerful thrusts that had Gina grunting with each plunge. "Yes! Oh, yes! Oh, yes!"
As she watched her handsome young lover fuck her daughter, Gloria leaned over Gina and began to feed her one of her nipples. As they continued, Gloria would reach between the lovers and pull Nico's cock free and wrap her mouth around it. She would jack his shaft while slurping Gina's creamy juices from his cock, before guiding it back into Gina's gaping slot. She would also give Gina a deep cunt kiss or lick before pulling Nico's cock back to work.
Feeling her mother's mouth on her pussy just about set Gina off. Her body trembled at the very idea of being tasted by her mother. It had been more than twenty years since Gina had done anything with another woman, let alone a family member. She'd never done anything at all with her mother, in fact. Only her sister and she had been this intimate, and that last time was on their shared 21st birthday. Now, more than twenty-five years later, Gina felt the overwhelming hunger for feminine flesh on her tongue once again.
"Oh, god, Mother!" Gina gasped when she felt her mom stuff her tongue into her slot, rooting for her cream. "Oh, god, please! Give me a taste of your pussy, Mom!"
Gloria lifted her head from between her daughter's parted thighs and pulled Nico's cock back in. She twisted around so that Gina could give her a little oral in return. Gloria settled above Gina, her knees to either side of her daughter's head, which gave Gina full access to her dripping, excited pussy. Gina tentatively began to lap away at the heavy, blood-engorged labia that hung from her mother's cunt. The juicy goo flowed thick and heavy onto her lips and tongue. Gloria lowered her hips further, pressing her cunt fully onto Gina's mouth, and was rewarded by her daughter's tongue sliding up through her vaginal chute.
"Ooohh, that's my baby," Gloria moaned with a deep satisfaction before pulling Nico's cock free and giving it a thorough tongue swathing. She tasted her daughter's cream on Nico's flesh and it made her pussy vibrate. So did the thrusting of her daughter's tongue up and into her cunt. "Oh, that feels so fucking great!" Gloria gasped. "Your tongue feels so good, Gina! Eat that pussy! Make your mother cum with your fat tongue!"
Gina did her best to please her mother, lapping and slurping noisily from beneath her crotch. She had hold of Gloria's hips and pulled her downward, tight to her mouth as she sucked in her cream. Her nails dug into her mother's butt, making Gloria tremble just that bit more on her tongue. Nico had slipped back and Gloria planted her mouth to Gina's pussy and went at her daughter as hungrily as Gina was with her.
"I want to fuck you now, Gloria," Nico insisted after watching mother and daughter suck away at each other. Gloria rose slowly from Gina's face and moved to the nearby chair, where she knelt in the seat.
"Take me from behind," she told him over her shoulder. She gave her ass a wiggle as Nico moved quickly to fulfill her demands. He lined up his cock and slipped inside her saliva-drenched pussy smoothly a moment later. He wasted no time in picking up a steady fuck-rhythm inside Gloria's familiar pussy.
"Get up on the table and let your mom eat you, Gina," Nico told Gina. "I love watching your mom lick pussy while I fuck her."
"That sounds like fun," Gina said, even as she pushed the beers sitting on the table aside. She rolled her hips onto the table and swung a leg over the back of the chair. Gloria moved to angle herself across the chair while bringing her mouth into direct contact with Gina's gaping, hungry pussy.
"Oh, yes! I like that! Eat my pussy, Mom!" Gina took hold of her mother's artificially maintained head of blonde hair and pulled her face tighter to her cunt while rolling her hips up and down. She smeared her wet crotch across her mother's eager tongue and lips, making her cheeks and chin drip with cunt-cream. Gina wanted to punish her mother, to degrade her even, for making her see what she'd been missing out on for so long, and yet her mother seemed to be enjoying it even more. Gloria lapped away at Gina's creamy slot noisily, while Nico pounded his cock deeper and deeper into her velvety, nearly seven-decade old vagina.
After just a few minutes of hard, steady fucking, Gloria began to cry, "I'm cumming! I'm cumming! Ooh, aaaahhh!" Nico slammed hard into the aged matron one last time and then held his cock deep inside her as her vagina exploded around his shaft. Her tunnel rippled up and down his length, sending shivers of delight up his spine. Nico had to concentrate hard to keep from dumping his load inside her.
"Oooohhh, oooohhh," Gloria continued to moan, even after her orgasm had passed. She rested her head on Gina's left thigh, panting for breath in the aftermath. Nico felt her vaginal grip relax and he eased himself back and out of her. As his cock fell free, her thick, white cream rolled out of the gaping hole. He took hold of his dick and smeared the head up through the wet folds, catching most of Gloria's thick cum on his cock-head.
"Is that for me?" Gina asked as she rolled away from Gloria's face and off the table to land on her knees before Nico. Even before he could respond, Gina had his sloppy dick in her mouth and she was slurping noisily.
"Oh, man, that feels so fucking good," Nico moaned. This, he thought to himself, is why I love fucking old women, they just know how to fuck, to suck, and make a guy's dick feel so good! He rolled his hips and thrust his cock into Gina's mouth, banging against the back of her throat as he did. In response, she gagged a little, and then opened up and pulled him in deeper. "Oooohhh, yeah! Suck that dick!"
Still kneeling in the chair and watching her daughter get face-fucked by her young friend, Gloria reached back and began to smear the juices from her gaping hole up across her anus. She had an itch that had been growing for a few days now, and as the excitement of this evening overwhelmed her, she moaned, "Fuck me up the butt, Nico. Please, give me your dick up my ass."
Nico pulled his cock from Gina's mouth and asked, "Are you sure, Gloria? You want me to fuck you up the ass?"
"I'm ready to try it again, if you want," she replied hesitantly. They had only had anal sex a couple of times in the past, the last time more than two months before. But Gloria had bought herself an anal toy, at the suggestion of another of her friends, and had been working to relax her rectal ring. She knew that several of her matron friends loved getting ass-fucked, and she had watched her grand-son Gabriel sodomize Gina's twin sister, his mother Ginger, on many occasions. Gina's sister loved it. She would, too.
"Are you sure, Gloria?" Nico asked again even as he stepped back up behind her tight upraised ass.
"If she said she was ready," Gina told him, and with a smack of her hand across her mother's ass she said, "then my mother is ready. Now take hold of that big dick of yours and press it up against that old broad's asshole."
Nico took Gina's instruction, even though he had fucked more than a few women up the ass and didn't need too much guidance. Still, in an effort to relax her mother, he allowed Gina to walk them into it.
"That's it," Gina said as she pulled Gloria's ass cheeks apart and watched up close as Nico's knob pressed against her mother's anus. "Just relax your asshole, Mom," she soothed. Her hands stroked Gloria's buttocks. "Just relax, push a little outward." She looked up at Nico and catching his eye, she winked. Gina was no novice when it came to anal sex. Again, after having her drinks bought for her during an evening she was asked to pay once in a while with her ass. Gina knew how to take it.
Nico leaned forward. Gloria's anus, lubed with her pussy cream and a few drops of Gina's saliva, slowly began to relax and open. "Oooohhh," she moaned as Nico's cock began to force itself inside. A moment later, she gasped loudly as his knob popped through. "Oh!"
Once his knob was inside, Gloria's asshole seemed to relax quickly and with Nico leaning forward, his shaft slipped smoothly into her guts. The whole time, Gloria was groaning, getting louder with every inch, until his cock finally bottomed out and his balls pressed into her wet, dripping slit.
"Uuunnggghh!" Gloria groaned into the back of the chair.
"Oh, fuck, Mom!" Gina gasped. "Your asshole is stretched so wide!"
Nico groaned, "So good, so tight." He held himself deep inside Gloria's guts a moment and then began to pull outward. Gina watched up close as Gloria's ass ring distended with her lover's withdraw. Before his knob popped free, Nico reversed and slipped back inside once again. As Gina watched up close, Nico slowly began to fuck her mother up the ass, with slow, smooth strokes that quickly had Gloria relaxing. Through it all, Gloria maintained a series of soft, deep groans as the young Russian stud worked his cock in and out of her ass.
"Aaaahhh, uunnnggg," Gloria grunted and gasped as her anus was forced in and out by Nico's smoothly increasing pace.
With the help of added spit from Gina to lube his shaft, Nico soon had a quicker pace going. Her mother, still grunting across the chair seat, was beginning to rock back into him as Nico plunged forward. It wasn't much longer until he was fucking her ass with as quick and steady strokes as he always used on her wonderfully aged pussy.
Gina caressed her mother's back and rump, as well as Nico's chest and sides. She pulled him mouth to hers and they kissed deeply, as deep as his cock rammed into Gloria's guts. When Gina pulled her mouth away she said, "I need your cock now, Nico. I want to get fucked, now."
Gina all but pulled the young man away from her mother, his cock sliding free with a plop from her ragged asshole and a gasp from her throat. Gina rolled into the next chair and threw her legs open wide, opening herself up for Nico. For his part, Nico was feeling strong, powerful, and eager to please. He grabbed up his discarded shirt and stroked his cock clean. He then leaned into the chair above Gina and plunged his cock straight back into her gaping pussy.
"Oh yes! Fuck me, boy! Fuck this old pussy hard!" she gasped as Nico began to pile-drive the older woman. He was quickly into a hard, fast rhythm that had his flesh smacking against hers.
Gloria had recovered from her ass-fucking enough to move behind the chair Gina was getting pleasured in. She leaned across and presented her breasts to her daughter, who immediately latched her mouth to one nipple while tugging at the other with her fingers. Gloria reached out and took hold of Gina's own soft tits and worked them hard. She pulled and twisted Gina's nipples harshly, getting a nipple bite in return.
"Oooohh, yes!" Gloria gasped. The pain was giving her even more pleasure. It only added to the wonderful ache she felt in her rectum. She looked up into Nico's face and told him, "Fuck this horny bitch up the ass! She wants it, so give it to her, Nico."
"Yes!" Gina grunted, "My ass, Nico, fuck my ass!" She returned to chewing upon her mother's hard nipple.
Nico stopped fucking Gina's hot, creamy pussy and pulled free. His cock was dripping with her juices and was well lubricated to plunge up her ass. Nico took aim at the wrinkled opening below the hairy pussy slot and press his cock against her anal ring. Gina's butt-hole opened and appeared to slurp his cock inward. Nico sunk into her dirty depths easily, bringing a deep growling moan from her throat as he plunged in. His balls slapped against her tail-bone and he immediately pulled back. He went right into a hard, deep fuck of Gina's guts, resuming the same speed as he had just moments ago been ripping through her vagina with.
As Nico ass-fucked Gina, Gloria moved around to the side to better present her breasts for her daughter's enjoyment. After a few more minutes, Gloria climbed into the chair to straddle Gina's upper torso, after her daughter had slumped even further into the seat to give Nico a better angle at her ravenous rectum.
"Oh, yes! Yes! Give me that pussy!" Gina panted as she recognized what Gloria was up to. In response, Gloria lowered her hips and planted her dripping pussy tight against Gina's panting, puffing mouth.
"Eat me, damnit! Eat my hole, Girl!" Gloria demanded of her daughter. Between her thighs, Gina began to noisily slurp at her mother's cunt. "Such a good tongue! I love it when you eat my pussy, Gina! I love it!"
It only took Gina a few minutes to draw Gloria's orgasm out with her tongue, all the while Nico pistoned her asshole ceaselessly. Gloria announced her climax with a loud grunt and cries of, "I'm cumming, I'm cumming, aaaahhh!" Suddenly, Nico was treated to the sight of Gloria's pussy erupting and a long jet of her creamy juice squirted out from her pussy slit and splashed across Gina's chest. "Hhhoooo, Fuck!" she grunted, surprised at the sudden intensity of her orgasm. She rarely squirted, and usually only when one of her grand-sons was fucking the hell out of her.
"Oh, Christ, Mom!" Gina grunted as she took in the sight of her mom cumming up close. Much of it splashed across her on face. "I'm cumming! Oh, Mom, I'm cumming!" She suddenly added as her body exploded. "Aaaahhhh!"
The cock wedged high inside Gina's twitching ass began to pulse and throb before erupting with as much violence as her mother had just displayed. Although nobody saw it, his white-hot cum jetted high into Gina's guts, splashing her bowel walls with creamy seed. Nico had fucked his mother to climax twice earlier in the day, but this was an orgasm just as intense. His eyes rolled back and his back spasmed as his balls drained their load up Gina's bowel.
For her part, Gina had rolled through a climax of her own as Nico ground her guts to pulp. With his cum now filling her with liquid heat, she began to tremble again. Her mouth was still full of her mother's thick labia, and it was becoming difficult for her to breathe as Gloria ground her crotch hard into her daughter's face. Still, Gina managed to moan through her orgasm.



Nico was the first to disengage, all but ripping his cock from Gina's asshole as he fell back onto the floor. Gloria followed him to the floor a moment later after pulling her pussy from Gina's mouth with a slurp. She quickly rolled into his arms and planted a wet kiss to his mouth. When they parted, Gloria looked up towards Gina. She saw Nico's thick cum leaking out from Gina's gaping asshole onto the seat cushion beneath.
"Well, dear, did we make your Sunday night worthwhile, or what?" she asked her panting daughter.
"Well worthwhile," Gina muttered.
Gloria looked to her young lover and with a wicked grin asked, "You want to clean that up, or should I?"
"Gloria, yuck!" Nico grunted. "Have at it. She's your daughter." Not that Gloria expected any different. Even as she moved to attack Gina's leaking, mess-filled asshole with her tongue, Gloria knew Nico would be heading for the shower. The rest of the evening was going to be girls-only she knew as she began to slurp the cooling cum from Gina's reddened and distended asshole. Giving her daughter a thorough tongue bath would only lead to more intimate, and incestuous pleasures, Gloria knew. Her depravity often knew few limitations, especially when it came to family.
"Oooohh, shit! Mother!" Gina gasped as her nasty mother began to feast upon her crotch, from ravaged anus to throbbing clit. He body trembled uncontrollably as another orgasm began to rapidly build within her. "What have I been missing around here?" A moment later, Gloria brought her daughter off with her tongue, and brought Gina fully into the sinful world she'd been ignoring for her entire life.
"Aaaahhhh, I love yoooouuuu, Mooooommmmmm!" Gina purred.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Pamela's Tales
Chapter 3
They sat in Johnny's beat-up, faded green Dodge Ram. Before them, the expanse of Majestic Mountain Park stretched west down the ripples of the foot hills. The parking lot that served the park also served the Nature Preserve, which ran North and East of the park itself, into the foothills and forested area of the Majestic Mountains. From this parking area, one could see the Pacific Ocean in the distance, stretching South to North. Downtown Regal Bay was to the Southwest, with the campus of Regal Bay University nestled up right against the park's south border. The Majestic Mall and the surrounding business district lit of the evening sky to the Northwest of their sightline. The sun had set long ago, and the many others who came to this parking lot in the evenings to watch the sun set had long since left. Only a couple of other cars remained, and Pamela Walker suspected that much the same thing was going on in those others, as was going on in the front seat of her son's pick-up.
Johnny had his driver's seat reclined back, his jeans unfastened and pushed halfway down his thighs. He was enjoying the leisurely, sensual blow job his mother was giving him. Although the lights of the parking lot were dim, there was still enough for him to make out the bobbing blonde head of hair in his lap. He'd angled the rear-view mirror to be able to watch from a slightly different, almost voyeuristic angle, as his loving mother nursed on his raging hard on. On the radio, the band Aerosmith was confirming their enjoyment of the color pink. Just like Johnny.
Pamela had learned to enjoy giving her son blow jobs over the course of these last few months, since she gave herself to him in his basement bedroom. Over the course of their new-found relationship, she had given in to her son's sinful desires whenever and wherever he asked. Through the warm summer months, she'd sucked her son off in nearly every parking lot in town, inside both movie theaters, in the bathroom at the Denny's, and once during a drive up the coastal highway. Not to mention the many times she had pleasured her son by attending to his cock in their own home, with her crippled husband just a room or two away, while George slept or watched television. Since she and Johnny had become lovers, she realized that he made her feel dirty, and yet she also felt alive and desired once again. It was a feeling she'd lost over the years, since her husband's injuries crippled his body as well as their sex life.
"God, that feels so good, Pam," Johnny whispered, calling his mother by her name as he often did whenever they sinned outside their home. While at home, Johnny insisted on calling her Mom, even as he pounded her on the floor of the living room or took her in the shower. Just that morning, after they had settled her husband in for his bath, Johnny had made love to her in her own bed, where her husband had so recently lay beside her. Afterward, as mother and son helped him from the tub and prepared him for his weekly doctor's visit, Johnny's warm semen oozed from between her swollen labia. It was a feeling that very nearly made her cum then and there.
Pamela let her son's cock slip from between her lips and replied, "You taste so warm and soft in my mouth, Johnny." She stroked his saliva-coated knob across her cheek as she smiled at him. He so much reminded her of George at that age. How many times had she and George did this very act, in the front seat of his father's old Ford wagon, and after in George's own Malibu? How many times had they parked in this very lot and she performed this very act as a teenager?
Pamela could remember sucking George's fat cock in their high school's parking lot, before and after school. She could remember the look on old Mrs. Jacobson's face when she caught them one morning before school. Pamela had looked up when George gasped, and saw their art teacher staring, her mouth agape, in through the side window. When Mrs. Jacobson got a good look at George's fat cock, wet with Pamela's spit, the look in her eyes let both teens know that she wouldn't be telling anyone. Pamela often wondered if George had ever given Mrs. Jacobson a private showing. Even as she thought about it, at the time their art teacher had only been 28 or 29. She wouldn't have put it past him not to at least try.
Recently, Pamela had joined the Royal Treatment Spa & Gym, and had begun to put in a few hours a week on the treadmill before settling into a massage and steam bath. She could already feel some of her middle-age matronly midsection melting away, she mused. She had also visited the Paisley Park Beauty Salon to get her hair restyled and colored. Now she was back to her original dirty-blonde, with the grey she had been letting seep in washed out. She felt more youthful, energetic, and vibrant; three things that she realized caring for her invalid husband for the last decade had drained out of her. All of this she owed to her son, though she might also say her initial fling with Freddy Killibrew had really started it all rolling.
Pamela had returned to slurping upon her son's long, fat cock as she let the memories of her own youth float through her mind. Johnny's cock felt different on her tongue than his father's, and his semen much stronger and saltier. With his hand gently on the back of her head, she bobbed up and down, slurping noisily even though they had the windows part-way down. She could feel his manhood throbbing and worked that much harder to bring about his explosive release. She had been craving a hot mouthful of her son's semen since lunchtime. When Johnny let out a slight moan, she knew that he was starting his final run. It was at that point when her cell phone chimed.
"Shit," she gasped as she let Johnny's cock slip from her lips once again and turned to pull her phone from her purse, lying at her feet on the floor of the pickup. She sat up in her seat and tossed her blonde hair back from her face as she read the text message.
"Who's it from?" Johnny asked as he also sat up. His cock remained exposed, however, waiting for her to resume. "Dad?"
"Not hardly. It's from your Aunt Helen." Pamela typed in a quick response to her sister-in-law. Helen was George's sister and called diligently three times a week to check up on her brother. Not that she would ever offer to lend a hand with his care, Pamela thought bitterly.
"What's she want?" Johnny asked his mother. As he asked, he leaned into her and reached across to cup her far breast, still encased beneath her blouse and bra. While nuzzling his face into her shoulder, he began to kiss her neck. He also felt the bump of her nipple and gave it a gentle tweak.
"I guess she and Larry are coming through next weekend, on their way down the coast. They're travelling on vacation and want to pay George a visit." Pamela finished off her texting, but before she could get a reply, Johnny snatched the phone from her hand. "Hey! What are you doing?" she gasped as she reached to retrieve it.
Johnny pushed her hand aside as he aimed her phone towards his crotch. "Sending her a selfie!" Johnny laughed even as he quickly took a picture of his upright cock, still wrapped by his mother's fingers.
"Don't you dare! She'll freak out!" Pamela all but shouted, but Johnny turned to keep her from getting at the phone before he could add a brief message before sending it.
"Ha! Let's see what she says about that!" Johnny laughed as his mother too-late was able to retrieve her phone.
"I can't believe you sent that! She'll know damn well that it's not your father's cock. He hasn't had an erection since the first surgery." Before she could add her own message, her phone chimed a reply from Helen. Pamela read it, and gasped.
"What did she say?" Johnny leaned in to look at her phone.
Pamela hesitated, and then read, "Nice! At least someone in the family is getting some hot young dick! Hope you don't mind sending a bit of that my way next weekend, Sis!"
"Oh, my god!" Johnny gasped in surprise and began to laugh.
"It's not funny," Pamela told him.
"Yes, it is! I can't wait until you tell her that the dick she's slobbering for is mine!"
"She'll never find out!" Pamela insisted. "She can never know about us, Johnny. I know Helen. I've known her for years, and she'll use this against me somehow. I know she will. She'll show your dad that picture, on her own phone. I won't be able to deny it."
"So? Don't deny it. Just tell Aunt Helen it's mine, but it's a picture that my girl-friend had mistakenly sent to you. Let her figure that one out."
Pamela shook her head. "Can't do that. She'll see that it's my hand wrapped around your cock. My wedding rings are plain to see." Pamela turned away from her son, and a second later her phone chimed again.
Pamela repeated the message to Johnny. "She says she can't wait to meet my "Meat-man", Johnny. She wants me to personally introduce her, and she wants to make sure she gets what I've bet getting. I know what that means, by the way. It means that if I don't introduce her to my lover, she will tell your father I've been cheating on him. She's that kind of bitch."
"Well, introduce her, I don't care. I've always liked her, you know. I guess I could see myself nailing my Aunt Helen." He grinned wickedly at his mother. "You think she'd mind getting a little piece of her nephew?" As he asked his mother, he waggled his cock around playfully. "I've got more than enough to share, you know."
Pamela looked hard and long at her son then, and having been with him in the most intimate ways, she suddenly felt a twinge of jealousy in her chest. She'd never considered sharing her son with anyone, let alone her sister-in-law. And yet, here he was, wagging his dick in the air and stating plainly how he'd like to do to Helen what he'd been doing to her.
"We'll see about that," Pamela replied finally. "I know her, remember. My guess is she'll laugh her ass off at the idea, and then demand that I stop bullshitting her and take her to my lover." Freddy Killibrew, the young man who first broke Pamela's vows, flashed through her mind. He'd enjoy Helen, she thought. And Helen would enjoy him.
"Maybe we should just take a few more pictures, then," Johnny said. "Or maybe make a movie!"
"Oh, hell no! If there's one sure way for your father to find out about this it's to make a fuck-movie." Pamela shook her head. "That man spends so much time looking at porn on the computer, sometimes I feel sad for him. It can't be doing anything for him, you know. He can't get hard anymore." Pamela then let her eyes drop into her son's lap, adding, "Not like you." As they talked on serious matters, Johnny's manhood had begun to soften in her hand. She started to gentle pull and tug at her son's cock, wanting it rock-hard again.
Their conversation hit a lull in that moment, and as Pamela continued to stroke her son's cock, she turned to look off the right, towards one of the other vehicles still in the lot. She could just make out the silhouette of a man sitting in the driver's seat, as well as enough motion to know that someone was doing for him what she'd just been doing for her son.
Johnny followed his mother's gaze and a moment later he said in a hushed voice, "Hey, I think that's Mr. Farmer!"
"Are you sure?" Pamela asked. She knew Donald Farmer. He was a math teacher at Regal Bay High. He was about ten years younger than Pamela, and was married to Yvonne Farmer, who taught high school science. They had a daughter, Julia, but Pamela didn't know much more about them. "Oh, my god! That's not his daughter, is it?" she gasped when the head bobbing in his lap didn't have the golden blonde curls Yvonne had. These were bright red curls.
As they watched, a young woman's head lifted for a moment from Mr. Farmer's lap, tossed back her long, curly red hair, and then again lowered below their line of sight. The girl was obviously much younger than Mr. Farmer, and definitely not his somewhat geeky-looking wife.
"I'd hope not," Johnny said to her. "Julia is maybe 12 years old."
"And how would you know that?" Pamela asked.
"I know a guy, who knows a guy, okay?" Johnny wasn't going to tell his mother about everything that he knew that went on in the shadows of Regal Bay. "Besides, Julia is more a blonde like Mrs. Farmer. That girl's a full red-head." Mother and son watched the next couple for a few more minutes, until Mr. Farmer, began to obviously peak. His head pushed backward and his hips rose until the girl's head was fully in view below his round belly. He was holding her tight to his crotch at that point, and both Johnny and Pamela knew that he was filling her mouth with hot cum.
"Do you recognize her?" Pamela asked a moment after Mr. Farmer had relaxed and the girl had sat up in the far shadows of the car. She herself didn't, but that didn't mean much. Pamela had issues when it came to remembering faces, unfortunately.
"I didn't get a good look. Besides, it's probably one of his students, trying to get a better grade to start the year off," Johnny laughed. "Come on. Show me you can suck dick with the best of them! Back to work, Pam!" Johnny again waggled his dick, his manhood still reasonably hard and up-right. Pamela's attention turned from the near-by car to inside the truck. She did still have a need to have her son's big cock fill her with a hot creamy load, she had to admit.
Pamela grinned at her son, and then licked her lips playfully. "I'll show her how to suck a load out of a man!" she murmured as she bent back towards her son's lap. Within seconds, Pamela was back to work on her son's fat dick.
"Aahh, that's what I need," Johnny sighed as his manhood was again wrapped by his mother's warm lips. "Suck that dick, Pam. You know you want it." His hand again lay atop her bobbing head as his mother went back to work. It took some time before Johnny began to feel his nuts tighten, and by then Mr. Farmer had already backed out of the parking lot, taking whoever it was giving him head back to wherever they had come from.
"Aaaahhh, fuck!" Johnny grunted a moment later. His cock pulsed against the roof of Pamela's mouth and a second later filled her up with hot semen. Pamela gulped and swallowed, gulped and swallowed, fighting to capture every drop of his warm load. A thin stream trickled from the side of her mouth, however, and ran down the length of his shaft. This she dutifully licked up after his orgasm had subsided.
"That felt great," Johnny sighed. Pamela sat up and wiped her mouth with a wet-wipe she had begun to carry with her. Next, she wiped down her son's penis, now limp and hanging from the fly of his jeans. "I really needed that."
"When do you not "really need" a blowjob?" she laughed. Johnny tucked his cock away and zipped up. A moment later, he was starting the truck. Pamela waited until they were on the road before asking, "When can we get together and make love again?"
Johnny gave his mother a side-long glance before answering, "Maybe we could do a little fooling around when Aunt Helen and Uncle Larry are here. Talk about taking the risk. The thrill of getting caught by them would be awesome!"
"Maybe for you," Pamela replied. "I don't need the head-aches." She patted her son's thigh, and then slipped her hand higher to squeeze his crotch. "Tonight, after we get your father into bed?"
Johnny grinned. "You are becoming a nymphomaniac, you know that, Pam?"
"Only for you, Johnny."
***
The next day, a Thursday, Pamela was surprised when Larry Farmer approached her during her morning break. "Hey, Pamela?" he waved as he approached.
"Larry. How are you?" she asked, stirring creamer into her coffee.
"Good. Good. I wanted to ask you, does your son drive a green pick-up truck? A Toyota, I think?" He had a lopsided grin on his face, Pamela noticed. She felt her heart skip a beat.
Pamela looked innocently up into his face. "It's a Dodge, but yes, he does. Why do you ask?"
"Oh, no reason, really," Larry stammered. "I just thought I saw him last night, is all."
"Oh, you did? And where was this? He was out with his girl-friend," she added quickly.
Larry turned slightly, as if checking to see if anyone was listening in to their conversation, then answered, "I was up at Majestic Park last night, and well, I saw him with his girl-friend I guess, is all." Larry suddenly looked very much like he didn't want to be there anymore. "Listen, I'm sorry to have bothered you. I was just wondering if he said anything to you, you know, about seeing me, or anything, up there?"
Pamela took a sip of her coffee, and then replied, "No. I only saw him briefly this morning and he didn't mention it." Pamela thought she'd give Donald a jolt, however. "Oh, my god! Donald, are you saying you were up there, with another woman? Not your wife?"
Larry looked suddenly as if he were going to have a heart attack. He shook his head, "Uh, no, I didn't say that," as he looked to see if anyone might have heard Pamela's rather vocal insinuation. "I wasn't with another woman."
"Are you telling me then that you were up at "Lover's Park" after dark, with another man?" Pamela laughed, and then added, "Not that there's anything wrong with that." She was grinning and feeling very ornery. She wanted to tease her fellow faculty member a bit more, but reminded herself that it had been her in the next vehicle over after all.
Donald was obviously about to deny that accusation when the door to the break room opened. His wife and another teacher walked in. Yvonne immediately gave both her husband and Pamela a sharp look.
"It isn't what you're thinking," Donald immediately defended himself. "We were talking about a troubled student, is all. Right, Pamela?"
Pamela recognized that Donald was not the man of the house in the Farmer household in that moment, and decided to play along with his line of defense. "That's right. It seems we both are having issues with Carol Lightford," she told Yvonne as his wife walked past, still glaring at her husband. Donald gave Pamela a sharp, surprised look. Yes, Pamela had easily enough learned the name of the young red-head he had been with up at "Lover's Park". It wasn't all that difficult, given a high school year book. There just weren't many seniors that year with long, curly red hair. Senior girls that were also in the Math Club. Pamela looked up at Donald, and fought hard not to give him a knowing wink. Instead, she announced, "I've got to get going. I'll see you later, right Donald?" she added with a slight touch to his arm, which he recoiled from as if burned. Pamela left him to explain what that was all about to his wife and headed for her classroom.
***
Unfortunately for Pamela and her plans for the evening, her husband had called a poker night. Five of George's friends arrived shortly after dinner with six-packs, a couple bottles of whiskey and rum (as Don Hoyt was a rum drinker, he would probably down the entire bottle, Pamela mused) and pockets full of singles. Within an hour, the living room had turned into a beer hall back room, with cigar and cigarette smoke swirling about under the influence of the ceiling fan, empty cans piling up on end tables, and ash trays overflowing. Pamela, always the good host, made a couple of passes through the room before deciding to give it up and head for her room.
A few minutes after settling into the pile of pillows, Johnny stuck his head into her bedroom and asked her, "Seeing as how we're not going to get any privacy tonight, I think I'll head out and catch a movie. You want to come?"
Pamela was tempted, but she could feel the aches of her work day taking hold. "I'm sorry, honey," she grinned. "I'm just going to read for a bit, and then take a hot bath before going to sleep. I've had a rough week already, and it's only Thursday."



"Okay, I'll leave you be, tonight," Johnny grinned. "But you owe me, double, this weekend!"
Pamela gave her son a quick flash of her breasts, unencumbered by a bra, by lifting her Seattle Seahawks Super Bowl t-shirt up. She dropped it and teased, "There you go, doubled up!"
"That's not what I meant, and you know it," Johnny laughed. He then stepped into her bedroom and closed the door behind him. "I was actually thinking that maybe, since you and Freddy have already done it, that you'd like a three-way?"
Pamela sat her book in her lap and gave her son a lingering look. "I've never thought you'd be up for anything like that, Johnny," she replied with a soft voice. "I've never really thought about it, either."
"Freddy was asking that, maybe, you know..." Johnny shrugged his shoulders. "I actually think he misses you, now that we've been getting on and all."
Pamela shook her head, not really believing that a young man like Freddy, who had only recently been able to break down the incestuous wall between his mother and himself, still would desire her. Hell, she still couldn't come to the reality that she was fucking her own son on something of a regular basis.
"Maybe I'll think about it, okay?" she finally replied.
Johnny grinned. "I don't mind, either way. But he seems to think that I might want a shot at his mom, since you and him...well, you know."
"Do you?" Pamela asked him.
Johnny looked at her, as if gaging her reaction to what he might say. Finally, he nodded. "I think I'd like to, yes. But I'd want you there, too."
Pamela laughed. "Oh, another form of three-way?"
"Well, Mom, maybe a four way? You know. Maybe you and me, and Freddy and his mom, maybe we all could get together and have fun. That's what I was thinking, anyway. I haven't brought it up with Freddy, though."
Pamela thought on it for a moment, and then said, "Sure, why not? I'd like to see my son fucking another old broad like me. And maybe I miss Freddy a little, also." She felt herself beginning to tingle just thinking about it. "A pair of old broads swapping sons, now that's an idea. Do you really think Ursula would go for something like that? Does she even know about you and I? I'd bet she doesn't."
"I guess I'm kind of leaving that part to you," Johnny grinned.
Pamela sat motionless for a time, and then leaning towards the nightstand, she said, "Maybe I'll give her a call now. Just to see if she'd like to get together and talk." She retrieved her cell phone and while dialing she told her son, "If you're going out, get going."
Johnny stepped over, gave her a kiss on the cheek, and was gone before Ursula answered.
***
It would be another two days before Johnny and Pamela were alone long enough to talk. As it turned out, Johnny and his mother found themselves in the kitchen as Pamela worked on fixing a large pot of chili. Johnny had been sitting with his father in the living room watching a baseball game on ESPN when he grew board and went looking for his mother.
"Something smells good," Johnny said as he slipped in through the door. It swung shut behind him with a soft thump.
"You always say that about my chili, Johnny," she grinned at her son over her shoulder. She stood at the stove stirring in a fresh cup full of mixed spices, he special blend. Johnny stepped up close behind her and laid his chin on her left shoulder while sliding his hands around to circle her waist.
"Do you think you're making enough?" he asked, noting that she had their large stewing pot nearly full of the aromatic chili. "That'll last us a month."
Pamela turned in her son's arms and replied, "If you remember, your aunt and uncle are coming in this week, and Larry asked for chili, enough to take a pot of left-overs on the road with them after they visit. And I won't have another evening free this week to take the time, so I thought I'd just go ahead and make a big pot now. Does that satisfy your curiosity, young man?" She gave him a quick peck on the mouth and then turned back to face the stove. Johnny's hands remained around her waist, however.
"I completely forgot they were coming down," Johnny admitted. He gave her a quick kiss on the side of her neck and then moved to sit down at the table.
"Helen called this morning," Pamela continued. "She said that they were heading out early, and that they'll be here Wednesday sometime. I told her I've got work and you've got school, but George would be here all day."
"Did she say how long they would be staying?"
"No, but I'd guess at least through Saturday, maybe." Pamela gave the chili one last stir and then placed the stainless-steel lid on top. Wiping her hands on a dish towel, she went to the sink counter and turned on the water. She dropped the cups and utensils into the sink that she'd been using and then turned to look at her son.
"I talked to Ursula yesterday," Pamela said after a moment. Johnny's eyes went to hers and she saw expectancy in them. "I came clean with her, about Freddy and me, and you and me. She asked flat out why I was telling her all of this, and I had to tell her that I knew about her and Freddy. That, I think, pissed her off. I think Ursula is one of the quiet, personal types that doesn't like her secrets to be told. I think us knowing about her and Freddy really upset her. And I think she isn't all that keen on any group thing, either, not the way she sounded when I hung up. I might have screwed up any shot you might have had to get into her bed, Johnny."
Johnny replied with a shrug. "It's not the end of the world. I've still got my own mother to go to bed with!" Johnny reached out to playfully tug at her skirt.
"It sounds so naughty when you say it like that," she grinned, and then she flashed some high thigh his way before she brushed his hand away. She went back to the stove and gave the chili a quick stir before turning the heat down. Johnny took the opportunity as his mother stood right next to him to lift her sweater upward, and then unfasten her skirt at the back.
"Johnny!" she gasped as she tried to catch her skirt, but he had already tugged it downward, leaving her standing at the stove in her black underwear. She turned to face him, giving her sweater a pull to hide her near-nakedness from the waist down. "Jeezus, Johnny! Your father's ten feet away!" She gave the closed kitchen door a glance.
"It's more like twenty feet, Mom," Johnny grinned. He reached for her hips and pulled her a step closer. He looked up at her face and she saw the building lust in his eyes.
"We can't, not here," she insisted. "Your father could roll in here any minute." Johnny's hands had slipped to her bottom and he was caressing the soft flesh of her hips and back-side. Her skin tingled under her son's touch. It had been only a few days since they'd been intimate, but to Pamela it seemed much, much longer.
"Dad's busy watching baseball. In fact, last I saw, he was nodding off. He's probably asleep now." As he explained this to his mother, Johnny worked his hands around to her front and pushed up her belly to cup her bra-encased breasts beneath her sweater. He could see her reluctance melting away by the moment.
"We're going to get caught," she warned, and yet lifted her arms upward. Johnny took hold of the grey sweater and pulled it up and off her, leaving his mother standing before him in just her black underwear. "Oh, Johnny, we're going to get caught!" she repeated, though in a soft voice that held nothing but lust in the words. They'd been playing with fire for many weeks, though usually they took more care.
As he ran his hands down his mother's body, he tickled her at the points where her breast flesh rolled into her sides. Pamela had never realized just how ticklish she was, especially around the outer edges of her breasts and high on her inner thighs, not until Johnny discovered it with his tongue. She giggled loudly, and then shockingly looked to the kitchen door once again, fearful that her husband would investigate.
"Johnny, please," she hissed as a warning.
"Okay," her son replied excitedly, and then tugged one bra cup down to release his mother's nipple.
As his mouth latched onto it, Pamela muttered, "That's not what I meant," though she didn't push him away. Johnny pulled her closer until she was straddling him in the chair and her belly pressed into his upper chest. His hands were on her butt again, digging into her flesh beneath the panties. His mouth left her left nipple and she assisted him in releasing her right. This he latched onto as well, giving it an equal dose of tongue flicking and hard suckling.
After just a few moments of this play, Pamela is more willing to take chances. She lowered her hips until she sat in Johnny's lap and pulled his mouth from her tit to her lips. She kissed her son deeply, with all the passion and sin expected of mother and son. She felt his strong manhood pressing hard into her pubic mound and she knew that she had to have it inside her, and soon.
Johnny suddenly took hold of her by the hip and lifted her in his arms. "Whoa!" Pamela gasped as Johnny picked her up and carried her to the counter beside the sink. She was not light, she knew, although she had been working on her weight since she and Johnny had begun their affair. She would never be a pixie, it just wasn't in her genes. She wanted to look good for her son, but knew that it was all in her mind. Both he and Freddy had never complained, nor would they. It was her own vanity that had Pamela joining some of her friends in the gym off and on during the week.
Pamela settled on the counter and Johnny slid a chair up to sit in. It was obvious to her what he had in mind, though she still had to ask, "What do you think you are doing, young man?" When Johnny pushed her knees far apart and scooted between them, there was no question. Nor did he answer with anything other than a villainous grin and a swing of his tongue across his lips. Johnny then leaned forward and planted his mouth to his mother's crotch where he began to gently chew upon her through her panties.
"Oh, sweet Jeezus, Johnny! That's so good," Pamela sighed as her son's mouth worked on her sex. She pushed his head back a moment later and tugged her panties aside. "These are new," she told him as he took in the sight of her naked sex flesh. Johnny then planted his mouth to her and began to lap away noisily, making her giggle and moan.
"Oooohhh, Johnnnnyyyyy!" she gasped louder than she had hoped, fighting back a squeal as her son brought her to a quick, sharp orgasm with his mouth and tongue. He'd only been between her thighs a little more than a minute and already she was creaming.
"Hey, John! Bring me another beer!" George called from the living room.
"Johnny, please! It's your father!" Pamela hissed, pushing his face from her crotch. "He's coming!"
Johnny laughed. "So are you!" he said as he spun out of the chair and reached for the refrigerator door. In that moment, the kitchen door banged open and George pushed in. Pamela gasped and lifted her knees up to her chest, just avoiding being hit by the door as it swung her way.
"Where's that beer, John?" George asked as he wheeled his manual chair part way into the kitchen. As luck would have it, the kitchen door swung inward, to the opposite side of the refrigerator. Pamela sat stone still and absolutely silent, her knees drawn up to her chest, behind the door on the counter. Johnny, at the refrigerator, had his father's attention.
"Here you go, Dad," Johnny said, handing one of his father's favored Olympia's to him. George took it and set it in his lap.
As he started to pull back, George asked, "Where'd your mother go? I thought she was cooking dinner?"
"Oh, well," Johnny stammered, unable to glance at her behind the door. "She had to run to the store. She forgot something. I'm keeping an eye on the chili."
"Damnit! I wish she'd have said something. I wanted her to pick me up some beer brats and sausages. I want to barbeque for you aunt and uncle, when they come in. Show that over-bearing sister of mine that I'm still good for something around here."
"Dad, don't talk like that, okay?" Johnny insisted. "Aunt Helen's been like that long before you got hurt."
"Just be glad you don't have an older sister, boy!" George laughed. "The bitch! Give me the chance and I'll turn her over my knee, like Daddy used to do." George pushed back out of the kitchen then, Johnny followed.
"I'll text mom, let her know to pick up the brats and sausages, okay?"
George looked to him and shook his head. "Damn, I forgot you could do shit like that nowadays. Ain't like it used to be, boy. Ain't like it used to be." Johnny returned to the kitchen only after he made sure his father was back in front of the television.
"God-damnit, Johnny! That was close!" Pamela huffed softly as her son rejoined her in the kitchen.
Johnny took her in his arms and pulled her close. He kissed her before saying, "Now we've got plenty of time." Again, they kissed. This time, when their lips broke apart, Pamela began to kiss downward. She pushed her son's t-shirt up and kissed each of his nipples, adding a curling tongue bath to each as Johnny pulled his shirt off completely, tossing it to the chair where his mother's sweater lay. How his father hadn't noticed he had no idea. The sweater, or her skirt lying on the floor in front of the stove.
"We're going to get caught," she again told her son, though between kisses on his neck and chest. With her breasts still hanging out of the top of her bra, Pamela cupped each in hand and stroked her nipples against her son's naked torso. The contact made her tingle and she continued to work her mouth down her son's body a moment later.
"We're going to get caught," she again says, even as she settled to her knees on her discarded skirt before him. Her face was now level with the bulge at the front of the navy blue sweat pants he wore. Her hands went to his hips and stroked downward, to either side of his bulge. Her eyes went up to his, and then her hands went to the waistband. She curled her fingers and took hold of both his pants and his underwear. She yanked her son's clothing down then and was rewarded with his wonderfully thick manhood waving just inches away.
Again, she muttered, "We're going to get caught," before plunging her mouth halfway down her son's shaft.
"Ooohh, mom!" Johnny sighed. Her mouth warmed his cock and he grew rock-solid within seconds. She worked his scrotum with the fingers of one hand while stroking the exposed portion of his shaft with the other, while her mouth ran up and down his length. He loved the way his mother's mouth made his cock feel and would never tire of having her suck him.
However, this was no time for a leisurely blow job. He needed to get off before his father interrupted them again. He did let his mother work his cock over for a minute longer, but pulled her mouth up and off his little master before she could get into a steady rhythm.
"What is it?" she gasped, looking towards the door fearfully as she stood up.
"It's okay," Johnny assured her. "I just want your pussy now." He turned the chair that he'd used to eat her from a few minutes earlier and took a seat. He grabbed his cock and told his mom, "Go ahead, have a seat!"
Instead of straddling her son, Pamela turned to face the kitchen door before lowering into her son's lap. Johnny guided her hips and his cock, until she felt the damp knob of his manhood press against her own damp womanhood. Her labia parted and gobbled up the familiar shaft of her son's cock.
"Oooohhh, yeessss!" she moaned as silently as she could, while giving herself over to the pleasures that washed through her each time her son penetrated her. She dropped fully into his lap, accepting every inch he had to give her, before leaning forward and lifting upward. She paused as his knob tickled her labia again, and then dropped back, taking him hard and deep. "Uuunnggghh!" she grunted. Pamela held herself in place and then gave her hips a rolling, twisting lift, before again dropping down onto him.
"Yeah, Mom! Fuck me with that hot pussy!" Johnny croaked behind her. His hands came around to her tits and he held onto them tight as she worked herself over on his ready post of hard man-flesh.
With her attention fully on the door, expecting it to open and her husband to wheel into the kitchen to catch them hot at it at any moment, Pamela still worked herself into a panting, grunting orgasm within minutes on her son's cock. It helped that he had reached down into her crotch and found her throbbing clit. Johnny had learned how to work her to maximum effect lately and she all but boiled over as her vagina exploded around Johnny's cock. She grabbed a dish clothe and screamed into it as her orgasm exploded.
"Stand up, Mom," Johnny panted into her ear, even as he lifted her. Holding her tight to him and his cock deep within her, Johnny maneuvered his mother into a leaning position. He was now able to take her from behind with longer, deeper thrusts as she leaned across the counter beside the sink once again.
Both were panting in time with their mating. Johnny's heavy balls slapped against his mother's clit with every plunge. His thighs smacked against hers loudly, and there could be no doubt in anyone's mind given the panting and moaning, and the slapping of flesh, as to what was going on in the kitchen.
"Oh! Oh, god, Mom!" Johnny began to grunt. "I'm going to cum!"
"Yeessss, baby! Yeesssss!" Pamela moaned as her son's cock began to pulse and throb wildly within her body.
"Uuunnggghh!" Johnny growled as his semen boiled over and flooded his mother's womb.
"Oooohhh, Johnnnnyyyyy!" Pamela moaned as she climaxed along with her son.
"John! Get me another beer, son!" George's voice suddenly broke into the kitchen.
"Noooo!" Pamela moaned softly. Johnny disengaged and she twisted from the counter to stand behind the door, naked and trembling through the last tremors of her latest orgasm. A warm gush of her son's semen rolled from her pussy and trickled down her inner thigh. She grabbed the dish clothe and stuffed it between her thighs just as the door banged open.
Johnny, for his part, had managed to pull his sweat pants and underwear back up just before the door had opened and his father had rolled in. George didn't notice that his son had removed his t-shirt, or if he did, he didn't say anything. "Hey, what are you doing in here? I asked for another beer."
"Sorry, Dad. I was on the phone. I didn't hear you." Johnny again pulled a fresh beer from the refrigerator and handed it to his father.
"Your mother not back yet?" George asked as he popped the can's top. He took a drink, his eyes on Johnny.
"Not yet. She did say she'd get your sausage, though. And the brats."
"I hope so," George replied. He looked towards the stove. "Damn, that smells good. Bring me a bowl as soon as it's done, will you? I'm starving out here." He took another drink from his beer, again looking up at his son. He paused, as if considering saying something else, but only told him, "And bring me another beer with it, will you? Your mom's chili always makes me thirsty." With that said, George again pushed his chair backward, though he did give the door a glance as he turned. Before it closed, Johnny saw him again look to him, and he wondered if his father was beginning to suspect something after all.
"We're going to get caught, Johnny," Pamela whispered to her son once the door had shut completely. She straightened up her underwear, tucked her breasts away, and retrieved her sweater and skirt. She couldn't put them back on, she realized. Her husband surely had noticed them this time. And she would have to go through the living room to get clean clothes to put on.
Johnny recognized his mother's dilemma and holding a single finger up, he rushed past her and skipped down stairs to his room. He brought back a pair of his sweat shorts and a crimson t-shirt with the USC Trojans logo in gold across the chest. "Here," he said, handing them to his mother. As she dressed, he ladled out a bowl full of chili for his father and retrieved another beer. "You'd better head for the store, Mom. Dad's expecting brats and sausages in the refrigerator, next time he checks. And you know he will." Johnny gave his mother a look that let her know that he was thinking the same thing she was. That they had been very close to getting caught, this time.



"I think he knows, Johnny," Pamela whispered before heading out the back door as quietly as she could. For his part, Johnny thought so, also.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 23
Annie's Tales -- Part 2
"Bye, Mom," Annie called to her mother as she watched her pull away from the curb. Annie turned and headed up the front steps of her house, across the porch, and on in through the front door. It was a warm day in Regal Bay, and for that time of year, mid-May, it was a sign that the summer was going to be hotter than usual. That was okay for many of the residents of the ocean side community, as it would mean a substantial crowd visiting the bay-front beaches, marina, and boardwalk. And with visitors came revenue.
Annie dropped her purse off on the hallway table as she went through into the living room, where she found her son Tim reclined back in the large Lazy-boy she'd picked up earlier in the year. Not surprisingly, he was watching television.
"What are you doing inside?" she asked as she moved to stand beside her son. "I'd have thought you'd be down at the beach. It must be close to eighty by now." She rustled his dirty-blonde hair, thinking that it needed trimming but not saying anything. Tim wore a new ear-ring stud in his left ear, she noticed.
"Uncle Dan's out back doing the yard," Tim replied, looking up at her as he did. He was drinking a Smirnoff cooler of some sort, and took a deep drink then.
"Your grand-mother and I have been out at the casino," Annie told him as she settled into the sofa nearby, drawing her feet up beneath her as she got comfortable. "She ended up $130 to the good, while I lost fifty and called it quits." She didn't get a reaction from Tim. "What are you watching?" she asked.
There was a commercial for Toyota running, so Tim replied, "A baseball game. Cubs and Mariners. It's raining in Chicago, so it's in a delay."
"Oh," she responded. "Well, in that case," she started as she got up again and went to stand in front of her son, "you want to do something?"
Tim looked up at his mother and asked, "What did you have in mind?" She was wearing a set of denim Capri pants and an over-sized t-shirt with the casino logo across the front. He was wearing baggy black cargo shorts and a concert t-shirt from some years back; the "Beer Drinkers and Hell Raisers" tour. Her son was big into Hank Williams, Jr. and Ted Nugent.
"Well, we could head out to the mall," she suggested, "or down to the beach? I just don't want to sit around here all afternoon, wasting a beautiful Sunday."
"You were just out with Grandma," he pointed out.
"Yes, and we were inside the casino. She found a couple of her friends and you know how she gets. I wanted to leave, but she was my ride." Annie enjoyed spending days out with her mother, except when her mother ran into someone who wanted to stand and talk, and talk and talk. Not her favorite past-time, listening to old women gossip.
"You could have called, I'd have come picked you up." Tim told her.
"I should have. Then we could have gone down to the beach from there."
"I really don't feel like going to the beach," Tim replied. He found that he was looking at his mother's chest, and noticed that her nipples were pointed, excited, and prominent beneath her t-shirt. He cocked his head to the side and said matter-of-factly, "You're not wearing a bra."
"You noticed," she grinned. "It's starting to get a little too hot for a bra," she added. Tim knew that his mother enjoyed going braless through the summer months. This was the first he'd noticed this year, however.
"I noticed that your breasts seem a bit perkier lately," he added as he lowered the recliner's foot rest and leaned closer to her. He reached for her hips and pulled his mother a bit closer. He looked up into her face, smiling wickedly.
Annie responded with a mirror image grin and lifted her hands up to cup, and lift, her breasts through her t-shirt. "Do you like them? I've been trying out this new cream. It's supposed to firm up old saggy tits like mine."
"Come on, Mom," Tim laughed. "Your tits are anything but old and saggy."
"And how would you know, Mister?" she asked playfully. "When was the last time you saw them?"
"It has been a while," Tim replied. A moment of silence passed between them.
Annie then said, "Maybe we could think of something to do here, then?" She continued to cup her breasts as she looked down upon her 22-year-old son. She could tell that she was influencing him, from the bulge that had begun to tent his shorts.
"I can think of one thing we could do" Tim muttered. "It might kill an hour or two."
"And what would that be, Sweaty?"
Tim settled back into the recliner and gave his groin a squeeze. "I could really do with a blow job, right about now." He grinned up at her, and she grinned right back.
"What about your uncle, Tim? He's right out back, isn't he?" Even as she asked, Annie dropped slowly to her knees before her son, placing her hands upon his knees, just below the edge of his loose-fitting shorts. She slipped her fingers under the cuff and moved ever so slowly up his inner thighs.
"He just got started mowing," Tim replied. "It usually takes him at least half an hour to mow, and then he'll trim. He could be busy at least for an hour."
Annie was still grinning as she lowered her eyes to Tim's lap, where his bulge had grown more prominent. She slipped her hands up his thighs, and then moved her right up the leg of his shorts. Her fingers stroked his flesh lightly as she went higher, until she could feel the hairs of his crotch.
"Someone's going commando," Annie grinned. Her son usually did. She looked up into her son's face as she pushed further in to find his cock shaft, and wrap her fingers around it.
"Oh," Tim sighed as electricity seemed to jolt through him under his mother's touch. Her fingers curled around his member, which was growing firm rapidly. She found his scrotal sack with her other hand and squeezed gently, again making him gasp. She then began to pull him gently free. She worked her hand and arm to push his short's leg higher up, until his cock was fully exposed along his thigh. Her hand began to tug and stroke him as Annie leaned over to give her oldest son a brief kiss on the mouth.
"Look what I found," she purred into his lips, and then she settled lower on her hips. She lifted her son's cock in her fist and stroked his shaft to the base. His knob was purple, just inches away, and Annie took it between her lips for the first time in days.
"Oh, Mom!" Tim sighed as his mother began to lightly lick across and around his crown. Her fingers, tight around his shaft, began to stroke up and down. His hands went to her bright red curls and he slipped his fingers through. As her head began to bob slowly, Tim pushed his hips forward to the edge of the recliner.
"That feels so good," he moaned.
Annie slipped her mouth from his cock and replied, "I'm glad you like it." Her lips parted, and down she went, taking nearly his full length into her mouth before again retreating to work his crown with her tongue. "I'm glad we found something to do," she purred as she traced his knob across her lower lip, before engulfing him once again.
Annie loved to make love to her son's fat dick, and between throat-banging gulps she would drag his knob across her cheeks and lips. She watched her son's face as she tongue-tickled his piss-slit, enjoying the fluttering of his eyelids. She tasted his tart pre-cum, savoring it in her tongue before again gulping his cock down to his pubes. She pulled off and traced her tongue up the underside and back down. She sucked in one of his fat nuts and then the other. She opened wide and managed both at the same time, making her son groan as she tugged on them.
As she mouthed her son's cock, Annie also ran her hands up his naked torso to find and tickle his little nipples. This made his body twitch, as Tim had sensitive man-nipples. "Aaahhh, Mom! Mom!" he groaned again and again.
"Uuummm!" She purred around his shaft, buried in her throat. Tim's hands took a stronger hold of her head then, grabbing her at the temples, and he began to drive her up and down his cock.
"Aaaahhh! Aahh!" he grunted as he used his mother's face to jack his cock. Her mouth was dripping saliva and her lips drew tight around his shaft as he forced her to gag time and again on his dick. He started humping his hips upward to meet her mouth, now truly face-fucking his mother. The recliner squeaked under him, rocking as he bucked.
"Aaaahhhh, yeeaahhh!" he grunted. "Yeeessshhhaaaaahhh!" Suddenly, his cock started spitting in her mouth and Annie found herself nearly choking on her son's thick semen. "Take it! Take it!" Tim demanded. He held her face tightly in place, half of his cock held in her mouth while it erupted. Her hands gripped his balls and the base of his shaft, and she pulled and tugged, milking his cock as it fed her the hot creamy load she had craved all day. With each mouthful Annie gulped and swallowed, taking her son's belly-warming seed down.
After several mouthfuls, Annie had swallowed the last of Tim's load and was setting to work cleaning his cock, his scrotum, and across his crotch wither tongue and lips. She had grown to enjoy pleasuring her son as never before over the past months, and never tired of treating him to anything, any time or any place.
With the last of his semen deposited in his mother's belly, Tim gently lifted her face from his crotch. Her eyes sparkled as they always did after giving him an orgasm, and she smiled wide with satisfaction of her own. With just a light pull, she responded and moved up his body to plant her lips to his. Tim kissed his mother deeply and with sincere passion. He pulled her fully to him and held her as their mouths remained locked for several minutes. They finally parted, panting for breath, and Tim asked, "Would you like for me to reciprocate, Mom?"
Annie smiled even wider. "Take me to the bedroom."
By the time mother and son had reached her bedroom, both Annie and Tim had shed their clothing. Tim rolled into his mother's bed and with a wide grin on his face and his cock in his hand, he patted the bed beside him, inviting his mother to lay beside him. Annie crawled into bed and settled beside her son, with his arm under her shoulders, and she reached for his hard cock while planting her mouth to his.
"Uuummm," Tim moaned into her mouth as his mother stroked his saliva-slick dick in her long fingers. She tickled the tip with a nail and then did the same with his scrotum. He humped his hips in response. "Oh, fuck Mom," he sighed. "I've gotta get inside you!"
"I thought so," Annie replied. She rolled away from Tim, releasing his cock as she turned her backside to him. "Spoon me, Tim," she told him, even though he recognized what his mother wanted. It was one of her favorite positions, being taken from behind on their sides. She lifted her left leg and Tim took aim with his cock into her red-furred slot. Once he found her opening, he stuffed his knob into her and held her leg for her as he pushed as much of his dick into her as he could.
"Oooohhh," she moaned with his entry. "Uuunnngggg!" she purred as her son began to run in and out of her. Only half of his seven inches were in her, but from the odd angle his knob stroked directly against her inner g-spot. She slammed her right hand to her cunt and began to attack her clit bud with a furious circular motion. Electricity sparked through her belly as her son worked.
"Ooohh, aaaahhh, uuuhhhh!" she panted and grunted over the next several minutes. Tim enjoyed this position as it did little for him other than keep his cock rock hard. This was for his mother to get off, and he always enjoyed getting his mother off.
Tim cradled her head in one hand while holding her leg high in the other. All the while his hips bucked, working his knob against her g-spot and driving her ever closer to her climax. The roar of the lawn mower, driven by her brother-in-law Daniel, thundered past her bedroom window, which she realized was open. Her panting and moaning might have been heard outside, had the mower not been running. What would Daniel think of her, if he knew she was fucking Tim just inside? Hell, she thought, he'd probably join in, if what her sister told her was accurate. Daniel was a fire-fighter, but he was also a family stud, if Charlotte could be believed. Though Annie had never had the pleasure, her mother is said to have had, as well as her aunts.
Even with the family history as it was, Annie had shied away from having intimate relations within her family, except for her son Tim, since her father passed away. She had never been attracted to other women, nor had she any attraction to her cousins. Annie spent an enjoyable week with her Uncle Derrick, her mother's brother, at his cabin over summer break, but that had been twenty years ago. She'd not been with him again, not that she wouldn't have minded another ride on his thick cock. Since his stroke, however, those days were long past.
Tim's cock, young and full of energy, reminded Annie vary much of her uncle's, and in some ways Tim acted like Derrick at times. Maybe that was what initially opened her eyes to her son and his willingness to pleasure her.
"Ooohh, Tim! I'm almost there!" she panted. In response, Tim began to jab a bit faster, though with slightly shallower thrusts. His knob banged directly against her sensitive jumble of nerve endings, and sent her over the edge.
"Aaaaahhhhhheeeeeee!" she cried out. Her body jerked and twitched as her cream flowed. Her fingers stroked her pussy, running down the sides along her son's penetrator. She grabbed his balls and squeezed them, and Tim pushed as deep as he could go into her. Her pussy fluttered around his shaft as she climaxed, and it was such a thrill for him to know that he could give his mother the greatest pleasures of all.
"Ooohh, yeah, baby! You do me so good, Tim! You know how to make me feel so good!" Annie panted as she rode through her initial orgasm of the day. She rocked and bucked her hips while Tim held his steady, letting her enjoy herself through the final throws of her climax. Once she settled down, Tim pulled back and eased out of her, making her sigh with disappointment. It would be short lived, however.
Tim moved to his knees beside his mother a moment later. "Are you ready to get fucked, Mom?" he asked. He pulled her legs around and apart, opening her up wide for him. Her pussy gaped invitingly.
"Oh, god, yes! Fuck me, Tim! Stick that fucker back inside me!" She grabbed hold of her ankles and pulled her feet back, rolling her hips up. Tim jabbed his cock back into his mother's hole and plowed to her very depths. "Oooohhh!" she groaned, now fully filled with her son's manhood to the very thick base. She felt his balls on her anus and the tickle of his pubic hair. She purred through a mini-climax upon her son's penetration, and rolled with its pleasure as he began to truly fuck her.
"Oooohhh, yes! Yes! Yes!" Annie grunted beneath her son. Tim pounded hard into her, smacking flesh to flesh, while feeling the knob of his dick bang hard, time and again against her cervix. Again, Tim wished he could get his mother pregnant, if only to appease the Oedipus complex within him. Her soft breasts wiggled and shook upon her chest as he pounded her, and Tim paused long enough to bend over and capture one of the nipples in his mouth. As he sucked her tit, Tim again worked his cock inside her with shallow thrusts that had his mother panting. He let her tit fall free and pressed his hands hard into the globes while ramming his cock harder than ever into her.
"Ooohh, fuck! Mom! I'm going to cum!" he roared. "Uuunnngggghhhhh!" Tim's cock exploded within his mother once again, flooding her womb with hot semen. He wanted to knock her up, to have a baby with his mother, but knew that it was impossible. She couldn't have any more, not after having him.
Tim held his pulsing cock deep within her and Annie felt the throbbing of his shaft. Her pussy throbbed as well, but her climax was already beginning to ebb. She'd missed out on mutually peaking with her son, though that never bothered her. He'd done for her and now she'd done for him. She loved her son and gave him everything she ever could, including herself. And Tim did things for her no other son could.
"Ooohh, Mom, that was wonderful," Tim said as he collapsed onto her, and then rolled to the side. His cock pulled out of her and she felt his juices start to leak. She tightened up and dropped her legs. Her feet were a bit numb from the position that they had been held in, and Annie felt them tingle as the blood returned to her feet and toes. Tim was panting deeply, laying on his back now beside her. His hand found hers and their fingers intertwined. She rolled to her side, facing him and placing a hand upon his heaving chest.
"That was fun," she grinned. "I love these afternoon sessions we have, Tim." She lay quietly then, feeling her son's warm body next to hers, as the thunder of the lawn mower echoed around the back yard. She closed her eyes and relaxed, feeling his semen cooling upon her labia and inner thighs where it had leaked out.
"Mom, can I ask you something?" Tim asked, breaking the peaceful moment for her.
"Anything," she responded.
Tim seemed to be mulling over something, and took a minute before continuing. "I was wondering if you'd be open to something."
Figuring it to be something sexual in nature, Annie grinned and shrugged against him. "I suppose. It would depend on what you had in mind."
"I have a friend," he said, and Annie immediately knew where this was heading. In fact, she'd wondered at times why Tim hadn't brought this sort of thing up before now. Tim continued. "He's a friend of mine from high school, and doesn't have much of a life, I guess. His mother died long ago, and his dad sucks. Ray, that's his name, I don't think he's even been out on a date since high school, and that's been what? Four years now?"
Tim paused, and Annie asked, "Do you want me to have sex with your friend, Tim?"
He shrugged in response. "I don't know. I guess I'm asking you that, if you wanted to meet him, maybe you could just see where it went?"
Annie sat up and looked down at her son then. She wasn't totally upset with the idea. "So, you're asking me to seduce your friend? And where would you be? Watching? Participating?"
Tim was looking up at her, trying to gage her reaction to his suggestion. "I don't know. I think I would just let you and Ray work it out, you know."
"So, the plan is to invite Ray over, for him and me to slip off someplace, for me to convince him to make out, and then do for him what I do for you. Is that it?" Annie wasn't too far off.
Again, Tim shrugged. "I really don't know. I guess I didn't thick this through very well. I'm sorry I brought it up."
Annie sat up in the bed. The mower had stopped and it was quiet in the house and outside. "I'm not totally against it, Tim," she finally admitted. "I suppose you've told him about you and me?"
Tim sat up, shaking his head. "No, not really. I've told him that I've been having sex with an older woman, and that maybe he'd like to have a shot at her, too. I didn't tell him that you are my mother. And he doesn't have to know, either, I guess. I can just tell him that you're a neighbor or something, or a friend of my mom's. He's never seen you, so he would never know who you are."
Annie saw where this would be a better scenario, should she go through with it. Tim had been her only lover for the last few years, and even though she loved him very much, she also knew that it would be better if she let him free to see other women. Not that he had ever needed her permission. Annie knew full well that she wasn't his exclusive lover. She just wished he would open to her, and tell her about the others. In his time, maybe.



As for herself, she had friends who enjoyed a few other men outside of their marriages, and many of those were seeing men younger than themselves, by as much as half their age. Annie wasn't the jealous type, but she did sometimes wish she could go out and meet men, her own age or not. She just didn't have the courage, or maybe it was just that she was so content with having just one man in her life. First, her father, and then her husband, and now her son. Monogamy had always been her lifestyle. Maybe it was time to change things up, now that she was in her mid-forties.
"Invite him over," Annie said with a surrendering sigh. "Tell him that you're going to have your "girl-friend" stop buy and be waiting in the back, in the gazebo, for you. I'll take it from there, I guess. I'll figure something out."
"Thanks, Mom," Tim replied, hugging her nude body to his. "I think you'll have fun."
Annie pushed her son back and said in a serious tone, "I'd better, if you want to keep having any fun." With that said, Annie rolled from her bed and headed down the hallway towards the bathroom. Outside the window, the buzz of the weed-eater kicked up, and Tim wondered if Uncle Daniel had been spying on their conversation. Even as he wondered about that, Tim found his cell-phone in the back pocket of his discarded jeans. He had two calls to make, and he punched in the first number, still naked on his mother's bed.
"Hey, Ray! What's happening, Dude?" The second call would wait, since Tim knew that his aunt Charlotte, Daniel's wife, wouldn't be getting out of work for another half hour or so. He could already feel his cock twitching for his aunt's hot pussy.
***
Tim set the meeting between his mother and his friend up for the next afternoon. It was the only day of the week that both Ray and his mother would be off work at the same time, though Annie would be taking a personal day as it were.
"I told Ray to just go on back to the gazebo," Tim explained to his mother that morning over breakfast. "He's pretty excited, but I don't know if he'll go through with it."
Annie asked, "Are you sure this is a good idea, Tim? I mean, giving him the idea that you've been screwing older women and setting your friend up with me? And what if he recognizes me?"
"I don't think he's ever met you, Mom," Tim assured. "And if he did, that would have been years ago and I doubt he'd remember what you looked like anyhow." Tim put his empty plate and glass in the sink and then gave his mother a kiss. "Don't worry. Just have fun, okay? If it doesn't work out, no harm, right? You're just playing like you're a woman from the neighborhood with whom I've been secretly seeing, and you'd like to take care of my friend as a favor to me."
"I think I might be more anxious about this that he will be," she admitted as she followed her son through to the front door. "Are you sure you're okay with this?"
Tim again pulled his mother to him and kissed her. "Yes, Mom, I'm okay with it. And it'll be good for you to enjoy someone other than your own son, now won't it? Give you something you can talk about openly at work even, with all those other hot-to-trot honeys."
Annie shoved her son out the door playfully. "Just get to class. I'll see you later, tell you how much fun I had."
Tim waved her off and headed for his mother's car. They didn't have a second car, not after Tim's broke down. Annie refused to go to her family for a loan, so they would have to work it out for themselves until Tim had enough money saved up to buy another.
Annie did some house-work, dishes and laundry, to kill the hours before she was due to meet Ray in the backyard gazebo. When it was finally time, Annie headed out the backyard wearing jeans, a red blouse, and sandals. She brought with her a pitcher of fresh lemonade, made from a powdered mix of course, and two glasses. The sight of the rough wood gazebo stirred memories in her. Her husband and Tim had built it the first spring after they had moved into the North Bay home. It was a modest home in a modest neighborhood, with a large backyard that ran uphill. The homes were some of the oldest in Regal Bay, with the majority being of 1950's-style ranch homes. From the front yard, Annie's reminded her of the home from The Brady Bunch, though only on the one level.
Fresh-cut grass gave off a sweat aroma as she walked across the lawn. Two tall firs provided shade along the way, with the gazebo, butting up into the corner of the privacy fence that outlined her property, built beneath one. Inside, Annie set the pitcher and glasses on the table inside and dropped the curtains to provide just that much more privacy, though her neighbors to either side could still nib, given the slope of the yards. Annie thought that everyone would be at work, given that it was Monday, so she wasn't all that concerned.
"Hello?" Annie started and turned to find a tallish, dark-haired and bespectacled young man standing in the entryway to the gazebo.
"You must be Tim's friend," Annie said. "Do come in." Annie stepped back as the young man mounted the steps and entered. She moved to the bench that ran along the near wall, fronting the hard-wood table that took up part of the gazebo's interior.
"I'm Ray, Ray Dalton," he said, holding his hand out to her. Annie smiled and took it in hers, and then gently led him to a seat beside her on the bench. He was obviously very nervous, whether by her presence or the idea of what brought him to her in the first place.
"My name is Annie," she replied. "It's good to meet you, Ray." She paused, waiting for the awkwardness of the situation to pass before offering, "Why don't we get to know each other a little, okay?"
Ray nodded. "That'd be okay," he said.
Annie started. "My name is Annie, I was born and raised here in Regal Bay, I'm single, in my forties, and we'll leave it at that," she grinned, "I have a son who goes to college now, and I enjoy giving pleasure to young men, especially if they give me just as much pleasure in return." This last she added with a wide smile, and a subtle lick of her lips.
Ray took a deep breath. "I'm from Boise, originally, but my dad and I moved here after my mom died. Dad works on boats at the marina. I work at Fryers Electronics. I'm a service tech."
"That's nice. A suitable job for a young man," Annie grinned.
"I'm 21 now, a few months younger than Tim. He and I went to school together, did he tell you that?"
"He did," Annie smiled.
Ray grinned shyly and shook his head. "Oh, man! I can't believe I'm doing this," he muttered under his breath.
"And what is it that you are doing?" she asked after gently tilting his head up to meet his eyes with hers. "Or more specifically, what is it that you'd like to be doing? Me?"
"Tim said..." Ray started. Before he could say anything else, Annie leaned in and kissed him.
When their lips parted, she said, "I'm here for the same thing, Ray. I'm here for you." She picked up her lemonade and then handed him his. She raised her glass. "To having some fun, cheers," she toasted and then sipped, watching Ray do likewise. She set her glass back on the table and after a momentary pause looking at him, she said, "Take my shirt off, Ray."
Annie had on a red summer blouse, a shade darker than her curls. The prominence of her nipples poking at the fabric gave away the fact that she hadn't worn a bra, and her middle-aged b-cups hung low on her chest. Ray's eyes went to her chest in that moment and after a short pause, he reached out and began to unbutton her blouse, starting at the top and working down.
"Don't be shy," Annie soothed. "I want this as much as you do." Once completed with the buttons, Ray reached up to the lapels and brushed the blouse open. He took in the sight of her matronly breasts, with the hard, pale nipples jutting out from the center of pink areola excitedly. Annie rolled her shoulders back, bringing her breasts up slightly as her blouse slipped from her shoulders. Ray reached out and stroked his fingers lightly across the bottoms and sides of her breasts as she pulled her arms free and let the blouse fall to the deck behind her.
Ray was getting bolder by the moment and let his hands fall to her waist, where he tugged at her jeans and popped the snap. He found the zipper and pulled, and Annie sucked in her slight belly to give him a better angle to unzip her. The top of her white panties showed beneath her naval, and Ray's eyes took that new sight in as well.
With Ray taking her exposed flesh in with his eyes, Annie reached out and took hold of his Seahawks t-shirt. "Lift your arms," she had to tell him, and when he did, she pulled the shirt up and off. Now both were topless, sitting beside each other on the bench. She took in his naked torso, and though he wasn't well-built, he was no slouch either. Just a nice, average looking young man.
"Stand up, Ray," she told him, and again he responded obediently. Standing before her, Annie began to unfasten his jeans, starting with the thick Cowboy-style belt and buckle he wore. The denim jeans were dark blue, as if new, and she had to tug hard to get them to start down his thighs. When she did, his underwear went with them, and Ray's cock, still somewhat flaccid from his obvious anxiety, hung from the dark tangle of pubic hair, above a large set of balls any mother could be proud of. It was awkward for the next few moments, as Annie had to help pull Ray's boots off while struggling with the jeans. All the while, his cock hung just inches from her face.
Once Ray had finally been stripped, Annie stood up and told him, "Your turn to strip me," which Ray did from his knees. She noticed that once her red-haired pubic triangle came into his view, just inches from his own face, his cock began to stiffen greatly.
Again, Annie sensed her need to be in control to help him along. "Sit down, on the table," she told him, and again Ray moved to obey. His grin was locked on his face when he settled onto the hard-wood table top. Annie sat on the bench between his parted thighs and reached between to take hold of his cock. She grinned up and said, "I hope you enjoy this," before taking his purpled knob between her lips. She began to jack his shaft while tonguing his knob and rolling his balls in her hand, and Ray responded with moans of happiness only young men could make, when their dicks were in a warm mouth.
Inside Annie's mouth, Ray's cock grew thicker and longer, until it was a good nine inches long and so thick her fingers barely touched when wrapped around it. Panting, she lifted her mouth and said, "You've got a fabulous cock, Ray. I don't know why you can't find a girl to enjoy it." She returned to sucking him, enjoying herself as much as he was enjoying her.
It wasn't long before she tasted his tart pre-cum on her tongue, pulled from his tube by her jacking fingers. She reluctantly lifted away and told him, "I need this inside me." Annie quickly moved onto the table, straddling his waist. With his cock still in hand, she lowered herself onto him, accepting his thick manhood into her heated sex with a single plunge.
"Aaaahhh!" she moaned as Ray's cock filled her.
"Oooohhh!" he moaned into her chest. He wrapped his arms around her as she began to bounce on his lap. He'd not had sex in many months and the feel of Annie's pussy wrapped around his dick was overwhelming. "Oooohhh, Anniieeeeee!" he grunted just a minute in, and his cock began to pulse and spit. "Aaaahhhh!"
"Yes, yes! Cum for me! Cum for me!" Annie could feel Ray's cock throbbing even before she heard his groans of release. Her belly was already warming from his spitting semen as she accepted his seed high inside her womb. She continued to ride his pulsing cock, tightening her pussy hole around his shaft as she milked his cream from his balls. His fingers dug into her butt and she slowed, settling onto his spent penis a few minutes later. She could feel him softening and she rolled her hips, enjoying the sensations of stirring his cum inside her with his dick. It wasn't long, however, before he slipped out of her.
"I'm so sorry, I couldn't help myself," Ray apologized.
Annie touched her finger to his mouth and shushed him. "I understand. It happens, especially if you've not had any in a while, or when you're with someone for the first time." She pulled his mouth to hers and kissed him. At first, it was warm and loving, but quickly it began to grow more heated as Annie stuffed her tongue into his mouth, and Ray did likewise. It wasn't long before she felt his cock twitch to life beneath her ass.
Annie broke off her kiss and said, "I want you back inside me Ray." She climbed from atop him to lay beside him on the table top. Ray was quick to pick up what she wanted, and even though his cock was still a limp, damp slap hanging from his crotch, he leaped from the table and took up position between her parted knees.
Annie pulled her knees back and said, "Stick in in me, Ray," and her young lover pressed his limp cock against her slick slot. He moved the knob up and down, smearing his spent semen that leaked out across her clit and all over the pink labia. Her hole opened and he was then able to pop the knob back inside. With a little work, he was able to push enough of his cock into her so that he could let go.
Annie could feel Ray's cock growing within her and it sent sensations up and down her spine she'd not felt in years. Ray had bent over and was sucking on her nipples as his cock slowly slithered deeper into her. "Aaaahhh, so nice," she purred while stroking his back and head. He pushed a little and another inch of dick entered her. It wouldn't be long, she knew, before he was pounding her. This time, with his initial load already planted deep within her providing lubrication, he would last so much longer, and give her so much more pleasure. It was turning out very much like the first time Tim had taken her, in very much the exact location. It was however a different table Ray was about to fuck her on. And Tim's first load had gone down her throat.
"Fuck me, Ray," Annie purred as she felt his hips begin to move, pushing the fat, stiff cock in and out of her with short strokes. Ray again obliged her, and pulled back to drive hard and deep, repeatedly giving her the full length of his rejuvenated manhood. "Oooohhh, yes! Yes! Fuck me, Ray! Fuck my old pussy!"
Ray was panting heavily, poised above her. His hands were planted into the table top to either side of her shoulders as his hips slammed time and again into her crotch. His cock seemed that much longer and thicker now, and Annie felt her orgasm rapidly build. "Oooohhh, yeeeesssssss!" she hissed as she climaxed. Ray's cock relentlessly pistoned within her, forcing her to an intense climax that held her at her peak just a bit longer. "Oooooohhhhhhhh!" she howled as her orgasm exploded. Her hips jumped, meeting Ray's thrusts. His cock pounded her cervix. Her clit was slammed by his pubic bone, with jolts of pain adding to her intense orgasm.
"Oooohhh, fuck yes!" she screamed as she sat up and took a tight hold of Ray around the shoulders. His cock was wedged high inside her and suddenly began to pulse wildly. She was trembling in his arms as he held her, her climax continuing as Ray began to refill her with hot man-seed. She pulled his mouth to hers and slammed her tongue as deep into his throat as she could, moaning at the same time in concert with his own howls of release. It had been a long time since she'd had such an intense orgasm. Annie felt a pang of regret that she'd experienced it with her son's friend, and not with Tim. It was a fleeting regret, as Ray's cock continued to pulse within her, and yet remained hard and stiff.
"Oooohhh, yes! Fuck me again! Fuck me again!" Annie panted. She pushed her hips against him, fucking back at him, until Ray laid her on the table again and started working his cock through her battered pussy with deep, smooth strokes. Annie found herself swooning, panting and huffing as Ray pounded her with his cock again and again. Her head hung from the edge of the table and her limbs had fallen limp. Ray held her feet to his shoulders as he drove into her, even kissing her toes from time to time. Her tits bounced on her chest, unattended to, and Annie realized that a second lover would be welcome then. She licked her lips, imagining her son's cock thrusting down her throat while Ray's worked her pussy over. Tim would be man-handling her tits even, pulling and twisting her nipples and sending jolts of painful pleasures through her, until she was screaming through another intense orgasm. Yes, she would bring it up with Tim, that night. It was something she now wanted, to be taken by two young men.
Annie lost track of how long she lay there, being fucked hard by her new young lover. She had climaxed over and over, and when Ray had slowed his rutting and slipped out of her, she felt a warm gush of semen roll out of her ravaged hole. He'd cum inside her again, a third time, and was now totally spent. So was she. So much so that she didn't realize that Ray had dressed until he leaned over her and kissed her sweetly.
"Thank you, Annie," he whispered. "That was the best sex I have ever had in my life."
Annie reached up and stroked his face. With an exhausted smile, she replied, "That was damned good for me, too." Again, Ray kissed her, and then was moving away. He was through the gazebo archway before she could prop herself up on her elbows. It was dark by then, and she gave the backyard a scanning look. Yes, she imagined that any of her neighbors could have been watching, given the fact that the shades were moving easily in the light breeze. "I guess I should have tied them off," she sighed as she slipped off the table and gathered up her clothes. She walked naked, and dripping, across the yard to the back door. Once inside, she headed for the bathroom and a much-needed shower before collapsing in her bed.
***
"Man, you didn't tell me how hot she was!" Ray told Tim over beers at the Fish Heads, one of the boardwalk bars favored by locals over the college crowd. It was a straight-up drinking bar, with a pool table in the back, shuffleboard along the hallway wall leading to the bathrooms, and dozens of small tables. Tim and Ray sat towards the end of the bar, each with a cold can of Pabst Blue Ribbon in hand and a dish of peanuts between them.
"I told you. Older women are so much better fucks than girls are age. They'll do just about anything you want." Tim grinned and gulped some beer.
"And men, do I like red-heads! Her body sucked three loads out of my balls, did I tell you?" Ray was grinning wide, proud of himself. He looked towards Tim and saw something else entirely.
"A red-head?" Tim gasped. "You fucked a red-head?"
"Yeah. You set me up with her," Ray responded, now with a bit of concern in his voice. "Why?"
"Man, my girl-friend, Hannah, she's a blonde! Not a red-head!" Tim lied.
"Hannah? This woman's name was Annie, not Hannah," Ray said.
"Annie!" With a stunned expression, Tim gasped, "Oh, my god, Dude! That wasn't my girl-friend you fucked! That was my mom! My mom's a red-head, and her name's Annie! You fucked my mom, Ray!"
"Oh, shit! Dude!" Ray gasped. He was visibly upset, to the point of throwing up even.
After a lengthy pause for effect, Tim started to laugh. He gave Ray a soft punch to the shoulder and admitted, "There's no Hannah, Dude. I was just fucking with you." He took drink of his beer, trying not to choke as he watched his friend try to come to terms with what he was being told.
"Are you telling me that you set me up," Ray hissed, trying to keep his voice down, "to fuck your mother?"
Tim leaned closer and told him, "Yes, I did. And you know what else? She is my girl-friend. I've been sleeping with my own mom, Dude!" Tim raised his beer and finished it off. "Bartender! Another round for my friend and I!"



Ray was shaking visibly. "Incredible!" he moaned. "I can't believe anything you tell me, not now." He finished his beer off. "This is all bullshit!"
"Cross my heart, Ray!" Tim replied, making the motion with his hand. Their beers arrived and he took a sip before continuing. "I've been having sex with my mom for almost five years. And you know what else? You're the first guy she's had, other than me, since my dad died." He raised his beer in toast. "Here's to you, my friend!"
"This is so fucking crazy and fucked up!" Ray moaned, but joined his friend in drink.
Sometime after, when the two had finished off several beers and were feeling that they shouldn't be driving home, Ray asked, "Is there any way I could hook up with your mom again? She was the best fuck I've ever had."
Tim slapped Ray on the back and said, "No problems, Dude. And if you liked her, I can introduce you to a couple of other hot old broads looking for studs like us. Regal Bay's full of them!"
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 26
Lisa's Tales -- Part 3
It was turning out to be a busy Wednesday afternoon at Paisley Park. With the approaching Memorial Day weekend, the salon's schedule was booked solid through the end of the week. Lisa had cut her lunch break short that afternoon in order to fit Wanda Vaughn in for a color touch up. Both Sandy and Felicity, the other two stylists on duty, had full afternoon schedules as well, and to make matters a little more complicated, Cynthia Price had called, asking to get squeezed in as well. Lisa knew Cynthia well, intimately even, and her friend was of such a mind that she felt her mere requests could change the world to her needs. As it was, Sandy agreed to work her in.
When Cynthia arrived, Lisa had Elena Adamson in her chair. Elena had requested some weeks back to have her naturally flowing Nordic blonde hair dyed a raven black. Lisa didn't think it suited her and had told her as much, but Lisa had gone ahead with dying the librarian's hair anyway.
"I was told that I might look sexier with black hair," Elena had told her. "How about it, Lisa? Do you think I look sexier?" she had asked after. Lisa was non-committal then. Now, just a few weeks later, Elena was back to get her roots done. However, Elena wanted yet another change.
"I was thinking about going red. I was told that I might look sexier with red hair," Elena had told Lisa when she first settled into the chair. "What do you think?"
Lisa shook her head and with a smile replied, "I think it's a little too late. With this raven," she lifted a handful of Elena's hair and displayed it over her head, reflected in the mirror above the sink, "we're pretty much stuck with it until it grows out. What I can do is treat the roots with an amber, and in a few weeks, we'll continue working it in. Eventually, with occasional trimming, you'll have a nice, deep red."
"Good afternoon, everyone!" Cynthia cheerfully greeted them as she confidently strutted across the tile floor, her heels clicking a staccato as she went, right in time with the background music playing Lisa noticed. Coming right up behind Lisa, Cynthia greeted her personally. "Hello, Lisa. How are you?" Unnoticed by everyone except Lisa, Cynthia gave her butt a light caress.
"Not quite as cheery as you are," Lisa replied. Cynthia slipped passed and touched Elena's forearm as she went.
"It's too damn beautiful of a day to be in here, ladies," Cynthia announced, even as she curled into one of the waiting area chairs. To her left was Sheryl Carlson, wife of the town's fire chief. Next to Sheryl was Debra Halford. Both were waiting to have their hair trimmed and colored. Cynthia had snatched up a "Vogue" magazine from the side tables and had it open, but addressed the group instead. "Someone should make a law about spending such beautiful days inside. It's just unnatural."
Sheryl replied, "What's unnatural is Elena's hair color!" Sheryl was always commenting on hair color, and had a strong opinion about keeping to one's natural shades, even as she had her "natural" gray colored out once a week. At 58 years of age, Sheryl had long ago gone gray, but managed to keep her short blonde hair at just the right shade that nobody, with the exception of her husband, knew the truth, outside of the stylist's shop that is.
"Well, I think she looks absolutely sexy as hell with black hair, don't you, Lisa?" Cynthia commented. Not expecting a reply, she continued on. "It's really a matter of one's own choice, and how it makes a girl feel about herself, am I right ladies? And when it comes to your husbands, lovers, or girl-friends," Cynthia gave Lisa a wink, "as long as the carpet matches the drapes, who's to know the difference. Unless you don't have a carpet, I guess," she added with a laugh. Sheryl didn't join in.
For the next few minutes conversation resumed with more civilized topics, Sheryl would say, with the hair stylists chatting with their charges, and those waiting discussing the news of the day amongst themselves. Eventually, Cynthia bored and brought up a new topic of interest to a couple of her friends in the room. She leaned forward and looked past Sheryl.
"By the way, Debra. And both you and Tina will be interested to know, and you too, Felicity, that I've taken on another young student for our weekly study group this summer." Cynthia looked pointedly at Lisa when she added, "Mr. Randy Hayworth, as a matter of fact." This got Lisa's attention.
"Randy?" Lisa asked, pausing in her work.
"What sort of group is this?" Wanda Vaughn asked. She'd been sitting quietly near the front window, listening to the women gossip around her while leafing through an Adam & Eve catalog that had been left in the magazine rack.
Cynthia turned in her chair, though still keeping an eye on Lisa, and explained. "Once a week I precide over an adult learning course out at the university continuing education center where we discuss the various points of view on intra-generational sex and relationships."
"Intra-what sex?" Sally asked as she worked shampoo into Heather McCoy's long blonde curls. Heather was quietly listening, with her eyes closed. She had an opinion of her own about Cynthia Price, and it wasn't flattering.
"Intra-generational," Cynthia replied. "That is sexual relations between people of different generations. Usually between individuals who are around twenty years apart in age or even more."
"So, you're talking about sex between older men and young women, girls who could be their own daughters," Sheryl chimed in. "Absolutely disgusting."
"You're telling me you don't have a crush on Sean Connery any more, Sheryl?" Felicity asked.
"That's an entirely different thing," Sheryl defended. "I don't have a prayer of getting anywhere near that hot Scotsman. It's just a fantasy, is all that is." Laughter ran around the beauty salon. "She's talking about real relations between old men and girls, and I don't think it's right or proper."
Cynthia continued. "It doesn't matter if the man is older or the woman is, Sheryl," she explained. "There are just as many older women who fantasize about younger men as there are men who fantasize about younger women. That's what we discuss. The points of view of everyone involved." She paused, listening to the ladies talk between themselves for a moment, and then added, "You might actually be surprised to know that here in Regal Bay, we've got a substantial number of young men who find us older gals attractive."
"I find that hard to believe," Sheryl rejected.
"I can believe it," Heather chimed in. "My son has a girlfriend who's six or seven years older than him. Andy's only 21." She made a point of giving Cynthia a sharp look, knowing that Andy was enrolled in her sociology course. Heather had her suspitions.
"I know Luke flirts with older women out at the casino all the time, too," Wanda joined in. "He's a bartender, so it's how he makes better tips, or so he told me the other night." Lisa thought she wanted to add something, but cut herself off.
"Well, I think it's just typical," Sheryl continued. "Boys only think about one thing, all day and all night."
"I wouldn't say that," Cynthia replied. "I've found that they think about cars, or sports, or video games just as much as they do about sex. And then, only a small fraction of young men look outside their own generation, say more than ten years older than themselves. Those are the ones I find interesting, the twenty-something's who don't see age as a barrier to good old fashion sexual enjoyment."
"Well, I don't see what's so old fashioned about boys fantasizing about women twice their age!" Sheryl interjected with a snap of the magazine she held.
"Is your son like that?" Wanda asked Cynthia a moment later.
"Yes, he is," Cynthia proudly replied. "In fact, David sits in with my group. And as of tomorrow night, so will Lisa's son, Randy."
Elena looked up at Lisa and asked, "Did you know your son had an eye towards older women?"
Lisa shook her head. "I think he has an eye towards all women, but mostly girls his age." She added, "I know he's been seeing a girl who's still in high school..."
"Isn't it awkward, having your son in class with you?" Wanda asked Cynthia. "I mean, what does he say? What do you say?"
Cynthia grinned, and with a wink towards the older woman said, "David and I are very open with each other about our sexuality. There are no secrets between us at home. We talk opening about our relationships. There isn't anything said in class that we don't already know about each other, and we're both quite willing to share those thoughts and experiences with everyone in the group."
"So you spend all night talking about sex. I thought so," Sheryl again huffed. "It's not right, I tell you. Boys should not talk about sex with their mothers at all."
"In this day and age, a lot of young men don't have a father in their lives to talk sex with," Heather said. "Andy and I talk about it, once in a while."
"Luke and I as well," Wanda said. "We've gotten closer since we started talking openly about sex." Cynthia gave her a glancing look, which made Wanda avert her eyes shamefully. Cynthia knew that look, and vowed to pursuit it with Wanda later.
"And what does Frank have to say about that, Wanda?" Heather asked. Heather worked for Wanda's husband at Bayside Real Estate, and often had to fend off his flirtations. She didn't think Frank and Wanda had a real good sexual relationship any more, either. Frank was notorious for enjoying young and beautiful woman, and had surrounded himself with just that type in his business. At 45, Heather was by far the oldest of his agents, though she was also the top agent at Bayside when it came to commissions.
"Oh, Frank and I don't talk about what Luke and I do together," Wanda replied, and then had a look of dread flash across her features. Wanda looked about quickly, correcting her previous comment with, "I mean, about what Luke and I talk about."
"Maybe you would like to join my group, Wanda?" Cynthia asked. "Luke wouldn't be able to, since he's not enrolled, but you could stop in for a visitation. You could still sign up for summer seminars even."
Lisa asked, "Since Randy's in your class during the week already, is this some sort of extra credit deal?"
Cynthia nodded. "Yes, all students receive extra credit for this group. Adults who attend, and currently all are women by the way, also receive credits towards any further education they might be seeking. However, most of the ladies just come out to enjoy a free and open discussion about sex. No strings attached."
"I don't know," Elena chimed in. "I think talking about sex with a bunch of horny young men in attendance is asking for trouble."
"In the three years I've been running these sessions, I haven't had a single issue come up." Cynthia gave the women who already attended her sessions a glance. All of them, Debra, Felicity, and Tina Rivera, who Felicity was finishing with in her chair, attended regularly. Cynthia knew their secrets, just as they knew hers. But they didn't know Lisa's secrets. Not yet. Not like Cynthia already knew.
"How about it, Lisa," Cynthia asked as she stood and approached. "Want to visit as well? Find out what your son has to say on the subject?" Lisa had finished with Elena as well and as the librarian vacated the chair for the talkative Professor of Human Sexuality she found herself the center of attention. "Maybe chime in with your own, special, point of view?"
"I don't know," Lisa finally answered. "I'll have to think about it, I guess."
"Tomorrow night. Seven-thirty. Randy has the building and room number. Come along with him, if you want." Cynthia settled back in the chair, and for the most part, the subject was dropped for the next hour.
Lisa finished out her day distracted by the idea that her son would be in a group session, and might let it out that she and he had been getting closer than a mother and son should. She was also fearful that he will end up bragging about having sex with his younger sister as well. Both were subjects that Lisa didn't want discussed outside of her home. Before her day was completed, Lisa realized that the time had finally come that she'd been dreading, and that it was time to have a serious discussion on the entire matter with Randy, and maybe even Alyssa.
***
It was getting dark by the time Lisa arrived at home. It had been a long day and her feet ached, her back ached, and she was hungry. Above all else, she was still having difficulty coming to grips with how she wanted to bring up the things her son was doing in her own home. Having sex with both his mother and sister was not something a young man his age would keep to himself, and it wouldn't be long before Lisa and her family would be the scandal of the town, she dreaded.
Once inside, Lisa dropped off her things in the living room. The television was on, but nobody was watching. "Randy? Alyssa?" she called, but didn't get a reply. She went through to the kitchen and found it empty as well. A brief look out the back window showed that her children weren't out back, either. The next thing that came to mind sent Lisa down the hallway towards the bedrooms.
"Alyssa?" she called as she reached for the door knob to her daughter's room. "Are you in here?" She pushed open the door and found her daughter lying in her bed, the sheet pulled up to her chest, and a guilty look on her face. The stereo was on, tuned to the local pop music station, and one of Bruno Mars's latest hits was playing. Alyssa's straw-blonde hair was pulled into twin pony-tails to either side of her head, and she wore a yellow t-shirt. Lisa noticed that her daughter's face looked a bit flushed, as well.
"Everything alright?" she asked her daughter. She took a few steps into her daughter's pink-walled bedroom.
"Yes, Mom. I'm fine," Alyssa insisted. "I'm just tired, is all. It was a long day at school. Too many tests. I just want to lie down and listen to some music, is all. Don't you ever knock anymore?" Alyssa's rambling made it clear to Lisa that there was more to her daughter's early bed-time.
Lisa looked around the room briefly, noticing a couple of things. She gave her daughter a sly look and asked, "Are you playing with yourself?"
"Mom! That's way too personal!" Alyssa replied. Lisa noticed her eyes dart to the closet and back. "I don't play with myself! Can I just get some privacy? Please? Just a little?"
"Okay, dear," Lisa nodded. "I'll go start dinner. Or maybe I'll just call in a pizza."
"What-ever!" Alyssa barked as Lisa left her.
In the hallway, Lisa moved to her son's bedroom door, but a quick look inside found it empty, just as she had expected. She started for her own bedroom when she heard her daughter's door open behind her. Lisa turned and saw Randy step into the hallway, carrying the tennis shoes she'd seen on the floor of Alyssa's room. Randy saw her and Lisa recognized the look of guilt on his face.
"And where do you think you're going?" she asked her son.
"I, um, I've got homework to do," he stammered. "I'll be in my room." He started to push past her, but Lisa took hold of his arm and turned him to face her.
"I think it's about time we had a talk, young man," she told him. "About what's been going on under this roof." She turned him to face Alyssa's door and gently guided him back through. "Come on, we've got things to discuss, as a family."
Pushing Randy ahead of her, Lisa joined him back in her daughter's bedroom. "Hey, what's going on?" Alyssa gasped, pulling the sheet back up to her chest as her mother and brother entered uninvited.
"We've got some things to talk about, as a family," Lisa announced.
"I think we're caught," Randy told Alyssa in a half whisper. He dropped onto the edge of his sister's bed and looked at his mother.
Lisa suddenly discovered that she had no idea how to start. She glared at her children, one after the other. She wanted to scold them, but also wanted to hug them both. She was so confused, and it showed on her face. Finally, she shook her head, waved her arms in frustration, and dropped onto the old toy box bench that her father had built for Alyssa, many years ago. Two large stuffed animals sat to either side of her, a big white bunny and a golden-maned, baby-faced lion. Lisa took a deep breath.
"I know that you two have been doing things you shouldn't be doing," she finally said. Alyssa started to deny it, but Lisa held a hand up. "I saw you two having sex, so don't bother denying it."
"No!" Alyssa gasped.
"When?" Randy asked.
Lisa shook her head. "It doesn't matter. Not anymore." She looked at her son, seeing in his eyes that he wanted to say something. She wanted to beat him to it. She looked at Alyssa and admitted, "Randy and I have been having sex, also."
"What?" Alyssa gasped. "You and mom?" she asked, shoving Randy. "You've been doing mom? I thought you were doing Nina and Tina."
Randy looked at his sister, and with a grin he shrugged. "I'm doing Nina, Tina, and mom. Plus you."
"You pig!" Alyssa gasped. She then looked to her mother and said, "How could you be doing that to your own son? It's disgusting!"
"I really don't know how to explain it, Alyssa," Lisa admitted. "It just happened. And now we need to talk about what we, as a family, are going to do about it."
"Well, I think Randy shouldn't get a say either way," Alyssa said. "He's dicking everyone it seems. Why should his thoughts matter?"
"His thoughts matter because he is your brother, and my son, and part of this family," Lisa explained.
"And I'm having sex with both of you!" he grinned.
Lisa asked, "Is that what was going on in here when I got home?"
Alyssa looked to her brother, and then replied, "We were about to. You interrupted us before we did anything, though. We were just making out, kissing, you know. Maybe feeling each other up a little."
Lisa took a deep breath before she continued. She had been thinking it over, and knew that this would be the only chance she'd ever get to make this step in the right direction. "If you two want to continue making out, I won't stop you." She stood up. "I'll leave you two alone, and I'll go see to dinner."
"No, mom! Don't go!" Alyssa pleaded. Lisa looked at her daughter and saw a different look in her eyes. "I want you to stay."
Lisa gave Randy a glance, and he grinned and nodded. "You want me to stay and watch?" she asked. "I don't know if I could do that."
"Just sit down," Randy insisted. "If you get uncomfortable, then leave. If you want to join in, well, I won't mind," he added with a sly grin. He then turned to Alyssa, who was also grinning, and planted his mouth to hers. Alyssa kissed her brother back, anxiety of having their mother watching rushing out of her as her brother's tongue slipped between her lips. Randy pushed the sheet down his sister's body and revealed to Lisa that Alyssa had been completely naked from the waist down. She was surprised that her daughter had a completely shaved pussy. Her vaginal slit was long and pink, and the bud of her clit was very prominent, even from the distance Lisa sat watching from. Her daughter's pussy was a duplicate of her own, she realized, with the exception of the triangle of dark blonde fur Lisa maintained for her son's pleasure.
Randy reached between Alyssa's thighs and began to stroke her slit. Alyssa spread herself wider for him as they kissed deeper. As her children's passions heated up before her, Lisa tugged her skirt up her thighs and parted her knees. She reached into her panties and began to rub her own pussy, her fingers moving in time with her son's as she watched her children. She pushed her hips forward to the edge of the bench and leaned back against the wall. Her free hand pulled the neckline of her top down below her left breast, and then lifted her breast out. She massaged her breast, watching as her daughter began to tug at Randy's jeans.



Randy went upright and pulled his shirt off while Alyssa popped his jeans open and unzipped them. Randy rolled into the bed and Alyssa went to her knees beside him. She pulled her brother's cock free from his underwear and then, giving her mother a long look, she began to stroke Randy. Alyssa had a pleading look in her eyes, and Lisa replied with a smile and nod. "Go ahead, Alyssa. He wants it as much as you do, obviously."
With her mother's permission, and observation, Alyssa opened her mouth and closed her eyes, before dropping down to once again take her brother's cock into her mouth. Although this wasn't the first time Lisa had seen her daughter with her son's dick in her mouth, this was the first time Lisa was enjoying it.
Alyssa began to work her brother's cock wither mouth, and started humming when Randy reached between her thighs to play with her pussy again. Alyssa seemed to enjoy running her mouth up and down Randy's cock fast, and the bed rocked with her rapid work. She was able only to go a little more than halfway down his length, a fact Lisa noted. She had been able to work her son's entire length into her throat recently, and felt a parental need to teach her daughter the feat.
Alyssa pulled off of Randy's cock, panting for breath. His fingers were working in and out of her pussy hole and had her juices flowing while hers were racing up and downhis saliva-slick shaft. Alyssa was always quick to cum on her brother's fingers, and even with her mother watching nearby, Alyssa was on the verge of an orgasm already.
"Get your brother's jeans off, Alyssa," Lisa directed in a breathy voice. Alyssa and Randy both looked over to her, and saw that their mother had her thighs spread wide and was giving them a full-on view of two long fingers running in and out of her naked pussy. Randy slipped his fingers from Alyssa's slit as she started pushing and pulling his jeans until finally she was able to drop them to the floor. Alyssa then went back to work, sucking on her brother's long dick while Randy watched their mother masturbating, while watching them.
Randy enjoyed the way Alyssa worked his dick. She was always in a rush, worried that they were going to get caught, and wanting to get a mouthful of his hot cum. Alyssa was turning into a cum whore, thanks to Randy and his friends. She'd gone without, however, for nearly a week, thanks to her period. This was the first day after, and Randy couldn't wait to share his little sister again. He just hadn't realized that it might be with his hot mother. Thanks to his visit with Professor Price before heading home, Randy would need quite a bit of stimulation before he fed his sister a load. That was, if he had any left after the Professor had sucked his dick dry twice in her office just a few hours ago.
Lisa was completely unaware that her son had so recently been taken by Cynthia Price. Even having just seen her that afternoon, Lisa was unaware that Cynthia had a belly full of her son's semen while she sat in the salon. None of that would matter to her, however. Not while she watched Alyssa work her brother's long cock over. With her fingers working her pussy into a frenzy, Lisa moaned, "I've got to have a taste of that cock!"
Alyssa's eyes came up even as her mouth went down and she saw her mother leave the bench and come over to the bed. Her mother's eyes were locked onto Randy's cock, just as her mouth was. Lisa leaned in and Alyssa lifted off. With Randy's cock in her fist, Alyssa aimed the wet head towards her mother and watched in amazement as her mother opened up and took Randy's dick in.
"Oh my! It's true, isn't it?" Alyssa groaned as she watched from just inches away as her mom began to gulp down her brother's cock. "Mom is a fucking cock-sucker!"
Randy grinned. "I told you, but you wouldn't believe me."
As Lisa worked her mouth up and down, and Randy's cock deeper into her throat, Alyssa cupped his balls, rolling them and massaging them. Her eyes were wide as she watched her mother in an entirely new light as she went even further down Randy's cock, until her lips wrapped around the very base of his shaft.
"Oh, shit! She can take it all!" Alyssa sighed in astonishment. "I can't believe mom can suck so much dick!"
Lisa was grinning as she slowly worked back up Randy's length. She let his knob slip from her lips and said to Alyssa, "I've been sucking cock a long time, dear. I've had practice." She rolled her head towards Randy, who had his hands under his head and was grinning wolfishly at both of them. "Besides, I've been getting a lot of practice on this young man's cock of late." She looked back at Alyssa and added, "He fits so nicely inside me," before opening wide and gulping him to the root with a single plunge.
"Fuck!" both siblings exclaimed as their mother performed for them one of life's most sinful deeds.
After three or four more plunges to the root, Alyssa tapped the back of her mother's blonde head and said, "Let me try! I want to do that!" Lisa slipped her son's cock from her lips and presented it to her daughter, who again began working her mouth down her brother's manhood.
"Take it slower," Lisa instructed. "Enjoy it. Take your time. Let your throat relax and open up naturally. You'll get there." As Alyssa slowed down and tried what her mother had suggested, Lisa lifted her son's balls and began to tongue bathe them, before sucking them into her mouth to roll with her tongue.
"Oh, man! This feels so fucking awesome!" Randy groaned. It had been his fantasy to have both women in his house at the same time. This was pure ecstasy for him. He couldn't believe it was finally happening, and he hadn't done much of anything other than get caught coming out of Alyssa's room to initiate it. His mother sure had changed in the last few months. For the better, in his opinion.
Randy replaced one hand back between Alyssa's thighs, plunging two into her pussy easily, while his other hand found his mother's d-cup tit. He took a hold of her fleshy orb and squeezed, feeling her nipple pop against his palm. "God, yes, girls! Suck my dick! That feels so good!"
"Doesn't your brother have nice, big balls?" Lisa playfully asked her daughter, who was again bobbing up and down his length with frantic gulps. Lisa pulled the knob for her daughter's lips and returned her own mouth to it. She went down slowly, taking him into her throat once again, and drawing a deep moan from Randy's chest.
"Oooohhh," he moaned as his mother's mouth slipped back up and off.
"Mom, you're a fucking pervert!" Alyssa laughed. Lisa grinned around her son's knob, running her tongue across the tip. She let her daughter see her tickle Randy's piss-slit and press the tip of her tongue into it. Randy's hips trembled and she laughed.
"I want to see you ride your brother," Lisa said a moment later. She held Randy's cock in hand at the base and wagged it. "Climb on and show me how your little pussy can take his big cock."
"Her pussy's not so little anymore," Randy laughed. Alyssa slapped his shoulder, even as she moved to straddle him.
"This is so fucked up," Alyssa said to both her mother and brother, yet still she positioned herself above him. Lisa held her son's cock upright and stroked the knob through her daughter's puffy slit, opening the labia. She found her daughter's hole and Alyssa lowered herself. "Oooohhh, Mom! Mom!" she moaned as she slipped down her brother's cock. Lisa watched in awe as her little girl, still in high school and not yet nineteen, took Randy's cock easily and completely.
"That's so...so beautiful," Lisa sighed. Watching her two children join in such a sinful, yet loving way made her entire being tremble. She reached between her thighs and found the juices dripping out of her. Amazingly, she had cum watching her daughter take her brother into her body. With her fingers sticky with her own cream, Lisa reached up and smeared her juices across Randy's balls, and Alyssa's clit.
"Oooohhh, Mom!" Alyssa gasped as she bounced slowly up and down Randy's dick. She trembled under her mother's touch, and even when Lisa had moved to plant her mouth to Randy's, her mother's hand remained stroking her crotch. Her fingers rubbed her clit and her labia, while Randy's cock worked in and out of her. "Aaaahhh," Alyssa sighed as an orgasm rolled gently through her belly.
Lisa sat up and asked her daughter, "Did you just cum?" Alyssa, still riding her brother, nodded. She was panting with an open-mouth smile on her face, unable to speak as her initial climax ebbed. Lisa pulled her top up and off, following it with her bra, skirt, and panties. By the time Lisa was completely naked, Alyssa was moaning through another orgasm. She had settled onto Randy's cock and was grinding her hips around. Lisa knew the sensations her daughter must be feeling, with Randy's hard shaft stirring up the juices inside and rubbing against all of the sensitive inner spots. Lisa herself had ridden Randy in much the same way, through orgasms of her own.
"Don't use him all up, young lady," Lisa told Alyssa before giving her daughter a brief kiss upon her lips. Alyssa looked surprised that her mother would have done that, though riding the far side of another orgasm helped her enjoy it. "It's time for Momma to get some of that dick."
Alyssa nodded and rolled to the side, letting her brother's cock slip free. Randy was grinning from ear to ear as he watched his beautiful, naked mother throw a leg across his hips to face away from him, reach between them for his cock, and then stuff it up her pussy while dropping her hips down. His hands went to her round ass and dug into her flesh. Randy loved having his mother ride his cock.
"Aaaahhhh!" Lisa groaned as she took her son's entire length in that single plunge.
"Uuunnngggg!" Randy moaned as his mother's pussy gobbled his cock up.
"Oooohhh, shit!" Alyssa gasped, watching up close as her mother took her brother. There was no question now in her mind. Not with such ease that her brother and mother fell into a steady rhythm. They had been doing this for a while, obviously.
Lisa had her hips bucking already, pumping her son's cock with her pussy. She leaned back above him and Randy's hands came around to take hold of her breasts. His fingers dug into his mother's flesh as Alyssa leaned in to give him a deep, tongue-filled kiss.
"Aaahhh, yeeaahhh," Lisa sighed, feeling her son's dick-head stroke across her inner g-spot with every rock of her hips downward. "Make mommy cum, Randy!" she added. "Uuunnggghh!" Lisa grunted a moment later as her cream began to steadily flow from her. She reached between her thighs and found her son's heavy balls. They were already sticky from the juices she was leaking out. Lisa rolled his ball-sack in her fingers, drawing a deep-throated groan from him that her daughter drank down.
With Randy's hands running up and down her flesh, Lisa looked back to see her children lip-locked in a deep kiss. Alyssa was fingering herself, driving two fingers up her vagina almost in time with Lisa's hips around Randy's cock. Randy's hand slid down across her belly and found his mother's fat clit, engorged with blood and extremely sensitive. He pressed a finger to it and began to rub hard and fast circles. Lisa went off a moment later.
"Oooohhh, fffuuuuccckkk!" she growled up to the ceiling. "Aaaahhhh!"
Randy started bucking up hard into his mother, and Lisa held herself up, giving her son room to rapidly drive his dick. His steel piston, lubricated with a fresh coating of her cream, ran in and out of her hard and fast.
"Oooowww!" Lisa moaned as her son's rapid-fire thrusts drew her orgasm out just a bit longer. Her body trembled above him, and when Alyssa's mouth latched onto her left nipple, she cried out, "Yeeeesssssss!" She had climaxed a second time in as many minutes.
"Oooohhh, goooddddd!" Randy groaned. "I'm cuummmingggg!" He hunched upward, stuffing his cock as high into his mother as he could. The combinations of what was happening with his sister sucking on his mother's tit, his mother's pussy creaming warm goo around his dick, and her shouts of orgasm, all drove him to his own release. His cock pulsed hard within his mother's vaginal grip and then fired off. Jet after jet of hot semen splashed his mother's inner walls as he grunted with each pulse. His balls, now being squeezed by Alyssa, throbbed as he pushed his seed into his mother's body.
When the last pulse of her son's cock was felt, Lisa relaxed and leaned forward. She eased herself from her son and crawled to the end of the bed. She looked back to see Alyssa already moving to replace her, whether she knew that Randy had already fired off or not.
"Now your turn," Lisa grinned corruptly to her daughter. Knowing her son, Lisa suspected that her daughter would be given an equally fulfilling ride before he lost any strength in his wonderful young cock.
Lisa moved to give her son a deep kiss while he gave his wet cock a few good strokes, waiting for Alyssa to get into position. The room was already beginning to smell of sex, which only served to drive all three of the incestuous lovers on. Alyssa straddled her brother, facing him, and with her mother helping to guide Randy's cock, she lowered herself onto her brother's manhood once again.
"Aahh, aahh, aahh!" she sighed as she took three tries to get him fully back inside her tight young pussy.
Randy loved having sex with Alyssa, and the tightness of her pussy around his cock reminded him of just how young and different she was than his mother. Where Alyssa had only had sex a few dozen times over the last year, and nearly all the cock she'd taken had been his, Randy understood his mother's pussy chute had been well-travelled over the years. The way his mother felt around his manhood was very different, and the things the walls of her chute did when she climaxed made his mind reel at times. His mother had a way of milking his balls that nobody else had ever done for him.
Lisa gave her daughter's backside a loving caress as she watched Alyssa settle into a steady rhythm atop her brother. Her hips rocked back and forth, making the bed squeak beneath them as she rode Randy's cock. Lisa moved lower on the bed and looked between their parted legs. Randy barely had half of his dick inside Alyssa, the rest glistening with the remnants of her cream and his semen. Lisa leaned in and starting at Randy's balls, she lapped upward, along his shaft, to the point where her children sinfully joined, and then further along to give her daughter's tight little anus a tongue-flick.
"Aaaahhh, Mom!" Alyssa moaned when she felt her mother's tongue on her butt-hole. Lisa sat up and smiled warmly to Alyssa, who was looking back at her with a look of disbelief on her face. "That was weird," Alyssa panted, still enjoying her brother's cock steadily.
"I think things are only going to get weirder from here on," Lisa replied, punctuating it with a playful smack across her daughter's ass. "I'm going to get a shower," she told her children as she rolled from the bed. "You two enjoy yourselves."
"You know we will," Randy laughed.
Lisa left her loving children and went down the hallway to the bathroom where all her sins had begun, just a month before. She showered, taking her time and enjoying the warmth the spray gave her tingling body. After, Lisa dried off and with a large towel wrapped around her body tucked it below her breasts, she returned to Alyssa's room. Not surprisingly, her children were still going at it.
"My! Look who's the Energizer Bunny!" Lisa laughed as she entered. Alyssa was now lying on her back, with her legs spread wide and pushed high, her ankles hooked over Randy's shoulders. Her small breasts were held tight in Randy's hands, pressed to her chest. Her son was now standing at the side of the bed, driving his cock in and out of Alyssa's gaping pussy with short, rapid thrusts. His face was dripping with sweat and Randy had a look of concentration on his features. Alyssa was panting and gasping under her brother's assault, throwing in an occasional, "Yeah! Yeah!"
Lisa dropped her towel and returned to her daughter's bed naked, settling in against the headboard to watch. Her right hand went straight to her freshly douched pussy and began to attack her clit with slow circles while she took in the sinful sight an arm's length away.
Alyssa's head fell back and she lay across her mother's leg, enjoying the pounding her brother was giving her. It was becoming one of the most intense sessions the siblings had ever had, thanks in no small part to their mother's participation no doubt. Even more so than the night their mother had gone out and they had screwed in nearly every room in the house, including their mother's bed. Alyssa had climaxed four times that night, and Randy had cum in her twice. She still couldn't believe her brother hadn't knocked her up, yet. Hell, she still wasn't on the pill!
"Oooowww, uunnnggg!" Alyssa groaned again and again as Randy worked her over. And then it hit her. "Aaaahhhh, ooooowwwww!" she howled as her pussy exploded. "Uuunnngggghhhhh!" she groaned louder than ever as her third intense orgasm of the evening slammed through her.
Randy watched his sister convulse on the bed, enjoying the sight as his cock turned his little sister into a raving whore. He'd never seen a women spasm and thrash around when she climaxed like his sister did, even though his experiences were admittingly limited. He had watched plenty of porn on-line and even then, his sister had the best orgasm face of them all. Her eyes rolled back and her mouth fell open, and at times she'd stop breathing completely as her pussy fluttered around his cock. Many times, he would lose it and fire his load into her in these moments. However, having already dumped a load into his mother that evening, he had nothing ready for Alyssa as she rode out her intense climax, joined to him through his mighty manhood.
Lisa watched her daughter's climax intently, wishing that she could experience what Alyssa was enjoying in that moment. "That is so fucking awesome!" she interjected as she forgot about her own pussy and reached out to stroke her daughter's. Her fingers stroked the puffy flesh that surrounded her son's penetrator. Alyssa's entire groin radiated heat under Lisa's fingers as her daughter trembled through her orgasm. Alyssa was breathing again, panting for breath more than anything else. When Randy began to pull back, Lisa reached or his shaft and let it slide between her fingers. Alyssa's warm girl-cream coated his shaft.
Once removed from her daughter's vaginal grip, Lisa brought her mouth to her son's knob and sucked him in. She tasted her daughter's tangy cream on her son's hot cock. "Uuummm," she hummed delightfully around Randy's cock. She slurped noisily up to the knob and then opened her throat to again take him fully into her.
"Oooohhh, wow! Mom!" Randy groaned as he rocked his hips back and forth, beginning to face-fuck his mother as she settled partially atop his post-orgasmic sister. Alyssa felt her mother's weight on her, her larger breasts pressing into her hips, as Lisa began to move against her. She looked around her mother's hip to watch her brother ram his dick down her throat steadily. She pushed a hand between her mother's breasts to stroke her vacated, leaking pussy as best as she could.
Randy's hands were now on the back of his mother's head as she took his cock deep into her throat with every thrust. Lisa was alternately gulping and slurping with her son's thrusts. She reached up to cup his balls with one hand, while reaching down between her daughter's thighs to curl a pair of fingers into Alyssa's ravaged pussy.
"Oooohhh, mom!" Alyssa groaned when she felt the fingers begin to run in and out of her. She was sore, but her pussy began to tingle immediately under her mother's touch, and combined with her own clit-rubbing, Alyssa again began to vibrate excitedly. All the while, her mother was gulping Randy's cock.



Alyssa rolled her head and saw her mother's pussy just inches away. She was laying slightly on her side, with her thighs closed, but Alyssa knew that they would part for her. All she had to do was reach out and touch her mother. But this was all too much for the teen-ager. Things had changed within their house, that was true, but Alyssa wasn't at all sure that she wanted to get that close with her mother. She'd never thought about doing anything with another girl. She liked boys too much. Alyssa reasoned that there would be other times, now that the cat was well out of the bag, if she wanted to explore that side of her sexuality. She knew that a few of her friends had taken that step, but she hadn't. She'd have to think it over before she would ever go down that road, even if it was only with her mother.
"Oooohhh, Mom!" Randy suddenly began to grunt, and Lisa suddenly found her mouth filling with hot, sticky semen. "Aaaaannngggghhhhh!" Randy added a moment later and all but shoved her away from his suddenly very sensitive cock.
Lisa was left with a large rope of her son's cum draped down her chin. She rolled onto her back as she swallowed what he'd deposited in her mouth. It was thick and heavy, and slithered down her throat to warm her belly. She stroked a finger across her chin and licked up the stray strand.
"Oooohhh, Mom!" Alyssa sighed, watching from one elbow now. Lisa looked up and saw Randy stagger across the bedroom and drop onto the bench where she had started out at. He looked absolutely drained, and given the amount of cum he'd pushed up her snatch and now down her throat, Lisa understood. "I didn't get any," Alyssa added before rolling away.
"Next time, I want it all!" Alyssa sassed in her brother's direction as she jumped up and headed out of her bedroom. A moment later, the bathroom door banged shut.
Lisa looked over to where Randy sat. His eyes were closed and he was breathing heavily. "We still have a lot to talk about, young man." Lisa sat up at the edge of Alyssa's bed and waited for Randy to look at her.
"I know things have changed around here," she began. "In some ways, for the better. But we've got to have rules, if we're going to be doing this sort of thing. Already, too many people outside this house know things that they really don't have a business knowing about."
"You mean Professor Price, right?" Randy replied.
"Yes, Professor Price, for one," Lisa nodded. "That one is on me, I'm afraid. I had no idea that she'd use what I told her to get to you."
"Not that I didn't enjoy it," Randy grinned. He sat up and leaned forward, his elbows on his knees. "And from what she told me, you've been enjoying a little more than just me."
Lisa had suspected that Cynthia had told Randy about the threesome that had included David, her son. "My eyes have been opened up to more than just plain, old fashioned sex. Yes, I have been enjoying myself this past month. And I've enjoyed what you and I have been doing, as well. I just want to reiterate that not everyone in the world thinks that what we've got in this house is right. Some might even try and stop it. That is why we must be very discrete, especially where it come to Alyssa. Do you understand? She's still in high school and not considered an adult. The authorities could get involved, if..."
"Don't worry, Mom," Randy interrupted. "We'll be careful. And on that subject, don't you think you should take Alyssa to the doctor and get her on the pill?"
Lisa felt her jaw drop. "Oh, my god! I'd totally forgotten!"
"And while you're at it, maybe you'd better get on it, yourself. I don't want another baby sister or brother messing things up." Randy stood then and came to her. She had a look that combined fear with anxiety on her face when he tipped her chin up. He kissed her then, lovingly, and said, "I love you, Mom. I'm going to get cleaned up." With that said, Lisa was left alone, sitting naked on her daughter's bed, with all the worries associated with having such a sinful lifestyle within her home now running circles in her head.
It would be long night for her. And she still hadn't thought about what to do for dinner.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 29
Gabriella's Tales -- Part 1
Gabriella Santiago lived in one of the Regal Bay Resort condominium complexes overlooking the golf course's south end. Hers was part of one of three buildings on Grapefruit Lane that had been styled after the famed New York City brownstones. Standing at the end of the cul-de-sac, Gabriella had taken the condo at the far western end of the five in the building, a unit that was designed more for a family of three or four than a single woman. Gabriella, however, was something of a celebrity in Regal Bay and had charmed her way into a five-year lease the day the units went on sale, more than eight years ago.
Gabriella had been born in Buenos Aries, Argentina, to a prominent industrialist father and a retired tennis professional mother. Gabriella was the fourth of six children, though the oldest of the three girls. As a middle child, she grew up with few responsibilities and more energy. Thus she turned to following in her mother's footsteps and played tennis, rising up to become Argentine National Teen Champion at fifteen. With her mother's support, and her father's money funding her, Gabriella moved to Europe to participate in junior tours.
Unfortunately, by the time Gabriella was skilled enough to make a real run at the professional tours, she was involved in a traffic accident. The car, a brand new Porsche 911 Turbo Carrera driven by her personal assistant and lover Piero Garcia, went off of a snow-slick mountain road in Switzerland and tumbled some eighty feet into a ravine. Garcia was killed and Gabriella suffered career-ending injuries to her right arm, shoulder, and hip.
During Gabriella's long recovery, her father sued, and subsequently won, a lawsuit against the Swiss National Road Services. The award was substantial, if only to prevent Juan Franco Santiago from pulling two of his factories from the country, and sending more than sixteen hundred workers onto the unemployment rolls across the nation. It wasn't that Santiago needed the money by any stretch, but he pointed out that his daughter had lost her dream career without ever realizing a moment. The personal tragedy of the incident tugged at the hearts of the courts, and Gabriella was awarded an additional stipand that granted her citizenship in the Alpine nation as well.
Piero Garcia's family got nothing, besides having the bill presented them for removal of the wreck disregarded.
Not yet twenty-five, Gabriella spent nearly three years recovering from her injuries in a Paris home owned by her father. While in Paris, she met several young European golf stars and as part of her recovery, she began to take lessons. She discovered, much to the amazement of her young companions, that she was a natural on the links. In less than four years, Gabriella Santiago had become a tour professional in Europe, with an eye on joining the Ladies Professional Golfers Association tour in the United States.
Over the next decade Gabriella played well, rising up and sliding down the world rankings, winning the occasional small tour event, though never really challenging for any of the major events. Having reached a plateau in her career as a middle-of-the-field player, Gabriella's friends and family attributed this to her insatiable desire for enjoying herself, from parties to fly-away week-ends. She had also an insatiable craving for men of all shapes, races, and sizes, and spent many hours learning how to pleasure them while pleasuring herself in the meantime.
While playing a small tour event at the Regal Bay Golf Club, Gabriella had been approached by the University Athletic Director, Dr. Leone, as well as the Golf Club President, Mrs. Gloria Van Winkle, with offers of prominent and well-paying positions. By this time, Gabriella was in her middle thirties and having a more difficult time making the cut at many tour events. Her off-course lifestyle was getting the better of her, she was told by her coach as well as her mother. Gabriella didn't really put any consideration into the offers until the end of the tour season when she had slipped down the rankings far enough to lose her tour card for the up-coming season.
Gabriella was introduced as the Regal Bay University Women's Golf Coach in December, with an additional position in the university as a sports therapist, if only for the full benefits. It didn't hurt that she had entertained a couple of prominent men of the university faculty at a dinner party she had thrown in her new condominium.
In addition, Gabriella took the offered position at the Regal Bay Golf Club as the course professional, giving personal service, both on the course and off, to individuals who felt the need to have their game tweaked. She also worked with the staff in setting up events; both local tour and national tour events, as well as other special events where she was one of a few celebrities on hand to draw in paying players.
During this time, Gabriella met several women of her generation that turned out to have similar sexual cravings. Although not a mother herself, she became an honorary member of the Regal Bay Matrons Club when it was revealed that she had been giving personal lessons to several of the young men, who also were sons of the Matrons, at the university as well as the golf club. Her sexual prowess was becoming legendary through the secretive society's world by the time she had celebrated her first anniversary in Regal Bay.
All in all, since leaving the professional tour and settling into the Regal Bay community, Gabriella had enjoyed a wonderful and entertaining life. And she truly enjoyed entertaining. Her condominium had been specifically furnished for entertaining guests.
"Come in! Come in!" Gabriella greeted her young guests at the front door to her place wearing only a sheer beach shawl. Beneath it she wore nothing, as the four young men took notice of as they filed past into the main room of her condo. "We were beginning to worry that we'd be enjoying ourselves without the benefit of male companionship." Gabriella's thick accent became a bit thicker as she drank, or grew aroused. It was hard to tell which was bringing it out at that point in the evening.
It was shortly after eleven o'clock and Gabriella's condo was dimly lit. She only had a single lamp turned on in the large ground-floor living space. Prominent in the room was a large three-sided sofa that faced a full-length wall entertainment unit. The massive television was off, leaving the stereo as the background distraction. Soft, Spanish-themed music played through hidden speakers and was piped out onto the patio beyond the bar.
The four young men constituted the week-end house band of the Olive Garden, where Gabriella and her friends had spent much of their Friday evening. Gian Carlo Minardi, the Italian-born leader of the group, had been known to Gabriella's friend Deirdre and was introduced to the group during a set break. Gian Carlo was a tall, olive-skinned man of twenty-five who had been a student of Deirdre Sullivan's as well as a member of the university's orchestra. He was a skilled musician, proficient in several stringed instruments as well as the piano. Unfortunately, with the end of his college career Gian Carlo moved on to work for his mother, who owned and managed the Olive Garden franchise in Regal Bay. The week-end music was her way of giving her son a chance to remain connected to his music.
"Gian Carlo!" Deirdre greeted as she glided down the stairs. She, too, wore only a shoulder throw, and as all four of the young men noticed immediately, nothing at all underneath. It helped that she hadn't pulled the waist closed. Her bright red pubic triangle and milky breasts flashed with each step. "I was hoping you hadn't changed your mind." Deirdre drew up to Gian Carlo and wrapped her arms around him. She was nearly his height, even barefooted, and her body pressed to his as she planted a margarita-flavored kiss to his lips. Gian Carlo's hands went around her waist, beneath the throw, to cup her buttocks and pull her slightly tighter to him.
"Save some for the rest of us!" Gabriella laughed. She then turned to face the other three young men, all looking on with disbelief in their eyes, and in one case at least, a growing bulge in his trousers. "Please, introduce me to these fine men!"
Gian Carlo reluctantly released Deirdre, who spun away and headed for the patio doors. "This is Antonio, our violin and guitar player," he introduced, the nearest of his companions who also seemed to be the oldest. Antonio was also bald, though obviously it was his choice. He seemed to be going for the "Pit Bull" look, Gabriella thought immediately, given his style of dress as well as the slight snarl he tried to pull off. Still, she thought he was cute, and gave his hand a light touch in greeting.
"Next is Miguel Dominguez," Gian Carlo said, slapping the Hispanic young man on the shoulder. Miguel looked shy, even embarrassed at being in the presence of a woman in such a state of undress. Another quality Gabriella found charming in a young man. He was darker-complected, and wore his nearly-black hair cut very short on the sides in an almost military fashion.
"Oh, what the fuck?" one of the young men gasped as he took in the sight of two other nearly naked older women approach. He threw an elbow into the ribs of his buddy while planting a hand to his mouth in mock astonishment. All three of Gian Carlo's friends had the look of wild-eyed teen-agers on their faces although they were all in their twenties.
"Miguel Dominguez?" Joan Kuykendall asked as she and Teagan O'Riley, Deirdre's cousin and sister respectively, crossed through the living area from the open patio doors. "Any relation to Dr. Dominguez?"
Miguel looked at Joan, his eyes going slightly wider as he took in the fact that she wore a towel around her body, and nothing else. "Yes, Ma'am. She is my aunt, my father's brother's wife." Joan walked up to him and took both of his hands in hers.
"Yasmina is one of my good friends at the university," she declared. "Ulysses was your uncle, then? I'm so sorry." Ulysses Dominguez, Yasmina's husband, had been killed a few years before in an accident at his work, leaving Yasmina a widow and her five children fatherless.
"Thank you, Ma'am," Miguel replied. Smoothly, he was being led away by Joan to the wet bar, her hand in his.
Meanwhile, Gian Carlo completed his introductions. "Finally, this is our talented drummer, Paul." Paul was a good looking boy, the youngest of the group. He was tanned and gave Gabriella the idea of a beach-bum/surfer boy that would be at home along the beaches of Southern California. She began to tingle in all the right places, already fantasizing about what she would do with him.
"Hello, Paul," she greeted in a sultry voice as she took his hands in hers, and pulled just a bit closer. He was taller than her, by only a few inches. His grin was lop-sided as he looked down into her brown eyes with his bright blue ones. "I'm Gabriella, your host this evening."
"Hello, Gabriella," he replied in a husky, even dreamy voice. He suddenly wrapped his arm around her waist and pulled her tight to him, making her gasp. "If we're through with the introductions..." he said, just before planting his mouth to hers. His kiss was powerful and was demanding, ad reminded Gabriella of many of her favorite lovers.
When they broke away, Gabriella said, "I think we're all through with introductions, yes." It was her turn, and she grabbed the back of his ruffled, dirty-blonde head and pulled his mouth back to hers.
"Come here, Gian Carlo," Deirdre insisted as she took his hand and led him away from the couple. "I want to introduce you to my sister." Teagan had taken a seat in one corner of the big sofa and smiled as Deirdre dragged her former student over. Antonio followed along. "Gian Carlo, this is my little sister, Teagan," she presented. "You two have fun," she added as she spun around and reached out to Antonio. "Would you like a drink," she asked as she led the young stud to the bar.
"Whatever you're having would be okay," Antonio replied.
Deirdre looked back at him as she pulled a bottle of champagne from the chiller and grinned, "If all goes well, I'll be having you in short order." She popped the cork and poured two flutes full of the sparkling liquid, handing one to Antonio as she sipped.
"I really need something hard and strong, right now," Gabriella panted once Paul pulled his mouth from hers. She reached between their hips and pressed her hand firmly into Paul's crotch. He didn't flinch. "And I think you've brought me exactly what I'm in need of." Gabriella took Paul in hand and began leading him up the stairs.
"Entertain yourselves, ladies," she called with a wave, though none of her companions seemed to hear. She noticed as she danced up the stairs that each had paired off and were already racing towards the inevitable. That was fine with her. She and Paul would join in later, after she'd had a private tasting of this fine young man.
Leading Paul by the hand hurriedly up the two flights of stairs, Gabriella led him into her master bedroom suite. It expanded the full width and breadth of the upper floor, with a large dressing room and attached bathroom the only other enclosed spaces. This condo, as with the other larger units at the ends of the three similarly laid out buildings, had a large skylight in the ceiling as well as a balcony beyond wide glass doors. Gabriella's faced west, out across the parallel fairways of the thirteenth and fourteenth greens towards the Pacific. Somewhere below, the soft sand beach stretched to either direction.
"Nice view," Paul admired as he looked out. Gabriella had lamps on, and given the size of the windows anyone in the darkness beyond would easily see in. At times, it was something she had enjoyed. Tonight, however, she was wanting a bit of privacy. She picked up a small device from the end of the long dresser and selected a button to push. First, the lights dimmed, followed by the drawing of the curtains across the west-facing windows as well as the balcony door and window. Only the skylight remained open, though she had controls to close it as well.
Gabriella's big bed was covered in a huge white comforter. The headboard was made of dark wood, matching most of the furniture in the room. The two sofa chairs that sat near the west window were deeply cushioned and upholstered in bright white fabric. The carpet was thick under foot and the color of ocean front sand. Paul approved.
Gabriella took a seat at the edge of her bed facing her guest. She pulled her long black hair back and said, "I really don't think we need spend any time getting to know each other, do we? At least, not on a personal level. Shall we get to know each other physically?"
Paul shook his head. "Sounds like a plan," he replied, even as he whipped his t-shirt up and off, revealing his trim, tanned, and toned torso.
Gabriella smiled. "I like your urgency. It matches my own," she told him. Paul stepped up to her and she reached out to unfasten his khakis cargo shorts. They dropped to the floor easily, and his cock sprang up, unencumbered by underwear. Gabriella slipped from the bed to her knees and lifted the nine-inch tube of tanned flesh in her hand. She didn't say another word, instead letting her mouth speak in a more intimate way. She opened wide and wrapped her red lips around the golf-ball shaped knob at the end of Paul's cock.
"Uuummmm," she purred as she tasted his manhood. Her tongue swirled and she tickled the piss-slit playfully before she began to work her way down the length of his tool. Paul stood quietly, enjoying the pleasures this exotic, lustful, mature woman gave him. Her hand was light on his shaft, stroking his flesh at the base while her lips inched their way further down with every bob of her head. Her free hand stroked his outer thigh, from ass to knee. He felt the head of his dick bang against the back of her throat and looked down to see that she'd managed to take nearly three-quarters of his length. Not bad, he thought. Most can't even get that far.
With his cock fully engorged and rock solid now, Gabriella slowly pulled off, leaving a wet kiss on the tip. She looked up at his face, and saw that he was looking down upon hers, while she stroked his cock slowly from tip to base with her light touch.
"You are a wonderfully gifted young man, Paul," she smiled, and then opened her mouth wide. Paul took hold of a handful of her black hair and pulled her face to him, ramming six-inches of his cock into her mouth. Gabriella grunted, but let him take her. He pulled back, and then shoved forward again. His knob banged against her throat. The next time, she gagged as it popped down. And with the next thrust, Paul pushed his cock into her throat. Her nose banged into his pubic bone, tickled by the short trimmed hairs.
"Uuunnggffff!" she gagged and pulled back. She was held on is cock, however, and after regaining her breath, she was stuffed once again by Paul's cock. Her throat opened and took him in, this time without a gag. Her nose was again tickled by his pubic hair and her tongue curled along the bottom of his shaft. Paul held her in place for a moment, as if getting her accustomed to the feel, before slowly pushing her head back. With only an inch of dick in her mouth, Gabriella sucked in air through her nose, all the while flicking her tongue all around the cock in her mouth.
Twice more Paul rammed his cock into her throat, and each time Gabriella accepted it. She was no novice to the act, but his cock was one of the thicker she'd ever managed. Between deep thrusts, Paul held her head in place and rapidly rammed in with shallow thrusts, in effect face-fucking her. Again, Gabriella loved it, as she enjoyed nothing more than a man who knew what he wanted and how to take it from her.
Paul suddenly stepped back, ripping his cock from her throat with a plop and gasp. "Stand up," he told her, and she moved quickly to obey. She shed the beach frock as she stood, now before him completely nude, allowing Paul a moment to take in her entire form.
In Paul's mind, Gabriella was one of the most beautiful, exotic women he'd ever seen. Her dark pubic patch was a neatly trimmed triangle, pointing to the thick, dark nub of her clit the bulged at the top of her lengthy dark-lipped slit. Gabriella had a tattoo between her pubic patch and naval of intertwined butterflies and ivy that circled around her belly button. It was of a similar style to the one that adorned the small of her back, just above the swell of her buttocks. Her breasts were large, round, and capped with large areola that were only a shade darker than the rest of her caramel-colored breast flesh. Her nipples were shallow buds that would barely cast a shadow, and dimpled at the center. There were no tan lines anywhere he noticed, since Gabriella bathed exclusively in the nude, either in the sun or tanning booth.
With his eyes roaming her body, Paul took Gabriella by the hand and pulled her with him into the bed. He rolled onto his back and took a grip on his cock. "Climb on," he told her, and with a sly grin and slight laugh she did as he asked. Facing away from him and towards the large mirror that sat atop her dresser, Gabriella used her mirror image to position herself above Paul's upright cock. She felt him against her labia, and after a slow twist and wiggle of her hips which served to drag his knob along her slot, she rolled her hips until she felt him pressing at her entrance.
"Oooohhh," she sighed as she lowered herself slowly down his length, watching herself in the mirror and seeing the pleasure on her face. Her hands came up to cup her breasts as her vagina accepted the final inch of his manhood. The knob pressed high against her inner walls once her hips had settled onto him and her full weight was on his lap. "Sooo, good!" she sighed and began to rise. Paul's hands dug into her hips and he thrust upward, driving his cock back into her as she started to drop. Within seconds, Gabriella was bouncing on Paul's cock, the mattress adding its support as his hips came up to meet hers. She watched herself in the mirror, riding the cock between her parted thighs in and out, and the heavy balls of her lover bouncing playfully between his. She could ride this fine dick all night, she thought.



Meanwhile, the remaining guests had coupled off in the living room. Once drinks had been issued, the six individuals had paired off and as three couples had settled into the large entertainment sofa. Gian Carlo sat deep in one corner while Teagan knelt on the floor at his knees. She'd shed her pool dress and was completely naked now. Her breasts were much smaller than those of her older sister, though her nipples puffed out greatly when excited, as she now was. The two were kissing playfully, and Teagan was adding a gentle crotch caress to Gian Carlo's lap while enjoying a similar groping from him on her naked butt.
At the other corner of the big sofa, Joan had settled in with Miguel beside her. Equally naked as Teagan now was, Joan was giving her young stud the same crotch groping as her friend while they deeply kissed. Miguel already had a handful of dd-cup tit in one hand as well, working Joan's pink nipple between his thumb and finger, which brought moans of delight from her throat. Joan enjoyed having her nipples handled roughly, whether tugged, twisted, and pulled, or chewed upon. A little pain added greatly to Joan's pleasures at times.
Between these loving couples sat Antonio with Deirdre on his lap. As with her companions, Deirdre had dropped the shoulder wrap and was as naked as the others. She faced away from Antonio, though she had her head turned and her mouth planted to his as he ran his hands up and down her milky white flesh. His left hand worked its way between her creamy thighs, parting them, and then back up to rest against her red-furred pussy.
"Ooooo," she purred as his finger began to trace her slit up and down to draw out her juices. She rolled her head back and his mouth went to her left breast, capturing the nipple a moment later while he curled his finger into her vagina. "Oooohhh," Deirdre moaned, which was being echoed to either side of her.
As the three couples began to fully enjoy themselves downstairs, Gabriella and Paul had continued their own coupling in her bedroom. Gabriella had already ridden his cock though an orgasm of her own, coating his thick manhood with her cream. Across the room, the mirror had given her a delightful view of her features as she rode Paul's dick to a pleasing climax. Gabriella thought she looked absolutely beautiful in the moment her cream began to flow.
"Turn around," Paul told her as she settled upon his cock to catch her breath. Gabriella slowly lifted from his cock. She took hold of it in her hand, feeling its warmth as well as the thick goo of her juices that coated it. Once she had turned to face him, his hands came up to cup her breasts. With his cock still in hand, Gabriella repositioned herself. She stroked his knob though her labia once and then sank back down its length.
"Oooohhh," they moaned in unison. Gabriella brought her sticky fingers to her lips and licked them clean as she again began to bounce upon Paul's long tool. Soon, the bed was again rebounding hard as she slammed her hips down against Paul's. Their sweaty flesh smacked loudly as they resumed their passionate fucking.
Paul pulled her body down to his. Gabriella's heavy breasts crushed into his chest as he pulled her mouth to his. Paul kissed her deeply while thrusting up into her from below. His hands dug into her butt cheeks while his cock began to work a more shallow path within her vaginal chute.
"I am so glad to have met you, Paul," Gabriella sighed. She was working her hips in time with his, meeting his thrusts with her own. They moved together, a sensual rhythm of two lovers engaged in the greatest of all pleasures. Though they were separated by nearly two decades in age, that fact did nothing to dim the growing passions each felt for the other. As their passions continued to grow, their movements became more forceful, until their flesh was again slapping together loudly and their grunts filled the bedroom. The bed bounced beneath Paul's rapid upward-thrusting hips as he drove both himself and Gabriella towards a mutual climax.
"Oooohhh, yeeeeessss!" Gabriella threw her head back and cried. Her vagina exploded around Paul's piston, and she slammed her hips down to his, holding him in place while her chute rippled along his length. Her orgasm washed through her with his post of a cock pushed high inside her.
"Aaaahhh!" Paul groaned a moment later when his cock began to pulse and spit his warm semen into her. "Uuuunnngggg!" he moaned as she began to twist and rock on his lap. He could feel the inner walls of her womb brushing against his knob, sending jolts of electric pleasure down his shaft and into his balls.
"Sooooo, nice," Gabriella sighed as her climax ebbed, before planting her mouth to his once again.
As Gabriella and Paul shared an orgasm, Sisters Deirdre and Teagan were slouched side by side in the big sofa. Their long, pale legs were splayed wide and intertwined as two young men, with their faces buried in the sisters' crotches, lapped noisily at their creamy cunts. Antonio's bald head was now wedged between Teagan's thighs, while Gian Carlo was feasting upon Deirdre's, a snack he'd enjoyed many times over the past few years. Both women were undulating, rubbing their charged pussy slits up and down the younger men's faces. Teagan reached for her sister's head and pulled Deirdre's mouth to hers. The sisters kissed deeply, enjoying the feel of tongues in their slits while tonguing each other's mouth. Though neither thought of themselves as bi-sexual, they did enjoy each other on occasion, and had since their teen years back in Boston.
Around the bend in the sofa, Miguel had been stripped of his clothing and now reclined back in the deep cushions. Between his parted knees knelt Joan, who had her head bobbing slowly up and down in his lap as she worked his cock over with her mouth. His hand lay lightly on the back of her head as she slurped his flesh, just as noisily as the men to her left were devouring her friend's.
"Ooohh! Ooohh! Ooohh!" Deirdre suddenly gasped loudly as the first orgasm of her evening began to roll through her. Gian Carlo lapped up her juices as they flowed, humming happily, knowing that he'd set the mature older woman off with his mouth once again.
Beside her, Teagan began to grunt as well as Antonio drove her towards her own inevitable climax. Her clit was sucked hard into his mouth and Antonio gently bit down on it, setting her off. "Aaaahhh, yeessss! Yesss!" Teagan roared. Her back arched and she grabbed hold of Antonio's bald scalp, holding mouth tight to her naked slit as she climaxed. Her own cream flowed thick onto his tongue, which he slurped up just as hungrily and noisily as his nearby friend.
Upstairs, Gabriella reluctantly rolled off Paul a moment after his cock had withered as slipped out of her. She stroked his chest with her fingers, looking at his handsome face.
"Maybe we should join the others?" she asked, though making no move to act.
Paul turned his head to her and shrugged. "Or we could just stay here and enjoy ourselves."
Gabriella grinned at this suggestion. She kissed him and then rolled from the bed. "I'll be right back," she said as she darted into the bathroom. A few minutes later, she returned, climbed onto the bed, kissed Paul once again, and then swung her hips around. She threw a leg across his body and placed herself atop his prone form, head to foot. Her pussy hovered just inches from his mouth, and Paul could smell the freshness of her sex. She'd gone to clean herself out, he reasoned, and took in the beauty of her sex with his eyes for a moment before reaching up to take hold of her tight buttocks and pulling her down to him. His mouth went to her puss and latched on.
Gabriella wasted no time, either. She took Paul's semi-flaccid manhood in hand, and then wrapped her wide mouth around its crown. She began working life back into him, sucking and licking, until he once again began throb within her mouth.
Paul's mouth had brought her juices out once again and he was hungrily lapping away at her when Gabriella reluctantly released his cock and asked, "Would you like to put this brute to good use?"
"Unnn-huuhh!" Paul replied without removing his mouth from her.
Gabriella gave her young lover's manhood another lengthy tongue-lashing before rolling away from him once again. As she turned and twisted, she told him, "Stand up, over here," indicating beside the bed. Paul did as he was told, and with his cock wagging in front of him, he watched as his older lover positioned herself near the edge of her bed.
Gabriella looked up at her young Romeo, lying flat on her back with her long, caramel-colored legs bent back and spread wide as Paul stood at the side of the bed. His long cock was in his fist being stroked as he took in the exotic woman's full beauty.
"Get that big dick back inside me!" Gabriella demanded of her young lover. "Fuck me and fuck me hard! Show me what a fine young stallion can do."
Paul grinned down at the exotic beauty. To him, she was the most beautiful woman he'd ever had the opportunity to have, even thought she was probably twice his age. Paul had never before thought about older women in this way, always thinking about his mother and her fucked-up family. He'd never been involved with any of the Van Winkles, nor did he think he ever wanted to be. He didn't know if his mother was like the rest of her family, but imagined that she was. Paul could see her bent over the end of a bed, his uncle Graham drilling her from behind while his cousin Gabriel was enjoying her mouth on his dick. He was enjoying himself entirely too much with those he wasn't related to, to go down that road to nowhere.
"Stop playing with it and put it to use!" Gabriella demanded, bringing him back from his thoughts.
"Jeez, I was just thinking about my mom and her family while jacking my dick between a hot bitch's naked thighs!" Paul thought. "What the fuck?" Shoving the image of his naked mother from his mind, Paul turned his attention to the woman before him, and plunged his cock back into her hot depths.
"Oooohh, that's it!" Gabriella purred as Paul re-entered her. He took hold of her legs, wrapping his arms around her thighs as he buried himself fully before pulling back. His knob popped out briefly, and then he rammed back home, taking up a steady driving pace within seconds. "Aaaahhh, yeessss, yes, yes, yes!" Gabriella grunted in time with his thrusts. Soon, she felt his heavy, cum-filled balls slapping playfully against her anus, tenderizing her, she thought. Making her ready for what just might be next.
Downstairs, the couples had swapped up once again. By now, everyone was naked. Antonio had settled into the sofa on his side, and Joan lay with him. She had her leg up and wrapped back over his hip while Antonio had his cock working her pussy from behind. His mouth was latched to her neck and a hand held tight to one tit as Antonio fucked the older woman slowly and steadily.
Next over was Teagan and Gian Carlo, with her straddling his hips and bouncing hard on his upright cock. Beside them was Deirdre, who was being taken from behind by Miguel as she knelt on the sofa. Deirdre's mouth was planted to Gian Carlo's, who was receiving her grunts into his mouth as Miguel drove into the red-head's cunt from behind hard and deep. The two couples created a living chain of slapping flesh, moans and grunts.
Teagan had her head back as she worked herself up and down, her hips racing hard, driving herself through yet another orgasm on Gian Carlos cock. "Ooohh, fuck yes!" she repeated over and over as her body convulsed through a series of climaxes just minutes later.
Deirdre, too, was peaking as Miguel's upwardly curved manhood stroked her insides in a new and strangely erotic fashion. Her heavy breasts swung from her chest and Gian Carlo grabbed hold of one. Miguel's hands were holding her hips tightly as he drove her over the edge.
"Oooohhh, ccuuummmiiiinnggggg!" Deirdre announced as her climax hit. In that moment, Gian Carlo leaned in and latched his mouth onto Deirdre's left breast, finding the sensitive nipple and sucking on it hard. She purred loudly as Miguel's cock continued to draw out her orgasm.
As the sister's enjoyed their orgasms, Antonio had gone up to his knees between Joan's long legs and was driving into her deeply, holding her legs to his chest as he did. Joan was panting hard from his long-dicking, but added to her pleasures by rubbing hard at her clit with her fingers. She had already cum twice on the handsome Antonio's cock, and was working towards another. "Uuunngggh! Unnnggghh! Unnggghh!" she grunted as her pussy pulsed around Antonio's joy-toy. Her clit throbbed and she slapped it with a finger, sending her over the edge hard. "Aaaaaagggghhhhhh!" she squealed. Her hips tightened and her cunt clamped down around the post rammed deep into her body. Antonio held himself deep inside her as she climaxed, enjoying the feel of her vaginal walls fluttering up and down his length.
With the ebbing of their climaxes, Teagan and Deirdre again swapped partners. After all, that's what an orgy was all about. Teagan and Miguel had slipped to the floor and she lay on her side while Miguel drove into her from behind with shallow, rapid-fire thrusts of his curved cock. Like Gabriella upstairs, Teagan was grunting in time with the thrusting cock within her.
Remaining on the sofa, Deirdre gulped down a mouthful of champagne as she watched Antonio disengage from Joan. His cock glistened with her cream as he turned towards her. Deirdre patted the sofa beside her and said, "Have a seat, big boy! Momma wants a ride!" Antonio was barely in place before Deirdre had straddled him. With his cock now wedged inside her, she reached over to the side table and refilled her flute. She gulped some down and then offered Antonio a drink. While he drank, she began to move, riding her hips up and down. She held the half-empty glass in hand as she worked her hips on his lap, feeling his manhood swirling within her.
"Oooohhh, sooooo good!" she moaned before leaning in to plant her mouth to his.
Beside her, Joan had been placed by Gian Carlo on her knees in the sofa, her arms crossed on the sofa back. He had moved up behind her and with a smooth entry, began taking her with deep, fierce thrusts, the kind Joan enjoyed so well. Deirdre knew the delights of Gian Carlo's cock and was thrilled that her American cousin was now experiencing its power as well. Gian Carlo had a way of finding a woman's most sensitive inner areas and attacking them with his knob. Deirdre had cum on his cock many times over the years, and other than her husband or son Conor, Gian Carlo was the only man to have ever given her multiple orgasms within minutes. She was sure Joan was on the verge of experiencing the very same thing, having already watched her features twist through her first.
"Oooohh! Ooohh!" Joan suddenly gasped. As Gian Carlo steadily fucked her, he pressed his thumb to Joan's anus. He was rubbing at her ring hard when she panted, "Oooohhh, yes! My asssss! Oh, fuck my asssss!" Joan looked back at him and Gian Carlo could see in her eyes a craving. He understood what the older woman wanted, and needed. He pushed and his thumb popped through her anal ring.
"Ooohh, yes, yes, yes! Fuck my ass, Gian Carlo! Fuck my ass!" Joan was practically begging. She rolled her hips, making his thumb slip further into her, until it would go no further. She began to fuck back at him, enjoying both his cock and his thumb, yet wanting more.
"Yes, Gian Carlo," Deirdre panted as she slowed her own humping of Antonio's cock to a slow grind. "Stick your long cock up Joan's ass. I want to see you fuck her ass."
"Oh, man! I can't believe this," Gian Carlo laughed as he slipped his slick cock from Joan's dripping slot. He twisted his thumb, still lodged in her butt, and when Deirdre pushed the glass of champagne his way, he took it and dripped some of the sparkling liquid into Joan's crack. He began working his thumb in and out of her then, using the champagne as lubrication to loosen her up. Once satisfied, he eased his thumb out and placed the knob of his cock against her butt-hole.
"Ooohh, stick it up my ass! Please! Fuck my ass!" Joan was begging, even as she pushed her hips back. Gian Carlo pressed forward, fighting her resistance, until her ring relaxed and he popped through into her hot, dirty depths.
"Uuunnggghhh!" Joan groaned as her asshole stretched and allowed Gian Carlo's shaft to slide inside. "Uuuunnggghhh!" she repeated as he pushed his hips forward while pulling hers back. His cock slipped smoothly up her ass as Deirdre watched in amazement. She'd never before been so close or intimate with such a scene, and even as she continued to ride the thick cock wedged inside her own pussy, she was transfixed by her cousin's asshole being stretched wide and filled deeply with hot young cock.
"Aaaahhh, sooooo good!" Joan moaned with her head thrown back. Her friends had no idea that she was such an anal whore, though she seldom enjoyed the act of late. She did have a toy at home that she often used on herself, and was working on getting up the nerve to have her daughter use it on her some night. She hadn't yet thought about introducing her son Mitchell to the act, nor did any of her daughter's boyfriends seem interested in it, either. This young man, however, knew what he was doing, and as Gian Carlo's long cock began to run in and out of her guts with gentle, smooth strokes, she felt herself already working on yet another climax. Joan rammed a hand against her cunt and began tugging hard at her clit, racing towards her next orgasm.
As Joan and Gian Carlo settled into their steady sodomy, Teagan was rolled onto her chest by Miguel. The Spaniard lifted her hips up high and crouched behind her. "Oooowww!" Teagan cried as he rammed his curved cock into her deep and hard. He was quick to settle into a rapid-fire fuck rhythm that had her panting and grunting with every thrust. She had scooted forward until her head banged into the base of the sofa under his hard thrusting.
"Oooohhh!" she moaned long and deeply as her latest orgasm began to roll through her. "Aaaaaaahhhhhh!"
With a fresh coating of Teagan's cream providing lubrication, and watching how Gian Carlo was enjoying Joan near-by, Miguel slipped his cock free of Teagan's slick slot and pressed hard against her upraised anus.
"Nooooo! Oooohhh! Uuuunngggghhhhhh!" were Teagan's next grunts as Miguel stuffed his dick up her ass. "Aaaaaaooooohhhhh!" she cried as her guts were twisted by the curved cock being forced up her ass. It had been many months since she'd had anal sex, and Teagan had never been much of a fan of the act. "Oooohhh, god!" she moaned when she felt the heavy scrotum rest against her labia, knowing that the cock was now as high as it would go up her ass. "Oooohhh, fuuucccckkkk!"
"Oh, my god! Teagan!" Deirdre groaned at seeing her sister with a thick cock stuffed up her ass. "That is so wild!"
"Oooooohhhh, goooooodddddddd!" she roared as Miguel began to drive deep and pull back, fucking her with long strokes. "Uuuunnnggghhhh!" she added as her body began to tremble uncontrollably around his hot poker. Tears of pain were rolling from her eyes to drip into the carpet beneath her. She bit her lower lip hard enough to draw a bit of blood as her guts were churned by the steel rod working her over.
As Teagan fought hard to relax and enjoy her sodomizing, Joan was enjoying yet another climax on Gian Carlo's cock, rammed just as high up into her bowels. Unlike Teagan, Joan was much more familiar with the sensations of sodomy, and enjoyed them from the initial penetration. Her fingers danced and stroked her clit and labia while her anus slurped the pistoning cock.
"Oooohhh, yes! Fuck my asssss!" Joan hissed loudly, letting her companions know that she was enjoying her ass-fucking. "Deeper! Deeper!"



Instead, Gian Carlo slipped out of her and even as Joan moaned in disappointment, he lifted her from the sofa. Gian Carlo lay back on the floor and held his cock in his fist. "Have a seat!" he grinned, obviously offering her up his cock any way she might like it. Joan grinned and straddled his hips, and then dropped hers. Her aim was true as her yawning ass-ring slammed down his length.
"Oooohhh, fuck!" Gian Carlo gasped as he reached up and took a firm hold of Joan's tits. The flesh bulged between his fingers as he dug in.
"Oooohhh, shit!" Joan grunted as her guts ripped open to take his manhood back inside. She dropped harder until her butt was planted firmly on his thighs, and her pussy was leaking all across his lower belly. She waited only a beat before leaning forward and beginning her own fuck rhythm on his long sodomizing stick.
For her part, Deirdre was enjoying Antonio's fat cock, though stuffed firmly up her vaginal chute. She wasn't about to let him try and stuff that hog-leg up her ass, so she kept him busy with her pussy, giving him every vaginal trick in the book. She rolled her hips, alternated between short thrusts and deep drives, while cooing and moaning, all for his pleasure and hers.
Back upstairs, Paul had Gabriella grunting loudly with every deep plunge into her. "Uuuhh, uuuhh, uuuhhh," she huffed as his hips slapped her ass. Paul leaned over her, his sweet dripping from his face as he fucked her hard. Her legs were wrapped tight around his body and as her orgasms rolled through her, she would tighten up and lock him inside her. Even as Paul continued to thrust into her, Gabriella's hold prevented him from moving very far. His cock remained deep inside her quivering flesh sleeve, soaking in her warm cream as it flowed.
Finally, she relaxed and Paul was able to stand up. He slipped free of her and admired the mess he'd made of her pussy. The labia were puffed and deep red, owing to the pounding he'd given her. Her vagina gaped and the dark hole leaked milky cream. She panted heavily as Paul stroked her long legs, now resting on his shoulders.
"Let's take this downstairs," he said. Even before Gabriella had nodded her agreement, Paul took her in his arms and lifted her. Her mouth went to his immediately and as they moved towards the stairs, they kissed deeply. Their mouths parted long enough to negotiate the stairs. Once down to the ground floor, the sight that greeted them was straight out of a scene from Caligula. The dim light hid very little as the two took in the sight of three couples joined in one fashion or another.
Both Joan and Teagan were bent over, one on the floor the other on the sofa, with their asses stuffed full of dick and being driven through loud orgasms. The men crouched behind their hips were panting heavily and sweating profusely as they worked themselves towards their own releases.
On the sofa, Deirdre was riding Antonio hard, her ass smacking loudly to his thighs with every plunge. She, too, was sweating and grunting hard, working herself out on the thick post of dick-flesh Antonio provided. The room was warm and filled with the aroma of pussy, cum, and sweat.
Paul let Gabriella down and on wobbly legs, the tall Argentine said, "Why don't we take this party outside, by the hot tub?"
"I think I need to soak a while," Teagan moaned after Miguel had finally slipped his manhood out of her rectum. Like her hostess, Teagan was unsteady as she got to her feet, and Paul offered her a hand. Miguel headed for the bathroom, after asking directions from Gabriella.
Gian Carlo had also slipped free of Joan's anal grip and assisted her to her feet. Joan wrapped her arms around his shoulders and pulled his mouth to hers. She kissed him deeply. "That was a wonderful and very pleasurable sodomizing," she whispered in his ear.
Deirdre was the last to disengage from her lover and as she climbed from Antonio's lap, leaving his cock waving and dripping with her juices, she reached between her thighs and stroked her leaking folds. When Antonio had stood, she leaned over and gave his manhood a long lick, slurping noisily at him for a moment before straightening up and pulling his mouth to hers. Gabriella drew up next to her ginger-haired friend and said, "Leave some for the rest of us!" before she leaned down to taste Antonio's cock for herself. There was a lot of Deirdre left coating his hot rod, Gabriella discovered, much to her pleasure.
Minutes later, after two more bottle of champagne had been retrieved and glasses filled, the hot tub was populated by eight. It could seat ten comfortably, and had in the past. If there was one thing Gabriella enjoyed more than sex it was hosting parties, which nearly always led to sex in one form or the other. Conversation among the young men and older women picked up, and sex wasn't the main topic, not at first. Eventually, after a few stories had been shared, the eight individuals again became four couples.
Under a star-lit late-May night, with a cooling breeze tickling exposed nipples, the couples began working themselves slowly up through the levels of passion once again, until bodies again joined together. Cocks plunged into pussies, mouths wrapped around knobs, and one anus was again pried open to admit any taker. It wouldn't be until the sky to the East began to lighten did they begin to run out of sexual energy. And it wouldn't be until sometime later in the day that the four young men would leave the four older women, exhausted and satisfied with their latest foray into the sinful world beneath the tranquil façade of Regal Bay.
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Frank Vaughn, owner and manager of Bayside Realty, enjoyed beautiful women. He did his very best to surround himself with hot young women, and so long as they could do their job and make him money, he wasn't all that concerned about who they were or where they came from. The picture he had of his wife on his desk was one from many years ago, when Wanda still had her trim body and looked like she'd just stepped out of a Playboy centerfold. Unfortunately, for both Wanda and Frank, having a son wrecked her body. To make up for it, Frank had taken to searching out the best looking real estate agents on the west coast to come work for him, and he paid them well, even if most of what they did for him was in his own mind. With seven licensed real estate agents working for him, and four others doing all the financials and paperwork involved in the office, Frank had only one male employee, and he was the property inspector.
Of his seven agents, Heather McCoy was by far his most successful. She was also, in his opinion, the sexiest. Heather was of average height, and that was all that was average about her. She had bright, smiling blue eyes, long platinum blonde hair, lusciously full lips, and a figure Hugh Hefner would drool over. Frank sure did. Heather had a near-perfect 38-24-36 set of measurements, which Frank had insisted needed to be taken for publicity photos. She also tended to dress to appeal, often wearing blouses with an extra button unfastened, skirts that went just a little higher than they were designed, and stockings held in place with garters. Heather nearly always wore high heels, especially when dealing with a client or prospective purchaser on property. Having the eye of a man on her instead of on the property always worked in her favor. Heather was often able to get just a little bit more than any of the other girls might have for the same property. And that made Frank a very happy man.
Heather McCoy was born Patricia Heather Collins in Indianapolis, Indiana. Had Frank bothered with looking into her background, he'd have learned that after dropping out of high school, Heather had left Indiana to live with an aunt in Tampa. While working at Tampa Stadium with her aunt, running a concession stand during events, Heather was enticed to participate in a photo shoot by a smooth-taking professional photographer working the football game. She soon discovered that she had somehow agreed to a nude shoot on the beach, and although she had reservations, the money offered was very good. She had been joined by a pair of young Buccaneer Cheerleaders who didn't seem to mind being naked in front of the camera.
After the late evening beach shoot, Heather was encouraged to participate in another shoot, this time in a downtown studio. Joining the two cheerleaders, Heather again posed nude and partially nude, alone. It wasn't until the next shoot, two nights later, that she was encouraged to join with one of the other girls. Heather was paid after that shoot in cash, nearly $600 all totaled up until then. When asked, she readily agreed to yet another session. However, this again turned out different from what had been proposed. Heather discovered only after she had stripped down that instead of stills, this would be a video shoot. Again, the money offered was very good and she did the job. $500 for three-hours-worth of work. Inevitably, the money offered was too much to resist, and Heather was drawn deeper in. Before Christmas had arrived, she had left the concession work to her aunt and was making adult films for a living.
Heather was discovered and subsequently hired on at Vivid Video by a retired actress, who brought Heather to Hollywood, where she would spend the better part of the next two decades in "the Industry". She learned from her agency that another actress already had the rights to the name Heather Collins, and yet another to Patricia Collins. She eventually selected Heather McCoy as her stage name. McCoy had been her aunt's maiden name.
During her first years performing for the camera, Heather made very good money. this time, Heather got hooked on cocaine, became the favored center-piece at orgies, and subsequently became pregnant. She fought her addiction and cleaned herself up, while taking care of her baby son, Andrew. Who the father was, she never learned. Most likely one of the dozens of men she regularly enjoyed off-camera. She didn't pursuit the identity, nor did she care. During her pregnancy, Heather even starred in a series catering to the fetish.
After the AIDS scare in 2004 shut down the industry for more than a month, Heather left the business and moved herself and son to Regal Bay, where she took a position as a hostess at the newly opened casino. Five years later, at the age of forty, she had earned her license as a real estate agent and taken a part-time job with the small Bayside Estates firm. Two years later, she was successful enough to quit her hostess position and concentrate full-time on real estate.
For Heather, however, the lure of exciting sex, either in front of the camera or not, was an itch that needed scratching often. Over the first few years in Regal Bay, Heather had developed a network of relationships with men and women, some she could call close friends while others were acquaintances. Eventually, she developed a group of lovers that she could call on from time to time. One of these female lovers of hers was Dr. Cynthia Price, a Professor of Sociology at the university and a member of the Regal Bay Matrons Club. After a wonderful night spent together with Cynthia and her son David, she was invited to join as an associate member.
One of the men she bedded on a regular basis James Stevens. James was someone she often hired to spruce up vacant properties she was showing to potential clients. He was a good, hard-working, middle-aged married man. He was slightly older than Heather, and despite carrying a few too many pounds due to a habit of eating steak and drinking beer nearly every night, James was still a ruggedly handsome man. It wasn't hard at all for Heather, once a porn starlet and still a well-built and sexually active middle-aged woman, to convince James that maybe a little side action here and there would do him some good, in exchange for a few discounts for his own services.
So it was that Heather would provide a little oral relief for James on afternoons when he'd take care of a property for her. And, on the rare occasion a property was needing more than just a once over or trimming, Heather was not averse to raising her skirt and giving him a quick and sloppy ride. Hell, she reasoned she was getting something in the deal as well, as James was a fairly competent cocksman. Heather had never met James' wife, but by the way James often described her as something of a lazy, frumpy type who had long ago grown tired of servicing her husband's needs, Heather was more than willing to let him take out his sexual frustrations on her once a month or so. It wasn't as if Heather was hard up for lovers, but James did do something for her.
Heather had planned for James to visit a newly acquired property of hers, to give the backyard a good once over, as well as clean up the seldom used in-ground pool. The property once belonged to an older, retired couple, who were now living the good life in a Ft. Myers retirement community. Bayside Realty had bought the property outright and was looking to turn a hefty profit on it. A new-to-the-area Indian couple was showing an interest and Heather saw a very nice commission for herself in the deal.
The afternoon was warm and the sun bright on her face as she drove out to the big house, situated on a cul-de-sac among a thick wooded hillside in the Van Winkle Heights neighborhood. The Heights were Regal Bay's most exclusive neighborhood, situated in the rolling foothills east of the Regal Bay Golf Club, with homes running well into the millions. This home was on the lower end of the scale for the neighborhood, however, with a listing at only $600,000. It was situated at the far back border of the neighborhood, with the backyard running along the highway into town.
Heather parked her year-old champagne-gold BMW 3-series in the angled driveway, alongside the familiar Stevens' Bros. Lawn and Garden Service blue-over-green panel van. She left the top down, expecting to only stay long enough to check about the vacant house as well as checking on James' work. Depending on whether he was nearly finished or not would determine whether Heather would be spending any time on her knees. She suspected she would be, either way. After all, Heather just loved to suck cock, and the belly-full of warm semen she'd sucked out of a potential client a few hours earlier had long since faded away. That quick blow job, with the man's wife checking out the basement washroom while she serviced him in the third-floor bedroom, had probably made her about $3,500 in added commission on that sale. Heather grinned naughtily as she entered the front door of the big house.
Heather made her way through the house towards the back, her high heels clicking across the kitchen linoleum as she went along. She tugged open the sliding door to the patio and went out. Her heels clicked as she strutted along the curved flag-stone walk toward the pool area. The sun was warm and bright, and Heather made out the figure of her gardener near the poolside, using a long pole with a net attached to clear leaves from the crystal-clear water. The last time she'd been on sight, the water had been something of a murky blue-green. It was obvious that James had been putting in a great deal of time here, she thought. Quite deserving of a little something extra in his pay check, she thought.
Heather was about to say something to that effect when she caught sight of the much younger man standing in front of her. This was not James Stevens, she realized, but one of his young employees. Heather made herself known, and the young man, not much older than her own son Andy, turned with a start. He had been wearing ear-phones, listening to music, and hadn't heard her approach. As it was, he very nearly fell into the pool when she tapped him on the shoulder.
"And just who are you?" Heather asked.
"I'm Landon, Landon Stevens," he replied as he pulled the pole arm from the pool. "I work for the landscaping company," he added.
"Are you James' son?" Heather asked.
Landon couldn't help but drop his eyes to her ample breasts, which were barely concealed within the tight black blouse she wore. "No, no," he stammered in reply, "I'm Uncle Jimmy's nephew. John's my dad, Jimmy's brother." He didn't need explain, as Heather knew James' brother and partner in the business. John was the primary owner in fact, having invested most of the money to start the business, she had learned. John was also a huge, fat man, and lazy as hell, or so James had told her on occasion. Landon on the other hand, was a fit young man. He was short, as tall as Heather stood in her heels in fact, and slim, but his arms looked strong. He wore a sleeveless t-shirt that had a cartoonish Ted Nugent on the front and tour dates listed down the back. He also wore well-worn blue jeans, and sandals. These, he explained later, were much more comfortable for him to work around pools in.
"Well, Landon. I'm Heather McCoy," she introduced. "I work for Bayside Realty, and your uncle works for me. So, I guess that means that you work for me as well."
"Uh, yes, Ma'am," he stammered.
"I haven't seen you around before," she said.
Landon returned to his work as he replied, "I've been working for my dad and uncle for most of the summer. Uncle Jimmy passed this on to me because he and Dad have a meeting with an investment broker. Out in Las Vegas. They're going to be gone over the weekend."
"Well, don't let me interrupt you," Heather said, and waved for him to continue his work. She suspected that this meant that James and John had headed down to Las Vegas for a weekend away from the wives. Still, as she watched Landon work, she realized just how handsome, and sexy, the younger Stevens was. His ass was tight, and a pleasant bulge in the front of his jeans was quite apparent.
Heather turned away after a few moments of silence between them and asked over her shoulder, "If you'd like a cold drink when you're finished, join me inside. I've got a few things to take care of before I head out."
Heather left the boy, yet could feel his eyes on her ass as she strutted along the walk. She exaggerated her hip-sway a little, but figured she might as well have a little fun. It didn't look like she was going to get any sexual relief on this visit, however. As she made her way through the house and taking additional notes on her new I-Pad, she thought about what fun she might have with the young Stevens. She paused a couple times as she moved through the home to watch from windows as he worked around the pool.
Heather had barely finished off her quick once over of the house when her cell phone pinged. It was a text from her office, informing her that her final client of the day had called off, sighting a late evening at the office. The couple would like to reschedule, however, for some time early the next week, her secretary said. "That will be fine, Janice," Heather replied via text. She turned to look out the back window when she found Landon standing just feet away, staring at her. He had removed his t-shirt and stood before her just wearing his tight, faded jeans. "I'll give you a call later, when I'm through here," she added before hitting send.
"All finished?" she asked Landon, waving for him to follow her towards the kitchen.
"Yes, Ma'am. I guess I'll be getting back to the shop. I've got to lock up tonight."
"Please, stop calling me "Ma'am"," she insisted. "My name is Heather and I'd like for you to call me that, as long as you're working for me, okay?" She pulled open the refrigerator and pulled a bottle of Coke out to hand him. She took a bottle for herself.
"Okay," he replied. "Heather. I like that name," he added. "There's a girl down at the bowling alley named Heather. She's a pretty blonde, just like you." He caught himself quickly. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to..."
"It's okay, Landon," she smiled at him. Heather reached out and touched his forearm lightly. "I've heard it all, after all. I have been around, you know." She smiled and popped open the Coke. She often kept drinks in the houses she showed, as it always helped to show a little hospitality to potential buyers. Or lovers.
As she sipped at her soda, her eyes went down Landon's crotch. Her tongue flicked across her lips after. She picked her phone up again and texted, "I might be a little late, so just close up shop when you've got everything finished up, okay? I'll talk to you later." She hit send and then dropped the phone into her purse. She brought her gaze up to Landon's face, but found his eyes locked to her chest.
At some point, Heather had unbuttoned an extra button on her blouse, and now most of her cleavage showed, tanned and prominent. The upper edge of her red bra was exposed, as well as a hint of the dark areola that accented her breasts. Heather could see pure desire in the young man's face.
"Sometimes I like to give your Uncle James a little something extra, for particularly excellent work," she said, in a voice little more than a whisper. "I see you've done a very respectable job on the pool, Landon. Would you like a little something extra?" This last she asked as she reached up and popped the last of her blouse's buttons free.
Landon barely nodded, but that was more than enough for Heather. Hell, the lad had her excited and the heat building up within her panties was remarkable to her. She let the black blouse fall to the floor at her feet, and then slowly she began to drop to her knees before him. She held her gaze to his face, though his eyes were locked to her over-flowing tits, which were still contained within the lacey fabric of her bra.
Once on her knees and comfortable, Heather reached up and placed a hand to either side of Landon's fly. His bulge was now positioned between her index fingers, with her thumbs hooked beneath. She could feel his breathing pick up as she knelt before him.
"Have you ever had your cock sucked, Landon?" she asked softly.
Landon nodded slightly, and then muttered, "Yeah, a few times. By girls from school."
Heather smiled warmly, still looking up into his face, and while slowly bringing her hands together atop his crotch, she said, "I'll but you've never had your big cock sucked by a girl who knows how to truly pleasure a man."
Landon's breathing grew more ragged and shallow as she gave his crotch a slight squeeze. Heather was slightly worried that she might accidentally get the boy off before ever getting his fly undone, however. She lowered her eyes to his fly and quickly, though to Landon it seemed to take forever, Heather unfastened his jeans and unzipped his fly. She reached inside to find his manhood with her fingers and with Landon shivering before her, she tugged his cock free.
"Very nice," she complimented as her fingers wrapped gently around his girth and began to slide along his length. His knob was just inches from her mouth, and Landon could feel her breath across it. He shivered again when she brushed her lips across the tip.
"Oh, god," Landon gasped when Heather's tongue flicked out and swiped across, and then around his head. When she opened wide and took the plunge, taking more than half of his cock into her mouth, he groaned loudly. "Oooohhh!"
Heather backed off and smiled up at him. "Did you like that? Would you like for me to continue?"
Landon was nodding quickly. "Please, oh god, yes!" Heather's reply was to open wide and gulp his manhood down to the root. His pubic hairs tickled her nose and his scrotum banged against her chin as Heather accepted his knob into her throat easily.
"Aaauuugghhh!" Landon grunted and put both of his hands on the back of her head, effectively holding Heather's face to his groin. She didn't mind. She ran her tongue along the underside of his shaft while working her lips around the base of his shaft. Landon's cock pulsed heavily in her mouth suddenly, and he moaned again.
Heather pushed at his hips, forcing his cock out of her throat until only his knob remained in her mouth, and then she let him pull her face forward again, plunging deep as his shaft throbbed on her tongue. Again, she pushed him back, and he responded by thrusting forward. This time, her tongue was coated with thick, tangy cream as Landon's cock began to spit.
"Ooohh!" Landon moaned as his orgasm ripped through him unexpectedly. His semen jetted out, straight down Heather's open throat before she could again push him back. Her tongue was coated with a thick blast a second later and she hummed her hungry approval, enjoying the taste of him before he again pushed hard and deep. Heather allowed him to finish cumming, buried deep in her mouth. His hips trembled as she stroked his thighs. Another pulse of his shaft and a fresh refill of young male seed flooded her mouth. She swallowed, her throat working around his knob, milking it. Landon again gasped and vibrated with excitement as her belly warmed with his semen.
Landon's cock began to deflate after she milked the last of his cream. Heather cupped and massaged his scrotum while holding his knob between her lips. Another thick drop spilled onto her tongue and she swirled it around his knob, coating it with spit and cum. Heather opened her mouth and pulled back, smiling at the glistening mess she'd left behind on Landon's cock-head.
"That was exciting," she smiled up into his face. Landon was panting for breath, even though all he had done was stand and enjoy her oral talents. Heather tucked his slimy cock back into his underwear and pulled up the zipper, putting him away. Landon staggered back a step and she wiped an index finger across her lips, catching up the few drops of Landon's cream that had escaped her lips. She made sure Landon was watching as she seductively licked at her finger.



"I'm sorry," Landon apologized a moment later, after he'd dropped onto a bar stool and gulped at his Coke. "I didn't mean to..."
"It's all right, Landon," Heather smiled as she stepped to the other side of the bar to retrieve her own bottle. She took a sip, savoring the flavor of boy-cream mixed with sweet cola on her tongue for a moment. She smiled warmly at Landon and said, "I have that effect on men at times."
Landon's eyes were on her chest once again, and he saw a hint of her nipples along the top edges of her bra. She noticed this as well, and sighed. She reached up and with both hands gave her bra cups a slight downward tug, letting Landon get an eyeful of her pink nipples. His jaw dropped for a moment as he took in the sight of Heather's tits. She pulled the cups up a moment later, hiding her assets once again.
"Maybe next time we'll get a little more comfortable and take our time," she suggested. "Unfortunately, I do have another engagement I must attend to. Can you lock up here?" Heather finished off her Coke and set the empty bottle on the counter. She retrieved her blouse and pulled it on.
"Uh, yes, Ma'am. I can lock up," Landon finally replied.
Heather looked at him for a moment, and then, as she started for the front door, recovering her handbag as she went, she said, "If you don't stop calling me "Ma'am", I might not feel compelled to take care of your needs. Say, tomorrow afternoon?"
Landon was up and following her to the door then. "I'm sorry, Ma'am...um. I'm sorry, Heather! I'll remember!"
Pausing at the door, Heather looked back at her newest puppy and smiled sinfully. "In that case, I'll give your Uncle a call in the morning. I might have some work for you. Do a decent job, and maybe we'll see about taking care of any needs you might have, after the job is done." Heather went out before Landon could reply, pulling the door closed behind her. Once settled in her car, she again texted her office, leaving Janice a message to have the pool serviced at another one of her properties in the morning. With that done, Heather fired up her BMW and pulled out. She saw Landon, still standing in the doorway, and smiled again. She couldn't wait to start training her newest puppy!
Checking the time as she drove, Heather realized that she was running about ten minutes late. "Oh, well. If he can't wait a few minutes, then why should I even bother?"
The drive across town was quick, and Heather turned into the North Bay neighborhood not more than fifteen minutes after having her mouth filled with hot boy-cream. She grinned wickedly as she turned onto Daybreak Drive, a hint of semen still on her tongue. Six houses down on the left sat another of the properties she was charged with, and to her delight, the black Chevy Silverado pick-up she expected to find was still parked out in front. She turned into the driveway and parked her BMW. With a quick glance in the mirror, she hopped out and strode confidently toward the front door. It was unlocked, as she had expected, and she pushed on in.
Standing in the furnished front room of the rental home, Heather could hear music coming from the back of the house, in the direction of the bedrooms. She dropped her purse into the recliner that faced an empty entertainment center. She paused, and then with a wicked grin, she decided to take the opportunity to get comfortable.
Heather found Cody Hutchens as expected. He was in the master bedroom, which for this sized house was rather crowded with the queen-sized bed, a pair of nightstands flanking it, and a wall-length dresser. Cody sat in the middle of the made-up bed, still wearing his company-logo red t-shirt and greyed black jeans that was his usual work attire, though he'd taken his work boots and socks off. Cody was one of the marina's top mechanics and worked out of the main North Bay Marina shops. Recently, he had been made a shift supervisor and with the extra income, he and his wife were looking to buy a home for their young family and get out of the rental apartment they currently occupied.
Cody's eyes grew wide as he took in the outfit that Heather now wore. She'd shed her blouse and skirt in the living room, and now only wore the red lace bra and matching panties, along with the black thigh-high nylons and high-heels she'd left on, Heather strutted into the bedroom to greet him.
"Hello, Cody," she smiled warmly as she reached out to take his hand in hers. "It's so nice of you to meet me here, at such short notice."
Cody had to clear his throat before replying, "It was no bother. I was able to get off work a little early."
Heather climbed into the bed beside him and said, "I'm sure you've had a look around, haven't you? What do you think? Is this what you and your wife were looking for? It is in a nice neighborhood, with a nice backyard for your children to play." Even as she talked business, she had started to stroke Cody's thigh, right up to his crotch, though she went no further.
Again, Cody cleared his throat. "Yes, it's a nice place. I like that it's already furnished. We really don't have much."
Heather leaned closer, just inches from his face, before continuing. "I think it's well within your price range. As a rent-to-own, you will have that flexibility should things change one way or the other for you." She kissed him, ever so lightly. "Of course, this is the fourth home we've looked at, and I really don't think you'll find anything better," pausing to again kiss him, "especially in your price range," and another kiss, "that also comes with this sort of benefit." She grabbed his crotch and gave his package a gentle squeeze, while again kissing him, though with a bit more passion than before.
This was not the first time she and Cody had gone through this ritual. In fact, she had all but raped the young man, if 31 was considered young, while showing him the first house on her list a week before. Since then, Heather had met Cody in two other rent-to-own properties, and fucked him in each. She was enjoying herself, stringing the strong young mechanic along. She didn't often do this sort of thing, not when there was money to be made. In Cody's case however, he reminded her very much of a young actor in the business she once had a crush on, and now she was reimagining one of her favorite shoots, using Cody as her muse at it were.
Even though he was a happily married man and father of two, Cody was still a man. When Heather, a woman nearly twenty years older but so much more sexually charges than his wife Sara, had taken advantage of him, who was he to resist? After all, he had been a strong and faithful husband for seven years. What could a little something on the side hurt, especially if it got him a new home for his family, at a better rate?
Heather sat up onto her knees and asked, "Well, Mr. Hutchens. What can I do for you to get you and your family into this home?" His attention was fully on Heather's breasts, so prominently displayed within their red lace packaging, now strategically placed at eye level.
Cody, recalling how Heather enjoyed role-playing it seemed, said innocently, "Um. Well, I'm kind of a boob guy. Can I see your boobs?"
Heather grinned and shook her upper chest. "Sure. You can even pet them, if you'd like."
Cody reached out and cupped her large breasts, feeling their weight contained within the bra. "Squeeze them," she sighed, and he did. "That's nice. I like to have strong hands on my tits, and you've got strong hands." Using his thumbs, Cody hooked the cups and pulled them down to release Heather's breasts and bring her nipples into view. They were pale, the same color as her breasts, and popped out like little erasers. He felt the tell-tale scaring beneath each, right where the breast and chest met, and he knew that she'd been augmented. That didn't bother him. Tits were tits, in his book.
"Give them a kiss hello," Heather purred, and Cody again did as she asked, delivering a sucking kiss to each nipple while continuing to squeeze her firm globes. She unhooked her bra and let it fall away. As he continued to pleasure her nipples, she stroked his brown, crew-cut hair, while moaning delightfully for him. After a few minutes, Heather told him to lay back, and dutifully, he followed her instructions.
Heather continued to play her role, noting trivial things about the house that he and his family would enjoy, all the while she unfastened his jeans and pulled his rigid manhood free. She built up a mouthful of saliva and then dripped it onto his shaft, wrapping her fingers around it a moment later. As she began to stroke him, she asked, "If all goes well with the bank, do you think you would be ready to move in by the end of next week?" Before he replied, she dropped her mouth down to his cock-head and wrapped her lips tightly around it. Her tongue flicked at his tip, making Cody moan excitedly and push his hips upward.
"Ooohh, yes! I'd love to move in, right now if I could," he groaned. His meaning was not lost on her, and with a smile on her lips, she pushed down until his cock was fully engulfed. "Ooooohhhhhh!" he groaned louder. "God, damn! That's so good! I wish Sara could do that," he added as he felt Heather's throat ripple around his knob. He just about lost it right then, as he had the first time she'd done that to him. Heather recognized his hair-trigger now, and backed up slowly, until she only held his knob in her mouth. His pre-cum was salty and thick on her tongue. She knew how to close a sale.
Taking a moment to strip Cody out of his jeans and underwear, and giving him a much-needed moment to regain control, Heather lowered herself face-down between his parted legs. Looking up from his crotch, Heather smiled with her bright blue eyes as she began to work him over with her mouth. She licked his balls, his shaft, and his knob, coating them all with saliva. She tickled his anus with the tip of her tongue before sucking both nuts into her mouth and rolling them with her tongue. She hummed, sending vibrations through his groin that caused his cock to dance and leak. All the while, Cody was moaning. These were things no woman had ever done for him. Things he wanted his wife to learn how to do.
With Cody in a little more control, Heather went back to work on his dick. Slowly, she went down on him once again, taking his cock inch by inch into her throat, until she once again had his pubic hair tickling her nose. She took a deep breath of his manly scent, thick and heavy after a day of work on the dry-docks. It was that scent that made her cunt tingle most. In the business, everyone went straight out of the showers to the set, all cleaned up and out, ready to fuck on film. It got to the point that at times the floral scent of soap made her either nauseous or horny. With a true manly stink, however, she always got horny.
Cody enjoyed a full ten minutes of deep throat action from one of Hollywood's best without ever knowing it. He figured his real estate agent was just exceptionally skilled. And he had no way of knowing that even as he lay there, his dick deep in her mouth, Heather was replaying one of her favorite fuck-scenes in her mind, with his body.
Eventually, Heather felt that the scene was played out, and moved on. She let Cody's dripping cock fall from her lips and returned to her knees between his. "So, what would you like next, my darling?" With his eyes on her body, she crawled out of bed and stood with her back to him. Over her shoulder, she asked, "Do you have an idea? Of what you'd like me to do?" First, she popped the clip of her bra and let it fall to the floor. Next, she hooked her panties and pushed them down while bending at the waist, presenting her wide, toned ass for him. Cody sat up and lay a hand on each cheek, caressing her smooth flesh as she playfully wiggled her butt. She stepped out of her panties and now only wore the stockings and her heels. Looking back at him, she pressed her hips toward him and he grinned, his eyes on her ass.
"Oooooo!" Heather hummed as Cody unexpectedly pressed his face to her ass and licked her crack, from her asshole up. The next time, he pushed her cheeks apart and started his lick a little lower, against her pussy slot, before again stroking up through her crevasse. "I thought you were a boob man. You seem to enjoy asses as well." She stepped away from him and turned to face the bed.
"Get your clothes off," she insisted, and what little he still wore was tossed to the floor a moment later. As Cody acted, Heather reached into the near night stand and pulled out a small bottle of lubricant she had placed there some days earlier. It wasn't as if Cody was the first potential renter she'd entertained that week. And it was still only Wednesday.
Heather squirted out a handful of the lubrication and then handed the bottle to her young lover. "Lube yourself up," she told him while spreading the clear fluid along her slot. She pushed two dripping fingers up inside herself while watching Cody smear the same along his shaft and knob. This was industrial-strength lubrication, designed for the porn industry, and contained germ and sperm-killing agents. Heather rarely demanded her lovers use a condom, as they were just so messy afterward, and she wasn't worried so much about getting pregnant again. That issue had been taken care of long ago.
Heather went to her knees on the bed and turned to present her ass for him. His hands returned to her hips and began to stroke her flesh. She felt the remnants of the lubrication on his fingers as he caressed her. She reached between her parted thighs and took hold of his cock. Expertly, she guided him into her and she rolled her hips back to plunge down his length.
"Oooooo," she sighed as his cock filled her. The look on his face showed that he was equally enjoying the sensations of their joining, if not more. Cody began to rock his hips, working his dick in and out of Heather's pussy. He loved the feel of her velvety grip, which was so much tighter than his own wife's, belying the fact that Heather had taken more cock in her lifetime than 95% of the women her age in the nation. Sara had been with only two other men in her 29 years, and after two children Cody imagined she was loose enough to park a truck in.
"God, your pussy is so fucking good," Cody moaned as he began to pick up his pace, unaware that Heather regularly worked her Kegel muscles for just such a reaction.
"I'm glad you like it," Heather smiled back at him. She had lowered her shoulders into the mattress, leaving her hips high, and had one hand working her clit as Cody screwed her. The mattress bounced and squeaked beneath them as Cody sped up his pace, and then slowed to enjoy himself for as long as he could. This was not the first time he'd fucked Heather, but it might be the last and he wanted it to go for as long as possible.
"Aaahhh, aaaahhh, aaaahhh!" Heather moaned as Cody worked her. It might have been business to her, but it was also pleasurable. She enjoyed getting fucked almost as much as she enjoyed depositing the checks into her account that came to her as a result. Getting an orgasm on the cock of her lovers had always been the icing on the cake. She worked her clit hard as Cody again picked up his pace, and soon she was peaking.
"Aaaahhhh, fuck!" she grunted as her pussy spasmed and creamed. "So fucking good!" she added. Even as Cody continued to drive into her, Heather dropped away from him and quickly rolled onto her back.
"Back inside! Get back inside me!" she panted as she continued to rub her clit, now on her back and spread wide for him.
Cody grabbed hold of her ankles and lifted her legs while laying his cock across her slit. She took him in hand and again guided him inside her slot. He plunged deep and resumed fucking her.
"Aaaahhhh!" she moaned loudly. Her free hand went to his hairy chest and began to rub his nipples, which she knew from experience were sensitive, and his cock twitched in response. She smiled and flicked at the man's little nub with her finger nail, making his dick twitch again.
"You like that, don't you?" she laughed. He was still driving into her, his mouth hanging open as he panted for breath. She took hold of one nipple between her nails and pinched lightly.
"Oooowww!" Cody groaned. He pushed deep into the warm pussy and held himself there. She pinched again, and his dick pulsed. He was going to cum if she didn't stop.
"I think you might enjoy a little pain, young man," Heather grinned while squeezing her vagina tight around his penetrating shaft. "You know, I have a friend who could cater to your needs, if you're interested." She punctuated this with another pinch of his nipples, now using both hands. Cody again moaned but didn't reply. His cock twitched again and again, and Heather knew he would soon be dumping his thick male seed inside her. She stopped and stroked her hands down his flanks.
"Fuck me, damn it!" she purred. Cody let her legs fall around his waist. He leaned over her, pressing his hands into the mattress to either side of her shoulders, and while looking down into her beautiful blue eyes, he again began fucking her mature pussy with long, deep thrusts.
"That's it, baby! Fuck me hard and deep! That's how this old cunt likes it! Hard and deep!" Heather was enjoying herself now. She enjoyed controlling her lovers, especially those who were young, married, and had something to lose, even though she'd never hold that against them. It was all part of the fun and games she enjoyed playing now that she was a middle-aged woman.
As Cody continued to work her over with his mighty manhood, Heather heard her cell phone chime. It remained in the front room, but the ringer was turned up. That would be her son, she figured, given the time. Andy would either be home now, wondering where she was, or checking in to let his mother know that he wouldn't be home directly after school.
Cody was now plunging into her deep and slow, panting with each thrust. Heather looked up at him, echoing his grunts with her own. He was obviously enjoying himself, as was she. He was better than most, she thought. She might even want to add him to her own personal small stable of men on call, should he feel so inclined.
"Oh, god! Oh, fuck!" he suddenly began to moan. Cody was about to climax. He started thrusting harder and with more erratic plunges. Heather felt his cock pulsing within her grip. Again, she reached up and began to rub his nipples, this time with her thumbs.
"Give it to me!" she demanded, looking up at him. She felt his cock throb. "Yes! Cum for me, Cody! Fill me up with your seed!" He throbbed again, and then she felt his worming cream flow.
"Oooohhh, fuck!" Cody grunted as he rammed hard and deep, holding his cock inside her as he began to cum. "Uuuuunnnngggghhh!" he grunted as his cock exploded, seemingly sending the entire contents of his balls into her belly in a single almost painful blast. "Oooohhh, god!" he moaned again and again.
Heather watched the painful expressions crease his face as he dumped his load inside her. She wondered if he ever climaxed as hard at home, and doubted it. She had a way, she knew, of bringing it out of a man. Cody was panting hard and fast now, with sweet beading across his face and chest from the effort. He held himself deep inside her for a lingering minute after she had felt the last throb of his cock. He was still semi-rigid when he finally collapsed and slipped out of her vaginal grip, to fall to the mattress beside her.
"I'm glad you enjoyed yourself," she grinned at him, looking down on him now as she lay propped up on one elbow. She stroked his chest with her hand and playfully flicked at each nipple, noticing the twitching of his withering cock each time. After another minute or two, she rolled from the bed and stood naked in the furnished bedroom.



Falling easily back into her Real Estate persona, Heather said, "With the signed lease, you will be getting not only a home, but you'll be getting me, as your personal agent. If you are ever in need of anything, please, do not hesitate to call and ask." She leaned down and gave Cody the briefest of kisses on the lips before continuing. "You have my office number, and my cell number. I'm always available. Just make an appointment, and I'll take care of all your needs. Personally. And that goes for your wife, if you're not available. Just have her call and I'll be happy to take care of her, whatever she might need, or want."
Heather collected up her underwear, but didn't put them on. Instead she waited for Cody to roll into a seated position at the edge of the bed. "I'll be in my office first thing in the morning, and I will be expecting you, Mr. Larson. The rental papers will be ready and all we will need are a few signatures, I'll hand over the keys, and you and your family will be free to move in as you please."
Cody's mind was reeling from the intense fucking he'd just enjoyed, and barely grasped the fact that he'd committed to signing a lease. He looked at the bed he sat on, knowing that this very bed in which his wife would sleep had just seen him cheat on her, though not for the first time. He again looked at Heather, his Real Estate Agent, standing fully nude before him, a wide smile on her face of satisfaction. He wondered if it was from his manhood, or her closing another deal. What did it matter? Buyer's remorse was all his.
"I could stop by about eleven," he said. "During my lunch hour."
"That would be wonderful!" she replied, and then leaned in to give him a kiss. She also gave his limp cock a light stroke of her fingers. "I'll be looking forward to seeing you then." With that said, Heather turned and left, leaving Cody naked in the bed. "Feel free to shower, if you'd like," she called. "There are a few towels in the cabinet over the toilet."
Heather pulled on her skirt and blouse, forgoing her underwear, which she tossed into her purse. She left Cody in the house, ensuring that the one-way lock was triggered as she went out. Back in her car, she checked the time. She'd completed that negotiation in under an hour, she noted. A quick check of her cell phone confirmed that it had been her son texting. He was home, it said, but would be heading out with friends and wouldn't be home until late. She was free to enjoy her evening. Heather scrolled through her contacts list and tapped one. A moment later, Teagan O'Riley answered.
"Teagan! It's Heather. Did you have any plans for the evening? I was thinking we could spend it watching the fine young studs strutting up and down the boardwalk."
"Well, I guess I'll be free," Teagan's songful Irish lilt came over the blue-tooth car speaker. "Just as soon as I take care of a minor matter that keeps popping up here at home," she added.
"Need any help? I'm free!" Heather replied, knowing quite well what her friend was insinuating. She had a man over.
Heather could hear a voice in the background, but couldn't make out who it might have been. A moment later, Teagan said, "I probably could do with a little assistance. It was a long day for me, and I just don't have the energy for a third go-around," she giggled.
"I'll be there in five minutes!" Heather told her and started her car. Teagan lived in North Bay, not far from where the rental home was. The drive took her less than five minutes, in fact. And five minutes after that, Heather was again naked and enjoying the fulfilling pleasures of a hard, young cock sliding into her insatiable vagina.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 34
Maggie's Tales -- Part 1
Margaret O'Hara arrived home, exhausted as usual, shortly after five-thirty. Since moving to Regal Bay just over two years before, Maggie, as she wanted to be called, had not taken a vacation, nor had she taken any real extended time off. The last two years for the 44-year-old had been stressful, to say the least. With her husband incarcerated in Leavenworth Federal Penitentiary for tax fraud, tax evasion, and a full list of other issues, Maggie had to work hard to put together a fresh start on life for herself and her children.
Maggie Jenkins and Roger O'Hara had been certified public accountants back home in Chicago when they met at a job interview. They both applied for the same position though neither landed it. Instead, they got together and set up their own small shop. In time, they established themselves as a neighborhood tax office. They also fell in love, married, and started a family, though there was more and a decade between their oldest son Patrick and his two siblings, Katy and Arty.
Maggie had given birth to Patrick at 22, but complications following his birth prevented Maggie and Roger from having more children right away. Maggie had to go through multiple treatments before she was physically able to conceive again, though it wasn't until she was in her mid-thirties that Arthur, and then two years later Katherine, were born. By this point, O'Hara Tax Services had already come under the eyes of the IRS and local authorities.
Life had been good and getting better for them, right up until Maggie and Roger had been indicted for tax fraud regarding several accounts maintained by their small company. As it turned out, and unknown to Maggie, Roger had taken on several accounts tied to Chicago-area organized crime. Roger was eventually convicted of several tax-related crimes, thanks in no small part to a local mobster who decided to take everyone with the slightest tie to his organization down with him. Maggie had been cleared of any wrong-doing, though their family business was closed, her license as a CPA in the state of Illinois was revoked, and all their assets, along with their home and two cars, were seized. Even before Roger's sentencing, Maggie had decided to leave Chicago and start anew elsewhere.
Having moved her children back in with her parents for the short term in South Bend, Maggie began a lengthy job search. Learning of an opening through and on-line search engine, Maggie borrowed money from her father to fly out to Eugene, Oregon, where she interviewed with a private accounting firm. It went well and soon she was offered a position in the firm's new Regal Bay office. She would be one of four CPA's working with several business clients around the area, she was told. However, within months of relocating her children to the small bay-side city, Maggie was again out of work when the office was closed. Through an acquaintance, Maggie was introduced to Frank Vaughn, who subsequently hired her on at Bayside Realty. She had been working long hours there since.
It was shortly after six in the evening on a warm Tuesday in mid-June when she got home. Patrick wasn't home, nothing unusual there, even though she knew he had only worked a half day. "Little shit's probably out fucking around with his friends as the beach, again," Maggie muttered to herself as she dropped her purse into the sofa. She kicked off her heels and padded through to the kitchen, where she pulled a cold bottle of beer from the refrigerator. It was one of those expensive regionally brewed craft beers that her son enjoyed. Maggie didn't really care for micro-brews, favoring instead traditional Budweiser, her late father's beer of choice. Still, the Diamond Knot IPAs were all she had in the refrigerator until she made a trip to the store, so she popped the cap, tossed it into the trash as she left the kitchen, and headed for the dining room. Along the way, she sent a text to her sitter, letting Carol know that she was home now and could bring her two youngest children home any time she liked.
The small office desk where they kept the family computer sat at one end of the small room, next to the window that faced the driveway. The afternoon sun was bright across the desk so she rolled the shades down before settling into the creaky, second-hand leather desk chair. Each evening Maggie ritualistically checked her e-mails, though she rarely responded to any that weren't business specific. It was the primary means by which she kept up with her family back in Chicago and Northern Indiana. It was also how her husband's lawyer kept her informed about the on-going investigations, not that she gave a shit anymore. She had been cleared across the board. Her husband had taken the fall and was serving the time, but she was left with having to deal with putting her life back together. She wondered which was worse.
Maggie had gulped back nearly half of the beer as the computer started up. Once ready, she typed in her personal password and then went through her personal e-mails quickly, finding nothing of interest or importance there. She started to head for the Facebook icon, but instead went back to the start-up screen and typed in her son's password. As if Patrick thought she didn't know it, she grinned to herself. Using his beer's name as a password. It had been over a week since she'd checked on his personal files and browser history. Not that she cared, but she was interested in whether he had been in communications with his locked-up father or not.
However, the first thing she noticed when his homepage came up was the several new file folders on the desktop. It wasn't the files themselves that caught her attention, but the notations beneath each.
"What the fuck!" she blurted out. Nearly every single folder had the tags "Mother", "Mother-Son", or "Incest" attached. Maggie highlighted one folder with "Mother-Son" beneath it and found an extensive list of files. They were coded strangely but each had the "Mother-Son", "M-S" or some similar notation attached. She clicked on the top file and a video player popped up in a second window. Maggie moved the curser to it and clicked on the run button. The movie, obviously home-made and amateur, began, and as Maggie watched, she realized that it was a movie of a young man having sex with an older woman. The resemblance between the two, who had to be nearly thirty years in age apart, left no doubt as to what Maggie was watching. It was incest! A son and mother having intercourse. Mother-Son sex.
"You have got to be kidding me!" Maggie gasped. She stopped the video, the son in mid stroke driving his dick up his mother's ass centered in the screen, and clicked on the next listing down. Again, an obvious mother-son video, this one a different couple, lying in a big bed, with her eventually atop him riding his long cock through orgasms. Several minutes later, the video ended and Maggie shamefully realized that she had watched the entire movie, nearly ten minutes in length, and yet it was a blur in her mind. She clicked on the next listing, and then the next. All the movies featured similar themes of older women fucking, or rather getting fucked, by much younger men. It began to dawn on Maggie that her son was a true pervert.
"Is this what Patrick enjoys?" she asked the empty house. "Does he like watching older women fuck young guys, their own kids?" She suddenly realized that Patrick had been looking at her strangely at times over the last few weeks. In fact, she recalled several times when she was sure she had closed her bedroom, or the bathroom door, and yet found them slightly open. "Has Patrick been watching me? Is he hot for me, his own mother?" As she thought about it, Patrick's behavior had been going on for some time. At least since his father had been jailed and they had been forced to live in closer quarters. Even back in South Bend, living with her parents, Maggie recalled several times that her then teen-aged son seemed to always catch her in awkward moments, half-dressed in her bedroom or walking in on her in the bathroom. Had he been doing it on purpose, all of these years, she wondered?
In that moment, Maggie heard the deep growl of Landon Stevens' truck approaching. Landon often gave Patrick rides as the two young men worked together at Stevens' Brothers Lawn and Garden Service, a landscaping company owned by Landon's father and uncle. Maggie started to log off from her son's account, but instead she simply shut down the monitor. She wanted to confront Patrick about his secret world, but wasn't going to do it in front of Landon, should he stick around. To Maggie's relief, however, Landon's truck pulled away a moment after stopping out front, and Patrick entered through the side door.
"Patrick," Maggie called, and her son replied with a simple, "It's me." Maggie left the desk and with the nearly empty beer bottle in hand, she found Patrick in the kitchen, where he was also grabbing a beer upon his arrival. "Get me another, would you?" Maggie asked her son as she tossed the empty into the trash can.
"Hey! I paid for those!" Patrick told her. Still, he pulled a fresh beer, the last, from the refrigerator and handed it to her. He tossed his cap into the trash can and passed her, headed down the hallway towards his bedroom. He stank of sweet and dirt, and Maggie realized that he must have been putting in a few extra hours of work and not goofing around at the beach. She was wrong to assume he had been out screwing around. Was she wrong about him having desires for her as well, she wondered? And yet, as she pulled a deep gulp of her fresh beer, she felt a need that maybe her son could in fact fill for her.
In the twenty-eight months since moving to Regal Bay, Maggie hadn't dated anyone on a regular basis. She was technically still married to Roger, even though he wouldn't be out for anther sixteen years. She hadn't had sex of any kind, she realized, since leaving Chicago behind, and that had been a one-off with a guy she had known from the sandwich shop next door to their office for three years. Kind of a give-in fuck to a guy who'd hit on her and flirted with her non-stop, even as she had to defend herself against the very same charges that had sent her husband to Leavenworth Prison. That one-off had been the last time Maggie had had any kind of sex, and it hadn't been all that great, given the three-year build-up. Wham-bam-thank-you-ma' am. Right in the backseat of the guy's Ford Fusion, in the parking lot behind the building she no longer worked in.
Maggie heard Patrick bang the bathroom door closed, and a moment later the shower started up. Her son was cleaning up, as he always did after work. Except for the new knowledge her nibbing on the computer had uncovered, things around their household were holding to the usual routine. Maggie took another gulp of the beer, feeling it in her head for the first time, and set the bottle on the counter. She headed down the hallway and knocked on the bathroom door.
"What?" Patrick barked from inside the shower.
"I'm going to the store in a while," she told her son. "I need you to watch the kids while I'm out. Carol will be dropping them off any time now. Is there anything you want or need? Anything special for dinner?"
"I'm going out to the movies with Landon," he replied. "We'll eat out. You can restock my beers, though, since you've drank them all."
"I only had the two," she insisted.
"Get a case of Sam Adams, instead," he told her, adding, "The Summer Ale. Landon says they're pretty good."
Maggie started to turn away, but hesitated. She looked at the door knob, and then said, "I've got to pee before I leave."
"Really? Can't I get any privacy in this house?" Patrick moaned.
Maggie opened the door and said, "Until we can afford a better house, we're stuck sharing the same bathroom." She left the door slightly ajar as she moved to the toilet. Just beyond the shower doors, which for the first time she realized were a frosted glass, Maggie could make out her son's tall, lean form. She realized that he was standing there, just a few feet away from her, naked and wet. She paused, watching his figure move in the shower, before reaching under her black skirt to tug her panties down. She settled onto the toilet and began to urinate, and yet all the time she was looking at her son.
"What am I doing?" she muttered to herself. Still she watched, and suddenly, she imagined that the women in the videos might have been in just such a situation as she now found herself in. Did they wonder about their own sons' lusts for them? Did they unconsciously give their sons signals that encouraged them into incest? Was that what Maggie was doing, sitting in the bathroom watching her son shower? She never infringed on his bathroom time before. She always waited until he was finished and the bathroom free before she relieved herself. What was she doing now, sitting bare-assed on the toilet, watching her son shower?
"Are you still in here?" Patrick moaned, and Maggie realized that she'd finished pissing long ago. She quickly wiped herself, and then stood up.
"I'm done," she told him, and yet, instead of pulling up her panties, she stepped out of them, leaving them on the floor, beneath the sink. She had no idea why she did it. She quickly washed her hands and told him, "I'm heading for the store now. Don't be out late, okay? You've got work in the morning."
"Really, Mom?" Patrick grunted as he shut off the shower. "I think I can take care of myself. I know I've got to work in the morning." As she stepped through the doorway, Patrick pulled the shower door open and Maggie got a brief glimpse of her son, tall, naked, and sporting a long, semi-erect cock as he stepped out. She just managed to pull the door shut before his eyes could notice her staring. Her son had indeed grown up.
Back in the kitchen, Maggie grabbed up her purse, stepped into a pair of flats, and headed out to the driveway before her son finished in the bathroom. She'd forgotten that she hadn't any panties on until she was already in her 4-year-old Chevy Malibu and backing out into the street. As she pulled away, she gave Carol and her two youngest children a wave as they walked along the sidewalk. Carol Lightford, a curly red-haired eighteen-year-old high school senior, lived around the corner from the O'Hara's and had been baby-sitting for Maggie since she and her children moved in. Carol had a crush on her oldest son, but Patrick seemed to not see her. After her latest discovery about her son and his on-line viewing habit, Maggie understood why that was. Carol was just too young for him.
The store was a few miles away, and by the time she'd finished shopping and had returned home, Patrick was already gone for the evening. Carol sat in the living room with the young ones watching SpongeBob SquarePants on television.
"Patrick asked me to stick around, until you got back from the store," Carol explained. The teen assisted Maggie in putting away the groceries without being asked.
"How have you been, Carol?" Maggie asked. She knew that the teen had a rough home-life. Her father was a fisherman and even on the few days he was home he spent down by the marina in the bars. Her mother was just as bad. Paula Lightford was a notorious drunk and had been arrested on several drunk and disorderly charges through just the two years Maggie had known them. Carol was their only child and seemed very mature for her age, even though she was soon to graduate. Maggie knew that she was smart enough to attend college but wouldn't go, since her family would not have the money to send her. Her family barely had money to pay the bills, or so Maggie had heard.
"Pretty good, I guess," Carol answered.
"Seeing anyone?" Maggie asked as she pulled a Pepsi for each of them from the refrigerator and handed one to the teen.
Carol blushed and shook her head. "Not really."
"Well, a pretty girl like you should be hounded day and night," Maggie said. "I'm really surprised that you've not been snatched up."
"I have been seeing a guy," Carol admitted a moment later. "He's older, so I don't like to talk about it." She shrugged, not elaborating any further.
Maggie looked at her sitter for a moment, and then asked, "Is he old enough that he's married? Is that it?"
Carol looked up with shock on her face, and then shook her head. "No, no! It's not that," the teen demanded, but Maggie could tell that she was lying. "He's not married," Carol added unnecessarily.
Maggie patted her on the arm. "Don't worry. Your secret's safe with me, if it is a secret."
Carol smiled weakly. "Please, don't tell anyone, okay? I don't want people talking about me."
"I won't, Carol."
"I just...well...I like older guys, you know?" she admitted. Carol glanced towards the living room to make sure neither of the young one were snooping before adding, "I don't know what it is. I just think men are so much better for me right now, better than guys my own age."
"Patrick's older than you, you know," Maggie offered. "And he's not married."
"Patrick doesn't like girls my age, he told me so. Besides, I think he'd rather make out with girls older than him." Carol gave Maggie a look, and the older woman suspected that this teen-ager knew more about her son and his sexual cravings that she did. "I think he even likes women more your age, Mrs. O'Hara."
Maggie let that comment sit for a moment, and then made one of her own. "Do you like men more my age, Carol?" She knew the answer before the teen responded.
"I think I do," Carol said in a hushed voice. "This guy I've been seeing, you know, well, he's like in his thirties." She paused. "He's married, with a kid even," she shrugged again. She then looked up and blatantly told Maggie, "He's one of my teachers from school."
"Oh, my," Maggie gasped, and then giggled. "You've not only got a crush on a teacher, but you're seeing him on the low-down! My, have you grown up, young lady! Don't worry, Carol. Your secret is definitely safe with me."
After that, their conversation turned to more mundane things, and Carol ended up staying for dinner. After helping with the dishes, Carol told her, "I wish my mom was like you, Mrs. O'Hara."
"Carol, please. Call me Maggie. After all, we've been talking about your sex-life, so we're on a first-name basis now I think."
"Okay. Maggie." Carol gave her a quick hug before leaving for home. It was nearly nine and time for Maggie to get her two youngest into bed. There was nothing on television she was interested in, and Maggie found herself drawn back to the computer desk. Soon she was once again typing in her son's password. This time, she went to the bottom of the page, to the oldest down-loads. She wanted to watch his entire library, from start to finish as it were, although there were more than thirty once she counted them.
One of the files was marked "RBMoms" and had nearly a dozen films listed. Maggie selected the first on the list and settled back to watch. It only took her a moment to recognize the woman involved. It was a university professor, Cynthia Price, having sex with not just one but two young men. Maggie had no idea of either, or both, were her sons. The video had been filmed from a stationary position and the sound was so bad that nothing said could be made out. But Maggie indeed recognized the woman. She'd met her some time back at a meet-and-greet at Bayside.
After that, Maggie browsed through the "RBMoms" files quickly and realized that more than a few of the movies "starred" people she knew or recognized from around Regal Bay. "What the hell is going on around here?" she muttered to herself, drunkenly, as the effects of the vodka was taking hold.
So it was that Maggie, still seated in front of the computer with a video playing, was surprised by her son when Patrick returned home. He had come through the kitchen and had a bottle of the Sam Adams in hand when he came up to her. When he realized just what his mother was watching, he reached across his mother's arm and hit the escape button, dumping the on-line link. He even pushed her back from the desk, rolling the chair against the wall as he stepped between her and the computer. "What are you doing, Mom? That's my stuff! How did you get into my personal shit?" he growled.



Maggie was quickly getting angry at her son. "In my house, you don't have any secrets from me, young man!" she replied, equally loud. "Are you going to tell me about what I found? How long have you been downloading porn?"
Patrick replied, "That's none of your business! I'm an adult! I'm twenty-two years old! I don't have to answer to you, not anymore!"
"As long as you live under my roof, you do!" she replied. Standing up, facing her son now, Maggie went on. "I came home from work today, sat down to innocently check my e-mail, and found this...garbage! Do you know anything about it? I'm sure you do. Shit! You hadn't logged out from your last session, that's how I ended up discovering your sick bullshit!" Not exactly a lie, she knew, but what did he know.
"So, you already saw this, when I was home earlier?" Patrick demanded. "You didn't say anything then. Why now?"
Maggie hesitated, and then replied, "I wanted to make sure of what I was seeing. Now that I've seen your entire library...I'm shocked and extremely upset about what I saw."
Patrick took a step back. His eyes were on his mother's when he asked, in a somewhat calmer voice, "So, you watched the movies? Is that it? You've been sitting here all night, watching my porn? Is that it, Mother?"
Maggie ignored his accusations, however true they might be, and continued. "That, my dear, is filthy! It's wrong!" She reached over and quickly typed as she continued. "I cannot believe you look at that. You didn't even delete the history," she added, and pointed to the screen where his recent browser history was listed in a window. "I wouldn't doubt that you even wanted me to see that," she accused, not realizing what she had intended to say didn't come out as she had wanted it. She looked hard at her son, his brown eyes boring hard into her, and suddenly realized how much he resembled her own father, from the old Army pictures she'd seen in family albums.
"I don't think you should be digging into my life, Mom," Patrick replied. His voice was a bit softer and as he noticed one of the movies from his library start up in a new window, he realized that she didn't seem as angry as she wanted to, not as she usually was. He noticed that his mother had accidently clicked on one of the titles, and now as it began to play, she too looked to the monitor. Unknowingly, she had clicked on one of the few movies that didn't feature a mother-son scene. Instead, this one featured Patrick having sex in the living room of an older woman's home. It was a woman Maggie knew well. That woman was Heather McCoy, one of the real estate agents that worked out of Bayside Realty, the very office where Maggie worked. Heather was a year older than Maggie, she knew, with a son of her own, a bit older than Patrick.
"Oh, my god!" Maggie gasped. "Patrick? Is that really you? Is that Heather McCoy?" Her hand came up to her mouth as she stood transfixed, watching her naked son run his hands up and down the shorter, blonde woman's equally naked body.
As the movie played in the window, Maggie watched in stunned silence. On screen, Patrick had turned Heather around and while kissing down her back, he bent her across the arm of her sofa. A moment later, he stood behind her, his cock in hand. He lunged, and entered her from behind. She gasped as Patrick started drilling her hard and deep. Both Maggie and Patrick stood quietly watching the scene play out for nearly a full minute before she could pull her eyes away and turn her attention back to her son.
"I can't believe what I'm seeing!" she gasped. "I can't believe you've been making films...that you've been having sex with..." She turned back to see Heather's face, a look of pure passion on her features, as Patrick took hold of her blonde curls and tugged her head back to kiss her deeply. All the while he continued to drive into her from behind steadily.
Maggie came to a realization a moment later and turned to her son to ask, "Who was filming this? Who else was there?"
Patrick was lost in the movie. He hadn't watched this one yet, and the memory of taking Heather McCoy that first time was flooding back to him. He answered, "David Price," without thinking. "He films them, usually."
"Oh, my god," Maggie moaned. Now she remembered that Cynthia Price's son was named David. It had been him with her, in several of the videos she had watched earlier, hadn't it? The handsome, blonde young man, with the long, thick cock. The one who had the professor screaming through orgasm after orgasm on video.
Maggie took a step back and looked at her son in profile. He was intently watching the video play out, of him screwing a woman she knew very well. How could she ever face Heather in the office again, knowing that she'd been having sex with Patrick, she wondered. She couldn't stop herself from noticing that her son now had a somewhat prominent bulge at the front of his cargo shorts. He was getting excited, watching himself fuck an older woman.
"Did you want me to see this, Patrick?" Maggie asked in a soft voice. He might not have heard her. She asked again, "Did you intend for this...watching women my age having sex...with their sons? With my son?" she panted. "Is that what you wanted, Patrick? Did you want me to know that this is the kind of kinky-assed shit you get off on?" Patrick continued to stand before his mother, his eyes now darting back and forth between the movie playing out on the computer monitor and his fuming mother. Patrick wondered why she hadn't stopped it, or turned it off.
When Maggie finally did reach for the mouse, Patrick stood by quietly as his mother clicked the mouse, making the movie window fill the screen fully, as well as bringing the volume up enough to be heard. He had thought she was shutting it down. Instead, it was now very plain to see that it was him mounting Heather McCoy from behind. He could feel his cock stiffening in his shorts. He could also feel his face redden as his mother turned her attention fully to him once again.
"You know, Patrick," Maggie continued in a more normal volume voice, "Guys your age shouldn't be wanting to fuck older women, especially ones old enough to be their mothers. You should be out looking to screw some teen-ager, some eighteen, nineteen-year-old bimbo slut. Someone your own age and experience, like Carol."
Maggie stepped back, looking her son up and down, her arms crossed now across her ample chest. She realized that the top she wore, a black sleeveless under-blouse that she'd worn under her blazer at work, was showing off the fact that she'd taken her bra off after coming home, and that her nipples were hard little nubs. She still wore her short, black skirt as well, and although she'd kicked off her shoes, she still wore her thigh-high black stockings. She suddenly felt sexy, even as Patrick stood quiet before her, looking from the video back to her, his mother.
Maggie continued when it was clear Patrick had no smart-assed response. "What do you do when I'm not here, anyway? Sit in front of the computer and jack off? Do you stroke your dick, watching guys fucking their mothers? Do you sit there stroking it? Are you thinking about me when you do?" She gasped, not realizing until too late what she had asked.
Patrick's eyes were suddenly locked to hers, and what she saw in them...she knew the answer then. She could see it in his eyes. She could feel it then, the tension between them. A growing sexual tension with her home. She realized that it had been there before, for some time, and yet only now that it was out in the open did she recognize it. It was purely sexual, and it made her pussy tingle even as she stood before her son. The moaning of Heather being taken by her son, coming from the computer speakers, only added to her sudden sexual warmth.
"You haven't said anything, Patrick. I was hoping you'd deny it, insist that it was one of your buddies that did it, downloaded all of that. But it wasn't, was it? This is really you, isn't it? My son, all grown up and looking at porn on the computer." Maggie shook her head, not understanding why she was so suddenly very horny, very excited. She looked at Patrick again, his eyes locked on her still. "And making love to women his own mother's age on camera as well."
Finally, Patrick replied, somewhat sheepishly, "The truth is, Mom, that I'm really into it. I like watching it. I like doing it...making videos. And I think that I'm really into incest, at least the fantasy of it."
"Were you thinking about me, then?" she asked with a nod to the video playing out. "Were you imagining that it was me, bent over that sofa?"
"Maybe," he replied in a voice just above a whisper. "Maybe I was."
Maggie started pacing back and forth, a step left and a step right, like a caged cat. She began looking to her son, back the computer, away from both out the window, into the living room beyond her son, and then back to her son's face. "I don't know how to handle this," she admitted with a shake of her head. "This is something your father would talk to you about." She giggled then. "I don't believe that. Shit, he hated his mother. He'd probably beat it out of you, anyway, not that he'd have cared. He'd probably have told you to go find some other bimbo instead of panting after your ugly old mother."
"I don't think you're ugly, Mom," Patrick replied. "You're pretty nice looking, most of the time."
Maggie looked at him then, felt a little shy in fact. The silence between them lengthened, and when it felt as if it was about to snap, Maggie turned back to the computer monitor and watched her son throw back his head and howl. He was cumming in Heather then, and she looked to be peaking herself. And Maggie wished in that moment that it was her, having an orgasm on her son's pulsing cock.
Without thought, she asked him, "Do you think you could show your dear old mother some of those moves?" She regretted it the moment it left her mouth, but when she turned to look at her son, she saw his eyes light up, and a faint flicker of a smile cross his lips.
"It's so disgusting of me to even suggest it!" Maggie blurted out. She turned away quickly and made towards the kitchen.
"No! It's not!" Patrick responded as he reached out and took hold of her arms. He was smiling wider then, and Maggie could feel his strength. She wanted to let herself go, but wanted to maintain control. She had to hold onto her position as Patrick's mother. It was only right, only natural.
The moment stretched between them, as if neither could figure out what the next move should be, or what fork in the path they should take. And then, in barely a whisper, Maggie asked, "Have you ever eaten one of your lover's out?" She looked into her son's face. "Have you ever licked a woman's pussy?" Patrick had shock in his eyes, and Maggie pressed on, feeling that maybe she could control whatever was to happen, if only she could hold onto her advantage. "That's right, I said it. Pussy! Do you like pussy, Patrick? Do you like old, hairy pussy? Is that it?" Now she felt a smirk on her lips, seeing the effect her words were having on her son.
Again, Patrick was speechless. He had no answer to his mother's sudden change in personality. The way she was suddenly looking at him, staring into his eyes, licking her lips even. She twisted gently out of his grasp and turned to push one of the dining room table chairs to the side. She turned back to him, her face mischievously grinning now, and hopped up to sit on the edge of the table.
"Well, Patrick, if you think you know so much about pussy," she said in a husky voice dripping with sin as she pulled her black skirt up to her waist, "why don't you come over here and show me some of your expertise?" Maggie watched her son's eyes grow as she stroked the front of her rounded, puffy pussy mound, naked to his view. She'd left her black panties on the bathroom floor earlier. They were gone when she returned from the store. Only Patrick could have taken them.
With her hand flat on her pussy, she could feel the heat generated between her thighs, and the slight dampness that was beginning to grow within the trench. She tucked a pair of fingers into her folds and pried them open to give Patrick a good look at her inner sex.
"I'm sorry I don't have a hairy old pussy," she grinned as Patrick took in the sight of her well-shaved crotch. "Just a wrinkled old one." She stroked a finger through her labia and felt the cool air of the room on her dampness. Her clit began to tingle. She rubbed it with her thumb in a circular motion. Patrick's eyes were wide in amazement and after a long minute of staring, he finally moved closer to her, to stand before her, between her wide-parted thighs.
"You understand that we mustn't be doing this," she reminded her son in a faint voice, even as he moved nearer to her. "Kneel for me, Patrick," she told him. Entranced, Patrick followed his mother's direction. He was now very near to her crotch, so close in fact that she could feel his warm breath on her slot. "Once we cross this line, Patrick, we can't go back. It will never be like it was between us."
Patrick's hands caress the outside of her thighs then, and he whispered, "I won't want to go back, Mom." He hesitated, his eyes fixed on her vagina just inches away, before his mouth descended onto her.
"Ooohh, yeessss!" Maggie moaned as her son's warm mouth pressed into her heated pussy. "Yeessss!" she tossed her head back and groaned. She shuddered through a tremor as his tongue began to stroke up and down her slit. "Yeessss!"
Maggie loved having her pussy licked, and for years her husband had treated her right. He had stopped after Patrick had been born, and only ate her out when he was drunk and she pushed him into it. In her lifetime, Maggie had been with a few guys who had gone down on her, but she had heard that men her age seemed to have given up eating out women, at least women her age. Before her son's mouth had landed, it had been so long since a guy had licked her that she'd forgotten just how wonderful it felt. Her mind reeled as her pussy became the center of her sexual universe. Her ears buzzed as her son lapped hungrily upon her sexual flesh.
"Ooohh, yes! Patrick, oh my god! That feels so good!" Maggie had her hands on the back of his head and pulled him tighter to her pussy. His tongue wiggled against her vaginal opening, and then pushed up inside her. That set her off.
"Oooohhh!" she howled as her son devoured her orgasm noisily, his head rutting around her groin as his tongue lapped away at her flowing juices.
After two or three minutes of pure ecstasy, Maggie dropped hard and fast. She trembled still, even though her son's tongue had slipped from her sensitive folds. She opened her eyes to see him looking up at her, his lips drenched in her cream, a wide grin on his face. He had obviously enjoyed doing that to her. She pushed forward and stroked the side of his face, feeling the stubble with her fingers.
"That was damned good for a boy your age," she told him.
"I'm twenty-two, Mom. I've been eating pussy for a while now."
"I want to know who taught you so well," she said, but then added, "or maybe I don't. I don't know what I want." She still looked at her son, her thighs still parted and her pussy, still aglow from his recent tongue-lashing, throbbed for further attention. She grinned wide and corrected herself. "Yes. Yes, I do know what I want."
Maggie slide her ample ass from the table and with her eyes locked to her son's, she continued downward until she rested on her knees before him. She reached up and unfastened the front of his jeans. She pulled them down, taking his underwear along. "Mom!" he gasped as she turned her eyes from his face to his crotch the moment his cock sprang out.
Her son's manhood was already at full extension, a good six inches and as thick as her wrist, she noticed. The know was round and pale, the same color as his thick shaft. His pubic hair was a bit lighter than that on his head, but trimmed well down. Much like her own. Reaching up to wrap her fingers around her son's cock, Maggie looked up into his eyes. He looked both frightened and excited, and she liked that. She licked her lips while giving his dick a single stroke, making him shudder a little. When she opened her mouth, she knew the line had been crossed, with no return possible. She took her son's cock into her mouth and tightened her lips around it.
"Oooohhh, Mom!" Patrick moaned as his dickhead warmed quickly in his mother's mouth. He felt her tongue on the tip and shivered excitedly. His fantasies were suddenly becoming very real, and he had no idea what to do about it. He just stood there, in the middle of the dining room, as his mother began to give him a blow job.
Maggie let his cock slip from her lips and rest in her hand. She stroked lightly as she looked up at his face. She was feeling two things. One, a pang of regret, at doing something very bad, very sinful, and finding that she was enjoying herself. Two, a deep need that she realized hadn't been taken care of in many, many months, and now she was on the doorstep of having it fulfilled.
"I always wondered if you had a big package, inside of those pants," she told Patrick. "Maybe, I secretly hoped this day would happen." She leaned in and kissed the side of his shaft, and then licked his scrotum. She sucked in a lungful of his scent, very manly and rich. Her pussy throbbed for attention, and she slipped a hand down to begin working her clit over as she resumes giving her son head.
Patrick had his eyes closed, though his mouth hung open. He had taken gentle hold at the back of his mother's head as she worked a few inches of his cock in and out of her mouth. He wondered if she had given head to any of the guys she'd dated since coming to Regal Bay. He wondered if she gave his did head, back in the day. Not that he cared, since it was now his dick in her wide mouth.
With her eyes now turned up to his, she released his cock from her mouth and licked up and down the sides of his shaft, stroking him with her tongue. He was rocking fore and back in time with her tonguing. He wanted more.
"Stand up, Mom," he whispered. She released his dick and did as asked. "Turn around," he told her, and again she did her son's bidding. With her back to him, she looked back over her shoulder. His hands went to her upper back and pushed. She stepped forward until her belly pressed into the table top. Still looking back at Patrick, Maggie hesitated a moment. His hands pushed a bit firmer and she leaned forward. Her breasts touched the cool table top and made her nipples cringe. She felt her son's cock drop into the valley of her ass. She drew in a deep breath. It was about to get very real, for both of them.
Patrick's hands slid down her back and across her buttocks. One slipped off to wrap around his cock, while the other pushed her left globe to the side, opening her open. She felt his cock-head slip down her slot and then press against her.
"Oh, my god," she sighed as her son's knob popped through her labia and into the entryway of her vagina. "Oh, Patrick, what are we doing?" That was answered a moment later as her son leaned into her, driving his cock halfway into her.
"Oooohhh!" Maggie moaned as her vaginal walls parted for her son's entry. She was tight, and he was only able to go partway into her un-used cunt. Her cream was flowing, providing lubrication, but she hadn't been with a man in a while, and she'd stopped using a dildo on herself weeks ago. She was as tight as a teen-ager, as Patrick was discovering, much to his delight. His thick cock was rejected three times before Maggie had relaxed enough, and lubed him up enough, to take his entire manhood. Maggie was groaning deep and long as her son worked himself into her body, and when he finally filled her, pressing his scrotum into her clit, she climaxed loudly.



"Oooohhh, yeeeesssss! Fuck, yeeeesssssss!" Her ass trembled in his hands as she came upon his cock. Patrick held himself still as she climaxed, allowing her to enjoy the thrills he was giving her. Her cunt walls spasmed, massaging his shaft. He fought hard not to let go himself. It was all he could do to keep from cumming inside her right then.
"Aaaahhhh!" Maggie moaned happily as her climax ebbed, and her son began to move within her. She looked back through dreamy eyes and watched Patrick's face as he began to fuck her, his own mother. She thought he looked so beautiful, so handsome in that moment. She might have fallen in love with him even. Maggie O'Hara, bent across her dining room table, being fucked by her oldest son. She'd have never imagined such a thing. And yet, here it was happening.
"Oooohhh, yeeeesssss!" she moaned just minutes later, climaxing once again on her son's thick post of a dick. He was rocking her world even as she did everything she could to milk his cock with her vagina. She wanted his cream inside her. She wanted to feel her son's thick cum splashing the walls of her vagina. She wanted his seed coating her womb. Oh, god, she thought sinfully, I want my son to give me a baby!
Maggie pushed up on her hands and Patrick's came around to capture her heavy, swinging tits in his. He squeezed and rolled them, and her cunt responded by rippling up and down his pistoning shaft. She was by now rocking back to him as hard as he was into her, meeting his thrusts with her own. By the minute, their passions grew and their bodies slapped together harder and louder. Both were now racing towards a mutual release.
"Oooohhh, yeessss!" Maggie cried out again as her orgasm exploded within her, in the very moment her son's cock erupted.
"Uuunnngggg, Mooooommmmmm!" Patrick groaned. He pushed deep into her pussy and held himself tight to her body, his hands digging deep into her hip flesh to hold her in place while his seed was planted. His cock pulsed three times, sending semen into his mother's waiting womb. Her vaginal walls helped by rippling along his length, milking him dry. His balls ached, drained, by the time his shaft began to soften and he slipped out of her.
Patrick staggered away from his mother then, and dropped heavily into a nearby dining room chair. He was panting hard and deep from the exertion. His cock lay flaccid and dripping between his thighs. His hands tingled as they hung at his sides.
Maggie collapsed fully onto the table top, her ass towards her son. She, too, was panting heavily. Her pussy ached and had begun to leak. She tried and failed to tighten herself, to hold her son's seed within her. Instead, it dribbled down the inside of her right thigh, cooling as it went.
"Mommy! I heard you crying!" came a small voice from the hallway. Maggie turned to see her daughter standing in the archway, looking at her still draped across the side of the table. From that angle, she wouldn't be able to see her naked ass or leaking pussy.
"Katy, honey, it's alright," she told her daughter. She pushed up slightly, enough to bring her arm across her chest to hide her nipples at least. "Mommy's okay. Patrick and I were talking, it's all."
"I saw Patrick behind you, and he was grunting, like a dog," Katy told her.
Maggie looked back at her son, who was looking very much like the cat who had gotten caught with the canary. Looking back to Katy, she explained, "It's okay, honey. Patrick and Mommy were playing a game. An adult's game, okay? You need to get back to bed, now. I'll come tuck you back in, in a minute."
"Okay, Mommy," Katy finally replied, giving her older brother a look as she turned to head back to her bedroom.
Maggie quickly dressed and told her son, "We can't be doing this, not with the little ones in the house." She looked at Patrick, who still looked very stunned sitting naked in the chair. She leaned in and gave him a quick kiss, full on the mouth. "That doesn't mean we stop, however. Not if you think you're going to be the man of this house."
Maggie left her son and headed in to take care of Katy. After, she checked on her young son, Arty, who had slept through it evidently. She found Patrick in his room, already in bed. She was tempted, but only said, "Good-night." She slept alone in her bed that night. She didn't sleep alone the next night.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 36
Elena's Tales -- Part 3
By the time June 19th rolled around, Elena had made all the necessary arrangements. It was the first time she had planned a birthday party for anyone who wasn't one of her children. This party, however, would not be following in the traditional style of any normal party for a girl turning nineteen. This was something a little more personal, and naughty.
Elena welcomed Kristina Cooper into her condo shortly after 2 pm that afternoon. It was warm and getting hotter as the day went, with temperatures expected in the low nineties by five. Not bad considering they had just suffered through a week with temperatures barely breaking 75. For Elena's plans, however, the hotter the day got, the better her plans would play out.
Kristina was visibly excited when Elena pulled the front door of her condo open. "I'm here! And I'm officially nineteen!" Kristina announced as she bounced through into the front room of Elena's place. Her arms went up and around the much taller, much older woman's neck and with her feet barely touching the carpet, Kristina gave her host a quick kiss, full on the lips.
"Happy birthday, Kristina!" Elena said when their lips parted. Her arms had gone around the younger, smaller girl and now she held her full weight. Elena, being a big woman of Scandinavian blood, strained little. She often held women in her arms, women much like Kristina, whatever their ages happened to be.
Again, their lips met, and lingered, until Elena forcibly set the younger girl back to her feet and pulled away. "Time enough for that later," she told her young guest. She held Kristina at arms' length and looked at her. "You changed your hair!" she declared.
Kristina smiled and gave her new hair-do a touch. "It was a gift from my mother," she smiled. "She took me to the salon yesterday after work. I got my hair done, and a mani-pedi," she added, wiggling her fingers and then her toes, which were on display given the sandals she wore. All her digits were painted in deep red and glossed. "I also got a massage by one of those real masseuse's. She was an Asian woman. Cute, too."
Elena took Kristina's hand in hers as the teen continued to chat about her day out with her mother. In the kitchen, Elena guided her to a seat at the table. Another woman sat there, smiling. When Kristina finally stopped her monologue, Elena made the introductions.
"Kristina, this is my good friend, Indigo Gibbs," Elena smiled.
"Hello," Kristina replied, giving the older African-American woman a quizzical look.
"It's so nice to meet you, Kristina," Indigo said, offering her hand. Kristina took it.
"Indigo lives a couple of condos down," Elena explained. "She more or less helped me put this party together for you."
"That's so nice of you," Kristina replied, though still unsure of what her older lover had in mind.
"It was my pleasure," Indigo replied. "I haven't planned a birthday party since my own daughter's sixteenth, some years ago."
"Not like this one, either!" Elena laughed. She had retrieved a bottle of red wine from the counter and sat it on the table, along with three glasses. "Let's have a little drink, to celebrate your nineteen-years young lady, before we head out."
Kristina accepted her glass and asked, "Head out? To where? I thought we were going to have a party here?"
Elena shook her head. "I told you, I have something very special in mind for your birthday, and I meant it. We've rented a villa in the resort, complete with a private pool and jacuzzi. I've invited a few of my friends over to help celebrate." She tossed back most of her wine, as did Indigo.
"Janet and Melissa will be meeting us there," Indigo informed Elena, who nodded.
"Denise will be here in a few minutes," Elena said. "We'll ride over in her van. She doesn't drink, so we'll designate her our driver."
"I'll bet the van won't be the only thing Denise will be driving today!" Indigo laughed, though Kristina didn't get it. She was confused, but willing to go along with it. Indigo was a beautiful woman, though obviously older than Elena, who Kristina knew to be 45.
"Is Denise, uh, Mrs. Hoyt?" Kristina asked Elena a moment later.
Elena nodded. "Yes, it is. I'll bet you didn't know that she was of a like mind, did you?"
"I had no idea," Kristina gasped. "I thought she was married."
"She is," Elena said. "But that doesn't necessarily prevent a woman from enjoying another woman's company occasionally. You remember, I was married once, and so was Indigo. I'm sorry," she quickly corrected, "Indigo is a widow. Her husband died a few years ago." She reached out and touched her friend's hand.
"It's all in the past now," Indigo said. "I still love and miss my husband, but I've moved on. And since I doubt if another man could ever do for me what Roy did, besides giving me two wonderful children. I discovered, thanks to Elena, an attraction to women that I'd had all my life. I don't think I was ever truly gay, a lesbian, but who really knows?" She took Elena's hand in hers and gave the tall woman a warm smile.
"So did I!" Kristina interjected, also reaching out to take one of Elena's hands in hers.
"Hey! There's plenty of me to go around!" Elena laughed.
A few minutes later, the doorbell rang and Elena greeted Denise at the front door, as warmly as she had Kristina, and Indigo before her. Denise was escorted into the kitchen, where she and Indigo nodded to each other, having known each other for a while now. Kristina stood and waited. When Elena indicated her, announcing her as "the birthday girl", Denise smiled sheepishly. Denise had had Kristina in class twice during her high school years, and recognized Kristina.
"It's good to see you again, Kristina," Denise smiled and touched the girls offered hand lightly.
"You too, Mrs. Hoyt," Kristina replied.
"It's Denise," Elena insisted. "At least for today. And probably after." Elena gave Denise a light peck on the cheek and then took Kristina's hands in hers. "Now, young lady. Our birthday girl, as she is. It's time we headed for your party, don't you think?"
"Yes! I'm so ready!" Kristina replied with a school-girl's giddiness.
"We'll see about that!" Indigo laughed. The four headed out and climbed into Denise's vehicle, which wasn't a mini-van as Elena had originally thought, but a new Chevy Equinox. It was dark Burgundy red with a deep gray leather interior. The dealer plates were still on it. Elena had retrieved a deep carry-all bag and placed that in the wheel well at her feet.
"Nice!" Elena said as she settled into the front passenger seat and pulled the belt on. "When did you get this?"
"Picked it up last night," Denise said as she started the engine. "Don bought it for me, for my birthday, he said. I think it more likely he got tired of nickel-and-diming my old Astro Van to keep it running."
"That old van had some memories," Elena smiled. Denise looked at her side-long as she pulled away from the curb and headed for the condominium complex's exit.
The drive to the Regal Bay Resort lasted less than two minutes, and the villa, situated towards the southern end of the property, was another two minutes away. The roads within the resort were narrow, made more for golf carts and bicycles than automobiles, though the guests did have parking areas very near to their rental properties. Five minutes after leaving Elena's place, Denise parked her new vehicle. A Cannondale road bike leaned against the front wall of the villa, behind a glide bench.
The villa was small, designed for couples, and only had one bedroom, a front room, kitchenette, and a bath. The backyard was walled off, with a tall privacy fence, as were all the villa properties. An in-ground pool was surrounded by flag-stone, with a grouping of padded chairs around an umbrella shaded table, made up much of the entertainment area. A large jacuzzi bubbled in the far corner of the yard, with a flag-stone walk leading to it. All this Kristina took in as she stood just beyond the patio doors.
"I can't believe you rented a villa just for my birthday party," she said, more to herself than to Elena.
"Well, we needed someplace a little larger than my condo, and the backyard is a plus, don't you think?" Elena gave Kristina a kiss on the back of her head, as well as s gentle pat on her butt. "Now, let's get comfortable before the rest of the girls show up!"
"Hello!" came a new voice from behind, and Kristina turned to find a familiar face. "Happy birthday, Kristina!"
"Barbara!" Kristina chimed, and took the new comer in her arms. Barbara was one of Elena's other young lovers, and had in fact been enjoying a naughty moment in the high school library office with the Librarian when Kristina had walked in on them. That moment had been the fork in the road in Kristina's young life, and the path she had chosen had led to this afternoon. After the hug, and a quick kiss, Barbara Freeman turned and gave Elena a much warmer greeting.
"So good of you to make it," Elena told her. Barbara already was acquainted with the others, so there was no need for further introductions. "I see you rode your bike," Elena said, giving the young woman a look. Barbara had on her skin-tight biking outfit, a pink, black, and sky blue affair. Her breasts were held flat to her chest, and her ass was very prominent. All the older women took her in with their eyes. Especially noticeable was the twin points of her nipples, now prominent after having hugged the woman who first turned her on to lesbianism.
"I needed the exercise," Barbara explained. "I put in a good ten miles already today. I hope to double that, heading home later."
"If you've got any energy left!" Elena grinned. "And I plan to see about working off some of that youthful energy!" Elena again turned to the others and said, "I don't know about the rest of you, but I'm getting into that pool!" With that declaration, the tall, raven-haired beauty pulled her t-shirt up and off, revealing to all that she was indeed going braless beneath. Her Capris went next, though beneath those she wore her white and sea-foam green bikini bottoms.
As hostess, Elena led the way. Kristina followed her lead and pulled her t-shirt and shorts off, to show off her new two-piece bikini worn beneath. Indigo also wore her bikini beneath her shirt and shorts, and like Elena and Kristina, she stripped right there on the patio. Denise, however, retrieved the bag she'd brought in with her and headed for the lone bedroom. She was a more modest woman and was uncomfortable changing clothes in front of others. Barbara, on the other hand, stood in the front room and stripped out of her biking outfit, and naked, retrieved her own bikini from a small bag she'd brought along. She joined the others in the back a few minutes later.
Elena, her breasts naked and on prominent display for all to see, stood near the picnic table, looking at the others. Both Denise and Barbara had joined the group, a mature 36-year-old married mother of two and a 19-almost-20-year-old college student. Denise was brown eyed, brown haired, slim, and had soft, Native-American features. Her breasts were small and soft, which fit her personality, Elena thought. Barbara, on the other hand, was lean and fit, with breasts no larger but much firmer than those of the older woman. Barbara was blonde-haired and blue-eyed, much like Elena, before she'd had her hair dyed raven-black.
Already in the pool was Indigo, Elena's neighbor. Indigo was a tall, 48-year-old late-life-lesbian, much like Elena. Also like Elena, she was the mother of two adult children, and carried heavy, d-cup breasts. Indigo also shared the same lust for the pleasures of younger woman. Beside her stood Kristina, the young woman who would soon be the center of attention. Kristina was a beautiful, innocent looking young woman, just graduated from high school and soon to be headed for college. Kristina was very much a pixie, in that she was barely 5 feet in height. Her breasts were very small, little more than a-cup mounds, though her nipples tended to puff out enormously when she got excited. By the looks of things, given the top she wore, Kristina was getting excited.
For the next twenty minutes, the pool was enjoyed by all the women, as was conversation. Music was turned on and Elena served up glasses of chilled white wine to Indigo and herself, cold sodas to the teens, and a tall iced tea for Denise. Elena remained topless throughout, enjoying the hot sun on her breasts. "I don't want tan-lines," she explained when asked, and a moment later Indigo was topless as well. Her magnificent caramel breasts exposed, Indigo rolled into one of the two reclining loungers that flanked the pool. The tall trees provided hints of shade as the wind moved the branches, but not so much as to keep the sun at bay.
Finally, the last two guests arrived. "Good afternoon, ladies!" chimed Janet Kuykendall as she and her live-in girl-friend, Melissa McGregor, stepped through the patio doors. Both were dressed similarly, in over-sized concert t-shirts, baggy cargo shorts, and sandals. They each carried a shoulder bag, which ended up together on the flag-stones outside the sliding doors. "I hope we haven't missed anything exciting."
"We were waiting on you two, before we got started," Elena said as she stepped up the pool steps and met the two with hugs and kisses. Neither of the new-comers minded the dampening of their clothing, as they would soon be shedding those as well. Janet was a beautiful petite woman of 24, with long, golden hair, bright blue-green eyes, and healthy d-cup breasts. Melissa was a year older, much thicker young woman, with long wavy cocoa-colored hair, deep brown eyes that were highlighted with eye-liner just as dark. Whereas Janet gave one the impression of a pure-blooded all-American girl, Melissa was quite the opposite, having a mother of Hawaiian decent that gave her slightly slanted eyes and a deep complexion. Melissa had ears full of piercings, a prominent tattoo on each arm, and a stud in her right nostril. Janet, too, sported a nose stud, and when she removed her t-shirt, she showed off her own tattoo.
"Oh, I can't believe it!" Indigo exclaimed. She and Janet were on-again, off-again lovers, and had seen each other in the nude many times. This was the first time, however, that Indigo had seen Janet's tattoo. "Let me see that." Janet turned and displayed her tattoo, a spiral and lace offering that ran from near her neck, across her outer shoulder, and part way down her bicep. It was elegant and beautiful, and fit well with Janet's personality, as those who knew her said.
As the others checked Janet out, Melissa stripped off her own t-shirt and shorts. She, too, had worn her bikini beneath her clothing and Kristina took in the deeply tanned young woman's body. Melissa had both of her arms tattooed, with a long, snake-like dragon curling down her right, and an intricate tribal pattern covering her left, from shoulder to wrist. When she turned, Kristina saw what looked like a vine of ivy or other such plant tattooed from beneath Melissa's bikini bottoms up her spine to top off at the base of her neck. Kristina thought it was absolutely beautiful and began to think about getting her own tattoo. Maybe something a little smaller, and more conservative.
After Janet had finished showing off her artwork, Elena moved to the table and retrieved the bag she had brought. "Girls! Girls! We've got a birthday girl in attendance," she needlessly announced. "I think it's time we get this party started. What do you say, Kristina?"
"Absolutely!" she chimed, and all but leaped from the pool. She snagged up a nearby beach towel and began to pat her face and upper torso dry as the others gathered around.
"Have a seat," Indigo instructed, and offered the teen-ager the chair placed at the head of the picnic table. Kristina settled in, now the center of attention, with all eyes on her.
"Young lady," Elena began. "This is not your every-day sort of birthday party, and I don't think that is what you were wanting, anyway. Instead, we are going to give you something that I am very sure your family could never give you, and I doubt very seriously if your friends would throw for you, either. You see, Kristina, since you came into my life, and we all know just how you managed that!" she laughed, giving Barbara a grin. "Since you came into my life, both you and I have grown closer, and I think I know you quite well. I think I've managed to put together an afternoon that you will never forget." With that said, she placed the bag onto the table and reached inside. She pulled out a long, cylindrical, gift-wrapped item and handed it to Kristina.
"We didn't get you much," Barbara continued, "but I'm sure you'll like what we did get you."
Kristina was excited, receiving a gift was unexpected. She tore the colorful wrapping off and found a clear, plastic tube. Inside it was a pink dildo, with all the bumps and ridges to delight any woman, with a boxy handle that had three thumb knobs. Kristina had never had a dildo of any type but knew them well, having been introduced to them by Elena.
"Oh, my..." she sighed. She didn't know what else to say. The thing was awesome, and scary. And she couldn't wait to try it out.
"That's not all," Elena told her, and again reached inside the bag. Next, she pulled out a slim box, about the size of a school book. Kristina set the cased dildo on the table before her and took the box. She again stripped off the wrapping and found herself looking at a picture of its contents. "This is a set of toys that you can wear beneath your clothing," Elena explained. "Nobody but you would know you had them, and with the remote, you can turn them on or off as you need. Or you can have a friend do it for you."
"Thank you," Kristina told Elena, and then repeated it to the others as well.
"We hope you'll enjoy them, as much as we do," Indigo grinned, and then leaned in to give Kristina a kiss, full on the mouth. Before she knew it, each of the guests were pulling her mouth to theirs. She'd never kissed so many different women at one time. Hell, she'd never kissed more than two in her life, and now she'd more than tripled it within seconds.
More wine was poured, with Janet and Melissa joining in. Kristina, too, accepted a glass and sipped as those around her again fell into conversation. "Thank you, for the toys," Kristina told her. Elena smiled warmly and kissed her. This was much more passionate of a kiss than before, and Elena allowed her hand to rest upon the teen's right breast. As their lips parted, she gave the mound a gentle squeeze.
"Are you ready to have some fun?" Elena asked.
"I'm already having fun," Kristina grinned.
"Oh, my dear. You haven't seen how we can have fun. Not this group." Elena took Kristina by the hand and joined the others at the pool. All of them had settled on the edge, seated on the warm flag-stones with their feet dangling in the cool water. Elena guided Kristina to the end next to Barbara, and then took a seat beside her, now at the end of the line. Kristina and Barbara fell into conversation, joining the others. Elena, still the only one of the group with her breasts completely exposed, leaned back to enjoy a few moments of sun on her flesh.
A few minutes went by, and then Elena felt hands lightly stroking up her torso. She opened her eyes to find Indigo standing in the pool before her. The dark-skinned beauty smiled and gave Elena's large breasts an exploratory caress. "The party's starting to role," Indigo said, adding a gentle squeeze to each of Elena's fleshy breasts. The librarian looked to her left and saw that Melissa had lost her top and had Janet standing in the pool in front of her echoing Indigo, massaging her girl-friend's dark-capped breasts. As she looked down the line, Elena felt Indigo's thick lips latch onto her right nipple and suck.



"Oooohhh," Elena sighed. She gave her friend's head a stroke, even as Indigo's hands stroked up between her thighs. Elena parted her long legs to give her black-haired friend freedom to do as she pleased.
Meanwhile, Barbara and Denise had turned their attention to the birthday girl. Denise had retrieved the new pink vibrating dildo from the table and now stood at Kristina's knees in the pool, inserting the batteries into the boxy controller end. Barbara untied Kristina's top and tossed it towards the table, exposing the birthday girl's small but perky breasts, and placing on display Kristina's huge, puffy nipples.
"Wow! Those are awesome," Denise admired. She had the vibrator running and reached up to stroke the studded tip across Kristina's right breast.
"Oooowww!" Kristina shuddered and pulled back from the unexpected sensations. Her nipple bulged a bit more from the tingling vibrations and made her entire body shiver. "That was wild!"
Denise ran the tip across her left nipple, getting an equal reaction from the teen. "Jeezus! I'm going to cum if you keep doing that!" Kristina laughed.
"Isn't that the object of this party?" Barbara asked. "To give the birthday girl an orgasm or two for her birthday?" Barbara pulled Kristina's mouth to hers and kissed her very deeply, and then whispered, "Happy birthday," before kissing her again. Denise ran the vibrator across Kristina's nipples, making her moan excitedly, and then Barbara's after pushing the other teen's top up, and got a similar reaction from her as well.
Several of the woman were now moaning and giggling as their partners kissed and stroked their warm, sun caressed flesh. Indigo was replaced by Janet, servicing Elena's big breasts, while the older black woman went to Melissa and began to service her now-naked breasts. Melissa had once been Elena's lover, and had spent a few evenings in Indigo's bed as well. She had enjoyed many hours of having the older women feast upon her tit-flesh, as she had a pair of thick, long nipples that stretched nearly a full half inch from the centers of her areola when aroused. And she was aroused now. Indigo latched onto her right nipple and began to service it as if it were a tiny dick, sucking and swirling her tongue across and around the thick nub.
Denise had managed to tug Kristina's bikini bottoms off and now began to use the vibrating dildo across the teen's lower belly and pubic mound. Barbara assisted by pulling Kristina's thighs apart. Kristina had trimmed her pubic hair down to a narrow stripe leading to her slit, and Denise ran the tip of the vibrator down it until she began to moan. Denise had found her little clit and began to press a bit harder into it as Kristina threw back her head and moaned louder. "Oooohhh!" Barbara pulled Kristina's hungry mouth to hers and kissed her deeper, ramming her tongue into Kristina's mouth.
Elena laid back and parted her thighs after Janet had removed her bottoms and added them to the growing pile near the picnic table. Janet stroked her long thighs, her eyes admiring the older woman's well-trimmed pubic mound. She stroked her thumbs across each side of Elena's pussy, slightly opening her labia to reveal the bright pink flesh hidden within. Janet sighed and lowered her mouth to Elena's pussy and began to lick slowly along her slit.
"Oooohhh, nice!" Elena sighed. "That's what I like!"
Beside her, Indigo now lay in a similar position, echoing her sighs as Melissa stood between her parted thighs, lapping away at her thick, dark vaginal flesh. Further on, Denise joined the others topless, and Barbara had laid Kristina across the flag-stones. She pushed Kristina's knees up and apart, and then lowered her mouth into her fellow teen's crotch.
"Oooohhh!" Kristina moaned as her pussy was attacked by Barbara's skilled tongue. Denise had the vibrator running across Kristina's puffed out nipples, giving the birthday girl a wide range of sensations that had her trembling through an orgasm within minutes.
Meanwhile, Elena's cream was being lapped up hungrily by Janet. Janet's long tongue snaked high into her chute, drawing out her juices even as she quivered through a gentle orgasm. Elena had enjoyed many orgasms with Janet's tongue inside her, and this was only the latest. But even as she felt her climax ebbing, Janet moved from between her thighs, leaving her panting for more. The blonde was quickly replaced by her brunette lover, who went to work quickly. Melissa had a more furious style of eating a woman out, tending to spend more time sucking and chewing on the labia and clit than Janet, and Elena let her head fall back to enjoy being devoured.
Janet joined Indigo at the prone body of Kristina and took a free puffy nipple into her mouth. The black woman was kneeling on the flag-stones above Kristina, sucking hard on her left nipple, while Janet feasted on the right. Barbara continued to lap away between the teen's thighs while Denise ran the vibrator along everyone's exposed flesh.
"Oooohhh, aaaahhh!" Kristina cried out as an orgasm rolled through her, and Barbara gulped down the cream her pussy leaked. Indigo kissed her way down Kristina's body until she replaced Barbara at the teen's leaking pussy. She ran her tongue across Kristina's clit while Barbara slid a pair of fingers into the girl's pussy. She began to work them in and out, drawing more cream out, which Indigo lapped up from Barbara's fingers. Kristina was soon climaxing once again with a long, guttural moan.
"Get up here and let me get a taste, young lady!" Elena demanded after pulling Melissa's mouth from her cunt to her own. They kissed deeply and then switched places, with Elena directing the younger Hawaiian woman to her hands knees. Elena tugged the wet bikini bottoms downward to bring her dark-slit into view. Melissa kept her crotch completely shaved, and a tattoo of a lotus blossom replaced her pubic triangle.
Elena ran her hands briefly up and down the deeply tanned flesh of Melissa's backside, and then pulled the cheeks of her ass apart. Melissa lowered her chest to rotate her crotch and Elena rammed her tongue straight into her pool-wet pussy. Elena began to lap away at her young lover's dark folds and crinkled anus. She tasted the chlorine from the pool, but soon the tanginess of Melissa's cream replaced it on her tongue, and she pushed deeply inside her.
"Oooohhh, yeessss! Eat that pussy!" Melissa groaned while pushing her hips back and forcing her pussy harder onto Elena's hungry mouth. She wiggled her hips a bit, adding, "Eat me out! Ooohh, fuck! Yeessss!" It didn't take much for Melissa to pop an orgasm, as she did then. Her lovers enjoyed that about her. Elena leaned back and pulled her pussy open wide, before attacking her pink inner flesh with her flicking tongue. "Ooooohhhhhh, yeeeesssssss!"
As Melissa roared through an orgasm, Kristina was trembling through hers. Denise was now kneeling between her parted thighs and working the vibrating dildo in her young pussy. Kristina had been worked over in a similar fashion a few times by Elena and enjoyed getting fake-dick-fucked by her. Denise had a slightly unique style and with the vibrator buzzing, she only moved the dildo an inch back and forth inside her chute. The rubs rubbed along her walls, sending a rippling effect through her lower body that had her girl-cum flowing steadily, while her deep groans rolled non-stop from her lips.
As Denise worked her pussy over, Kristina had Barbara kissing her face, her breasts, and her belly, all the while caressing her warm flesh with her soft hands. When they kissed, it was deep, and Kristina discovered that she really liked to kiss her fellow teen-ager. They often locked eyes before and after, and the birthday girl felt butterflies in her chest each time.
Elena felt hands slip from behind her to cup her heavy breasts and squeeze. "Uuummm," she moaned into Melissa's cunt, sending the vibration up through the younger woman's body. "Want to switch places?" Indigo asked Elena a moment later. After a long, final lap, Elena pulled out and was replaced behind Melissa's upraised ass by her African-American friend. Indigo didn't miss a beat and continued lapping away at the younger woman's slit. Melissa had no idea that they had swapped out until she looked back and saw the darker-skinned woman with her face planted in her crotch.
Elena moved to join the others, who were enjoying the birthday girl. Denise handed off the dildo to Elena, who moved between Kristina's thighs. She gave the birthday girl a long, lingering lick, tasting the girl's cream before returning to work with the vibrator. "Oooohhh, yes! Fuck me! Oh, fuck me!" Kristina was panting loudly. Elena began stroking the dildo in and out of the young woman with full-length thrusts. She began alternating the settings, first hard and fast and then low and slow, all the while working Kristina's pussy over.
"Oooohhh, gggaaaawwwdddd! Aaayyyeeee!" Kristina suddenly screamed and began bucking hard, pounding her ass into the flag-stones while pushing against the vibrator. Elena watched, a wide grin on her face, as her young lover exploded through the most intense orgasm she'd ever experienced. Barbara's mouth with to Kristina's, and the two teens kissed deeply while the birthday girl continued to moan through her orgasm. Elena slowed her thrusting until she finally slipped the vibrator free. She backed away as Barbara moved to plant her mouth against Kristina's dripping, gaping slot. The two teens settled into a 69, each lapping away at the other, as Elena moved to join Denise.
"That was awesome to watch," Denise admired.
"Want me to do that to you?" Elena asked slyly, and gently pushed her friend to her back. She gave the brunette's hairy crotch a deep, tongue-filled kiss before replacing her oral digit with the vibrator.
"Oooohhh, Elenaaaaa!" Denise moaned as her body began to vibrate along with the toy, now stuffed high into her slot. Elena captured one of the middle-aged mother's nipples in her mouth and sucked hard and deep while running the vibrator in and out of her. "Oooohhh, yeessss!" Denise moaned, stroking Elena's head while enjoying the dildoing she was getting.
Indigo was now tonguing Melissa's anus while thrusting two long fingers in and out of her pussy. Janet had rolled over to give her girl-friend access to her pussy, and lay across the flag-stones beside the 69-engaged teens with Melissa lapping away at her. Denise's head was near hers, and she reached out to stroke the older woman's face. Denise smiled and kissed Janet's fingers. Elena replaced the dildo between Denise's thighs with her mouth and as she began to lap away at the furry folds, the dildo was passed back to Indigo, who put it to work, replacing her fingers inside Melissa's cunt.
The villa's patio was covered with writhing naked women, their moans and groans of lust and passion accompanied by a soft undercurrent of music. The privacy fences prevented their sinful party from being observed, but the older couple renting the villa next door were treated to the unmistakable sounds of the orgy. Old Mr. Cantor, a retired air traffic controller, and his wife, had given up on the books they had been enjoying, distracted by the party next door.
Mrs. Cantor, also retired, gave her husband a raised-brown look. "I don't hear any men over there," she commented in an unnecessarily hushed voice.
Mr. Cantor, just months away from his seventieth birthday, nodded. He set his book down and asked, "Should I go over and complain?"
"Not fucking hardly!" Mrs. Cantor rejected. "I know you, Al. You'll not be back for hours."
"I can't help it," Al grinned. "I like to watch." He got up and started to move a patio chair towards the separating fence.
"Oh, hell no!" his wife demanded, and reached for her husband as he passed. She took hold of his shorts and tugged, and as her elderly husband turned, his shorts dropped to reveal his semi-flaccid member. "Well, what have we here?" she asked, surprised that her husband was growing hard. It had been a while.
"Well, don't just sit there," Al grinned. "Do something." She did, much to Al's delight.
Unaware of the effect they were having on their rental neighbors, the women continued to enjoy themselves in and around the pool. Melissa and Janet had switched places, and Indigo had turned her oral attention to Janet's asshole while working the dildo along her vaginal chute. Melissa had a crotch full of her girl-friend's face, while Denise had turned around to give Elena a good tongue-bath. Melissa shuffled over until she was beneath Denise's upraised hips and pulled the older teacher's pussy down to her mouth. From Elena back to Indigo, the five women formed a sinful, lustful lesbian chain, mouth to pussy. Entwined beside them, Kristina and Barbara continued to devour each other, bringing each other off with their flicking tongues.
Elena stroked Denise's long, dark hair as she worked her tongue in and out of her slit. She'd cum once, but now was enjoying the soothing sensations of her post-climax. She watched and listened as those around her continued to enjoy themselves while enjoying each other. It was truly a beautiful sight to behold, and Elena felt a shiver of a micro-orgasm roll through her from just watching those around her. She was happy with what she'd given her young lover, and reached over to caress Kristina. Without giving up on the pussy pressed to her mouth, Kristina found Elena's hand with hers and intertwined fingers. She squeezed, and Elena returned the gesture.
After enduring another orgasm brought on by Denise's tongue, Elena rolled away and staggered into the nearest patio chair. She poured herself a glass of wine and gulped it down. It was warming, so she retrieved the bottle and headed inside to replace it with a fresh, chilled bottle of white wine. She stood naked in the kitchen, enjoying the cool of the shade on her heated flesh while drinking wine, straight from the bottle. She felt so reprehensible and nefarious, watching the two naked bodies of the teens locked together, face to crotch, in a soulful kiss beneath the summer sun. Her clit tingled as well, excited by the sights and sounds, and in need of further attention.
Elena walked back out to sit at the pool's edge, next to Melissa's upraised hips, where Indigo continued to lap away. She reached over and pulled the black woman away. "Eat my pussy, damnit!" she moaned. Indigo grinned and moved between her wide-spread thighs.
Indigo lowered herself into line with Elena's pussy and grinned. "Yes, Ma'am!" she replied, and began attacking her friend's slit with her long, pink tongue. She wrapped her lips tight around Elena's bulging clit and sucked it deep into her mouth, biting down on it gently.
"Oooohhh, that's it! My clit! Work my clit! Yes! That's it, Indy! That's it!" Elena was loud, her demands heard over the music and moans. Denise had rolled to her knees and squatted on Janet's mouth, feeding a steady flow of juices into the younger woman's mouth while tugging at Janet's nipples. Elena saw her watching through half-closed eyes and jerked her head, calling her over. Denise reluctantly lifted away from Janet and walked around to where Elena was now lying fully on her back across the patio stones.
"On my face, Denise!" Elena said. "Sit on my face! I want your pussy on my mouth!" She didn't need to say anything, as Denise was already aware of what her friend needed, and what she wanted. Denise straddled Elena's head, and with the librarian's hands caressing her thighs, she dropped to her knees and planted her pussy full onto her mouth.
"Uuunnfff!" Elena moaned into her slot as Indigo rolled her clit between her teeth, sending a jolt of sexual thrills through her entire body.
"Oooohhh," Denise moaned into the sky above as Elena's tongue pushed up into her. She wished her husband would do this for her, but Denise had had to turn to Elena and other women for this pleasure. Don had stopped eating her out after their first child was born. Elena was more than happy to give her what she needed from time to time. It didn't take her long to climax again on Elena's talented tongue. Elena knew her pussy well, and where to tickle her to get her flowing. "Aaaahhhh!" she moaned again as her cream flowed into Elena's mouth.
Indigo's tongue was doing a number on her own clit, and as she drank down Denise's sweet cream, Elena felt her own begin to flow once again. Indigo's tongue was soon coated with the thick juices and lapped up just as quickly. Elena dug her fingers into Denise's thighs as she shivered through her orgasm, moaning into the pussy planted tight to her mouth. Her nose pushed hard into Denise's anus, and she sucked in a deep lungful of musk, all which served to drive her orgasm on to a higher peak.
"UUuuunnnnnnggggggghhhhhh!" she groaned long and deep, until her air ran out and she needed to breathe again. Denise had been riding out her own orgasm and had nearly her full weight pressing down onto Elena's face. Elena had to push her friend up slightly to get a lungful of air, though she continued lapping away at Denise's cunt-flesh, drinking down every drop of nectar she could.
Denise rolled away a moment later, panting heavily. She collapsed into one of the loungers, exhausted. Elena sat up on her elbows and found that Indigo was no longer feasting on her pussy. Kristina replaced the older woman between her thighs, lapping noisily at her folds. Elena saw her eyes smiling up at her, and then Kristina lifted away long enough to tell her, "This is the best birthday party, ever!" before returning her moth to Elena's crotch.
Standing in the pool behind Kristina was Barbara, who was obviously working fingers in and out of Kristina from behind, making her fellow teen moan into Elena's pussy from time to time. As it turned out, it was the dildo that Barbara had working on Kristina, having discovered that it was indeed water-proof. Kristina was soon moaning through a climax as she lapped hungrily at Elena's pussy.
Melissa and Janet had moved to the far side of the pool and were making out as lovers. Arms entwined, lips locked, the couple were enjoying a private moment together. Elena knew that they were deeply in love with each other, even if they enjoyed a little action on the side from time to time. Elena enjoyed the sight, warming to the memory of introducing the two some years ago when at a similar party, thrown for Melissa. The memory brought Elena's attention back to the action between her thighs. Barbara had moved up to join Kristina and the two were taking turns licking up and down her slit, and flicking at her thick, bulging clit. Elena proudly watched as between licks the two teens would kiss each other. She could see something growing between them, from the sparkle in their eyes. With each pause, they kissed longer, until they finally moved away from Elena to enjoy each other further along the pool side.
Elena looked around and saw that the sex portion of the party was beginning to ebb. She stood and moved to join Indigo, who had taken a seat at the table. Wine was poured and the two drank in silence, enjoying the music as well as the sights of the two couples making love to each other. Denise appeared to have drifted off, lying in the lounger, as the summer sun had moved behind the tall trees. Shade now covered the entire patio and Elena could feel the cooling on her flesh.
"Want to order some pizzas?" Indigo suggested. Elena realized that they hadn't planned for food, and the pangs of hunger were noticeable.
"We'd better," she replied. She leaned over and gave Indigo a kiss, and then headed inside the villa to retrieve her cell-phone. Thirty minutes later, she gave the Domino's delivery man, a chubby thirty-something guy with a patchy half-grown beard, an eyeful as she paid for the pizzas topless, having pulled her discarded shorts on, with Indigo standing next to her smiling wide and equally dressed and exposed.



The party eventually broke up after nine, with Janet and Melissa the first to leave. Both had work in the morning. After cleaning up, Denise begged out, sighting her family waiting at home. "I only hope Don made them dinner," she said.
"Can I get a ride home?" Barbara asked. "I don't have my lights for my bike." Barbara lived a few blocks down from Denise, in an off-campus dorm complex.
"Sure. We can put your bike in the back, I think," Denise agreed.
"I'd like to ride along," Kristina asked. "If you could drop me off back at Elena's on the way, to pick up my car?"
Denise gave Elena a glance. Elena smiled and nodded. "Sure. It's not out of my way," Denise replied.
After parting kisses, with Kristina telling both Elena and Indigo, "Thank you both for a wonderful birthday party. I'll never forget it, that's for sure!" This last she had added while glancing towards Barbara. It was plain to see what had happened.
A few minutes later, Indigo and Elena sat on the patio, enjoying the cool of the night as darkness descended over Regal Bay.
"Well, my dear, it would appear that you've made yet another love connection." Indigo grinned over her glass of wine. With the two teens on their way home in Denise's van, that left the two matrons without a ride back to their condominium complex.
"You'd think I'd have learned my lesson after setting Janet and Melissa up." Elena finished off her wine and set the empty glass on the table. It was now after ten. It had been a long day for the librarian, with a lot of energy spent fueled by little more than white and red wine, and a couple of pieces of pizza. "But I'm thrilled for the girls. I know they'll get along well."
Indigo stood up and stretched, giving Elena a good show of her heavy breasts rising on her chest beneath the shoulder throw. "Want to join me in the hot-tub?" she asked. "We might as well spend the night here. The place is ours until noon tomorrow anyway." Indigo headed down the flag-stone walk and left her throw, and then her bikini bottoms, on the path along the way. Elena topped off Indigo's glass, and refilled her own with the last of the red wine, before joining her friend and lover in the warm, bubbling waters.
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Chapter 37
Annie's Tales -- Part 3
The long 4th of July weekend had finally arrived, and with it five days off for Annie Strauss. Although the golf club was booked solid with several parties, those not directly involved were free. With her direct supervisor leaving for a three-week trip to Moscow, Annie only had to finish up the paperwork Natalya had left behind for her to file or FedEx off. She was finished well before close of business on the 30th, giving her until Tuesday morning off. Although Annie didn't have any serious plans, she did want to spend time on the beach, which she'd not been able to get since Memorial Day.
Thursday had started out bright and sunny, but the temperatures were only in the low sixties following the latest cold front to move down the coast. It had rained off and on the previous two nights, but the weather forecast for the rest of the week through the holiday weekend was for warming temperatures and no rain. It promised to be a beautiful weekend all in all. Annie had not slept in that morning as she usually did when not going to work, instead waking with her alarm and getting busy around the house. Once a load of laundry was in and the dishes from the night before completed, she took inventory and then headed for the grocery store. By ten-thirty she was back home, with the groceries put away, and the rest of the day free. She had put the first of the cases of beer she'd bought for the weekend onto the lowest shelf of the refrigerator to begin to cool. The others she moved to the laundry room off the kitchen, before returning to retrieve a cold can of Sprite from the fridge. Looking out the window from the kitchen, Annie saw her son and four of his friends gathered in a loose circle in the backyard, towards the gazebo that she'd seen so much action in of late.
Annie popped the soda can's tab and then took a drink, all the while watching the boys. She was confused as to what they might be doing, so she leaned across the counter and called to her son, "What are you boys up to?"
Tim looked up from what he and his friends were doing and replied, "Setting up a camera." He jogged over to the window. "We're setting up a camera to make a time-elapse video of an ant hill," Tim explained. "Once set up, we're going to drop a bit of sugar, salt, and some other stuff and see what the ants use first and what they ignore."
"Something for class?" Annie asked.
"Not really. Just applying some of the stuff we learned last year. Ricky's going to edit it and Andy's going to make a sound track of some kind. We hope to have something close to ten or fifteen minutes to put on YouTube, just for fun."
"Sounds interesting. Are you boys going to be here for lunch? I just went to the store. I could make something."
"Thanks, but we might be going down to the beach later," Tim replied. "We'll get something on the boardwalk."
Annie nodded, giving the other boys a look. She recognized two, Ricky Freeman, who her son went to school with, and Ray Dalton, a friend of Tim's also from school, with whom Annie had recently been so very intimate with.
"Who are those other two boys?" Annie asked Tim through the window's screen. "I don't recognize them."
"The blonde one's David Price. You remember him. I went to school with him," Tim explained. "The other's Andy McCoy. He was in classes with David, Ray, and I, last semester. The Media Studies and Introduction to Direction courses."
"Well, you guys enjoy yourself," Annie said. "I got some beers cooling in the fridge, and I'll call in a couple of pizzas later, if everyone wants to hang out tonight. Just let me know."
Tim headed back to his group, saying over his shoulder, "Thanks, mom!" Annie watched a few more minutes and then headed for the front room and the National Enquirer she left sitting on the end table. Tim stuck his head in a half hour later to let her know that they were heading down to the beach and wouldn't be back until later. Thus, Annie finished her tabloid and then gave her sister a call. Together, she and Charlotte had a girl's night out and enjoyed dinner and a movie out at the mall.
When Annie returned home, she found her son and his friends sitting around the front room playing cards, drinking beers and shots of vodka, and passing around a joint. The stereo was on and playing loud music, a Soundgarden song, "Black Hole Sun" if Annie had to guess. "Apparently, I'm missing out on a party," she muttered as she passed through to the kitchen, stepping over the stretched-out legs of one of the boys. A look to the clock on the wall showed it to be nearing ten.
"Hey, Mom!" Tim called over the music. "Wanna join us?" His voice was already heavily slurred, she noticed.
"No, thank you," she replied. "I'll just hang out in my room."
Tim jumped up from the sofa and rushed over to her. "Oh, no you're not! Come on! Hang out for a while!" Tim insistently took hold of her arm and guided her to the sofa. Annie dropped into the cushion beside Ray, who was grinning drunkenly at her. Tim fell beside her, bracketing her in.
"Want a drink, Mrs. Strauss?" David asked while pouring a shot of vodka into a glass. He reached out, handing it to her, but Annie just shook her head. She wasn't happy that hard alcohol was in her house, remembering that her husband had been killed by a drunk driver. She'd accepted that her son and his friends were drinking beers now that they were of age.
"Not cool, dude!" Tim growled and snatched the shot glass from his friend's hand. However, he did toss it back.
"I'll get you a beer, Mrs. Strauss," Ricky said, and headed for the kitchen. A minute later, Annie was sipping at a cold can of Miller Lite. She settled back to watch as another hand was dealt and played. She assumed the boys were playing poker, but no money was in evident. Before she knew it, she'd finished off her beer and was handed another, along with a joint as it was passed along. Annie already felt the sensations of the potent herb, even without yet taking in a lungful. She rarely enjoyed a marijuana cigarette, and even then, it was usually one her son left in an ashtray, or if she happened to be at a party or gathering where they were passed around. Just as it were now.
Annie accepted the joint and took a deep lungful, enjoying the tingles as they washed through her. Tim took the joint from her and sucked in a lungful as well. Instead of allowing the smoke to slip from his lips, instead Tim pulled his mother's mouth to his and exhaled. Annie moaned as her son's smoke filled her mouth, breathing it in to enjoy the added sensations that went with it.
"Damn, dude!" one of the boys laughed.
Tim released her and Annie sat up. She recovered her beer and took a deep drink. The combination of the beer and marijuana had her head buzzing already. She accepted a Marlboro, freshly lit by Ray, and took a deep drag before handing it back. She leaned back into the sofa and crossed one leg over the other modestly. Tim rolled back with her.
"Having fun, yet?" Tim asked, his face very close to hers. The music continued through a heavy beat song, which made Annie's chest thump. She realized Tim's hand was resting on her, just below the curve of her breasts.
"I didn't know I was supposed to be having fun," Annie replied. "I wasn't invited to this party."
"You're here now," Ray grinned back at her. She returned his smile, and a moment later, Ray kissed her. She was startled by the openness being shown by the young man, as well as her son. She wasn't aware that the other young men knew how close she and Tim were, though she wouldn't be surprised to know that they knew all about it.
Ray pulled away, still grinning, and Annie felt his hand on her upper thigh, right where the hum of her lime-green dress ended. She glanced to Tim, who was also looking at her with a very mischievous look in his eyes, no doubt fueled by the marijuana being enjoyed.
"Tim, I don't want this to get out of hand," Annie warned her son as she began to realize that the party was about to turn into something quite different. Even as she spoke, Ray's hand slid up her front to cup her right breast through the dress material. She looked from Tim to Ray, and saw the same sort of look in each young man's eyes.
"Maybe I need to be going to my room," she added, but instead of standing, she found herself reaching up to pull her son to her. Her mouth welcomed his, and they kissed deeply. As they did, she felt hands on her. One cupped her left breast, and another was rubbing her belly, just below. Tim's tongue slipped into her mouth, and Annie moaned into his mouth. In that moment, Ray began to kiss at her neck. She turned away from Tim and kissed Ray, equally as deep as she had with her son.
Tim's hand went to her thigh and she felt him tug her dress up until it was at her waist. She knew her black panties would be fully in view and maintained her crossed-legs position, even when Tim gave her thigh a tug. Ray's mouth left hers and a moment later Tim had reached into her dress, down across her chest to cup her left breast.
"Oh, Tim," she sighed and looked at him. "What are you doing?"
Her son was still grinning wolfishly, and it made her fearful and excited. Her nipple was stroked by his finger, and it came alive. "Ooohh, Tim!" she moaned again. This time, he leaned in a gave her nipple, now exposed, a brief kiss. She sighed deeply and rolled her head back into the cushion. Tim moved to her right and pulled her right breast free before planting his mouth to that nipple. Her left was taken into Ray's mouth in that moment as well. She allowed the two young men to enjoy themselves for a minute, enjoying it herself. A third hand was beginning to stroke up her thigh and much of the conversation had died down around them. Annie looked up to see the faces of Ricky and Andy, she thought, watching with wide, stoned grins on their faces.
"Hang on a minute," Annie told her son and his friend. She gently eased them back and then sat up straight. She gave each of the gathered boys a glance, and then took her dress in hand. She pulled it up and off. Annie rarely wore a bra during the summer and hadn't that evening, either. As her dress fell to the floor, she was left topless, her small breasts fully exposed to all in attendance. She retrieved her beer, took a long drink, and then settled back into the sofa once again.
Both Tim and Ray went back to her breasts to suck upon her nipples, while Annie felt multiple hands begin to stroke her exposed flesh, from her belly to her knees. She was getting more and more excited as hands caressed her naked body, naked save for the black panties that still hid her fiery bush and sexual center. Tim's mouth found hers again and as she kissed him, another mouth began to plant soft kisses up her calves. She began to tingle again, knowing that she was about to become the center of attention for six virile young men.
While Tim and Ray continued to kiss and lick across her face, neck, upper chest and breasts, Annie saw that it was the boy introduced as Andy kissing her legs. She also noticed that David was standing off to one side with a small camera in hand. He was taking pictures, or maybe movies, of what was happening on the sofa. Annie wanted to protest, but in that moment Ricky knelt beside her knees and reached up to take hold of her panties. Before she could react or protest, they were pulled off and tossed aside. Her trimmed, fiery red bush came into view between her long thighs, and nearly every set of eyes went there. She felt the color rise in her cheeks, but also felt exhilaration in knowing that she was being looked lustfully upon by six young men, something she rarely felt when about town.
Of course, she realized, it might have something to do with being naked and surrounded by six hot young men.
Tim's mouth went to hers again and as she sucked on his offered tongue, her thighs were parted and fingers began to dance across her pubic mound, through her hairs, and along her slit. Her feet were hooked across legs to either side of her, opening her up to whoever was moving between them. Tim continued to kiss her deeply as her hips were pulled and she was almost laid fully on her back in the sofa. It was Ray who had abandoned her breasts to move between her thighs, and a moment later she felt his breath on her pussy.
"Uuuuuummmm," she hummed into Tim's mouth as Ray's came into contact with her sex. She had enjoyed more than a few orgasms on Ray's tongue since he became her lover some weeks back, and she was familiar with his lapping, licking style. She was dripping juices within seconds of having his tongue on her. Ray had become a gifted cunt-lapper over the last few weeks, thanks to Annie's willingness to allow him to practice on her.
"Oh, man! I can't fucking believe this!" one of the boys called out. Annie didn't recognize the voice. It might have belonged to the sixth young man in the room, one who she hadn't seen earlier in the day, nor had Tim introduced her to.
Annie had Tim's mouth to hers, and Ray's mouth to her pussy. Her entire body was beginning to tingle. Another mouth descended to her right nipple, to be joined at the left a moment later by yet another. Hands stroked her body, and she felt as if she were becoming the center of the sexual universe. For the gathered young men in her living room, she absolutely was. Ray had her pussy dripping with juices and saliva by the time he pulled out from between her thighs, panting heavily and grinning.
"Sit up, Mom," Tim told her a moment after ending their kiss. She did as the other boys peeled away, to find Ricky standing before her, his jeans and underwear in a bunch around his ankles and his cock in hand. He still wore his white "Party On!" t-shirt. Annie recognized what was expected of her, and even though she'd have like to discuss the matter before hand with her son, she wasn't going to pass up a prime tube of man-steak that Ricky was offering her.
She'd known Ricky Freeman since he and Tim went to kindergarten together, and she knew his parents as well. "My, how you've grown up," she told Ricky as she took his cock in hand. She looked up into his face, looking down expectantly into hers, and opened her mouth. She let her tongue flick out to caress his knob tip before pulling him to her. His cock slipped into her mouth along the surface of her tongue.
"Oooohhh," Ricky moaned as she wrapped her lips tight around his cock and began to bob her head along his shaft. "Man! Your mom's sucking my dick!" he gasped a moment later.
"I told you, Ricky!" Tim laughed with pride. "She's been doing me for years now."
"Why didn't you tell me before? She could have been sucking me off, too," he panted. He held Annie's hair in his hands as his hips began to rock in time with her slurps.
"We only started opening up," Tim told him.
"Too late for you," Ray announced. "I've already fucked her!" Ray lifted Annie from the sofa, though she continued to suck on Ricky's dick. She presented her butt to Ray, who dropped behind her to his knees and returned to lapping away at her pussy. Meanwhile, around them the others were beginning to strip away shirts and jeans, apart from David, who was recording the entire party with his handheld camcorder.
Ricky gave Tim a pained look, though he was enjoying having his friend's mother slurping noisily on his dick. Someone, probably David, had turned the music down, and the sounds of slurping and lapping began to fill the room. Tim, now also stripped bare, dropped into the sofa on his knees beside his bent-over mother and reached out to cup her soft, hanging breasts. Her body rocked a bit as she sucked on a fat young dick and was pussy-licked between two of his friends.
Ray pulled out of Annie's crotch long enough to drag the foot stool over. He rolled onto his back and pushed between Annie's parted thighs. "Bring that tasty snatch down here," he told her. His hands went to her hips and helped Annie guide herself onto his waiting, hungry mouth.
"Uuuuuummmm," she hummed as Ray's tongue went back to work. She let Ricky's cock slip from her mouth to gasp a deep lungful of air. She found another young man standing beside him, dick in hand and aimed her way. She looked up, not recognizing his face, and yet pulled him into her mouth.
"Oooohhh, yeeaahhh!" he groaned as he leaned forward and stuffed his dick into her mouth. He began to rock, holding her head in place, running his cock in and out of Annie's mouth.
With Ray hogging Annie's pussy, Andy leaned down and began to kiss and lick up and down her butt and into her crack. He dragged his tongue across her asshole once or twice, drawing a moan from her as he did. Annie began moving back and forth between the two cocks at hand, while enjoying a mouth on her pussy and another on her ass. Tim continued feeling her up, while leaning in to kiss her shoulder or back from time to time. Annie knew it wouldn't be long, not with the way things were already going. That moment came a minute later.
"Let's get her on the sofa," someone said.
"Put her on her hands and knees," someone else said, even as she was physically moved to the sofa. "I want to fuck her doggie-style!"
Tim was in front of her, his cock hard and in hand. She met his eyes, saw that he was enjoying himself, and then lowered her mouth to his cock. She took him deep and sucked hard.
"Man, I don't care, but I'm fucking her first!" Ricky announced. "I've known Tim's mom longer than any of you and I should have been the first given the shot. You owe me, Tim."
"Sorry, Ricky," Tim replied. "You were out of town with your family when I had the idea. Besides, Ray hadn't been laid in so long, he might have blown his ball-juice on the boardwalk, if the wind blew just right!" Several of the boys laughed.
"Well, I'm getting some now!" Ricky announced. Annie felt hands on her hips as the sofa rocked beneath her knees. Ricky was positioning himself behind her. She let Tim's cock out of her mouth long enough to look back and give the boy she'd watch grow up a warm smile and welcoming nod.
"Fuck me, Ricky! I want you now," she told him. Even as she felt his knob slip along her slot. She pushed back the moment she felt him line up, and moaned as he popped into her. "Oooohhh, yeeeesssssss!" she groaned as her son's long-time friend fed his strong dick into her pussy, inch by thick inch.
With her mouth hanging open as she moaned, she was suddenly fed another cock. This one was slim and long, and banged into the back of her throat with still another inch outside her lip-lock. She looked up to see that it belonged to Andy. Annie knew his mother, Heather, though only in passing. She wondered if Heather sucked cock, and if she did, did she suck Andy's.
"Ooohh, man! Your mom's pussy is so fucking tight!" Ricky grunted. He was driving his dick into her with erratic thrusts. His t-shirt kept falling between his belly and her ass, and he'd lift it back up.
"It won't be, not after tonight," one of the boys laughed.
Another cock bumped into her cheek and Annie pulled off Andy's to take it in. This one belonged to Ray, she recognized. His knob was quite familiar on her tongue now. She slurped and boobed, mouth-fucking her young lover for a few moments before she was pulled back to Andy's waiting cock. She went back and forth between the two for several more minutes while Ricky fucked her. She was about to twist to the side further and return to her son's waiting manhood when Ricky's cock began to throb inside her. A moment later he cried out, "I'm cumming! Oooohhh, fuck, Tim! I'm cumming in your mom's pussy!"
Annie felt Ricky's hot semen flow into her. His dick still worked along her chute as he pumped her full of seed. She took three or four more pulses of cum before he popped out of her. "Oooohhh, shit! That's fucking good!" Ricky grunted as he staggered back. He grabbed his dick and smeared her cream and his cum across his shaft and balls.



"My turn!" Ray declared. He moved away from her face and jumped behind her upraised hips quickly. With a hand to guide him, he plunged right into Annie's freshly creamed cunt. "Oh, fuck! Dude!" He looked over to Ricky and said, "I feel your cum around my dick, man. It's still hot." He started working his cock in her, pushing Ricky's load deeper into her womb with every thrust, that which wasn't providing lubrication.
As Ray worked her pussy over, Annie found another cock thrust into her mouth. Again, it belonged to the young man she'd yet to be introduced to. In her entire life, she'd never been with a boy she didn't know, and now she was greedily sucking on the cock of an unnamed friend of her son's. It was all so wildly wicked!
Annie had never been a prude, and had enjoyed a good sex-life through high school and college. She had tried not to indulge in the sinful family antics the she had been born into, and yet had enjoyed time with her uncle as a young woman. Her husband had started out fun and adventurous, but that went away soon after Tim was born. By the time he had been killed, Annie was hard pressed to remember when the last time she'd bedded her husband. It had only been after she had given in to her sinful inner craving and taken Tim as her lover did she begin to enjoy a fulfilling sex life once again. Only recently had she gone outside the family, as it were, to entertain Ray. And until that evening, Annie could still count the number of men she'd been with, the number of cocks she'd taken, on one hand. In a single evening, she was about to nearly double that number.
"Ooohh, maaannnnn!" Ray grunted, and Annie felt his cock pulsing within her. Ray had it stuffed deep and as his cum flooded her, her belly warmed. So was nowhere near climaxing herself, but had already taken two healthy loads from the young men happily assaulting her. She'd forgotten whose cock filled her mouth and looked up to see Andy grinning down at her. She locked her lips around the base of his knob and flicked her tongue across his tip. He giggled and pulled back slightly. His dick popped free of her lips and she was turned to find another cock ready to be sucked. This one belonged to David, who still held the camera in one hand filming. He'd pulled his cock out through the fly of his shorts and she accepted it balls-deep in a single lunge.
With Ray having filled her with hot semen, Annie was ready for another young cock. This time it was her son who positioned himself behind his mother's upraised ass. "No fair, Tim!" one of the boys cried. "You can get her any time you want!"
"And I'm taking her now!" Tim laughed as he rammed his so-familiar cock into her pussy. Annie gulped on the dick in her mouth as her pussy walls were shoved open by her son's fat dick. The two loads of semen already deposited provide some lubrication, and within a few thrusts it was dripping across her clit and onto the sofa cushions between her knees.
"Man, I can't believe it! He's fucking his own mother!" Andy made the indisputable announcement, laughing.
"Damn straight he is!" David replied. "You should try it sometime."
"I'm next, then," Andy said.
"I meant that you should try fucking your own mom sometime," David laughed. "She's fucking hot!"
"Not cool, dude!" Andy replied.
"Hell, I'd fuck her!" Ray declared. "Your mom's a Playmate-caliber babe! I've seen her on the beach."
"Yeah, I'd like to see her on the end of my dick!" the boy filling her mouth added, while patting the back of her head. "Just like this hot piece of ass!"
As the boys around her talked of other mothers, Tim continued to drill her from behind, and moment later, she felt the familiar throbbing of her son's manhood, just before his semen began to flow.
"Aahh! Aahh! Aaaaannngggghhhhh!" Tim grunted and pushed himself deep into her while seeding her once again.
"Oh, man! He's cumming inside his own mom!" Andy again needlessly announced to the gathered group. Tim pulled free and dropped heavily into the sofa a moment later, leaving his mother's cunt hole agape and leaking white boy-cream.
Having taken three loads, Annie was beginning to feel light-headed. She released the cock from her mouth and rolled into the sofa alongside her son. She was panting, sweating, and in need of a drink. "Can someone get me another beer?" she asked the leering young men.
"I'm on it," Ray said and dashed off to the kitchen, his cock wagging ahead of him. She reached over to wrap a hand around her son's slick, limp cock. She grinned at him as she stroked upward to smear a thick mixture of their deposited juices onto her fingers. She brought her fingers to her lips and licked up the mixed loads from three different cocks.
"Here you go." Ray handed her a cold beer and she gulped. The taste of cum was still thick on her tongue as the beer washed over, and her belly warmed. So far, all the cocks had unloaded in her pussy, and she had a growing hunger to have a fresh load dumped into her mouth.
Now seated in the sofa with a beer in hand, Annie watched as the young man with no name moved to stand before her, his long cock swinging and heavy balls swaying from his shaved pubic bone. It shone with her saliva. She parted her knees and hooked a foot across her son's thighs. The young man took her invitation and knelt. He pressed his knob into her cum-drenched slot and entered her smoothly.
"Oooohhh," Annie sighed upon his entry. He didn't hesitate to start fucking her with long, deep thrusts.
"My name's Carl, by the way," he grinned as he pumped his cock in and out of her pussy.
"Good...to meet you...Carl..." she panted in time with his thrusts.
As her newest lover worked her over, Annie accepted the presented cock of Ray into her mouth. He half-stood in the sofa while giving her a mouthful of cock, and began to work his hips, thrusting in time with Carl, feeding his dick into her throat with every plunge. Ray's balls banged against her chin as she felt Carl's slapping against her asshole. She was as full as she had ever been with dick, and craving more.
Annie pulled off Ray's cock to gulp air, and found Andy's ready to take its place. Again, she found herself moving from cock to cock while Carl continued to pump her pussy hard and deep. A moment later, his thrusts began to go erratic, and with his cock jerking and pulsing wildly inside her, he roared, "Aaaggghhhh!" Carl's semen blasted into her, filling her once again with hot, potent seed. As her womb was again painted white with semen, Annie silently thanked the gods for rendering her barren after giving life to Tim.
"Who's next?" Carl moaned as he slipped out of her, leaving behind a dripping mess. Annie reached into her crotch and pushed two fingers against her hole, finding it agape and dripping warm semen. She'd never had so much inside her that she couldn't contain it all, and still there was another hung stud moving to plug her once again.
"I guess I get sloppy seconds," Andy moaned as he stepped up to replace Carl.
"Hell, dude! You're getting filthy fifths!" Ray laughed and slapped him across the back, even as Andy slid into her. Cum from her previous four debauchers flowed thick from around Andy's slim cock as he pushed in. As he began to work, more flooded out, across her anus to poll on the sofa beneath her. She felt the cooling of the cream on her crotch and under her butt as her pussy again warmed with the friction of Andy's pistoning manhood.
"Ooohh, yes! Yes!" Andy grunted into her ear as he fucked her.
"Oooohhh, yeessss, fuck me! Fuck me, Andy! You're cock feels so good!" she muttered into his ear. She stocked his back and head as the young man drilled her with rapid-fire thrusts. He wouldn't last long, and it was only a matter of seconds before he was grunting louder.
"Oooohhh, god! Ooohh, fuck!" he roared as his cock pulsed and spit. He jabbed deep into her, banging hard against her cervix, and she felt his cock throbbing wildly inside her. She could only imagine the sight of her inner walls, coated again with white cream. So much semen had been forced inside her. Her entire body shivered beneath Andy as he, too, trembled through his climax.
"That's it, Tim! Your moms been fucked by all of us!" Ray called out. He had lit up another joint and passed it to Tim after a long drag. "Thanks for the party, dude! It was the best!"
"Not everyone," Annie corrected. "David's not had a go, yet. I'll bet your balls are full and ready to blow." She gave the cameraman a lingering look. He shook his head.
"That's alright," David shrugged. "I think I'll pass tonight. I'm not big on gangbangs."
"He just likes to watch, and film them," Ricky laughed as he pulled on his underwear before accepting the joint.
"Too bad you didn't bring your library," Tim said to David. "I'd bet Mom would get a kick out of watching some of them."
Andy slowly lifted from her sweet-drenched body, leaving Annie panting and dripping on the sofa. Tim still lay beside her, his cock in hand and quite hard once again. She also noticed that one or two others had grown full and erect once again. The party might not be finished after all.
She turned to her son and said, "I need to go shower, especially if we're not done." She kissed him then, and struggled to her feet. She downed the rest of her beer while the young men took in the sight of her used and abused body. She knew that she wasn't a very beautiful woman, nowhere near as hot as Heather McCoy, she knew. And yet she looked around and saw several hard cocks, all aimed her direction and ready for another go at her. That in itself made her feel hot and sexy, though still not beautiful. It was hard for her to feel beautiful with five loads of cum dribbling out of her aching cunt and down the inside of the thighs. She recognized that this was how porn actresses must feel after a day's work.
"I'll help you. You look pretty unsteady," Carl offered, and she accepted his arm around her waist.
"Thank you," she smiled, and then kissed him. She led the way to the bathroom, staggering only slightly. Her legs were weak and her back ached, along with her vagina. She slipped in and turned on the light. Carl slipped in with her.
"I've got to piss," he explained. Annie started the shower as Carl began to urinate. She turned and playfully slipped up behind him. She reached around and took hold of his limp cock as he continued to pee.
"Ooohh," he moaned, and released his cock, letting her guide his stream. He turned and looked at her, and as the last of his piss dribbled out, his cock began to stiffen. He pulled her mouth to his and kissed her deep. The bathroom began to fill with steam from the shower. He pulled his mouth from hers and asked, "Can I wash your back?"
Annie grinned and nodded. "I'd like that." She led him by the hand into the shower-tub and pulled the curtain.
Meanwhile, Tim and the others had pulled on clothes, though not everyone was fully dressed. Ray still wore only his underwear, while Tim and Andy remained shirtless. "I'll bet he's in there right now, fucking your mom," Ray predicted.
"Carl fucks his own mom, from what I heard," Andy said.
"She's got some big fucking tits, that's for sure," Ricky added, even though all in attendance knew that Rebecca Thomas had a massive set of breasts. They'd all seen the pictures Carl had managed to sneak of her topless, way back in high school. "I'd like a shot at those fat puppies, someday."
"That makes two of us," Tim added. "Hey, David. Why don't you tell Andy and Ray here about the first time you had sex with your mom?"
"What?" Andy gasped. "Am I the only one around here not fucking my own mother?"
"Probably," Tim laughed. "But I wonder who around here is. Fucking your mother, that is."
"Dude! Not cool!" Andy yelled, adding a punch to Tim's shoulder as he went by. "You know as well as I do that she doesn't want her past brought up, not around here. She's trying to keep that part of her life out of this part, okay?"
All of them had seen Heather McCoy's movies, at least most of those that could be found on line. They were all aware that she'd once been a porn star. They were also sensitive to the fact that Andy had no idea who his father was. They tried to be sensitive about it around him, but sometimes things got out of hand.
"You know, I'm out of here," Andy said. He snatched up his t-shirt, bringing with it Annie's discarded panties. As he pulled it on, Tim laughed.
"Hey! Don't be stealing my mom's underwear! Pervert!"
"Funny!" Andy replied, with a toss of the panties into Tim's face. "I'll see you later." Andy stormed out, though not nearly as upset as he acted.
Tim, Ricky, Ray, and David settled into the furniture with fresh beers. It wasn't long before Carl rejoined them, a satisfied look on his face. They watched him dress. It was Tim who asked, "Enjoy yourself?"
Carl grinned. "I don't know about you guys, but I'm clean!" He pulled on his shoes and announced his own departure.
"I guess we're done for the night, then," Tim told his remaining friends a few minutes later. He'd checked on his mother and she had retired to her bed, exhausted. He bade his friends farewell, reminding David, "I want a copy of that," as the amateur filmographer headed out.
"As soon as it's edited, I'll e-mail you," David agreed. It wouldn't be the first amateur fuck-flick David would share with Tim and their friends.
Tim spent the next half-hour cleaning up the front room. He finished off two roaches left behind, and then headed for his room, shutting out lights as he went. A check of the clock on the microwave showed it to be well after one in the morning. He paused to again check on is mother, feeling a bit of regret at having let the party turn into a gangbang without consulting with her first. It had been the first time he'd openly shared her with anyone besides Ray, and the first time he knew that she'd ever had more than two guys at a time. He rolled into bed determined to make it up to her. He'd apologize in the morning. He also hoped that she wouldn't be mad at him. He was enjoying their new lifestyle and wanted to keep exploring it as well as his mother's boundaries.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 39
Gabriella's Tales -- Part 2
Since settling in Regal Bay, Gabriella Santiago had met several women around her own age who seemed to be enjoying a healthy sex life, whether in or out of their marriages. Gabriella had maintained a steady dating routine over the last decade, but had not hooked up with any one man for more than a few weeks. As she aged, men her age just didn't seem to do it for her anymore. Neither did older men. Her craving was for virile, youthful, and energetic men, men who were in their twenties almost exclusively, were the men who got her libido vibrating. She had to credit two of her women friends with opening her bright brown eyes to a new and exciting world; Joan Kuykendall and Natalya Aleshinova.
Gabriella worked weekends at the Regal Bay Golf Club as the club's female golf pro. She enjoyed working with amateur golfers, most notably younger ones just getting started in the sport. Having been a tour pro for nearly a decade, she had taken up her position in Regal Bay after accepting a generous offer, and had slipped out of the top rankings. Besides working at the club, Gabriella also maintained a position at Regal Bay University, where she was the women's golf team coach as well as a sports therapy instructor.
Through her position at RBU, Gabriella had met Joan, who enjoyed playing both golf and tennis in her free time. Of similar age, the two women grew to be close friends quickly. So, too, did Gabriella with Natalya at the Golf Club. Natalya was in charge of setting up events at both the club and the adjoining resort, and as such the two worked together much of the time. With Gabriella's ties to the major American golf tours, she was invaluable in drawing the Ladies Professional Golf Association to add Regal Bay as a tour stop.
Michelle McGregor, who worked directly under Natalya at the Golf Club, also worked with Gabriella when it came to organizing and planning golf outings and events. As such they enjoyed many hours together planning events through the winter and early spring, while enjoying the fruits of their labors during the warm summer and well into autumn. Michelle played host to the many groups as well as prominent individuals who came to Regal Bay to play the course or enjoy the resort and near-by casino. Gabriella, in her role as the local celebrity and golf pro, often joined groups in a round of golf, or for dinner at the Golf Club restaurant.
When working on a project together, Gabriella and Michelle would usually dine in the restaurant together, with files and forms scattered about the table as they ate. After, they would retire to the cocktail lounge to relax and unwind. On this particular Monday evening, after a hectic but successful week-end event had concluded, Gabriella and Michelle enjoyed a quiet after-dinner drink in the cocktail lounge. There were only a few others in attendance, although it was only a little after nine, and none bothered the two beautiful middle-aged ladies sitting in the corner.
Conversation had long since turned personal, as the two women pushed their work aside and unwound. They had ordered martinis, and were on their second apiece when the conversation inevitably turned to the realm of sex.
"I tell you, Gabby," Michelle whispered, "I don't know what it is, but some of the boys Eric runs around with... I swear older women are all they ever look at!"
"What do you expect around here?" Gabriella asked with a grin, before popping the olive from her martini into her mouth. Her deep Argentine accent growing deeper with every cocktail consumed. "There has to be something in the water. It just isn't natural having so many fine young men with Oedipus complexes, all in one area!" She giggled before adding, "Not that I'm complaining, have you! Oh, to be so young again, myself! The energy I would have!"
"But then you wouldn't be on their radar!" Michelle retorted. "I mean, there are plenty of beautiful young girls their own ages running around Regal Bay, so why do there seem to be so many guys dicking their own mothers?"
"Listen to you! As if you haven't spent an evening or two in bed with your own sons? Please! Pot -- kettle - black. It's all I'm saying." Gabriella tossed back her martini and waved towards the bartender with the empty glass. It would be her third of the evening.
"Okay, so I've dipped into the sinful pool myself, okay?" Michelle replied in a much softer voice than Gabriella.
"Don't you mean, skinny-dipped?" Gabriella corrected with another hearty laugh.
Michelle had a story to tell and wasn't put off by her friend's self entertainment. "Just the other day, one of Eric's friends came over looking for him, I think his name was Pete, or Rick, I can't remember. I admit, I'd had a couple after work. Brian wasn't home yet and for some damned reason I was horny as hell," she explained before tossing down the last of her martini. "Anyway," she continued, "Eric wasn't home yet, either, and I let this kid in, thinking Eric would be home any time. I still don't know what happened, exactly. I only know that before I knew it, I was on my knees sucking this kid's fat dick!" Michelle sighed heavily and shook her head. The bartender, and older gentleman than either of them, brought over a fresh martini for each of them.
"Enjoy, ladies," he grinned, bowed, and turned away. Whether he had heard any of their conversation or not, Gabriella wasn't sure.
Once the bartender had moved out of ear-shot, Michelle continued. "The boy had me eight different ways from Sunday, and I'll tell you, he had some serious stamina! Made me cum two or three times before he loaded me up good. I was still dripping when Eric finally showed up!"
Gabriella was stunned by her friend's brashness. Michelle continued after gulping down her olive and half of the martini. "That boy was just one of many let me tell you. I hate to think that I've lost count! I don't even remember most of their names, if I ever knew them in the first place."
"Why bother to worry?" Gabriella shrugged. "I don't. I never think about those that I've been with, unless I want to be with them again. I figure, if I can't remember their name, so what?"
Michelle shook her head and turned her attention back towards the bartender. "I just don't want my name passed around town, you know? I don't need a reputation. Brian's a great guy and we've had an open relationship for years, but he doesn't know about the boys, our sons I mean."
"Again I tell you, don't worry about it," Gabriella insisted. "You know as well as I do that for every girl our age getting jiggy with a stud half our age, the men our age are doing the same with girls half theirs!"
"Getting jiggy?" Michelle laughed. "What the hell is that?"
Gabriella smiled, and then wiggled her shoulders, making her breasts jiggle. "Getting jiggy!" she grinned, presenting her jiggling breasts with her hands. Both noticed the bartender looking their way with a wide grin on his face.
At that point, in an effort to change the subject, Gabriella mentioned that she had been having issues with her entertainment system in her condo. "I think maybe one of the speakers went out, although it's quite possible that I screwed up the settings somehow. I'm just not very good with these new electronics."
"As it turns out, Eric is fantastic with electronics," Michelle told her. Eric was her youngest son. "He set everything up in our house. And he's taking those media studies classes at RBU. And, he works part time out at Fryers, so I'm sure whatever's wrong with your system he can fix."
"That would be fantastic! I just can't listen to garbled music, and I need my music, Michelle. You know that." Gabriella chair-danced for a moment, again drawing the bartender's attention. She smiled and waved her fingers towards him.
"I'll have Eric come around to your place tomorrow, Gaby," she insisted. "He'll have your music sounding awesome again in no time, I can guarantee it!" she added with a grin. There was a lot in that last statement, Gabriella realized, after the fact.
The next afternoon, Eric was waiting on the front porch of her condo. He was a handsome young man, slim with dark hair cut short on his head, a wispy beard that traced the line of his chin, and glasses that made him look the part of an electronics technician. Unlike his older brother, Eric had inherited some of his mother's Hawaiian features, with a slightly darker complexion and facial features that hinted at her Asian ancestry. The scooter he'd apparently ridden was parked in front of her garage and Gabriella nosed her Lexis near it.
After brief introductions, she opened up the front door and waved him in. "Come on inside," Gabriella offered. "The entertainment center is right in here." She led the quiet young man into her front room, which she used primarily as an entertainment room. Eric, with his tool bag in hand, went to the wall unit and asked, "So what's the trouble, Mrs. Santiago?"
"The music, it is so very garbled, with not enough bass or too much," she explained. "The sound from the television cuts out, sometimes. It is run through the sound system. And call me Gabriella," she added. "There is no Mrs. Santiago, unless my mother is in town."
"Okay, Gabriella it is," he replied with a grin. "This might take a while, if you've got things to do." He set his bag on the floor in front of the wide entertainment center and took a seat beside it in front of the stereo system. He reached up and powered everything on.
"I do have a few errands to run," she said, "if you don't mind. I'll leave you my number and you can call if you need anything, or have any questions."
"That will be great," he said. "I'm probably going to have to pull a lot of this out, to get to the wiring in the back. I think I know what's been going on. I've seen it a few times, in the dorms on campus. I can fix it pretty easily, once I get back in there." He pulled a grey and black box the size of a paperback book out of his bag and held it up. "You probably just need one of these, and I'll do some re-routing. Won't take long at all."
"That will be great," she replied with a smile. "I'll just go change, and I'll check back before I leave, okay?"
"That'll be fine," he said, and then turned to the task at hand.
Upstairs, Gabriella showered and slipped into a casual burgundy dress suit. Her errands that afternoon included a meeting with a potential scholarship candidate and her family. "I'll be back in a couple of hours, I'd think," she told Eric as she passed through.
"I'll be done long before then," he told her, his attention on his work. Gabriella left Eric to it and headed out.
Nearly two hours passed before Gabriella returned home. The afternoon sky had darkened as a storm moved in, and she pulled on into the garage. Eric's scooter was still parked in front of her condo, however it had been moved up the walk towards the front door. Inside, Gabriella found the young man still at work in the living room, although it looked as if he was finishing up.
"How are things going?" Gabriella asked as she entered the room.
Eric jumped, as if startled by her sudden appearance. "Jeez! I didn't hear you come in," he gasped.
"I'm sorry," she said. Then, "Have you fixed it? Is my music back to where it should be?"
"Hopefully, it's better," he grinned as he stood up. He then went through what he had to do, what he had to replace and repair, as well as the settings that had to be reset. Most of it went over her head, but she figured Eric knew what he was talking about well enough.
"Basically, I just had to give the whole system a tune-up. Not much to it, really," he finished. He aimed the remote control, and the stereo kicked on. Soft Latin music began to play, and to Gabriella ears it sounded as if the music was all around her. "I moved the secondary speakers into the corners, behind those tables," he pointed out. "It opened the sound up really well."
"Yes it did," Gabriella agreed. She moved about the room, grinning and listening to the music. She even started to dance across the floor, passing by him as he watched. "You've done a great job, Eric. What do I owe you for your time?" She reached for her pocket book, having already planned on paying him well, should he provide the results his mother had boasted about.
"I don't need paid, Gabriella," he insisted, using her name. "It was my pleasure." She saw his smile, wide and bright. She felt his eyes as well, as if taking her in entirely.
"Maybe a celebratory drink, then?" she asked. "I have a fresh bottle of Zinfandel chilling, if you'd like to share a glass with me."
"That would be nice," Eric nodded. "But only a glass. I've got to drive home, still, and get up at four to go into work."
"Damn! That's awful early," she replied while leading him by the hand into the dining area between the front room and kitchen.
"Most of my days are early ones," he explained. She felt his eyes on her as she headed on into the kitchen, leaving him at the dining table. She retrieved the chilled bottle and two glasses and returned to him. She moved silkily, almost dancing as the music played.
After opening the wine and pouring a glass for both herself and Eric, Gabriella waved him into a chair and took one herself at the four-place table. They both took sips, and then the music became a little more romantic. Gabriella recognized "Amary y querer" (To Love and To Want), and wondered if Eric had any idea what he had put on, or how it might affect her. This song was one of her favorites, and always seemed to turn her mood towards the romantic, however her day had gone. She wasn't in any need of further encouragement, and as they each drank a little deeper from their glasses, their eyes locked. They enjoyed the music together without comment.
Finally, as the last notes were played, Eric broke the silence and asked, "Can I ask you a question? A personal one?"
Gabriella topped off her glass and with her eyes on him, replied, "I don't mind. Ask me whatever you'd like." She watched as he seemed to grow just slightly uncomfortable, and even shy under her gaze. She sensed what was on his mind, probably due to her earlier conversations with his mother. She was aware of Eric's desires, and shared those very same lusts.
"I'm sorry," he whispered. "It's just that, you're very pretty, even sexy."
"Thank you, Eric," she replied. "That's very sweat of you to say. You know I'm the same age as your mother," she added, for no particular reason. Truth be told, she was in fact four years older than Michelle, but who was counting?
Eric looked up then, capturing her eyes with his. "I know," he said. "That's why I think you're so sexy. I like women who have lived. Mature women turn me on more than immature girls do."
"So I turn you on, is that it?" she asked him. She reached out and laid her hand upon his.
"Yes, you do."
Gabriella looked him right in the eyes then and said in a silky, seductive voice, "That's good, that's very good. Because you are turning me on as well." She then leaned over, took his head in her hands, and kissed him. Just briefly, but it was enough to break the ice. Their lips met again, and this time their kiss grew deeper and more heated. Eric slipped from the chair he sat on and went to his knees before her. Her mouth opened wide and her tongue rammed between his lips. She moaned as his tongue danced with hers. His arms went around her waist and hugged her tightly.
Gabriella then stood and pulled Eric to his feet. Their lips parted and taking his hand in hers, she led him without word up the two flights of stairs to her bedroom on the top floor. Here, the music continued to play. Speakers in her bedroom brought the romance of the music to their ears even as they moved to the bed.
Eric's legs banged into the edge of her bed and his knees bent. He fell back onto the bed, pulling her along with him. Their lips parted only long enough for her to climb atop him, straddling his waste with her knees. She kicked off her shoes, as did he, and their lips again locked together.
Gabriella sat her full weight onto Eric's lap and felt the bulge at his crotch through her panties and hose. She was indeed exciting him, just as he was exciting her. Her hands went to his chest and began to unbutton his shirt. His hands ran down her back and took hold of her dress, lifting it upwards onto her back. He stroked her skin, from shoulder blades to the swell of her ass, and ran his hands further down, across her hips and thighs.
Gabriella broke her mouth from his and began to kiss down his neck and onto his chest. She pushed his shirt open to kiss his pectorals, covered with a tangle of dark chest hair that ran on downward towards his belt. Eric's hands tugged free her waist belt and tossed it aside. Next, he began to pull her dress upward. She sat up fully, wiggling her hips in time with the music. Her crotch gyrated on his and she felt his manhood grow ever harder. As he pulled the garment off over her head and added it to the belt on the floor, Eric felt her sexual heat on his penis. His breathing grew heavier as they tore at each other's clothing.
Gabriella's mouth went back to Eric's even as his hands went around her back and unclasped her bra. Her breasts fell free between their bodies as he pulled the bra away, adding it to the growing pile of clothing on the floor. Her nipples, the color of milk chocolate, capped her coconut-sized breasts. Eric took each in a hand, and greedily cupped one into his mouth.
"Oh, yes," Gabriella sighed as his mouth latched onto her flesh. He went to the other freed nipple and gave it a matching, deep suck. Gabriella sighed again, deeper. She rolled her hips again, feeling his cock now in line with her slot. She took his head in her hands to hold him in place, if for only a moment longer.
Back and forth Eric went, from breast to breast, chewing and sucking upon her nipples while looking up into her face over the rim of his glasses. As he feasted upon her breasts, Gabriella brushed his shirt from his shoulders. She massaged his naked flesh as he continued to suck at her teats like a hungry babe. Eric's own hands ran across her back, up to her shoulders and back down to her ass, caressing her flesh and warming it.
Gabriella felt his cock growing harder beneath her crotch, and as their passions grew ever more heated, her hips began to thrust forward and back. His cock was effectively being stroked by her pussy, even though several layers of clothing still separated them. She pulled his face up to hers and again planted her mouth to his, while shoving him backward. With him on his back, she again began to kiss his body, going lower with each touch, until she came to his belt.
Eric scooted further onto the bed, sliding out from underneath Gabriella far enough that she could sit up and attack his trousers. It didn't take her long to have his pants down around his knees. His cock bulged quite prominently, tenting up the front of the boxer shorts he wore. She leaned her face down to lay alongside his bulge, upon his hip. Her long hair dropped to his hips, tickling his flesh as her hands went to his bulge and began to stroke up and down its length. Her excitement increased at the feel of a fine, young, hard cock twitching beneath her touch.
Gabriella began to kiss Eric's upper left thigh, just below his shorts. He sighed and pushed up to his elbows to watch. Her eyes met his, and she ran her left hand up through the right leg opening of his boxers, to wrap her fingers around his cock shaft.
"Oooohhh!" Eric sighed again as her warm grip tightened around him. He rolled his head back and licked his lips as Gabriella began to stroke his cock. Her lips continued to touch and tease him across his belly and chest.



"You are very excited," she observed. He nodded in agreement as she managed to pop his cock through the front opening of his boxers. Gabriella took in the sight of a youthful, hard cock, so close. Eric returned his attention to her, and saw her smile as she positioned her head above his lap. "Would you like for me to wrap my lips around the flesh of your cock?" she asked sweetly and yet sinfully.
"Oh, sweet God! Yes!" he begged as his knob felt her warm breath caress the tip. He almost screamed when she went down, and his spongy knob was enveloped by Gabriella's warm mouth.
"Aaaahhh, yeessss!" He fell back into her pillows as Gabriella's dark-haired head began to bob up and down, very slowly, as she savored his taste for the first time. She explored every millimeter of his cock with her tongue, as she slowly, achingly worked her way lower down his shaft.
Eric trembled under her oral touch. It was almost too much for him to handle, he was so excited. She was by far and away to most seductive of the women he'd been with, and that included his own mother. Eric couldn't wait to tell his friends about this, once it was over. And he hoped it wouldn't be over any time soon.
Gabriella had that fiery Latina passion, and knew how to control a lover well. She worked her mouth up and down Eric's cock, humming as she went lower. It had been a while since she'd enjoyed a cock as much as she did Eric's. His moaning and gasping at every flick of her tongue made her own sexual fires flare up. She sucked his cock long, slow, and deep, an agonizingly long time for Eric, until he just couldn't stand it anymore.
"Jeezus! I'm gonna blow if you don't stop!"Eric moaned and sat up. He finally managed to pull her wonderful mouth away from his cock and back to his mouth. As he kissed her deeply, he took hold of her panty hose and pulled. They ripped away, straight down across her ass. He smacked her, sharply but playfully, across one cheek.
"Ooow!" she yelped. Eric pushed upward and tossed her onto her back, her head onto the pillows. He pounced then, his mouth back to hers, as he pushed his trousers and boxers completely off, adding them to the pile. His hand then dropped right into Gabriella's crotch and smacked playfully across her pubic mound.
"Ooohh!" she yelped again. "You are a vicious man!" she said, grinning from ear to ear as she wrapped her arms around his neck. His hand lay against her pussy then, and began to rub and squeeze at her mound. Her hips rolled and thrust against his hand. He again took hold of her hose and ripped at them. She was breathing heavily, growing even more excited as he tugged and ripped away her clothing. Her hand reached for his cock, wrapped around its girth, and she began to pull and tug at his manhood. He was very hard, and she could feel the pulse of his heart within her grip.
"I love your big cock," she whispered. "I want to feel it inside me."
"You will," he gasped into her mouth.
Eric sat upward suddenly and went to his knees beside her. He pushed her knees apart and attacked the remnants of her hose. Beneath the torn fabric he could see her white panties, wet with her cream as she leaked excitedly. Eric tore away more fabric in an effort to get at her sex. Finally, the crotch was torn completely away. He took hold of the panties' at the crotch and pulled them aside. Eric took in the full view of Gabriella's naked pussy then, absorbing the sight with his eyes. He only paused briefly, but to Gabriella it felt as if hours had went by. When Eric finally dropped his mouth into her crotch, she just about screamed with delight.
"Oooohh, yeessss! Yeessss!" she hissed as his tongue went to work on her aching, hungry pussy. Eric's slurps quickly filled the bedroom, as did her moans of delight. Her juices flooded out of her a moment later, to be lapped up greedily by her young lover. Her hips rolled and her hands captured his head, holding him tight to her crotch.
"You taste so good," he muttered between slurps, when he managed to pull up enough for air. "So much like my mom," he added. "So sweet and tangy." Slurp, slurp. "So tasty, so tasty." Slurp, slurp. "I love eating your pussy," he admitted.
"Oh, yes, oh, yes, oh, yes," Gabriella panted with each lap of his tongue up through her slot. Her hips began to rise as her stomach muscles tightened. She pulled his glasses off and tossed them aside. She took hold of his head and pushed her pussy into his face, feeding him her cunt. Her body was trembling as her orgasm began to build rapidly within her belly. She grabbed at her breasts took hold of one nipple and pinched, hard, to send jolts of intense pleasure straight down into her cunt.
"That's it! That's it! I'm cummmminnnngggg!" she cried out. "Aaaaaaahhhhhh!"
Eric slurped and lapped at her quivering flesh for another moment, enjoying the fact that he'd been able to get her off, a woman his own mother's age, with just his tongue. Her hands had grabbed hold of his head and were pulling his face tight into her pussy. It was very hard for him to breathe, but it was well worth it. He lapped and slurped up her cream until his face was dripping with it.
"So good," she huffed. "So very, very good."
Finally, Gabriella released his head and Eric was able to rise up and catch his breath. Both he and she were panting heavily for air, which was thick with her aroma. Gabriella pulled at Eric's head until he finally crawled atop her. She reached up with her mouth and kissed him, full upon his dripping lips. Her breath panted into his mouth as she pleaded, "Fuck me. Fuck me, Eric. I need you inside me now." Even as she begged him she was wrapping her legs around his hips and pulling his down towards her. Her hand found his hard-on and tugged him downward insistently, towards her hungry folds.
"Put it inside me," she begged. "Put your powerful manhood inside me! Please fuck me, fuck me like you fuck your mother! Please, fuck me, Eric!"
Eric lowered his hips and felt her wet labia kiss his cock head. "Oh, yes!" she panted beneath him. "Inside me! Inside me!" she gasped as he slowly began to feed her hungry pussy his thick cock meat.
"Oooohhh!" she moaned as he finally sank fully inside her vagina. Her hands grabbed at his ass and pulled him down even more, ever deeper into her womb. He held himself still within her vaginal grip for a moment as both enjoyed their moment of coupling. Their bodies tingled as their own sexual energy flowed to the other.
Gabriella opened her eyes and looked into his. "Now fuck me! Oh, God! Fuck me!" she pleaded even as Eric began to rock his hips. His cock slipped in and out of her with shallow thrusts at first, but grew deeper and more forceful as each moment passed. Soon, he was pounding her hard and deep with strong thrusts that had her ass bouncing deep into the mattress beneath her. Her breath was forced from her chest with nearly every thrust of his powerful cock into her pussy. Her feet flailed about above his hips as he fucked her, just like she wanted, just like he fucked his own mother.
"Oooooohhhhh!" Gabriella cried as she rolled through another orgasm. Eric steadily continued to drill her. She pulled his face down again and kissed him deeply. His tongue pushed into her mouth and she sucked hard on it, pulling it even deeper even as his manhood went that much deeper into her belly. She dug her finger nails harshly into his buttocks as they pounded downward. She bit down upon his tongue gently. Her next orgasm hit her in that moment and sent her screaming into darkness.
Gabriella awoke, still on her back, panting for breathe. Eric was still atop her, gently rocking. She felt his cock slipping easily along her vaginal chute, slowly and lovingly. His eyes looked down into her face and he had a warm smile on his lips.
"That was wild," he said. "I think you passed out for a moment."
"I think so, too," she replied. "That was an intense orgasm."
"You can say that again," Eric grinned. "Your pussy clamped down around me so tight I couldn't move, in or out. But your walls were massaging my shaft, it felt like fingers running up and down it. I almost shot off!"
"So, you haven't climaxed yet?" she asked. "I feel you so hard inside me," she added. "Cum for me, Eric. I want you to give my your cum!" Gabriella started rocking her hips, rolling her pussy up and down his shaft, fucking back at him even as he maintained a slow rhythm within her.
"I'm in control again," he grinned. "I might be able to go another hour!"
Gabriella playfully slapped his ass, making him thrust a bit harder. "Oh! You like that!" she laughed, and slapped his ass once again, the smack sounding loud in her bedroom.
"I can give as well as you can!" he growled. Eric pushed up, off, and out of her, all in one motion, and then took hold of her long legs. With a quick twist, she was flipped onto her belly. A moment later, Eric had her hips in hand and pulled up to meet him.
"Oh!" she gasped when she suddenly found herself ass-up on her bed. She looked back and asked, "What are you doing?" even as his hand came down on her right buttock with a loud smack.
"Oooowww!" she cried. "That's not nice!" Gabriella wiggled her ass at him, and Eric delivered a second slap, across her left buttock this time. Again, she cried, "Ooowww!", and yet didn't move away. Instead, she wiggled her ass, waiting for more. Eric again slapped her ass, one cheek after the other.
"Yes! Owwww, yes! That's it! Spank me! Spank my ass!" Gabriella began to shout as blow after blow alternated between her buttocks. Suddenly, Eric stopped, and she turned to look back. In that moment, Eric took aim and slammed his cock straight and true back into her pussy.
"Ooooohhhhh! Fuuuuucccckkk!" she screamed into her pillow. Her body exploded and her pussy again rippled along his penetrating shaft as her climax erupted. Pussy cream flowed around his shaft as he took up a deep penetrating, rapid-fire rhythm that again had the bed rocking beneath them. "Oooohhh, yes! Yes! Yes!" she grunted in time with his thrusts, her cries muffled by the pillow.
"Ooowww!" she barked as Eric would deliver a slap to one ass-cheek or the other as he continued to take her. "Ooohhh, god, yes! Fuck meeeee!"
Eric was beginning to feel it. His balls, which had been slapping across the Argentine woman's hard clit, were tightening with every thrust. Sweat dripped down his face. His mouth hung open and he even realized he had his tongue hanging out, like a rabid dog in heat. And that was just how he felt. He was about to breed this wonderfully exotic, beautiful older woman, taking her from behind just as he had done his own mother, several years before.
"Aaahh, aaahh, aaahh!" he grunted through three hard thrusts, and then, as his cock began to throb, he jabbed a final time, deep into Gabriella. His semen erupted into her, flooding her with molten lava. "Uuuuunnnngggghhh!" he growled. His cock pulsed. His seed flowed. His body trembled.
Gabriella was beginning to experience the exquisite agony of yet another orgasm when Eric's cock exploded. She felt her inside warm, as they always did when life-giving semen filled her. Her vaginal walls clamped tight, locking her lover's penile penetrator deep within as her body milked the virile cream from his body. She was no longer grunting, yet her mouth hung open, locked in a silent scream as she rode out the highest of waves.
After an immeasurable moment, Eric grunted and fell back. His cock ripped from Gabriella and a long rope of white cum briefly linked the two lovers. It snapped as he dropped to his ass and rolled onto his side, striping the deeply tanned left thigh of Gabriella. As Eric collapsed beside her, huffing for breath, she fell to her side, facing him, as equally out of breath as he was.
"That was fucking fantastic!" Gabriella applauded after a few minutes. She laid a hand upon Eric's chest. "I haven't climaxed so hard in years!"
"My pleasure, Ma'am," Eric responded, adding a half-pained salute with his right hand. He rolled his face to look at her, a smile on his lips, and added, "I aim to please."
"That you did, Lover!" she told him, adding a brief kiss to his lips before she rolled away and off the bed. She danced across the room, headed for the bathroom. Eric watched through the open door as she started the shower, and then stepped in. A few minutes later, he joined her.
After, Gabriella and Eric returned to the first floor. The forgotten bottle of Zinfandel was retrieved and she led him out onto the back patio. Both were still completely naked as she turned on the lights and jets of the hot-tub. Gabriella slipped into the bubbling water, fully expecting Eric to join her without invitation, as he had done in the shower. She was not disappointed.
The next afternoon, while attending to her work at the university, Gabriella received a call from Michelle.
"So? How did it go?" Michelle asked. "Did Eric take care of your stereo? He didn't get home until real late last night, and he was late for work this morning because he over slept. You must have really had a problem."
Gabriella laughed. She was well aware that Michelle was equally aware of the fact that Eric had taken care of much more than just her stereo. "He did an adequate job," she replied simply.
"My ass!" Michelle replied. "Eric's never just done and "adequate job"!"
Again, Gabriella replied with a chuckle. "So, maybe he did a fantastic job. Or should I say that your boy not only rocked my world, two or three times, but I think I might have rocked his just as well. Now I can see why you enjoy his attentions."
Michelle replied, "If you think Eric's an animal, you should try Todd out." Todd was Michelle's oldest son, who was in the Navy.
"And just where do these fine young stallions of yours get these skills?" Gabriella asked with a hint of mischievousness in her voice.
"I think you know," Michelle replied. "Everything they know or learned they got from their father of course. Brian knows his way around a woman's body, I can tell you that. With all of the practice he gets, I never have to worry about not getting my rocks off! Sometimes he goes for hours on end, like that damned Energizer Bunny! Just keeps pumping and pumping and pumping! He's the only man I've ever been with who has actually made me beg for him to stop."
"Well then, maybe I should just go to the source!" Gabriella laughed.
"I don't know about that. I'm not too keen on sharing my men with hot Latinas like you. Where would that leave me?"
"Well, for starters, you've got two hot young studs at your disposal, and evidently they inherited some of their father's Energizer Bunny!" Gabriella replied. "My god! I thought Eric was never going to cum!"
"He's like that," Michelle agreed. "Sometimes I think he's just trying to show off, or wants to see how many orgasms he can get out of me before I can have his. Maybe I should time him, next time, just for shits and giggles."
"I can't believe he doesn't have a girl of his own," Gabriella commented. "A boy like that has the pick of the litter."
"I fully agree with you on that one," Michelle sighed. "I sometimes worry that he's too fixated on me. It's not healthy. Boys just aren't supposed to be sleeping with their mothers. Not that we ever get any sleep!"
"Well, I would like to have another go around with young Eric, with your permission of course."
"Gabby! I don't need any competition from you. Besides, what reason could I possibly come up with? I don't need Eric thinking I'm pimping him out."
"I guess I could ask him over again, to adjust my hot-tub jets," Gabriella suggested. "He did seem to enjoy it, last night. That warm, churning water just got him all worked up and raring to go!"
"At least wait until the weekend, when he doesn't need to get up for work," Michelle replied. "He's a growing boy still, and does need his sleep."
Gabriella joined her friend in a moment of laughter, and then Gabriella and Michelle turned their conversation towards more placid topics, such as the Regional Senior Golf Association tournament, and the accompanying anniversary party the Van Winkle Sisters want planned for the end of the month. They had more important things to worry about than young men and their powerful cocks.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 40
Bethany's Tales -- Part 3
During the summer months, when Bethany had little to do during the weekdays, she often spent time on the RBU campus, in the library working to keep herself as up-to-date as she could on the advancements in mathematics. Even as a 50-year-old teacher, with more than 25 years in the classroom, Bethany knew that she needed to keep herself educated, just as she expected her students to be. She didn't spend every day on campus, maybe two or three afternoons each week, when it was too hot, or too rainy, to enjoy the day. At times, she'd forgo her hours in the library to walk up the valley and spend a few hours leisurely hiking the trails. Occasionally, she would run into someone she knew, either another teacher or instructor, or a former or current student.
With her sons away for the summer, Burton away on a South Pacific patrol cruise with the Navy, and Bradley joining many of his lacrosse team-mates at a training camp at Duke University, Bethany had the house to herself. At first, she had thought she'd enjoy being alone in the quiet house. Instead, by the second night, she was aching to have company. Unfortunately for her, most of her young lovers were either out of town, or busy, and as such she was unable to find male companionship. Now, some three weeks after Bethany had last enjoyed any male contact, she decided it was time to pay an old friend a visit.
It was Tuesday evening and the 4th of July holiday had passed. With summer in full swing, the beaches and boardwalk remained busy well into the night. So did the restaurants, including Theros, the high-end Greek-style restaurant downtown. Bethany had stopped in at Theros with more in mind than just enjoying a late dinner before heading home. She was eager to find young Miguel Dominguez, a young man she'd had the pleasure of instructing during his high school years, as well as a young bull she'd enjoyed from time to time. Miguel was the oldest son of one of Regal Bay University's professors, Dr. Yasmina Dominguez, who was also one of Bethany's good friends and sorority sisters. More importantly, the handsome young Latino man had once been one of the more eager and spirited lovers the Matrons of Regal Bay enjoyed.
Now a 22-year-old, Miguel was also one of the young up-and-coming chefs that were learning under Chef Piero Tantalous at Theros. Miguel was Yasmina's son, but was following more in his father's footsteps. Miguel loved food, most notably the creation and preparation, and often his school work reflected this obsession of his. Many afternoons Bethany had to hold the teen Miguel after school to tutor him. During his senior year, these tutoring sessions became a bit more personal, and erotic. Miguel wasn't going on to college, but he had passed all his math classes thanks to Bethany McAllister's tutorage. Instead, Miguel had been selected to attend the Culinary Institute of America at Greystone, one of the leading institutes of culinary education on the west coast. Now complete with that 21-month program, Miguel would soon be leaving for Hyde Park, NY, to complete his Bachelor's Degree. Bethany wanted to spend at least one satisfying evening with her former student and lover.
Bethany enjoyed a light meal, if any meal at a Greek restaurant could be considered light. The plate of mezes and a small Greek-style salad had filled her up. She had also enjoyed a few glasses of Ouzo, the Greek liquorice-like alcohol, mixed with water. Although she felt the tingle, she knew she would be fine to drive home. Bethany was an experienced drinker, after-all.
During her meal, Bethany had asked one of the wait-staff to pass a message back to Miguel in the kitchen. A few minutes later, Miguel emerged, dressed in the classic white smock. Even so, he strongly resembled a young Antonio Banderas, a trait that had long ago caught her eye.
"Mrs. McAllister! So nice to see you again," he greeted her as he neared. He bent in and gave her a welcoming hug.
"It's nice to see you again, also, Miguel," she smiled up to him. "I'd only just heard that you were back for the summer. How have you been?"
"Well, thank you," he replied as he slipped into the vacant seat across from her. "You are dining alone tonight?"
Bethany nodded. "Unfortunately. My sons are away, and for an old teacher like me, the phone isn't ringing off the hook, you know."
Miguel shook his head. "I know you, Mrs. McAllister. If you really wanted a date, you would be able to find a young man."
"Not so," she disagreed. "Most are either away for the summer, or leading their own lives now. The novelty for most has worn off, I'm afraid."
Miguel laughed. "I'm sure you still have a few in that little black book of yours you can call on, at any time."
"It's a little red book, I want you to know," she laughed back. "Besides, I had hoped to spend a little time with you before you left for New York. Maybe even tonight?"
Miguel grinned at the suggestion. "Actually, I did not have any plans for this evening. In fact, I don't have plans most nights. All my ex's, as they say, have left for greener pastures, or some such thing. I hadn't had a date since coming home."
"I might be able to do something about that, if you don't mind spending time with a 50-year-old former teacher of yours?" Bethany sipped at her Ouzo, awaiting his reply.
Miguel gave a brief look around. "You are much too attractive to be 50," he complimented. "Besides, you have known for some time that I have a thirst for older women. And I am well aware that you have a hunger for younger men." He leaned forward to add, "I had thought that by now I was too old for you, no?" He leaned back, grinning.
"On that point, I do not have an age limit for my lovers, be they current or former." Again, she sipped. "I prefer a young, inexperienced lover, that's true. I do so enjoy teaching the arts of love making to an innocent. Yet I also enjoy experiencing the more skillful young men, especially if they had once been a lover of mine. It makes me feel so proud, to see how my teachings have borne fruit, so to speak," she grinned.
Miguel grinned, shaking his head as he stood. "I will have much to do after closing," he informed her. "But should you still feel up to it, I would like to spend a little time with you, if only to catch up."
"I'll be waiting outside," she replied with a touch to the back of his hand. Miguel nodded and bowed slightly before returning to his work in the kitchen.
Bethany had left, along with the rest of Theros patrons, minutes before closing. She settled behind the wheel of her Volvo in the parking lot and waited with the radio on. By the dashboard clock, it was 11pm. She knew that she could always start the engine and head for home. She saw Miguel step from the employee entrance at the side of the building some twenty minutes later. He looked around, and then headed towards the far end of the lot, where several cars, trucks, and a panel delivery van sat in the shadows. Bethany started her car and pulled out of the parking spot, driving slowly towards Miguel.
Miguel unlocked his ten-year-old Chevy Silverado and climbed in as Bethany's Volvo pulled up. He ran the side window down and leaned out. "I didn't think you had stayed around," he smiled.
"I didn't think I would," she replied. She looked back across the lot and then back to Miguel. "Can we talk for a little while?"
"Sure, why don't you park over there and join me in my truck?"
Bethany nodded and pulled her car across into an empty spot. She climbed out and quickly joined Miguel in the cab of his truck. She was uncomfortable and it showed. Miguel let her get settled, checking her out in the dome light of his truck for the few moments it remained on. It had been a warm day, and the night was still very warm. The usual breeze that blew up from Regal Bay in the summer hadn't picked up much that night, and it was still warm. Miguel had left his white tunic behind and only wore a black tank-top above his black slacks. That evening, Bethany had worn a light summer blouse, but had removed it after leaving Theros. She now only wore a sleeveless shirt in light pink with a blue swirl pattern. She also had worn a skirt, in two shades of blues, which as she sat in the cab of his truck Miguel noticed ran very high up her thick, tanned thighs.
Bethany noticed that her skirt was rather short as well, and gave the garment a slight tug as she settled in beside the handsome young man. "This is really not like me," she said a moment later. "I mean, I don't usually go out hunting for men, not like this anyway."
"Were do you usually meet men?" Miguel asked. "I mean, other than in school," he added with a chuckle.
Bethany sighed, "I usually get introduced to them by a friend."
"Well," he grinned at her, "we were never introduced. We met in school, in my Algebra 3 class if I remember right. Sophomore year, didn't we?"
Bethany saw his charming smile in the dim light provided by the parking lot lighting. "I guess we did," she laughed. "Why did you agree to meet with me?" Bethany asked a moment later. Without an answer, he laid his right hand on her left thigh and began to stroke her flesh.
"Oh!" she gasped.
"I don't really know," he whispered as he leaned nearer. "I guess I was lonely, like you, and maybe thought that you..." She turned a little more towards him, and then met his mouth with hers. It had been a long time since she'd kissed the young man, and it all came flooding back to her.
Their lips parted and Miguel said, "I recognize when a beautiful woman like you needs to be pleasured." He then pushed his hand up under her skirt and found her panties.
"Oh!" Bethany gasped at his sudden aggressiveness. "Miguel, please!" His fingers curled at the edge of her panties and tugged. His free hand pushed her skirt to her hips, exposing her crotch. Her dark pubic patch came into view in the shadows of his truck cab. Miguel pounced before she could recover and leaned lower until his head rested in her lap, and his mouth was able to press against her pubic mound. He breathed in her scent and caressed her naked thighs.
"Oh, my!" Bethany gasped as she felt Miguel's tongue begin to trail up her inner thighs. "Should we be doing this, here?" she asked.
Miguel rolled his head and looked up to her. "How many times did I ask that of you, when we would sneak into a janitor's closet, or behind the bleachers in the gym?"
Miguel lifted his head up and told her, "Those cars belong to the housekeepers, who'll be here a few hours yet. The truck won't be going anywhere, either," he explained, indicating the panel van along the driver's side. "Nobody will bother us here." He lowered his face back into her crotch and began to lick across the upper edges of her pubic triangle. His fingers pressed up into her slit and he began to stroke her folds. Bethany's hips rolled slightly, lifting her vaginal region higher to provide him with a better access.
"Oh! Oh!" she gasped as his fingers tugged at her folds and found her clit. "Oh, yes!" she hissed as Miguel began to rub circles around her clit. She spread her legs wider, and Miguel lowered his mouth to her clit, to lick at her bud. Again, she moaned, "Oooohhh, yeessss!"
Miguel loved to eat a woman out. It was his primary initial move with any new lover. He had long ago discovered than an older, mature woman warms up quickly when he plants his mouth to her cunt and licks. Any woman who'd ever had sex enjoyed being eaten out, and the older women, especially those who were single or divorced, longed to have a young man feed upon their sensitive folds, he had found. If he could figure out a way to bury his face in their crotches, Miguel knew he could be assured of getting just about anything else he might want out of them. Bethany had been the one to teach him this fact, had she not? He began to enjoy the way she was already reacting to him eating her out. It made him feel proud to be able to pleasure his former teacher.
For Bethany, it had indeed been a while since she'd been tongue-fucked. Now here was a young man, a stud who had once been a student, with his mouth on her pussy, pleasuring her. It was fantastic, dirty, and so exciting. Bethany twisted her hips and pulled her left leg up into the seat. Miguel settled more between her thighs and began to lap away noisily at her folds. Her body tingled and her moans began to fill the cab. She realized that he had both windows down, and a gentle breeze had begun to blow through. She also realized that her moans would be easily heard outside the cab, and well across the parking lot.
Miguel continued to lick and lap away at Bethany's hot pussy for many minutes. He added a finger into her slot and slipped it into her hole as her hips began to roll up and down. Her juices began to flow and he lapped up her tangy flavors while thrusting in and out of her vagina.
"Oh, oh, oh," she panted. "Aaahh, uuummmm!" she purred as her orgasm began to build. She had a hand on the back of his head, and pushed him lower, until his entire mouth covered her slit. His tongue replaced his finger, thrusting up into her honey-hole to draw out her cream. It didn't take much of this to drive her over the edge.
"Ooohh! Ooohh! Ooohh!" she panted. "Ah, ah, ah, aaaaaahhhhh!" she cried out as her orgasm rippled through her. "Yeessss!" She held Miguel's face to her pussy for the entire ride of her orgasm, finally letting him up for air after the last trembles had settled.
"That was so good," she sighed as he lifted away. Miguel settled back in his seat, grinning widely with cum-smeared lips.
"I'm glad you liked it," he said. "I know I sure did. After-all, I had a wonderful teacher, didn't I?" He licked his lips and at the same time he began to unfasten his trousers. He lifted his butt up and pushed his pants and underwear down past his knees. His cock sprang up from his hairy crotch. Miguel again smiled at Bethany, and she was looking hard at his manhood. She licked her own lips, understanding without words being exchanged what was being asked now of her. She didn't need to be asked. She was just as hungry for his cock as he had obviously been for her pussy.
Bethany twisted in the seat and reached for Miguel's cock. It was hard, but not completely solid in her hand. She stroked his shaft a couple of times, and then lowered her mouth to capture his knob between her lips. "Uuummm," she hummed around his crown. It had been a long time since she'd tasted this young man's wonderful tube-steak.
"Oooohhh," Miguel added. Bethany cupped his balls and began to bob her head in his lap, sucking his cock to full hardness within seconds. Bethany tightened her lips around the base of his crown while stroking what part of his shaft remained outside her mouth. She couldn't come close to taking his entire length into her mouth, not at this restricted angle. She banged her head against the stirring wheel when she turned too far that way. Miguel began to thrust his hips upward after a few minutes to ram another inch or two of cock into her face, but it just wasn't going to go any deeper, not in the truck.
Bethany held Miguel's cock steady and began to ram her mouth down its length as far as she could with hard, fast nods. She fucked his cock with her mouth, stroking it with her lips, trying to get him off, just as he'd gotten her off. She wanted him to cum, to fill her mouth with his hot young seed. She wanted to taste his salty cream. She needed him to fire his semen down her throat.
But Miguel had other ideas in mind. He took hold of her head and eased her up off his rigid poll. "Oh, god, please stop! Please stop!"
She lifted her mouth away from his cock and asked, "Why? I want you to cum in my mouth, Miguel. I need to taste your cream again."
Miguel pulled her mouth to his and he kissed her then, deeply, before telling her, "I don't want to cum in your mouth, not right now anyway. I want to feel your pussy around my dick. I have got to fuck you." Even as he told her this, he was pulling her towards him. Bethany went along with him and threw her leg across his lap. Her ass pressed into the stirring wheel, making the horn sound for a moment.
"Ooops!" she giggled, lifting her ass up. Miguel reached down beneath the dash board and tugged open the circuit breaker box. He removed the fuse from the appropriate slot and dropped it to the floor at his feet.
"There," he said and pushed her down onto the wheel once again. The horn didn't sound this time. Bethany settled into the curve of the wheel and spread her legs wide. Her crotch was still covered by her panties, which were now quite moist from her secretions. Miguel had his cock in hand and was stroking it while he gazed into her. She grinned back at him and tugged the crotch of her panties aside to present him with her freshly eaten out pussy. Her graying blonde fur was matted and her labia, dark and thick, were open and waiting.
Miguel reached his free hand up and began to stroke her folds. "Oh, yes!" she huffed as he pushed the labia apart and opened her hole. He again lowered his mouth to her and began to lap loudly at her, as a dog to his water bowl.
"Oh, god, that feels too good," she moaned as his tongue tickled her clit and flicked up and down her slot. It wasn't long before he was again driving her towards release.
"Oh, please, please, please," she panted, and then she climaxed, again upon Miguel's tongue. Her head banged against the roof of the truck's cab. "Oh, Miguel, Miguel, Miguel! I'm cumming!" Miguel slurped loudly as her juices again flowed into his mouth. He licked and lapped up her cream for several minutes, until Bethany was trembling almost uncontrollably.
"Oh, please stop, please stop," she begged. She pulled his face away from her crotch and tugged her shirt upward. Miguel pushed her white bra up and left her twin melons fall. He quickly latched onto her right nipple with his mouth while cupping her left breast in his hand. He sucked on her for just a few moments and then switched off. Again, he sucked, but he wanted more than tit. He wanted to fuck her.
"Let's get out," he insisted. "We need some room." He pushed open his door and slipped from Bethany's gasp. Bethany followed him. Miguel kicked off his shoes and stepped out of his pants and underwear. "Turn around," he told her while guiding her. Bethany pulled her top up and off, along with the bra she had worn, letting her heavy, matronly full breasts fall free. She leaned back into the cab of the pick-up while Miguel pushed her skirt up and her underwear down and off. She looked back at him, passion on her face as well as excitement. Her wide, naked ass was waiting for him.
"Oh, Miguel, fuck me!" she panted.
"I plan to," he smiled at her as he rubbed his hands across her round buttocks. His cock, rock-hard and sticking straight out from his crotch, brushed across her inner thighs. She reached between and took hold of him, guiding him towards her dripping cunt slot. She lifted her right foot onto the door step to open herself up for him. Miguel felt her fur tickle across his knob in that moment, and then the warmth of her vagina wrapped around him. He leaned forward and entered her.
"Ooooohhhhhh," Bethany moaned as he plunged into her.
"Uuummmm, yeessss!" Miguel moaned in response as her velvety grip slipped down his shaft. He buried himself inside her and held his cock deep for a moment, before beginning to rock and thrust. He started fucking the older woman with deep, steady plunges that had her panting and grunting loudly within seconds.
"Oh, Miguel, oh, Miguel, oh, Miguel," she grunted in time with his thrusting. His fingers dug into her fleshy hips and pulled her back as he pounded forward. His balls slapped her clit while his thighs slapped hers, echoing across the dark parking lot.



"Oh! Oh! Oooohhh!" Bethany suddenly cried out as her orgasm ripped through her. She came on Miguel's cock as it continued to drive into her wildly. "Oooohhh, Migueeeeelll!" she moaned into the truck's seat.
Even before her pussy had stopped vibrating around his cock, Miguel slipped free of her vaginal grip. He was very close to cumming himself and wanted to hold off a little longer. He lifted Bethany from her position across the seat and turned her. "Lay back," he said, even though he was placing her as he wanted. Bethany fell back to lie across the seat and Miguel lifted her legs high. She hooked one ankle across his right shoulder while he hooked her other atop the truck door. She was open wide for him and he wasted no time in plunging back into her gaping, dripping cunt.
"Ooohh!" she moaned as his cock plowed even deeper into her. His cock head pounded against her cervix, almost painfully. She twisted her hips as he withdrew and took his next thrust even deeper. His was now fucking her as deep as she could possibly be fucked, with a rock-hard, throbbing cock that had her head spinning once again. She was going to cum again, just minutes after her last, and knew that she was absolutely addicted to him now. She would be coming back to Miguel time and again, she promised.
"Oh, god, fuck me, fuck me, Miguel! Oh, fuck me!" Her pleas echoed across the dark lot between the buildings. Anyone passing on the street would easily make out what was going on.
Miguel aimed to please and smiled. Bethany coming to him had been just what he had needed. He couldn't wait to get her into a more comfortable setting, like at her house and in her bed. Fucking her in the parking lot was fun and exciting, but he wanted to savor her, for an entire evening.
Miguel pounded his cock into her hard for several more minutes before his body began to shout its impending release. He grunted as his cock began to throb, "I'm going to cum!"
Bethany pushed him hard, away from her. "Not inside me!" she pleaded. "Don't cum inside me!" She continued to shove him away until his cock, pulsing with a need to explode, finally slipped out of her. Miguel stumbled back and took hold of his throbbing manhood as Bethany slipped out of the truck and went to her knees in front of him. She reached for his cock, panting as she focused on his leaking, swollen knob. She wrapped her hands around his manhood and began to pull and tug at him, until the tiny piss-slit opened and a jet of hot white cum blasted out.
"Oh! Unngghh!" Miguel growled as his cock erupted. His cum blasted out and slammed into Bethany's tongue. Her mouth latched onto his cock as a second, even heavier load rocketed up his shaft and out. Her mouth filled with his hot salty seed and she hummed with delight. She loved the taste of cum and savored Miguel's as another pulse of his cock-head added more. His penis pulsed on her tongue again, and she had to swallow quickly before it overflowed, and even as she gulped another jet coated her teeth and tongue. Miguel fed her what seemed to her to be close to a pint of salty-sweet cum, and she swallowed every drop. It took a long time for his balls to drain, but finally she had sucked the last of the semen from his cock.
Miguel suddenly shivered as Bethany's tongue sent an electric jolt through his body. "Oh, god!" he groaned as he backed away from her. He had to push to get her mouth off his over-stimulated cock. "That was fucking fantastic!" he panted. "I haven't gotten off like that in a long time."
"You certainly had a lot stored up," Bethany grinned. She wiped a finger across her lips, smearing what little of his seed across them that had escaped. She licked her finger clean and then stumbled to her feet. Her skirt slipped down, covering her well-fucked and dripping pussy. She looked the younger man over, his cock now hanging only semi-hard from his crotch. He was panting, just as she was, in post-orgasmic recovery. She turned and retrieved her top and bra from the truck. She started to pick up her panties, but left them in the foot well, where they had ended up.
"I had a lot of fun," she told him. Bethany then went to Miguel and gave him a kiss. He returned it deeply, wrapping his arms around her naked torso. His cock pushed against her belly, just above her pubic bone. It left a damp trail across the front of her skirt.
When they parted, he told her, "I had a lot of fun, too, Mrs. McAllister. I hope to see you again before I leave for New York."
Bethany grinned and stroked his face with her hand. She was seeing him as a young man, but also as a young lover. She wanted to see him again. She wanted to see what greater pleasures he could bring her. She wanted to see what greater pleasures she could show him. "I hope we can," she finally responded. "We'll see."
Bethany turned and walked, topless, back to her car and climbed in. She gave Miguel a smile and slight wave as she pulled away. He watched as she drove off, still topless. He toyed with doing the same, driving home without his pants on, but changed his mind. He checked his watch after dressing and saw that it was well after midnight. He was supposed to meet his mom at midnight, in her bed. He hoped he could still get it up for her, and that Bethany hadn't drained his balls entirely. No, his mother could always get him up and ready, he smiled to himself as he pulled away.
Bethany made it home and still felt bit light-headed as headed for her bedroom. The house was a quiet as she had left it, but something felt a little different. She couldn't place her finger on it, not until she flicked the light switch in her bedroom and saw who was lying in bed, waiting for her.
Bethany quietly walked across her bedroom, towards the figure lying asleep on the right half of her queen-sized bed. He was lying face-up, gently snoring. The comforter she used during the summer months was pushed to the floor at the foot of the bed, and an off-white floral-print sheet covered the young man to mid-chest. He had dark chest hair which matched the short-cropped hair on his heat. His nipples were quarter-sized discs with a small bud, nestled in the forest of chest hair.
Bethany stood at the side of the bed looking down at her oldest son's sleeping features, pleased that he had come home, and yet upset that he'd not called to let her know before-hand. Burton, Jr. had always been that way, she knew. Spontaneous.
She reached out to him, at first thinking to shake him, to wake him. Instead, she took hold of the bed sheet just below his folded hands and eased it lower. She wasn't at all surprised to find that her son wasn't only sleeping shirtless, he was completely naked beneath the sheet. His manhood lay limp in the forest of pubic hair at his groin, aimed her way no less. Invitingly, she thought. Bethany eased to her knees beside the bed and lifted her son's limp penis. She gave it a couple of soft strokes, and even delivered a light kiss upon the tip, before releasing him. She eased towards the head of the bed, and as she caressed her son's torso, she watched his eyes flicker open. He grinned.
"Mom," Burton moaned. "What time is it?"
"Time for me to say hello," Bethany replied. His arm came up and wrapped around her shoulder, and she leaned down to kiss him. They held their embrace a few heartbeats, and then Bethany pulled back, giving Burton room to sit up.
"When did you get home?" she asked.
"What time is it, now?" he asked, even as he looked at the bedside clock. "About three hours ago, around eight."
"I didn't see a car outside," she said. "How did you get here? And how long are you in town?"
"I flew in from Eureka on a Coast Guard chopper," he said. "Hitched a ride with a crew coming up for training this week. I know the Chief from the Navy, so as a favor, he listed me as a trainee to get me aboard."
"But how long are you in town?" she asked her son again.
"Only until Sunday," he shrugged. "I got a pass while awaiting my next transit. I'm headed for the Philippines for the next sixteen weeks."
"I always wanted to go to the Philippines," Bethany told him.
"Well, I won't be a tourist," he said. "I'm hooking up with my team for a training deployment. We'll probably be out in the jungles most of the time."
"Well, so long as you're here," she smiled, and then began to unbutton her blouse, for the second time that evening. Burton turned to sit at the edge of the bed, and as she dropped her blouse to the floor, she noticed that his cock had already stiffened and stood up hard and proud between his thighs.
"Kiss me," she insisted, and as she met her son's mouth with hers, he reached around to pop the clip on her bra. Her breasts spilled out as Burton slipped the garment away, and she leaned forward into him, pressing her flesh to his. She hadn't seen or felt her son for more than six months and she'd forgotten how much she missed her oldest son. Especially with the house so quiet, and with Bradley away for the summer.
Bethany broke off the kiss, and rose to her feet. She stroked her son's head and pulled his face to her belly, and he began to kiss her flesh, warming her. His hands found the clasp of her skirt and it fell to the floor. She turned and caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror above the dresser. She smiled at her reflection.
Burton hooked his mother's panties with his fingers and tugged. They joined the skirt on the floor, and she stepped out of them, now as naked as he was. He took in the near sight of his mother's pubic triangle, as well as inhaling her scent. It was sharp and erotic. He was still unaware that his mother had so recently been fucked.
"Lay down, Burton," Bethany told her son, even as she pushed him back into the bed. He rolled fully onto the bed, his head back in the pillows, and waited as his mother joined him. Bethany lay across his body and began to kiss his chest, her own pressing into his abdomen. He could feel her nipples on his flesh, and she could feel the tickle of his body hair on hers. His cock pressed hard at her sternum, and slipped between her breasts as she slipped lower. Her hand slipped between their bodies and she took hold of his shaft, even as she curled to bring her mouth to his crown.
"Oooohhh, Mom," Burton sighed as him mother's mouth accepted the first inch of his cock. He gathered her blonde hair up into a bunch on the back of her head as she began to bob slowly. She took him in inch by inch, until she was giving him a full-length tongue-bath. "That feels so good," he added.
Bethany released her son's manhood after just a few slurps, and worked her way back up his body. Her mouth again found his and she kissed him deeply, straddling her son's strong young body. Their lips parted, and Burton said, "Lay down, Mom."
Bethany paused to look into her son's eyes. She knew what he wanted, and god only knew she wanted it, too. And yet, she'd just had sex with another man, and hadn't had time to shower. Did she want her son going down on her, where another mans had been? Yet Miguel had not cum inside her vagina, but in her mouth. And they had been kissing.
Bethany rolled into the bed beside her son, on her back, even as Burton moved down the bed. He was as excited as she was, no doubt. She relaxed into the pillows and watched as Burton lifted and spread her legs, and then lower himself to his belly. His face was hovering above her crotch, pausing long enough that she felt his breath on her hot sex. She lifted her hips slightly, and Burton's mouth fell to her. His mouth planted itself against her cunt, and Bethany moaned.
"Oooohhh, Baby! I've missed that," she told her son as she began to enjoy his slow, methodical tonguing. Her juices flowed as his tongue slipped into her folds, and her belly trembled as an orgasm began to build. Her hands went to his head and she pulled him tighter to her. Her short-cut pubic hair tickled his nose as he sucked in her scent.
Burton lifted his mouth from his mother's pussy and looked up at her. She was looking back at him, a grin of lust on her lips. He reached up and slipped a finger into her vagina, making her eyes close and her thighs part just a bit more. He flicked his tongue against her hard clit while working his finger in her hole, pushing and twisting. She was already well-used from her evening with Miguel, and soon Burton added two more fingers up his mother's snatch. Her cream provided plenty of lubrication, even as he dribbled saliva against her clit with his tongue.
Burton spent another two or three minutes giving his mother a sensuous tongue-bath, working his fingers slowly in and out, twisting them from time to time to stroke her inner g-spot. She responded with hip-bucking and deep moaning, all the while her juices flowed and Burton lapped them up.
With a final flick across her clit, Burton lifted away and said, "It would appear you've already had an enjoyable evening, Mom."
Bethany pushed up to her elbows and shrugged. "If you'd have called and told me you were coming, I'd have saved myself for you."
Burton also rose, up to his knees between hers to display his throbbing, eager cock. "Somehow, I doubt that," he laughed. "I'd bet you've been enjoying your summer vacation."
"You'd lose that bet, you little shit!" she replied, grinning. "Tonight was the first time I'd been laid in almost two weeks, I'll have you know."
With a wide, mischievous grin on his face, Burton wrapped his fist around his cock and waved it at her. "So, I guess you won't be needing this!" He started to move away from her, but Bethany quickly grabbed his arms.
"The hell I don't!" she roared. She knocked her son's hand from his cock and wrapped her own around it. She pulled on him while sliding her hips towards her son. "You'd best be sticking this fat dick of yours where it belongs, young man! Your mother needs you right now!"
Laughing, Burton relented easy enough and lowered his hips, letting his mother guide his cock into contact with her hot, wet slot. She let go and he took the plunge. "Oooohhh, yeessss! That's what I've been missing! My big boy's fat dick inside me!" As Burton settled atop her, his manhood slipped entirely into her warm vaginal embrace. "Come to Mommy, Burton!" she moaned, and then pulled his mouth to hers as he began to slowly rock.
Their mouths parted and he looked down into his mother's face as he worked in and out of her. The sloppy sounds of his cock running in and out of combined with their panting as the only sounds in the bedroom, accompanying the squeak of bedsprings as Burton began to pick up the pace a few minutes later.
Burton pulled up and went to his knees. He pulled her thighs to him and continued to work his mother's cunt with his cock. Panting and grunting was her only response. They watched each other's faces as they made love.
Eventually, Burton pulled free and wordlessly guided him mother to straddle his waist. She lowered her pussy down his shaft with ease and began to ride her son. His hands cupped her breasts and massaged deeply into them as she worked herself towards her next orgasm. Her panting deepened with every plunge along his length until she began to spasm. Her vaginal walls clamped down and her mouth dropped open. Bethany moaned deep and loud as her climax hit her.
"Aaaaaahhhhh!" she moaned as her cream flowed yet again. Her son's cock was twitching inside her, driving her onward and upward. "Oooohhh, god! I'm cuummmiiiiiingggg! Thank yoooouuuu!" she moaned.
Beneath her, Burton was also climaxing. His cock throbbed and spit, sending hot jets of semen up into his mother's accepting womb. His balls drained in three heavy blasts, each seemingly more intense that the last. He was groaning, from deep in his chest. His fingers dug deep into his mother's tit-flesh as his orgasm ripped through him. He thrust upward, sending his dick higher into his mother as the last of his load, a load he'd been building up for several weeks, went flooding into his mother's body.
"Aaaahhh, goooddddd!" he finally groaned out loud. He grabbed hold of her hips and held her tight to him as the last tremors of her orgasm mixed with his. Bethany let her weight down fully onto her son and remained motionless. The only movement was the pulsing of his cock, and her vaginal response. They huffed for breath, not speaking for some time, until she felt her son's cock begin to relax within her. She lowered her mouth to his once again and they shared a long, loving kiss that lasted until Burton slipped from her body.
Bethany rolled to her side along her son's length and snuggled tight to him. Her breasts pressed into his side and her arm lay across his chest as she pressed her face into the curve of his shoulder and neck. "I love you, Burton," she sighed.
"I love you, Mom," he replied. He felt her breathing slow and a moment later he realized that she had fallen asleep. Burton pulled the discarded sheet over their naked bodies and twisted into a more comfortable position. Within minutes, he, too, was asleep. It was just the first of many sessions between mother and son over those next two days, and would serve to satisfy her needs for many weeks to come.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 41
Heather's Tales -- Part 2
"Yes, honey, I know. I know. But this meeting is going to go on at least until nine, the way things are going right now. I'm sorry, honey. I'll make it up to you, this weekend."
The tall, beautiful brunette standing in Heather's bedroom was Quinn Vincent. She was talking to her husband, Michael, on the cell phone in her hand. Heather admired her from the doorway. Quinn wore a long-sleeved white blouse, and little more. She turned and twisted as she listened to her husband.
"I know, darling. You made the reservations a week ago. But this just came up, and I've really got to be here." Quinn turned to see Heather in the doorway, looking at her with a smile on her face and in her bright blue eyes. She returned the smile. "I've got to go. Everyone's coming back in. I'll be home as soon as I can. I'll talk to you later, okay?"
Quinn shut off her phone and offered Heather a shrug. "You really ought not to be lying to your husband," Heather said as she stepped into the room. Quinn's warm brown eyes ran down her body, taking in her near-nudity. After having dropped her robe, Heather only wore her skin-toned stockings, held up by a black garter. She'd left the rest of her clothing in the living room, where she and Quinn had started out that evening.
"I know," Quinn apologized. "I just don't know what else to tell him. Michael's such a good man." Quinn's eyes lingered on Heather's breasts, heavy with age and yet firm from the augmentation she'd had, many years ago.
"But you don't love him anymore," Heather finished for her friend. She moved to her bed and sat down. "I don't understand why you don't divorce him. You're not happy living with him anymore. You two barely talk, or do anything. You've grown apart. I think this proves that." Heather waved her hands, indicating her near-nudity as well as Quinn's.
"I'm just not ready to accept it, I guess," Quinn replied.
"What has it been, now? Six years? Seven, since we started this?"
Quinn smiled. "Andy was a freshman. He was in my class."
"And ten minutes after you and I met, remember, at the parent-teacher conference, we were in a back hallway in the school, kissing." Heather reached out and took Quinn's hands in hers. "And we've been kissing ever since."
Quinn grinned. "Kissing was only the start, wasn't it? I still can't believe I did it! Wow! I'd never done it before, not with a girl, and now here we are, doing everything!"
Quinn Vincent was one of the few people in Regal Bay who knew about Heather McCoy's porn past, and accepted it. In fact, when asked, Heather happily played for Quinn several of her movies, including the lesbian films. It wasn't long before Quinn and Heather had enjoyed more than just the occasional fling with each other. They had become steady lovers, two middle-aged women who were very close in fact.
Heather had fallen lustfully for her son's English teacher the moment she laid eyes on the tall, dark beauty. Quinn was four years older than Heather.
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Heather watched as Quinn unbuttoned the blouse. Quinn leaned in and they kissed briefly before the older woman turned to the nightstand and turned on the bedside radio. Soft jazz began to play as she turned back to Heather. She removed her glasses, and then released the clip holding her highlighted brown hair up. She shook out her hair, which fell well past her shoulders. Beneath the blouse Quinn still wore her black underwear, a set which Heather had bought for her that previous Christmas as a gift.
"You are by far the prettiest teacher in Regal Bay!" Heather complimented. She pulled Quinn's mouth to hers and again they kissed briefly, repeatedly. Both women stroked each other's hair, and their bodies came into contact. Heather brushed the blouse from Quinn's shoulders, and then caressed her flesh. Quinn had tanned much deeper than Heather, who looked pale by comparison.
Heather rolled into the bed, bringing Quinn along with her. They began to giggle, as school girls would. "Young and beautiful are we!" Heather laughed between kisses. Heather lay on her back at first, but as Quinn descended, she rolled the older woman over, until she straddled her waist with her hands in the bedding to either side of Quinn's shoulders.
"I think it's my turn to be on top!" Heather snickered before again delivering a kiss to her lover. She then sat up and pulled her hair back, holding it as she lay fully atop Quinn. They kissed deeper this time, with Quinn's hands going to Heather's shoulders and then down her flanks.
Heather again sat up, her round buttocks on Quinn's hips. She grinned down into Quinn's face while reaching back, between Quinn's slightly parted thighs. "Somebody has damp panties!" she said as she stroked her fingers along Quinn's slot. In response, Quinn parted her legs more while rocking her hips. Quinn also reached up and took each of Heather's breasts in hand and began to massage the firm globes.
Heather again lay atop Quinn, their mouths locking together as their breasts mashed together. Quinn's hands went to Heather's ass and squeezed. "Uuummm!" Heather growled, and then she sat up once again. She took Quinn's larger breasts in hand and began to return the massage.
"I just love your tits!" Heather purred. She pulled the cups down and cupped the naked flesh, drawing a mew of excitement from Quinn. "They are so soft and natural." She began to wiggle her hips, moving lower down Quinn's long body, dragging her hands along as she went. Once past her hips, Heather moved her knees between Quinn's and stroked down her thighs.
"And I love your long, long legs," Heather continued. Her hands slid down each, until she cupped Quinn's right heel. She lifted the foot until Quinn's leg was straight up, and she began to kiss up and down the sensitive inside and backside flesh.
"You're tickling me!" Quinn giggled and playfully tried to push Heather away. But Heather was enjoying herself, and continued to kiss, and then she started licking, up and down her right leg. Heather kissed the sole of her foot, making Quinn laugh again, before running her tongue down the back of Quinn's leg one final time. The lower she went, the farther Quinn's legs fell, until Heather was on her elbows between, her face hovering just inches above Quinn's crotch.
Quinn's hands went to Heather's head of blonde hair and curled in, as Heather delivered kisses at the junction of leg and hip. She licked along the crease line, just to either side of Quinn's panties, eliciting tremors of excitement across the older woman's lower belly.
"Oooohhh, that's so nice!" Quinn sighed. "You always make me feel so good."
"I'm glad you like it," Heather grinned. "And now for something a little more intense."
Heather hooked each of Quinn's knees in her hands and pushed, until they folded up and back. Quinn grabbed hold of her own knees, holding her in position as Heather dropped face-first into her crotch. Her mouth grabbed hold of her mound and she began to gently chew upon Quinn's pubic flesh through the material.
"Oooooo," Quinn moaned again.
"Maybe I should eat through these panties," Heather said, and licked long and slow up the material again. Instead, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband and worked them up Quinn's legs, tossing them to the floor with a flare. This time, when she went into Quinn's crotch, her tongue slipped between the older woman's folds.
"Uuummm," she moaned as the flavors of Quinn's cunt flowed onto her tongue.
"Oooohhh!" Quinn responded as her pussy quivered under Heather's wonderful mouthing. She enjoyed being eaten out by her only female lover, and Heather had all the experience in the world to delight her. Heather's tongue slid across her puckered anus, and then started a slow trail upward, ending at her clit, and delivering a swirling kiss that always made her entire body vibrate.
"Aaahhh, sooooo good!" Quinn stroked Heather's arms and shoulders as she moaned her pleasure. "I wish Michael had done this for me," she whispered, for not the first time. She had missed out on so much in her years of marriage. Heather had opened her eyes to so many ways of enjoying sex, and she loved her for it.
"Michael doesn't know...just how good...you taste!" Heather told her between long licks along her slot. She paused to pull at Quinn's labia with her lips. They seemed to unfold within her mouth, and Heather enjoyed the warm flesh on her tongue.
Heather pushed against the backs of Quinn's knees and began to rock her, using her mouth to fuck her vagina with. She thrust her tongue into Quinn's hole and drove in and out as her hips rocked. "God! That feels so good!" Quinn gasped. Heather tongue-fucked her lover until Quinn's juices were flowing thick, drinking down every drop she could.
As her lover continued to lap away at her cream, Quinn finally pulled her bra off and tossed it away. Her hands settled atop her breasts and she massaged them, enjoying the feel of her own flesh as Heather enjoyed the flesh between her thighs. The unceasing hums and moans of delight coming up from between her legs was evidence of that.
Heather could suck on a pussy all night long, if given the opportunity, and there had been times when she had tried. Quinn's cream flowed and she sucked her thick labia into her mouth, gently tugging at the curtains individually or as a pair. Each time she sucked hard, Quinn's hips rolled upward. She let them slip out, and Quinn's hips rolled down, presenting a hard clit bud ready for attention, which Heather happily gave it.
"Oooohhh, Heather, I love that," Quinn moaned time and again. Over and over she moaned as her lover's tongue invaded her sex, or flicked across her clit, or stabbed high into her hole. Time stood still and yet seemed to go on forever as Heather drew gentle orgasms, one right after the other, out of her.
With yet another climax ebbing, Quinn asked, "Can I taste you?"
Heather rose and grinned, "I thought you'd never ask!" She crawled up Quinn's long, tanned body, pausing to kiss each nipple once, and then a lingering kiss upon Quinn's mouth. She straddled the older woman as she moved on, again pausing as to allow Quinn to give each of her nipples a kiss. She continued and once her knees settled to either side of Quinn's head, she said, "Enjoy!"
Everything she knew about eating a woman's pussy, Quinn had been taught by Heather. She took a moment to again marvel at the pure sexual beauty between Heather's thighs, the large pink labia, the bulging clit, the soft blonde fur surrounding everything. Even the dark eye of Heather's anus looked lovely to Quinn in that moment. She reached up and caressed Heather's buttocks, and in response, Heather lowered her hips that final two inches. Quinn opened her mouth and ran her tongue from back to front along Heather's slit, tasting her one more time.
"Oooooo, that's my girl!" Heather sighed as her lover began to apply the skills she had spent so many hours teaching. Heather knew that Quinn had never been with another woman before her. She also knew that she was no longer Quinn's only lover, and that was fine with her. Although they continued to see each other two or three times a week, they had never claimed to be exclusive to each other. Heather was strongly bi-sexual, and wasn't about to give up a rock-hard cock, however old or young it might be. Quinn, on the other hand, had not been with another man other than her husband since getting married. She also had no desire to be, either. Quinn was becoming a "late-life-lesbian". Heather was happy to escort her on her journey.
Straddling Quinn's head, her pussy now planted firmly to her mouth, Heather enjoyed the sensations of having her slot serviced by a very talented tongue. With the flavor of Quinn on her own lips and tongue, it wasn't long before her lover began to pull her orgasm from her.
"Oooohhh, that's it! Right there! Suck me harder!" Heather began to shiver and let her knees slip further apart, pushing her pussy harder into Quinn's face. She rocked her hips, smearing her cream across Quinn's face, from chin to nose, as she began to cum.
"Oooohhh, yeessss!" Heather roared a moment later. Her climax washed through her, drenching Quinn's face with warm girl-goo. Still she ground her cunt to Quinn's mouth, forcing her older lover to drink her nectar down, not that Quinn would ever refuse.
As her orgasm ebbed, Heather lifted from Quinn's face, but only to move back a few inches. She wanted to see the look on Quinn's face and seeing the glistening cream all over her face, Heather grinned down at her. She brushed Quinn's dark hair back and said, "My, you have come a long way, lover!"
"I've had the best teacher," Quinn replied with a wide, cummy grin. "It doesn't hurt that you've got a tasty pussy." Quinn gave Heather's slot another long lick, and then let her eyes close as she began to work over Heather's vagina with her tongue again.
"Ooohh, you nasty bitch!" Heather laughed. She pulled a knee up and leaned back to reach for Quinn's pussy. She began to finger Quinn, working two along her slot before curling them and stuffing them into up her cunt chute.
Quinn rocked her hips upward, enjoying the penetrating fingers. "Uuummmm!" Quinn moaned into Heather's pussy. Her own hands slipped up Heather's body to grab hold of her breasts. She dug her fingers into the firm flesh before turning her attention to the hard nipples. Quinn pinched them between her nails, making Heather chirp and her pussy leak.
"Ouch!" Heather cried again. She pulled her fingers out of Quinn and pinched her clit, making Quinn yelp into her pussy, and sending a shiver of excitement up through her belly. "Oh, somebody liked that!" Heather laughed, and then pinched again, even as Quinn shook her head. It didn't stop Heather. Quinn's hips bucked under the clitoral assault.
"Oooohhh, yeessss!" Heather moaned a moment later as her second orgasm rolled through her, and she fed another thick wave of cream to her older lover.
Quinn lapped up the cream until Heather began to vibrate. "Oooohhh, I'm so sensitive all of a sudden!" she moaned as she rolled away from Quinn to lay beside her. She pulled their mouths together and for the next several minutes they kissed each other deeply, with hands touching and caressing, their legs intertwined and their pubic mounds pressed together.
Finally, Quinn pushed Heather back and said, "I think I want to sit on this beautiful face." She caressed Heather's cheeks and chin. She kissed her lips again, and then Heather's cheeks. "Are you as hungry as I hope you are?"
Heather smiled, "I'm so hungry, I could eat you all night!"
"We'll see about that, lover!" Quinn gave her one last kiss and then moved to position herself as Heather had been before. Her legs were much longer than Heather's, so she had to spread her knees much further to lower her pussy to her lover's mouth. Heather didn't wait and lifted her head up to meet Quinn half-way. Her tongue lanced out and drilled right up into Quinn's hole before the older woman had even settled.
"Oooohhh, yes! That's what I like! I long tongue up my snatch!" Quinn sighed. As Heather had done before, Quinn began to slowly roll her hips, grinding her pussy against Heather's mouth and tongue, and smearing her flowing juices from chin to cheeks.
Heather was laid out on her back, stretched out on her bed with hands roaming up and down Quinn's naked flesh. Quinn was straddling her head, absently massaging her own breasts as she worked he pussy against Heather's mouth. That was the sight Andy took in as he watched from outside his mother's window.
Andy knew a lot about his mother; her porn-actress past and her current sex-life included. He knew that she fucked around with young men his age, as well as older men her own. He also knew that she and Mrs. Vincent, Quinn, who he had had as his English teacher during high school three years running, had been lovers for a while. This wasn't the first time Andy had secretly watched his mother and Mrs. Vincent make love. He'd been sneaking around watching his mother for almost four years now, before he had moved out of the house into the apartment above the garage. His mom had wanted to rent it out after they had it remodeled, but Andy convinced her that he should have it as his own, even going so far as to offer to rent it himself. She had agreed, with the only restriction being that he was not allowed to have rowdy parties.
For two years Andy had lived in the garage apartment, and for two years he'd been spying regularly on his mother through her bedroom's side window. He'd positioned a long ladder along the gutter down-spout, hidden from the front and the street by a tall spruce that stood at the house's corner. Andy knew his mother's routine and about half of the time he was free to slip quietly up the ladder and watch through the sheer curtains as his mother made love to whomever she brought home. Twice a week, it was Quinn Vincent.
Mrs. Vincent, Andy admitted, was a hot woman, considering her age. Yes, she was wrinkled and flabby in the belly, and her tits, even though they were massive and exceptional in his view, hung heavy on her chest, and would soon begin to fall even further. Andy was surprised that she had a trimmed bush. He had always thought older women, women older than his mom, had big bushes. Some, he knew from experience, still did. Like many times before, the idea of slipping into the house and barge in on them crossed his mind. In his fantasy, they would insist he join them, and Andy would make love to Mrs. Vincent while his mother looked on. And then he would make love to his mother, with Quinn watching.
Andy had never been with his mother, and yet knew that some of his friends had been with theirs. A couple even insisted that they'd been with his mother, but Andy didn't believe them. Unfortunately, he was beginning to have second thoughts about their claims. Especially after the recent gangbang of Tim's mom Annie that he'd participated in. As he watched his mother joyfully eating out an older woman just a dozen feet away, Andy had a rock-hard cock in his shorts, in need of attending to. He wasn't daring enough to pull his dick out on the ladder, so with a final mind-filling look at his mother and Mrs. Vincent, Andy slipped down the ladder and all but ran into the garage and his apartment above. He barely made it to his bed before he had his dick in hand, furiously jacking himself until he shot into a handy washcloth.
As her son was beating his dick to images of her and her lover, Heather gave Quinn's thick labia curtains a final deep suck as Quinn started to move away. She'd devoured two consecutive orgasms out of Quinn in the time she had sat on her face, and even though her jaw ached and her tongue was tired, Heather was still just as hungry for her lover. For Quinn, however, she was beginning to tire out.
It had been a long day for her, even though school was out. Quinn worked as a chaperon for the Summer Social Program at the high school, basically baby-sitting elementary and middle school aged children who had nobody to watch them during summer break, and whose parents worked during the days. She enjoyed spending her days with the children, as she had never had any of her own. Through the years, she'd made friends with dozens of them, who even now were becoming parents themselves.
Quinn lay across Heather's prone body and planted her mouth to her young lover's. They kissed deeply, their breasts mashed together. It ran on for a good few minutes until Quinn finally pushed upward.
"I'm sorry, Heather," Quinn apologized after another brief kiss. "I really must be going."
Heather nodded. "I know." They held each other's gaze a moment, and then Heather asked, "Was Andy watching?"




Quinn nodded. "I think so. I thought I saw him on that ladder of his." She rolled away and went to her feet. Naked, she went to the window and pulled the curtain back. "He's gone."
"Probably jacking off right now in his bed," Heather laughed. Quinn joined her in pulling on her clothing, though Heather only put on panties beneath her silk sleep shorts and over-sized kimono, both which had been presents given her by Quinn. As she watched the taller woman dress, she settled on her bed's edge.
"You know, I think he wants you," Heather said to Quinn.
Quinn replied with a grin, yet shook her head. "I really doubt that. I'm an old woman, an old teacher in his eyes. Besides, I think it's you he's always watching. You know this town. It's got quite the reputation growing, at least in the background."
"I can't argue with you there," Heather laughed. Quinn also knew about a few of Heather's young lovers, a few of which had been her students. "Maybe, if you'd be interested, we could ask someone to join us one night." Heather had offered to bring in another lover to their affair for a while now, either a young man or woman, but Quinn had yet to agree. She just didn't feel that she was desirable anymore, especially to the younger generation.
"I don't know," she replied without committing. "You know my feelings on that. I just don't think I'm ready to admit it to myself. Not yet." Quinn pulled on her glasses and then leaned in to give Heather a final kiss. "I'll call you tomorrow."
Heather walked her lover out, and then after a brief stop in the kitchen for a shot of Crown Royal on ice, she retired to her room and bed.
The next morning Heather had two appointments scheduled, and after a stop in at the office, she headed for the first. Along the way, she received a call, informing her that the clients had called off. "Thanks, Rhonda. I'll just head on out to 617 Hillshire then."
617 Hillshire was a modern two-story home to the north of town, but east of the North Bay neighborhood. The area didn't have a formal name, but most referred to it as Timberland, as the old timber mill still stood to the north, and one of the last logging roads that still ran all the way into town passed through. The mill had closed some years back and the property was slated for reclaiming. Heather knew that several businesses had been looking to purchase the property, and depending on who built what there, the values of the homes in the area could go up or down. 617 Hillshire was the only property Bayside Realty had an interest in, and Heather was looking to off-load it as soon as possible.
That morning she would be meeting with a young couple, both recently graduated from Regal Bay University in fact. Heather hadn't met them yet. She had taken on the representation after Queisha Sampson unexpectedly turned in her two-week notice that Monday. Frank Vaughn, who owned Bayside, dismissed her immediately and unceremoniously, and the rumor bouncing among the girls around the office had it that Queisha was pregnant with Frank's baby. Heather didn't care, one way or the other.
She parked her BMW in the short driveway, and then thought better of it and backed out to park along the street. It was always better to have a client park as they would, should they own the property. It helped sell it, Heather had learned. Make them feel at home, and it will become their home.
She let herself inside, turned on the lights, and opened a couple of windows to air out the stuffiness. She had about an hour until the Parsons arrived. Heather went through the house, checking everything inside and out, until she heard a car pull up. She returned to the front room as a young blonde woman, little older than a teen in appearance, strolled up the front walk. Heather paused, taking in the young lady's appearance. Her hair was long and very blonde, and she wore a red strapped top over a floral-print skirt. She wore white tennis shoes, and carried her bag cradled in front of her.
Heather opened the front door and greeted her, "Hello! I'm Heather McCoy. You must be Mrs. Parsons."
"Yes. I'm Alexis Parsons." They shook hands. "You can call me Lexi, though."
"As you wish, Lexi. Is your husband with you?" Heather asked as she stepped aside to allow Lexi through.
"No. Evan had a job interview this morning and won't be able to make it," Lexi explained. "I'm going to take a bunch of pictures and send them to him," she said, waving her cell phone. "If it's okay?"
"Perfectly!" Heather replied. "Take as many as you want, of whatever you want. After all, this just might be your home in a few weeks, if all goes well."
For the next half hour, Heather guided Lexi through the house and yard, pointing out the highlights while glossing over the several areas in need of improvement. It wasn't a new home, and was listed as a fixer-upper, though very little actually needed to be done before occupying. Lexi was obviously detail oriented and took dozens of pictures, most of the areas that would need attention in the first year or two.
When asked, Lexi offered, "My dad's in the business of restoration of homes back home. I've learned a lot from him over the years. I interned at his shops in high school."
"And where is home?" Heather asked with interest.
"Pittsburgh. Well, actually a small town neared the Ohio boarder called Aliquippa, on the Ohio River." She shrugged. "I just say Pittsburgh because people now where it is. Evan's from Fairmount, Indiana."
"Oh! That's where James Dean was from," Heather said.
Lexi returned a quizzical look. "Who's James Dean?"
Heather laughed. "You are young, aren't you! You'll have to ask your husband who he was." They returned to the front room, where Lexi and Heather took a seat on a cushioned bench at the foot of the stairs, just about the only furniture in the house. Heather pulled a folder from her carry-all bag and handed it to the young client.
"This is all the legal stuff you'll want to go over with your husband," Heather explained. "There is also a card of mine in there. When you're ready to take the next step, you can call me any time. We'll get the ball rolling and before you know it, you and your husband will be moving into your new home!"
Lexi opened the folder and leafed through the first few pages. "This is a really big step," she sighed after closing the folder. "I know we really want the house, but I am so anxious, you know? We can afford it. We've got plenty saved and both of our families have offered to help out, until Evan gets settled into his new job."
"Where is he interviewing, if I may ask?"
Lexi replied, "He's a certified Medical Equipment Technician, so he's interviewing out at the hospital."
"Well, I'm sure he'll get hired on," Heather smiled, adding a light pat to Lexi's thigh as assurance. "I know a few people up there and I could put in a good word, if you'd like?"
"I hope he doesn't need it," Lexi replied. "He's smart and really knows that stuff. I'm sure they'll hire him."
"What about you? What have you got planned?"
"I thought you knew," Lexi said. "I'm a teacher and got hired on at North Bay Elementary. That's why we moved to Regal Bay in the first place. The school system hired me after graduation, some kind of on-line search that I had forgotten about applying to. I got a pretty good offer if I wanted to move out here, so here we are. Kind of a whirlwind in our lives right now, but Evan and I are happy, and I know I love this place. It's so different from where we're both from, back in the Midwest."
"Well, I for one am happy you came out," Heather smiled. Their eyes met briefly.
"Can I ask you a question?"
Heather nodded, "Sure. Anything you'd like."
Lexi looked uncomfortable, but after a pause she asked, "Were you ever in the movies? I mean, I think I've seen you before, and I can only think it was a movie."
Heather felt her heart skip a beat. It had long been a fear of hers to be recognized, to have her porn past exposed. She had been trying very hard over the years to keep that part of her life out of this chapter, yet she knew that with every passing day it might be a day closer to being exposed. Especially in this day and age, of internet porn and the ability for anyone to look up anyone else. She again wished that she had changed her name back to her birth name before coming to Regal Bay. Heather McCoy was still a link to her past. Patricia Collins, on the other hand, was a clean sheet.
Before Heather could deny it however, Lexi's face washed with recognition. "Oh, my god! Yes! I do remember seeing you!" Lexi stood up, a wide smile on her face as she looked at Heather. "It is you! I knew it! You're Heather McCoy, from Heather's Honeymoon and Hotel Hotties. I knew I recognized the name."
Heather felt the color rise in her cheeks even as she tried to deny it. "I really don't know what you're talking about," she said, even though she was sure she'd been caught out.
Lexi sat down again and took her hand in hers. "I don't want you to think me weird, knowing about porn movies and all. And I guess you're out of that business now, if you're selling houses."
Heather shook her head, but admitted, "That was a long time ago, and I'm trying to keep this from becoming a problem." She looked at the younger woman, who was still smiling quite broadly. "I'd appreciate it if you didn't mention this to anyone else."
Lexi shook her head. "I won't, not if you don't want me to. But I must tell Evan! He's such a huge fan, I know he is." Lexi leaned in a little close and in almost a whisper, she admitted, "We love watching porn together. It's such a turn on for both of us. We've got dozens on CD, including some that you're in, like Heather's Honeymoon and Hotel Hotties. Hotel Hotties is one of my favorites!"
Heather recalled that movie as one with few men. It was mostly a lesbian sex movie, although if she remembered correctly, she did have a scene with an old chubby guy and another woman, who played the hotel owners. Heather had been a hooker looking to start a for-women-only brothel, or so the plot went. Putting out to the owners had been one of the few semi-straight scenes in the movie. It had been the first movie that Heather had enjoyed multiple orgasms with another woman, and had served to establish her as one of the top actresses in the business. That the movie was claimed to be one of Lexi's favorites interested Heather in many ways.
"I haven't seen that movie in years," Heather told Lexi.
"We just watched it a few weeks ago," Lexi said. "That's probably why I recognized you. It took a bit, what with you having clothes on and everything."
"Well, I am a few years older now, also."
"Not much," Lexi replied.
"I think that movie was made almost twenty years ago. Maybe more," Heather laughed. "I can't believe you recognized me from it, I've changed so much."
"No, you haven't!" Lexi insisted. "You're very beautiful and still have a great body."
Heather paused, looking hard at Lexi, who was displaying admiration in both her eyes and facial features. On impulse, Heather reached out and stroked Lexi's blonde hair back. "Thank you," she said then, before leaning in to give the young woman a light kiss upon her cheek. Lexi giggled, and turned her face. A moment passed, and then Heather kissed her, full on the mouth. But only briefly. She backed away, her eyes on the girl's, awaiting a reaction. The one she got was the one hoped for.
Lexi whispered, "I liked that," and then leaned towards Heather. Heather took the girl's face gently in her hands and again kissed her, this time with more heat and passion, and Lexi responded equally.
Heather wondered what she was doing, but for only a moment. She wasn't being rejected in the least. Lexi was allowing her to make all the moves. When her hand came up to cup one of the young woman's breasts, Lexi mewed happily into her mouth. A moment later, the move was mirrored as Lexi took Heather's left breast in hand. She pulled back and looked into Lexi's eyes. They were deep brown, warm, and smiling. She gave the small breast in her hand a gentle squeeze, and then leaned in and began kissing Lexi's neck. As she did, she reached down and took hold of the shirt she wore. When she removed her mouth from Lexi's neck, she lifted the shirt up and off as well.
"Ooohh, my!" Lexi sighed. She hadn't a need for wearing a bra, as her breasts were small, barely a-cups, though her dark nipples protruded atop equally dark, puffy areola mounds. Heather took them each in with her eyes, and then with her mouth, delivering a warm open-mouth kiss to each. "Oh, that's so hot!" Lexi again moaned. Her hands ran through Heather's blonde hair as the older, ex-porn starlet sucked each nipple into her mouth.
"This is like a dream come true," Lexi insisted. "I can't believe this is happening."
Heather sat back, smiling warmly and yet with a growing passion. She couldn't believe this was happening, either. Lexi was by far the youngest woman she'd been with, at least since coming to Regal Bay. "I still can't believe you recognized me from a movie I made twenty years ago."
Lexi shrugged. "You'd never believe how many times I fingered myself off, watching you have sex. Sometimes, Evan and I try to act out the movies we watch. But I've always wanted to re-enact some of the others. You know, the lesbian stuff."
"Have you ever been with a woman?" Heather asked. Lexi shook her head. "Would you like for me to show you a little bit? Maybe show you how good one woman can make another feel?"
Lexi sucked in a deep breath and replied, "Oh, god, yes! Would you?"
Heather didn't need much more than that as encouragement. She was already reaching for Lexi's skirt. The girl lifted her butt up enough for Heather to tug it down her legs and off, leaving her sitting on the bench in just a pair of lavender and white panties. Between the band of the underwear and her naval, Lexi had a tattooed design, stretching from each point of her hip bones. It was an intertwined design with a hint of a Celtic knot theme. Heather ran her fingers lightly across it, making Lexi shiver and giggle.
"I like this," Heather told her, and then leaned in to lightly kiss her flesh, centering on the tattoo.
"I have one just like it, at the base of my spine," Lexi said. She stroked Heather's head as the older woman eased to the floor between her knees. Her lavender and white panties still protected her sex, but Heather wasn't deterred by them. She eased the crotch to the side to expose Lexi's youthfully tight slit. Lexi kept herself well groomed, with only a small triangle of blonde hair atop her pubic mound. Heather slid her long index finger along the girl's slot and opened her up. Lexi moaned softly when Heather blew air across her pussy. Leaning in to deliver a slow lick to the girl's slot, Heather hummed happily. This day was turning out much better than she could have hoped for.
Heather had been licking on and through Lexi's pussy for only a few moments before the young woman began to gasp and wiggle. "Ooohh, god! I'm going to cum!" Lexi announced a moment before a warm jet of clear cream shot out of her slit to paint Heather's face and lips. "Uuuhhhh!" she huffed as another spurt launched. This time Heather was ready and had her mouth poised to take it. She latched tight to the girl's pulsing pussy and stuffed her tongue back inside to slurp out all the girl's warm cream.
"Oooohhh, god! That was so wonderful," Lexi moaned a few minutes later, after coming down from her high. Heather remained between her thighs, massaging her pussy with long fingers while flicking her tongue out to capture any juices that dribbled out. From the carry-all by her knees, Heather's cell phone rang. Reluctantly, she moved out from between Lexi's thighs and retrieved her phone.
"Hello?"
"Heather, it's Frank. I need you run out to Van Winkle Heights and take a client through a home."
"I'm with a client right now, in Timberland," Heather reminded her boss.
"Let me see now," Frank responded. "A $68,000 house in Timberland, or a $1.3 million-dollar house in the Heights. Now, which will bring you a bigger commission, I wonder? Unless you'd rather me pass it on to Jenny. I'm sure she could use the money."
Heather knew as well as Frank that Jenny still hadn't figured out the business. She'd only had her real estate license for eight months and had managed to screw up two sales already. Heather knew that Frank entrusted the high-end sales to his top girls, and Heather was at the very top.
Heather went back to sitting on the bench and with a reluctant sigh, she told Frank she'd handle it. "Send me the address and details," she said.
"I'll get Janice on it, right away," Frank replied, and then hung up.
Heather turned to give Lexi an apologetic frown. "I'm sorry. I have to go."
Lexi smiled and said, "Don't be. This was awesome, and I hope we get a chance to maybe do it again. Maybe even go a little further."
Heather was surprised. "I'd like that. Let's get you through this," she waved at the house around them, "and then we'll see about getting together, to enjoy ourselves."
"I'd really like for Evan to meet you," Lexi told her as she pulled her top back on. "He's going to freak out, knowing that our real estate agent is a famous porn star!"
"I'd really like to keep this quiet, at least for now, Lexi." Heather ran a hand through her hair and straightened her clothing. She could still feel Lexi's cream on her lips and chin, and retrieved a tissue from her carry-all. "Let's take it slow, and keep it between us girls, at least until we figure out where this might lead, okay?"
Lexi finished pulling up her skirt and then moved to stand very close, face to face, with Heather. "I want you to teach me how to be an awesome lover, for my husband and for myself. I want to fuck like a porn star!" She wrapped her arms around Heather's shoulders and kissed the older woman, hard and deep. Heather liked her new-found kitten's attitude.
"You have my card," Heather said. "My cell phone number is on it. When you have a free afternoon, or evening, let's get together. We'll talk, and maybe see where it goes from there. How's that sound?"
Bouncing, Lexi laughed, "It sounds like I'm going to get laid by a porn star! I can't wait!"
Heather locked up and left Lexi to wander around the property while she went back to work. "What the hell just happened?" she asked the world as she drove up Bayview Parkway.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 42
Lisa's Tales -- Part 4
Lisa Hayworth had the afternoon off, with the middle of July, mid-week being some of the slowest afternoons in the salon. Usually, she would walk along the boardwalk with the crowds, stopping occasionally at the seasonal stalls or in the more permanent shops that fronted the bay. At times, she would kill the hours before heading home to make dinner for her children lounging on the beach in one of the public chairs, beneath an umbrella, reading her latest paperback. This afternoon, she instead headed out to the mall.
Lisa had no real destination in mind. She just had the itch to do a little shopping, browsing through a few of her favorite shops if only to see if anything caught her eye. One of her regular stops was FYE, the popular entertainment outlet. Often, it was her first stop in Majestic Mall.
"Hello, Lisa!" called the manager from behind the counter as she walked through the wide store front. She responded with a wave.
"HI, Wanda. How have you been?" She walked on over to the counter, where a teenager stood looking across at the wide variety of piercing studs available, hung in small packages on the wall behind the counter.
Wanda Vaughn, a regular at Paisley Park Beauty Salon and one of Lisa's usual clients, was a woman seemingly out of place running a modern pop-culture shop. Wanda was in her mid-forties and somewhat plump, though Lisa had noticed that her friend had been slimming down over the last few months.
"Busy!" she replied. "I've got two employees on vacation this week, and none of my usual part-timers from the university are back in town. So, I've had to pull full shifts the last couple of days. Nine to nine, open to close."
"I'm sorry to hear that," Lisa said. "It must be wearing you out. Don't you have any help at all?"
"Oh, I've got two girls this week working," Wanda said. "I've had to keep on them when their hours overlap. They want to hang out in the store room, chit-chatting or texting. And then, when they're running the counter, I constantly have to remind them to pay attention to the customers and not their phones. I tell you, Lisa, I can't get good help with this generation of kids."
"Maybe I'll have Alyssa pay you a visit," Lisa smiled. "I know she'd like a summer job, other than the one she's got now out at McDonald's. She knows the stuff in here pretty good, since she pretty much hands you her paycheck every week," Lisa laughed.
"That would be great," Wanda smiled, and then she added, "and if your son is looking, I could use him in here as well." Wanda knew Randy Hayworth in passing, but also knew that he and her son Luke used to run around some in high school.
Lisa hesitated in responding. She knew what her son had going during the summer, and although she didn't actually approve, she knew that she wouldn't change his mind. Working with Dr. Price, if that was what they were doing, was earning him additional credits leading into his sophomore year at RBU. Lisa doubted if her son would want to cut into that time with an actual job that paid real money.
"He's pretty busy already this summer," she finally replied. "But I'll talk to Alyssa and have her come in. Will you be here tomorrow?"
"All day," Wanda sighed. The teen seemed to be waiting to make a selection from the wall behind, so Lisa went on her way. She wandered on through until she came to the music CD sections and after about fifteen minutes of browsing, she had selected two new CD's and a used one. All were modern blues, her favored music these days.
Wanda had slipped into the back for a moment by the time Lisa returned to the counter. As advertised, she had to interrupt the young lady behind the counter, who was paying more attention to a game on her phone that to her work. Lisa paid for the music with her card, and then headed on through the mall, stopping only on occasion to look in a shop here and there, yet spending no more money, other than for an Orange Julius as she headed for the front doors.
Lisa arrived at her home just before six. Her son's yellow Chevy Monte Carlo wasn't parked out front, so she knew he wasn't home. Once inside, she found that her daughter wasn't at home, either. And of course, neither had left a message as to what or where they were. Lisa typed in a quick text, simply "Where are you?" and sent in to both of her children's phones. Maintaining three cell phones was costing her all her tips and cut into the checks her ex-husband had finally begun to send. Chad had been a bastard for so many years, but out of the blue, Lisa began to receive back child support from him. He must have gotten in trouble with the law, she imagined.
Accepting that she had the house to herself, Lisa put off fixing herself anything to eat, and instead decided on taking a soothing bubble bath. Her phone finally chimed, but she put off checking her messages until after she'd dried off, nearly half an hour later. Randy had been first to reply, letting her know that he'd gone out with friends that afternoon and was hanging out at one of their homes watching movies. Alyssa's reply was very similar to her brother's, in that she also was out for the evening with friends. Neither expected to be back for dinner, so Lisa had eaten a quiet meal, warmed up in the microwave, alone.
By eight o'clock, Lisa had settled into the living room to watch television. After ten minutes of channel surfing and finding nothing of interest on, she curled up in the glide rocker her father had bought for her when she was pregnant with Alyssa, and opened her latest book, a Kimberly Cates romance set in medieval Ireland. The only sound in the house was coming from the stereo, where Lisa had her newest Joe Bonamassa CD paying.
Lisa had lost track of time, lost in the arms of an Irish Rogue, when Randy banged through the front door, announcing his return.
"What's for dinner, Mom?" he called out. He stuck his head in from the entryway. He looked drunk, and was probably stoned as well.
"I've already eaten," she replied. "Besides, it's after ten. You'll have to find something to eat on your own."
"Great," Randy muttered as he turned to leave his mother. "Maybe I'll just grab a shower first," he added.
Lisa went back to reading, lost in the romance of the story. It might have been fifteen minutes, but the next thing she knew, Randy had padded his way back into the living room. She turned to look at him, and found him standing stark naked, his hands on his hips, and a wide grin on his face. She looked him up and down, noticing that his manhood was semi-rigid and arched her way. She shook her head and asked, "I thought you were hungry?"
"I am," he grinned. Randy then walked over to stand in front of her, went slowly to his knees, and pushed her floral-patterned house dress up high onto her thighs. He then pushed her knees apart.
"What do you think you're doing?" she asked, though it was obvious to her what her son had in mind.
"I'm hungry, but for your sweet pussy!" he grinned.
"Randy, you're being naughty!" Lisa chided, but didn't resist her son. She lost sight of his grinning face when Randy dipped down between her thighs and pulled the dress over his head. A moment later she felt his mouth press against the crotch of her panties. Had it not been for the romance she was reading, she might have resisted him.
"Ooohh," she sighed as his mouth began to munch upon her pubic mound. She laid a hand upon the lump in her dress that his slowly rocking head made, and tried to ignore him, returning her attention to her novel. It wasn't long however that her body began to tingle under her son's gentle yet insistent oral assault.
Randy licked at his mother's panties, making them wet with saliva from his side, and pussy juices from hers. Her scent filled his nose and he deeply breathed it in. His mouth chewed upon her slit, eventually making her hips rock upward to meet his attacks, and the glider to swing back and forth. He ran his hands up and down her slim legs and across her inner thighs, which he knew made his mother feel very good. He did enjoy making his mother feel good.
As her son worked his mouth against her crotch, it was becoming more and more difficult for Lisa to concentrate on the book. She wanted to play out the part, however, and even though she was beginning to huff and pant a little more, she still fought hard to ignore her talented son's mouthing.
After a few more minutes, Randy was growing hungrier for his mother's sweet sex pot, and he reached up to tug the front of her panties downward. Her tight blonde curls came into view and he began to plant kisses across and around her pubic triangle. He flicked his tongue out and tickled her clit, right at the very top of her slit, and made her gasp.
"No, Randy," she gasped. "It's time to stop." She noticed that the front curtains were still partially open when a flash of car lights went past. She wanted to turn the lights off, but the switch was too far away, out of her reach.
"I don't think you mean that," he muttered into her pubic bush. "I think you want me to eat you as much as I want to eat you out." Without waiting on her reply, Randy began to lap up and down his mother's damp slit, until she was panting heavily and her labia grew thick and heavy with excitement.
"See, I told you," he panted. "You like my tongue on your pussy, don't you Mom?" He sucked first one lip of her pussy into his mouth, chewing on the flesh gently, and then moved to the other. His mother's hand at the top of his head was still pushing, but it didn't seem to him as if she was trying all that hard to get him away. Randy began to attack her slot with his tongue, and soon was lapping up her creamy juices as they flowed onto his tongue.
"Okay, young man, that's enough!" Lisa insisted at last. She sat forward in the chair and shoved her son out from between her thighs. She was panting and shaking from his tongue. She gave him a gentle push and stood up.
"You'd better go get yourself some dinner. It's getting late and you've got work tomorrow morning." She closed her book and turned to put it down on the nearby shelf. When she turned back, Randy had crawled right up to her and he took hold of her hips.
"I'm only hungry for my mother!" he growled. His hands shoved her house dress upward once again, and with his mother standing before him, he again pressed his mouth into her cunt.
"Randy! Stop!" she pleaded, but once his tongue again began to lash across her clit, which had grown hard and sensitive, she couldn't resist. He hummed into her pussy as he resumed feasting upon her red-furred pussy. Still, she half-heartedly tried to resist him. Randy managed to push her backward, until her back and buttocks were against the book shelf. Her dress had again fallen across his head and down his back as he mouthed her pussy. His hands ran up the outside of her thighs and cupped her butt, pulling her hips forward and her vagina tight to his mouth.
Lisa was beginning to feel the first makings of an orgasm growing within her belly. She still fought her son's assault, at times getting his face out of her crotch long enough for him to look up. She saw pure animal lust in his eyes in those moments, before he again pulled her cunt to his mouth, where his tongue would lance out and thrust up through her folds and into her vaginal chute. God, how she loved the way her son licked her, she thought.
Lisa managed to pull away long enough at one point to return to the chair where this had all begun. She had also turned off the overhead lights, leaving the room lit only by the reading lamp behind the glide rocker. She had barely returned to the rocker before Randy had fallen back between her thighs. He was hungry and insatiable, and she was beginning to recognize that he was indeed a little drunk. She realized that her resistance, what little she had, was futile. She allowed her son to push her ankles out wide and when he hooked her legs across the arms of the chair, she was effectively opened up for him to devour her. And it wasn't as if she didn't want it, after all.
With his mother's resistance ebbing, Randy pressed onward and upward. He pulled his mouth from his mother's cunt long enough to shove her house dress under her hips. He unbuttoned the front and found her breasts, their rosy pink nipples already hard and pointed atop the milky white globes. He reached up and took them in his hands. She had stopped wearing bras around the house, at his suggestion. Randy moved up to capture one nipple in between his lips and smeared the pussy cream from his lips into her tit.
Lisa moaned and stroked her son's head as he sucked her tit flesh into his mouth. It almost hurt as his teeth dragged across and bore down on her breast. She pushed him away, but Randy quickly attacked her free breast, giving it the same treatment. Like her, he too was huffing with passion as he attacked his mother's body with his mouth.
Randy released his mother's nipple and dropped his face back into her lap to again feast upon her pussy. But Lisa was warmed up now and in need of more than just a tongue in her cunt. She pulled his face upward and said, "That's enough of that. I want your cock, not your tongue."
Randy grinned wide and replied, "I knew you would, you old slut!" He pushed up to stand before his mother, his rigid cock proudly aimed in her direction and throbbing with need. He took hold of his mother's hands and pulled her to stand as well. "Turn around, I want to take you from behind, mother," he hissed wickedly. Randy had learned quickly that his mother enjoyed being pushed into a submissive role by him, and Lisa had yet to understand why she did.
Lisa did as her son directed, and turned her back to him. He hooked his arms around her waist and told her, "Bend over," even as he shoved her forward. Her hands went into the rocker's cushion as Randy lifted her house dress up to reveal her backside. He pulled her hips back as he leaned his forward and she felt his hard manhood lay into the crack of her ass through the panties she still wore.
"These have got to go!" Randy grumbled. He took hold of her panties at the hips and shoved them downward, but only far enough to expose her naked ass. "That's more like it," he said as he took his cock in hand and leaned forward. His mother's wet pussy enveloped the tip of his cock, almost caressing it as it seemed to welcome his return.
"Oh, Randy," Lisa sighed as her son entered her smoothly. "Oh, Randy!"
Even as his cock slipped fully into her, Randy began to pull back. He again shoved and soon was fucking his submissive mother, bent across a chair in the living room. Her ass was warm in his hands and he caressed her flesh as he steadily drove his hard manhood in and out of her warm motherhood. The rocker added to her movement, rebounding her as Randy thrust deeper into her vagina.
"Oh, Mom!" he gasped as the feeling of his mom's warm, wet chute rippled and massaged along the length of his cock. He fell into a steady fuck-motion, working his full length in and out of her with ease. "You are such a good fuck," he told her. "I can't get enough of your hot pussy," he whispered, as if it were a secret between only them.
"And I can't get enough of your hard cock," she muttered in reply. "Fuck me, Randy. I love getting fucked by you, son."
Randy continued fucking his hot-blooded mother, bent at the waist across the chair, for a few more passionate minutes. His mother panted and grunted with every thrust, and his growls added to her pleasures. Their flesh smacked together as he plowed her. Her pussy began to slosh as her juices flowed thick and heavy, lubricating her son's piston with every thrust. Her breasts hung beneath her, swinging from her chest heavily. They ached for attention.
Randy's shoving eventually had Lisa climb into the chair on her knees. Her ass was pressed back into his belly as his cock pistoned faster inside her. He took hold of the rocker's arms and used that leverage to fuck her on his cock, standing still behind her. He was drawing close, she recognized, and would soon be filling her with his hot cum. Her own orgasm had continued to build, but had yet to overflow. "I need to cum, baby," Lisa gasped. "Make me cum, Randy. Make your momma cum."
"I'll make you cum!" he growled. "You'll cum when I cum, and I'm going to fill you up with my hot seed!" Randy picked his fuck-pace up even more, slamming his cock hard and deep into his mother fiercely. Lisa's arms collapsed and her face pressed into the chair's back cushion just as Randy grunted, "I'm cumming! Mom, I'm cumming inside you!"
"Oh, God!" Lisa cried out, "Me, too! Oh, Randy, me, too! I'm cumming on your cock! I'm cumming on your cock, Randy!" I'm cumming on my baby's big cock, she added to herself as her body trembled through her orgasm. Oh, have mercy; I love cumming on my sons' cock!
Randy fell away from her even as the last of his load dribbled from his piss-slit. His spent cock glistened with his mother's cum and dripped with his as he staggered away from her. "God, I needed that," he panted and headed out of the living room for the bathroom down the hall.
Lisa, herself still panting from the rough fucking her son had just finished giving her, twisted around and collapsed into the glide rocker. Her panties were still down around her thighs just above her knees and she tugged them back up into place. She could feel her son's semen beginning to leak out of her and she pulled the crotch of her underwear in tight to capture it. She would be sticky once she made her own way to the shower, but until then she would enjoy the damp mess her son had made of her crotch.
Lisa retrieved the book she had been reading, and a moment later she was back into the story. She had barely finished up that chapter when the front door again banged open and then slammed shut.
"Damn, this room stinks of sex!" Alyssa exclaimed as she walked in to find her mother reading. "I can smell your scent clear out in the hallway. Who was it this time? Mark? Brent?" Alyssa had a bottle of soda in hand and dropped into the near-by recliner and curled her feet up beneath her. She had thrown out the names of the last two boys she herself had fucked, if only to see if her mother might respond.
Before she could think of a good response, one that could divert any attention away from her son, Lisa responded, "Nobody's been here. I've been home all night reading." As if she had to answer to her daughter, she thought.
After a deep gulp of soda, Alyssa again said, "I can smell the sex, Mom! It's pretty thick in here if you haven't noticed. Somebody fucked somebody in here, and if you won't tell me, maybe I'll figure it out for myself." Alyssa set her soda aside and before her mother could react she dropped to the floor at her mother's feet and pushed the house dress upwards.
"Alyssa!" Lisa gasped. "What do you think you're doing?"
Alyssa pried her mother's knees apart and took in the sight of wet panties. "I'm doing to you the same thing you've done to me, so many times. I'm going to find out who you've been fucking!" With that, Alyssa took hold of her mother's panties and pulled.
"Oh my, you're so wet!" Alyssa announced. "You're leaking, Mom. Fresh cum by the look and smell of it. It's everywhere." Alyssa then lowered her mouth to her mother's blonde-furred pussy and, unknowingly just like her brother had just an hour before, she began to lick up and down her mother's vaginal slot.
"Oh, Alyssa! Stop that!" Lisa demanded, trying to push her daughter away from her crotch. Alyssa had opened herself up to a bi-sexual life-style since her affair with her brother was discovered by Lisa. Although her daughter had begun to enjoy girl-on-girl sex from time to time, she still wasn't as comfortable with mother-on-daughter sex. Usually, Randy was present when Alyssa and Lisa enjoyed time together, as a close family should be.



As with her son before, Lisa pushed at her daughter's head, trying in vain to get her loving child's mouth away from her recently cum-filled cunt. The feel of her daughter's tongue slithering up through her folds, still sticky with Randy's cum, sent ripples of delight and desire up through her belly that she couldn't ignore.
"Uuummmm, tasty," Alyssa purred. She looked up into her mother's face with a cum-smeared grin on hers. "You did get fucked, didn't you?" Her mouth went back to work on her mother. It wasn't long before she was able to get her mom panting.
"Oh, Alyssa, baby," she panted. "Please stop or I'm going to cum."
"Good," she panted from her mother's crotch. "Cum in my mouth and I'll eat up all this nasty spunk Randy left inside you."
Lisa nearly sat bolt upright in that moment. "What? Randy?" she gasped.
Alyssa lifted her mouth again and smiled. "Yes, Mom. Randy. I know what he tastes like. I've sucked him off a few times. Just last night, in fact. I also know he's been fucking you for at least a year." She gave her mother another lick, and then added, "I've been sucking him off for six years now. And he's been fucking me a lot longer than he's been fucking you."
Alyssa used the back of her hand to wipe her mother's cream, and her brother's cum, from her face and lips. She moved back to the recliner and recovered her soda. After a deep drink, she told her mother, "I was out with Kim for lunch last Tuesday. We decided to head out for a swim and I stopped by to grab my swim gear. When I went past your bedroom door, I heard you grunting and panting. I wanted to see if you were jilling off or if you were with someone. Maybe someone I might know, even. Instead, I peaked in and saw Randy on top of you, laying pipe hard and fast. The look on your face was awesome! You were cumming, I could tell." Alyssa grinned and licked her lips, taunting her mother.
"I can't believe how my own children treat me," Lisa moaned. Alyssa returned to her, and again settled on her knees between Lisa's she slipped her hands up her mother's outer thighs, took hold of the damp panties, and when Lisa finally lifted her butt, Alyssa removed her mother's panties and tossed them into her lap.
Evan as Alyssa moved her mouth back to her swollen cunt, Lisa sighed, "What have I done to you?" Her hands went into her daughter's long blonde hair and as Alyssa lapped hungrily at her cummy cunt, she gently guided her daughter's head to bring the flicking tongue into contact with her more sensitive spots. Not that Alyssa hadn't learned where those were.
Alyssa eventually lifted her mouth from her mother's vagina and grinned up at her. As she swallowed up the remnants of her mother's and brother's love-making, as reached into the front of her shorts and down between her own thighs, to find the juices flowing out of her own pussy. Randy's cum had a distinct flavor that Alyssa couldn't accurately describe but had no problem recognizing. She's had enough of it on her tongue over the years, straight from the source. She pressed her mouth tight to her mother's cunt and began to thrust her tongue up into her vaginal chute, while stuffing a pair of fingers up into herself. She moved them in time with her tongue, working herself towards an orgasm as she worked her mother over.
"Ooohh, sweetie, oh!" Lisa gasped as her pussy began to flutter. Her orgasm, brought on by her daughter's tongue, began. "I'm cummmmiiiiiing!" she hissed. Lisa pulled Alyssa's head hard between her thighs and clamped her legs together, hooking her heels behind Alyssa's back. Her hips rolled upward and down, smearing her cum against Alyssa's face as it flooded from her. She had cum with Randy, on both his tongue and cock, but when she came upon Alyssa's tongue, it was different.
Alyssa had a way of drawing an orgasm out, and this time was no different. It might only have been a minute, but for Lisa she felt as if she'd been cumming for hours when finally, her trembling subsided and she relaxed her legs. As her eyes fluttered open and she saw Alyssa grinning up at her. Alyssa's chin rested upon her pubic bone. Her entire freckled face seemed to sparkle, both with loving delight and spent girl-cream.
Lisa reached down and took hold of her daughter's head gently. "Kiss me," she whispered, and Alyssa moved up quickly to do as her mother had asked. She planted her mouth, sticky with several flavors of cum, to her mother's. Lisa moaned as her daughter's tongue invaded her mouth, and they French-kissed for several loving moments.
Their kiss ended, and Alyssa pulled her mouth from her mother's. "I got fucked tonight, too," she informed her mother with a mischievous grin.
"Oh, you did?" Lisa replied. "Any one I might know?"
Alyssa stood fully before her mother and sheepishly grinned, as a young girl of four might when asked a playful question. "Maybe. Want to find out, for yourself?" Alyssa removed her hand from inside her shorts and reached out. She waved her fingers near her other's nose and mouth. Lisa looked at her, and then opened her mouth to taste her daughter's fingers. They were covered in tart goo, but she couldn't tell who it might belong to. It was tasty, and Lisa cleaned her daughter's fingers thoroughly.
Alyssa pulled her fingers from her mother's mouth and then unbuttoned her shorts. Her mother's eyes dropped to her crotch as she slowly pulled the zipper down. "I think I'll go to my room," Alyssa said then, and turned away. "If you'd like, I'll tell you a bed-time story, Mommy."
Lisa felt as if she were in a daze as she followed her young daughter down the hall to her room. As they entered, Alyssa quickly stepped out of her shorts and tossed her t-shirt into the pile of clothes in the corner. In just a bra and panties, she rolled into her narrow twin bed and propped herself up against the headboard with her many pillows. Her long, pale legs fell open, as if inviting her mother in.
This was not the first time Lisa had joined her daughter in her room, but it would be the first it was just the two of them. She shed her house dress and damp panties, adding them to the pile in the corner, and then lay on her side on the foot of her daughter's bed, fully in the nude.
"Who was it?" Lisa asked again. "Is he someone you'll be seeing regularly, or was he just a one-time fling?" She was working hard to act as if she were an interested and concerned mother. It was hard, however, as her gaze wavered between her daughter's beautiful, glistening features, and the tantalizing view up between her slim thighs. The panties were damp in the crotch, in a line that followed Alyssa's youthfully tight slit. Lisa felt an urge to crawl up and plant her mouth directly onto her daughter's pussy, as Alyssa had so brazenly done to her. And yet, she felt a need to at least try and hold herself back. She had lost control of herself that night already. She needed to try and regain some in the eyes of her children. She was their mother, after all.
Alyssa had pulled her right knee up and began to wave her leg back and forth. In effect, this caused her crotch to open and close in Lisa's view, almost teasingly. After just a few moments of this, Lisa sat up and then moved to lie alongside her daughter.
"You can tell me, Alyssa, who you've been with. I am your mother." Lisa laid her hand upon Alyssa's thigh and slowly dragged it upward. "I won't be mad, you know."
As her mother's hand paused atop her pubic mound and rubbed her there, Alyssa replied, "You'll just have to find out another way, Mom. I'm not going to tell you."
Lisa pulled Alyssa's face to hers and she kissed her. Not real passionately, nor as light as a mother would to her daughter. Still, she tasted her own flavors lingering upon Alyssa's lips. "I'm just looking out for my little girl's welfare," she sighed between kisses. Her hand came up from Alyssa's crotch to cup one of her growing breasts. She squeezed the breast and felt her puffy nipple within the bra under her palm. Lisa hooked the bra cup with her thumb and lifted, letting her daughter's tit fall free. Lisa pulled her mouth away from Alyssa's and quickly removed the bra completely, adding it to the pile in the corner.
"Suck my tits, Mom," Alyssa demanded in a soft, girlish voice. "Maybe I'll give you a hint."
Lisa grinned and lowered her mouth to capture one puffy pink nipple between her lips. "That's so nice," Alyssa sighed. "I like having my nipples sucked." Nothing Lisa didn't already know.
After a few minutes, Alyssa pulled her mother's mouth up from her tit. "I want to suck yours now," she demanded, and cupped one of her mother's heavier breasts in hand. Her mouth latched onto the pink nipple as she had when she was but an infant. The familiar nub felt right at home in her mouth.
"That's my baby girl," Lisa hummed. She stroked Alyssa's hear of long, straight dishwater-blonde hair. But she wasn't there to have her nipples milked. She was there to find out who her daughter had been fucking that evening. And it was quite obvious she was going to have to find out the same way Alyssa had discovered her and Randy's earlier session.
"Lay back," Lisa insisted while pulling her nipple free.
Alyssa grinned at her mother. "So, I guess you're ready to find out who your little girl's been fucking tonight, eh?"
"Just spread your legs," Lisa gasped. She moved between her daughter's legs as they parted and took hold of her panties. She tugged the down the milky white length and tossed them aside, adding them to the pile in the corner. Her daughter's cleanly shaven pussy came fully into her sight, its pale pink labia glistening with a light coating of dew. She reached down and began to stroke her fingers along the length.
"So good," Alyssa muttered as her mother's finger tips danced across her clit. Hers wasn't a large bud, but it was sensitive. Her body tingled. Lisa leaned down and gave the top edge of Alyssa's clit hood a light lick, making her daughter tremble excitedly. "Stop teasing me, Mom!" she gasped as her mother continued to lightly flick her tongue along the outer edges of her sex-pot.
Lisa lifted her mouth away and smiled up at her daughter. "Are you going to tell me, or am I going to have to drive you insane with passion?" She pulled her daughter's pussy open and gave the little clit another flicking lizard-lick.
"Oh, fuck!" Alyssa gasped. She reached down and took her mother's hair in her fist. "Just start licking my pussy! Damn it, I hate it when you tease me. Just lick!"
Lisa knew she couldn't hold out. She loved eating out her daughter, and lowered her mouth directly onto her wet slit. There was a hint of spent boy-seed, but mostly she had the scent of her daughter in her nose. Upon her tongue, as she slowly worked inward through the folds, she could taste a salty residue, but nothing familiar. As if Lisa had any clue what different tastes went with what cocks. But she imagined that Alyssa was teasing her because the boy she'd been with earlier must have been someone she herself had been with. Otherwise, what would be the point, right?
Lisa began to work Alyssa's young pussy with her tongue, lips, and mouth. She mewed and hummed as she ate her daughter out. Alyssa was also purring and moaning, adding a "That's so good," or "Right there!", or "Eat my pussy, Mom!" from time to time. And Lisa enjoyed little more than eating out her daughter, except sucking off her son. For many minutes she lapped away noisily, drawing creamy nectar from the young woman's slit, but nothing identifiable.
After several more minutes, Alyssa gasped, "Sixty-nine me, Mom! I want to eat you, too." With pants of excitement, Alyssa and Lisa rolled into the classic position, with daughter above mother. Alyssa's face dipped down between her mother's parted thighs and began to lap hungrily and noisily at her mother's dripping snatch. Meanwhile, Lisa pulled her daughter's hips down until her pussy was planted fully onto her own mouth. She added her own slurps and moans to her daughter's.
After only a few minutes, Lisa was panting and grunting wildly beneath her daughter. Alyssa was becoming a fierce and talented cunt-lapper and drove her mother quickly towards yet another orgasm. "Oh, fuck! I'm cumming!" Lisa gasped suddenly. "Oh, yes! Yes! Yes!"
Alyssa lapped up her mother's cream as it flowed, and then lifted away. "Make me cum, Mom! Make me cum, too!"
Lisa had to pull her head from her daughter's crotch as she climaxed, huffing and panting for breath. Now, as her orgasm subsided, she pulled Alyssa's pussy back to her mouth. This time, however, Alyssa rolled up and sat directly onto her mother's face, all but smothering her with her cunt as she began to roll and twist. Her mother's tongue lanced up into her vagina high and deep, while her nose pushed against her anus.
"Oh, yes Mom! Yes!" she hummed. She grabbed her tits and squeezed them hard. "Make me cum! Make me cum!" Alyssa's body was trembling now, and her hips rolled and ground downward. She was oblivious to the fact that she was pressing her mother's head harder into the mattress beneath them. She didn't care. She wanted to cum on her mother's tongue and face and wasn't letting up until she did.
Lisa couldn't breathe very well, even as she tongued her daughter's pussy out. Her nose was almost up Alyssa's ass and the filthy scent filled her head. Still she lapped away, wanting to get her daughter off, to be able to get her off. The tangy, salty taste of a man's semen was growing on her tongue as Alyssa's body grew ever closer to climaxing. The semen must have been very high up inside her, but now was being pulled downward from both gravity and Lisa's sucking. She lapped away eagerly.
"Oh, God! Mom! Mom! I'm cuummmiiiiiingggg!" Alyssa screamed. Suddenly, Lisa's mouth was flooded with thick slime. Alyssa wasn't known for having much ejaculation, so the cream that filled Lisa's mouth in that moment had to be the cum deposited by her earlier lover. Lisa tried in vain to identify the taste, but it was no good. She had never paid any attention to the individual flavors of her young lovers. The taste now was very tangy, quite salty and thick. She knew it wasn't Randy's. Of all her lover's, his would have been the only semen she might have been able to identify.
Lisa gulped and swallowed as her daughter continued to writhe and grind against her face. Her head began to spin from lack of oxygen and Lisa had to shove Alyssa away. She gasped for air through cum-smeared lips as Alyssa collapsed to the bed beside her. She was also panting heavily.
"That was fucking awesome, Mom!" Alyssa gasped. "By far the most intense I've had in ages."
After regaining some of her breath control, Alyssa spun around to again lie atop her mother. This time it was her mouth she pressed to her mother's. "You taste like cum," she grinned between kisses. She then began to lick at her mother's lips and chin.
Alyssa lifted away to ask, "Well? Did you figure out who I was with?"
Lisa looked up into her daughter's eager features. She shook her head. "I haven't a clue. Just tell me, okay?"
Alyssa gave her mother one last kiss and then rolled across her body to her feet at the foot of the bed. "I don't think so," she said. "I'm getting a shower and going to bed," Alyssa told her, grabbing a clean pair of underwear from her dresser.
Lisa followed her daughter out into the hallway, her clothes in hand. She checked on her son, who she found in his room asleep already. In her room, she tossed her clothing into the hamper and found her robe. Alyssa was under the hot spray when she slipped into the bathroom. Lisa settled onto the toilet lid to wait her turn in the shower, watching her young, beautiful daughter through the frosted glass of the shower door. It was nearly midnight, and Lisa had been treated to orgasms induced by each of her loving children.
"Where is all of this going?" she wondered.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 43
Valerie's Tales -- Part 3
It had been six weeks since her youngest son Peter had moved out. With the end of the school-year, Peter had moved in with his girlfriend, Zarine Chopra, a Neurological specialist at the hospital who was nearly ten years older than him. In that time, Valerie had only been visited by her "fantasy lover" on three occasions, the last time more than two weeks ago now. Eager anticipation had been replaced by anxiety. Valerie knew that it couldn't last, not this sweet sin she had been enjoying. Life wasn't like that. Life was change, and hers was once again changing.
Valerie had been dreaming. Of what, she would not remember, only that it had been very pleasant. Even before she was fully awake, she felt strange. She was moving, gently and rhythmically. She felt damp. She felt restrained.
Valerie opened her eyes, but only saw darkness. She tried to speak, and found she couldn't. Not because of anything wrong with her vocal cords, as she was able to groan. Instead, it was due to the round, rubber ball stuffed into her mouth. She panicked, yet couldn't move her arms. They were above her, tied at the wrist to the headboard. It was in that moment that Valerie realized that she was not only unable to move due to her restraints, but also due to the weight of someone laying atop her. She screamed into the gag, yet only a muffled "Uuunnngggg!" came out.
"Ssshhhh!" a voice hissed into her right ear. "You can't move, so just enjoy."
The man atop her, for it was a man she knew given the deeply penetrating penis he was working her vagina with, resumed the rhythm that had awakened her. Her legs were spread wide and tied at the ankles. She was completely helpless and at his mercy.
"Uuunnngggg!" she groaned again, and arched her back as her orgasm suddenly erupted within her belly. Her walls clamped tight around the cock within her and held on. The man stopped rocking, and a moment later, he was filling her with hot semen. She felt it flow, and knew that her assailant was without a condom. She didn't care. Valerie had long accepted the fact that she craved her son's seed, taking it happily wherever he chose to give it to her. And this night, he was feeding her hungry pussy.
Long before she wanted, the cock slipped out of her and her lover climbed from the bed. She remained tied and gagged for a few moments, and then she felt the restraints being removed, first from her ankles and then her wrists. Last, the ball-gag that Peter had bought months ago to heighten her pleasures during their games was unfastened and eased out. She worked her jaw for a moment, relieving the ache in her jaws. Lips met hers, and Peter kissed his mother passionately.
"That was a hell of a way to wake me up," Valerie told her son a few minutes later, after he had pulled on his boxers and she her robe. They stood at the counter in her apartment's kitchen, waiting for the coffee to brew. Peter had dropped bread into the toaster, and Valerie had retrieved butter, jam, and peanut butter from the refrigerator. A light breakfast given the busy day both had ahead of them at the hospital.
"It's been a while since we had any fun," Peter told her. He had slipped up behind her and reached into her robe to cup her heavy, sagging breasts. He lifted their weight and tweaked the nipples between his thumb and finger while nuzzling her neck. Valerie rolled her head back into Peter's shoulder, while reaching back to take hold of her son's manhood through the opening of the boxers. He was semi-rigid still, and warm in her hand.
"I miss our play-dates, Peter," Valerie admitted. She turned and looked up into her son's eyes. "I am yours to do with as you please, but don't make me beg just to spend time with you. You did this to men, you know!" She pushed him away playfully and turned to retrieve the toast.
"I've been busy at the hospital, you know, as much as you have been. Besides, I'm in a relationship now and it's a real motherfucker trying to please Zarine, let alone saving anything for you, my sinfully seductive mother!" He kissed her and then gathered up his toast.
"I don't see why you have to live with her," Valerie repeated for the up-teenth time. "She's much too old for you. You should be looking for a nice girl your own age."
"Ha! Listen to the middle-aged woman who's been fucking her own son for the last two years!" Valerie tossed a dishrag at him. "Besides, Zarine is just as fucking fun as you are, and I think you know what I'm talking about."
Valerie had learned that Peter had once brought Zarine, as well as a couple of others, into their fantasy world. Valerie had been strapped to a gurney and taken by two women and another man in addition to her son. At the time, it had been exciting. Afterward, however, Valerie had nearly had a nervous breakdown, constantly worrying as she went about her duties in the hospital if every person she came into contact had been one of the unseen lovers. Peter had finally admitted their identities after she had needed to take time off from work. He hadn't realized how his fantasy had affected his mother.
Since then, he was the only one to make love to her, to fulfill her fantasies. The downside was, Peter had started to lose the enthusiasm he once had for it. That was something he felt bad about. He'd changed his mother and her attitude towards sex greatly, and now he realized that he was on the verge of ending it.
Lost in his thoughts, Peter hadn't heard his mother's question. "I'm sorry, what did you say?"
"I asked you what had brought this morning on?" Valerie repeated. She sat down in the chair opposite her son and took a drink of coffee.
Peter took a bite of his peanut butter-covered toast before replying. "It had been a while, and I thought that you might enjoy it, is all."
"I did enjoy it," she admitted. "You know I always enjoy the attention you give me. I love you for that, and everything else you do for me." Again, the conversation ebbed, and Valerie was half finished with her coffee before it picked up again.
"I realize that you have been doing me a favor, giving me pleasure as it were, and I really do appreciate everything." She was looking at the cup in her hands as she talked, not wanting to look at Peter. "You've fulfilled so many of my fantasies, and given me so much pleasure, that I'll never be able to fully repay you."
"This was never about that, Mom," Peter insisted.
Valerie replied with a shake of her head and a raised hand. "Just hear me out. I'm thanking you, Peter, and letting you off the hook. You don't have to do this anymore, any of it. Okay? I know you have your life and a girl-friend who would rather have you in her bed than mine, I'm sure. You don't need me as a distraction. I'm very happy now, and you've shown me that I can still get out and enjoy myself if I wanted to."
Peter held his mother's gaze a moment. "I'm not dumping you," he said after a moment. "It's just that I'm so busy anymore, with school and work, and Zarine."
"I know, and I understand." Valerie took her empty mug to the sink and set it in. She remained at the counter a moment, her back to her son. "Can I ask you one favor?" She turned to face her son. "I would like for us to make love, one more time, as lovers. In my bed. No games or role-playing. Just you and me, as lovers. Will you do that for me?"
Peter's eyes were on his mother, and she could see the conflict in them. This had never been about emotions. It had always been about fantasy, either hers or his. What she was asking him was to bring emotion into their love-making, and she understood that it would be hard for him. But she needed it. She needed to know that her son loved her as more than just a fuck-toy.
Finally, Peter smiled and nodded. "I'd like that, Mom. I'd like to make love to you."
Valerie turned away, not wanting to show her son the tears that had started to moisten her eyes. "You'd better get dressed for work," she told him over her shoulder. "I need to shower before I go in. I've got a twelve-hour shift cycle starting today," she told him. "I'd like to see you this weekend, if you can?"
"We'll go out Friday night," Peter said. "Just you and me. And then after, I'll bring you home."
"I'd like that." Valerie turned and watched as Peter headed for the living room, where he'd shed his clothes when he had slipped in that morning. Her heart skipped a beat, and yet she knew that it would be the last time for them together. She wanted so much more, but knew that it was ending, this affair with her son, and she had to let it play out.
The next three days were exhausting for Valerie. The twelve-hour cycles, a twelve-hours on and twelve-hours off duty, spanned three days, and took a lot out of a person. Valerie wasn't a young woman anymore and it wore her out. By the time her cycle had ended at 9am Friday, Valerie wanted nothing more than to sleep for a full day. In fact, she collapsed atop her bed the moment she walked in, still in her scrubs. She didn't wake until Peter shook her awake, some eight hours later.
"Mom, can we talk?" Peter asked as she fought off the exhaustion that had overwhelmed her.
"Sure, sweetheart. What about?" Peter offered, and Valerie took her son's arm to climb from her bed. She ran a hand through her hair and followed him into the kitchen. He'd put on a pot of coffee, and a quick glance to the microwave's clock told her that it was nearing 6 in the evening. Valerie also noticed that a steady rain was falling outside.
"Have a seat, and I'll get you a cup," her son told her. Peter was also still in his work scrubs, having assisted in the ER all afternoon. Still a student, Peter was gaining valuable experience and knowledge volunteering in the hospital. Though he did receive a small paycheck every two weeks, the majority of his reward came in the form of classroom credits. Although he had no desire to become a doctor, Peter did enjoy his work. Being a Registered Nurse, like his mother, was his goal.
Valerie gratefully accepted the offered coffee, prepared by her son with creamer and sugar, and sipped while she waited for Peter to continue. He also had a cup when he joined her at the small dinner table.
"Mom, I want you to knew that I love you more than anyone else in this world," Peter told her. "I love you because you have been so good to me over the years, taking care of me and letting me grow into the person I am with little interference. And, well, these past few years have been special to say the least. The things we've done together, sometimes I feel so ashamed, yet other times I feel wonderful."
"Peter, it's okay," Valerie assured. "I've enjoyed what we do. You've treated me so wonderfully and fulfilled so many of my fantasies, that I'll never be able to repay you in kind."
"And that's what I want to talk to you about," Peter said. "We've done a lot of things that most of the world would think taboo, and I'm not proud of that. I only wanted to make you happy, from the first time, but now I think we've gone too far. What I did back in May, with bringing others in, that was wrong. I know that. It hurt you and it was never my intent. I didn't think about how you would be affected after. I'm sorry, really sorry."
"Peter, it's okay. Really. I'm fine and I've never blamed you for anything." Valerie feared where her son was taking this conversation, and agonized with the idea that she was being selfish. "What you have done for me has been nothing but wondrous. My eyes have been opened to a fantastic way of life I'd never known existed. I've experienced emotions, hell, I've had orgasms! Jeezus, Peter. I've had orgasms! No one had ever given me an orgasm before you, and that includes your father."
Peter was obviously uncomfortable. "Mom, I love you but I want you to be happy, and you'll never be happy until you find another man who can take care of you."
There it was. What Valerie had felt coming. "Are you breaking up with me?" she asked half in jest.
Peter shook his head. "What I'm trying to do is tell you that...well, now that I'm in a relationship with Zarine; I think I should turn my attentions to her fully. She knows about us and our fantasy role-playing, and tells me that she doesn't mind it, but I know she does."
Valerie stood up and went to her son, standing behind him. She laid her hands on his shoulders and said, "I don't take up so much of your time, do I?"
Peter replied, "As a matter of fact, you do. When I'm not in school, I've got work at the hospital. And now that Zarine and I live together, we're trying to make a life for ourselves. Thinking about you, and trying to fulfill your fantasies, takes up more time than you'd realize. More than I realized, in fact."
Valerie went to the sink and dumped out the rest of her coffee. With her back to her son, she asked, "So that's it? It's over? Just like that?"
"I'm sorry, Mom. I really am. But, yes, I think that's best. To just end it. Cold turkey."
Valerie wanted to scream, to beg, to lay out a plan that would keep him coming back to her bed. Instead, as she looked out the window over the sink into the summer rains, she realized that this sinful chapter of her life was coming to a close, and that she'd just have to deal with it. She was Peter's mother, not his wife. Not his lover.
She turned to look at Peter and asked, "Can I have one more night with you, as my lover? Will you make love to me, not as a fantasy but as a lover? Will you give me one last night of pleasure, Peter? Will you do that for me?"
Peter at first shook his head, but then, under his mother's pleading gaze, he smiled gently. "I think I'd like that," he finally replied. "I will make love to you, Mom. One last time. And not in some weird, kinky way, either. I want you in bed, like real lovers do."
Valerie fought back tears. She wanted him, right then and there, on the kitchen floor if she had to. She needed to feel her son's naked flesh against hers, to feel his manhood within her body. One last time.
"Tonight?" she asked finally.
Peter shook his head. "I have plans. Tomorrow night. Eight o'clock." He stood up and placed his mug on the counter. He tried to not meet her eyes, yet couldn't, and he saw more pain in them then than he'd ever seen before. He'd hurt her, and yet he know that it had to happen. He had started this, and it was up to him to finish it. He would finish it her way, however. Romantically.
Valerie was left alone that night, and for the first time in years, she cried. After, she realized that she'd not cried that long or hard after her husband left. She hadn't cried that hard after her mother had died. "What is wrong with me?" she moaned as she returned to her bedroom, stripped to her underwear, and crawled into bed.
Valerie called off the next day. She left a message on her son's phone letting him know, and to call her. Instead, Peter arrived at her apartment shortly before eight. She had stayed in all day, and still wore only a housecoat over her underwear, although she had showered. What little she had eaten that day did nothing to energize her.
"Peter, I don't want you here if you don't want to be," she told her son. "We don't need to be acting like this."
Peter pulled her into his arms and hugged her. "Mom, I want to be nowhere else except with you right now." He then kissed her, full on the mouth. She was hesitative, but warmed quickly. Her reluctance melted away quickly in her son's embrace. All of the anxiety she'd fought all day was gone, replaced by anticipation. When their lips parted, Peter whispered, "Go get into bed, Valerie. I'll be in in a moment."
Valerie smiled for the first time in twenty-four hours. "Alright," she replied and turned to go.
"You won't need those clothes on, either," Peter added.
Five minutes later, Valerie lay nude in her bed, waiting. Peter walked in, stripped down but still wearing his boxers. She thought for a moment that her son wasn't going to go through with it. Even when he crawled into her bed and leaned over her did Valerie fear that Peter was going to hold back. Instead, he slowly lay across her until his face was just above hers, his naked chest against hers.
"I love you, Mom," Peter whispered.
She reached up and stroked his face. "I love you, Peter," she replied. His mouth went to hers and he kissed her with deep passion. Their mouths opened and their tongues touched. Her hands went to his back and stroked his flesh. His hips lowered and she felt his manhood press hard into her pubic mound. Valerie hummed into her son's mouth as his tongue pushed in. She sucked on it for a moment and then pushed her own into Peter's mouth.
Laying atop her, Peter began to move. His groin pressed into hers. His cock, still trapped in his underwear, rode along his mother's pussy. Valerie spread her legs and Peter settled lower. She felt his heavy scrotum against her slot, banging against her clit as he moved against her.
A minute passed, and then Peter moved his mouth from hers to her neck, where he kissed her flesh from ear to shoulder, moving slowly downward. "I need you inside me," she whispered. Her hands went to the back of his head as he slid a bit lower. His mouth trailed across the front of her neck, along the length of her clavicles, and lower still. She felt his chin stubble between her breasts as his mouth planted kissed in the valley between. Peter raised his head and took his mother's soft breasts in his hands.
"Oooohhh," Valerie moaned as Peter massaged her globes, working her nipples until they were hard nubs upon the peaks. He locked his mouth around her right nipple and chewed. "Aaahhh!" she sighed. Her body began to vibrate as they continued to with upon the mattress. His fingers dug into fleshy breast even as his teeth stroked across a nipple.
Peter moved from right to left and repeated his attack upon his mother's nipples. Valerie moaned, "Oooohhh, Peter!" as her pussy began to juice. She moved her hands to his shoulders and ever so gently pushed. Peter gave each of her nipples a final suck and then moved his mouth downward, along her belly. His hands remained on her breasts, massaging her mounds as he left a trail of kisses down her torso. He paused at her naval and pushed his tongue in, but her body continued to move beneath him, and her hands pushed a bit harder on his shoulders. He mouthed down and the bristle of her pubic hair tickled his chin. Peter pushed his tongue out and dragged it from her naval down, until he began to part her hairs. The scent of her sex, now very familiar to him, filled his nose and he sucked it in deep.
Valerie's hips were rocking. She dug her feet into the mattress to either side of Peter and humped the air between them. She needed his touch and wanted to shout it out loud, to let the entire world know that she needed her son's flesh in her body. It was nearly agony, waiting for him to pleasure her. Of all the sinful teasing and tortures she had endured for his pleasures and hers these past months, this night was becoming the pinnacle. Valerie had never felt such need, and knowing that this would be the last time between them, made the anticipation almost unbearable.
"Oh, please! Peter, please! I need you now!" she huffed. She pushed at his shoulders and tried to pull his face to her pussy. Peter grinned up at her, hovering just above her crotch, prolonging her agony to heighten her pleasures.
"Say it," Peter demanded in a hushed voice she barely heard. "Say it, Mom. Say it, now. I want to hear it." He sat back and pushed her knees wide apart. Her hairy, glistening pussy opened before him, as if begging to be kissed.
"Yes! Yes, Peter! Yes!" she begged. "Please! Oh, god, please! Eat my pussy!"
"Louder!" he hissed, blowing on her damp slit as he did.
"Oh, god, please! Yes, please! Eat my pussy, Peter! Eat my pussy!" Valerie grabbed her knees and pulled them back until she was as open for him as she could be.



Peter ran his hands down the insides of her thighs and he could feel not only the heat of her flesh but the vibrating of her body, like a spring ready to unload. He imagined that his mother was ready to unload. He would bring her orgasm on with his mouth, he knew, even as he lowered himself fully between her thighs. Again, he blew across her pussy slot and Valerie moaned, "Oooohhh, god, yes!" Her thighs vibrated under his hands as he slowly moved them towards the center of her sex.
Peter pressed his hands into the soft flesh to either side of his mother's cunt and pushed outward, opening her up until he saw deep into her pink folds. He vaginal chute opened, inviting him in. Peter couldn't hold himself back any longer, and planted his mouth to her pussy.
"Oh, yes! Eat my pussy, Peter! Eat your mother's pussy!" Valerie's cream flowed immediately as Peter's tongue thrust into her hole. He sucked and her juices filled his mouth, along with much of her cunt-flesh.
Valerie climaxed. "Aaaaggghhhh!" she screamed. "Aaahh! Aaahh! Aaahh!" she huffed as she slammed her crotch hard into her son's face. She held his head tight to her cunt as her son's tongue attacked her sensitive flesh. He slurped loud upon her creamy folds, making her entire being vibrate. Even her nipples throbbed, forgotten upon her breasts, and yet in need. She grabbed them, and pinched them hard as her orgasm was devoured by Peter.
"Aaaaaeeeeeyyyyy!" she screamed again. The most intense orgasm of her life, and it was upon her son's talented tongue.
Even before she had started down the far side of her climax, Peter let her pussy free and moved quickly up her body, until his cock, now throbbing through the fly of his boxers, pressed into the hot, drenched cavity. Valerie's eyes popped open and she looked into her son's. The moment stretched on, until she panted, "Fuck me, Peter! Oh, yes! I want you inside me! I want you to fuck me!"
Peter didn't need any further invitation. He pressed his hips down and his cock slipped easily into his mother's drooling, hungry vagina. "Aaaaaaahhhhhh!" she cried as his manhood slide inch by inch into her, one final time. The heat from her son's penis radiated through her body. She wanted to scream, to let the entire world know that her son was giving her the greatest pleasure imaginable. Her mouth was agape in a silent scream as Peter's hips began to move. She wrapped her legs around his hips and hooked her ankles together, locking Peter to her as tight as she could. His cock slipped along her chute, stroking her inner walls even as they clamped down tight around him, working only a few inches in and out.
"Oooohhh, Peter! Peter! Peter!" she moaned over, and over again. She relaxed only enough to allow him to work more of his cock along her chute. Her finger nails dug into his shoulders as his mouth latched hard to her neck. She felt his teeth dig into her flesh, which made her vibrate again.
His cock began to pound harder into her, driving her towards another orgasm. She felt him twitch inside her, and she knew that he was working towards releasing his semen into her. She wanted to feel his seed warm her from the inside, and yet she knew that it would be the final time. She wanted this to last so much longer, well into the night. She wanted to peak over and over under her son's passion. As hard as it was to do, she pushed at her son's shoulders and released her legs from around his hips.
"Let me...let me pleasure you...Peter!" she panted as he continued to bite into her neck and pound into her cunt. She pushed his shoulders up and he released her neck. His eyes found hers as his hips paused their rhythmic beating. "Please, Peter. Let me pleasure you," she begged.
Peter was on the edge, he knew. He could feel his cock pulsing and his balls aching to dump into her. Yet he wasn't in any hurry, either. He also knew that this was their last time together. They had agreed. Never again after this night. He took a deep breath, and then with a smile he nodded. "I could use a break," he grinned before easing out of her vaginal grip to lay on his back beside his mother.
Valerie rolled with him, caressing his chest as she sat up on her haunches. The aroma of her vagina filled the bedroom and made her head swoon. She had never been so sexually excited. She never wanted to put on clothes again, to leave her bed, to close her legs. She wanted Peter to push back inside her and fill her with his hard manhood and hot seed. But this was the end, and she would have trouble accepting that, she knew. Until it was over, however, she would devour her son.
Valerie slipped her arm beneath her son's head and brought her mouth to his. She kissed him deeply, and Peter reciprocated. Their tongues again danced together as she stroked his chest with her hand. His caressed her arms and shoulders, went down her back, and cupped her buttocks. She mewed into his mouth. She licked his lips. She kissed his chin. And then, like her son before, she worked her mouth downward, kissing and licking his sweaty flesh. She paused at each of his nipples to kiss and nibble upon them. She went lower still, to his naval and tongued deep into his fur-ringed button.
She found his cock, still fully erect and upright, sticking through the fly of his underwear, with her hand. She lightly stroked the soft, slightly sticky flesh, feeling her son's heat. She lifted her head from his belly and studied it. She imagined that long, hard tube of flesh penetrating her, delighting her, and painting her with its hot load. Valerie knew that she would miss Peter's manhood almost as much as she would miss his mouth. No one would ever replace Peter in her life, or in her body.
Valerie gave her son's cock-head a kiss. She kissed lower, along the bottom-side vein. His hairs tickled her nose. She went lower, below the cuff of his underwear to his thigh. She kissed and licked downward, halfway to his knee, and then crossed over, back up his far leg, until she again returned to his erection.
"Lift your hips," she whispered as she took hold of his boxers, and when he had, Valerie removed them. Her eyes never left her son's manhood. Her mouth hung open and she imagined a string of drool dripping out, showing her son her absolute hunger for him.
With his underwear discarded, Peter was now as nude as she was. Valerie lightly stroked his scrotum and shaft with her finger tips. She circled the tip, drawing a moan from him and a drop of clear pre-cum from the slit. She curled her finger, capturing it, and brought it to her lips. She replaced her finger with his cock, taking five inches into her mouth in a single plunge.
"Oooohhh, Mom!" Peter groaned as her oral warmth enveloped him. Any other time, it was Peter in complete control. He had often guided her mouth to his cock, ordered her to open up and suck him in. This was the first time she had ever freely pulled his cock into her mouth. Peter enjoyed this side of his mother. He regretted that it would be the last time he would feel her lips around his shaft, or her tongue on his crown.
"That's it, Mom. Suck my dick. I know you love it, so suck it. Take it down."
Up and down Valerie began to move, taking as much of her son's manhood into her mouth as she could, until just an inch remained exposed. Her hand cupped his balls and she squeezed them gently. A thick trickle of his clear cream rolled onto her tongue and she pulled back to savor it, before plunging back down her son's length.
Valerie had never been one for giving head, and although she had performed the act on her son many times now, this was the first time she had wanted his taste on her tongue. She had swallowed so much of his semen, and yet had never enjoyed it. Now, it was all she wanted. To have her son's seed coat her tongue and tonsils, to slide down her throat and warm her belly. Yet again, she knew that when her son released his load and gave it to her, that it would be the last time.
Peter enjoyed getting his cock sucked as much as any man, and Valerie had grown into a fabulous cock-sucker in his book. Maybe not as good as his girl-friend Zarine, he mused. Zarine could take him balls-deep and still was able to curl her tongue out to tickle his balls. That was a special woman, Peter grinned at the image. He only wished his mother had been so inclined to pursuit a grander oral repertoire.
Valerie continued to work her son's cock with her mouth, lips, and tongue for some ten minutes before she wanted more. Without removing her mouth from his cock, she twisted her body around and slipped a knee across his chest. Peter's hands came to her thighs and hips, and then his fingers dug into her buttocks as she dropped her hips. Her heavy breasts slid along his flanks to embrace him as warmly as her mouth, or her thighs.
"Uuunnngggg!" she groaned as Peter's mouth again latched onto her vagina and went to work. He noisily began lapping at the juices that she felt dripping out of her, and his moans of hunger added to her own lust. She began to slurp and slobber on her son's manhood as noisily as he worked her pussy.
It wasn't long before Valerie again began to moan through an orgasm. With her mouth as full of her son's cock as she could take, she screamed through an orgasm that he greedily drank up. Her entire body vibrated as she climaxed and she fought to keep his cock in her mouth. She backed up until only the head remained and she nearly bit down, trying to keep her mouth on him. Finally, she had to breathe, and let his cock fall away.
"I need your cock, Peter," she groaned again. She twisted and looked back at him, his face obscenely covered by her hairy crotch. She could see his jaw working as well as feel his tongue running up and down through her folds. Her cream flowed and her body trembled. She sucked in a breath as a mini-orgasm rolled through her body. As it passed, she again pleaded, "I need your cock, Peter. Please, fuck me with your wonderful cock."
Peter sucked hard on his mother's thick labia and then let them pop free of his mouth as she twisted away. He pushed up to his elbows and in his dominator's voice said, "Get on your hands and knees, Mother!"
Valerie paused, knowing that her son was about to take a firm hand in the remaining time they had. She grinned and nodded, "Yes, son," as she crawled forward. Peter sat up and pulled his knees under him, watching as his mother's hips swayed before him on the bed. Her dark, hairy pussy dripped with cream and saliva, ready for a serious pounding, he thought. His cock, equally slick from his mother's mouth, throbbed excitedly as he positioned himself behind her. His fingers dug into her ass flesh deep as he moved closer.
"Reach between your thighs and guide me in, Valerie," he demanded, using her name as he so often did when fulfilling her fantasies. And as she always had, she obeyed. Her hand wrapped around her son's cock and tugged even as she moved her hips back. Peter remained motionless, waiting for her to impale herself upon his spear. Valerie looked back at him and saw the familiar grin on his face he always had when he was in control of her. She knew that as much as his cock and his mouth, she would miss her son's evil grin.
"Ooohh! Ooohh, Peter!" she moaned as she lined herself up and pushed back, all in one motion. She needed him inside her and she took him to the root.
"Yyyeeessssss!" Peter groaned as her cunt lips kissed his balls. His cock, now buried as far as humanly possible within his own mother, throbbed. He very nearly released the hounds, so to speak, and yet managed to fight off the urge to flood her with hot semen, at least for the time being.
"Fuck me, Peter!" Valerie moaned into the mattress as she pushed her face down. Her tits pressed into the sheet as her hips arched upward, and she felt her son's cock stroke against the back walls of her womb. His balls, heavy and ready to dump, began to tattoo her clit as Peter started jabbing his prick hard and deep.
"Take this dick, Mom!" Peter laughed. "Take all of my hard dick!" With his fingers deep in her flesh, Peter began to take control of his thrusting as well as her recoiling. Every thrust became harder and deeper, until his knob was banging painfully against her cervix. She wasn't going to complain, however. Valerie just endured, even as she enjoyed the pleasures her son was giving her, one last time.
"Fuck me! Fuck me!" she was grunting into the mattress, whether Peter heard her or not. Their flesh slapped loudly together. The sounds of her pussy slurping along her son's cock filled the bedroom, adding to the noise the bed made beneath them. Peter grunted, Valerie groaned, and mother and son loved one another more than ever.
"Ooohh! Oh, Mom!" Peter howled. His cock pulsed wildly and he shoved as deep into her as he could get. "I'm cuummmingggg!" Peter's cock erupted and began to flood Valerie with hot semen. "I'm cuuuummmminngggg!"
"Aaaaaaahhhhhh!" Valerie cried into the mattress as her body accepted her son's offering, and exploded into a state of grace all her own. "Oooohhh, yyyeeessssss!" she moaned as her belly warmed from the semen her son was injecting deep into her. Her vaginal walls clamped down tight around him and she felt every throb, every jet of seed that pushed up his tube and into her.
Holding himself within his mother's vaginal grip, Peter rolled her onto her back. He lay atop her then, looking down into her face as he settled between her parted thighs. His cock remained surprisingly solid and warm within her. He didn't want this felling to end.
Valerie pulled her son down and hugged him. "Thank you, Peter," she sighed into his ear. "I love you."
Peter pushed up and looked into her eyes. "I love you, too, Mom," he replied. With a sly grin, he flexed his cock within her, and she moaned softly. They remained in that position for several moments, until Peter again started to move. His manhood had not slackened, nor slipped from her. He was still filling her with flesh, flesh that was now sliding within her, back and forth, along her slippery chute. A minute later, his cock grew harder, and Peter began to drive into his mother again, with deep, steady thrusts.
"Oooohhh, god!" Valerie moaned beneath her son as he resumed fucking her, making love to her still. He'd cum in her once, and was not through with her yet. His cock worked easily within her, lubricated by his first load and her cream. Now, he pushed up and started pounding harder and deeper, until the mattress began to rebound and his balls slapped against her anus.
"Ooohh, yeessss! Fuck me! Fuck me, Peter!" she cried. Tears leaked from her eyes as she looked up into his face. His body slammed against hers, and her legs flailed along his sides as she curled back, opening herself wide for his assault. Harder and harder Peter pounded her until she was on the verge of pain, and yet she felt nothing but exhilaration as her body reacted. She climaxed yet again, and her wails let the neighbors know it.
"Aaaahhh! Fuuucccckkkkkk!" she screamed. Her body spasmed and suddenly she felt the heat of Peter's semen again flowing within her. She opened her eyes to find his shut tight. He held himself deep within her as he seeded her. The pain on his face was evident, and she pulled his mouth to hers. They kissed and Peter collapsed fully atop her. They lay intertwined, their mouths never parting, for many long, passionate minutes. Peter's cock eventually whithered and slipped out of her, along with a healthy gush of semen. Still they embraced tightly. Still they kissed deeply. When their emotions began to mellow finally, Peter let his mouth slip to her neck. He nuzzled his mother, lying atop her, for many more minutes. He was a child once again, her child, and he didn't want to be separated from his mother. Eventually, he rolled from her, and Valerie moaned in pain. Both a physical pain and emotional pain.
Valerie rolled onto her side, away from Peter, and began to sob. She could feel his semen leaking from her vagina and cooling on her crotch and upper thigh. Behind her, Peter was also emotional, and fought off his own tears. Instead, he climbed for the bed and headed for the bathroom, leaving her. After a quick shower, Peter dressed quietly. It was over between them. They would never again enjoy a fantasy together. They would never again make love. They were now little more than former lovers, even though they would always be mother and son.
As much as Peter wanted to climb back into her bed and comfort his mother, he knew that he had to walk away. She needed to suffer through this break-up on her own, if she was going to be able to cope. He left her on her bed, sobbing softly into the pillow.
Valerie showered and douched an hour later. She wanted every cell of her son cleansed from her, both inside and out. She needed to be fresh, to start afresh. It was over. She was moving on.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 44
Joan's Tales -- Part 3
The summer was going strong, and the crescent of sand that was the South Bay Public Beach was teaming with locals and tourists, students and families. It was Saturday afternoon and the temperatures were right at 90 degrees. Perfect for mid-July.
Along the boardwalk that fronted the beach were several seasonal shops and walk-up bars and snack shacks. Teagan O'Riley had ventured up to retrieve a fresh pair of drinks for herself and Joan, who remained stretched out on the white plastic public lounge chair, facing the bay and the dozens of screaming and splashing children, and Frisbee-throwing teens and young adults that were enjoying the summer sun. Out on the bay, several sail boats moved back and forth, their colorful sails billowing in the breeze. Joan had propped up a beach umbrella to shade her eyes, even though she wore dark sunglasses. Her flesh, usually quite pale, now glowed golden tan after several trips to the beach after the school year had ended.
"Get any bites?" Teagan asked in her soft Irish lilt. She handed the fresh Pina colada to Joan, who shook her head as she wrapped her red lips around the drink's straw.
"It's funny, really," Joan said between slurps of the cool alcohol drink, "the guys all look, checking out my body and tits of course, but when they see my face, and how old I look, they quickly look elsewhere, their sly grins gone in the blink of an eye. Really, it's pretty insulting."
Teagan straightened out the beach towel she had covered her own lounger with and then dropped down to stretch out alongside Joan. "What do ya expect? Bunch of duds, I say." She, too, was drinking a Pina colada, though she had asked for the rum to be doubled by the cute bartender. It helped that she slyly gave him a nip-slip as enticement. Teagan loved teasing young studs.
"Well, I still would like to get at least one guy to come along and say hi, at least. Shit, how many times have I fucked one of these stud-muffins out at the club, or at home for that matter? Yet out here, in public, those very same guys won't give me more than a glance." Joan all but finished her drink then, her frustrations showing.
Teagan patted her friend on the thigh, just below the hip-line of her red and orange bikini. "Don't think about it, love. We're here looking for the next big thing. Not worrying about those we've used and tossed out." Teagan laughed, and then noticed a young twenty-something guy looking their way as he headed up the beach from a recent swim. He was dripping with water and brushed his long brown hair back as his eyes travelled over Teagan's paler body. In the moment she expected his eyes found her ample bosom, Teagan deftly hooked her right top cup and lifted it, giving him a full-on view of her pink nipple.
"Like what you see, handsome?" Teagan asked with a laugh. His eyes grew wide for a moment, and then turned away quickly. "There's more where that came from, if you're up to it!" she added as he passed.
"Teagan!" Joan hissed a moment later, lightly slapping her on the arm as she did. Teagan turned to find Joan nodding off to the other direction, where one of the beach's many Safety and Security patrolmen was striding towards them. He wore sunglasses, the blue and tan uniform shirt and baggy tan shorts that the Sheriff's Department issued. His feet were in soft beach shoes, and around his waist he carried a radio, handcuffs, and a mace canister on a thick leather belt. As the officer approached, Joan hissed, "I knew you'd get into trouble, flashing your tits all the time."
"Hey! I don't do it all the time. Just at cute guys. You think he's cute enough?" she added, winking in the approaching officer's direction.
"Don't you dare!" Joan hissed.
"Don't dare what?" the officer asked as he knelt next to her. He was handsome, Joan immediately noted, though probably in his middle thirties. She also noticed he wore a wedding ring in that first moment.
"Oh, nothing, officer," she replied, though she still expected Teagan to flash a nipple anyway. She didn't however.
"Aren't you Mrs. O'Riley?" he asked Teagan.
"Not hardly!" Teagan replied harshly. "I'm Miss O'Riley. Mrs. O'Riley is my mother, God watch over her." Her Irish lilt in full song.
"I'm sorry," the officer replied. "I'm Greg Hamilton, Michael's dad."
It suddenly dawned on Teagan. "Oh! Mikey Hamilton's father. It's so good to finally meet you!" Teagan replied, offering up her hand, which Greg took.
"Yeah, I've heard a lot about you, from Mike and Kelly."
Teagan turned to Joan to explain. "Mikey Hamilton is one of my students. I tutor him on the piano, give him lessons after school a few times a week. Kelly must be your wife," she asked Greg.
"Yeah, she is." He looked uncomfortable for a moment. "I just wanted to say hello, since I've never really met you. And thank you for everything you've done for Mike. I really appreciate it."
"Oh, it's no bother, really. I just love Mikey, you know, and he's such a natural."
Greg nodded his head. "I hear that autistic kids are like that. They pick up music so much faster than anything else, some of them at least."
"Well, you can be very proud of Mikey," Teagan added. "He's a great kid."
"Thanks, again," Greg added as he stood up. "I'll let you two alone then."
"Hey! I didn't introduce you!" Teagan suddenly said. "This is my friend, Joan. She's a professor out at the university."
Greg shook Joan's offered hand. "Nice to meet you, Ma'am." He smiled warmly down at he, and Joan thought his eyes might have lingered a bit long on her breasts, which was fine with her. He was an attractive man, after-all.
Teagan knew Kelly Hamilton to be something of a house-bore. As far as she understood it, Kelly had never held a job, and did little more than what was needed around the home. In the year and a half Teagan had been tutoring Mikey on the piano Kelly had put on quite a bit of weight. And it wasn't attractive weight, either. She knew Greg was a couple of years younger than his wife, as well. It had never occurred to her that the deputy sheriff might be interested in her, or any other woman, until she saw his gaze lingering on Joan.
"Well, I guess I'd better get back to earning my pay," Greg smiled and started to walk away.
"Take care!" Teagan waved, and Greg nodded in reply.
"I know you're not interested in him, are you?" Joan asked a moment later.
"Not until now," Teagan replied. "I could make him very happy," she grinned.
"I'd bet you could."
"I think he might have been interested in you, my dear," Teagan mentioned. "If the way his eyes locked onto your fabulous tits was any indication."
Both women settled back to enjoy the sun in peace, and only when the sun was fully in their faces did they decide then to pack up and head for home. Teagan had a tutoring session scheduled at the music store that evening, and Joan had a dinner date with her oldest son and his boy-friend, who were in town for the weekend.
Joan lingered a few minutes longer, browsing the small shops along the boardwalk with the many dozens of other sun-tanned individuals who either lived in Regal Bay or were visiting. Some she recognized, others she didn't. While looking over a table-top display of painted seashells, Joan was distracted by a couple of young men laughing nearby. She looked over and thought she knew one of them. It took her a moment to recognize Paul Parks. After-all, she'd last seen him during an orgy at Gabriella's, and he'd been naked then. The other she didn't know.
"Hi! I know you, don't I?" Joan asked brightly as the two young men stepped up to the same table.
Paul looked up and she saw a momentary flicker of annoyance before his face lit up. "Hey! Yeah! I remember you. You're Jane, right?"
Joan laughed lightly. "Joan," she corrected. "And you're Paul, right?"
Paul turned to his friend and explained, "She was one of those I told you about, from the orgy. Remember, I told you about those four hot MILFs?" Paul turned back to her, grinning wide. He asked, "Been to any orgies lately, Momma?"
Joan was embarrassed by such a blatant question. It wasn't usually the first topic of discussion, especially in public. "Not lately," she answered. She suddenly felt that it had been a mistake, calling for his attention.
"Is she the one you said liked getting it up the ass?" the other young man asked Paul, though his wicked grin was turned her way.
Paul considered her for a moment, and then replied, "Yeah, I think she was." Joan felt ashamed by the way these two talked about her, with her standing right there in front of them, as if she weren't there at all. Not only that, but she had obviously been the topic of discussion among Paul and his friends, another thing she wasn't too keen about. The consequences of the life-style she had chosen to lead in her middle years, she knew.
Wanting to change the subject, Joan asked, "Are you still playing in the house band at the Olive Garden, Paul?"
"Occasionally," he replied. "I'm actually touring with a local band this summer. The Groove Thing. Have you heard of them?"
"Can't say that I have," Joan answered truthfully. "Probably not my style of music."
"Yeah, we play a lot of the classics," Paul explained. "Like Soundgarden, and Stone Temple Pilots, and Pearl Jam. That sort of thing. I sing lead when we do any Nirvana. People tell me I sound like Kurt Cobain."
Joan nodded. She knew the bands he had referred to, though she wouldn't consider them classic rock bands. "That's nice. Maybe I'll catch a show sometime. Where are you playing?"
Paul said, "We just finished a job in town, playing out at Clyde's before the girls hit the stages. We're heading out on the road tomorrow. Going to Boise to play a club next weekend. Should be great."
"Sorry, I won't be able to make that," Joan said. "I'll have to catch you next time you're in town." She lifted her shoulder bag and started to turn away when Paul grabbed her arm.
Paul suddenly said, "Hey! Why don't you come back with us, to our motor coach? I'll play you a tape from our show last weekend down in Redding."
Joan shook her head. "I've really got to get going. I'm meeting my son for dinner."
Paul was insistent, even taking a firm hold of her arm as he said, "It'll only take a few minutes. We're parked up at the end of the boardwalk, out behind the boat shop." He was referring to Daniel's Boat Repair and Sales, the first of several marina shops and service centers. "We'll only keep you a few minutes, enough to hear one or two songs. How about it?"
Joan was reluctant, but finally nodded. "Okay, but I can't stay long. I really should be going as it is."
Paul laughed and slapped his friend on the back. "Hey, Phil! Call up the guys! Let them know we're bringing a hot MILF back to the RV!"
Phil, as Paul's friend was named, pulled a cell phone out of his shorts and started to text, as Paul guided Joan into the public flow along the boardwalk, headed north towards the marina. As they went, Paul asked about her summer, as well as the other women who had been at the orgy. In particular, he asked about Gabriella.
"I really liked her," Paul confessed. "She really didn't act her age, or look it even." Joan wondered how he talked about her, though she could only recall giving him head during that evening back in May. She had been rather drunk, she recalled, and had been sodomized numerous times. Not that she hadn't enjoyed it. Paul very well could have been one who had taken her while she laid face-down on the patio lounger.
They eventually came to a large white RV, parked along the side wall of Daniel's Boat Repair. The shop was closed for the day, and there were a few cars in the lot, which had signs up warning off beach goes and board-walkers. "We gave old man Daniels a hundred dollars to let us park this beast here," Paul explained as he pulled out a set of keys and unlocked the door. Joan followed him up and in, with Phil right behind her.
It was much cooler inside the spacious RV's interior, Joan noticed. The lingering aroma of tobacco, both legal and semi-legal, was apparent in the air. The trash bin held several empty beer cans as well as at least one whiskey bottle. Jim Beam.
"How old are you, anyway?" Phil blatantly asked as he pushed passed and pulled open the refrigerator. He pulled out two cans of beer, and then gave her a look, as if asking if she'd like one.
"I'm 46, and yes, I'd like a beer." Joan eyed Phil as he reached back into the refrigerator to retrieve another can. Like the first two, it was Bud Light. She accepted the beer and settled into the bench seat that ran along the wall, beneath a wide window. Taking a sip of the cold beer, she appraised Phil. He appeared about the same age as Paul, maybe mid-twenties. He had a buzz-cut, two ear-rings in his right ear, and tattoos up both arms, from wrist to shoulder. He wore a gray t-shirt with the smiling Nirvana logo on the front in green. His shorts were dark blue denim, and in the style of the day, wore low to expose the plain boxer shorts he wore beneath. He wasn't too bad looking, she assessed. But he had something of an attitude, especially towards women. Or maybe it was just her, being old enough to remind him of his mother.
"You'll have to excuse Phil," Paul told her upon his return a moment later. He'd slipped into the back of the RV when they had entered. Now he returned with a clear baggy in hand. Several marijuana cigarettes were inside, one of which he removed and lit in a practiced move. "He's our bass player. They're all assholes, if you ask me." After a deep toke, he offered it to Joan, who refused with a smile and shake of her head. It went to Phil as he passed by and dropped into the captain's chair, which he swiveled to face her.
"You're an asshole, Paul," Phil retorted. He didn't offer anything to support this, however.
Joan waited a beat, and then asked, "Were we going to listen to your music?"
Paul laughed. "Oh, hell! That's right! I'd forgot." He leaned across the small table top and pushed several buttons on a console. A moment later, the heavy beat of a drum, followed by the rapid-fire rhythms of guitars, poured from hidden speakers. Paul turned it down just a bit. Joan recognized the music, though not the song. The singer started, but the recording was terrible, to the point you couldn't understand a word of it.
"Piss poor recording," Phil explained needlessly. "Not that it would help Paul's prissy-assed voice any."
Joan listened politely, sipping at the beer. Just as the song was ending, the RV side door opened and two more young men of the same age group climbed up and in.
"Where's the babes?" one asked over the music.
"Hey, who brought their mom?" the other asked upon seeing Joan sitting on the bench.
"This is Joan," Paul said, as if they had any idea of who she was.
"She's the one Paul says takes it up the ass!" Phil added. "Part of that orgy group of old broads he keeps telling us about."
"Bullshit!" the first new-comer said, giving her the once over as he passed, headed towards the refrigerator. "She's old enough to be your mother!"
"I still don't believe that shit," the other said. "Ain't no way Regal Bay has women who get into orgies and sex-parties. Just ain't no way."
"You might be surprised, then," Joan retorted. She set the beer can down on the table and stood. "But we like being treated with respect, and I sure as hell ain't feeling it here. Not with you wanna-bees."
"Wanna-bees?" Phil asked. "Wanna-bees what?"
Joan gave him a stern look before explaining. "It's very obvious, at least to me, that your four are "wanna-bees", as in wanna be having sex with this old broad. Am I right?" she turned to ask Paul. "That is why you brought me here, right Paul? You thought that since I put out in an orgy with a bunch of my friends and yours, that you could bring me here and I'd put out for your new set of friends. That is what you had in mind, isn't it?"
The answer was painfully etched on Paul's face. "Well, the thought had crossed my mind," he grinned.
Joan thought he started to look ashamed, and even sorry, for what he had assumed she'd be willing to do. He really didn't know her, and she didn't know him at all. What she did know, however, was that she was feeling a bit naughty all of a sudden. She hadn't been in the presence of four handsome young men, young men who might be ready and willing to give her a little something she was in dire need of, in quite some time. Hell, she hadn't been with any young man in over a week. Her pussy, after so many hours in the hot sun, with so many fine young hard-bodies walking back and front across her line-of-sight, however aged it might be, was in serious need of attention.
Joan looked around, taking in all four of the young men, before she blatantly asked, "So, who's going to show me their cock first?"
"Woooh!" Phil exclaimed.
"Oh, man!" one of the new guys croaked. But it was the tall, silent one who stepped right up in front of her, unzipped his shorts, and pulled out a thick length of flaccid cock. The other band-members began to laugh.
After taking in the sight before her, she turned her attentions to Paul. With hands on her hips, she sassed, "What about you, big man? Put your money where your mouth is."
Paul was quick, and replied, "Why don't you put your mouth where my money-maker is?" as he pulled his cock free through the front of the shorts he wore.
"Money-maker?" Phil laughed. "I doubt you could pick up pocket change with a little dick like that!"
Paul wagged his cock towards Joan, grinning as he did. She closed the distance between them, and when standing knee-to-knee with him, she said, "Now, this looks familiar."
Joan leaned over, bending at the waist, until her lips came into contact with Paul's presented manhood. It was now clean-shaven, unlike it had been back in May, giving it an image of extra length. Not that he needed it. She wrapped her hand around the base, gave the shaft a wag to brush the tip across her lips as she looked at Paul's eager face, and then opened wide. She lowered her mouth down Paul's shaft and inhaled nearly its entire length.
"Ooohh, shit!" Paul groaned. He ran his fingers into her blonde hair and took hold of her head. "She's got a fucking great mouth!"
"Hhhmmmm!" Joan hummed appreciatively around the dick in her mouth. She enjoyed the taste and feel of a hard cock on her tongue, and Paul had a hard cock. As she devoured him with jerky head bobs, stroking him with her lips, her beach skirt was bushed up onto her back and her bikini bottoms yanked down her legs. She stepped out of them as hands began to run up and down her thighs, and across her butt. The men around her were all muttering encouragements, insults, and all sorts of commentary that she had no interest in paying attention to. Joan wanted cock, and as many as she could get. For the first time in her life, she was on the receiving end of a five-dick gangbang.
Joan didn't bother to look back at who was standing behind her, rubbing a warm fleshy man-tube along her butt-crack. She released Paul's cock from her lips and began to suck his balls into her mouth. In that instant, the cock knocking at her vaginal doorway pushed forward, and she moaned happily as it popped on through.
"Uuunnngggg, yeeaahhh!" she groaned into Paul's nut-sack. She lifted her head as the cock bottomed out and she began to get fucked. She grinned at him, and then dropped her mouth back down his length once again. As hips banged into her up-raised ass, she was forced down onto Paul's cock orally. With every thrust of cock into her cunt, her head went down on Paul.
"God-damn!" the man fucking her roared. "For an old cunt, she sure is hot and tight!" She recognized Phil's belligerent voice then. "I could fuck this piece of ass all fucking night!"



"Don't fucking hog the whore, Phil!" one of the other young men laughed. "I want mine, too. Nice and tender, like my steaks."
Joan glanced over and saw that one of the other three young men had stripped, at least out of their shorts and underwear, and was standing close by. His cock, as shaved as Paul's was, was rock-solid and aimed her way, so she reached up and took it in her free hand. She started jerking on it, which made the owner step a bit closer. Joan gave Paul one last slurp and then let his cock go free before turning to gulp the fresh dick down.
"Oooohhh, man!" It was Howey who Joan was now servicing she saw from a glance up as she began working his average length but bulbously knobbed cock over. His crown filled her mouth and she ran her tongue around and over it, making the band's drummer groan happily.
As she sucked noisily on Howey's manhood, Phil slipped free of her pussy. "Hey! I want sucked, also!" he croaked. "I ain't had a good blow in weeks."
"I thought you liked that bitch in Salem," Paul said.
Phil replied, "That bitch had no teeth! Gummed my dick to death!" That drew laughter from his band-mates. "And she was only twenty, twenty-one. Damn crack-whore!"
"She wasn't twenty or twenty-one, Dickweed!" Klein intoned in his deep voice. "That bitch was at least sixty!"
"Whatever!" Phil barked. "She still gummed a groove into my dick that's still there!" He wagged his cock for all to see, even though there weren't any marks to be seen.
"That groove is from your right hand, Dickweed!" Paul added with a laugh.
Meanwhile, Joan continued to enjoy the offered cock with her mouth. Hands went to her hips, and then a cock as hard as any was stuffed into her willing and wet slot. She glanced back and saw that it belonged to the quiet one, Fritz, the first to whip out and show off his manhood. His dark sunglasses and placid features were a contrast to the rigorous thrusting he took up immediately upon entry. Her pussy began to tingle quickly under his welcomed assault. He had a nice upward curve that was stroking her in just the right way. The addition of his thumb against her anus delighted her as well.
Joan returned to Paul's offered cock and gave it a few deep slurps before she again turned. This time it was Phil's cock aimed her way and she readily accepted it into her gaping mouth. "That's more like it!" he groaned as he began working her mouth as he'd done her pussy a moment before. She could taste her juices on his shaft and lapped them up. She liked the way she tasted, especially on a hot cock.
Beginning to cramp in her back, Joan begged off. She let the two cocks she'd been working over with her mouth go free and then straightened up, working her way off the dick stuffed up her pussy. "I need to get out of these clothes," she smiled to the gathered men. She stretched her arms upward and Fritz helped by lifting her top up and off. Next went her bikini top, finally releasing her breasts completely for all to see. Finally, she unfastened her skirt and let it fall to the floor. Now completely naked, she gave a slow twirl, showing off her 46-year-old body to those gathered around. All took her nudity in with their eyes, and all seemed to appreciate what they saw, if their rigid man-meat was any indication at all.
Phil dropped into the bench beside Paul and Joan turned to face the duo. She leaned over and planted a hand to the outside of each, and then lowered her mouth to Paul's cock once again. Behind her, Howey moved up and pressed into her, pushing his golf ball-like knob into her depths smoothly. "Uuummmm," she moaned into Paul's cock, which now filled her mouth to the back of her throat. She came up and off, and gave Phil the same treatment as Howey began to fuck her.
Joan went back and forth for a few minutes before Phil pushed up and stood. "Man, I've gotta get back into that pussy!" he announced. As he moved, Klein took his seat, and Joan happily transferred her oral attention to his cock. Behind her, Howey slipped out and was replaced by Phil, who went straight into a rapid-fire thrusting that would surely have him dumping his load in no time, Joan thought. She wasn't too far off, either.
Phil's rapid thrusts began to get erratic and he grunted louder and louder. He was pulling completely out at times, only to slam back through her labia to power drive deep into her womb. She felt her pussy begin to spasm at the same time Phil's cock started twitching. "Oooohhh," she moaned, along with Phil, and as her orgasm washed through her, so did his.
"Oooohhh, fuck! I'm spunking her! Yeah! Take it, bitch! Take it!" Phil slammed hard and deep into her, feeding her body his hot semen. The dick in her mouth was twitching, and suddenly Paul was filling her mouth with hot cream as well.
"Oooohhh!" he moaned, holding her head down. His cock pulsed along her tongue and she gagged as more cum than she could handle flooded from his hose. She remembered then that he had done a similar thing at Gabriella's, flooding her mouth while one of his friends rammed a hard shaft up her ass to load up her bowels with equally hot seed. For the second time in two months, Joan was getting filled from both ends with hot, virile semen. She was beginning to enjoy it.
With barely a moment to swallow, her mouth was pulled from one spent cock to a fresh and ready one. She gulped and gagged when the spongy knob banged against the back of her throat. She managed to look up enough to see Howey grinning down at her.
With a mouth full of Howey's cock once again, Joan felt Fritz pushing his cockhead hard against her anus. She relaxed, and the addition of a cool lube helped. A moment later her ring opened and Fritz popped through into her ass.
"Uuunnngggg!" she groaned around Howey's cock as her anus was painfully wedged open. Fritz's cock relentlessly shoved deeper, until she felt his lower belly against her, and she knew that she was as full as she was going to get. Her guts ached from the penetration and filling, and her near-constant moaning into Howey's crotch let everyone know it. Not that any of them cared. They were out to use her and abuse her, and she wasn't protesting, not yet.
"Yeah! Put your head down and your ass up!" Paul laughed. "I told you guys, didn't I? There are broads around here that beg for dick from guys our age, and they're all her age. I can get any of you laid around here, if you don't mind fucking broads your mom's age!"
Joan couldn't argue with that, even if she wanted to. Not with a dick in her throat and another up her ass. She noticed Klein now sitting alongside Howey and moved her mouth to his waiting post. She moaned with every thrust into her guts, but didn't slow down working over all cocks presented. She gulped Klein's dick down, taking his spear-head easily into her throat once again. She pressed her chin into his balls and held him deep for a long moment, until she had to come up for air. She wrapped a hand around it and stroked the saliva-coated shaft while grinning into his stoned face. She wondered if he even felt anything. She sure did, especially when Fritz pulled free of her ass with a loud plop.
"Oooowww!" she yelped and looked back. Fritz was stepping aside and his place was being taken by Paul. She noticed that his cock hadn't lost any of its strength and he was stroking it slowly while positioning himself behind her upraised ass.
Joan returned to servicing Klein's cock while Paul stroked his knob up and down her slit from behind. "I'm lubing up with your spunk, dude!" Paul told Phil. "It's leaking out of her."
"You're fucking twisted, man!" Phil laughed. "I don't want any other dick snot on my dick. That's fucking gay, man!"
"Can't be avoided in a gangbang," Howey told his band's rhythm guitarist. "Not that you've ever had the invite!"
Phil had popped open a fresh beer, which he flung at Howey after taking a deep drink. The can ricocheted off the window above Howey's head and tumbled into the door well. "Hey, not cool, shithead!" Howey shouted. "Those cost money that you didn't contribute."
"Yeah, well fuck off, bitches!" Phil roared. "I got my nut off, so I'm heading for the bar. Going to find me a hot young bitch to fuck. Not some wore-out old hag."
Joan lifted from Klein's cock long enough to look back at Phil and tell him to fuck off. He banged out the side door, with the rattle of the tossed beer can following before the door slammed shut.
"I'm really sorry about him," Paul told her. He was leaning over her back with his cock resting in the valley of her ass. "If you want to stop, I understand."
Joan straightened up and turned to face him. "Fuck that! You got me going, and you've got to finish what you started. All of you." She looked around at the three others, who still had raging hard-ons in need of attention. And she was all too willing to give them the attention they needed.
"Now, let's change things up a little, shall we?" Joan enjoyed taking on the role of dominant, and after Phil's rampage, she felt it time to take control of the scenario. "I want you here," she told Paul, indicating the captain's chair. "And I want you standing right here in front of me," she told Howey.
Paul was quick to follow her instructions, and with a fresh coating of lube applied to his shaft and her anus, Joan positioned herself straddling his hips. Reaching between her parted thighs to aim his cock, Joan then lowered her ass hole down, first into gentle contact, and then a firm plunge down his length, taking his entire manhood into her huts with a single drop.
"Oooohhh, fuuucccckkkk!" she growled towards the ceiling. She swung her hips in a circle to settle the last inch down his post. With Paul fully inside her guts, she opened her eyes to find Howey right where she wanted him. She opened her mouth and took his cock in to the root as she started to lift up and drop down Paul's rigid dick. In seconds, she had picked up a slow, steady pace, enjoying herself as much as she knew the young man below her was.
Paul had his hands on her waist as she rode his cock. The tight ring of her anus stroked him and it wasn't long at all before he began to feel a second load boiling in his balls. He'd only been enjoying her ass for a few minutes before he begged, "I gotta stop, or I'm gonna nut again!"
Joan let Howey's cock drop from her lips and slowly lifted from Paul's cock. It popped free and she looked up to see Howey with an expression on his face she'd seen before. "Do you want my ass, too, Howey?" she asked playfully.
He grinned wider and nodded. "I've never done it that way before," Howey admitted.
"Don't worry, I'll guide you along," she told him, adding a light stroke to his whiskered chin with a hand, and then a kiss to his lips. She moved him to a seat on the bench once again, and with him settled, she repeated her actions from a few minutes earlier. With Howey's cock in hand, she lowered her hips and easily took his manhood into her rectum. She was loosening up nicely and slid down to the base of Howey's dick. His hands came around to cup her breasts and she leaned back against his chest. His mouth came to her neck and began to kiss and lick her as she started moving her hips up and down. His cock rode a few inches in and out of her, and she gently fucked herself upon his tool.
Meanwhile, Paul had thoughtfully wiped his dick clean and stepped up to take aim at sticking it back inside her mouth. Joan gave him a quick smile before opening up. He lunged forward and fed his full length into her throat, making her gag momentarily. She slowed her hips and held herself up slightly so that Howey could take over running his dick up her ass, while she turned her head more to better take Paul's cock down her throat.
Klein and Fritz were standing near, watching the action and waiting their turns. As she sucked and fucked, Joan began to work the fingers of her right hand in and out of her dripping slit, while also working over her engorged clit. Her breasts bounced and jiggled on her chest, also in need of attention. After a moment, she let Paul's dick fall free and looked at her audience.
"Does someone want to stick a dick in my pussy?" she asked. "Three holes, no waiting!" she laughed, and then returned to sucking on Paul's prick.
Fritz made a move forward, but Klein pushed him aside. With dick in hand, the stoned-face guitarist positioned himself at Joan's dripping slot, pushed her hand away, and then lunged. His cock plowed straight and true, right up her vaginal chute to the very core.
"Uuunnngggg!" Joan groaned around Paul's dick as her body exploded into pain. She'd forgotten the last time, which had been the only time she'd ever been double-penetrated. The pain then was strong, as it was now, though she didn't resist. Her body trembled between the young men filling her every opening, and she climaxed once again.
"Uuunnngggghhhhh! Aaaawwwwwhhhhh!" she roared. Her vaginal walls tightened, as did her anus, and she locked her jaw tight around the cock filling her mouth, as her orgasm washed through her. It was a powerful one, more intense than any she'd had in months. Paul's cock slipped from her gaping mouth as her head turned. She was panting heavily as Klein began to fuck her with long strokes. He moved steadily, almost rhythmically, working his cock along her tightened vaginal chute smoothly. She saw his eyes, stoned eyes, looking at her, yet through her. She didn't think he even knew who he was fucking.
Joan let her head roll further and found Fritz now very close, with his cock in hand and aimed her way. She dropped her mouth down his length and began to slurp loud and greedily on his offering. She wanted another mouthful of hot cum. As she slurped, she began to bounce harder on Howey's dick, still wedged high up her ass, and with Klein driving her deep and steady, it wasn't going to be long before she was screaming through another orgasm.
Joan released Fritz's cock and let her head fall back. She was panting for air heavily. Sweat was rolling down between her breasts, either her sweat or theirs, she thought. Her ass was beginning to hurt from lack of lubrication and she needed a break. Yet she wanted to pleasure these dirty young men, and craved the hot seed which she knew to be boiling within their scrotum. Her belly grumbled in hungry anticipation.
Joan got relief when Paul said, "Hey, I'm being left out here!" Which led to Klein suddenly vacating her pussy. She let Fritz free of her mouth once again and then eased up and off Howey. His cock slid out of her guts with ease.
"How about you have a seat, Fritz," Joan panted. He replaced Howey, who headed for the small RV bathroom to clean up. She straddled his hips, facing him this time. She held onto the window frame, looking out across the parking lot and realizing that the sun was beginning to set. Fritz had his dick in hand and she lowered herself into contact with it. He slipped up through her vaginal opening, fitting inside her snuggly. She lowered herself, gave her hips a swirling twist, and then looked back over her shoulder. Klein was standing there, looking down at her ass.
"Don't just stand there gawking," she told him. "Stuff that thing up my ass."
Klein moved to comply, and with little resistance, her anus accepted the latest intruder. He slid in completely before starting back in with his steady, rhythmic, almost robotic fucking of her. Her body again trembled through the pain of being double-penetrated, but nothing like before. She felt a rolling orgasm start through her body as she began to move along with Klein, working her pussy on Fritz's cock.
"Oooohhh, yeessss!" she moaned as the pain washed away to be replaced by intense pleasure. A cock brushed her lips and she opened her eyes to find Paul once again wordlessly begging. She opened and took him down. Again, all three holes were occupied, a story she would soon be sharing with Teagan, next chance she got. "You should have stuck around a bit longer," Joan thought about her friend. "This could have been you!"
As her mind filled with these thoughts, her body was filled with hot, hard cock. A moment later, Fritz began to grunt as shove upward with his hips. He didn't say much, but what he did was, "Cummingggg!" right as he stopped moving with his dick as high up inside her as it would go. She felt him pulsing along her chute, and the warmth of hot semen came a moment later. Fritz had been holding his breath as his dick unloaded, and with the last pulse, he sucked in a deep lungful of air, and then began to pant. Joan thought he might have been having a fit of some sort. With a mouth full of cock, however, she wasn't in any position to worry about him.
The hands on her head drew her face tighter to Paul's crotch. She felt the cock in her mouth pulse once, twice, and then the heavy flavor of hot cum flooded across her tongue.
"Ooohh, yeeaahhh!" Paul groaned as he fed her his second load of the evening. "Yeeaahhh!" Joan swallowed all the thick cream Paul shot into her mouth, which warmed her hungry belly.
Her ass was suddenly vacated as Klein stepped back and reached for a lighter. Joan rolled off Fritz and settled into the bench beside him. Cum began to leak from her over-used pussy. Two loads worth. The scent rose to her nose and she tingled with a deep, inner need that had yet to be satisfied.
Paul had collapsed into the captain's chair again with a beer in one hand and a fresh joint in the other. His cock lay wet and limp in his lap, spent. So too was Fritz's cock, fresh from filling her pussy to over-flowing with his own pent-up load. Klein stood with a joint at his lips and a raging hard-on wagging before him.
"Hey, I haven't been sucked off yet!" Howey said as he returned from the bathroom. His cock was still hard, and he barely slowed down before pushing Joan back and sticking his cock into her mouth. She tasted piss on the tip before it was shoved down her throat. Again, she gagged, but Howey soon eased up and started working himself along her tongue with a more patient rhythm. Joan allowed him to set the pace, holding a hand to the base of his shaft to regulate his depth, as Howey face-fucked her.
"Yeah! Take it, bitch! Take my big dick!" It wasn't long before he, too, began to grunt and gasp. The thick, salty cream Howey fed her a moment later slid smoothly down her throat to again warm her belly.
After getting his nut off, Howey joined the others in passing around the joint and gulping down beers. She was all but forgotten as they began to congratulate each other on their prowess. Klein still hadn't cum, she knew, but he also didn't seem too worried about it. Joan struggled to her feet and headed for the bathroom to clean up.
When she returned to the living area, the young men had already pulled on shorts and t-shirts. She'd been in the bathroom only a few minutes. Paul seemed startled when she joined them.
"Shit! I'd thought you'd left," he told her. The others watched as she passed, naked, between them.
"Man, you don't look or act like an old lady," Howey complimented her. "And you're definitely a hot fuck, Jane."
Joan started to gather up her clothing. "My name's Joan," she corrected. "I hope you remember it. After all, you have dumped a load of semen down my throat." She stepped up and delivered a hard smack across his face, sending his glasses across the floor. "That's for calling me a bitch a while ago."
"Oh, shit!" Paul and Fritz chimed in unison, laughing as they did. "You just got served!" Paul added. Howey wasn't happy about being slapped and started to get up. Instead, Klein stepped over and shoved him back into the seat.
"Let it go, man, or I'll let you go." Klein paused, letting his words sink in. He was a man of few words, and these were a threat.
"Whatever," Howey grunted a moment later. "Shit, I got mine, didn't I?" He took a deep drag of the joint, and then looked to Joan. "I'm sorry," he said a moment later, in a pained, timid voice. "I didn't mean it, okay? I guess I got carried away."



Joan had finished dressing during the confrontation between band-mates. She gave Paul and Klein a nod and smile. She looked at Howey and said, "Next time, you'd better treat whoever you're with, with respect. Just as you'd give your mother."
"I know I'd like to give your mother some respect," Paul laughed, breaking the tension somewhat.
"I think I did, last month," Fritz said. "Wasn't she the one without any teeth?"
As the four band-mates began to picker and toss things around the RV, Joan made her escape. She'd gone only a few steps before Paul leaped from the RV door and ran up to her.
"Hey, Joan. I just wanted to say thanks for a fun time. I really hadn't planned all that back there. And what Howey said, it was uncalled for."
"Don't worry about it, okay?" Joan smiled. "I've been through worse, believe me. Although that was my first gangbang. I guess it could have gone better. I hope you enjoyed yourself. And your friends, also."
Paul looked at her, unable to truly grasp what kind of woman Joan really was. She was unlike any he'd ever met. "I'd like to see you again, next time I'm in town. If that would be okay with you?"
Now it was Joan's turn to wonder about him. "I'll be looking out for you," she told him. "I can't make any promises, though. I'm not looking for anyone right now, okay? I'm enjoying my life, finally, and I don't want any complications." She pulled his mouth to hers then and kissed him, but only briefly. "Take care, okay?" she said, and turned away, leaving him without a backward glance.
By the time she'd returned to her car, it was nearing nine-thirty. She was supposed to have met her son and his boy-friend two hours ago for dinner. The several missed calls from Michael on her cell phone display reminded her of that fact, as did the texts. She started her car and headed home. She'd call him in the morning and explain, in something of an abridged format, why she missed out on dinner.
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The Matrons of Regal Bay
Chapter 45
Wanda's Tales -- Part 4
After working long hours all week at the store, Wanda finally could enjoy an entire day without having to worry about work. It came none too soon, as she was beginning to feel the stresses and strains affect her health. She was only in her mid-forties, 46 as it was, and yet there were days when she'd get home and all but collapse into the sofa, or across her bed. It was only her and Frank at home, with their son Luke grown and on his own, yet Frank was of the old school and expected a hearty meal waiting at home each night. It had been one of the stipulations he had insisted on when Wanda had insisted she return to work, after Luke had hit his teens.
It was a wonderfully beautiful mid-July day, and Wanda wanted nothing more than to spend it relaxing in the sun. Although she enjoyed the beach, she wasn't up for the crowds. Besides, she had a new bathing suit she wanted to try on, with an exposed back and narrow front. Her hips and breasts, matronly and well-rounded, were also prominently on display in the reflection in the bedroom mirror. Her dd-cup breasts spilled out from either side of the triangular-shaped material designed to cover them. The valley of her cleavage was long and deep, even exposing her naval. The "V" of the suit's front seemed to point at her pubic mound, itself barely covered. The hips were cut up high, in a French-style, and at the back, most of her buttocks were on display. Except for a triangle at the base of her spine, covering her ass-crack, her broad back was fully exposed to the sun, and the eyes of those nearby.
"Definitely not wearing this to the beach," Wanda sighed. She gathered up a long beach towel and headed for the back yard, where Frank had recently set out a new set of lawn and lounging chairs on the patio and in the yard. She had asked her husband to place one near the tall spruce which dominated the center of the yard, and which would protect her from most of the hottest hours of sun.
It was only 10:45 in the morning, and yet the sky was cloudless and the brilliant sun had the temperatures up into the upper eighties already. Frank had left little more than half an hour ago, bitching as he always did about having to run the A/C in the homes he was showing. Otherwise prospective buyers wouldn't feel inclined to take a leisurely tour. It was hard enough getting them off the beaches and into the houses in the first place, he always griped. As it was, he was heading up to Portland for a Northwest Regional Realtors Association meeting and wouldn't be home until Friday evening, giving her all of two days to enjoy a bit of relaxation on her own.
Wanda relaxed into the new lounger, which had a green-blue-and-orange striped cushion, and reclined it fully. Her sunglasses protected her eyes, but a broad-brimmed hat she had brought along added more protection. She'd wiped on a healthy layer of sunscreen in the house, though she had brought the bottle along, leaving it in the recently trimmed grass beside her chair. Her cell phone and a bottle of cool water she slipped beneath the chair to keep out of the sun as she tanned. Once settled, she let herself relax until all she felt was the sun on her flesh, and all she heard were the birds in the trees.
Wanda's phone chimed beneath her, and she realized that she'd been asleep. Her skin was very warm and with a quick check she found that she had not burned. She had been asleep, but for only about twenty minutes when the phone's muted alarm had gone off, alerting her to an incoming call. It had stopped by the time she retrieved it, and a quick check of the missed calls list found an unknown number. Not worried, Wanda dropped the phone back beneath the lounger, and then rolled onto her belly. She reached up and untied the strap from around her neck and laid her head on her crossed arms. Again, she relaxed under the son's warming rays, now on her back.
"I thought you would be home," a woman's voice aroused Wanda from her latest nap. She found Michelle McGregor standing near-by, having slipped into the back yard through the side gate. Wanda rolled over and propped herself up on an elbow.
"I saw your car in the garage, but when you didn't answer the bell, I thought I'd slip back here and see if I might find you working in the yard. Instead I find you half-naked!"
Wanda had forgotten that she'd released her top and now she sat with her large, dd-cup breasts out in all their glory for her neighbor to take in. "I'm sorry," she muttered as an apology while lifting her top to cover as much of her ample cleavage as she could one-handed.
"Don't worry about it, Wanda! We're all girls here!" Michelle was herself dressed for the sun, in loose white shorts and a white blouse decorated in a false tie-dye pattern in reds, whites, and pinks. It did little to hide the fact that the younger woman was going without a bra that afternoon. Wanda noticed the heavy swing of Michelle's breasts as she dropped into the second lounger.
Despite her neighbor's assurances, Wanda still tied up the top of her suit to cover her breasts, what little they covered. As she did, Michelle said, "I was hoping to catch you home. I've been wanting to talk to you for some time now about some things that have come to my attention."
"Oh? And what would that be?" Wanda asked, even though she thought she could guess."
"Wanda, I want you to know that my sons don't hide much from me," Michelle told her. "We have a very close family, Brian and I, and our sons are very open about their lives with us. Even with Todd in the Army now, he manages to call home and we talk for hours on end, at least once a week."
"That sounds wonderful, Michelle," Wanda said. "I wish Luke and I had had that sort of relationship. It's only just recently gotten better, more than just a grunt in passing. With him out of the house now, we've begun to talk a little more. Strange how that happens."
Michelle was looking at Wanda, as if trying to read into her words what her face was showing. Wanda felt uncomfortable then, recalling what Todd McGregor had told him weeks ago, on the afternoon she submitted to his advances.
Even before Michelle replied, Wanda asked, "You know about Luke and me, don't you? Our affair?"
Michelle smiled and nodded. "I do, as a matter of fact. Todd told me about it, what he had been told by Luke." She gave Wanda a sly smile and then added, "Todd also told me before he left for Korea that he had been with you, as well. That you and he had made love in your bed."
Wanda couldn't deny it, and nodded. "I don't know what I was doing," she sighed. "It was so wrong of me."
"Nonsense!" Michelle laughed. "I know that boy well, and I know he has a thing for older, attractive women. He's told me stories you wouldn't believe, so it wasn't hard for me to believe that he managed to get you into bed. And he's had a crush on you for years, you know. Or maybe it's just those fabulous tits of yours."
Wanda looked down at her chest. Michelle was a beautiful woman, with hints of Asian features from her Hawaiian mother. She had green eyes and brown hair that she wore just at shoulder length. Wanda noticed that she'd had the ends frosted as well. Michelle was a smaller woman than Wanda, maybe only 5'2" to Wanda's 5'6". And when it came to the breasts, Wanda's dd's greatly outdid Michelle's much smaller c-cups. Yet Michelle was a few years younger than Wanda, and in her eyes, Michelle was much more attractive.
"Wanda, I wanted to tell you something else," Michelle said. "I've been with your son, Luke, in the same way."
Stunned, and yet not so surprised, Wanda shook her head. "What are you saying? Have you had sex with Luke?"
Michelle smiled and nodded. "Yes, a few times now, in fact. It just happened. We ran into each other at the super market, and one thing led to another. He invited me to his apartment. We had drinks and talked. When he asked about Todd, I told him some of the stories Todd had told me, and that's when he admitted that he felt the same way about older women. I don't know how, but the next thing I knew we were in his bed making love. I really hadn't planned it at all, it just happened."
Wanda sat silently for a moment, looking at her neighbor, and then admitted, "The same thing happened to me. We hadn't really been talking much up until then. I was surprised when he called and asked me over. Somewhere along the line, Luke kissed me, and I liked it. And then we kissed again. Next thing I knew, we were in bed making love. I don't know how or why. And we haven't stopped. I still visit with him, and sometimes he comes over. I'm ashamed, Michelle, but I don't want to stop, either. He makes me feel so good."
"I understand you completely, Wanda!" Michelle replied. "I've been having an affair with both of my sons since they were in high school. And Brian knows all about it now. We're just an open and loving family. We don't flaunt it or anything, I don't sleep with Eric in his bed when Brian's home. But he knows all about me."
Michelle continued. "Did you know that Brian and I are swingers? We've swapped partners since we got married. In fact, it's how we met, at a beach party where everyone hooked up with anyone."
"I didn't know that still went on," Wanda said. "I thought swinging went out in the seventies."
"Oh, you just don't hear about it, but it still goes on," Michelle laughed. "There are a few couple around Regal Bay that swing. Brian and I have dated them on occasion."
"Dated? Is that what it's called?" Wanda asked.
"Sure. Usually, we go out as couples, to dinner, maybe a movie," Michelle explained. "Nothing strange about that. If everyone is comfortable, we usually end up at one or the other's home, although sometimes a hotel is more convenient if there are children. After drinks, we exchange partners and enjoy ourselves. Sometimes we all stay together in the same room, other times we find someplace more private. After, we have more drinks or just talk. If everyone is happy, then we might make plans to do it again."
"I wouldn't know how to even bring anything like that up with Frank!" Wanda laughed. "He's such an ass at times. He always has his eye out but if I glance at another guy, he gets shitty pretty quick. He'd never let me slip off to a bedroom with another guy, even if he's balls deep in that guys wife!"
"What about Luke?" Michelle asked.
"What do you mean?"
"Well, what does Luke think about you and another guy? "I'm, sure you know he sees other women beside his mother!" Michelle laughed.
Wanda hesitated, and then admitted, "Luke has brought it up a couple of times, me being with another of his friends. I think he wants a three-way or something like that. I don't know how I feel about that, but he's asked a couple of times."
"What I meant was something more like what I was talking about. With you and him swapping with another couple."
"You mean, like a married couple?"
Michelle shook her head. "No, I was thinking more like you two. A mother and son couple to swap with. Maybe even swapping with Todd and I, you two."
Wanda was having trouble grasping what her neighbor was suggesting. "Are you wanting to do something together? You with your son, and me with Luke? Some sort of sex thing?"
"Well, I was suggesting that you and your son join me and my son for dinner and drinks, and then we'll see where it goes from there. After all, you've already been with Todd, and I've already been with Luke. We might as well enjoy a swinging lifestyle together. Add a little something to our relationships, don't you think?"
Wanda was hesitant. She wasn't sure she wanted to chance doing anything more than what she and Luke had been doing. They have been together a few times, but only at his apartment or in her home. They've never been out together. In fact, until Michelle had admitted it, Wanda was sure nobody knew about Luke and her, other than Todd. Suddenly, she was being drawn into a world of sin and sex she only fantasized about before. It was enough to make her head spin.
"I really don't know about this," she said. "I'm going to have to think about it, okay? I don't know what Luke would say."
Michelle laughed again. "I can tell you exactly what he'd say! He's a young man with a hard-on, ready to stick it in any wet snatch he can find. It might as well be yours, or mine."
"I thought Todd was in Korea," Wanda said.
"He's coming home next week for ten days," Michelle smiled. "At least, he'll be here for three of them. He's got some training thing he's going to up in Washington. I don't know the details, only that he'll be stopping in for a few days. He wanted me to set some time aside for him. I thought that this would be a wonderful time for all of us to get together. Maybe see where it leads?"
Wanda again said, "Let me think about it, okay?"
"I will." Michelle stood and started to leave. "By the way, I'm headed over to Luke's right now. Want to join me? Or tell him anything?"
Wanda wanted to tell her not to go, to leave her son alone. Instead, she said, "No. Have a fun time."
"I will!" Michelle left her sitting in the back yard, her mind spinning from what she'd heard and said. In that moment, her phone rang. She feared it would be Luke, but instead it was Frank.
"Things got cancelled, so I'll be home for dinner," he told her. So much for her relaxing evening, she thought.
***
A week later, Wanda had all but forgotten about Michelle's visit, and the conversation they had had when she paid her son a visit at work. She and Frank had gone out to dinner and stopped in at the casino. Frank made his way over to the blackjack tables while Wanda made hers up to the bar, where she found Luke tending the dozen or so patrons who sat drinking, talking, or watching any one of several sporting events on the televisions above the hundreds of spirits bottles in the pit.
"What are you doing out here?" Luke asked, placing a bottle of his mother's favorite beer in front of her.
"Your father wanted to come out, so while he's losing at cards I thought I'd come up here and flirt with the bartender." Wanda gave the bottle neck a stroke with her fingers, and a flick across the top with her tongue, before taking a drink. All with a sly grin towards her handsome son.
"Well, look who the cat dragged in!" Wanda turned to find Michelle standing next to her, a drunk smile on her face and a tall glass in hand. She took the next stool over and leaned into Wanda. "Out catting around?"
"I'm here with Frank," she told her neighbor.
"And checking out the fine young men behind the bar, as well?" Michelle laughed. "I told Luke about our conversation the other day."
Wanda looked at Michelle. "I don't think we should be talking about this here."
"Why not? Todd comes home tomorrow," Michelle grinned. "So, let's get together and have some fun."
"I don't think Mom's ready for that," Luke said, leaning across the bar to keep their conversation tight between them. "Besides, why should I share her?" He gave his mother a wink and grin.
"She's already had Todd, once," Michelle reminded. "And you've had me now, what, three or four times?"
"Just this month?" Luke laughed. "That sounds about right."
"Luke!" Wanda gasped. "I had no idea. What are you, some kind of gigolo?"
"Oh, he's much more than a gigolo, Wanda," Michelle told her. "Luke here is one of several young men around here, a stable if you will, of studs that tend to the needs of us older women."
"What the hell are you talking about?" Wanda asked.
"Let's talk about this later, okay?" Luke insisted. "Someplace a little more private."
"Absolutely!" Michelle replied. "How about tomorrow night at your place, Luke. Just the four of us?"
Luke gave his mother a look. "Well, Mom?" he asked. "Are you ready to swing?"
Wanda saw Frank heading for the bar. She looked to Michelle, who was smiling, and then her son, who was waiting. "Sure, why not?" she shrugged. "What have I got to lose?"
Wanda had to work the next day. She opened the store and by five was ready to leave. She hadn't thought much about the plans for that night, plans she still was very unsure of, until she drove home. Frank was home when she got there, but had plans to meet with a couple of friends to play poker out at the Golf Club. He was gone before she stepped out of the shower. She dressed in slacks and a blouse, and gathered up her purse.
"What the hell am I doing?" she asked her reflection in the hallway mirror. She'd made the trip to Luke's on several occasions, always expecting the sinful delights her son promised, and always fulfilled. This time, however, there would be another couple, Michelle and her son Todd, in attendance. And it wasn't Luke who she would be made love to. It would be Todd. That was the plan.
"What the hell am I getting myself into?" she asked the empty house. Dressed in a blue strapless dress that accented her large breasts, and slip-on heels, she headed for her car, pushing herself along, and drove over to the apartment building where her son lived, and where he had taken her so many times over the past year. For well over ten minutes Wanda sat in her car, contemplating all that was about to happen. She'd never swapped partners, and really had no idea how to. Michelle had made it clear that she had been to several parties, and had been a swinger for a while. But that was with her husband. This time, she and Wanda would be swapping sons.
Again, she asked herself, "What the hell am I getting myself into?" She started to reach for the ignition, to start the car and go back home. She hesitated, her hand poised.
"Are you ready, Mom?" Wanda just about screamed when Luke suddenly appeared at her side window. She was startled, to say the least, and looked up into his warm brown eyes. He was grinning, having recognized that she had been about to leave.
"Michelle and Luke are waiting for us," he said, and then came around to the passenger's side door. He climbed in and told her, "Michelle thought it'd be best if we met somewhere else. Somewhere a little more private."
"Luke. What are we doing?" Wanda turned to look hard at her son. "Why are we doing this? Why are we doing any of this?"
Luke took his mother's hands in his and said, "If you don't want to do this, or anything, just say so. I know how things used to be between us, and they've changed. Sure, what we are doing, the sex and all, it's wrong in so many ways, but who gives a shit as long as what we do make you and I happy? Dad hasn't been there for you for years. The way he ignores you and pours his attention on those broads he hires, it's wrong. I know it and you know it."
Luke looked out the front of the car. "I have no idea why, or even when, I started to feel excited by you. I didn't use to, you know. Only after I moved out, when you weren't there day in and day out, riding my ass about every little thing I did or didn't do. I know I never became the man you wanted me to be, not going to college, not really having a good paying job, either." He turned back to her and continued. "But now that I opened Pandora's Box and started this, I don't know what to call it other than an affair, now that we are enjoying each other as never before, I sure as hell don't want to stop. I love you as my mother, and always will. But I also enjoy you as my lover, and as such, I want to explore the boundaries for as long as we can. This is just another one of those boundaries, sharing each other which others in such an intimate way, that we should explore together. We've each been with others in the past, and in particular I have been with Mrs. McGregor and you've been with Todd. This afternoon, all we are doing is revisiting them with each other. Two mothers and two sons enjoying an afternoon together."



Wanda had never heard her son talk so elegantly or thoughtfully. He had surprised her. It hadn't been what she had expected from him at all. She said, "I love you, Luke. I don't want you to think any less of me. I don't want jealousy to hurt our relationship." She started the car. "You'd better not get upset if I enjoy myself, either. I liked Todd when he was a little boy, but now that I've been taken by him as a young man..." She turned and gave Luke a wide grin. "Well, let's just say that Pandora's Box isn't the only thing you opened."
Luke leaned in and gave his mother a kiss, full on the mouth. When they had parted, they both noticed an older lady watching them as she walked past with a look of disapproval on her face. Mother and son both laughed as Wanda pulled the car out of the lot.
"So, where are we going?" Wanda asked as she pulled into the Regal Parkway traffic.
"The Resort. Michelle got hold of the keys to one of the resort cabins that the club uses for guests and such. We've got it all night. I guess working out at the Golf Club has perks," Luke said. He placed his hand on his mother's thigh, high up, as she drove. Wanda gave her son a glance after feeling him squeeze her thigh.
"Well, I don't have all night, you man. Your father will be expecting me home when he gets there."
"Dad's playing poker tonight, so he'll be out until two or three." Luke left it at that and turned his attention to the passing sights as Wanda drove south past the golf course and its large club house, around the recently completed roundabout and the tall fountain at its center, and on into the Resort Community. Luke directed her through the short, curving streets that wound between the small cabins, bungalows, and occasional club house. Two houses down from the Resort Recreation Center and Pool was the cabin, and Wanda parked in the small lot next to Michelle's charcoal grey Hyundai. Her own Malibu was nearly the same color, she oddly noticed as she and her son climbed out into the warm summer sun.
"I'm scared, Luke," Wanda whispered. "More than I've ever been in my life."
"Don't worry, just go with the flow and enjoy yourself," he replied.
Luke led the way, and as they passed through into the front of the cabin, he took his mother's hand in his. Wanda's heart was already racing with both excitement and anxiety. This was so far out of her comfort zone that she could pass out at any moment, she worried. Inside, they joined Todd and Michelle, who sat in the living area drink beers.
"What took you so long?" Todd asked as he slapped hands with Luke. "Any longer I'd have had to take mom just to release some tension."
"I am so thrilled you came," Michelle said to Wanda. She came to her and placed her hands upon Wanda's shoulders. After an awkward hug, Michelle said, "You look beautiful, Wanda." Michelle was dressed similarly, in a light summer dress in shades of red. It was obvious that she didn't have a bra on, given the shadows that the points of her nipples were casting.
"Let's go out back," Todd suggested. The four, two mothers and two sons, settled around the patio in lounge chairs. Conversation ranged over the next hour from how each mother first was taken by their son, to the various women from across Europe Todd had enjoyed, and how they differed from American woman.
"Christ! Some of those German broads won't get off unless you've got your entire fist shoved up their snatch!" Todd laughed. "And the things I've seen in sex-shows would make you cringe, let me tell you!"
Wanda was uncomfortable with the conversation. Maybe it was because that, until recently, she'd never really done anything out of the ordinary. Eventually, Michelle suggested they head back inside. "Let's try out the hot tub, since we've got the run of the place."
Guided by her son, Wanda followed Michelle and hers through to a sun room, with three glass walls and a huge sky-light overhead. It was lit by small ensconced lights, until Todd flicked a switch and under-water lights came on as well.
Wanda sat on the edge of the hot tub, her heart racing. Michelle took a seat next to her. "Just relax," Michelle told her. "We're all here to enjoy ourselves." Michelle caressed her face lightly, and then her hand slid downward, across Wanda's shoulder, to cup her left breast. Wanda gasped, then looked to her son who sat on the floor behind Michelle. He was smiling, enjoying what was happening. Wanda still wasn't sure she was.
Michelle's hand came back up to Wanda's chin and she leaned closer, until their lips touched. Michelle kissed her ever so lightly, until Wanda began to reciprocate. "Damn, that's hot!" Todd said from close behind Wanda. He, too, now sat on the floor next to the tub. Wanda turned away from his mother to look at him. Like Luke, Todd was smiling, and why wouldn't he be?
"Stand up, Wanda," Michelle said, lifting her by the hands as she, too, stood. Yet Michelle's hands released hers to take hold of the front of her dress, and as Wanda rose to her full height, Michelle pulled her dress down, releasing her dd-cup globes. "Beautiful," Michelle complimented, even as she continued to push Wanda's dress down. It fell to the floor once it passed her wide hips, leaving the older mother standing in just her pale blue panties.
"Oh, Luke," Wanda whimpered towards her son when Todd's hands began to caress her buttocks and upper thighs. Michelle dropped to her knees and lifted Wanda's legs in turn, to remove the dress. Her hands joined her son's on Wanda's naked flesh, caressing her legs up and down. Wanda's eyes went to Luke's, who watched excitedly as Michelle took hold of his mother's panties and tugged them to the floor.
Feeling embarrassed as she now stood before three others fully naked, Wanda fought off the urge to run from the room and hide. Instead, she stepped over the edge of the hot tub and into the bubbling, warm waters. She quickly dropped into one of the seats, leaving only her breasts above the water line.
"Shall we join her?" Michelle asked the boys as she stood and released the zipper of her own dress. Seconds later, Michelle had stepped out of her panties and into the tub. Wanda had taken notice of Michelle, who had a completely shaved pussy in contrast to hers, which Luke had trimmed down a few nights before. Michelle's breasts were about half the size of Wanda's as well, thought the nipples were darker, with very large surrounding discs. Michelle's Hawaiian heritage showed even more in her features as she settled into the waters, a wide smile on her face.
Both boys began to strip out of their clothing, and it wasn't long before Luke had taken a seat on the edge of the tub beside Michelle, and Todd settled on the edge next to Wanda. She couldn't help but turn her attention to Michelle's son. His body, with well-defined, hard muscles, and the long, thick post of his manhood that rose from the patch of red pubic hair, drew her in. She couldn't resist the sight, and her pussy began to heat even submerged in the warm waters.
"Ooohh, yeah!" Wanda turned at the sound of her son's voice and saw that Michelle had taken his cock into her mouth and was bobbing, sucking him as he sat on the tub's edge. It was the first time she'd ever seen her son with another woman, and she had thought she'd have felt jealousy. Instead, she felt aroused. She watched Michelle work Luke's cock for a moment, and then when she felt Todd's hand stroke her head of short brown hair, she turned to him. His crotch was at eye level, just as Luke's was, and Todd's penis was aimed like a cannon at her. He had his free hand wrapped around the base. Wanda looked up and into his smiling green eyes, and replaced his hand with hers.
Wanda allowed Todd to guide her close, until his cock-head was brushing her lips. She opened her mouth and closed her eyes, and took the plunge. She tasted Todd's cock on her tongue, tightened her lips around his shaft, and began to mimic Michelle. She began to bob along Todd's length, drawing a pleased sigh from his lips as well.
"Yeah, Mom," Luke moaned. "Suck his cock." Michelle let her lover slip from her lips long enough to turn and look, and then grinning, she returned to Luke and took him as deep as she could before resuming her rhythmic slurping.
The bubbling waters began to splash and slosh as the two mothers began to move more. Both were working their lover's cocks over with all of the skills they had. Wanda mouthed the end of Todd's dick while stroking his shaft with her fist. Michelle enjoyed plunging down to the root, to feel Luke's knob bang against the back of her throat. Both mothers tasted the sweet pre-cum cream on their tongues. And beneath the waters, both woman had a handful of fingers working on their own hungry pussy.
Wanda was the first to release, letting Todd's saliva-slick cock slip out of her mouth and grip. She stood up and asked, "Can we go someplace more comfortable?"
Todd twisted off the tub's edge and grabbed up one of the towels. "Sure! Let's go to the bedroom, Wanda," he said. He used the towel to dry her off as she stepped out of the tub, paying particular attention to her hefty breasts and rounded ass. As they headed out of the wet room, Luke and Michelle followed.
The bedroom in the cabin was cozy, due to the large, king-sized bed centered along the far wall. That wall was nothing but windows, though covered with French blinds that were closed enough to only let light in. Todd had Wanda by the hand and led her to the far side of the bed, where he rolled in. His lengthy, fat cock wagged, inviting Wanda over. She followed Todd into the bed and smoothly moved to straddle him. She reached between her thighs to grasp his cock as Todd reached up and took hold of her heavy, swinging breasts. She looked into his eyes as she stroked his knob through her damp labia, and once it was positioned, she dropped slowly down his length, taking Todd's manhood inside her once again.
"Aaaahhhh!" she moaned, her face up to the spinning blades of the ceiling fan and his fat dick pried her vagina open and filled her with heat. She settled fully onto his lap, his cock pressed hard against her highest points. She looked down at him and saw him enjoying the feelings as well. His eyes were closed and his mouth open. His hands dug into her tit-flesh for a moment, and when she began to move, so did his hands. He kneaded her flesh slowly, even as her hips rocked and twisted slowly upon his rock-solid post.
Wanda leaned forward and planted her hands into the mattress to either side of Todd's shoulders. Her breasts hung into his chest, still gripped in his strong hands. She looked down into his eyes and began to rise and fall upon his cock. A moment later, Todd was thrusting up into her with hard jabs, running his entire length along her chute with every thrust.
Wanda was enjoying every inch of the cock buried in her pussy, but when the bed moved. She opened her eyes and turned to see Michelle roll onto her back, her head next to Todd's shoulder. Luke stood between her thighs and pushed Michelle's legs back and out. His cock was throbbing and without either guiding it, Luke leaned in and sunk hid full length into Michelle with a practiced ease. Wanda held herself in place above Todd, who continued to batter her pussy with his rapid-fire thrusting, while she looked at Luke as he began to drill Michelle.
"Oooohh, yes! Fuck me, Luke!" Michelle began to grunt while attacking her naked and bulging clit with one set of fingers, while digging the others into her left tit. "Pound me, Lover!" she added.
The big bed began to move beneath them, as Luke worked over Michelle, and Wanda began to slam down against Todd. She watched her son drive his long, familiar cock in and out of Michelle, even pulling completely free before slamming back balls-deep into the beautiful mother of the young man she herself was enjoying. Wanda turned her attention back to Todd, whose eyes were closed and mouth open as he bucked beneath her.
With every slam of his cock into her, Michelle's breasts wobbled and shook beneath Luke's pounding. She huffed with every thrust. Her pussy sloshed louder and louder with each passing minute, until she began to cum upon is pistoning prick. "Oooohhh, yeessss!" she groaned as her cream flowed. She rolled her head back and looked up into Wanda's face, who was looking down into hers. Suddenly and surprisingly, Wanda dropped her mouth to Michelle's and kissed her, deeply, with tongue.
"Uuunnggghh!" Wanda groaned into Michelle's mouth as her own orgasm, possibly kicked off by her passionate kissing of Michelle, began to roll though her. She remained still above Todd, who was thrusting hard and fast up into her, turning her spasming cunt into a frothy mess. Wanda was hard pressed to keep her mouth locked to Michelle's, as Luke's pounding grew even harder. He was being spurred on by the sight of his mother deep kissing the woman he was fucking, a sight he had longed for and now was finally enjoying to the fullest.
With their mutual orgasms ebbing, both mothers continued to kiss, though softer. Michelle stroked Wanda's face, and Wanda reached out to caress Michelle's breasts. Luke was breathing heavily as he eased his cock from Michelle's sloppy cunt. "Let's switch up," he told Todd, who was also watching their mothers. He pulled Wanda's hips up and let his cock fall from her, bringing a deep moan from Luke's mother's throat. Todd managed to crawl out from beneath Wanda and rolled from the bed. His cock dripped with her cream and he stroked his cock, getting a handful of the warm juice on his fingers. He licked his fingers dry as he and Luke switched places, all the while Wanda and Michelle continued to kiss passionately in the bed.
Todd rolled back into the bed beside his mother and she pulled her mouth from Wanda's to kiss her son equally as deep. Wanda remained on her knees, watching Michelle and Todd. Behind her, Luke crawled up and took aim. She looked back with a warm, loving smile on her face as her son slipped into her dripping slot. "Yeessss, Luke! Fuck me!" she moaned even as he was already settling into a slow, steady rhythm.
Beside them, Todd again rolled onto his back and pulled his mother to straddle him. Todd obviously enjoyed the cowgirl position, and as his mother turned to settle into the reversed position, Todd guided his cock up and into her. Wanda watched from just a few feet away as Michelle's bare-naked pussy gobbled up her son's entire fat length smoothly. She looked up to see Michelle's face, her mouth open wide and her eyes fluttering as she enjoyed an orgasm taking her son into her body once again.
Wanda felt her son lay across her back and his hands reached beneath her to grab hold of her heavy, hanging tits. He short-stroked his cock within her, tickling her inner g-spot with his knob, and in seconds Wanda was moaning through her second orgasm of the evening.
"Oooohhh, Luuuuke!" she purred. She laid her face against Todd's thigh as her cream flowed, and she watched as clear juices began to spurt from Michelle's pussy along the length of his thrusting shaft.
"Ooohh, yes! Yes! Yes!" Michelle grunted as her own orgasm ripped through her body. Her climax sent jets of cream from her cunt, a rarity for her but Todd knew just how to hit her button to draw it out of her. She huffed with every thrust and looked down to see the dampness growing on the bed sheet between her son's thighs. She also saw the hungry look in Wanda's eyes, her face just a foot away on Todd's thigh. Their eyes met, and Michelle reached down to pull Wanda's mouth to her.
When Wanda tasted Michelle's cream for the first time, she would swear that she erupted from it. Her son's cock continued to pound her from behind, and it was wonderful, but the warm cream of Michelle's cum that splashed across her lips and onto her tongue made her body vibrate, as if an electrical cord had been plugged into her cunt to send 210 volts of electricity through her soul.
"Oh, fuck! Yes! Eat her, Mom! Eat her pussy!" Luke cheered as he redoubled his thrusting into his mother's quivering cunt-hole. His fingers dug into her ass flesh as he watched, as excited as he'd ever been in his life, watching his own mother suck on another's pussy. He'd never imagined it could be so hot. The sight overwhelmed him, and a moment later, Luke roared, "Oooohhhnngggggghhhh!" as his cock exploded and sent his heavy load deep into his mother's body.
Michelle's own orgasm was drawn out on Wanda's lips, and when her tongue began to slither up and down her slot, she felt her juices flow again. "Oooohhh, sooooo fucking goooood!" Michelle moaned. Her son's cock still worked her over, but her entire attention was on the feelings Wanda's tongue was sending through her. It was a first for her, having her pussy licked while being fucked at the same time, and it was sending her over the edge time and time again.
For Wanda, the taste of another woman on her lips had never been experienced. And as she slurped up Michelle's cream, she wished she'd given in to this experience years ago. She let her mouth go lower and she licked along Todd's ramming shaft, smearing his mother's cream along its length with her tongue. At times, when he'd pause, she'd capture one of his heavy balls in her mouth and suck on it. Once, his cock popped free of Michelle's slit and Wanda gulped it down, giving him a few bobs before guiding him back into his mother's welcoming cunt.
Luke had dumped his full, heavy load into his mother's pussy and slipped out of her. He was still rock-hard, and again told Todd, "Time to switch off!" Cum dripped from his mother's slot and his knob as he waited for Michelle to lift free of her son's glistening manhood. His mother remained ass-up and Todd moved quick to take advantage. His cock slipped with ease into her, given the amount of semen Luke had left as a lubricant. He took up a rapid, shallow thrusting that had Wanda gasping in moments.
Luke manhandled Michelle into a similar position as his mother and pulled her hips back to the edge of the bed. He plunged into her gaping pussy and wasted no time in picking up his own high-speed piston-thrusting. The king-sized bed again rocked and rolled as the two young studs began to work each other's mother's over with all of the strength and stamina of their generation. In no time at all, both Michelle and Wanda were huffing and grunting through renewed orgasms that coated their lovers' lances with thick, frothy pussy juices. They looked at each other. Michelle, Wanda saw, was grinning wide with a dreamy look in her eyes. She was in a personal heaven. Wanda wondered what Michelle saw in her face. The same sort of lust? Or maybe a look of submission, because that was how Wanda felt. She was giving herself over to the lusts of these two young men, their sons. And she was having the time of her sexual life. Frank had never given her two orgasms in a single session, and now, as Todd's manhood worked her over again, Wanda was about to cum for the third, or maybe forth time that evening.
"Ooooohhhhhh, fuuucccckkkk!" Wanda surprised herself by yelling as her body exploded on Todd's powerful piston. "Aaaaaahhhhh!" she added as she buried her face into the mattress. It felt to her as if she was pissing herself, such was the flood of juices that leaked from her with every thrust of Todd's rod into her. He pounded her hard, one last time, and Wanda felt his throbbing cock spit into her. He was cumming, adding his load to her son's deep inside her womb.
"Cuuuummmminngggg!" Todd growled. Luke reached out to high-five his across his mother's back, celebrating the seeding of his mother.
"Ooohh, fuck! My turn!" Luke grunted a moment later as he began to fill Michelle up with his heavy, thick cream. Wanda marveled at her son's stamina, and recovery power. Within a half an hour he had loaded her up, and now added a second load into Michelle's body. She wondered if all young men could repeat so quickly, and frequently.



Suddenly, Wanda's vagina was vacant as Todd pulled free of her gripping vagina and stumbled out of the bedroom. Luke wasn't far behind, as both young men headed for the kitchen and beers. Wanda rolled onto her side on the big bed, to be joined by Michelle a moment later. They both stank of spent semen and dripping cunts. Neither spoke for some time while they gathered their faculties about them.
Michelle twisted around until she had her head in the pillows. Wanda joined her after another minute. Their near hands touched, and then fingers intertwined. They had something in common now. They were sisters in flesh and sin. "Well, Wanda? How was that?"
Wanda turned and looked at her friend. "I never imagined..."
Michelle laughed. "I think I said the same thing, after my first orgy." Michelle rolled over and pulled Wanda's mouth to hers. They kissed, though Wanda was reluctant. Michelle left it short. "You'll relax in time," she added before rolling out of bed. "I'm going to grab a quick shower and then get back into that hot tub. Care to join me?"
After a few minutes of indecision, Wanda did join Michelle, first in the shower and then in the hot tub. Todd and Luke joined their mothers in the tub, with beers served all around. Todd snuggled up with Wand, and Luke with Michelle. There was little small talk, and after a while, Wanda watched as Michelle straddled her son and began to ride him.
"Let's go out onto the patio," Todd whispered into her ear. "Leave them alone to enjoy themselves." Todd led Wanda by the hand and once he had her under the stars, he pulled her to him and kissed her deep. She felt his cock throbbing for her, against her, and she went to her knees. Wanda took her young lover into her mouth then. Five minutes later, they lay in a sixty-nine under the summer night sky, pleasuring each other with their mouths and hands. Thirty minutes later, Todd's roar echoed through the trees and between the cabins as he again launched his semen deep into Wanda's vagina.
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Chapter 46
Cynthia's Tales -- Part 3
Hayes Beach ran along Pacific side of the spur of land that formed the south end of Regal Bay proper. The spur, little more than a rocky outcropping, ran a bit more than three-quarters of a mile, starting at Van Winkle Park. Hayes Beach was very secluded, located nearly at the tip of the spur, and its sands only stretched about the length of a football field. Getting to the beach, one had to walk along the rough trail after parking at Van Winkle Park. For these reasons, it became the perfect place for the libertine locals to sun bathe in the nude.
Cynthia Price enjoyed going out to Hayes Beach in the summer months. As a matter of fact, any time it was warm enough for her throughout the year, she might be found lying under the sun in only her birthday suit. At times her son would join her, at others a girl-friend or two could be seen lying out beside the beautiful blonde professor. Her favorite times wee when she could lie under the sun's radiance alone, without the distractions that came with being naked in front of others. Not that it had ever been an issue for her.
On this day, Cynthia had journeyed out shortly after ten. It was mid-week, and the weather report called for an overcast, grey day, with the chance of afternoon showers. It was 75 degrees by her car's digital thermometer when she parked, and the sun was out, though clouds could be seen building over the Pacific to the south. With a beach bag in hand, Cynthia set out for Hayes Beach, dressed in a light summer dress, walking shoes, and a wide-brimmed floppy beach hat. She noticed that there were no other cars at that end of the lot, where the beach goers usually parked. She'd have the strand of sand all to herself, for at least a while.
Carrying her beach bag, an orange and white carry-all that had her sun screen lotion, a large beach towel, her pocket purse with phone and ID, and sandals, Cynthia made her way along the rough-hewn path that wound down from the lot onto the base of the spur. For the first hundred yards or so, the path ran along the east side, facing the bay. She noticed a few jet skiers running up and down the calm waters of the bay, as well as a couple of small sailing skiffs. She followed the path to where it branched, and took the westerly route, up and over the top of the spur towards the Pacific Ocean. As she peaked, the gust of wind from the ocean nearly tossed her hat away, but she grabbed it before it got away.
As Cynthia started down towards the sands of Hayes Beach, she took notice that she would have the entire length of the narrow beach to herself, at least for the next few hours. About halfway along, where a large rocky finger jutted upward near the crest of the spur, Cynthia dropped her bag and began to shed her clothing. Within moments, the blonde, big-breasted middle-aged beauty was standing in the warm morning sun nude for all the world to see, and appreciate.
Following a semi-ritual of hers, Cynthia took a few moments to stretch, bending and lunging, until she felt ready to enter the choppy waters. She wouldn't be going in too deep, as she wasn't the best of swimmers even in a pool, let alone in the ocean waves. She went in just up to her naval and then returned, until she waded along ankle deep in the warm ocean waters. A single jet ski rider had ventured out of the bay and was now jumping the waves like a dirt bike racer. She paused to watch for a moment, and then continued on.
Cynthia walked along north towards the point, and then back south. On her next stroll north, she saw that the rider of the jet ski had beached the small craft a few hundred feet away. Again she paused, and noticed the rider approaching on foot. He was now as naked as she was, and his manhood swung noticeably between his thighs as he neared. The closer he came to her, the stiffer it grew, pointing the way.
"Great. Another guy thinking this is a hook-up beach." She stood in the ankle-lapping water, waiting and watching. As he neared, Cynthia thought she recognized the man.
"Professor Price!" The man waved, and as he neared she in fact did recognize him. He was Miguel Dominguez, a former student of hers and the son of her colleague, Dr. Yasmina Dominguez.
"Miguel? Is that you?" she asked as he drew up to stand in front of her. She couldn't help but take in his handsome, almost Antonio Banderas like features. Not to mention the seven or eight inch cock that sprang erect from his thick, dark pubic forest.
Miguel reached for her hand and in pure Latino fashion, he bowed and gave the back of her hand a light kiss. "At your service, Ma'am," he said. He released her hand and took a step back, his eyes running down her body and back up, his smile widening as he went.
"So good to see you, again," he said with a grin and wink.
"I don't think we've the pleasure," Cynthia smiled, her own eyes taking in his physique. His body was evenly tanned, as was her own, showing that he also spent time at Hayes Beach. His manhood, fully erect and aimed into her belly, was a good 7 or 8 inches, with a long, veiny shaft and dark knob. She could feel her nipples harden and tighten on her breasts, and was sure Miguel took notice, since his eyes were locked onto them.
It wasn't usual for people to have public sex on Hayes Beach. In fact, Cynthia had only participated a handful of times over the years, and even then, it had been at night. It was even rarer for a couple to engage during the morning hours. This would be one of those rare days, Cynthia realized as neither of them seemed to have much to say. She brought her eyes up to meet his, and after a moment to take in his deep brown eyes and sly grin on his lips, Cynthia stepped close and he pulled her mouth to his.
As Miguel's arms went around her shoulders, Cynthia felt the point of his cock press into her belly, just above her pubic mound. Their tongues engaged as his hands ran down her sides. Their bodies drew tighter together as his arms wrapped around her waist, and her breasts smashed against his hairy chest. Her nipples hardened against his flesh. He rolled his hips and his cock slipped downward. She parted her thighs and it stroked across her slot.
"Hhhmmmm," she sighed into Miguel's mouth. She stroked his thick head of dark hair. He grabbed hold of her ass and pulled her tighter to him. She pulled her mouth from his to catch her breathe. Miguel dropped to his knees before her, and then lower still. He pulled her to him and began to kiss the tops of her thighs, and then across the mound of her pubic bone.
"Oooohhh, Miguel!" Cynthia cried as his tongue flicked out and began to attack her clit. She stepped a bit wider apart and he ran his mouth down her pussy. She felt his tongue open her labia and then begin to stroke through her folds. "Aaaahhh!" she moaned into the breeze. She continued to stroke his hair, looking down at the younger man as he serviced her with his mouth. She had not come out to Hayes Beach with the intention of having sex, and rarely did. Miguel, however, was insistent. The way his tongue worked her pussy displayed that.
Cynthia's pussy was leaking within minutes, and Miguel was devouring every drop. She began to sway and swoon, and asked, "Are you that hungry, or would you like to put that prick of yours to work?"
Miguel pulled out of her crotch smiling and replied, "I think I'd like to replace my tongue with my cock, yes."
"Lay down," she ordered him. Miguel followed her direction and lay across the soft sand, just feet from the rolling waves. His cock stood upright from the forest of his pubic hair as Cynthia moved to straddle him.
"You got my pussy fired up, and now it's time for you to do something about it." She dropped to her knees and reached between her thighs to take his cock in hand. Lining herself up, she pushed down, taking him in. It took her three tries until she had Miguel's entire length inside her pussy.
"Oooohhh, yeeaahhh!" Miguel moaned as her pussy took control of his cock. Cynthia was quick to begin fucking herself upon is post, picking up a good rhythm that had her ass cheek popping against his thighs with every plunge downward. "Ooohh, god, so good!" he added. He had her hips in his hands as if to guide her pace, but it was obvious to him that she was in charge.
Cynthia leaned forward and let her heavy breasts swing in his face. Miguel found her c-cups with his hands, and then pulled a thick nipple into his mouth as she continued to rock on his lap. "That's it. Suck that nipple, baby," she sighed. She sat upright and Miguel followed until he was seated in the sand, his mouth still attached to her right tit while she rode his cock steadily.
After a few moments, Miguel fell back and Cynthia planted her feet into the sand to either side of his hips. She reached back and in a crab-like pose, began to work her cunt up and down his cock, giving him a wide-open view of her pussy gobbling up his dick. She stopped and began to run her pussy fore and back, stirring him within her juices. Miguel reached between her thighs and began to run her clit with his thumb. Her pussy twitched around his shaft and leaked a bit more cream. She returned to fucking herself upon his prick, in complete control as well as enjoying every inch her Latin lover had for her.
Cynthia's thighs began to burn from the exertion and she looked down into Miguel's eyes, seeing anticipation and exhilaration in them. "Take me from behind," she told him.
"It will be my pleasure!" Miguel excitedly announced. Cynthia eased herself from his manhood, momentarily joined by a long strand of creamy girl-goo that dripped from her gaping hole to the tip of his prick. She went to her hands and knees beside him, and Miguel moved like a man on fire to take up position behind her raised, ample ass. His hands grabbed hold and pulled her back to him. His slickened cock pushed back inside her warm grip with ease to the very root, until his heavy balls pressed against Cynthia's hard clit.
"Now fuck me, you bastard!" Cynthia demanded over her shoulder. "Fuck me like you mean it!"
With a powerful forward thrust, Miguel buried himself to the root within Cynthia's damp and eager cunt. "Ohhh, fuck!" she groaned. "Yeeaahhh!" he roared triumphantly. Miguel's fingers dug into her ass flesh and he began to drive hard and deep into her, taking her in the eternal, primal fashion.
Cynthia's hands dug furrows in the wet sand as Miguel rocked her on his cock. Her mouth hung open, her breasts hung below, and her clit sparked with every slap of his scrotum. Her orgasm was very close within seconds. She fucked back against him, meeting his thrusts with her own. The breeze picked up and the tickle of sand drying across her back fought for her attention, but Cynthia was concentrating entirely on the pulsing of Miguel's powerful young cock working her over. She looked back at his fine Latino features and saw his face screwed up tight, fighting for control. Still he pummeled her with long, deep strokes.
Miguel suddenly stopped thrusting and bent forward. He reached beneath her and cupped he left breast in one hand while planting a series of kisses across her shoulders. His cock throbbed within her but refrained from spilling its thick cream. Cynthia wagged her butt but let her young lover regain what little control he had left. She turned her face to his and they kissed, however awkwardly, for a handful of seconds before she began to rock on his post once again. Miguel, huffing for breath, pushed up and as Cynthia fucked herself upon him, he began to return the favor.
"Aaahh! Aahh! Aahh!" Cynthia groaned as Miguel's manhood sent her pussy into a quivering climax. She tossed her head back and howled, "Ooooohhhhhh!" while working her hips side to side and up and down, getting his piston to slam against every inch of her hot interior walls. Her entire body vibrated as Miguel rushed towards his own release.
"Oooohhh, Goooddddd! Uuunnngggghhhhh!" Miguel suddenly growled. His fingers dug in deeper to her hip flesh while he pushed his pulsing, spitting cock head hard against her cervix. White hot cum splashed her inner depths as he released his load into her welcoming vagina.
Cynthia reached between her thighs and grabbed hold of his hanging balls. She squeezed and felt them throb with every jet of semen into her. She rolled them in her fingers until he slipped out of her, spent. She caught Miguel's spent rod and found it coated with her cream and his. She rubbed the mess across her belly as Miguel dropped to his ass in the sand behind her. Cynthia rolled onto her side and looked back at her young lover, a wide grin on her face matching his.
"Well, that was an unexpected pleasure," she told him. "I don't usually come out here looking to get laid."
Miguel shrugged. "I don't usually come out here at all. But I saw you and had to stop."
Cynthia moved to him and cupped his chin in a hand. "Well, I for one am glad you did." She kissed him briefly. "I wouldn't mind getting to know you a little better, Miguel."
"Even better than this?" he asked with abroad smile.
Cynthia replied by lowering her mouth to his spent cock and giving it a lengthy, open-mouth kiss. She cleaned it of their combined creams and then returned to kiss him. Miguel welcomed her sticky lips to his. She had hoped he would. When their mouths had parted, Cynthia said, "I would like to see you again, in a more private setting." She retrieved he cell phone from her carry-all and handed it to him. "Put in your phone number. I'll give you a call this evening. Let's see if we can work something out, shall we?"
Miguel did as asked, and recognized that he was also being dismissed. "I look forward to getting to know you, Dr. Price."
"Cynthia, Miguel. After all, we've just made love on the beach. I think that puts us on a first-name basis."
"Cynthia, it is." Miguel stood up and looked towards the spot where he'd left his jet ski. He saw another figure, obviously a man, further from the shore towards the rocky peak of the spur. He had a large hat on and was sitting on a large boulder, watching them. "I think we've got company."
Cynthia turned and gave the figure a look. "It is a public beach, Miguel. Voyeurs are to be expected if you want to fuck in the sand." Still, Cynthia didn't like to be watched by unknown, uninvited individuals.
"I've got to get going. I work tonight." Miguel leaned in and gave her a brief kiss on the forehead. "I will be available after ten tonight, if you'd like."
Cynthia, still looking towards the observer, replied, "We'll see, Miguel." When she looked back at her Latin lover, he was already jogging slowly down the beach towards his jet ski. She watched him until he had pulled on is shorts and climbed aboard. As Miguel roared away towards the point and the inlet to the bay, he waved and she returned it.
Cynthia lay for a few minutes after Miguel had left her in the sand, the trickle of Miguel's semen still leaking from her slot washing a bit of the sand from her crotch. Reluctantly but necessarily, Cynthia went back into the surf to wash off, both the sand and the semen from her body. She knelt down and splashed the warm Pacific water across her shoulders and breasts, both in need of a fresh coating of sun screen lotion.
"That was a very good show, Dr. Price!" Cynthia turned towards the voice and saw the older man walking her way. He was very familiar to her. Kurt Steiner said, "It's too bad I missed the first act, as it were," as he walked through the surf towards her. His Bavarian accent was just a little thicker than she remembered from around campus that morning. The tall beach umbrella sticking up from the shoulder back slung over his shoulder and the large brimmed safari hat he wore were the only things Cynthia noticed, other than the length of his flaccid penis as it swung with each step. She'd heard that the Art History instructor was gifted, and the rumors were correct.
"So, Professor Steiner. How long have you been out here?" Cynthia stood up and made her way onto the beach. Kurt diverted and joined her at the point where she'd left her belongings.
"Just long enough to hear our Good Lord's name used in the most sinfully enjoyable manner," he grinned. Kurt was a self-declared lady's man, and yet never seemed to want for a date. Cynthia knew his story well, although not personally. Kurt had a reputation about campus, one that seemed to match her own at times. She knew that he was often seen with Gloria Van Winkle, or one of her sisters-in-law, yet he didn't limit himself to that trio of promiscuous older ladies. Kurt seemed to have a wide range of women at his beck and call, from young students to the most mature of the faculty. Cynthia knew him to be in his mid-fifties, though at times he could act older or younger. It all depended on the situation, she guessed.
Cynthia dropped to her knees in the sand and retrieved her bottle of lotion. "May I be of assistance?" Kurt offered. He, too, knelt down, and before she could answer either way, he had taken the bottle from her and was pouring the creamy lotion into his hand.
"Thank, you," she uttered as he began to work her shoulders. He not only lotioned her up, but began to work her muscles with a gentle massage as well. It felt very good to her and she sighed, relaxing just a little, under his spell.
"My pleasure, young lady," he replied. "Your flesh is awfully hot. You may be on the verge of burning."
"I can feel it," she replied. "I was just about to head out, in fact."
"Nonsense!" Kurt exclaimed. "The day is just beginning. We've the entire beach to ourselves, it would seem. Surly you haven't a thing on your docket this afternoon. Allow me." Kurt retrieved his shoulder bag and pulled the umbrella from the side pouch. He popped it open and majestically stuck it into the sand, tilting it to provide shade for Cynthia where she knelt.
"That should protect you for a while," he grinned as he next retrieved a bottle chiller pouch from the bag, along with two sturdy glasses.
"The umbrella will protect me from the sun," Cynthia smiled sarcastically. "But what will protect me from you, Prof. Steiner?"
Kurt popped the cork on the bottle, a champagne she noted, and he replied to her accusation with a with a hearty laugh, even as he poured the two glasses full of champagne. She accepted hers when offered.
Cynthia took a sip, watching his eyes with hers. His remained on hers, without roaming across her naked body. She liked that. "I don't usually go for public displays of sex," she informed him.
"No, I should think not," he grinned. "Usually, you enjoy a young stud of Miguel's caliber in the confines of your office, or your home." Kurt tipped his glass to her and drank. Before she could reply, he added smugly, "Oh, my dear Dr. Price. It's well known about campus, at least in the knowing circles, how you gather the information you use for your papers. After all, what sociologist doesn't perform experiments with living, breathing, and sometimes grunting, subjects?" Again, he grinned.
"I don't think I like your tone, Dr. Steiner," Cynthia said. "How I choose to live my life is my business. What I do with my experiences, again, is my business."
Kurt laughed and waved a hand in surrender. "Please, child, don't get me wrong. I absolutely adore you and your work. I want nothing more than to wish you the best in all of your endeavors." Neither spoke for a few moments. Kurt drained his glass, and Cynthia followed suit a moment later. With a glace towards the sea, Kurt asked, "Would you like to go for a swim?"
It wasn't what Cynthia had been expecting. "Why not?" she replied after a moment. They danced across the heating sands into the surf and waded in until they were shoulder deep. Both Kurt and Cynthia then swam along the shore, never going too far out. They let the waves push them back to the shore, and then rode the current back out, enjoying the sun and surf for nearly an hour. Their conversations ran along the lines of their work, the university, and the upcoming school year. Although both were totally nude, standing before each other at times, Cynthia grew quite comfortable with her older colleague. His eyes didn't seem to linger on her breasts, or pubic region, overly long. In fact, she felt her own lingering on his magnificent manhood much more than she liked, even though she liked what she saw.



"I'm sorry, but an old man such as myself needs to rest from time to time!" Kurt called to her from the beach as she started back into the surf. A few minutes later, however, Cynthia did join Kurt. He had laid out both of their beach towels, side by side, beneath the shade of the umbrella. He had retrieved a large bottle of water as well and was drinking from it as she walked up. This time, she watched as his eyes never seemed to leave her body. She accepted the bottle of water and as she drank, Kurt stood and offered her the towel.
"Please, my dear. Relax and enjoy this wonderful day."
"Thank you," she replied. "You know, Prof. Steiner, if I didn't know better, I'd think you were trying to seduce me with all of this Bavarian charm of yours."
Kurt laughed again, and shook his head. With his arms spread to convey his innocence, though the grin on his face belied that, he replied, "My dear! What could possibly give you such thoughts?"
"Well, for one thing," Cynthia said, and with a calm gesture of her own, pointed towards his growing manhood. For the first time that day, it was awake and in something other than a flaccid state. "There is that."
Kurt took a look between his legs, and with a chuckle said, "He does have a mind of his own!"
"I don't need to be psychic to read his little mind!" Cynthia retorted. Neither said anything for a moment, with her eyes glued to his manhood as it slowly grew ever thicker, longer, and erect. She laid back onto her elbows as she watched and before she knew it, she'd drawn her knees up and apart. Now she saw Kurt's eyes on her, and they were fixed between her thighs.
"I think you could probably read my mind now, as well," Kurt sighed as he lowered himself to the sand. He settled near her feet, between them as Cynthia parted them a few more inches. His gave were into her folds, and hers were on his face. She was grinning, enjoying the spell she was casting over him. He looked like a ravenous wolf in that moment.
"You look hungry, Prof. Steiner," Cynthia said with a voice dripping with seduction. "Why don't you feast?"
"I don't mind if I do," he replied happily as he lowered himself further between her thighs. A moment later, after only a pause to admire her vagina up close, Kurt planted his mouth to her sex and began to slowly work his tongue through her salt-water flavored pussy. Kurt stretched out until he was lying full-length between Cynthia's legs, his cock pressed into the sand beneath him. As his cock began to grow in the grip of the warm sand, he wiggled his hips to dig a comforting trench to stretch into.
Meanwhile, Cynthia slowly brought her feet back and knees up until she had her pussy rolled up to give Kurt better access to her entire length. Cynthia enjoyed a man who knew how to eat a pussy, and Kurt was definitely a connoisseur of cunt. He wasn't forceful, stabbing at her hole with his tongue or chomping down on her clit like many of her young, inexperienced lovers. Instead, Kurt let his tongue slide across and between her folds, gently sucking each of her labia and her clit, but not any harder than to set them tingling. He would stop tonguing her at times and lightly kiss her, from inner thigh to inner thigh, from her lower belly to the bud of her anus. He blew his warm breath across her damp crotch, making her shiver. And he pressed his mouth to her in a deep, French-kiss, that had her juices leaking onto his tongue so thickly that he had to swallow time and again.
"Oh, Jeezus, Kurt!" Cynthia sighed. "You really know how to treat a girl." Her entire crotch was vibrating, on the edge of an orgasm. "Don't stop! Oh, sweet mother-fucker! Don't stop!" For the second time that bright summer morning, Cynthia began to cum upon the tongue of a lover.
Kurt swirled his tongue around and around her clit for a moment, and as Cynthia's back began to arch, he sucked hard. Her entire pussy entered his mouth. The labia, the clit, and even her vaginal opening was pulled between his lips as he sucked harder.
"Ooooohhhhhh, fuuucccckkkk!" Cynthia shouted. She slammed her hips down and then back up against Kurt's face as her orgasm explode. His hands held tight to her butt, keeping her pussy planted firmly against is mouth. His tongue stabbed high into her cunt and began to flutter about, driving her orgasm on. "Aaaaaahhhhh!" she cried out. It had been some time since she'd cum so hard from a thorough licking.
Cynthia's hips were trembling, the flesh of her belly and thighs shivering, when Kurt raised his mouth from her vagina. He gave her face a glance, satisfied that he had indeed pleasured her to the utmost of his abilities. He backed out of her valley and gave her vagina an appraisal as well. The sight of her gaping, drooling slot made his cock throb in the grip of the warm sand.
Cynthia panted, "Christ! I hadn't cum that hard in ages." She tilted her head up to look at him and saw the wide, cum-smeared smile on the Art Professor's face. He looked very satisfied, just like the cat who had caught the canary. "Now I see what Gloria Van Winkle sees in you."
Kurt pushed up to an elbow, still between her thighs, and replied, "Gloria does enjoy a good tonguing."
"I'll bet she's not the only one, either," Cynthia laughed. She let her head fall back onto the beach blanket and took a deep breath. Kurt's hand began to caress her leg, from calf to knee to inner thigh. She shivered again.
"I do have a reputation, don't I?" Kurt laughed. His lips touched her flesh a moment later, just above her slit and clit. He kissed through the small triangle of her pubic hair, upward to her naval. Again, she looked at him. She instinctively knew where he was headed. It was only natural.
Kurt pushed up to his knees between hers and asked, "Can you hand me that bottle of water, please?" Cynthia turned her head to find it and handed it to him. She watched as Kurt poured some out, across his cock to wash away the sticking sands. He gave himself a few strokes to ensure that he would be adding an abrasive to their next act. Cynthia had never felt a desire for her older colleague, even after all she had heard about him and his sexual prowess. He didn't fit in with her normal, if it could be called that, tastes in men. He was easily twice the age of any of her current lovers, in fact. Nearly old enough to be her own father, and she had never had any attractions to her father. And yet, as she watched Kurt prepare himself to enter her, she could feel excitement building in her chest. She knew that she would have to spend some time thinking about this turn in her sexual course, but that would wait until later. As Kurt moved above her, she reached up to wrap her arms around his neck.
"Are you planning to fuck me, Professor Steiner?" she asked innocently, with as much of a school-girl charm in her voice as she could manage.
"My dear, that is for you to decide." Kurt's mouth found hers and they kissed.
Cynthia felt his cock-head nudge at her vagina, and with only a slight twist from him, he aligned. She moaned into his mouth, "You'd better, you old bastard!"
Kurt grinned and resumed kissing her. He rolled his hips and her labia parted around his knob. "Oooohhh!" Cynthia moaned, pulling her mouth from his as he thrust into her smoothly, until his entire, full length was buried to the hilt within her vaginal grip. "Aaaahhhh!" she exhaled as Kurt pulled back, his knob held just outside her opening a moment before he again plunged into her.
"Christ, yes!" Cynthia grunted as he again filled her. This time, he held himself deep and rocked his hips, working his thick post around inside her. She could feel him touching every sensitive spot deep inside, and when he started to pull back, she worked her muscles to grip him as tightly as she could. She could feel every bulging vein along his shaft as he pulled free, again holding his knob against the outside of her hole for a moment. Cynthia worked her muscles again, in effect giving Kurt's cock-head a kiss wither hole. She could see the effect on his face, hovering above hers. His eyes opened and he grinned. He then thrust into her and began to fuck her with long, steady strokes that had her vibrating towards another orgasm in no time.
Kurt was a skilled and experienced lover, more so than most of her lovers, Cynthia knew. Only her son David could match Kurt, and only because he had been he pupil for many years. Kurt knew nothing of her and yet seemed to know everything. He knew how to draw out her orgasm by changing his tempo. He knew how to twist his hips to bang his cock against the most electric of her inner triggers at the moment they most needed it. And he knew how to vary his rhythm to match her needs.
Cynthia had three orgasms on Kurt's manhood before she felt the first heavy throb of his cock. He was up on his hands now, his hairy chest pushed up away from her rolling tits as he worked his hips between her thighs. Both lovers were covered with sweat as the temperatures on the beach began to rise along with their frenzy. She had her eyes locked to his, and recognized that she had been ignoring this side of sex for too long.
Kurt suddenly moaned, "I'm going to cum," as his thrusting began to grow erratic. Cynthia recognized the meaning behind his warning. He was asking her if she wanted his load inside her or not. Few men were that considerate in Cynthia's experience. Kurt was again showing a maturity in love-making that Cynthia had neglected to explore for too long.
Cynthia pulled him down to lay atop her. As she brought her mouth to his, she hissed, "Inside me." She grabbed his tight butt then with her hands, and after a few more deep, ragged thrusts, Kurt began to grunt and jerk. Cynthia sucked his tongue into her mouth and gently bit down on it as his cock pulsed within her. She felt the tell-tale warmth as his semen began to flow and paint her womb white. She wrapped her legs around his hips and pulled her hands to his shoulders. She held the older man tight within her bodily grip until his cock had long since finished spitting and grew flaccid in her vaginal grip.
Kurt was panting heavily when she allowed his tongue to go free. She was suddenly worried that the old Art Professor might have a heart attack then and there. She released her legs and a moment later his spent manhood slipped from her. She leaked out onto the beach blanket beneath her butt. Kurt rolled to his side beside her and reached for the bottle of Champagne. He drank straight from the bottle, and then handed it to her. Cynthia sat up and drank deep as well, nearly draining the bottle. When she brought it down she noticed that they no longer had the beach to themselves. There were at least a dozen others enjoying themselves around them, though none were engaged in sex.
A young couple splashed along the waves some thirty or forty feet away from where they sat were the nearest, and didn't seem to be paying them any mind, either. Cynthia did notice an older couple a little further up sitting in the sun, as naked as everyone else, and when they noticed her looking their way, the woman gave a wave. They were too far away for Cynthia to see if she knew them or not.
"That was a marvelous, and totally unexpected delight," Kurt told her finally, after they had sat in silence for some time. "I was not expecting such a workout this morning."
Cynthia looked at him. Again, he had that Cheshire Cat grin on his face. She wondered if he looked this smug and arrogant after every roll with a woman. If it hadn't been for the fantastic orgasm he'd set off in her, Cynthia might have gotten mad. Instead, she playfully slapped him.
"I think I can echo that," she told him. Again, she turned her attentions to the surf and the others now enjoying the summer sun on their naked bodies. The young couple were now walking hand in hand thigh deep in the surf, and his cock was now at half-mast. They would be fucking soon, Cynthia imagined. Her pussy tingled at the thought of watching them, and more of Kurt's seed dribbled out. She wondered if they had watched any of the love-making Kurt and she had enjoyed. Cynthia gave Kurt a look and took in the fact that he could easily be mistaken for her father. The idea was strangely fascinating to her. It was also frightening.
"I need to rinse off," she told Kurt. Cynthia turned to him and gave Kurt a quick kiss. "I'll be seeing you, I hope." She jumped up then and jogged into the surf. She didn't look back for some time, instead she waded out until the waves were making her breasts bounce. She reached between her thighs and worked her fingers along her slot, cleaning out Kurt's semen. She didn't look back until she felt clean, and when she did, he was gone. He had taken his umbrella and back, but the large beach blanket remained in place. She stayed in the surf for a few more minutes, dropping to her knees a few feet from shore and letting the waves crash around her. It had not been her intentions for the morning to have sex on the beach. It rarely was. And yet she had. Twice. And it was just after noon she noted as she returned to the blanket and checked her phone.
Kurt had started something working in the back of her mind. She would have to start looking towards the older men of Regal Bay, the ones who had desires for their daughters that were going unfulfilled would be the best candidates, she imagined. Maybe husbands, or fathers, of some of her fellow Matrons of Regal Bay. Cynthia realized that, in the years since she had taken her son as a lover, she'd been neglecting nearly half of her field.
On a whim, Cynthia made a call. Ten minutes later, as she carried her belongings along the path back towards her car, her phone rang. "Hello. Mrs. Van Winkle, it's so good of you to return my call. This is Dr. Price, from the university, and I have a request to make of you, if you are available this afternoon?"
That evening, Cynthia began research into a new study: The Modern Sexual Viewpoint of the Greatest Generation. Her notes began with a three-hour long interview with the absolute Matriarch of Regal Bay. That night was an eye-opener for Dr. Cynthia Price.
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Xiao Li's Tales – Part 1
Yau Xiao Li and her husband Yau Gang waited in the baggage claim area of Portland International Airport, having flown down from Seattle, where they had passed through immigration. Xiao Li and Gang had only recently arrived in the United States from their native Hong Kong. For both, it was their first trip away from the Oriental City-State in more than thirty years, when each had been students abroad. Xiao Li and studied at the University of Washington, whereas her husband had worked in Seoul, South Korea. They had met in Hong Kong International Airport while awaiting the tram, and discovered that not only had they come from the same neighborhood, but that they had a mutual attraction. Though Gang was three years older, they both had likes and dislikes that were similar, and while riding the crowded and noisy tram not only did they continue with their conversation, but they made plans to meet again.
Eighteen months later, they were married. Their daughter Yau Xia was born a year later, and two years after that came their son, Yau Jian. It was their son whom they awaited in the baggage claim area. Xiao Li and Gang were relocating to Regal Bay, to live with their son and daughter-in-law until they could establish their own home. Though neither had work waiting, for both were now retired after many years working for the Government of Hong Kong in one capacity or another, Gang was eager to find a new life in the growing city his son had bragged about for many years. Xiao Li, on the other hand, knew what awaited her, for it was because of their grandchildren, and her daughter-in-law's return to work after their birth, that the Yau's were coming to America. Xiao Li would be taking care of the young infants, just fifteen months apart, while Vania returned to her job in the City Services Department.
"Father! Mother!" Xiao Li turned around to find her daughter-in-law, Vania, approaching them, her long arms held wide. The younger woman, a Japanese-American girl their son had met at UCLA, embraced Gang first, and then her. "So good to see you again!"
"As it is with you," Gang replied. He was still getting used to the idea of his son marrying a Japanese girl, let alone an American-born Japanese girl. Gang was an old-school traditionalist, and might have approved of his only son marrying a Chinese-American girl. Vania, the daughter of a retired U.S. Navy officer father and Japanese school teacher mother, met none of his desired qualifications. However, in true Chinese fashion, Gang never showed his disapproval in public. For Xiao Li, it was quite the opposite, as she always delighted in Vania's positive energy and excitement.
"Where is Jian?" Gang demanded as he began to load their luggage onto a cart. "He was to meet us."
"Jian sends his apologies, Father," Vania said. "He was called to a faculty conference this morning and was unable to make the drive up. He is truly saddened he could not be here."
"I was expecting my son," Gang reiterated as he loaded the last of his and his wife's luggage. Xiao Li admired her husband for a moment, watching him toss the baggage onto the luggage cart. He seemed a bit different in America for some reason than he had back in Hong Kong. He was 61, nearing 62 that month, and looked it. Yet he moved different in that moment, stronger and more fluid, Xiao Li thought. That all went away a moment later when he started grumbling under his breath, spitting out a long string of obscenities in their native tongue while rubbing his lower back. He looked his age again in Xiao Li's eyes.
"It's fine, Vania," Xiao Li smiled and patted her daughter-in-law's arm. "He is a gruff after long flights," she added of her husband. "This is really mild, as he slept most of the way across the ocean. We visited Italy some years ago and he was in a rage nearly the entire stay in Venice. Really, he will be fine."
"So, we have to ride in your car all the way?" Gang asked as he followed Vania and Xiao Li out into the sunshine and across to the parking garage, pushing the cart along.
"I rented a mini-van," Vania explained. "It will provide plenty of room for you to stretch out in back, Father, should you like."
"A mini-van!" Gang grumbled. Yet, when he saw the actual size of Vania's rental, he was impressed. It was easily twice the size of a standard van in Hong Kong. They loaded up the luggage in back, and with Vania driving and Xiao Li accompanying her in the front, Gang was indeed able to stretch out his legs, and by the time they were on Interstate 5 headed south, Gang was snoring.
"He really hates to travel," Xiao Li told Vania. They shared a gentle laugh, and then settled into catching up with each other. They stopped for gas and lunch an hour later, leaving Gang sleeping as they went inside the Subway, Xiao Li's favorite American restaurant. They brought Gang back a foot long Chicken Teriyaki sandwich and a bottle of Coke for when he woke up, and hit the road, cutting over to the coast and Highway 101 for the remaining two and a half hours of their trip. Although living in Hong Kong nearly all of her life, as they drove along the coastal highway Xiao Li still marveled at the beauty of the Pacific Ocean on her right, and the splendor of deep green forests and tall mountains to her left. The sun was bright and she needed her sunglasses most of the time.
Gang woke up long enough to grumble about being hungry, and then ate the sandwich Xiao Li handed him in silence. He was back asleep soon after. They stopped one more time for a bathroom break at a scenic overlook, where Gang wandered off up a trail into the forest. It took then nearly an hour to find him and get him back into the van to continue their journey.
By the time they arrived in Regal Bay, both Vania and Xiao Li were exhausted, yet Gang was ready to get to work, settling into their new home. Vania and Jian had purchased a two story home near the campus, but to the south, away from the business district that catered to the student body as well as the local population. Although not part of the Elegant Estates neighborhood, the home nevertheless was of that upscale style. It fronted Freemont Blvd, however, and getting out of their driveway to head north was problematic during the morning hours. Sure enough, both Jian and Vania worked north of their home.
Jian was waiting for them when they arrived, and greeted his parents warmly, his father first, before his mother. He could be a traditionalist when he wanted to, Xiao Li admired. "I am so pleased to have you in my home!" Jian told his parents as they entered. It was not the first time his parents had been to Regal Bay, so there was no need for a tour.
Gang told his son, "I want to be finished with this unpacking before dinner, Jian," as the two dragged the luggage in from the van. Although Vania helped, Gang barely acknowledged her. Meanwhile, Xiao Li went to visit with her grandchildren in their bedroom upstairs. Tia, her 19-month-old grand-daughter, was sleeping in her bed. Xiao Li paused to admire the little girl, a smile on her face that broadened when she heard Kai giggling in the crib under the window. Xiao Li went to her grand-son and picked him up. She kissed and hugged the boy, whom she had never before seen in the flesh. She and her husband would have the next room to the children's, complete with their own bathroom which adjoined the two rooms. In fact, the space her son had allotted for them within his home was nearly the same amount of space Gang and Xiao Li had lived in for the last twenty years in Hong Kong. With the rest of the home, and the spacious backyard, it was as if Xiao Li and her husband had come to live in a palace.
With 4-month old Kai in her arms, Xiao Li wandered through her new home. Back downstairs, she paused to look into her son and daughter-in-law's room, a suite on the first floor opposite from the large living room. With two stairways, one on each end of the upstairs hallway, she could do laps of the house each day, Xiao Li thought, in keeping with her personal exercise regimen. She looked out across the backyard from the family room, taking in the many shade trees surrounding the stone patio and fire pit. Jian had decorated the entire backyard in a traditional Chinese style, she happily noticed, knowing that Gang would be very pleased. Her husband enjoyed spending so much of his time out of doors. "Being one with nature," he always said, "helps one be one with the universe." He was always happiest when unconfined by the walls of a home. Xiao Li knew that her husband would be happy in Regal Bay, and so will she.
The evening was pleasant, with the family enjoying a traditional Chinese-American buffet at the Beijing Palace restaurant near the mall. Gang was his usual pleasant self in public, but once home began to again grumble about the quality of food he was going to have to suffer over. "Well, dear husband, I'm not about to cook for you every meal just because you are so finicky!" Xiao Li teased him as they prepared for bed. It was well past their usual bed times, even given the time differences between Hong Kong and Regal Bay. Whereas Gang had nodded off every chance he had over the last twelve hours, Xiao Li had been too excited. Now it was hitting her all at once, and yet her husband was feeling his oats.
"You have paid me no attention in weeks, Yau Gang!" Xiao Li moaned as she tried in vain to shy away her husband's hands. "I am very tired and need to sleep if I am to watch over the little ones in the morning."
Gang still managed to push her night dress up and her panties down. As he maneuvered into position, he reminded her, "This will be the first time to make love in America. We will have on every continent then."
As her husband's penis began to press into her, Xiao Li corrected, "But not Antarctica, ooohhhh!" Her husband filled her with his manhood and began to hump atop her. As it is every wife's duty, Xiao Li accepted her husband and allowed him to work to completion. It lasted less than five minutes. He slipped out of her before she even began to enjoy it, an all too common occurrence over the last decade of their marriage. As her husband settled into the mattress beside her, Xiao Li straightened out her clothing. Even though she had not worked very hard, and in the traditional missionary position what was there for her to do, Xiao Li found herself now fully awake. Gang, on the other hand, was snoring minutes later. She reluctantly rolled out of bed and headed for the bathroom.
After, and still not feeling drowsy, Xiao Li decided to walk the quiet halls of the house. She checked in on the children before heading down the stairs. She had the desire to walk outside, onto the back patio, to enjoy a few minutes of the warm Pacific breeze. As she passed through the kitchen, she took note of the time on the clock as 11:18pm. It was then that she thought she heard giggling, or maybe grunting, coming from the family room.
"Jian and Vania are probably watching television," she thought to herself. Interested, she headed that way, only to come to a stop the moment she looked into the darkened room. Lit only by the light coming from the television, Xiao Li saw her son and his wife engaged in carnal activity. She had no doubt, as both were naked. Vania was in Jian's lap, and the two were in the sofa. Vania had her head back; her long black hair released down her pale back, and was riding up and down on Jian's lap. By the angle she was at, Xiao Li could make out her son's large balls beneath Vania's butt as she rose up. She saw the glistening wetness on her son's shaft as it emerged from Vania's black-furred pussy. And she saw her son sucking hard at the young woman's small breasts.
Xiao Li wanted to leave them, after all they were husband and wife engaged within their own home, but she couldn't force herself to move. She had never before watched two others make love, not in the flesh, and this was not only new to her, but the idea of having sex in anyway other than lying in bed, the man atop the woman, was foreign to her. She knew that there were other styles of love-making, of course, and yet she had never seen, nor participated in, these acts. Gang was too traditional for anything new and racy. And so, Xiao Li found herself entranced as she watched her son and his wife having sex in their living room.
Vania was moving atop her son, up and down very quickly. Xiao Li heard, "Ooohh, yes! Oh, fuck!" come from her daughter-in-law's moth, over and over. At times, Vania would stop moving and just sit in Jian's lap, twisting her hips. Xiao Li could not imagine what the younger woman was feeling; it was also foreign to her. And yet as she stood in the darkness watching, Xiao Li began to feel something between her thighs.
Startled, Xiao Li realized that what she felt was her own had, which seemingly of its own accord had slipped into her underwear. A finger, her own middle finger, was stroking her nub, which had grown very large. She pushed a little lower and felt the dampness. "What is this?" she muttered to herself. Yet Xiao Li held her hand where it was. She even gave her bulging clit a harder rub, and a jolt of pleasure rippled up through her. She almost moaned, but held back, her eyes going to her son and his wife fearfully. All it would take would be for either to turn and look her way and she would be caught. Try as she might however, Xiao Li could not make herself back away from the scene.
Vania had resumed fucking herself upon Jian's manhood. At times Xiao Li got a look at her son's face and saw his eyes shut tight and his mouth open. Vania would lean in and kiss him hard for a moment before returning to enjoying herself upon his cock.
"In my mouth, Jian!" Vania cried out suddenly. She leaped from her husband's lap then and as Xiao Li watched, the younger woman dropped to her knees and wrapped her hand around Jian's glistening cock. Xiao Li was able to take full measure of her son's manhood in that moment for the first time, and noted sadly that her son was much better endowed than his father. He must get that from my side of the family, she mused.
Vania grinned up into Jian's face and said, "You know we don't need another child." With that said, she opened her mouth wide and gulped Jian's throbbing cock down. She stopped less than halfway down when Jian began to grunt loudly, and as Xiao Li watched unbelieving, and trembling excitedly as she worked her bulging clit with her middle finger, her daughter-in-law began to drink his semen.
"Oooohhh, yeessss!" Jian sighed as his seed flooded his wife's accepting mouth.
"Ooohh, aaaahhh!" Xiao Li gasped, not only at the sight before her taking place, but at the climax her fingering had brought on in that moment. She forced her free hand to her mouth, hoping that neither had heard her. Apparently, neither did, as Vania continued to gulp upon her husband's manhood.
Vania enjoyed the taste, texture, and feel of hot semen on her tongue and in her mouth. She gulped down every drop her husband fed her and continued to suck until she had every drop of his ball juice in her belly, warming her. She had an insatiable craving for semen, fresh from the tap as it were, regardless of whose tap it was. Her vagina belonged to her husband, as agreed, but her mouth was always open for the next cock to come along. Jian just couldn't keep up with her cravings.
With the last of her husband's seed settling in her stomach, Vania let his withering member drop from her lips and hand, and then pulled his mouth to hers. They kissed deeply for several minutes on the sofa, and as they did, Xiao Li finally backed away into the darkness. As she slipped through the kitchen as quiet as she could, she noted the time. It was now 1:03am. She'd been watching her son and daughter-in-law make love for nearly an hour and a half.
As quietly as she could, Xiao Li returned to the bedroom where she and her husband now resided, slipped into bed alongside his snoring form, and tried to push the sight she had witnessed out of her mind, along with the memories of what she had done. She did finally fall asleep, and when she slept, it was her son's throbbing manhood that invaded her dreams.
***
The next day began as many over the next years would; with Xiao Li up early to attend to the children while Jian and Vania made themselves ready for work. Her alarm awoke her sharply at 6am, and given the jet-lag combined with her fitful night of sleep, Xiao Li was as tired as she had ever been. Her husband was not in bed when she rose, and Xiao Li found him in the backyard standing calmly as the morning sun began to warm the air. It would become his ritual, she knew, as it had been back in Hong Kong. Only here in Regal Bay, the only noise was that of birds chirping and singing, so very different from the rumble of non-stop traffic on the streets below their apartment in Hong Kong.
Xiao Li tended to the children as grand-mothers the world over have across the ages. She was dotting, feeding them as needed, tending to their bathroom needs, bathing them and entertaining them. Despite her fatigue, Xiao Li had plenty of energy to take care of her two grand-children. Gang had spent nearly the entire day out of doors, either in the backyard or walking the streets of their new neighborhood. He had an exceptional skill at being able to find his way without a map or cell phone GPS devise. Since he was a child, Gang would walk the world and map it out in his own mind. He took pride in knowing where he was and being able to get to any place in the world he had ever been, without mistake, no matter how long it had been. So Xiao Li wasn't worried about her husband, even when he missed the lunch hour. It wasn't until their son had arrived home after work that Gang returned, walking casually up the driveway.
Xiao Li didn't encounter her son and daughter-in-law engaged in sexual liaisons again that week, and Xiao Li began to forget about the entire episode by the weekend. Saturday morning saw her up earlier than the rest, and she took the opportunity to attack the laundry. It was that morning that she began to suspect things were ever so slightly off in her son's home.
Xiao Li had separated hers and her husband's underwear from the rest of the family's, to do separately. Gang had a skin sensitivity that required the use of a special blend of detergent and as such she had waited until that morning to do a load. What she found was the numbers of her own underwear, in particular the new panties she had bought before leaving Hong Kong, did not match the numbers that should have been there. One pair each day, so there should have been six pairs, including those she wore on their flight over. Instead, there were only four. She started the washing machine, added the measured amount of detergent, and then dropped in what underwear she had. With the machine running, she started upstairs, looking for the missing articles.
However, Xiao Li was diverted as Tia began to cry. The lost underwear was forgotten for the moment as she took care of her young grand-daughter. By the time she returned to continue work on the laundry, Xiao Li had forgotten all about the lost underwear, assuming that they would show up to be washed eventually. Vania lent assistance later in the morning, as the family rose with the sun and began to enjoy a warm summer's Saturday. Again, Gang went on his own and Xiao Li accompanied Jian, Vania, and the children to the beach for the afternoon. Not surprisingly, Gang showed up walking along the sand in his bared feet, his sandals in hand. He dropped into a crossed leg position beside them in the sand and began to play with little Kai, as if he had been with them all along.
Xiao Li and Vania made dinner that night, a traditional noodle soup with shredded chicken, steamed vegetables, and beer for the adults. That night, Gang was feeling energetic and made love to Xiao Li, again in the missionary position. They kissed deeply, as Frenching for her was always the best part of their love-making. It was about as far from the conservative as they had ever gone. It was why Xiao Li had fallen in love with Gang. He knew how to kiss her the way she liked to be kissed!



As her husband climaxed, Xiao Li recalled watching her son as he had climaxed, filling his wife's mouth with his seed. She pushed Gang up slightly to look at his face as he filled her with his. To her surprise, Gang and Jian shared the same tightly shut eyes and slack-jawed gape as they achieved orgasm. Gang rolled away from her again, with only a brief kiss. It had been his way in recent years, as their age dictated. Neither seemed to have the energy anymore to even embrace afterward.
Xiao Li waited until Gang was gently snoring and then went to the bathroom. After, she made her way down to the kitchen for a drink of juice. Her son and daughter-in-law had gone to bed, though Xiao Li had not expected to find them engaged in the living room again, she had looked in. Disappointed perhaps, she checked on the children and returned to her bed.
***
It wasn't until the middle of the week, Tuesday afternoon, that Xiao Li made her discovery. She would have little Tia to thank in later years, even thought she would never admit to it.
Having fed little Kai, Xiao Li placed him in the playpen set up in the family room, overlooking the backyard. It was shortly after nine, Jian and Vania had left for their jobs, and Gang was finishing up his ritual exercises in the shade of the tall trees in the backyard. Xiao Li watched him for a moment before turning her attention to the housework. At the top of her list for the day was dusting throughout the house, and she began there in the family room. Soft music played from the stereo system, the local pop station that Vania favored, and Xiao Li went to work.
With Kai safe in the playpen entertaining himself as infants do, Tia was allowed to roam about somewhat freely with Xiao Li, though limited to the room she was working in. Completing her work in the family room, Xiao Li checked on Kia and found him on the verge of sleep. She noted that Gang had left for his morning walk, and with Tia in tow, she moved on to the next room.
Jian and Vania had set up a small home office next to the kitchen where a desk and computer had been set up. A tall bookshelf, along with a three-drawer filing cabinet made up much of the remaining space, an area that had been originally meant as a pantry or closet. The room wasn't very big, and moving about would be awkward with little Tia under foot, so Xiao Li sat the toddler at the desk in her father's soft leather swivel chair. Xiao Li went to work and Tia happily began popping the keyboard with her tiny fingers.
"Dada! Dada!" Tia happily giggled after a few minutes, and Xiao Li turned to see a picture of her son on the computer's monitor. Tia was pointing at the screen, and Xiao Li looked to see her son engaging in some form of sexual congress with a woman, not his wife.
"Oh my! What have you done, Tia?" Xiao Li exclaimed. She quickly moved the chair back, and the little girl away from the keyboard. As she did, the picture on the screen rolled and another moved into place. This one had Jian standing behind another woman, both fully nude and his hands wrapped around her to hold her very large breasts. They were in a room, possibly a hotel room, and there were other people around them, also completely naked. Xiao Li did not see her daughter-in-law, however.
"What is all of this?" she muttered to herself as she looked. Another picture rolled up and in it was Vania, on her hands and knees in the middle of a room, with four naked men around her, all with rather large cocks in hand aimed at her. From her smiling lips Xiao Li noticed a long string of white dribbled across her chin. "Oh!" Xiao Li gasped when she recognized that it was semen dripping from Vania's lips.
Embarrassed, Xiao Li quickly tried to stop the picture show. She had a knowledge of computers from her work in Hong Kong and she was able to put a halt to the graphic display. Tia had slipped from the chair and now sat beside the open door to the room playing with a stuffed animal that had been on the desk. Xiao Li pulled the chair over and sat. She stared at the computer for a moment, her mind going in several different directions all at once. What she had just seen was beyond anything she'd ever witnessed. The only conclusion she could make was that her son and his wife were sexual deviants.
And yet, even as she knew she should be angered by this discovery, she was more excited than she had been in many days. Since witnessing her son and Vania engaged in sex, in fact. She realized, also, something else. "Am I wet?" Hesitantly, she reached between her thighs and touched her crotch. She pulled the housedress up and reached beneath. She touched the front of her panties. They were ever so slightly damp. "What?" she gasped. She looked to Tia, who was content for the moment, and then pulled the keyboard closer. She brought up the dashboard and looked it over.
It didn't take her long to find what she was looking for. Her son hadn't hidden his files at all. Why should he? If he and Vania were as open with each other as the photos had suggested, then there was no need for him to hide anything on the computer from her. The folder was right there on the screen, down at the lower left hand corner. It was labeled "Fun". Xiao Li opened it and found several more folders. Some were dated, and of these that she opened, she found dozens of pictures, taken at parties it would seem, where nudity and sex were the norm. Others were of only him and Vania, taken like selfies, in various positions, acts, and places. Xiao Li recognize the rooms of the house, as well as the back patio in many.
"What kind of couple are you two?" she asked the picture she had brought up, taken by Jian as he took Vania in the doggy-style position atop their big bed, the camera aimed at the dresser mirror. The look of ultimate pleasure on Vania's face gave Xiao Li the idea that she was in the act of climaxing when Jian had taken the picture. Vania looked absolutely beautiful and blissful in that captured moment.
The next picture was a large, close-up of a male member, with Vania on the far side smiling wide. Her lips were against the underside, away from the camera, and her pink tongue was out as if she were licking an ice cream. The dark forest of pubic hair at the base of the cock matched her son's color, and Xiao Li assumed that it had been her son taking the picture. Xiao Li took in the sight of her son's large manhood, taking in the details of the ridges and veins. Although she knew it to be Vania, it very well could be a picture of herself as a young college girl, Xiao Li realized. Their hair was very much alike, as were their eyes.
"I could never do that," Xiao Li said to the screen, as if telling her daughter-in-law. Yet, what would it feel like, she wondered? What would it taste like?
After looking through several more photo filled folders, which contained depictions of dozens of young and middle-aged people whom Xiao Li did not know but her son and his wife definitely did, Xiao Li next turned her attention to a document file. She again checked on Tia, who had rolled onto her side while still playing with the stuffed animal. She looked about to fall asleep, Xiao Li thought as she returned her attention to the computer. She opened the document file and found a folder labeled "Observations". It was opened and from the list, which all seemed to be dates, Xiao Li clicked on one that might have been the most recent. It popped open as a word document and Xiao Li began to read. Within seconds, she was both appalled and excited.
She read: "I was not disappointed when I checked on my parents. My timing was perfect. Mother lay on her back with her night dress pushed up. Father had pulled her underwear down and was moving between her parted thighs. I saw her dark pubic hair for the first time in a long time, and my cock grew stiff quickly. And Father pushed into her, I wrapped my hand around myself, imagining what he felt as he pushed his into Mother. I stroked in time with Father. I think I came when Father did. I left quickly to join Vania, and after I told her what I had saw, she was so hot that we engaged on the sofa for the first time in weeks. She drank my cream and begged for more. I gave her more in bed later. I was drained!"
Xiao Li had discovered that her son had yet another sinful side. He had not only watched his mother and father make love on the night of their arrival, but had written down what he had seen the next day! And given what he had written, Jian had enjoyed what he had seen to the point he had to rush off and have sex with his wife in front of the television, the very act that she herself had witnessed! And Vania knew about his voyeurism, and it had made her hot to the point of taking Jian on the sofa. All for Xiao Li to watch and enjoy.
"Oh, what is happening in this house?" Xiao Li again asked the room. She clicked on several more of the entries, in particular one well down the list that seemed to coincide with the last trip Jian and Vania had taken to Hong Kong. What she read disturbed her, and excited her. As she read about how Jian had returned to the knot hole he'd long ago found in the closet of his bedroom, that gave him an unobstructed view across his parent's bed, and masturbated while watching his father atop his mother, Xiao Li realized that her son had been spying upon her, and his parent's sex life, for many, many years. And that he had not only been excited by watching them as a young boy, a teen-ager, but even as a young adult as he had been upon his visit, he found the need to masturbate while watching. Even as she made this realization, Xiao Li discovered that she had been touching herself as she read, with her hand jammed down the front of her panties even, her fingers tangled in her thick pubic bush and stroking her slit. She was wet as she'd ever been, she realized when she hastily pulled her hand free. She looked at her fingers, and they glistened with her cream.
"This house! This place! What is happening to me here?" she begged. Xiao Li quickly closed the files and then shut down the computer. Tia was asleep and she eased the girl into her arms. She found Kai awake in his playpen and replaced his with Tia. Kai was hungry, and Xiao Li wanted nothing more than to get her mind away from what she had discovered. It would not be easy.
***
"What is it, Mother? You seem distracted, even preoccupied." Xiao Li and Vania were preparing dinner, and Vania had noticed that her mother-in-law was not her usual steady self when chopping the vegetables. Usually, they were very uniform in size and shape. However, this evening they were very haphazard and irregular. Not that Vania cared, as they were all going into the stew pot together.
Forcing a smile, Xiao Li lied, "I think the jet-lag is hitting me finally. I haven't been sleeping well."
"The children have been too much, have they? If you need for me to take a day off tomorrow, to give you some rest, I will be more than happy to, Mother." Vania patted her arm warmly.
Xiao Li shook her head. "That will not be necessary, dear Vania. Maybe I will go to bed early, though."
"I have some sleeping aids, should you like?" Vania offered.
Again, Xiao Li shook her head. "Thank you, but no. I shouldn't have much trouble falling asleep tonight." Xiao Li knew, however, that again that was a lie.
Despite her earlier idea, it was well after ten before Xiao Li made her way to bed. Gang was sitting out in the backyard with her son, the two drinking as they conversed. Vania was taking care of the children, giving them baths in her master suite's huge tub. Xiao Li had helped get the two stripped and into the tub, and had to hold back a gasp as Vania stripped bare right with them and climbed into the tub. Xiao Li got an eyeful of her beautiful young daughter-in-law, and quickly left the room. For Xiao Li, the openness of her son and daughter-in-law about sex and nudity was almost overwhelming. Combined with the discoveries on her son's computer, the memory of that first night began to return to her mind more and more often.
Xiao Li stripped out of her day clothes and pulled on her sleep dress. Beneath, she wore panties and a t-shirt style bra. Stepping out of the bathroom and into her bedroom, Xiao Li imagines that she could feel herself being watched. She paused and looked around, finding no one, but also wondering where it was that her son had been able to watch them from. Had he watched them again, just a few nights before, she asked herself. Quickly, she climbed into bed and pulled the sheet over herself. She turned out the bedside light and lay quietly, listening. It was peaceful, though she could hear Vania and the children directly below. In that moment, the image of a naked Vania entered her mind, followed by the naked form of her son.
"Leave me in peace, please!" she quietly pleaded. For many long minutes, perhaps even as long as an hour, Xiao Li lay trying hard to bring sleep on, and yet only finding images of her son, of Vania, and what went on between them in this house.
With images dancing in her head of what Xiao Li had seen on her son's computer, it was no wonder that she rolled onto her back and lay in bed with her right hand wedged between her ample thighs, and pressed to her heated vagina. She wished her husband would awaken, to roll atop her and service her need. Her hand had slipped into her panties and she found that she was wet and ready for him to penetrate her. Her middle finger curled and entered her, and she imagined that it was her husband's penis slipping inside her, working within her. No, that wasn't true. Not in that moment.
"Oh! What?" Xiao Li suddenly gasped. She ripped her hand from her crotch, from beneath the covers, and brought it to her chin. It had not been her husband who had filled her mind just then, but her son, Jian. It had been his face she saw, above her smiling, as she pushed a finger into herself. It had been his penis she had imagined sliding between her folds to penetrate her. And she had cum! Her pussy had spasmed and cream had flowed onto her finger. She brought it up to her nose and smelled herself. It was true. It was her familiar scent. She knew it well, from licking it from her husband's fingers after he'd worked her into a frothy frenzy. Xiao Li licked her finger then, as she always did for her husband. And again, the image came to her of her son, Jian sliding his damp, dripping finger along her lips, just moments before climbing between her thighs to drive his manhood home.
"No! This cannot be!" Xiao Li muttered, almost crying with despair as she fought back the images of her son, his long cock waving between his legs, dripping with his wife's juices, in that moment before he erupted and Vania engulfed him, accepting his thick cream onto her tongue, into her mouth, and...again, it wasn't Vania she saw in her mind, but herself! It was she who was taking her son's load upon her tongue. It was she, his mother, who drank from his penis, who swallowed his hot semen, who warmed to the feel of having her son's most sacred seed flood her belly. And it was she, Yau Xiao Li, who climaxed as the ideas and images flowed through her once again.
Xiao Li lay trembling on the bed, beneath the sheet, not realizing that she had once again stuffed her hand into her underwear, and curled two fingers now up into her vagina. She had given herself an orgasm, all thanks to the unwanted and sinful images that had filled her mind as she lay in bed. "Oooohhh, what is wrong with me?" she sobbed, and began to cry as she rolled to her side, curling up like a babe. She fell asleep with tears streaking her cheeks and dampening the pillow beneath her head, yet her hand remained where it was.
***
Xiao Li fought with her emotions time and again over the course of the remainder of the week. During the days, while she tended to the children, she fought back the urge to slip away into the little room, to sit at the computer, and delve once again into her son's secret life. She avoided going in even to dust, and made sure that the door was closed at all times, for fear that little Tia would again mistakenly bring up the pictures of sin her son and his wife engaged in. During the evenings, it took all of her resolve to engage with the young couple, as the very same images returned to her mind time and time again. The look of lust on their faces, of primal passion, of pure enjoyment. These were emotions that Xiao Li realized were all too foreign to her. And she realized that with each passing day she wanted nothing more than to experience what they had.
Vania had made appointments for her children to be seen by their doctor, routine check-ups, for Friday and as such she had taken the day off. Xiao Li had yet to apply for her driver's license, as she and Gang were still awaiting their appointment with the Immigration and Naturalization Services. Although she was fully capable of driving a car, until they could get all of their documentation in order, she and Gang would be at the mercy of their son and daughter-in-law to get around.
"Would you like to join us, Mother?" Vania asked as she readied little Kai for his trip to the doctor, dressing him in a warm onesie, even though it was nearing eighty degrees outside. "You've been cooped up in this house all week, taking care of the children."
"No, thank you, Dear," Xiao Li replied. "I will get a few more things done and then maybe sit outside with Father."
"Okay, then. We'll be back later. I think I'll take them for a walk along the boardwalk after," Vania told her. "Maybe treat them to an ice cream."
"That would be nice," Xiao Li smiled. After seeing them off, Xiao Li found herself at the door to the little office. She realized that, for the first time since coming to America, she was completely alone in the house, as Gang had left on his usual walk and shouldn't be back for some time yet. Secure in the knowledge that she would not be discovered, Xiao Li slipped into the home office, and yet closed the door behind her. She sat in the chair, brought up the computer's desk top icons, and then found what she was looking for.
Xiao Li opened the "Observations" folder once again and skimmed down the list. She discovered that there was one new entry, dated two days before, Wednesday. She opened it and read.
"I watched mother as she changed her clothes. Again, I am fascinated by the awesome sight of her naked crotch and her large, dark triangle of pubic hair. I do wish Vania would relent to letting hers grow out, if only for me to take pictures of. I have yet to see Mother masturbate since coming here. She used to back in Hong Kong, and I watched her so many times as a boy. I hope she hasn't stopped. Watching her and Father make love last week brought back so many of my boyhood memories. I wish I could feel what Father feels what he is atop Mother. I want to feel her wrapped around my penis as I pump into her!"
Xiao Li felt herself warming to the words her son had typed. She reached under her house dress and once again pushed her hand down the front of her panties. The idea of her son watching her masturbate had made her wet, and she liked that it had. She read on.
"I can only imagine the joy in wetting down such a thick bush as Mother's with my tongue, until the hair was all matted back to finally expose the pink gash of Mother's pussy. I want to taste her cream on my tongue. I want to feel her pussy quiver as I lick out her juices. I want to hear Mother squeal in orgasm as I lick her, just like Vania and her mother do. I know I can make Mother cum with my tongue. I only need the chance. Maybe, someday soon."
"Ooohh, Jian!" Xiao Li moaned softly at the thought of her son licking her where her finger now was. It had been many years since Gang had done that for her, and she'd forgotten the pleasures it had brought her. So many years ago, before ever her son had been born. One-handed, Xiao Li clicked out of the journal-like folder and brought up the pictures she'd seen. It didn't take her long to find one that suited her needs. On screen was her son, his face pressed between the spread thighs of a woman who was not his wife. His mouth was against her crotch. His eyes were smiling, matching those of the woman, an older white woman, whose vagina he was orally servicing. And Xiao Li wanted in that moment to be that woman, spread out on the floor of some cabin apparently, with her son's mouth pressed tight to her pussy, and his tongue pushed high inside her.



"Oooohhh!" Xiao Li suddenly moaned. Her fingers were dancing across her labia and clit, and as they did, and as she looked at the picture of her son on screen, she climaxed. "Aaaahhh!" she sighed. She humped her hips in the chair, grinding against her hand as her cream flowed. It was warm and thick, and coated her fingers quickly. She felt her panties dampening beneath her butt, and then she knew where her missing ones had gone. Jian had taken them. It was the only explanation.
Coming down for her self-induced high, Xiao Li logged off of the computer and took a moment to regain her composure. He mind raced with fears, mostly imagined but some very real. She had just made herself cum to the image of her own son between her legs, and she'd done it purposefully. And she wanted to do it again.
Leaving the office behind, Xiao Li went to her son's bedroom. She looked around, trying to imagine the sexual delights Jian and Vania had experienced within those walls and atop that big bed of theirs. Xiao Li sat on the edge of the bed, feeling it give under her. She sighed and lay back, looking up at the slowly spinning ceiling fan. She didn't realize that she had pushed her hand into her crotch again until she began to feel the tingles. She didn't stop, and soon brought herself off again.
"Oooohhh, Jian! Jian! Jian!" she moaned as her pussy quivered around her wiggling finger, stuck high inside her. "Fuck meeeee!" she sighed, surprising herself for even saying it out loud, and yet the words added an extra kick to her orgasm that had her roll over. She continued to finger herself, now with two jabbing away, as she humped her hips up and down into the mattress, her face pressed into the bed covers as she climaxed again.
"Aaaahhh, Jian!" she sighed one last time as her orgasm peaked and her body trembled. It would be some time before Xiao Li was aware of where she was, and when she did, she quickly rolled from the bed and straightened both herself and the covers up. Rushing back to her own room upstairs, Xiao Li found that the crotch of her panties was soaked in her juices. She stepped out of them and tossed them into the clothing hamper in the bathroom. She paused, looking at them as they lay in a tangled ball. Without a thought, she picked them back up, spread them out, and laid them across the top as if in presentation. With a sinful thought in mind, she then carried the hamper down to the laundry room and set it beside the hamper from her son's bathroom. She had no idea why she had done it, other than she wanted to see what reaction she might get, given their dampness and aroma.
Forcing herself to leave the bait as it was, she returned to the kitchen, poured herself a glass of tea, and made her way out onto the patio to enjoy the sun and await the return of her family. She didn't realize until much later that she'd neglected to put a fresh pair of panties back on.
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Chapter 48
Ursula's Tales -- Part 3
The dog days of summer had come to Regal Bay in the form of a heatwave. Temperatures had gone up to the mid-nineties during the day, and dropped only into the mid-seventies during the evening. Even along the coast, where a cool breeze coming off the Pacific usually helped, the winds had been blowing out, and they were only light wisps. Air conditioners were running hard keeping the population cool in their homes and businesses, and providing a little extra work for those in the business of repairing and maintaining the units.
Ursula's house had a central air unit, and had for years run without issue. As it so happened, no sooner had the heat settled in for the week did the unit in her home begin to act up. It was still blowing cool air, just not quite as cool as it should. Her father had checked out the system and told her, "Your compressor's running fine, but I think it's in need of a re-charge. I'll call a repairman."
Ursula had not yet talked with her father about her one-time affair with her son. She had never held secrets from her father. She had asked him over that afternoon to have a talk with him on this very subject, but when he took notice of her A/C issues, the subject never came up. After he had left, Ursula went to her room to lie down. She had nothing left to do that afternoon, and with Freddy working over the summer at the Golf Club full time, Ursula had the house to herself until he came home for dinner. Unless he decided to hang out with friends. Or pay Pamela Walker a visit.
Ursula knew about her son's affair with Pamela, a woman Ursula once thought of as a friend. Since Pamela had told her about her affair with Freddy, Ursula had seen the older woman in a different light. She refused to answer or return calls from the woman. Her hostility didn't come from those facts, however. Ursula knew that her issues with her former friend stemmed from the fact that she had then seduced her own son into her bed. Ursula had never considered an affair with her son until Pamela had suggested it, even hinting that she herself was bedding her own son Johnny, and enjoying it. Had it not been for that seed planted in her mind, and the drinking she had then done, Ursula would never have made love to her own son. Nor would she have enjoyed it so much.
Ursula couldn't understand her feelings for her son. They were nothing like those she directed towards her father, and yet both acts were identical in the eyes of the moral world. She was having an incestuous affair with her father, and had been for twenty years. And now she had had incestuous relations with her son. They were equal in sin, and yet so very different in her mind. She loved her father, deeply and dearly, as any daughter should. She had always seen her sexual relations with him more as a duty, to ease his pain at losing her mother so many years ago. Ursula had never seen their love-making as anything else.
By contrast, when she had made love to Freddy, there was something completely different in her heart. She loved her son as any good mother should. However, in the heat of passion, she didn't love him in that way anymore. She lusted for him. She craved him, even now, so many weeks later. And she often went to bed hoping that Freddy would come to her and take her. She wasn't about to bring it up with him anymore, and she wished that they could go back to the way they used to be. Except when she felt the cravings deep in her belly. It was pure lust, she recognized. Nothing she had ever felt with her father. It was Freddy that made her want to sin, and as a result, she did everything she could to prevent it from happening.
Even as these thoughts again flowed through her mind, Ursula settled into her bed atop the sheets. The ceiling fan spun and pushed cool air across her body, relaxing her. She had stripped out of her shorts and t-shirt, and wore only a red one-piece under garment. It was cool on her skin, and made out of light linen. With the house so warm of late she often wore only underwear to bed. Not to tempt her son. She made sure she never let him see her in such a state of undress. She didn't want to tempt him in any way, for she didn't like the thought that she'd be unable to restrain herself. She rolled onto her side and slipped off into a welcome nap.
Ursula awoke, not knowing how long she'd been asleep or what had awakened her. She looked at the clock on the nightstand and saw that it was nearly 7 pm. She rolled over and found Freddy standing beside her bed.
"Oh! Freddy! You startled me," she said. And then she noticed that her son was standing a few feet away, and that he had dropped his work trousers and underwear down around his knees. In his right hand he held his cock, and it was stiff. "What the hell?" she gasped when she realized that her son had been standing over her, jacking off as he watched her sleep.
"Freddy! What are you doing?" she asked as she sat up. "How long have you been there, doing that?"
Freddy held his ground, and continued to slowly stroke his cock. "I'm sorry I woke you. I had to, you know. It's been so long since we did it," he explained. "I want to make love to you again, Mom."
"Oh, Freddy," Ursula sighed. "We can't. We shouldn't even be thinking about it. It's wrong and we both know it." Unfortunately, even as she said the words she knew she was melting. Her eyes locked to her son's hard cock gave that away.
"I think about it all the time," Freddy admitted. "Do you? Do you think about what we did?"
"Yes, Freddy. I do. And I'm ashamed that we did what we did." She tried to keep her eyes on his face, but his moving hand kept distracting her, drawing her eyes back to his manhood. She wished he'd stop it and pull up his pants. She wanted to tell him to get out of her room, but the works wouldn't come.
Freddy took a deep breath before asking, "Do you masturbate thinking about me? I do, thinking about you, Mom."
Ursula looked up at him then. The innocent look on his face made her heart beat heavily in her chest. He was so handsome, so desirable, she admitted. She realized that she wasn't so much as made at Pamela for what she had done, but jealous that she hadn't been the first to do it. In that moment, Ursula felt the needs within her begin to boil. She wanted her son as a lover, and there was nothing she could do to change that.
Ursula reached out and touched Freddy on the hip. She looked up and said, "We can't be doing this all of the time. We can't let your grand-father know."
Freddy said, "We'll be careful, Mom," as he took a step closer to her. He let go of his dick and a moment later his mother's hand replaced it. He sighed as she stroked him slowly. "I won't tell anyone, either," he added.
"As long as your grand-father doesn't find out," she repeated, and then leaned forward to take her son's cock-head between her lips.
"Ooohh, Mom!" Freddy moaned as she began to lick across the tip of his knob. She began to stroke him, holding his head in her mouth. His cock grew harder in her grip.
Ursula began to bob along the length of her son's dick, taking a few inches into her mouth before sliding back, her lips tight around his shaft. When she felt the ring of his crown at her lips, she dropped her jaw and took him in once again. His cock grew hard and thick, and in just a few minutes Freddy was rocking his hips, and panting for breath. His hands were on top of her head, gently guiding her along his shaft. She wanted to finish him off, to taste his semen on her tongue on feel it warm her belly after swallowing, but she also felt her vagina throbbing, eager for attention.
With a final lick, Ursula pulled off Freddy's manhood and looked up at his face. "Take your clothes off," she whispered. Freddy stepped back and began to strip quickly. Ursula watched her son's saliva-damp cock wag and wave as he moved. As he finished, she stood up beside the bed and looked at him. She didn't say anything. Freddy knew what to do. He stepped up and took hold of the straps on her one-piece. He pulled them down her arms and as the garment fell away, she stepped out of it. Now she was as naked as her son was, with her heavy breasts hanging from her chest, her thick nipples erect and eager for attention, and her dark-furred triangle that hid her sex dripping, dripping with desire.
Ursula looked up at her much-taller son and asked in a trembling voice, "Do you love me, Freddy?"
Freddy smiled. "Yes, Mom. I love you."
"I don't mean, do you love me as your mother." She stepped up closer and placed her hands on his chest, atop his pectorals. She looked into his eyes. "I mean, do you love me as a woman, as a lover?"
Freddy paused, as if considering her question, and then leaned in and kissed her full on the mouth. It was a lengthy kiss, and she began to melt even more, before he pulled back and answered, "Yes, Ursi. I love you as a woman, a sinfully desirable woman." And then he pulled her mouth to his once again and kissed her deep, his tongue pushing between her lips to find hers. They were no longer mother and son as they stood, naked in her bedroom, kissing so very deeply, but man and woman, lovers.
When their lips parted finally, Ursula sat on the bed and then as she watched her son slowly stroke his hard cock, she rolled onto her back and settled into the pillows. She parted her legs slowly, still watching her son, whose eyes went to the valley between her thighs. He crawled onto the bed and between his mother's spread legs. Freddy looked at the dark triangle, neatly trimmed but very thick, and thought about talking her into cutting it down. He could see a slither of her pink slit buried in the hair, but he wanted to see more. That could wait until later, he told himself.
His mother's breasts were huge for her size, and fell to each side of her chest as she lay looking up at him with expectant, lust-filled eyes. Her dark nipples were hard and pointed, and Freddy wanted to suck each into his mouth and chew on them for hours. That would come later. He had a need, a hunger that needed taken care of, and he thought that she did, too. The look on her face told him as much as he knelt between her legs stroking his cock.
Ursula wanted to tell her son to jump on, to stick his dick in her, to fuck her, but she couldn't bring the works out. She couldn't say anything. She could only watch his hand move along his shaft and wait, open and inviting, for him to come to her. She knew that this time it was different. There was no alcohol involved, for either of them. She was willingly inviting her son to make love to her, to fuck her in her own bed. She was giving herself to her son and becoming his lover, and even as she wanted to say the words, she still couldn't. Not yet.
Freddy didn't need his mother to say anything. He was a young man, horny, and overwhelmed with lust. He had been watching his mother and her father have sex for years, and had finally taken that sinful next step just weeks earlier. He knew his mother wouldn't reject him, not anymore, not given what he saw in her face in that moment. He could feel the lust she had for him, and it matched what he felt for her. His cock throbbed in his fist then, and he knew it was time.
Freddy moved closer to his mother, until he was able to feel her pubic hair tickle the tip of his cock. He leaned forward more, pushing deeper, until her felt the damp heat of her slot. He stroked his cock up and down her length, and she moaned under his touch. With his free hand, he rubbed her pubic mound before pulling her dark hair up. Her hips rolled slightly, causing his knob to press against her opening. Her mouth fell open and she moaned again. Her eyes met his, and he pushed.
"Ooooohhhhhh!" Ursula groaned as her son penetrated her. She felt her walls open and accept him in, and as his cock slid into her, she began to tremble with fear and excitement. She pulled her knees up and back, giving herself fully to her son. She was far from being a virgin, and yet she felt as if her son was ripping her open. He was thick, as thick as her father was, and yet she was very tight around him. He had to stop and retreat twice before he was able to slide completely into her. In that moment, she felt her son's heavy scrotum pat her anus, and her orgasm washed thought her.
"Aaaahhhh, Freeeeeddddyyyyyy!" she cried out loud. "I'm cuuuummmminngggg!" Her body vibrated on the bed beneath her son as he fell into a steady, fast thrusting rhythm, working her spasming, gushing pussy over with his hot rod of flesh. She had forgotten how wonderful her son felt inside her. She would not forget again.
Freddy looked down into his mother's face as he pressed his hands into the mattress to either side of her shoulders. Her eyes were closed now, though her mouth still hung open. She was huffing with every thrust of his into her, and he was going to town, fucking her with quick, shallow thrusts. He had found that Pamela enjoyed this style and now he was treating his mother to the same. Her cunt walls gripped him tight, much tighter than he had remembered her being. She felt good beneath him, and he would not be giving her up any time soon. He had waited so long for this day, for the day his mother become his lover.
For several minutes Freddy drilled her with his wonderful cock. Ursula had cum upon his entry, and now she fought to regain enough of her faculties to enjoy what her son was doing to her better. She looked up into his eyes, seeing them full of lust for her, and that in of itself made her very nearly climax again. She'd never seen that look in her father's eyes. He had always been seeing her mother when he took her. Not so with Freddy. Freddy was seeing her. As his hips ran back and forth, driving his cock like a car piston, she began to lovingly caress his flanks.
Freddy reached up and took hold of her left breast. He squeezed the heavy, fleshy orb, never slowing his hips as he did. He pulled and squeezed her nipple before letting that tit fall free and turning his attentions to her right globe. Again, he worked her nipple with his fingers. This time, when he released it, he lowered his mouth to the tit and sucked the nipple into his mouth.
"Oooohhh, yeessss!" Ursula moaned. Freddy's hips slowed slightly as he suckled upon her tit. Her nipple was pulled deep into his mouth and she felt his rough tongue flicking across it, making it all the more sensitive. "I like that. That feels good," she sighed.
A moment later, Freddy let her tit fall free and he sat back, kneeling between her knees. He continued to drive in and out of her, but turned his attention to her legs. He caressed up and down them, even lifting her feet high above his shoulders. He kissed each of her calves as well as the bottoms of her feet. She liked it very much, and again told her son.
Freddy released her legs and she curled them around his hips to lock him in place as he continued to fuck her. She could feel her next orgasm rapidly building and told her son, "I'm going to cum, again! Keep fucking me, Freddy! Oh, god yes! Keep fucking me!" Her body again started to tremble and her pussy started vibrating. Her cream flowed around her son's penis, and a moment later, she cried out, "Aaaaaahhhhh! Freeeeeddddyyyyyy!"
Ursula's latest climax was just as overwhelming as her first had been. Her head spun from the wave of pleasure that flowed through her. She began huffing for breath, again in time with the thrusts of her son's cock. A long, deep moan rolled from her chest as she rode out her orgasm.
With his mother's body convulsing around his manhood, Freddy felt his own control lessening. His cock was throbbing hard within her trembling vaginal grip and he could feel his semen boiling in his balls almost painfully. "Aaahhh, Mom! I'm going to cum!" he croaked.
Ursula had heard her son's words but didn't realize what he was saying until she felt his hot seed flowing into her body. She felt his cock pulse again, and another jolt hit her as he pushed more of his potent semen high into her belly.
"No! Freddy, no! Not inside me!" she cried out, but it was too late. She tried to push her son away, to release his spewing cock from her body, but couldn't. Her belly warmed and she could feel his seed being planted deep within her. The fear of getting pregnant racked her mind even as she enjoyed the after-glow of her orgasm. She knew the odds were very slim, and yet she was still a fertile woman. Her menstrual cycle continued, and she knew that her father could never get her pregnant. He'd had a vasectomy many years ago, just in case. Ursula, however, wasn't protected. She'd never had the need to be.
"Oh, god, Freddy," she moaned as his cock pulsed one last time before slipping out of her. "Ohhh, please, no," she sobbed. She could feel his warm seed leaking from her and she pushed, trying to force even more out of her body. Freddy had dropped to lay beside her, panting heavily is his own after-orgasm state. Ursula rolled away from him and off the bed. "I have to take a shower," she told him, but also herself. She felt his semen dribbling from her as she rushed to the bathroom. He had dumped quite a bit inside her, she realized, to have so much leaking out. Once in the shower, she used the hose-end head to wash out her vagina as best as she could, forcing warm water up inside to douche herself out, to clean her son's seed from her body.
Afterward, while toweling herself dry, she made plans to visit her doctor. She hadn't lost her desire to have Freddy as a lover, but she needed to be protected. She would have to get on the pill for the first time in her life, if this was going to be a regular event.
"Get a shower," Ursula told her son as she returned to her bedroom. She let the towel fall away and as she selected fresh clothing, she said, "Let's go out to dinner."
"What are we celebrating?" Freddy playfully asked as he stood.
Ursula turned to face her naked, handsome son. His cock hung limp, yet she felt a craving for it once again. "What do you think we're celebrating?" She stepped up to him, took his limp cock in hand, and while giving it a playful stroke, she pulled his mouth down to hers. After the kiss, she released his cock and answered, "We're celebrating the start of a new chapter in our relationship." With that said, she started dressing. Freddy, with a wide grin on his face, headed for the bathroom and his own shower.
***
The next morning, Freddy found his mother lying in her bed gently sobbing. He had already gotten ready for work, and had wanted to tell her good morning after the night they'd shared. He had slipped quietly into her bedroom and closed the door behind. As the latch clicked, she rolled over to see him. Her eyes were puffy and red, and her cheeks damp from tears. She was dressed in a pale off-yellow half night gown and panties. He could easily make out her nipples beneath the material, and his crotch tightened ever so slightly.
"What's wrong, Mom?" he asked and eased to her side upon the bed. "Why are you crying this morning?"
Ursula sat up in the bed and replied to her son, "I don't know. It's nothing, and it's everything." She sobbed some more, and Freddy wrapped an arm around her, pulling her into a hug. He waited for her sobbing to ease.
"What can I do?" Freddy asked softly. He gave the top of her head a kiss.
Ursula shook her head. "There's really nothing you can do, Freddy. It's all on me. I'm the cause of all of my own problems."
"What problems? You've got a good job, a nice house, and people who love you."
Ursula looked at her son then. "That's just it, Freddy. The people who love me, who truly love me and make love to me, are my own father and son. And that's just wrong somehow. We shouldn't be doing what we're doing, Freddy. You're my son. And my father, well, I shouldn't be doing what I do with him, either. What will people think of me? That I'm sick, that's what!"



"No, they won't," Freddy insisted. "You know that we're not the only ones doing it," he added. "Johnny and his mom Pamela, you know about them. And I know Tim and his mom do it, too. And a few others that I've heard about."
Ursula had stopped sobbing and looked at her son. "I had no idea," she admitted.
"I know that a few other guys have done it with their moms, or aunts, or even grandmas. Apparently, it's not all that uncommon around here. And there are all kinds of rumors about the Van Winkle family."
"I had no idea," Ursula repeated. She stood up and walked over to the window. She pulled back the curtain and looked out. To the left, catty-cornered from her backyard, Annie Strauss's house and yard could be seen. In fact, in that moment, Ursula saw Annie walking along a hedgerow. Ursula had known Annie for years, and yet knew so little about her. She was aware of the rumors about the Van Winkle family, but had never known her neighbor to be all that close with the rest of her clan. Ursula knew that Tim often visited with Freddy, and she'd seen him looking at her from time to time. Did Tim have that kind of lust in him, she wondered? Was Tim and Freddy of the same mold? And Johnny Walker? And others?
Freddy had come up behind her as she looked out the window. His hands went to her shoulders and gave her a gentle squeeze. A moment later, he was massaging her shoulders and neck, and it felt good to her. Ursula closed her eyes and let her head roll forward, relaxing under her son's spell.
After a few moments had passed, Freddy whispered into her ear, "Why don't you lay down? I'll rub your back, to help you relax, okay?"
"I'd like that," she replied as she moved to the bed once again. She sat on the edge, looked up at her son for a moment, and then rolled onto her belly, cradling her head in her arms against the pillow. She closed her eyes and felt the bed give under his weight as he settled beside her.
"Maybe you need a real vacation," Freddy suggested. "You haven't gone anywhere or done anything this summer." He began to work on her shoulders, ever so gently, pressing the flesh and kneading the muscles beneath. He could feel her start to relax already.
"We haven't got the money to go anywhere," she told him. "This house, my car, it all adds up, you know." Ursula enjoyed the feel of her son's hands on her flesh. Her father never did this for her. Freddy had been rubbing her back and shoulders for some time, since he was a young teen-ager. Only recently had she learned his reasons hadn't been completely innocent. She could only imagine the cheap thrills her son had got from touching her, and after, taking care of himself in the privacy of his bedroom, or the shower.
"You don't need a lot of money to take a day and drive up the coast," Freddy said. "Or down to visit Aunt Beverly in Redding." Beverly was her father's sister, and lived with her family on a farm outside of Redding. Freddy, Ursula knew, had a thing for her cousin Susan, who was eight years her junior. Susan was a cowgirl and rode horses in shows across the west. Ursula admired her cousin and often wished that she had the same skills, as well as natural good looks that her slim, blonde-haired and blue-eyed cousin did.
Ursula turned slightly and gave her son a grin. "You just want to see if you can get into my cousin's jeans, don't you? Now that you've managed to get into mine."
Freddy laughed. "What makes you think that, Mom?" He didn't deny it, though. She settled back into the pillow to enjoy her hands, which had started down her back, after bunching her night-shirt up to her shoulders.
"It's alright that you do, Freddy," she told him. "I understand you better, now. Susan's a beautiful woman. I can see why any young man would be drawn to her."
Freddy didn't reply. Instead, he continued to work his mother's back with his hands, moving steadily lower, until her was using his thumbs in the small of her back, while his fingers stroked the tops of her buttocks. "I like that," she sighed. Freddy caressed her lower back and upper butt with his hands, and then ran them in circles around her hips. He began to roll her panties down and Ursula lifted her hips. Freddy rolled them across her butt and down her thighs. He moved beside her and tugged them from her legs. Once back in place at her hip, he resumed working her naked butt with his hands. He pressed his thumbs into her buttocks to either side of her crack and pried the globes apart. She felt the cool of the bedroom air hit her anus and labia, and she shivered slightly.
"That feels good, honey," she told Freddy after a few more minutes of his working on her butt and upper thighs. He had started working his way back up her body by then. "I really like your hands on my body," she added softly.
"I know," he replied. He applied light touches upon her upper arms and shoulders. Next, a brush of his hand across the back of her thigh. She was completely relaxed now and wanted him to stop, but wanted equally to see how far her boy intended to take her.
Freddy casually stood and pulled his shirt off. Once seated again, he leaned closer to her and gently kissed his mother's ear. She giggled and turned away, but Freddy leaned in again. He kissed the back of her neck. He kissed her cheek. It wasn't long before his mouth found its way to hers. Mother and son kissed for a long, lingering moment, and as they broke, Ursula found herself lying face up on her bed looking into Freddy's bright, smiling eyes.
Freddy's hand roamed across her body with butterfly touches. She felt goose-bumps rise wherever he came into contact with her. Without ever lingering in any one place very long, Ursula delighted in the touch of her son upon her skin. She smiled loving up at him, and Freddy knew then that it was time to move on. He laid his hand upon his mother's nearest thigh and pulled her thighs apart. Ursula assisted, moving her feet out towards the edges of the bed, spreading herself open for him. He continued to caress her thigh, from near her knee to just at the edge of her pubic area. His eyes were on her body, taking in her near nudity, while she watched his face.
"I want you, Freddy," Ursula whispered a few moments later. "I...I need you, Freddy. I need you to make love to me."
Her son looked at her, his eyes deeply penetrating her own, looking into her very soul it seemed to her. She felt her heart racing and her hands tremble. She was afraid, and yet eager all the same. Freddy's smile was genuine and loving. "I want that, also, Mom," he answered.
Freddy moved with a purpose. He rose and stood looking down at his mother while stripping away his shirt. He next moved to the end of the bed where he moved slowly onto it, crawling up between his mother's parted knees, to where he lay flat. His head was just inches from her crotch, and he could smell her excitement. It excited him as well.
As Freddy lowered his mouth to her rapidly heating sexual center, Ursula let out a gasp of abandonment. Freddy's tongue quickly went to work on her aching pussy. He parted the thick tangle of hairs and found her pussy folds already dripping with sweet dew. He lapped up that which coated the outer labia, and then began to lick deeper through the folds until they parted wide and released the pent up wave of nectar he craved.
"Oooohhh, Freddy!" Ursula gasped, and then she began to hum with delight under her son's oral assault. She soon was rolling her hips lustfully. Her eyelids fluttered as a wave of carnal delight washed through her, and just moments later the first of her orgasms erupted.
"Aaaahhhh! Ooooohhhhhh!" she moaned loud in her bed. Her son's mouth devoured her, sending her over the edge again and again, as her climax rolled.
No sooner had she begun to slide down the other side of her peak did Freddy pull his face from her cunt and sit up. He pulled Ursula up until she, too sat in the bed, facing him. His mouth went to hers. She tasted herself upon his lips. He kissed her again and again. His hands cupped her soft breasts, kneading the soft flesh in his strong grip. He leaned down to take one dark crowned nipple into his mouth as he rolled her other in his hand.
"Oooohhh, yes, Freddy! Yeesssss!" she moaned. Her hands went to his head and held him tight to her bosom. He sucked her nipple deep into her mouth and gently bit down upon it, making his mother tremble. "Oooohhh, yeeeesssss!"
Ursula felt a need well up within her, and she told Freddy to stand and remove his trousers. He grinned widely as he stood and Ursula began to pull at his belt. Soon, she had his trousers open and was pushing them down his legs. He stepped free of them, then hesitated a moment, teasing Ursula with the bulge in his underwear. She laughed, and then reached out to pull them down. His erection fell free and his full, strong manhood sprang to attention before her. He stepped closer and Ursula willingly opened her mouth to accept his cock.
Ursula began to slurp and suck at Freddy's cock then. She wrapped a hand around its base and tongued the head. His hands played through her hair as her head bobbed along the full length of his cock. "That feels good," he muttered, and she hummed her thanks without removing his cock from her mouth.
Soon, however, Freddy needed more, and gently slipped his cock from Ursula's mouth. His mouth found hers and they fell back onto the bed. He began to suckle at her tits once again as he lay atop her, and she caressed his shoulders and back. Again, Freddy slipped down her body to kiss and lick at her pussy, but now Ursula wanted more.
"Roll over. I want to ride you," Ursula told her son. Once Freddy was in position, she quickly straddled his waist, with her back to his head, and lowered her over-heated pussy down the length of his strong, young cock. Both of them moaned loudly as they joined, then without hesitation, Ursula began to rise and fall upon Freddy's cock with an ever increasing tempo. Freddy squeezed her ass cheeks as his mother rode his cock, going so far as to tickle a fingertip across her puckered anus whenever she would lean forward.
"That feels so nasty!" she giggled. Ursula looked back over her shoulder at her son and rolled her hips for him. She resumed riding him, and after many minutes of fucking, grunting and moaning, Freddy retook control and rolled his mother onto her back.
Freddy dropped between his mother's parted thighs and took position above her. His cock easily plowed into the depths of her gaping, juicy pussy and he began to pound into Ursula's body with strong, youthful thrusts.
"Ooohh, that's it! That's it, Freddy! That's it!" Her hips lunged upward to meet every thrust of Freddy's. Beneath them, the bed began to squeak. Her knees pulled up and back, opening herself fully to her son's rapid fire rhythm. She hooked her ankles over his shoulders while his cock plowed her and sent bolts of lustful fire through her body. Another wave of orgasms soon washed through her, and Ursula cried out loudly with her release.
"Aaaahhhh! Yeesssss! Aaaaaahhhhh!" Ursula howled beneath her son. Freddy watched her face, never slowing as he pounded her through ever higher peaks of her orgasm. Her vaginal grip around his shaft was addictive, something he'd never want to give up, and could understand why his grand-father enjoyed taking her as well. The feel of his mother wrapped around his cock, quivering and vibrating, was overwhelming and Freddy had to fight hard not to send his semen into her in that moment.
As she came down from her latest climax, Freddy removed himself slowly from her body and repositioned his panting mother onto her knees and elbows. "Yes, Freddy! Take me like this! I love to get it from behind!" Freddy didn't hesitate and after a smooth re-entry, he was soon rapidly drilling her from behind.
"Oooohhh," Ursula moaned as his wonderful cock pounded her cervix, deep within her body. She cried out with lust and desire, over and over, as her body trembled through yet another wave of orgasms. She was loud enough that had anyone been outside her window they would easily know what was happening inside.
"Oooohhh, Freddy! I'm cuummmingggg aaggaaaiiinnnn!" she howled a few minutes later, and this time Freddy joined her as his balls tightened and his cock fired his hot seed high into her pussy.
"Aaaaaahhhhh, Mooooommmmmm!" he cried out with his own release as his cock pulsed and spit his pent-up semen into his mother's trembling body.
After several moments of huffing and groaning in unison, Ursula felt the final twitches as his cock emptied within her pussy and soon began to soften. She collapsed beneath him the moment his cock slipped free of her pussy folds. Freddy settled in beside her, his arm resting across her back. They lay quietly for many minutes.
"I'm not protected, Freddy," she admitted softly. She turned to look at her son then. He was looking at her, waiting. "I don't want to get pregnant, so I'm going to visit my OBGYN this afternoon. If this is our life now, then I need to get on the pill. I don't think you want to use condoms all of the time, do you?"
"If we have to, it doesn't bother me," Freddy said. "I enjoy making love to you, Mom. I don't care if you're protected one way or the other, or not."
She sat up and very seriously said, "I can't get pregnant, Freddy. Not by you. It would be a disaster."
Freddy got out of the bed and began pulling his clothes back on. He still had to get to work. "I understand, really I do," he said. "I don't want to get you pregnant, either. Besides, it would take away from all of the fun I've got planned for us!" His flippant comment didn't convince her, however. She could tell that her son was hurt by her comments. She understood, yet hoped he truly understood her position as well. She got out of bed as well and went to him. His arms went around her naked waist while hers went around his shoulders. Her night shirt had slipped back into place, covering her breasts.
"I love you so much, now more than ever," she told him. "I want us to be more than mother and son. I want us to be more than just fuck-buddies, too. Do you understand?"
Freddy hesitated, unsure of what his mother was really asking of him. He finally nodded. "I understand, Mom. What about grandpa? What are you going to tell him?"
Ursula placed her head on his chest and replied, "I don't know. I think I'll have to keep pleasuring him. I don't want to abandon my father, not after all these years. He'd be hurt." She looked up at Freddy then and asked, "Will it bother you if I do?"
Freddy again paused, but finally shook his head. "No, Mom. It won't bother me, I guess. As long as you don't get upset with me, when I tell you some things. Later. Not right now. Right now, I've got to get going." He gave her a quick kiss and headed out of the bedroom, leaving her standing by the bed.
As Freddy headed for the front door and work, she told him, "Have a good day at work. Let's do something tonight, okay?"
Over his shoulder, Freddy replied, "I plan to, to both," and then he banged through the front door, leaving his mother alone. Ursula began to tremble, frightened at the turn her life was taking. She hugged her arms around her body and turned to stand at the window. Once again, she saw Annie Strauss in her backyard working. "I need to have a talk with you, Annie," she said to herself. "What am I in for? I need to know if I'm going to regret this, or be happy."
Ursula showered, dressed, and forty-five minutes after making love to her son, Ursula joined Annie for lemonade on her friend's back porch. Under the morning son, they discovered just how alike they were.
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Chapter 49
Gloria's Tales -- Part 4
July 25th was a special day in the lives of Gloria Van Winkle and her two sisters-in-law, Gwen and Greta. On this date in 1965, the three Van Winkle brothers, Hugo, Jonas, and Oskar, arrived in Regal Bay with ideas in mind, and several hundreds of thousands of dollars in the bank, to transform the sleepy bayside village into a thriving city. It took them less than five years to change the entire region, bringing in both jobs and money to the community, and growing the population from less than three thousand to more than thirty by 1970. That number doubled by 1975, when the General Omar Bradley Military Research Facility finally opened, with several government contracts in hand, and several hundred high-paying jobs to go along with it. The opening of a well-funded government facility brought much more than just those jobs, but also drew in all of the peripheral businesses that served the employees and families, and with those jobs came more people and more money into the area. The small college grew into a university. A golf course was designed and laid out, complete with a large club house and recreation center for the use of the research facility's employees and families, as well as the upper class of Regal Bay. And a new, modern hospital was built to serve the entirety of Majestic County. On July 25th, 1975, the county seat was officially moved to Regal Bay, and though the city had been incorporated on June 1st, for the Van Winkles, this date would always be seen as their true anniversary.
Each year since 1965, the Van Winkle brothers would though a party on July 25th, inviting those in the community who had been instrumental in the growth of Regal Bay, and the realization of the Van Winkle's dreams. With the attitude towards sex that they brought over from Germany, the brothers enjoyed and instilled within these very special friends an open view on sexual relations that eventually led these anniversary parties to become orgies. In time, this attitude began to seep into the lives of the population of Regal Bay, to the point where some viewed the city as the most sexually liberated in all of the Americas.
In time, these anniversary parties began to grow less and less of an extravaganza and more intimate, until only the three brothers and their wives, and a select few, gathered for dinner, drinks, and enjoyment of the flesh. By the time Hugo, the oldest and true Patriarch of the clan, had passed away in 1990 at the age of 60, the gatherings had been family only. Gloria, Hugo's second wife and mother to his five children, had only been 41 at the time of his death, and yet took up the reigns of the family empire easily. She was a born organizer and within months had all of Hugo's responsibilities delegated to others, be they family or not. As a result, she was able to settle into the role of C.E.O. easily enough.
Through the years, as their children matured, the second generation of Van Winkles began to attend the anniversary parties. With incest such a taboo across the country, these gatherings were closed to any outsiders. Within the family, the act had been commonplace for centuries, and as each maturing generation, those inclined were included, and those not so inclined were never forced, but neither did they attend the orgies. Traditionally, after dinner and drinks, those not wishing to engage for one reason or another, would leave. Nothing derogatory or disparaging was ever said, and the family remained close.
By the time Jonas had passed away, the last of the three brothers, the women had already taken the helm across the family, both in business as well as in pleasure. The anniversary party of 2011, just months after Jonas' passing, was a somber one, and the only not to end on a sexual note. Since then, however, the three Van Winkle "Sisters" ensured that the party went on as originally planned.
For this year, Gwen would be hosting at her in-town home. Her husband, Oskar, had purchased one of the large, original homes of Regal Bay, one which overlooked the marina, and had renovated it. It had become a landmark and inspiration to those in the immediate neighborhood, and now stood proudly among the stately old buildings owned and occupied by many of Regal Bay's hierarchy. Although Gwen herself was widowed, she maintained the large home with the help of her two sons, who still lived with her. Neither, however, would be joining in that year, as they were away. In fact, with much of the family on vacation, out of town, or busy with other family members, that year's anniversary party would only include Gwen, Gloria, and Greta. That wasn't to say that the three women wouldn't be enjoying themselves.
Gloria had cleared her calendar for that afternoon and arrived at Gwen's home before six in the evening. Gwen had invited her over early, as they usually didn't get together until sometime later. In fact, the plans that year called for dinner down town at Theros before retiring to Gwen's for drinks. After, they would let nature take its course, as it were. All three women had long ago become lovers, and didn't necessarily need the presence of male companionship to enjoy themselves sexually.
Instead of driving into town and having to park either on the street, Gloria had her grand-daughter Danielle give her a ride. Danni had just recently been licensed and was more than willing to drive her grand-mother around town. Gloria gave the teenager plenty to do, letting Danni take her to the grocery, or the mall, or even just a ride through the mountains and valleys of Majestic County. Danni had yet to join in with any of the family's activities in a sexual manner, as far as Gloria knew, though the buxom, beautiful blonde eighteen-year-old was desirable enough. Her father, Gloria's only son Glenn, had his own perversions and desires, and it wasn't at all clear to the family matriarch if her son enjoyed spending intimate time with his family.
"Thank you, again, Sweetie!" Gloria waved to her grand-daughter as Danni pulled her hand-me-down Cavalier away from the curb. The walk up to the front porch of Gwen's house was short, passing through manicured shrubs that lined the walkway. The sweet smell of fresh-cut grass filled her nose as she ascended the six steps up to the old wooden porch. She needed knock or ring the bell, and Gloria passed on into the big house. Inside the foyer, she removed her linen overcoat and hung it on the empty rack. Beneath it she had only wore her plum-colored corset, which served to give shape to her torso as well as cradle her ample breasts well, the cups curving below her large areola and leaving her nipples out on full display. She also wore matching plum panties in a French-cut, and black garters and stockings. She gave herself a once over appraisal in the full-length mirror that Gwen had installed long ago in the foyer, and liked what she saw. Her long, black hair hung straight down her back nearly to the curve of her ass, which was once again tight given the five miles she'd put in on the tread mill that morning.
Stepping across the foyer's hardwood floor, her heels clicked, echoing. She paused at the entry to the front room and saw that her hostess for the evening had already begun to enjoy herself.
"It would seem that I am not only early to the party, but tardy as well," Gloria laughed as she joined her younger sister-in-law in the front parlor room. Decorated in a turn of the century European style that Gwen's late husband had favored, the cozy parlor held two sofas; one wide enough for four while the other would comfortably seat three. These were flanked by high-backed wing chairs, with small side tables between. The only electronic device was an elaborately decorated stereo, done up to resemble an early 20's radio, though it also played CDs. Gwen had Mozart playing as background music as she entertained the two young gentlemen seated side-by-side on the wider of the sofas.
Gwen, her artificially-maintained blonde hair now cut short, in something of a bob, lifted her head from the lap of the nearer of the two naked young men and smiled. "I'm sorry, but I really couldn't wait for you. These fine young men had finished up early and after I'd served them up some lemonade, I really had no other ideas about how to keep them entertained until you arrived." Gwen's bright green eyes, sparkling behind her modern glasses, displayed a playfulness her Wisconsin accent highlighted, and yet Gloria was all too familiar with Gwen's sinfulness. Given the chance, the younger Van Winkle widow would have already drained each of the young men's balls and cast them away, as she had to so many other fine young men through the years. Gwen Van Winkle, as her friends were well aware, was a blatant cum-junky and never passed up an opportunity to suck the life out of a male member. Gloria had arrived just in time to find her on her knees with one lengthy cock between her lips and another on stand-by in her left hand. Gloria noted that Gwen was dressed very similar to herself, in a corset, garters, and stockings, though she had chosen an outfit in the rose family. She also had forgone wearing underwear, Gloria noticed.
"Are you planning on introducing me?" Gloria asked.
Gwen sighed and settled back onto her haunches, though she maintained her grip on each hard cock. "This is Landon Stevens," she said, indicating the young man whom she had previously been pleasuring with her mouth, "and his younger brother, Michael."
"Hello," Michael nodded in greeting. Michael looked as if he were about to run with Gloria's arrival. His cock had begun to soften in Gwen's hand despite her continued stroking. This was all very new to him, she recognized.
"Hello, young man," Gloria smiled warmly for him as she moved close to present her hand to him. He shook it awkwardly. "I see you're enjoying Gwen specialty," she commented.
"I had to restrain myself," Gwen laughed. "Michael tells me that he'd never had his manhood pleasured in such a way before, even by a girl his own age."
"Mike hasn't been out with too many girls," Landon said, giving his younger brother a jab in the shoulder as he did. "He's shy that way."
"Interesting that we find you here, then," Gloria commented as she stood before the younger man. His eyes were taking her in quite noticeably, and his erection began to fill out once again. He was anticipating further pleasures, no doubt. Gloria wasn't going to disappoint him.
Gwen moved over to be fully between Landon's parted knees and Gloria settled on the thickly carpeted floor between Michael's. "You don't have any issues with having your beautiful cock enjoyed by an old woman, do you, Michael? A woman who could be as old as your own grand-mother?"
In response, Michael shook his head. "No, Ma'am."
"Well, then," Gloria smiled and reached out to replace Gwen's hand with her own. His cock was warm in her grip and very rigid. It also throbbed, warning her of his hair-trigger. With her other hand, she reached up and took his scrotum in hand and began to gently roll his balls. "I'll take very good care of you."
Beside them, Gwen had resumed her oral feast upon Landon's stiff cock, taking him to the root before backing off to enjoy working his knob with her tongue and lips. Gwen had been pleasuring the male organ for nearly all her life, having been taught by a lecherous pastor back home in Oshkosh. Gwen had enjoyed the taste, texture, and thrill of having a man's cock in her mouth from the beginning, and had never once failed to bring about an overflowing release that went down her throat to warm her belly, unless she was in a mood to be screwed. She often bragged that for every time her vagina had been penetrated, she'd had three cocks fill her mouth. Gloria could believe it. She'd known the younger woman for more than forty years.
Gwen Van Winkle, for all of her being a 63 year-old grand-mother, was still as hot and horny as they came. At times, Gloria found it difficult to keep up with her younger sister-in-law. Gwen had returned to slurping upon Landon's cock, and Gloria gave the blonde-haired young man a once-over appraisal. He looked no older than Gabriel or Paul, her mid-twenties grand-sons, probably 24 or 25. She turned her attention to Michael and could see that he was somewhat younger, maybe not even twenty. He was darker haired than his brother, and slighter in build. Both young men looked rugged, with slightly longer hair than was the current style, as well as wearing scraggy-looking facial hair that was in style with their generation. Both looked as if they spent many hours outdoors, probably working under the sun rather than relaxing.
"You've found a nice set to enjoy this afternoon, Gwen," Gloria said, giving Michael a grin and wink as she tugged his cock gently.
Gwen pulled off of the blonde one's cock long enough to say, "I was just getting them warmed up for your hot pussy, dear," and then plunged her mouth back down the boy's full length in a single gulp that drew a gasp from his lips, as well as an "Oh, fuck!"
With her fingers wrapped around Michael's cock, she introduced herself. "I'm Gloria, by the way." She then gave his knob a long lick, swirling around the tip and tasting a bit of his salty pre-cum.
"I'm Michael," he replied in a shivering voice.
"You've got a nice cock here, Michael," Gloria complimented. "How old are you?" She gave his knob a quick lick as he replied.
"I'm 20, Ma'am," he replied. As young as her youngest grand-son, Gavin. She even wondered if Gavin would know Michael.
"Please, don't call me "Ma'am"," Gloria insisted. "Otherwise I'm not going to suck this big, beautiful slab of meat you brought along." She squeezing his shaft harshly and twisted, making Michael groan before saying, "Yes, ma'am! I won't call you ma'am."
"You'd better not," she finished, before dropping her own wet mouth down his full length, taking his cock into her throat smoothly. It was a talent Gloria had picked up over the years, taught to her by her late husband, and made good use of often. It drove her lovers wild, and Michael was no exception, grunting and gasping as her head pulled up and slammed down time and again in that first delicious minute of contact.
Gloria slowed her oral workout of Michael's cock as soon as she could taste his pre-cum leaking into her throat. She then pulled back and began to only run her mouth up and down the first two or three inches of cock-flesh. Michael's hand went to the back of her head. She'd just that afternoon had her hair done, having a fresh coat of jet-black dye added. She'd been showing more gray in her hair than she liked and with an evening of debauchery planned, Gloria wanted to provide a younger look. Not that it mattered to any man, regardless of age, what a woman's hair color or style was, not when they were getting head. Gloria gave Gwen a glance, noting that her short blonde hair was indeed graying to almost pure white, and it mattered not a bit to the blonde-haired guy she was sucking on.
For a good ten to fifteen minutes the two women paced each other, sucking upon the young men's cocks. Balls were fondled and squeezed, and when the need for a good deep breath over came one or the other, those heavy, cum-filled balls were licked. However, Gloria hadn't come over to her friend's house to suck some young stud off. She'd come over to get herself fucked, and that was what she was going to do.
Gloria let Michael's saliva-coated member fall free of her lips and pushed her plum panties to the floor. She stepped out of them and quickly moved to straddle him. She turned her back to Michael and reached between her thighs to take hold of his thick dick. Michael's hands went to her hips as she positioned herself and began to slide his wet knob along her equally dripping slit. Once her hole was aligned, Gloria dropped onto his post. She moaned loudly as his cock filled her, gasping a long, "Yeessss!" as her body welcomed the invader inside. Behind her, Michael echoed her groans as Gloria began to rise and fall upon his lap, fucking her upon his fuck-stick.
Beside the engaged duo, as Gloria found a steady, vagina-pleasing rhythm upon Michael's young rod, Gwen had pulled Landon from the sofa and onto the floor. "Lay down here and show this old hag how good that wicked tongue of yours feels!" Gwen cackled even as she rushed into position above his grinning up-turned face. Gwen straddled his head and lowered her hips until she had begun to feel his rapid breathing on her blonde-furred pussy. She began stroking his tanned chest and tight belly. "Don't wait for me! Get to work, Landon! You've got another bush to trim!" she laughed. Landon didn't hesitate, either. He'd been in this position many times over the last few years, usually after doing the needed yard work for the old Van Winkle widow. As he took hold of her wide hips and dug into her fleshy orbs, he sucked in the thick labia that hung obscenely from between Gwen's thighs.
"Oooohhh, that's my boy! Eat that fat pussy!" Gwen loudly demanded as she settled across his torso. She allowed her large tits to flow around Landon's belly as her lips engulfed his manhood once again. She was several inches shorter than her lover and Landon had to follow her pussy as she moved against his body. He had his head propped on one arm while tickling her asshole with a finger from his free hand as he devoured her aged cunt.
After a few deep gulps of Landon's cock, Gwen huffed, "Eat that fat pussy, Landon! You know you like old, fat pussy. Now eat me out, you fuck! Just like that! Just like your mamma does!" And Landon did as he was told, like any good young man should. Gloria probably should have been surprised by Gwen's demands. After all, Gloria had eaten out Gwen's "old, fat pussy" on several occasions, and probably would again that night after it was filled to overflowing with hot creamy boy-cum.
Gloria's tits, now released from the top of her corset by Michael's hands, bounced upon her chest as she rode his cock towards her initial peak of the evening. Her pussy was trembling as she reached down and attacked her thick clit with a finger to drive herself onward and upward. It had been a few days since she'd cum with a hard cock inside her and she needed it. Gloria let herself ride the crest and began to gasp as her orgasm broke. She threw her head back, moaning a long, "Oooohhh, fffuuuuccckkk!" as her cunt spasmed around Michael's still pumping dick. He held her hips high as he fucked up into her climaxing pussy. Her juices squirted out with every thrust and coated his shaft and balls. Gloria purred like a happy kitten as she slipped down the back-side of her climax.
"Oh, you really must fuck me, my young stud," Gloria whispered over her shoulder as she settled upon Michael's cock fully. It was throbbing deep inside her, but she didn't think he'd cum yet.
"Hell, yeah!" was his reply. Gloria eased off of his lap and swapped places with Michael. Michael stood fully a full head taller than her, and she wasn't short by any measure. Michael reminded her of Hugo, just briefly, and only in the look on his face as he anticipated the next act of their evening's play. She knew it hadn't been chance, not knowing Gwen as she did. Michael had been chosen for her enjoyment that afternoon simply because he was very much like Hugo had once been, when Gloria first met him. Though Hugo had been nearly forty at that time, he had always carried himself much younger. Michael and Hugo shared the same facial features, and in the back of her mind, Gloria didn't wonder if it wasn't just a coincidence. Hugo had enjoyed many women about Regal Bay in his years, and the mother of Michael and Landon may very well have been one. Maybe Gwen knew something that Gloria should know, and Gloria vowed to ask her younger sister-in-law after. In the mean time, Gloria was determined to enjoy this fine young stud that now stood before her with a thick, pulsing, drooling cock in hand, and aimed directly at her sexual center.



"Don't wait," Gloria gasped. "Get back inside me!" She reached down into her crotch to pull her pussy open while also reaching for his manhood. Michael didn't need any more of an invitation. He dropped his knees into the edge of the sofa cushion and slipped his cock back into Gloria with a smooth, well-lubricated thrust. He bottomed out in her, making Gloria gasp as his knob pounded into her cervix. "Oh, yes! Yes! Fuck me!" Again, Michael began to plow his thick cock into the dripping cunt of a very willing, much older woman. Not that there was anything wrong with that, he mused.
On the floor behind Michael's thrusting, naked ass, Gwen was still crouching above Landon's face and had her head bobbing up and down between his raised knees. The slurping noises that came from both ends of the mating couple were growing louder as more saliva was added to over-heated sex organs. Gwen enjoyed having her pussy devoured almost as much as she enjoyed sucking on male members, and as a result the sixty-nine position was her favorite. With either her diminutive form atop a worthy lover, or lying below as a hard cock was rammed down her throat, the positioning didn't matter to her. Nor did the location, as she'd enjoyed men in this fashion in truck beds and back-seats, atop comfortable beds or on hard wood floors, as long as her mouth was filled and his was planted to her cunt, Gwen was in seventh heaven. With Landon's tongue giving her a rapid-fire flicking across her sensitive clit, it wasn't long before Gwen announced to all present that she was climaxing.
"Oooohhh, fuuucccckkkk yyyeeessssss!" she groaned loud. She pushed her hips back and smothered Landon with her quivering, quaking cunt. He sucked in her juices as they flowed, drinking from her excitedly. He'd never found another woman who flowed quite like Gwen Van Winkle. She'd taught him long ago how tasty pussy juices were, and as he never failed to give her the hot seed from his balls whenever she asked, she never failed to fill his mouth with creamy goodness, either.
Gloria rolled her head to watch Gwen tremble through her orgasm, and Michael saw her attention waver. "Would you like that?" he asked. "Would you like for me to lick your pussy?"
Gloria looked up into her young lover's face, and even as he continued to fuck her with his strong cock, she whispered, "Yes. Yes, I'd love to have you lick my pussy. Will you? Will you eat me out, Michael?" After a few more strokes, he smoothly slipped his cock from her pussy and lowered himself between her thighs. Gloria pulled her knees up and back as Michael lowered his mouth to her gaping cunt. His slurps at her honey hole were as loud as his brother's upon Gwen and Gloria moaned as his tongue began to dance and stroke inside her. She took firm handholds at her tits and squeezed as Michaels' tongue went wild inside her gaping hole.
Michael's mustache tickled her clit as he ate her out. She usually kept her pussy well trimmed, with only a dark triangle remaining above her slot. For their anniversary gatherings however, Gloria and the others would let their bushes grow out somewhat nostalgically in thicker, 70's style forests. Michael's nose pressed into that fur as his tongue dove deep inside her vaginal chute. It wouldn't be long before she was cumming again, this time on his tongue, and she purred as she felt the first tingles begin to build within her belly.
To her right Gwen had finally let Landon up for air after letting go with a shouting orgasm of her own some minutes before that had creamed his masculine face from eyes to chin. She had dropped into the love-seat nearby and pulled Landon along with her. The virile young man positioned himself between her wide splayed legs and slid his long cock into her hungry cunt. Gwen was a vocal lover and was demanding, "Fuck me hard, boy! Drive that hard cock into me and make me cum!" For all he was worth, Landon was doing just that.
As Gloria watched, she could see the look on Landon's face changing. She recognized that the boy was rapidly approaching his release. His hips were slamming downward into Gwen's crotch with ever more erratic jabs. His face dripped sweat and his grunts grew deeper and louder. He was about to cum when Gwen pushed hard at his hips and gasped, "My mouth! Cum in my mouth, boy!"
Landon groaned and tugged his cock from Gwen's cunt, leaving it agape and drooling. She reached down and took hold of his cock at the base of the shaft and gave it a hard squeeze while Landon scrambled to straddle her wide chest. Gwen latched her lips around the purple knob even as the shaft began to pulse, and a moment later Landon whooped as his cum blasted up through the shaft and out the piss-slit. Gwen's mouth was quickly filled with his warm gunk and she gulped it down like any good cock-sucker would.
As Gwen drank down Landon's hot cream, Gloria was moved fully onto the sofa by Michael. With his face all but dripping with her cunt-cream, he moved atop her and slipped his cock once more into her. With her legs spread wide and flailing about above him, Michael began to fuck her with long, deep strokes. Gloria loved getting fucked, but being fucked hard in the classic missionary position, where ever that might take place, was still far and away her favorite way to get fucked. And Michael was fucking the living daylights out of her!
Michael was far and away one of the best young lovers she'd ever had. He so resembled her own son at that age with each passing minute that it wasn't long before she was again peaking. Her fingers dug into his flesh and scratched at her lover's naked shoulders and back. She dug her fingers into his tight ass cheeks as his hips pounded into her crotch. She gasped and grunted, demanding in a stern, insistent voice, "Fuck me, Michael, fuck me hard!" as her latest orgasm began to rock through her body.
"Aaaaaaahhhhhh!" Gloria cried out as her vaginal vibrations erupted, sending her along the sweet highway of orgasmic bliss. Her entire being was electrically charged as the cock inside her continued to thrust and retreat, thrust and retreat, pushing her further over the edge until she saw nothing but stars in her mind.
As Gloria's cunt walls fluttered around his shaft, Michael began to feel his balls tighten up. Michael groaned, "I'm going to cum," though he doubted that the old women beneath him heard him. She was too far gone enjoying her own climax, he realized. He shoved hard and buried himself balls-deep in her tired old cunt. His shaft pulsed and semen erupted into her. He threw his head back as the painful pleasures of orgasmic release rolled through him and filled her.
Meanwhile, Gwen and Landon had disengaged long enough to retrieve drinks that they had been enjoying some time before. Naked, Gwen padded across to the dining room to return a moment later with a large bottle of Krug Champagne and two extra glasses. She refilled her glass before Landon's and then poured champagne for Gloria and Michael, who had forgone a glass earlier. He'd drink now, she knew.
Taking a deep gulp, Gwen tasted the bubbling freshness of the champagne, mixed with just a hint of Landon's semen, flow down her throat and warm her belly. Landon also took a deep gulp of the Krug as he rolled into one of the wing-backed chairs. His cock still stood at half-mast from his crotch, Gwen noticed with a grin.
"Thank you," Gloria sighed as she was handed a glass of the champagne. She sat up as Michael slipped out of her and dropped to sit on the floor by her dangling left leg. He was panting from his efforts and leaned against her calf. She could feel his sweet and smiled at the prospect that she could still drive a young man to exhaustion, at times. Gwen settled into the shorter of the couches and curled her legs up beneath her butt.
After a few minutes had passed, with little said between the four, Landon broke the silence by saying, "Get dressed, Michael. We've got to get going." The older of the brothers was already gathering up his clothing as he said it. While the two young men dressed, Gloria watched, fascinated in the fact that neither seemed to give either of the older women a look. It wasn't until both had finished dressing that Landon went to Gwen.
"I had a wonderful time, Mrs. Van Winkle," he smiled down at her nude form. He leaned in and gave her a kiss, very formally, on the forehead. "And I'm pretty sure Michael did, too."
"Thank you, Landon," Gwen replied. "You do outstanding work, both in my yard and, well, other places as well." She put out her hand and he assisted her in standing, and then followed her nude form towards the front door. Gwen retrieved her checkbook from the drawer of a hallway table and ripped her payment to the boys from it. Handing it to Landon while Michael joined them in the hallway, she allowed the tall, handsome young man one final kiss.
"I'll be expecting you again, next Saturday I believe?" she said. She reached for the front door and pulled it open, still quite naked. Landon paused, letting Michael pass.
"I'll make sure you're on the schedule," he grinned. "Will you need Michael, also?"
Gwen smiled wide. "Young man, I am always in need! Bring him along and I'm sure I can think of something to do to him, with him, or him to me!" She laughed along with Landon, who joined his brother on the porch. Gwen had no issue with standing in her front doorway stark naked, even as a young couple walked past on their way into downtown.
Gwen rejoined Gloria in the front room a moment later. "When was Greta due?" Gloria asked as she followed her younger sister-in-law through the dining room, still just as naked, and into the kitchen. Both rooms had hardwood floors and were cool under their bare feet. Beyond the kitchen, Gloria saw that the backyard was completely in shade as the afternoon gave way to evening.
"I expect her any time," Gwen replied. She pulled open the sliding glass door and the two went on through into the backyard and settled into the canvass-backed chairs that flanked the round steel-framed glass table. Many years ago, Oskar had a small swimming pool put in. It wasn't very big or deep, put provided a nice place to relax and enjoy the summer sun. Now it was completely in the shade of the several trees surrounding the yard, and yet Gwen knew from experience that the homes to either side of hers, should one wish to, had good lines of sight from their upper windows into the pool. She knew as well that the teen-aged son of the couple to the north side of her property sat for hours on end watching her swim, nearly always in the nude of course. Gwen didn't mind, since she was something of an extrovert, and exhibitionist as well.
"Is your neighbor home?" Gloria asked, also well aware of the teen voyeur.
"I expect he is," Gwen laughed, and gave the unseen young man a casual wave. "I wouldn't be surprised if he wasn't as naked up there as we are down here."
"Who's as naked as we are?" came the soft, Southern-Belle voice of their remaining sister-in-law, Greta. Gloria turned to see the third of their group standing in the open doorway. In her hands were a pair of bottles of Champagne, both obviously chilled given the dew of sweat in them.
"Young Mr. Simms," Gwen smiled. "My neighborhood pervert, who is most likely up in his room giving himself a hand job even as we speak."
"Do I know him?" Greta asked, leaving the bottles on the table between the seated pair. She ducked back inside to retrieve fresh glasses.
"I would doubt it. He doesn't get out much. He can't walk." Gwen waited for Greta to begin pouring the last of the champagne from the bottle she had retrieved inside before continuing. "It's a sad story, really. He got hurt in a bicycle accident as a little boy and injured his spine, right at the hips I believe. Hasn't been able to walk since, but still feels pain in his legs and toes. He takes so much pain medication, his mother once told me. They had an elevator installed and gave him the top floor once he became a teen, so he would have some privacy. He doesn't have many friends, I'm told. When not at school he sits up in his room playing those boring video games, or watching television, I suppose."
"That is, when he's not watching you run around your backyard naked!" Gloria laughed.
"Young men need their entertainment!" Gwen laughed. "Besides, from what his mother tells me, her son has a raging hard on nearly all of the time, due to the injury, their doctor explained."
"Are you sure it isn't caused by you, Mrs. Van Winkle?" Greta laughed. As they talked, the late arrival had begun to shed her own clothing, and joined her sisters-in-law in the nude, sitting around the table, and enjoying a glass of champagne. Gloria admired Greta, who was the fittest of the three. At 65, Greta still put in five miles each morning, usually walking the cart paths around the golf course. She had taken to wearing her auburn hair a bit longer recently, with gentle curls, and it now hung down her back to just below her shoulder blades, nearly as long as Gloria's own straight black hair. Neither the color nor the curls were natural anymore. Of the three, Greta had the smallest breasts, though still in the d-cup range, and her hips were narrow. Given the history of athletics Greta had, it wasn't surprising that she could still turn heads with her long, lean form when she walked the board walk and beaches of Regal Bay. It also wasn't surprising to find her dinning with a different young man most evenings. What would be surprising to many would be the knowledge that Greta Van Winkle enjoyed playing bondage games, usually as the one tied up to a bed or rack. For all of her flamboyance and charms, Greta was very much a submissive when it came to sex. Nothing was taboo for her to try, at least once.
"I still don't see what the fuss is all about," Gwen laughed. "I mean, look at me." She cupped each of her heavy, matronly breasts in her hands and lifted them high. "Do these look like the perky little titties of a twenty-year-old? No they do not! They are fat, saggy, vein-crossed fat-bags of an old hag!" Her nipples, still erect atop her globes, cast shadows as she held them aloft. Teasingly, Gwen flicked each sensitive nub with her tongue before letting the breast fall back to hang from her chest.
"That's it, give the pour young man a show, why don't you?" Greta laughed as she circled the table and settled into the remaining canvas-backed chair. She leisurely hooked a leg across the arm, opening her thighs for their potential voyeur and showing off the fact that she'd completely shaved her crotch smooth for the evening.
"I thought we always let ourselves grow out, like the good old days," Gloria said to Greta. "You look like you've had a fresh waxing."
Greta took a long drink of her champagne before replying, "I enjoyed an afternoon with a gentleman who seemed to get more enjoyment out of shaving me than fucking me. He did get around to the latter, and it did feel pretty wild, having his pubic hair rubbing my freshly shaved mound. I'm quite sensitive down there right now, and did it ever get me off! I can't wait to have your fabulous tongues flicking away at my pussy! Oh, the orgasms I expect to have tonight!"
All three of the women laughed, well aware that giving each other orgasms was always on the menu for their anniversary evenings. As was the custom, glasses were raised and toasts were made to their dearly departed husbands, each in turn, as was the tradition between them on this date. After draining their glasses, Gwen stood and announced, "I'm going for a swim. Care to join me, ladies?"
"I think I will," Greta said as she all but leaped to her feet. "Gloria?"
"I need to shower first," she said. "I seem to be leaking." She dipped her hand between her thighs and felt the overflow of semen dribbling out of her that young Michael had left behind.
"I thought I caught a scent of fresh man-cream!" Greta laughed. "Just had to start the festivities without me." She dropped into the cool water of the pool and dunked her head back, wetting down her auburn curls.
"Actually, I was just paying off the young gentlemen who do my yard for me," Gwen informed her as she drew up closer to Greta in the water. Her arms went around Greta's waist and pulled her slightly taller and older, long-time lover close. Of the three, Greta and Gwen had known each other longer, and as such had been in each other's company many more times. Their wet breasts pressed together, the nipples hardening from the warmth of the other's flesh. Gwen's hands cupped Greta's tight little butt as they kissed briefly.
"Gloria just happened along to help out, and got a healthy load in the process," Gwen said after their lips had parted.
"I'm sure you got your own fair share," Greta laughed, and then kissed Gwen full on the mouth, deeply. When their lips again parted, she grinned. "That's not just Krug I taste on your tongue, you naughty vixen!" Greta giggled, and then pulled Gwen's mouth back to hers. Gloria slipped inside while her two sisters-in-law made out in the pool.
Gloria showered quickly in the bathroom on the second floor. It was primarily used by Gwen's son Graham, who lived with his boyfriend Nathan in the second floor rooms. They were out of town for the week, taking a vacation of their own. A coastal cruise, from what Gwen had said, for those in the LGBT-Community. The bathroom's small window looked out over the backyard and Gloria paused to watch her sisters-in-law. Gwen was seated on the edge of the pool with Greta between her thick thighs. She had her hands tangled in the auburn hair as she guided Greta's mouth. The look on Gwen's upraised face showed that she was either about to cum, or in the throes of climaxing on her older lover's mouth. Gloria felt a momentary pang of jealousy that quickly faded as she toweled off and headed back down to join Gwen and Greta in the pool.
Gloria dropped into the pool and slid over to where Greta and Gwen were locking in a passionate kiss. Their wet, naked breasts brushed across each other as they made out, with their hands slowing roaming across their tanned, aged bodies. Gloria pressed up behind Greta and leaned in to plant light kisses across her shoulders. Greta broke off from kissing Gwen and turned to Gloria.
"We were beginning to worry about you," Greta said in her soft, Savannah-raised voice. Gloria tilted her mouth up to meet Greta's and kissed her as passionately as Greta and Gwen had. Gloria felt her left breast cupped by a warm hand and she mewed into Greta's mouth as her nipple was tugged. A moment later, Greta pulled her mouth away and with a gently guiding hand, Gloria was next kissing Gwen while Greta stroked both of their backs.
For the next several minutes, the three sisters-in-law kissed each other, and caressed each other. Gwen eventually pushed her way between her two older lovers and rose up until her breasts were completely out of the water. Greta latched onto her right nipple quickly, and Gloria was soon sucking on her left. It was tradition for the host to be on the receiving end for most of the evening, and Gwen was asserting that right.
"Ooohh, yes! Suck my tits, ladies," she moaned softly, even as they already were in the act. Gwen stroked the dark, wet hair of her two lovers as they enjoyed her soft breasts, and she turned her face up to look towards her neighbor's upper window. She hoped young Justin Simms was enjoying the show.
Gloria sucked, licked, and kissed across Gwen's right breast, while Greta mirrored her on the left, for many minutes. She let the hard little nipple pop free of her lips and pulled Gwen's mouth to hers, kissing her again deeply. She took hold of the vacated nipple with her fingers and began to tug and tease it until it was hard and puffed even further out with excitement. Gwen pushed her mouth back down and as Gloria returned to sucking on the nipple, Greta was pulled up for a deep kiss as well.



"Get up on the edge," Gloria told Gwen after a few more minutes, and Gwen moved quickly for a woman of her age, driven on with lust. She no sooner had her naked ass on the tiled pool boarder than Gloria was slipping between her parted thighs.
"Ooohh, I need your mouth on my pussy," Gwen again needlessly said, as that was were Gloria was headed. The words were no sooner out of her mouth before Gloria's was pressing against her vagina. "Oooohhh, Gloria!" Gwen sighed as Gloria's tongue went to work.
As much as Gloria loved men and their hard cocks, she also enjoyed woman. The taste of hot pussy on her tongue had been part of her life for years, since being introduced to the act by her late husband. Gwen's had been the first she'd ever tasted, and Gwen had been her mentor, teaching her how to work a pussy with her tongue, her lips, and he breath, all the while putting her fingers to skillful use along the perimeter, up and down the sensitive flesh of her inner thighs, and down through her butt crack. All of this Gloria put to use as she removed the chlorinated water left behind by the pool and delved into the tangy cream of Gwen's vagina.
"Oh, Gloria! I love the way you eat my pussy!" Gwen sighed into the night sky in a voice that should carry to Justin's window, if it was open. "Yes! Lick that hard clit! Make me cum with your tongue!"
Gloria was doing her best, and it wasn't long before she had Gwen bucking hard against her face, her head held in Gwen's hands as her younger lover climaxed. "Ooooohhhhhh!" Gwen howled into the night as her body convulsed and creamed all over Gloria's mouth. For her part, Gloria eagerly lapped away at the creamy flow, and drank down every drop Gwen provided.
Eventually, Gwen's orgasm subsided and she lay back across the flag-stones that ringed the pool. She was panting in the after-glow. Gloria slipped from between her thighs and turned to find Greta waiting. Her mouth was pulled to Greta's, who kissed her deep. Greta flicked he tongue around Gloria's mouth, licking her lips and chin to find any of Gwen's cream that was left behind.
"My turn," Greta sighed into her mouth, and then lifted Gloria up onto the pool's edge. Like Gwen before her, Gloria settled on the tiles and spread her legs wide. Greta moved in and soon was echoing the act she'd watched. Gloria leaned back onto her hands as her Georgia-born sister-in-law worked her thick, hairy pussy over with her own delicious mouth.
Since all three of the elderly women had been lovers for many years, even decades, it didn't take long for one to bring another off. They all knew each other so well after all the years that it was the rare occasion that a good tonguing didn't bring on an orgasm within minutes. Such was the case with Gloria as her climax hit her very quickly under Greta's skillful tongue-lashing. They hadn't been together in the year since their last anniversary, and yet Greta hadn't forgotten the very sensitive spots that got Gloria off. She had concentrated on those and had Gloria quivering, crying out, and cumming on her tongue very quickly.
"Aaaaaahhhhh, yeeeesssssss!" Gloria sighed. She dropped fully onto her back across the flag-stones as Greta completed her, and pulled her legs up and back. When Greta's tongue flicked lower, across Gloria's well-travelled anus, Gloria's orgasm redoubled, especially when Greta rammed the tip through the sphincter ring. "Aaaaaeeeeeyyyyy!" Gloria howled even louder as her orgasm exploded. Greta's tongue pushed deeper, with her nose pushed into her dripping cunt slot, and Gloria's howl echoed through the backyards of the neighborhood.
"You're getting too loud!" Gwen laughed, and quickly moved to straddle Gloria's face. She planted her pussy full onto Gloria's mouth, even as Gloria continued to moan. The vibrations rippled up through Gwen and it wasn't long before her juices began to flow again. Gloria finally stopped howling and began to work her tongue into Gwen's gaping hole once again.
"Hey! No fair!" Greta laughed as she moved away from Gloria's gaping crotch. "I have to cum! Someone's eating my cunt and making me cum, right the fuck now!" Greta's stern voice, a product of her many years of acting as a dominatrix for her husband's many business acquaintances, made both Gwen and Gloria tingle. The anniversary parties at Greta's house were always nights full of kink, since the years their husbands directed the proceedings. In the years since, both Gloria and Gwen had enjoyed hours bound to beds and racks, with their holes stretched and filled, their nipples pulled and bit, and their orgasms reaching heights only rarely met.
As she climbed from the pool, Greta told Gwen, "I don't care if you are the host this year, I want your mouth on my pussy, now!" Greta took Gwen by the hand and pulled her to one of the canvass chairs. Greta took a seat and Gwen eagerly settled between her parted thighs. Greta pulled her head close and her mouth to her pussy while telling her, "I want to cum, and I want both of you to get me off!" She said this looking at Gloria, who was already moving to kneel beside Gwen.
"Yes, Mistress," Gloria smiled before leaning in to kiss Greta's wet flesh, up from her knee to her breasts. Gloria sucked the hard nipple of Greta's left breast in and began to gently chew upon it, like she knew Greta enjoyed. Between her thighs, Gwen was also gently biting upon Greta's flesh, unencumbered by hair. She sucked each thick labium between her lips and bit down, making Greta moan and tremble.
"Aaaahhh, that's it!" Greta groaned after a few minutes, and with Gwen sucking her cunt so hard that her flesh was fully inside her mouth, she began to climax. "Aaaaaahhhhh! Cuuuummmminngggg!" Greta howled. Her thick cream flowed, and Gwen drank it down. After several minutes of loud slurping, she had drained Greta and settled back to look at the mess she'd left behind.
"Your turn," Greta told Gloria. Gloria moved quickly, knowing that she had her work cut out for herself, with Greta having just completed having an orgasm. As she put her mouth to work, trying to concentrate on the task at hand, she felt Gwen pull her hips up and start working long fingers along her slot and into her pussy.
"Uuunnngggghhhhh!" Gloria moaned into Greta's gaping hole as Gwen worked more and more fingers into her dripping slot, until she felt the full width of Gwen's knuckles at her opening. Gloria lifted her mouth from Greta's pussy long enough to push back. "Ooooowwwww!" she cried as she forced herself to take the entirety of Gwen's hand into her pussy. It wasn't the first time she had been fisted by her sister-in-law, but it had been some time, and her vaginal muscles fought to relax. The pain was mixed with pleasure, however, and as she rocked back forward to plant her mouth onto Greta's hairless crotch, Gwen began to twist her wrist and wiggle her fingers, all serving to make Gloria's juices flow ever thicker and heavier. Her body trembled as her orgasm rushed up through her. She moaned as she climaxed, her voice muffled by Greta's pussy as her head was pulled in tight.
"God! I love these nights!" Greta announced. Watching her young sister-in-law perform the fisting of Gloria, something Greta had taught Gwen some years ago in fact, made her juices flow. She smiled lovingly at Gwen, who returned it. She would be next, Greta vowed. She wanted to feel the stretch. With the anticipation, combined with Gloria's magnificent tonguing, Greta was soon cumming again. "Oooohhh, yeeeesssss!"
***
From high in his bedroom perch, Justin Simms echoed Greta's moans. "Oooohhh, yeessss!" as his cock erupted for the second time that night. His cum splashed into the towel draped across his useless knees while he watched Gwen stuffing her entire hand inside her long-haired friend. He'd never seen anything like it before and it had made him cum harder than he had in a long time. His body vibrated in the wheel chair, seated at the window, and he wished he could someday join the old ladies next door.
Behind Justin, standing in the open door to his bedroom, his mother watched quietly as her son jacked off into the towel. She had been there for a while, and after witching him climax the first time, she had reached into her shorts to stroke her hard, sensitive clit. In the moment that Justin had cum the second time, Sheila Simms had also cum, fighting hard not to cry out as her finger brought her climax out. It was wrong, very wrong she knew, and yet she had needed it. Her husband no longer found her attractive, she knew. They'd been married for more than thirty years. She had run to fat years ago, as he had, and their sex-life was as non-existent as their diet plans. Still, Sheila needed sex, and had learned long ago that truck drivers had standards as low as her paycheck as a waitress at the truck stop. Watching her son, however, as he worked his long, thick cock, made her seriously consider crossing the line no mother should ever cross. As she slipped quietly down the stairs a minute later, she knew that she would soon treat her son to something he'd never get elsewhere.
***
Gloria dropped heavily into the sofa, aching from knees to jaws. She had tossed back a glass of champagne as she stumbled into the house and felt the warmth of the alcohol wash through her. She was spent and needed to lie down. Her vagina ached from being stretched so wide, as it always did. She had come to enjoy the act of being fisted, and never failed to have intense climaxes. The result, however, was the complete draining of her energy. She just couldn't continue that evening, not after cumming so hard on Gwen's twisting, thrusting hand. And as she closed her eyes, she heard her sisters-in-law groaning and moaning as they continued their love-making on the patio. She was getting older, and her stamina was ebbing. And as Gloria felt herself sliding towards sleep, she knew that she still had a few good years of sex left. She only hoped that her sisters-in-law wouldn't be the death of her, as they seemed to have been for their husbands.
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Chapter 50
Gwen's Tales -- Part 1
Gwen Van Winkle sat in her favorite wicker glide-rocker overlooking the marina and much of Regal Bay proper from the height of her home's third-floor balcony. The old town, the bay-front village that her husband and his brothers had taken, remolded, and grown into a thriving young city, stretched out to the left and right of her. Whereas Jonas and Hugo, Oskar's brothers, had built large mansion-like homes among the foothills of the Majestic Mountains to the east of town, Oskar had taken one of the older buildings in town, had it remodeled, and settled his family there.
Oskar had always felt that to truly know a town and its people one must live amongst them, work with them, eat with them, and enjoy life with them. So it was that Oskar, Gwen, and their children, twin daughters Sophia and Olivia, and sons Garrett and Graham, grew with the town at its heart. Sophia and Olivia no longer lived in the big, renovated house. Neither did Oskar, who passed away many years ago. But Gwen did not live alone in the three-story building. Her youngest son Graham, along with his boy-friend Nathan, occupied the third floor, below what Gwen referred to as her apartments on the third floor. The second-floor bedrooms that had once belonged to her daughters had been converted to a small library/office that Graham had taken upon himself to stock, and a sewing room, where Gwen had started spending more of her free time following her retirement. The first floor was the communal area, with kitchen, dining, living, and a music room where Gwen relaxed at the grand piano Oskar had sent over from Germany for their fifth anniversary. Gwen was an accomplished player, and in her retirement, she spent many hours playing, often alone but on occasion she would have an audience.
Since her husband's passing, and her retirement shortly thereafter, Gwen had slowly become more and more of a home-body. As she rocked, looking out across the sparkling bay waters, she couldn't recall the last time she'd driven a car. The last time she'd ridden in one was when Olivia had taken her out to the mall shopping for new clothes, back in the spring. When Gwen wanted to go out, she usually walked. She enjoyed walking the old streets of downtown, and along the boardwalk. She didn't venture out onto the beaches often, as the years had taken its toll on her ankles and they easily twisted in the soft sands. Gwen did enjoy going out onto the bay, riding along with one of her long-time friends as they sailed or motored along the coastal waters. Even those day-trips were becoming fewer and farther between, though.
On this evening, Gwen had played piano alone for a while, and after a quiet dinner with Graham and Nathan, she now sat on the balcony outside her bedroom, a pot of fresh tea on the table at her elbow and a cup in her hand. She often sat outside watching the bay and the boats coming and going. The fishing trade was still thriving and with darkness falling, the trawlers were headed out. Their honks of greeting echoed across the calm bay waters, as did the thrumming of their diesel engines. All in all, it was a very peaceful and calming night. It was the last night of July and Gwen often spent this night alone with her memories. It was on this night, twelve years ago now, that she lost Oskar to a heart attack at just 65 years of age.
Gwen was now 63, having celebrated her birthday earlier in the summer. As she always did on this evening each year, she reminisced about her life in Regal Bay, reflecting on the life she'd made for herself and her children. There had been many good times, and a few bad. She had married into a family that took very seriously the concept of love in a tight knit family. She had learned very early on that she was to enjoy the sexual attentions of all her in-laws, and for the young woman from Oshkosh, Wisconsin, her first year as Oskar Van Winkle's wife had been eye-opening to say the least. She had married Oskar when she was only 22, and he was a seasoned 36. They didn't begin their family for nearly six years, during which time Gwen had delighted in the attention all three Van Winkle brothers gave her, as well as various other men, and a few women, in the extended family. She had been taken by Oskar's father on their wedding night, something of a family ritual she was to learn, as a way of officially being brought into the family fold. Jonas, the middle brother, had been the first to marry, and Gwen soon became not only tight friends with her sister-in-law Greta, but Greta became Gwen's first female lover. Gwen and Greta made love nearly as often as Gwen made love to her husband during those first few years. To this day, they still enjoyed each other's company, after more than four decades.
Gwen turned her thoughts to her daughters; Olivia and Sophia. Olivia still lived in Regal Bay, with her husband Vincent and twin daughters Emily and Amy. Olivia had recently taken soul ownership of Glorious Gowns and Nobel Tuxedos, a business she'd begun working at as a novice seamstress right out of college, and after six years as manager, Olivia was offered ownership by Kathy Gates, the original owner and one-time mistress of Oskar. Olivia's husband, Vincent, was now the Chief Fire Investigator for the Regal Bay Fire Department. He had taken a job in the fire department after he and Olivia had married, shortly after she had graduated from Gonzaga University in Spokane. They already had twin daughters, who Gwen and Oskar had taken in for the first two years of their life, until Olivia had finished school and Vincent had settled on a career.
Sophia, Olivia's twin sister, had also married shortly after graduating from college. She and her husband, Isaac Barrett, now lived in Sacramento, where Isaac was a junior partner in a law firm. Sophia worked at the California State Capitol as an Information and Records Clerk. Unfortunately, soon after they were married Sophia learned that she would be unable to have children, something that would bother her for many years, to the point where Sophia had been in therapy for depression much of her married life. Sophia and Isaac would visit Gwen in Regal Bay several times during the year, and Gwen would make the drive to Sacramento as well, usually with her single older son Garrett.
Garrett, her third child, was two years younger than his twin sisters. He had married young, and divorced just as young, with no children. Since, he put his full attention to his work at Regal Bay University, where he sat on the Board of Directors as well as acted as the school's legal team's head lawyer. Gwen suspected that her handsome son had enjoyed time with many of the beautiful young female students through the years, though he was careful not to get too involved. Gwen didn't mind his side hobby, so long as he found time to pay her a visit, and take care of his mother's needs. Garrett knew his mother well, and treated her well, just as his father had.
Gwen's youngest son Graham had been gay all his life, as far as Gwen could tell. She never feared for him, not within a family that was so very open and honest, and politically powerful within the community. Graham lived with her, along with his companion Nathan, and took care of her and her home. Both young men worked for the city, with Graham in the City Planners Office and Nathan in the Parks and Beaches Department. They respected her and her life-style, as she respected theirs. Gwen was fond of Nathan, and was growing to love him as she loved her sons-in-law Vincent and Isaac, though she may never bed Nathan as she did her daughter's husbands.
***
Isaac Barrett first came to Gwen's attention when her daughter Sophia returned home from college on spring break. With her she brought along Isaac, a fellow student who was five years older that Sophia. Isaac was working through graduate school towards a law degree, and Sophia was very much in love with him. In Gwen's eyes, Isaac was a very plain looking young man, with a high hairline that was already running towards a balding spot at the crown. He wore glasses, was slightly chubby around the waist as well as the neck, and had a voice that tended to grate on one's nerves when he got excited. He was maybe an inch taller than Sophia, who was still very slim although her breasts had finally begun to fill out. She'd only just started wearing d-cup brassieres and now was looking to go shopping wither mother to look for dd-cup, or maybe even e-cups.
"I really can't go with you this afternoon, darling," Gwen told her daughter. "I have a plumber coming by to fix that toilet on the second floor. I can't use mine until that one's fixed, and I'm getting tired of rushing all the way down here to go to the bathroom."
"That's okay, Mom," Sophia shrugged. "I'll call up Denise Masters and see if she wants to hang out."
"What about Isaac? Will you be taking him with you?" Gwen asked.
Sophia paused with a long look at her mother. When Gwen finally made eye contact, Sophia asked, "Would you rather I took him along, or leave him here? I think you'd rather the latter, as I'm sure you've been thinking it's time to introduce him to our family ways in the proper manner, haven't you?" Even as she tried to maintain a solid, stern look at her mother, Sophia eventually was grinning.
Gwen shrugged as a reply. "He's your husband, darling. It's up to you." Gwen reached up and popped one of her day-blouse's buttons to display a little more of the plunging valley of her cleavage. The top edge of her lace bra was now exposed as well. She did all this with a wicked grin on her face.
"What do you think?" Gwen asked. "Do you think this old bag can entice your young husband into sin?"
Sophia drew up and placed her hands on her mother's shoulders. "Mom, by the way Isaac's eye kept going to the older women on the beaches of Oahu during our honeymoon, when they should have been on me the entire time, I think you've got a fairly good chance of finding out just how much meat my loving husband has packaged away in those Dockers he's always wearing. And then you'll know just why I wasn't letting this man go, even with so many other, hotter, stallions hitting on me at school. Isaac is a woman pleaser, and if you work him just right, you'll be as pleased to have him as your son-in-law as I am having him as my husband." With that, Sophia kissed her mother, full on the mouth, and then retrieved her cell phone. She had her high-school friend on the phone a moment later, as Gwen began to wonder how to best approach the newest member of their sinful family.
"Where is Isaac?" Gwen wondered.
Sophia overheard and said, "He's still in bed, last I saw, Mom." Gwen noticed her daughter's sly smile. "I think I might have used him up last night," she added. Sophia grabbed up her purse and car keys and headed for the front door. "I'll see you later, Mom."
Gwen watched her daughter leave and then realized that with Oskar at the golf club all day attending several meetings with investors, and her boys in school until after 3pm; it would be only she and Isaac in the house for the next several hours. Given that she had been all but told to seduce Isaac by her daughter, Gwen was beginning to feel the need to check in on her young son-in-law. Maybe she'd have something exciting to tell Oskar that evening as they lay in bed.
She found Isaac in the bedroom that was once Sophia's alone, but had been updated to a more guest-friendly room. The décor was no longer teen-girlish, but more of a contemporary style, with wooden furniture, a full-sized bed, a reading chair near the window, and a couple of tables. Gwen had been starting to think of the room in terms of a place for her to relax, and often she would bring in her sewing, a hobby she had begun to pick up.
Isaac lay in the bed, a white sheet drawn up to his shoulders. He was still soundly asleep, even though the morning was getting late. Gwen stepped into the room and quietly shut the door, even though the house was now empty. She wanted to waken Isaac personally, in her own enjoyable way.
Gwen noticed immediately that the room stank of sex. No doubt, her daughter had enjoyed a morning fuck before getting out of bed. The aroma immediately set Gwen's crotch afire. Her daughter had known all along what her mother would do, and had purposely not said anything before leaving.
Gwen gently pulled the sheet from his upper body and eased onto the bed beside Isaac. Kneeling, she tossed the sheet away to find Isaac wearing blue boxer shorts. He hadn't awakened yet, so she began to run her hands along his body. Isaac had a bare chest, with no hair and dark nipples the size of nickels. His belly was slightly round and would soon begin to run to fat, she recognized. She leaned in to give his nipples a kiss, and that helped wake him. They were obviously very sensitive.
"Mrs. Van Winkle!" Isaac gasped when he saw her. He pushed up and back into the headboard. "What are you doing?"
Gwen smiled. "I'm sure my daughter has told you about her family. And it's something of a tradition with us to welcome new members into the family in an intimate fashion. With you, that duty falls to me, young man."
Isaac stammered, "I thought she was bullshitting me. I didn't think she was serious."
"I know this might be much for you," Gwen continued. "It was for me, when I agreed to marry Oskar. But Sophia was brought up to love her family, and as part of the family, we expect nothing less from you. However, I won't force you if you don't want to." Even as she said this last, Gwen was tugging at his boxers. When he lifted his hips enough for her to completely remove them, she knew that she had him.
Gwen took in the sight of his short cock, laying in the thick forest of dark pubic hair. It was little more than her thumb as it was. Sophia had bragged about his endowment, so Gwen figured that it would take a bit of work to get her son-in-law into usable form. Gwen reached down and wrapped her fingers around his chubby dick.
"What about Mr. Van Winkle? Or Sophia?" Isaac asked nervously as he watched Gwen begin to stroke his cock to life.
"Oskar is aware of what I have in store for you," she smiled. "And Sophia all but pushed me in this direction when she left this morning. She thought that you were ready to join in the family way." With that said, Gwen leaned over and took Isaac's dick into her mouth.
"Oooohhh," he sighed and fell back into the pillows. The warmth of her mouth pushed all anxiety from his mind. Until Sophia had come along, Isaac had never had a blow job in his life. And now here was her mother giving him one as well. If this is what life in the Van Winkle family was going to be, then Isaac Barrett had hit the jackpot.
It only took Gwen a minute or two of oral work to get Isaac full and ready. Her daughter had not lied about her husband's endowments, either. His cock grew longer by the second, until it was easily nine inches long, as long as Oskar's manhood. The crown also transformed and ballooned out into a golf-ball like knob that was quite a bit larger that the shaft it topped. Gwen marveled at the sight, as the boy's knob was larger than either of his balls.
With a final mouthful of cockhead, Gwen popped off Isaac and asked, "Would you like to put this wonderful tool to work?"
"Oh, hell yes!" he replied quickly. His eyes never left her as she stood and removed her clothing. Once as naked as he was, Gwen returned to the bed and turned her hips to him.
"Go ahead, Isaac. Stick your dick inside me." She lifted her left leg and rolled slightly onto her side. Isaac rolled to meet her and guided his cock into contact with her vagina. Her hairs tickled him as he stroked through, and when he felt her opening kiss the tip of his knob, he didn't hesitate. He pushed forward and entered his mother-in-law's pussy with a smooth, easy thrust.
"Oh, that's it, my boy! Push that long cock up into my hungry pussy!" Gwen moaned. Isaac followed her directions and with only a couple of thrusts he managed to fully embed his dick in her. "That feels so good," she sighed. "Now fuck me, Isaac. I want to feel you work this old cunt over. Do me like you've been doing my daughter."
Isaac didn't need her encouragement. He was already getting a firm grip on her leg. He pushed his cock a bit deeper into her and felt the hard wall of her uterus against his knob. He backed off a few inches, and then rammed inward again. Gwen gave off a satisfied grunt, and Isaac began to drill her with the same long-dicking thrusts he had given to Sophia just an hour before.
Gwen had been impaled on Oskar's equally long cock for so many years that the pounding Isaac's was giving her was welcomed. Few men in her world could match Oskar in length, and now that she had found another, she would be taking every opportunity to enjoy him. And the huge, round knob Isaac sported was doing new and exciting things inside her as well. She once had a toy that had a ball for the end, and Isaac's cock reminded her of that. Thoughts went to having Isaac sodomize her with it.
Isaac had already dumped his initial load for the day, and as such he would be able to last for a good long time with his mother-in-law. If Sophia had indeed set him up, then he knew that the morning quickie had been to set her mother up. It was all fine with him. Even though he had never thought about having sex with an older woman, Gwen had an attractive sexuality to her that defied age. Yes, she was the same age or there about of his own mother, but he would never have been able to get hard with her. His mother was a fat, chain-smoking slob of a bitch that had driving his father away years ago with her non-stop badgering. Isaac shook his head to clear his mother out of his thoughts, and returned to the sensations his new mother was giving him.
His hands roamed her flesh, and even though Gwen had put on some soft weight in the past few years, she was still well proportioned. Her breasts were soft and shook with every thrust of Isaac's cock into her body. His hand had one in a firm grip and she pulled the other up to give her nipple a playful lick. Isaac saw this and leaned over to give her second nipple a similar tonguing. Bent as he was, Isaac couldn't do much more than wiggle his hips. After a moment, Gwen suggested they change things up.
"Let me ride you," she told him. "Lay back and let me ride your long dick."
Isaac was more than willing to let his mother-in-law be in charge, and again followed her direction. He lay back into the pillows and watched as she straddled him, facing away. He held his cock in hand and she nudged the tip in line with her hole. His hands dug into her ample ass as she slowly lowered herself down the full length of his cock shaft.
"Oooohhh," they sighed together as they rejoined. Gwen didn't pause, and as soon as he was fully inside her, she began to rebound, rising until his round knob threatened to pop free before plunging back down.
"Oooohhh, god! You feel so good inside me, Isaac!" she huffed as she fucked herself upon him. His hands worked her ass and spread the cheeks, giving Isaac a view of her asshole. He would be visiting it very soon, if she had her way.
For many minutes Gwen bounced upon her son-in-law's long shaft, and she enjoyed an orgasm that had her cream lubricating her lover's shaft well. "Aaaahhhh, sooooo goooddddd!" she moaned as her body gently convulsed around his shaft. As she climaxed, however, she maintained her steady fucking of his cock with her trembling cunt. It was a nice climax, but nothing near what she had come to Isaac for.
Gwen continued to ride Isaac for many more minutes, enjoying his unique cock in every possible angle that she could get. Eventually, she wanted him to pound her, and eased up and off him. As she rolled into the bed beside him, she said, "I want you to fuck me, now, Isaac. Give me your cock, hard and deep."



Isaac rolled into position between her spread legs and took aim. Gwen pulled her knees up and he saw her hole open wide. He pressed his hips down and entered her with ease. "Now fuck me!" she demanded. "Put that fucking cock to use and fuck me with it!"
Isaac obeyed, and started ramming as hard and as deep into Gwen's cavernous cunt as he could. The bed bounced and banged against the wall as he fucked her, going so deep with every thrust that his knob crashed into her cervix and his balls slapped hard against her anus. The smacking of his scrotum against her asshole was giving her little jolts of delight that had her pussy juicing up nicely once again. The added lube was all Isaac needed to redouble his assault of her willing cunt. She dug her finger nails into his shoulders as he leaned above her, wanting to leave marks for her daughter to find.
"That's so very good, Isaac," Gwen purred as her body began to tremble once again. "Keep that up, baby, and Mommy will be cumming again!" She smiled as his eyes widened at hearing her words. She felt his smooth rhythm falter ever so slightly, and pick up again as he began to smile down at her. He was finally accepting that this encounter would not be the last time he would be making love to her, his new mother.
"I love you," Isaac muttered under his breath, but Gwen heard. She reached up and stroked his head, and then he lowered himself fully atop her. His mouth went to hers and for the first time in their relationship, Isaac kissed Gwen as deeply, and as lovingly, as he kissed his own wife, and her daughter. Her mouth opened and she sucked his tongue in. In that moment, she felt his cock pulse wildly as he stuffed his cock deep and held it there. Isaac groaned into her mouth as his semen began to paint her womb.
"Uuunnngggghhhhh!" Gwen growled back at him, and as his seminal warmth flowed through her body, her own orgasm began to peak. Her pussy fluttered around his shaft and as her back arched upward, her cream gushed out. "Oooohhh, Christ! That's it! That's it!"
Isaac was panting heavily atop her after pulling him mouth free of hers. He looked down into her face, her features screwed up as if she were in pain as she climaxed. He could feel her pussy around his cock fluttering, and it felt so much like Sophia's. Even Gwen's face reminded him of his wife as she enjoyed her orgasm, even though the two looked hardly alike at all at most times.
With his load deposited high into his mother-in-law's body, Isaac rolled off her and collapsed beside her. The room seriously needed an airing out, he realized.
Gwen rolled into his shoulder and draped an arm across his bare chest. Both of them were sweaty and in need of a shower. "Thank you, Isaac. That was wonderful."
Isaac had no idea what to say. He finally nodded, and replied, "Thank you, Gwen. I liked it myself." Gwen gave his cheek a quick kiss before she rolled away. Gathering up her discarded clothing, she told him, "I've got some errands to run today, if you'd like to join me."
"I'd like that," he replied, and Gwen smiled to herself, knowing that he would do anything she asked of him, now that she's shown him what life in the Van Winkle family was like.
Still naked, she turned back to him before heading out of the room. "After, if nobody's back yet, maybe we could enjoy another roll in the hay!"
"I'd like that, too," he grinned.
***
Gwen returned to her perch on the balcony with a fresh pot of hot tea. She had enjoyed Isaac so many times in the years since she first introduced him to their lifestyle that she'd often have trouble recalling them. After pouring a cup full of the tea, she settled into the wicker seat to watch the bright, full moon ever so slowly make its way downward towards the black waters of the Pacific. The gentle breeze tickled her nipples beneath the nearly sheer night gown and she felt them bud up. She also felt the cool fingers of the wind play along the insides of her thighs, right up to her naked crotch, and she let her legs spread just a little more. She enjoyed the feel of night's cool breath upon her damp slot, which made her body shiver excitedly. She sipped warm tea as her thoughts turned to her other son-in-law, Vincent Wilson, though not the first time she'd enjoyed him and his wrist-thick manhood, but to the evening Vincent was invited to a family orgy for the first time, on the day his twin daughters were born.
Except for Isaac, who was busy with work in Sacramento, and their youngest son Graham, who was at school, the family had gathered for the birth of Olivia's twin daughters. They had flown up to Spokane on the family jet, though technically it was owned and operated by the Van Winkle Foundation. The hospital was located some miles from the university, where Olivia still had another year of school to complete, and where the apartment she and Vincent lived.
Vincent was a few years Olivia's senior and had begun work after graduating from Gonzaga as a fire fighter. He was a big, sturdy young man, and having played Rugby for the school, he displayed several past injuries, including a nose that had been broken many times. He was ruggedly handsome, Gwen thought, and reminded her of a lumberjack more than a fire fighter.
The family had witnessed the birth of the twins, and after several hours, they left to let Olivia sleep. After a dinner at Pizza Hut on the way back to the hotel, everyone was invited to the suite Oskar had paid handsomely for. It didn't take long, or many drinks served, before the celebratory festivities began.
As Olivia recovered in the hospital, Oskar and Gwen, together with Vincent, Sophia, and Garrett, celebrated the birth of yet another generation of Van Winkles in the time-honored tradition of a family orgy. Within half an hour of their arrival in the suite, Gwen was on her hands and knees, kneeling on the big king-sized bed, with Sophia in a similar position alongside. Behind Gwen stood her son, Garrett, who had his rock-hard cock sliding into her smoothly and easily. He'd been fucking his mother for many years now and knew how Gwen liked to be taken. Her heavy breasts hung beneath her and she bent her elbows so that her sensitive nipples dragged back and forth across the bed's sheets with every lunge. The action sent shivers down her spine and made her pussy vibrate around her son's piston.
Gwen looked over and watched as Sophia gulped her father's long, thick cock down. As Garrett's cock continued to work her pussy over, Gwen took in the delight that was on her husband's face. He was obviously enjoying their daughter's talented mouth, and the loud slurping she made on his manhood nearly drowned out the moans and grunts the men behind them were making. Oskar was relaxed against the headboard, kingly in his demeanor she thought, while watching both his wife and daughter as they were taken by two fine young men. He had been a good father for his daughters and had taught them both, Sophia and Olivia, how to pleasure a man and his tool from the time they understood what went where and why. Behind Sophia's upraised hips was Vincent. Gwen knew that Vincent, although still not a married member of the family, was enjoying the fact that he was allowed to enjoy the pleasures that his fiancé's twin sister offered him. Sophia barely resembled Olivia, yet in Vincent's mind they were very much the same. The 28-year-old fire fighter had already enjoyed Gwen's favors when Olivia introduced him to the family a little more than a year before. This was the first time he had experienced sex with Sophia, however. He was addicted, of that there was no doubt. And so was Sophia, as Vincent was a well gifted young man.
"Oh, fuck, Mom!" Sophia grunted after she let her father's cock fall free of her mouth. She sucked in a deep lungful of air and let her head hang while Vincent continued to pound her from behind. It was the first time she had experienced what her sister had told her about him and Sophia was enjoying it. Her own husband of less than a year was unable to make the trip up to be with Olivia as she gave birth to her twins, and she found Vincent, who was a year older than Isaac, to be very similar in many ways, except for his cock. Vincent was as thick as a beer can, she decided, much like her Uncle Hugo. She'd already cum on Vincent's cock once and was racing towards a second orgasm, and they'd only been enjoying themselves little more than fifteen minutes or so.
Gwen reached over to stroke her daughter's chin. Sophia turned and looked at her with half-lidded eyes. "Didn't I tell you...that Vince has a...fat dick?" she panted along with Garrett's deep thrusts. With everyone, her son's cockhead banged at her cervix, sending jolts of pleasure through her body. Sophia grinned in response and let her head drop once again; enjoying the pounding she was getting from the muscular stud her sister had landed.
When Garrett eventually slowed, Gwen took the opportunity to slide forward away from him and turn around. She brought her son's long cock to her lips and slurped it down. Garrett's hands went to her head and took hold of his mother's short blonde hair. His hips began to rock almost as fast as they had been when he was poking her cunt. Now, her son began to face-fuck her, something he'd learned from watching his father no doubt.
Beneath her, the bed began to bounce faster and she let Garrett's cock go free. Beside them, Vincent was picking up his pace, fucking Sophia with rapid, sharp strokes. "Oh, god! Oh, god! Oh, god!" he was panting. His climax was imminent and Gwen stepped from the bed. Gathered around, Gwen, Oskar, and Garrett watched as Vincent worked both himself and Sophia towards their mutual climax. When it happened, Gwen thought it the most beautiful of sights.
"Oooohhh, yeeeesssss!" Vincent roared towards the ceiling. He slammed his cock hard and deep into Sophia's vagina, which was exploding with its own creamy climax.
"Aaaaaahhhhh!" Sophia cried out. She dropped to the mattress, burying her face into the tangled sheet as her body trembled upon Vincent's fat fucker.
"Take it, Sophia!" Gwen moaned excitedly. "Take all of his hot seed!"
"Give it to her, Son!" Oskar added for Vincent. Garrett looked to his father, who was grinning wide as he watched his daughter cum and be filled with cum, while also stroking his own long cock. Garrett also was jacking his manhood, keeping it ready to go back to work at a moment's notice.
As Sophia and Vincent began to ride down the other side of their shared peak, Gwen rolled back into the bed to lie beside the joined lovers on her back. She reached for her daughter's equally heavy breasts and began to cup the left one. Meanwhile, she spread her legs and told her husband, "Give me your cock, Oskar. I need you inside me."
Gwen's husband, one of the three famed Van Winkle brothers who built Regal Bay up from the Pacific Coast fishing village it once was into the growing, thriving city in now is, moved over to her. He was now looking at her with as much lust as he had been looking at their daughter. He never failed to pleasure her, or any of the Van Winkle women. Even at his age, and Oskar had just celebrated his 65th birthday, his cock was always rock-hard and ready to please. As he knelt on the bed between his wife's spread legs, he gave his long cock, still slick with their daughter's spit, a stroke or two before he leaned across his much smaller lover's body. Gwen reached between them and took hold of Oskar's cock to guide it in, but needn't have bothered. Garrett had worked her over well and her vagina was still agape, ready for her husband to fill her with hot, hard, German-born steel.
"Oooohhh, yeessss! Fuck me, Oskar! Yeessss!" Gwen cried out as her masculine bear of a husband began to drive his long cock deep into her and then withdraw just enough to make her body tremble and beg for more. He didn't disappoint her. He never did.
Standing beside the bed, watching as his mother and father began to fuck once again, Garrett felt left out, but for just a moment. While their parents made love on the bed, Sophia called for her brother to join her at the long sofa that occupied the wall of the hotel suite. Vincent had collapsed against the headboard of the bed and had lit up a marijuana cigarette.
"Sit here," Sophia told Garrett. Once settled on the cool leather cushion, Garrett watched his sister drop to her knees and push his apart. His cock, still throbbing and waving from his brown tangle of pubic hair, was soon wrapped by Sophia's fingers. She stroked him, discovering that their mother's cream still coated him. As their mother and father engaged in intercourse on the bed, Garrett watched as Sophia took his cock head between her lips and began to lap across the tip with her tongue.
"That feels good," Garrett sighed. He slipped his hips a bit further towards the edge and leaned back into the sofa. He reached out and began to stroke his sister's blonde hair when her head began to bob up and down. Inch by inch she took her brother's manhood into her mouth, until she showed him her oral skills by taking his entire length with every gulp.
With her heavy breasts lying on Garrett's thighs, Sophia backed off her brother's dick and wrapped her fist around the base. She then began to work the top few inches over with her tongue and lips, bobbing along at a quicker pace when Garrett's moans, and his cock's throbbing, began to pick up.
"Oh, god! Suck my dick, Sissy! That feels so good!" Garrett was panting while he watched.
Sophia let his cock free of her lip-lock for a moment, to give her brother a broad smile. "I'm glad you like it," she said, adding a lick across his leaking tip. "Maybe we should do this more often." Sophia went back to giving her brother head.
Meanwhile, Oskar had driven Gwen into a moaning orgasm and despite not yet climaxing himself, he slipped free of her quivering quim and headed for the suite's wet bar. His long cock dripped with his wife's cream as he went, something Garrett noticed. "Fuck! That was great!" Gwen declared after a moment of rest. She rolled onto her side, nearer Vincent, and reached for his limp member. She looked up to find him nearly asleep after finishing off the dope. Her attentions turned to where her daughter was giving her son a lengthy blow-job. "I think I want a taste of that," she said to no one in particular, and joined her daughter on her knees a moment later.
Garrett watched as his sister removed her mouth from his cock and presented it to his mother. He'd been getting blow-jobs from his mother for a long time, but this was the first time he'd had both her and another trading off. His balls were being held, and at times squeezed, by Sophia, and as he watched his mother go down his shaft, he felt Sophia's grip tug and twist them.
"Ooooowwwww!" he groaned. He bucked his hips upward involuntarily and the result was banging his knob against the back of his mother's throat. Her grunt told him that she hadn't been expecting it, and Sophia giggled. However, Gwen was an expert cocksucker and held her mouth down upon her son's shaft. She gulped, and his cock popped down her throat. Her lips pushed into his thick hairs as she took him as deep as she could, and then held him there. She stroked her tongue along the underside of his shaft while working her throat muscles.
"Uuunnngggghhhhh!" Garrett suddenly groaned and took hold of his mother's head. He held her in place, forcing her to take his cum directly into her throat as he began to shoot off. Gwen had been in this position before, and knew how to relax. She had to hold her breath as her son's cock throbbed in her mouth and fed his hot semen down her throat. She wanted to taste his seed, and waited until he started to relax before she could pull up. The last of his semen coated her tongue as she pulled back until just his knob was held in place by her lips. She swallowed her son's cum and ran her tongue around his crown to clean up any stray morsels. When Gwen had finally let Garrett's dick fall free of her lips, he was completely spent, and completely limp. Garrett was also panting heavily on the sofa, looking as spent as his cock was. Gwen gave her son a wide, proud smile, and then leaned in to give him a quick kiss.
"Did you enjoy that?" she asked her son, getting only a nod in answer. She turned and gave Sophia a quick kiss as well before turning her attention back to her husband. Oskar stood at the wet-bar, a tall glass in hand. His cock hung heavy from his crotch, invitingly, Gwen imagined.
"What would you like, my husband?" Gwen asked as she stepped right up to her bear-like lover. She stroked his hairy chest with one hand while cupping his heavy balls in the other.
"I'd like to see my wife and daughter pleasuring each other, so that I might pleasure them as well," Oskar replied in his deep growl. Gwen knew very well what he was suggesting, and spun away to take Sophia's hand in hers.
"You heard your father, young lady!" Gwen told Sophia. As she pulled her daughter to the bed once again, she asked, "Would you like to be top or bottom?"
Sophia kissed her mother before replying. "I was top the last time. It's your turn." Sophia leaped onto the bed and lay on her back, to be quickly joined by her mother, who straddled her head before lowering her face between her daughter's upraised and spread knees. As Sophia put her talented tongue to work on her mother's gaping vagina, she felt the bed move beneath her hips. Gwen felt it as well and lifted her mouth away from Sophia's wonderful flavors to find a thick cockhead brush against her mouth. She saw that it was very familiar, belonging to her husband. She smiled, and opened wide. Oskar's cock pushed in.
"This reminds me of the night Daddy took my virginity!" Sophia announced before returning her mouth to her mother's dripping slot. Gwen was unable to reply, as she had Oskar's cock wedged deep into her throat. His thick, coarse pubic hair tickled her nose, as it always did, making her throat muscles vibrate, giving Oskar the added sensations he had come to enjoy. The feel of his wife's mouth wrapped so tight around his shaft, her tongue flicking along the underside as her throat worked his knob, had come to be his favorite act of so many he and she had enjoyed over their long marriage.
Oskar slowly backed his cock from her throat and mouth, and Gwen left it dripping with her saliva. She reached out to help him take aim, and then watched as he plunged downward into Sophia's gaping slot, which drew a long, guttural grown from her daughter's lips that vibrated her clit and cunt. She rolled her hips and pressed hard against Sophia's mouth.
"So beautiful," Gwen sighed as she watched her husband once again slide his manhood in and out of their daughter. She put her tongue to work, lapping up the cream left on his shaft from her pussy as he withdrew, and then a quick flick across her clit as he slowly re-entered. Indeed, this had been how they had been, so long ago, when Oskar found her and Sophia on their daughter's bed, with Gwen atop her daughter sharing each other's pussies. Oskar had said nothing. He just stepped up, pulled his long, hardening cock from his trousers, lifted Gwen's face from Sophia's crotch, and replaced her flicking tongue with his manhood at their daughter's entrance. Gwen pushed her cunt hard into her daughter's face to muffle the scream as Oskar shoved himself home. Gwen groaned through an orgasm in that moment, watching her daughter loose her virginity to her father up-close while having Sophia's mouth locked to her gushing pussy. It was an act that was to be repeated two nights later, with Olivia.
After several strokes along his daughter's love-chute, Oskar pulled free and moved to the other end of the intertwined women. Sophia had her mouth tight to her mother's pussy, but a tap of his cock to her forehead caused her to lift away. Sophia saw her father's penis, just inches away and glistening with her own cunt cream, and as her mother's tongue returned to working her vagina over, Sophia opened wide and allowed his cock to slide deep into her own throat. As good as her mother was Sophia could match her inch for inch when it came to throating a man, thanks to her father's wonderful training.



Again, Oskar enjoyed the feel of a throat tight around his shaft. As he slowly face-fucked his daughter, he caught sight of Vincent watching him, and stroking his recovered cock. Oskar nodded towards the other end of the pile of women. "Pick a hole," he growled. Vincent didn't need to be offered a second time. He quickly scrambled to his knees and as he took up the same position Oskar had been in just moments before, Gwen lowered her dripping mouth from Sophia's slot and wrapped her lips around his knob.
"Oooohhh, yes!" Vincent moaned as the older woman began to work his knob over with her rough tongue. "Goddamn! That feels good!"
A moment later, Oskar slipped out of Sophia's mouth and slid effortlessly into Gwen's vagina. He plunged deep, forcing a groan from her chest that vibrated Vincent's cock, and then began to work his wife's pussy over as he had for two decades. Below, Sophia turned her oral attentions to his heavy balls as they slapped her across the face. She captured one and sucked it into her mouth before doing the same to the other. In the moments when her father would drive deep and hold himself there, she would attack his anus, flicking her tongue across, around, and even into his rosebud, before he resumed fucking her mother. As she lapped up the leaking cream that dripped from her mother's slot, Sophia had to let out a groan as her vagina was again stretched to the limits by Vincent's thick cock.
Coated in Gwen's spit, Vincent thrust his cock home in Sophia's willing, gaping cunt and went to work once again. Olivia's sister had a slightly tighter hole than she did, and Vincent owned that to the fact that he'd been working Olivia over for a few years now, and had only started on Sophia. He felt a bit of regret for her husband, knowing that Isaac wasn't going to be able to give her the stretching she so obviously enjoyed on his dick.
Watching his father and soon-to-be brother-in-law fuck his mother and sister had Garrett's cock rock-hard again. He wanted to join in, to find a place to ram his dick. He felt like the odd man out, just watching everyone else having fun.
"Want to take over, son?" Oskar asked in his deep voice. He slowly withdrew from Gwen, leaving her gaping and ready. Below, Sophia looked up to see if her father was about to return his cock to her throat, but instead saw him back further away. She rolled her head and saw Garrett moving to replace their father.
Smiling, Sophia said, "I want your dick first, Garrett!"
Garrett, his cock still wrapped by his fingers, replaced his father at the bed's edge and wagged it in her direction. "Open up and say, "Aaahhh"!" he told her.
"Aaaaaahhhhh!" Sophia replied, and a moment later, her mouth was filled with her brother's long, thick cock. In no time, Garrett was face-fucking her as smoothly as her father had. As he did, Garrett worked his hands on his mother's up-raised ass and soon had his thumbs pressing against her anus. He had discovered the joys of anal sex with her, years ago, and seldom went without getting up her ass at some point during one of their family orgies. Once Sophia had his cock good and wet, he would shove it into his mother's guts, he vowed.
Meanwhile, Vincent continued to work Sophia over from the other end. His thick cock was doing a number on her and her juices gushed with every thrust into her. Gwen was hungrily lapping up the creamy over flow, and in those instances when he would pop free, Gwen would quickly gulp his knob down, wiping it clean with her tongue and lips. Vincent was thrilled by the loving attention he was given by these two wonderful women, something he had never received from his own mother or sister. As he returned his cock to Sophia's vaginal grip, he wondered what it would have been like, to take his own sister or mother. Looking up, he watched Garrett do exactly that, and envied him.
Having his mother's ass presented for him, Garrett was eager to get in. He had relaxed her ring with his thumbs, massaging the muscles until she was ready. Gwen knew that her son had an anal fixation with her and had expected he would make a play once he had moved up behind her. She wanted his long dick up her ass. She loved having her son rut her. Garrett had been her anal lover for many years and never failed to scratch that itch.
She turned her head and moaned, "Now, Garrett! Stuff your dick up my ass! I'm ready for you!"
Garrett's grin broadened from his mother's invitation and with his sister's saliva dripping from his knob, he pushed hard against his mother's brown-eye. The head speared open the ring easily, drawing a deep moan from his mother, and as he watched his cock slid up into her, Garrett began to groan as well.
"Aaaahhh! Mom! Your ass is so hot!" Below him, Sophia went to work on his balls, and once he was fully embedded within their mother's guts, Garrett began to work back, plunging deep again only when his knob buckled her anus outward. Back and forth he drove, in deeper with each thrust. Her warm rectum massaging his shaft as he went.
"Oooohhh, yeeeesssss!" Gwen groaned. "God, how I love that!"
Vincent watched in awe as Garrett butt-fucked his own mother. His cock was much too thick for him to anal fuck Olivia, even though they had tried once or twice. He had never enjoyed the pleasures Garrett was getting right then, and again, Vincent envied him. Even with Sophia's awesome cunt gripping his dick as he slowly fucked her, he was beginning to lose concentration, and slipped free a moment later.
"Uuummmm," Sophia groaned with disappointment as her body was vacated. She continued to suck on her brother's balls, even as her mother resumed eating her out. Her hole was agape and she could barely feel her mother's tongue on her over-stimulated flesh. Only the sounds of slurping, coming from between her thighs, reminded her of the heavy flow of cream he mother was cleaning up.
Oskar took the opportunity to return to the pile. Watching his son sodomize his wife had his cock throbbing once again, and he felt it time to give his daughter the same thrill. Taking Sophia's ankles in his large hands, he pushed her legs further back, rolling her hips upward and bringing her tight little anus into view. Gwen saw what her husband was working towards and reached for her daughter's butt. She pulled the cheeks apart and then dribbled a mouthful of saliva onto her daughter's tight anal ring. She began massaging Sophia's hole with a finger and took Oskar's cock into her mouth, to get it good and wet as well.
Satisfied, Gwen released her husband's knob and looked up at him. "You're ready, Darling, and so is she." Gwen took hold and guided Oskar's cock into position, and watched as her daughter's anus slowly opened and accepted her own father.
"Uuunnngggghhhhh!" Sophia groaned loud beneath Gwen. Her body trembled as Oskar's cock pushed inch by inch into her guts. Anal sex was not something Sophia enjoyed, and it had been a long time since her last guttural penetration. Her father had taken her in this way a few times, but not for many years. The feel of his massive dick wedging her open and filling her was making tears roll down her cheeks.
"Oooohhh, Daddddyyyyy!" she moaned with obvious pain in her voice. "Oooohhh, Daddddyyyyy!" she repeated. "Aaaaaahhhhh!" This last came from deep in her chest as her mother bit down upon her clit to change the pain's focus. Suddenly, she was full and her father was as deep as he could go inside her. She was trembling, shivering as if in a freezer, and yet the pain was gone, now replaced by incredible pleasures as her mother attacked her clit with her tongue.
Meanwhile, Garrett had continued drilling his mother's ass, which had relaxed to the point where he could easily thrust as hard, deep, and fast as he ever did her vagina. Listening to his sister's groans as their father began to fuck her ass had him feeling the first pangs of an orgasm, building deep within her balls. It wasn't long before it had grown to full force, and with a guttural cry, Garrett fired his load high into his mother's guts.
"Uuunnngggghhhhh!" Garrett roared, and Oskar knew his son was filling Gwen up with hot seed. His own pent up load, which had been on edge since they had started this session more than an hour earlier, was finally beginning to boil. Oskar had never cum in his daughter's ass, and as his manhood began to pulse deep within her hot guts, he knew it was time to change that.
"I'm cumming, Sophia!" he growled. "I'm cummingggg!" Oskar pushed deep into his daughter and let go, flooding her intestines with his hot semen.
Sophia felt her father's cum gushing into her guts, and that set off her own climax. "Oooohhh, Daddddyyyyy!" she cried out, even though it was her mother's mouth and tongue that got the jets of cream as she climaxed. "Aaaaaahhhhh!"
Gwen was nearing an orgasm herself, driven there by the wonderful cock of her son, shoved high up her ass. Her own cream had been flowing for a while, dripping onto Sophia's face, but now she gushed. "Aaaahhh, yeeeesssss!" she moaned as her climax rolled through her body.
That was all it took for Garrett to cross his own boundary. His cock began to pulse and throb inside his mother's clenching guts, and a moment later he was also firing off, painting the dark walls of his mother's guts white with his heavy load. "Aaaahhh, Mooooommmmmm!" he hummed, and then stuffed his dick as far and as deep inside her as he could. His cock unloaded up her ass once again, and the feel of her warm rectum around his shaft made his body shiver.
Vincent watched from the sidelines as the incestuous family shared in their orgasms. Again, he felt jealousy as well as admiration for what the Van Winkles had. He had to keep reminding himself that he was now a part of this sinful family, and in time would be enjoying each and every one of them, over and over again. As he watched the men sodomized their women, he had been jacking his cock hard and fast, and as they had cum, so had he. Now his fingers dripped with semen, and as he watched the four bodies untangle and disengage, he wiped his hand clean on a nearby towel.
One by one, they recovered and showered. Only underclothing was put back on, though the women remained braless as they sat around, enjoying drinks and conversation for a while, before heading for their separate rooms and much needed sleep.
***
Gwen awoke with a jolt. She had fallen asleep while reminiscing about her wonderful husband and his magnificent manhood. It was well past midnight and she shivered. Leaving the tea pot and cup on the table, she retreated to her bedroom and closed the door. She rolled into her bed and pulled the covers up to her chin. She missed her husband dearly, as she always did on this anniversary. She only had fond memories of him even though they had had just as many conflicts as any other married couple. Those were long forgotten. Only the love and joy, as well as the sinful pleasures they shared together and with their family remained. Gwen fell back asleep with a smile on her face, as she always did when lying in the bed she had shared with him.



        The Matrons of Regal Bay Ch. 51

        Deirdre's Tales, Part 3.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-matrons-of-regal-bay-ch-51

Title: The Matrons of Regal Bay Ch. 51

Author: SteinWolf8

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Deirdre's Tales, Part 3.

Tags: mother son, mature

Series: The Matrons of Regal Bay


Chapter 51
Deirdre's Tales - Part 3
Deirdre and Geoff Sullivan entered their home following a night out to celebrate her birthday. She flicked on the hallway light and headed towards the kitchen at the back of their house while Geoff paused in the living room to remove his suit jacket.
"Thank you again for the wonderful dinner, Geoff," Deirdre called to him. "I really needed a night out."
"It was my pleasure, darling," Geoff replied. "I just wish we had more opportunity to get out. Unfortunately, with greater responsibility comes a greater work load out there." Geoff was referring to his recent promotion at the Gen. Bradley Military Research Center to Quality Control Director. He had worked at the government backed facility for more than twenty years and even though he was only 50 years old, he was one of the top civilians at the facility. His work often took him to meetings at the Pentagon in D.C., or to remote testing facilities in California, Germany, or the South Pacific. Geoff was often away from his home and family for days, if not weeks, on end. As such was the case, whenever they got the opportunity, Deirdre and Geoff made it a point to get out and enjoy themselves, even if it was just for the evening.
Geoff had just returned home from a three day trip to Ft. Hood, TX, and as it turned out he was just in time to take his wife out for her birthday dinner. He hadn't even changed out of the suit he had travelled in before they had headed out. Now that they had returned home, Geoff was feeling the effects of his long day catching up to him.
"Would you like a drink?" Deirdre called from the kitchen.
"No, thank you. I'm feeling that wine enough the way it is." Geoff started for the stairs. "I'm going up to bed, I think."
"I'll meet you up in a minute," she replied.
Geoff stopped in the downstairs bathroom to relieve his bladder before heading up, and when he made it to their bedroom he was surprised to find Deirdre had already made it there. He paused in the doorway to take in his wife's stunning beauty, even if she was nearly as old as he was.
"You are looking absolutely fabulous tonight, Deirdre," Geoff admitted to her as he stood in their bedroom doorway. Deirdre was still wearing her tight red dress, and had not kicked off her shoes before crawling into the bed she shared with him. Geoff had left his jacket behind as well as his tie, and still wore his blue shirt and suit slacks. His bright blue eyes moved up and down her long body, appreciating her even now that she was 49.
"Thank you," she replied in her soft, songful Irish lilt. She stroked her hand up along her thigh, pulling the hem of her dress a bit higher. Her flesh remained milky white, even at this time of year, thanks to a liberal amount of sun screen and a limited amount of time outdoors during the bright summer. Her freckles popped, dotting her face, neck, shoulders, and upper chest, the only areas her husband could see at the moment.
Geoff stepped up to the edge of the bed and reached out for her. "Come here," he said, and she allowed him to pull her from the bed. She was turned away from him, and Geoff pulled her back against his chest. He planted his mouth to her long neck and began to kiss and lick at her soft flesh, while running his hands up and down her body.
"Oh, Geoff," she sighed. "I love you, darling."
"I love you, Deirdre," he replied as his mouth found hers, and his hands took hold of the hem of her dress and began to lift. From the corner of his eye he could see the dresser mirror, and in it the image of his beautiful wife. Her red panties came into view as he lifted her dress even higher while still kissing her as deep as he could at such an awkward angle.
Deirdre placed one of her hands upon the back of her husband's head to hold him in place, while finding one of his with her free one. She brought it up to her breast and left his hand there to hold her. She reached down then and behind her hips to press her hand flat against his crotch, and the bulge that was growing there. She released his head and pulled her mouth away so that she could lean forward and press her butt back against her husband's hips. She felt his bulge nestle into the valley of her ass.
Geoff stroked her long, curly red hair to the side and found the zipper of her dress. He slowly began to pull it down, exposing her milky flesh inch by inch. Deirdre had her hands on the edge of the bed and looked back at him, a warm smile on her lips and a sparkle in her eye. She was ready for her husband. He had been gone for more than a week and had returned in time to take her out for a romantic birthday dinner. Now they were back home and she wanted her husband to take her as never before. It had been so long since they'd been so romantic together, and Deirdre needed her husband more than anyone that night.
Geoff reached the end of the line for the zipper and brushed her dress to either side, exposing her shoulders and upper back. He leaned over her and began to kiss across her flesh, from side to side and down her spine. When he reached the clasp of her red bra, he paused long enough to use his teeth to pop it free.
"Aaahh," Deirdre sighed as her heavy breasts dropped free with the release of the bra. She leaned forward more, going down to her elbows on the mattress while pressing her hips back against Geoff again. His mouth continued to travel downward, until he had to start pushing her dress down. Deirdre came up enough to pull her arms from the sleeves and then, as Geoff pulled it to her hips, she crawled onto the bed, on her hands and knees. She tossed the bra aside and looked back at her husband.
Geoff's attention was on her wide, pale ass and as she watched, he leaned in and began to kiss her butt, taking his time to enjoy each cheek in turn, leaving saliva trails where his tongue slid. Her body was tingling with need, and yet she had always enjoyed Geoff's style, when he was in the mood, of taking his time to make sure she was as hot for him as he could possibly get her before taking her. As much as Dierdre enjoyed what she had going with her young son now, he still had to learn patience when it came to foreplay. She only wished that there was some way for Conor to learn directly from his father, but that was a step she could never take, not on her own.
Geoff trailed his tongue down through her butt crack and as low as he could go before coming up. "Roll over," he whispered, and Deirdre did as asked. She settled onto her back and drew her knees out and back. Her lacy red panties were damp in the crotch with excitement, and as she watched Geoff slowly move between her thighs, she reached up and cupped her breasts in either hand. She squeezed them as she felt Geoff's breath against her inner thighs, a moment before he began to lightly kiss up and down them.
"Oooohhh, Geoff," she sighed when he flicked his tongue slowly along the junctions where her leg and crotch met, just an inch from her vibrating pussy. "Oooohhh, stop teasing me!"
Geoff grinned up at her then and tugged the crotch of her panties to the side. "Is this what you want?" he asked, just before he planted a kiss directly to her vaginal lips.
"Oooohhh, yeessss!" she moaned loud. Her head pressed back into the mattress and her hips rolled up, her knees wide and back nearly to her chest. Her crotch was open and inviting her husband in, to do as he pleased, as long as it pleased her.
Geoff pressed his hands into her thighs to hold her open as he began to slowly, agonizingly slowly, run his tongue up and down his wife's folds. Her cream flowed and he tasted her, drank her in, and smeared her juices allover her pussy. Deirdre had taken to shaving her pussy hairs back into a tight strip above her slit, leaving her pussy entirely bare and smooth. He liked it and ran his tongue over and around the smooth, warm flesh. He would have to ask her who had suggested this to her, and thank them later.
As Geoff turned his oral attentions to her clit for the next few minutes, Deirdre began to vibrate on the mattress. Her orgasm was rapidly building and it wouldn't be much longer before she exploded. Geoff had never failed to get her off with his tongue, and this night would be no different. Her breathing began to quicken as her hips rocked harder to force her husband's mouth to attack her entire sex.
"Oooohhh, god, yes! Yes, Geoff, yes! I'm cuuuummmminngggg! Aaayyyeeee!" Deirdre howled as her climax hit her.
Geoff took hold of his wife's bucking hips and planted his mouth tight to her quivering hole. He felt her juices squirt across his tongue and he gulped them down hungrily. He'd missed his wife's cum on his tongue. It tasted so much different than the women he enjoyed during his trips, and yet so very similar to the cream their daughter left on his tongue. He lapped up every drop and dug into her hole deep, looking for even more.
As Deirdre began to recover, she sighed, "Give me your cock, Geoff. I want to feel your cock in my mouth." Geoff rose from between her thighs and wiped his face on the sleeve of his shirt. He quickly unbuttoned the shirt and tossed it away as Deirdre rolled back onto her hands and knees to face him. Her eyes were on his face as he unfastened his belt and slacks. "Give me your cock," she told him again, and Geoff pushed his slacks and underwear down to mid-thigh. His cock was rock-hard and sprang out, its gentle upward curve guiding the purpled spear-head towards his wife's mouth. Her tongue flicked across her lips as she parted them. Her bright green eyes dropped to his manhood, appraising it once again, before she crawled forward and wrapped her lips around the head.
Deirdre pushed forward and took half of her husband's length into her mouth on that first lunge. She tightened her lips around his shaft and slowly pulled back while running her tongue along the underside. At the tip, she flicked the piss-slit and across the top. Geoff moaned and placed his hands on the top of her head before she relaxed her jaws and lunged forward once again.
"Aaahh, Deirdre!" Geoff groaned as his cock filled her mouth once again. He pulled her red hair up into a bunch on the back of her head and held her in place. Her eyes rolled up to look at him, and he began to rock his hips, fucking her gently with his cock. Her gulps tickled the head as he shoved a little deeper with each thrust, until he felt her throat open. Dierdre gagged when he pushed harder, his knob making the curve downward. He backed off, knowing she couldn't take him fully into her throat, not like some of his lovers. He never pushed her to, either. He loved and respected her too much for that. She'd take him if and when she was ready.
Geoff backed off and enjoyed what Deirdre gave him for a few minutes, watching her hips rock as he moved her along his cock. She lowered her hips and gave him a bit of a different angle, and suddenly she took him a bit deeper than she usually did. Geoff wondered if she had been practicing while he was away, and on who. The feel of her throat fluttering around his knob about made him cum, and he could feel his pre-cum flowing.
"Aahh, fuck! I'm going to cum if you keep that up," Geoff told her as he eased his cock from her mouth. Dripping with her saliva, his cock pulsed and wagged once released. Geoff stepped back and finished undressing while Deirdre repositioned herself on their bed. Now in the proper position, with her head in the pillows, Deirdre awaited her husband, ready to take him as a wife should.
Geoff joined her in the bed and crawled up between he parted thighs. He took hold of her knees and pushed them back, opening her again. His cock lay along her damp slot and he humped his hips, sliding along her gash for a moment. "Jeezus! I can't take the teasing, Geoff!" Deirdre howled and reached down to push her husband's tool into her eager hole. "Aaaahhh, yeessss!" she moaned as Geoff's cock filled her with a single thrust that they both needed. "Aaahhh, fuck me, Geoff! Oooohhh, please, darling, fuck me!" She needn't have begged, as Geoff fell easily into a steady, though shallow, thrusting. The combination of his familiar curve driving his knob upward against her g-spot, and his thumb now rubbing circles around her clit bud, had Deirdre again on the verge of an orgasm, just minutes after his entry.
"Aaahhh, Geoff! Geoff! Geeeooooffffff!" she howled again as her climax rolled through her. Geoff took in the beautiful sight of his wife's face screwed up as if in agony as she peaked. Her cream again flowed, warming his shaft as well as lubricating it, and he began to drive deeper into her. He didn't slow down, either. He picked up the pace as she climaxed and as she began to recover once again, he was pounding her hard and deep.
Geoff had great staying power, even for a man of 50, and given the familiarity of the feel of his wife's vagina wrapped around his shaft, he had no trouble continuing his rapid-fire thrusts for many minutes. He had dropped to his elbows above her and planted kisses across her mouth, cheeks, forehead, and neck as he worked her over with his cock. Deirdre was panting heavily beneath him, lost in the afterglow of her most recent orgasm. Their bed rebounded beneath her as he drove deep into her. Her legs flailed to either side of him, held back by her hands, and her wonderfully full, heavily freckled breasts shook on her chest, and Geoff leaned down to capture one of her soft, pale pink nipples with his teeth.
"Oooohhh!" she moaned as he ran his teeth across her sensitive nipple. Her cunt clamped momentarily around his shaft when he bit down, and after releasing the one, he repeated the act on her other. Again, her walls spasmed and tightened around him.
"You must like that," he huffed. "Are you starting to like a little bit of pain mixed with your pleasure, Deirdre?" She didn't reply, and again Geoff wondered who she was fucking when he wasn't around. Not that it made him upset. She was still his wife and would always be. Just as their daughter would always be his daughter and young lover. His cock twitched at the thought of Sarah lying beneath him once again, her tight pussy gripping his manhood. And that thought led him to wonder if Deirdre was as sinful as he was. Had she been sleeping with Conor, he wondered?
Geoff pulled out of Deirdre suddenly, so suddenly that she opened her eyes, wondering what had happened. Geoff knelt between her legs, his cock pulsing above her gaping slot. He was looking down at her and his expression was strange. Not his usual passionate features. Something strange, even angered.
"What's the matter, Geoff?" she asked a moment later, as she let her legs relax. "What's wrong?"
Geoff took a moment before answering. "Nothing. It's nothing. I'm beginning to cramp, is all. Let's change it up."
Deirdre sat up and told him, "Lay down then. Let me do the work." Geoff nodded and fell onto his side of the bed. Deirdre followed him and quickly straddled his hips. She wiggled her hips until she felt her husband's knob stroke through her slot, and once positioned, she lowered herself down his length. He entered her easily after the fucking he'd given her over the previous hour, and with her cream dripping from her hole, she plunged down his full length, balls deep as he would say.
"Ooohh, that feels so good," she sighed as she rolled her hips, stirring his cock within her. Slowly, she began to ride up and down, and Geoff reached up to take hold of her swinging tits. He pushed all thought of his wife and son fucking from his mind and returned to enjoying Deirdre once again.
Deirdre lay fully atop her husband and began to kiss him deeply, while barley working her hips to keep his cock moving within her. She stroked his head of short-cropped grey hair. She caressed his broad, strong shoulders, planting kissed on each. She kissed his throat and ears, and then back to his mouth, where she sucked his tongue deep into her mouth while working her hips a little harder and faster.
A few minutes later, she released his tongue and whispered, "Cum in me, Geoff. I need you to cum in me. I need your cum." She had picked up her pace even more and pushed up until she was riding her husband in true "cow-girl" style. Geoff, in turn, began to thrust up into her hard, meeting her halfway each time. Their thighs slapped loudly as they drove themselves harder, until Geoff dug his fingers deep into her tits.
"Aaaahhhh!" he groaned suddenly and jabbed up hard. "Uuunnngggghhhhh!" He growled loud as his cock began to erupt inside her.
Geoff's semen blasted her walls and set off her own orgasm. "Aaaahhhh, yeeeesssss!" Deirdre moaned as her juices joined with her husbands. Together, they had created four wonderful, successful children in their many years of marriage in just such a mating, and thought those years were long past, Deirdre often wished that she could feel the wonders of her body creating life. "Oooohhh, Geoff, I love you so much," she sighed into his mouth as they once again kissed very deeply.
"I love you, too, Deirdre," he replied. His cock still throbbed within her body as the last of his thick seed dribbled into her. A few minutes passed with her laying atop him before he softened and slipped from her vaginal grip. She sighed with regret and then slowly rolled away. Their hands found each other's and they lay quietly atop their bed, enjoying the afterglow without words. Geoff eventually fell asleep, and Deirdre rose to head for the bathroom and a shower. When she returned, her husband had crawled under the sheets and was fast asleep. She pulled on her pink and white lace nightie and joined her husband in bed.
***
The next morning, Geoff got a phone call early. Diedre was still asleep when he awoke her. "I've got to go in to work," he explained. "Evidently there was an accident yesterday and I've got to go in to lead the investigation."
Dierdre sat up. "Was anyone hurt?" she asked.
"They didn't say, but if they need me to lead the investigation, odds are that someone was." Geoff was already dressed in a shirt and tie, and retrieved a sport coat from the closet. He also picked up his pre-packed over-night bag. "I might stay out there tonight, if it looks like it might drag out." He sat on the bed's edge and leaned into her. "I had a great time last night," he said before kissing her with a bit of passion. "I want a replay when I get back!" He kissed her again, and then was up and headed for the door.
"I'll be here, horny and waiting!" she called after him. After a few minutes she heard him leave, the gentle thrum of his Camaro echoing down the quiet street. She got up and headed for the kitchen. It was just after six in the morning, an hour or so earlier than she usually got up during her summer break.
"Did I hear you say that you were horny?" Conor asked her as she padded barefooted into the kitchen.
"What are you doing up so early?" she asked. "And I thought you were staying with Jillian last night." Deirdre retrieved a coffee cup and poured herself a cup. Geoff had left most of a pot. She added a bit of milk and sugar, and then joined her son at the table.
"Jillian and I had a disagreement," Conor told his mother.
"Did you try to get into her pants?" she asked with a smirk.
Conor laughed, "Come on, Mom! You know she's as gay as Ellen."
"And she'd kick your balls up to your throat if you did make a move on her," Deirdre added with a laugh. She had known Jillian Merrimack for years. Conor and Jillian had been classmates most of their school years. Jillian was a student of hers, and before that she'd been Teagan's student in high school. Jillian was a tough little girl with tons of musical talent. Most notably, Jillian had a way with percussion that was rare in a woman her age. She was also very pig-headed when it came to criticism.



"Let me guess," Deirdre said. "She offered a few ideas for your opus, probably in the percussion lines, and you didn't appreciate it."
Conor looked up from the bowl of cereal he was enjoying and nodded. "How'd you guess?"
"I know both of you so well. How could it not be the cause of a disagreement between you two? It always has been, and might very well always be." Deirdre went to the refrigerator and brought out a bowl of strawberries. After biting one from its stem, she asked, "When did you get home?"
Conor grinned wide, and she knew what he would say even before he said it. "About halfway through you and dad's little fuck session. You were in the middle of an orgasm, from the sounds you were making, and dad was drilling you hard and deep."
Deirdre could feel the color rise in her cheeks, to match the color of the strawberries no doubt. "Oh, my god," she sighed. "How long did you watch?"
Again, Conor was amazed at his mother's intuitive nature. "Just for a few minutes. Until you two switched up and you started riding him."
Deirdre felt embarrassed. She had never thought about how Conor might view her having sex with his father, her husband. The idea of him watching was even more foreign to her. "Why did you watch us? What did you do, after?"
"Well, I guess I watched because it wasn't the first time," Conor admitted. "I've watched you and dad fuck for a while, since high school. Maybe you should start closing all of your doors, even your bathroom door. Haven't you ever wondered why there is a chair in the den that always ends up facing the door to the bathroom? That's where I sit and watch you sometimes."
"I don't believe you've been watching me for years," Deirdre gasped. "Why?"
"Because you're a hot woman, and I like to watch you. Why do you think I get hard thinking about you anymore? Hell, I'm hard now!"
Deirdre shook her head in disbelief. "What do you do, when you're watching?"
"Are you asking if I jack off while watching you and dad screw?" Deidre nodded. "Not usually. Last night I did, though I went back to my room to do it."
"This is incredible," Deirdre sighed. "I can't believe how twisted you are getting." She smiled at him, even though she was upset. "And you're hard right now?"
Conor laughed. "I was just kidding! No, I'm not hard right now! Geez, Mom!" Conor got up and placed his bowl and cup in the sink. "I've got to go. I'm meeting some guys at the music hall to work on the percussion lines today."
"When are you going to be home?" she asked, maybe with too much eagerness.
Conor again laughed. "I'll tell you what. If dad has to stay out at the Research Center tonight, I'll take you out to dinner for your birthday, a day late. And maybe I'll even give you a birthday present like dad did last night."
"Don't be such a tease, Conor!" Deirdre demanded. "Otherwise, I'll make sure the doors are closed every time, from now on!"
Conor gave her a brief kiss on the cheek as he headed out, leaving her alone in the house. Deirdre did give her sister a call later in the morning, but found herself torn between wanting her husband to come home that evening and wanting his to stay out at the Center. She realized that it had been more than two weeks since she and Conor had enjoyed an evening of sinful incestuous pleasures, and she was in need. Even after the wonderfully fulfilling fuck her husband had given her the night before, Deirdre needed the youthful passion her son provided.
Deirdre knew that Geoff had other women in his life, but did he suspect that she had other men? Was that what she had seen in his face last night, she wondered?
***
"Dad called while you were at the gym," Conor told her as she walked in. Deirdre had been at her aerobics class, something she had taken up a year or so ago to stay in shape. She wore her sky blue Lycra body suit beneath navy blue shorts and one of her husband's Regal Bay Knights logo t-shirts. Her hair was pulled back and tied up in a curly ponytail. She dropped her small gym bag into one of the kitchen table chairs and retrieved a bottle of Sobe Lifewater from the refrigerator.
Conor continued. "He said that he'd be staying out at the center tonight. He's got an investigator coming in from D.C. in the morning and needs to be on sight when she gets there."
Deirdre wiped her lips with the back of her hand after downing half of the bottle, her eyes on her son. Conor stood near the sink, having obviously just finished the few dishes that needed attending to. Just as obvious was the slight grin on his handsome face, framed by his unruly brown hair.
"Well then," she sighed, "since the cat is away, does that mean the mice want to play?"
"I did promise to take you out to dinner," her son reminded her. "And after, and only if you're up for it, I thought I could give you your present."
Deirdre stepped up to her son and wrapped her arms around his neck. He was still slightly shorter than her, though he was nearly 20. "Do I have to wait? What do you have for me?"
Conor kissed her, quick and light, and then with a mischievous grin on his lips, he said, "I got you an orgasm for your birthday. Would you like for me to give it to you now, or later?"
"Oooooo, my son is going to give me an orgasm for my birthday!" Deirdre giggled. "Just one?"
"We'll see," Conor replied before once again planting his mouth to his mother's.
***
They dined at Romano's, the up-scale Italian restaurant near downtown. After, Deirdre wanted to spend a little time walking the beach, so mother and son enjoyed the first few hours of the night along with several other couples on the shores of Regal Bay. Conor had dressed casually in jeans and a polo shirt with a sport coat, while Deirdre had chosen a slim black dress, much like the red one she had worn the night before, that accented her well rounded ass and large breasts. She had also worn black pumps, though she carried then in her hand as they walked along the sands. Their conversation stayed on topic much of the night, with the two talking about their shared passion of music. He laid out ideas for the opus he was working on that summer, and she offered points here and there. Though she loved her husband dearly, it was only with Conor that Deirdre could truly enjoy conversation as deep and thoughtful about her passions for music.
It was nearing mid-night by the time mother and son returned home. The house was quiet. Geoff's car was not in the drive or garage, she noted. That excited her. Her son excited her. Little was said as Conor took her by the hand and led her up the stairs. As expected, he guided her towards his bedroom, and once inside, he closed the door behind them.
Deirdre turned to find Conor already stripping away his clothing. She reached behind her back to go for the dress's zipper, but Conor stopped her. "I want to do that, Mom," he told her. She remained standing before him, next to the bed watching as her youngest son stripped away his clothing to stand bare before her. His cock, long and slender, was already rising with light pulses. She felt her crotch dampen, as it always did when her son showed his lust for her.
Without another word, Conor closed in on his mother and took her into his arms. His mouth found hers and they kissed, deeper than any mother and son should, and yet no different than they often did. Deirdre felt his manhood press into her pubic mound, as if seeking out a welcoming home to nest in. It would soon find it, no doubt.
Deirdre suddenly found herself on her back, her black dress pushed up in a bunch around her waist, her black-stocking clad legs spread, up and back, her black heels still on her feet. The bed beneath her gave as Conor settled atop her. His mouth again found hers and as his tongue slipped into her mouth, so did his cock slip into her vagina. His entry was facilitated by the fact she had not worn underwear that evening, at her son's request. He long cock slipped into her smoothly, until his scrotum caressed her anus. Her body immediately began to tremble beneath him.
"Oh, yeessss, Conor! Oh, fuck me! Oh, god, yes! Fuck me!" Deirdre was soon panting. Conor pushed up from her and was grinning wolfishly down at her as he began to work his cock within her familiar sex-chute.
"Oooohhh!" she started moaning as an orgasm suddenly rushed through her. Her pussy spasmed around her son's thrusting cock. She had not cum so quickly in a long time, and yet as her son worked his manhood within her, she let herself go.
"I'm cumming!" she huffed. "Oh, god, yes! Conor! You're making me cum, Baby! You're making your mother cummmmm! Aaaaaahhhhh!"
Deirdre was holding her legs back, her fingers digging into the backs of her knees as her orgasm rippled through her. Her hips rolled up with every downward thrust of her son, and her cream flowed down the crack of her ass, tickling across her asshole before dampening the bedspread beneath her buttocks.
As Conor continued to fuck her, even as she huffed and panted through her orgasm, he began to squeeze at her left tit. She tugged the fabric of her dress down at her shoulder and pulled the cup of her bra along with it until her entire breast was freed for him to enjoy. His thrusting never slowed as he leaned down to kiss her on the neck. His breath was hot in her ear as he puffed with his efforts. She closed her eyes and enjoyed the wonderful feelings her loving son was producing within her. She wrapped her long legs around his torso and took hold of his tight little ass with one hand, while she dug the fingernails of the other into his shoulder.
"Don't stop!" she huffed. "Oh, Baby, please, don't stop! So wonderful. Oh, so wonderful."
"Do you like your birthday present, Mom?" Conor panted. "I told you I had an orgasm to give you, didn't I?"
"Oh, yes, yes, you did," she laughed. "You gave me a wonderful orgasm, Conor." She pulled his mouth to hers and kissed him, even as his hips continued to pound down into her crotch. "Give me another one, please," she sighed. "Give your mother another orgasm."
Conor grinned down at his mother. "I'll do my best, Mom," he told her. He fell into a hard, steady rhythm that had the bed creaking loud beneath them as well as his mother's legs flailing above him. Her eyes were shut tight and her mouth hung open as he worked her over with his cock. He never failed to enjoy every stroke within her body, and this time was no different than any other. For several long, passionate minutes, Conor fucked his mother, until he began to feel his balls tighten, as well as her vaginal walls contract. She was about to cum again, even as he was about to unleash his own.
"Oh, Mom! I'm going to cum!" he growled as his thrusts began to drive deeper into her.
"Yes! Cum for me, baby! Cum with me!" Deirdre howled as her own climax began to roll through her. "Cuummmiiiiiingggg!" she cried as her body began to spasm beneath his onslaught.
Right with her release, Conor began to unleash his own juices, sending volley after volley of hot semen high into her belly. He thrust hard and deep into her and held his cock in place as his shaft pulsed and throbbed, sending jets of hot white seed into his mother's womb. He trembled against her as he filled her to overflowing, his balls draining their thick load into his mother again.
"I love you, Conor," Deirdre whispered as they began to relax, coming down from their shared high. His cock was still embedded deep within her body, though it was beginning to soften.
"I love you, too, Mom," he replied, and then kissed her again, as deep as ever. His tongue pushed into her mouth and she accepted it, sucking on it even as she began to feel his juices and hers leaking out. A moment later, they both sighed heavily as he slipped out. Conor pushed up and away from her and stood for a moment looking down upon his mother. She was the most beautiful woman in his world, never more so than right after she had climaxed. "You are so beautiful," he told her.
"Thank you, Conor," she replied. She watched him turn and head out, towards the bathroom. She relaxed, still trying to recover from the incredible orgasm her son had given her, for her birthday.
When Conor returned to his bedroom some minutes later, he was still naked, and his cock remained long, though hung limp from his hairy crotch. His balls, now drained of their pent-up load of semen, rolled between his thighs as he returned to find his mother in a new, somewhat seductive position.
"What are you doing?" Conor asked as he stepped up to the side of his bed. His mother was now completely naked and kneeling in the center of the bed, on her hands and knees, with her upraised ass towards the headboard.
"Oh, Conor, will you do me again? Please take me, Baby. Take me from behind. Take your bad mother like a dirty dog, you stud!" As she pleaded, she wiggled her ass. Deirdre noticed her son's gaze on her, lust so very obvious in his eyes. She noticed, as well, the sudden swelling of his manhood. Her mouth watered as she watched his "little man" rise to attention. He'd only finished fucking her five minutes before, and yet in his youthfulness he was already returning to full readiness. Her cunt twitched excitedly, expectantly. Her aroma acted upon him, strengthening his cock to full rigidity in seconds. Although she hadn't planned it this way, she was suddenly very ready to be taken by Conor once again.
"Wow, Mom! I can't believe this!" Conor gasped as he began to stroke his cock with one hand while reaching between her thighs to stroke through her wet slit with the other. "I can't believe how horny you are tonight."
"Can you feel it?" she panted as his fingers slipped into her. "Can you feel how wet I am for you, Conor. Oh, please don't tease me. I can't stand it! I need your manhood back inside me, Son. Oh, I want you to fuck me, Conor. Oh, how I need you inside me!"
Deirdre knew she really needn't beg, for Conor was already moving up close behind her, while pulling her hips back to him. As his knob pressed into her slit, she moved her knees back, impaling herself upon her son's length.
"Oh, yeessss!" they both gasped in unison. Conor's cock slipped fully into his mother in a single plunge, aided by the natural lubrication his previous load and her cream provided. His fingers dug into her hips and Conor began to slam into his mother's vagina with hard, deep thrusts.
"Ooooohhhhhh!" Deirdre moaned into the pillow she had pulled up to wrap her arms around. Her heavy tits hung beneath her, with the sensitive nipples grazing the sheet below. With every swing of her breasts, waves of electric pleasure rippled up through her, connecting her nipples to her clit, which was being rubbed and stroked by her son's heavy scrotum. She reached between her thighs and stroked her son's heavy balls with her finger tips, while also rubbing her clit with her thumb. She was going to cum quickly, and welcomed it.
Conor dug his delicate fingers into his mother's butt globes, and found his steady tempo. In his mind, he began to play Beethoven's 9th Symphony, the Coral section. The steady rhythm of the music set the tempo of his hips as he thrust deep and quick into his mother's body. Her pussy walls hugged him tight, even with his first load providing lubrication. Her gash was soon sloppy and frothy as Conor worked her over, towards her inevitable climax.
For Deirdre, she had music playing in her mind as well. For some reason, she had Tchaikovsky on the mind all day, and as Conor drilled her so pleasantly deep, she could imagine him doing this to her as the music of his 1812 Overture reached its crescendo. As the cannons fired in her mind, so did the cannon pounding away at her from behind.
"Ooohh, Mooooommmmmm!" Conor roared after what to each had felt like an hour of hard, steady thrusting. Both mother and son dripped in sweat as Conor threw his head back. His cock exploded deep within her body again, firing off volleys of hot white seed with each pulse of his shaft.
"Aaaaahhhhhheeeeeee!" Deirdre screamed into the pillows as her body erupted as well. Her cunt clamped down hard around her son and began to vibrate, milking his life-giving cream. If only I could still have children, she suddenly thought, and that very fear made her tremble even more. "Oooohhh, Conor! My love!" she groaned tearfully into the pillow a moment later. "My darling, darling boy!"
Conor could hear his mother grunting and moaning into the pillow, but not her words. His ears rang from his climax and a moment later, as she began to relax in his hands, he eased his spent and dripping dick from his mother's violated gash. He looked to see the damage he'd caused, the foamy white bubbles and thick drips of cum that escaped her raw pussy. The hole was agape and he could see deep into her. His semen was pooled inside her and it made him wonder if so much could overcome the tying of her tubes. Not that he wanted to impregnate his mother, but wasn't that the reason for planting the seed in the first place.
Unaware that her son was thinking along the very lines she was, Deirdre lowered her hips and rolled into the bed, lying on her side. She looked back at him. His cock glistened and hung in a long arch from his crotch, obviously spent. Still, she wanted to bring it to her mouth, to suck life back into it, so that it could once again deliver a healthy load od semen into her body.
"Why am I thinking like this?" she wondered. "I don't want to ruin this."
Conor leaned in and gave her a warm kiss. "I love you, Mom," he said before crawling off the bed. "I'm going to shower." He paused at the door and asked, "Can I sleep with you tonight? Dad won't be home. We don't have to have sex or anything. I just want to sleep with you."
Deirdre nodded. "I'd like that." After watching her naked son walk away, she vowed that they would have sex again that night. "We might not get any sleep at all, young man!" she sighed as she headed for the shower as well, his semen dribbling down her inner thigh, to join her son.
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Chapter 52
Cynthia's Tales -- Part 3
During the summer break months in Regal Bay, the weather was usually very beautiful, and the college population that remained spent the days on the beach, the boardwalk, or enjoying the golf club's amenities, in addition to the nearby Majestic National Forest. For those that remained, there was always something to do.
For Cynthia Price, she enjoyed presiding over her Intra-Generational Sexual Interaction seminar during the first six weeks of the summer break. However, by mid-July she was ready to enjoy some time away from Regal Bay. During this period every year, she and her son would schedule a vacation together. Most years they would enjoy a cruise, and this summer would be no exception. It would be different, however, in that David would soon be leaving Regal Bay for a career opportunity in Portland. Cynthia had booked them a trip to Greece, and a week-long cruise among the islands on the MSC Musica.
Sailing out of Venice, Italy, the MSC Musica was one of the MSC Cruise Line ships. The 8-day journey would see mother and son enjoy themselves, and each other, inexhaustibly. They had flown to Italy and boarded the beautiful white luxury liner Monday morning, the first week of August. For the first time, Cynthia had reserved a suite for their voyage. She had previously thought that spending the extra money on a larger place to sleep aboard a cruise liner was a waste, since most of the time you were out of the cabin doing things. But with the growing pleasures she was receiving from spending intimate time with her son, a larger, more comfortable suite was in order. On the Musica, the suites were situated high on deck 15, the Cantata deck. Their suite was located port side on the bow, directly below the Solariums at the top of the ship. The Aurea suites included a balcony which gave an extraordinary view of the sea. In addition to a comfortable sitting area, the bathroom was furnished with a hot water jet tub, though not large enough for two.
The first night on board, Cynthia and David made love twice, once before dinner and once before falling asleep together. The next morning, they enjoyed sex in the shower after Cynthia took care of her son's "morning wood" with a lengthy blowjob in bed as the morning sun blazed in through the balcony windows. The rest of that day was spent enjoying the amenities of the ship, the wonderful view of the Adriatic Sea, as well as a brief shore excursion into Brindisi, Italy. Mother and son again met up for dinner, and then a lengthy fuck-session in their cabin before enjoying the evening in the dance club.
During an afternoon layover in Katakolon, Greece, on their third day, Cynthia and David enjoyed the sun on the beach for a few hours, with many of the liner's guests. Cynthia soon found her son with his familiar hand-held video camera in hand, aimed her way. She enjoyed the secret life of an amateur internet porn star, and didn't mind having the camera aimed her way, even in public.
"We're here on the beach in beautiful and sunny Greece," David began narrating as he moved about her. "There are absolutely gorgeous women all around," he said as he panned across the near-by bodies. "Woman of every age, shape, and race, all sunning themselves here on this wonderful beach." He slowly came back to his mother, lying prone on the large cruise-line logo emblazed beach towel. He held the view-finder on her round, nearly naked rump, the globes tanned and glistening with the oil he had rubbed on just minutes before. With the lens directed on his mother's golden form, he slowly eased to his knees beside her in the warm sand.
"Here we find a stunning beauty enjoying the sun. May I ask your name?"
Cynthia turned her face towards David and smiled. "I there. I'm Cynthia."
"Hello, Cynthia," David replied, and began to pan down her body once again. Her well-tanned flesh offset the tangerine colored two-piece bikini, which was cut high up her hips. She had wedged the backside up her ass-crack like a thong to ensure a better, all-over tanning of her well-rounded ass. Her usually dirty blonde hair had been colored a more golden for their vacation, and was now highlighted with bleached tips. It was pulled back in a ponytail that lay to her left, away from her face. Even in her mid-forties Cynthia could turn heads, and had been for the first three days of their cruise. She had been wearing the raciest outfits on board that she had packed, and had already purchased several others yet to try out. She had shed her bra shortly after boarding in Venice (thanks in no small part to her son wanting a quickie before they left port), and hadn't worn one since. Her nipples had remained hard and prominent throughout the trip and drew the attention of every passer-by. Cynthia just loved the sight of growing bulges in Panama shorts and swimming trunks as guys twice her age down to half would get excited at the very sight of her thick nipples leading the way where-ever she went.
"It looks like you're getting a good tan going. Why don't you roll onto your side for me, let the camera get a good look?" David enjoyed directing his mother when the camera was on her, and she likewise enjoyed her part in their roll-playing. Cynthia grinned for him, licked her lips ever so slightly, and then rolled onto her side to face him and the camera, giving David a full-on view of her ample cleavage, barely contained within the bikini top. The fleshy globes swung down across her chest heavily as she settled upon her side and elbow, still grinning into the camera's lens.
"Do you like what you see?" she teased.
"Oh, hell yes," he replied.
Cynthia's eyes went lower and she responded, "I can tell you do, judging by the growing bulge I'm seeing." David moved the camera to follow his mother's eyes to his groin. Sure enough, the bulge at the front of his Panama shorts very apparent. He grinned and wagged his eyebrows at her.
Again, David panned the camera along his mother's full length, and told her, "You look so hot, like a girl half your age, Cynthia," he complimented, using her name as he often did in a public setting. "I'll bet you look even better without that suit on."
His mother smiled widely and replied, "Keep it up and I'll have to take you to the cabin do to you some very naughty things." David laughed and gave his crotch a quick squeeze as his mother looked on and licked her lips. He then stood up and slowly walked around to the other side of her, holding the camera in focus on her hips as he swung around to take in the sight of her well-rounded, smooth buttocks. Cynthia looked back across her shoulder and asked, "See anything you like?"
"I don't see anything I don't like," David replied. With that said, Cynthia rolled up to her knees and began to gather her things up. She didn't need to say anything else. They were done on the beach.
Now on her feet, she stepped into her sandals and pulled the beach bag over her shoulder. "Are you coming?" she asked the camera-man.
"Not yet!" he laughed, and then shut off the camera.
Back on board the Musica, mother and son were back in their cabin suite in less than ten minutes. Cynthia had retrieved the cold bottle of Champagne from the mini-bar that they had started on earlier. With the bottle in one hand and a flute glass in the other, she crawled into the center of the cabin's big, queen-sized bed. She filled the flute with the sparkling, golden liquor as she watched David move quickly about the cabin. He had retrieved the camera's tripod from his luggage and now had the camera ready and plugged into both the wall outlet to insure a good power source as well as the laptop computer to insure a good recording. He set it up near the foot of the bed, aimed in his mother's direction. He adjusted the lens to a wider angle setting before he nodded to his mom, letting her know that he was now recording.
Cynthia faced the camera and slowly, seductively sipped down part of the Champagne. "Well. I see you've followed me into my cabin, you naughty boy!" She then went forward to her elbows, licking her lips as her heavy breasts, still encased in the flimsy bikini top, settled into the mattress. Cynthia was in full form now and began to play to the camera, telling those that would soon be watching the recording, "I am so fucking hot for cock, the beach always makes me so fucking horny, and I just can't wait for my big, handsome son to get finished fucking around with the camera equipment and get into bed with me!" That last was more a directive towards David than to the camera.
David watched from behind the camera as his mother rolled seductively across the big bed onto her back. She lifted her legs straight up and then slowly let them fall to either side while still looking into the camera. Her crotch, barely covered by the bikini, was on full display for that moment. She then rolled to her side, finished off the Champagne in a gulp, tossed it to the carpeted floor, and rolled onto her elbows and knees, this time with her rump towards the camera. She humped her hips twice and the raised her ass high, begging over her shoulder towards the camera, "I just have to have a big, fat cock pound me like the dog I am!"
Cynthia again rolled onto her side and David moved out from behind the tripod to the bed's side. He pushed his blue and white Panama shorts down and stepped out of them while climbing into the bed. Kneeling, with his rigid cock now out and aimed directly at his mother, David crawled towards her and told her, "Is this what you're begging for, Mom?"
"You fucking know it! Give me that big, fat cock, David," Cynthia said as she reached for his crotch. She wrapped her fingers around her son's nine-inch cock and then gave it a quick tug to pull him closer. She then purred ever so slightly as she leaned further in towards her son's manhood. Once in range, and paying attention to the camera's angle, she said, "There's nothing better, ladies, than having your son's cock in your mouth. Believe me. I've been sucking on my son's big dick for years!" She ran her tongue out to the base of his shaft and then licked slowly up the full length until his purple knob was resting on her tongue. She moaned, looking first up into his face, and then with her eyes rolled towards the camera, she opened wide and dropped her mouth down the length of her son's cock.
"Oooohhh, Mom!" David moaned as his mother's mouth gobbled him down. David quickly pulled his t-shirt up and off as his mother began to noisily suck upon is cock. The noise was for the camera, obviously, as were her vocal moans and whispered admiration of his size and girth. David had heard it all before and knew his mother was playing to those that would be soon wanking off while watching his latest downloaded movie.
Cynthia let his cock slip from her lips slowly and then turned towards the camera once again. With David's cock-head slowly stroking across her cheek, she told her audience, "Incest is truly the best, ladies! Especially incest with your son! Who better to teach all of the wonderful things you want done to you?" She opened her mouth wide, flicked her tongue out, and slowly went down the full length of David's manhood once again. She began to work back and forth along his length, her eyes closed now, as she enjoyed the taste and texture of David's familiar cock.
David looked down upon is mother's bobbing head, her golden-blonde ponytail wagging back and forth in time with her head as she sucked his cock to full, throbbing hardness. She had already begun to suck his pre-cum up through his long shaft. Her fingers cupped his balls and tickled his perineum with her lengthy nails. As she sucked him, David smacked his mother's ass a couple of times. The smack of his hand upon her nearly naked flesh was quite loud in the bedroom. So too were her delighted moans. A ship's horn sounded in the background in that moment, adding to the atmosphere.
"I love it when you smack my ass, David," she sighed after letting his cock slip from her lips for a brief moment. Cynthia didn't let her son's cock free too long, however, and quickly resumed sucking after he smacked her once again across her wide ass.
"I love it when you suck my big cock, Mom," David replied, more for the audience that themselves. "Keep sucking and I'll keep smacking." He slapped at her ass again, alternating his hands as he went. None were very hard, just very audible. Again, playing to the camera.
David let his mother give the camera a good five minutes of cock-sucking before he insisted it was time to change things up. They had made enough home movies together now to know how things needed to move along, and Cynthia went with anything her son suggested. David tugged at the bikini top strings and released the cups. Cynthia gave her son's cock one long, loving slurp, and then rolled her knees under her. David began to push her bottoms down as Cynthia resumed sucking his cock noisily. She lifted first one leg and then the other as her son removed her bikini. Now fully nude together, mother and son settled down to give each other, and those that soon would be watching and enjoying at home, an exciting time.
David rolled away from his mother's vacuuming mouth to lie on the bed. He settled his head upon the pillows and took his cock in hand, stroking his mother's saliva along the full length as he watched her re-position herself. Cynthia straddled David's thighs and then crawled forward to drop her heavy tits into contact with his face. David captured one of her thick nipples between his lips while simultaneously stroking his cock-head through her wet, clean-shaven slit. Cynthia moaned as her son's cock slipped through her labia and positioned itself at her opening. She didn't hesitate to lower her hips and accept her son into her vagina once again. She moaned and he hummed into her breasts as her pussy engulfed his full, thick length in a single, smooth decent.
"And now we can add Greece to the growing list of places my son and I have sinned!" Cynthia smiled to the camera, adding a lip-lick as punctuation before beginning her rise and decent upon his manhood.
Both mother and son knew that the camera would have a magnificent view at the action taking place on the big bed. David had his legs splayed far apart and Cynthia followed suit. She hooked her feet across his thighs and began to rock her hips. David's cock started to stroke in and out of her pussy with short thrusts that had her juices flowing quickly. David picked up his own pace and soon was fucking up into his mother's body with long, deep strides that had her moaning and the bed squeaking. All for the sake of the camera.
David held his mother's hips tight as they fucked. Cynthia demanded he smack her ass from time to time, and David obediently complied with his mother's wishes, often with a "Yes, Mom!" or "As you wish, Mom." In turn, she would remind those watching that she was indeed fucking her own son, calling him by his name at times, as well as shouting "Fuck me, boy! Fuck your mother good with that big, strong dick!"
At times Cynthia would settle upon his lap and while lightly stroking his face, she would ask, "Do you like fucking you own mother, David? Do you like your mom's pussy wrapped around your fat cock?" Mostly, it was for the camera, but David knew she meant every word, every question, and every demand. Cynthia loved fucking her son, whether there was a camera watching or not.
Cynthia climaxed not once, but twice riding her son's fat cock in the classic Cow-Girl fashion. She reached back and stroked his heavy balls with her long finger nails, lightly scratching at the wrinkled sack between his legs. The bed vibrated beneath his spine as his mother rode through her latest climax.
"God, that's so fucking good!" Cynthia nearly shouted as she enjoyed the final spasms of her orgasm. Her son's cock, wedged high inside her, throbbed and radiated heat, drawing her climax out just a bit longer. She loved the way he could make his dick twitch inside her, as he was doing then. She grinned down at him with sparkling eyes.
With the completion of her latest orgasm, Cynthia spun around upon her son's cock, never letting it free of her dripping cunt, to face the camera. She leaned back and resumed bouncing upon his shaft, giving David room to reach around to take hold of her heavy tits.
"Yes, David! Squeeze mommy's titties!" she purred as she rode him. "Pinch my nipples, honey! Oh, yes! Just like that!" She held her hips in place and David began to ram upward into her for several seconds, hard and fast. His heavy scrotum bounced and slapped against her slit as he pistoned upward. A couple of times he popped free and Cynthia quickly stuffed his cock back inside her. After a few more thrusts she settled once more onto his full length and began to roll and twist her hips, enjoying the feeling of having his cock filling her completely once again.
Cynthia leaned forward, towards the camera, and while licking her lips, she began to slam her hips up and down on David's lap. She looked back around her shoulders and told her son, "When you cum, baby, I want to feel it all over my ass." David was already drawing close and the demands of his mother just spurred him on. Just a few moments later, David grunted and pulled out of his mother's quivering pussy just as his load began to blast off. His seed arched out and splashed down upon is mother's tanned, sweat-glistening ass cheeks. He tugged his cock, sending his remaining load out to stripe his mom's butt, all for the ever-recording camera.
After feeling her son's semen splash across her flesh, Cynthia rolled off him and found a good enough angle to give the camera a view. She took hold of her son's spewing cock and guided it to her mouth, where she lapped up the last of his hot cream down.
"Ooooohhhhhh, mom!" David groaned long and deep as his mother sucked at his ever more sensitive knob, until he had to push her away. Cynthia rolled away from her son and with a thick drop of his cum leaking from her lips, she crawled toward the camera.
Taking it in hand, she drew the camera lens up close and with cum-smeared lips she smiled. "Take it from me, ladies. Nothing tastes better than fresh, creamy semen straight out of your sons' tap! Bye, for now!" she whispered, and then shut the camera's power off.
"Damn, that was fun!" Cynthia exclaimed as she rolled from the bed and stood looking out at the passing seas. She pulled open the balcony door and stepped out, fully aware that she was naked, with her son's cum dripping down her ass. Public nudity had never bothered her, and being and exhibitionist at heart, Cynthia enjoyed having others see her. She gave the balconies to either side of theirs a quick glance, but saw nobody. It was warm and humid, though a breeze caressed her flesh as the ship sailed away from Katakolon.
Returning to the interior, Cynthia reminded her son, "Dinner's about to be served. We'd better be getting cleaned up and dressed." She was already heading for the bathroom. David watched as she passed, admiring the energy she had, even at her age. He also felt, and not for the first time in recent weeks, a building regret at his imminent leaving. He loved his mother in several ways, and knew that he would ache for her as much as she would for him.
Half an hour later, David and Cynthia were seated at a large, round table with two other couples. One, an older German couple they would learn, were on their anniversary cruise, having been together forty years now. As it turned out, the Schulte's, Marlotte and Rudolph, had a suite next door to Cynthia and David. The other couple was of Cynthia's age, in their forties, and were from Italy, enjoying a vacation won through the Italian lottery. They spoke little English, and David ended up spending most of the evening conversing with Marlotte, seated beside him, while his mother talked across to Rudolph, all the while stroking David's groin under the table. The topic of why Cynthia appears much older than David never comes up.



After dinner, the Schulte's head for the casino, while David and his mother spend some time on deck enjoying the moon and stars. They walk hand in hand, as many of the lovers around them do, and pause from time to time to kiss very deeply. No one suspects that they are in fact mother and son, and by their groping hands or intimate caresses, none would ever guess it, either. By the time they leave the deck and head for their cabin, David's cock is rock-hard and tenting the front of his white trousers obscenely.
Once inside, David tells his mother, "Alright! That's enough of that!" and quickly attacks her. His hands know where to go and it isn't much more than a minute before she is standing fully nude before him. It helped that she hadn't wore anything under her long red dress.
Cynthia spun away from her son and pulled open the balcony door. Strutting proudly out onto it, she again spun around to face David. He could see her quite clearly in all her golden-fleshed radiance beneath the star-lit night. The dark shadow at the junction of her legs formed a triangle, a Devil's Triangle her son had often called it, that David was immediately drawn to.
"Come here, David," Cynthia called to him. As he approached, she grinned wider, and began to slowly sink to her knees, her back against the rail of the balcony. She reached for him as he drew nearer and attacked his trousers front. Within seconds she had her son's long cock out and in her grip. David leaned forward to plant his hands upon the rail as she pulled him deep into her mouth.
"Oooohhh, Mom!" David sighed into the darkness. He began to rock his hips, face-fucking his mother as she knelt before him. Her lips drew tight around his shaft as he slid along her tongue, banging into the back of her throat every so often. He looked down and watched her enjoying his manhood and found her eyes gazing up at him. He blew her a kiss while still steadily feeding her his dick.
"Ooohh!" came a startled gasp from his left and David turned to see Marlotte standing on the balcony for the next cabin over. He had learned that the Shultze's were next door at dinner, but hadn't thought much about it since. Now he stood with his cock in his mother's mouth while the older German lady gazed on in shock, her own mouth open and covered by her wrinkled hand.
"Was ist das?" came Rudolph's voice and a moment later the older German gentleman also stepped out from their cabin. His attention followed his wife's and he took in the sight of David and Cynthia enjoying themselves in the semi-darkness. "Ho! David! I see you are enjoying the evening!" Rudolph laughed. He stepped up close behind his much smaller wife and looked at them over the top of her curly gray head of hair.
In response, David slowed up just a bit, but held his cock in his mother's suctioning mouth. "Yeah, I guess so," he stammered. He was very near cumming and with his mother's tongue now flicking across his tip, he could feel his balls tightening. Her hand came up and gave them a firm squeeze. "Oooohhh, man," he sighed as a shiver raced up his spine.
Rudolph, enjoying the display before him, reached around to cup his wife's heavy breasts. "Rudolph!" she hissed, but he was not to be denied. After a moment, he began to tug at her blouse, and instead of taking the time to unbutton it, he instead pulled it up and tossed it aside. "Oooohhh, Rudolph!" Marlotte again sighed, even as her husband's huge hands ripped her large bra up and over her head as well. Her large, blue-veined tits fell free and before they were covered by Rudolph's hands, David got a clear look at the huge, thick, dark-chocolate nipples the aged woman displayed.
David continued to rock his hips, face-fucking his kneeling mother, yet his eyes were on their neighbors. Rudolph began to work Marlotte's massive breasts in his hands, even lifting them as if to show them off to him from time to time. "Your woman, she is very good dick sucker, yes?" Rudolph asked with a broad grin.
"Oh, hell yes, she is!" David replied. He stroked her head, as if petting a dog. "The best in the U.S.A.!" he boasted.
"My Marlotte, she is outstanding also. The best in all of Bavaria!" Rudolph gave her a kiss on the top of her head. Marlotte stood before her husband, her eyes closed as she enjoyed having her heavy breasts cupped and lifted by her husband. She could feel his log pressing into her back by then, and reached back to give it a firm squeeze.
"Lass uns ins Bett gehen, Ehemann. Ich will deinen Schwanz jetzt!" Marlotte told her husband. David had no idea what she had said.
Rudolph laughed. "She wants me to take her to bed and fuck her!" he told David. "I haven't heard that in some time!" Rudolph turned his wife and kissed her full on the mouth. David continued to watch as Rudolph whispered something in German to her. She shook her head, but relented a moment later. She turned to face David and as he watched Rudolph stepped up behind her, lifted the hem of the skirt she wore, and tugged her panties downward. He had already pulled his cock from the trouser shorts he wore and as David watched Marlotte's face twist up, he realized that Rudolph had fiercely rammed his thick Bavarian cock into her from behind.
"Oooowww, Rudolph!" Marlotte panted with the thrust. His hands took firm grip on his wife's hips and he began to plow her, all the while his eyes remained on David and his mother, who still slurped away at his cock.
For her part, Cynthia was enjoying her son's drooling cock. He was steadily coating her tongue with his tasty pre-cum juices. All the while she had a hand between her thighs and three fingers thrusting up into her own juice-dripping slot. She was very near climaxing on her own hand when her son stepped back, pulling his long cock from her suctioning mouth with a plop. Cynthia looked up to see her son turn away from her and step towards the side of the balcony. It was then that she first noticed that they had an audience.
Marlotte was bent across the side rail of her own balcony and her mountain of a husband was steadily drilling her very obviously from behind. Her huge, grand-motherly tits swung beneath her chest with every thrust, two heavy globes that David reached for as he stepped up.
"Take the young man's cock in your mouth," Rudolph instructed his wife. Cynthia stood up and as she also stepped towards the older, frolicking couple, she watched David slip his dick into the older German woman's gaping mouth. In seconds, he was giving her the same treatment she had been receiving a moment earlier.
"You are a very beautiful young woman," Rudolph complimented as Cynthia stepped up beside David. "Your son is a very lucky man, to have such a wonderful mother as you to see to his needs."
Cynthia was shocked. "How did you know?" she asked.
Rudolph shrugged and with a sly grin, he replied, "You two are very vocal in your love-making, and these walls aboard this ship are very thin. Last night, Marlotte and I listened to you instead of the television." When Cynthia didn't reply right away, Rudolph continued. "It is okay. We have been swingers in our youth, and our daughter and son-in-law, they often spend weekends with us, although it has been a great many years since Marlotte has had such a young man in her mouth as your son."
Cynthia watched her son feed his cock in and out of the grand-motherly woman's mouth a moment. Suddenly, Rudolph reached across and pinched her nipple. "Oooww!" she chirped.
"Perhaps you and I should leave these two lovers to their delights?" he suggested. Cynthia watched as he backed away from his wife's broad, fleshy ass. His cock was long and hung heavily from his dark forest of fur, dripping from the juices his wife had been leaking. He was semi-rigid, and very thick, Cynthia noted. Nearly as thick as her wrist.
"Go for it, Mom," David told her. "It's the whole reason we go on these trips. To enjoy ourselves." Even as he said it, David pulled his cock from Marlotte's mouth. He waited until she had straightened up before pulling the older woman's mouth to his. Cynthia watched as her son kissed deeply a woman easily as old as her own mother. His hands took hold of the huge, heavy melons she possessed and began to work them like bread dough.
"Yes, Cynthia, we are here to enjoy ourselves, are we not?" Rudolph echoed. Cynthia smiled her agreement as she watched the big, old German easily scramble over the rail separating their balconies to join her. David leaped the other way to join Marlotte, who was already backing into their own cabin suite, dragging him by the hand.
"Have fun!" was all Cynthia managed before Rudolph had lifted her easily with his strong arms. In two strides, the giant Bavarian had her in the cabin suite.
"Let us have our own fun, young lady!" Rudolph laughed, laying her gently in the bed. "You need not worry about young David. For all her innocence, Marlotte is a true whore in the bedroom. Your son will not be disappointed!"
"I'm sure I won't be, either!" Cynthia replied from her bed as she watched Rudolph quickly shed his clothing. His massive manhood was again strengthening and the knob, which was easily the size of a tennis ball, took aim at her. She settled into the bed, spread her legs wide, and welcomed Rudolph to her with a deep kiss. Her groan of agony as he penetrated her was lost in his mouth. Her legs came up and wrapped around his narrow waist as he began to drive her hips deep into the mattress.
"Oooohhh, yeeeesssss!" she hissed into the dark cabin as her body trembled with his penetration. Her orgasm, which had been near at hand just moments before out on the balcony, began to roll through her. Her juices flowed, lubricating the wrist-thick log Rudolph had stuffed into her.
"I see you like cock, despite my age, yes?" Rudolph asked between grunts as he worked his manhood in and out of her with long thrusts. His knob punctuated each word by banging against her cervix, and Cynthia huffed each time. "You are nearly as tight as my own daughter. Helga is about your age, too. And also has a son. Soon, young Dietrich will be old enough to enjoy these very pleasures." All this Rudolph said casually, even as he worked his thick log of meat deeper into her body with every subsequent thrust.
"Ooohh...ungh...yesss...ungh...I so...ungh...love...ungh...cock! Ooooohhhhhh!" Cynthia began to buck beneath Rudolph as her climax suddenly spiked upward. It had been rare for her to enjoy the delights of a multi-level orgasm, and suddenly this huge man, easily her late father's age, had driven her to one. "Oooohhh! Rudolph!!" she howled beneath him.
Next door, David could hear his mother's cry of release and knew that she was having as much fun as he was. Marlotte's body rose and fell above him as he lay supine on the bed, her huge tits in his hands as she bounced upon him. Her asshole gripped his cock like a glove as she fucked herself on his cock. As he watched, the huge, hairy hole of her vagina spasmed and began to gush with thick, white cream that coated his shaft and lower belly, matting down his blonde pubic hair, and gave off a heavy scent that made him want to dive his face right in.
David had only just managed to get into the bed on his back before the thick-set old woman crawled atop him and planted her mouth to his. Her tongue was thick and tasted of cigarettes as she thrust it very nearly into his throat. All the while, she was jacking his cock hard and fast until he resumed drooling his pre-cum, which she smeared across and around his knob. With that as the only lube, Marlotte ripped her tongue from his mouth and sat on his lap. She barely had to guide him as her anus found his cock and sucked it in. David had seen Rudolph's thick dick and as Marlotte settled her asshole easily down his own rather thick cock, he realized that the two old Germans were indeed a sexually experienced couple.
Cynthia was quickly beginning to feel overwhelmed by the brute of a man, this German grand-father, who lay atop her, drilling her with a cock as large as any man's fist. Her body was spasming, her nerves electric and vibrating as she hovered on the very edge of a climax for the ages. Her juices flowed thick and lubricated Rudolph's cock with every plunge, warming him and driving him on. Her ankles were locked around his waist, holding him to her. She pushed up with her hips, to meet every downward thrust of his. The bed bucked and its headboard banged against the wall, and she knew that the married couple next door would be getting quite the ear full.
With his mother's cries of climactic release still echoing in the night and his mind, David couldn't help but announce his own. "Oooohhh, fuck! I'm cumming! Unngghh!"
David's cock pulsed and began to spit its hot cream high into Marlotte's bowels, even as her anal ring began to spasm around him. To David, it felt as if her ass was milking him, like a cow's teat. With his eyes closed up tight, he could even imagine that it was her very talented mouth sucking his cum out of his throbbing shaft, such was the feelings her rectum was treating him to. Marlotte was indeed a wonderful, dirty lover. Even before his cock had stopped spewing, she had leaned back to plant her mouth to his, and her tongue deep into his throat.
Cynthia would hear all about David's thrill ride in the morning over breakfast. Until then, she was enjoying her own. After she had exploded beneath Rudolph, the bear of a man rolled onto his back, holding her to him and maintaining his deep penetration. Now seated astride his hips, and with his cock pressed hard against her cervix, Rudolph began to lift and drop her, doing nearly all the work himself, as if jacking his cock off using her cunt instead of his fist. Her heavy tits bounced on her chest as she violently dropped to his lap before being pushed up again. She reached up and grabbed hold of her nipples, pinching them to turn her attention to that pain and away from that deep within body. Cynthia had been in similar situations before, and had suffered well into the next day. This time, she knew, would be no different.
"Ooohh, Rudolph! Please! Oh, god!" she huffed as her body again began to convulse through a series of climaxes. Her pussy was aching, screaming for relief, and yet she was all but helpless, knowing that she would not get any until the big German had filled her with his load. She tried in vain to work her vaginal muscles, but his shaft was so thick that she was stretched to her near limit. She'd been fisted a few times in her life, and this felt nearly that way. As if she had a prize fighter's fist pounding up into her belly, through her ruined, aching cunt.
Perhaps Rudolph could sense her suffering, or maybe she had finally been able to ignite his fuse, either way, Rudolph suddenly began to growl deep from within his chest. She felt his cock pulse and expand, and a moment later she was set off onto yet another intense orgasmic explosion by the blast of hot man-seed Rudolph fired into her.
"Oooohhh, mein Gott ja Nimm es mein Schatz! Nimm mein Sperma in deinen Korper! Ja! Jaaaa!" Cynthia didn't know German but could tell by his tone that he was delighted with the fact that she was getting him off. The incredible amount of semen he pushed into her began to overflow past the strained walls of her vagina and as she was finally allowed to lift free of him, much of his deposit gushed out of her. She rolled onto the bed beside him and pushed a hand down to her battered and bruised pussy. The warm cream was thick and coated her everywhere. She easily stuffed three fingers inside herself, barely feeling their entry, before pulling them free. She looked at the dripping mess on her fingers, and then playfully, she stroked Rudolph's thick lips with them. She wasn't surprised when his tongue flicked out to lick up the goo, nor when he began to suck her fingers clean. European men were like that, she had found. When it came to sex, very little was taboo.
Little was said between them as they lay on the bed, recovering. Cynthia finally eased out of the bed and staggered towards the bathroom, her legs barely able to move beneath her. "Ha! You walk like Marlotte does, after I am through with her!"
Cynthia looked back and with a grin asked, "After taking a pounding from the log you're wielding, I'm surprised she can walk at all." Rudolph laughed heartily at her reply, and was still laughing as she closed the bathroom door behind her.
Twenty minutes later, Cynthia emerged somewhat recovered after soaking in the hot tub after a quick shower. Rudolph had gone, presumably back to his own cabin and his wife. David was now lying on the bed in his place. He was as naked as she was, and looked just as beaten and battered as she felt. She eased into bed and rolled next to him, placing her hand lightly on his chest.
"Was it as good for you as it was for me?" she asked, and then began to chuckle. "My entire body hurts," she added.
"He wasn't bullshitting when he said Marlotte was a raging whore in bed!" David admitted. "That woman just about ripped my dick off. First with her ass, and then with her cunt! I think I'm so drained, I won't be able to cum for a week! God, my balls hurt!"
Cynthia reached between his parted thighs and gently cupped them. They felt about half their usual size, though she was probably imagining that. Rudolph's had been so large that they could easily have been twice the diameter of David's. She held her son's scrotum in her hand lovingly as they lay, until they both began to slip into sleep. Before she was fully out, Cynthia was awakened but a gentle, rhythmic thumping and a moment later, she heard the muffled grunting coming through the wall of the cabin. She knew that Rudolph wasn't through for the night, and now he was giving his wife the same treatment he'd given to her. The very image made her vagina start to scream with pain, and she wondered if she would even be able to make love to David again during their cruise. She pushed that thought away quickly, however. She'd use her mouth or ass on him, if need be. Cynthia wasn't going to let a thorough pounding by a stranger get in the way of enjoying her son's wonderful, loving manhood.
Finally, with the echoes of Marlotte's grunting and groaning in her ears, Cynthia was able to fall asleep, naked in the comforting arms of her loving son. The next morning, David's cock was upright and eager, and after Cynthia had taken care of her son's "morning wood" with a thorough tongue-lashing, she had to beg off his own advances.
"My pussy is so sore," she told him. Over juice, fruit, toast, and eggs, delivered by room service, Cynthia related her previous night with Rudolph to her son, who then told his own story of Marlotte.
"They are a seriously passionate couple," David agreed with his mother. "Marlotte told me a couple of times that I was as good as her own grand-son."
"And Rudolph told me that he and his daughter were just as active as you and I are," she giggled. "I wonder if I could get them to consent to an interview. I'd love to hear all of their stories, especially about how they introduced each generation to their incestuous family activities."
"I thought we were on vacation," David groaned. "Already you're thinking about work, and we've only been here two days."
Cynthia placed her hand on her son's and said, "Really, David, I'm entirely too sore for any fun today. It would be a perfect opportunity for me to dig into a long family line of incest, outside our local Van Winkles. They both have German roots, and I want to learn more about this. Maybe it's much more common in central Europe and Germany than I'd ever realized."
"So, what am I supposed to do? I really don't want to hang out at the pool or bar all day."
"Well, you could cruise the old broads from that Japanese tour group. I know you've got a thing for the Asians."



"I've never had an Asian," David reminded his mother.
"And here you have an opportunity. A dozen women your mother's age, all without male escorts and I'd have to think at least a couple are looking to get laid. I'm confident my handsome, virile son could get a piece of any one of them!" Cynthia finished off her toast and headed for the bathroom. "You go enjoy yourself, and I'll hit up the Shultze's for an interview. We'll meet up for dinner, and by then my little coochy should be recovered enough for you to enjoy this evening!"
David waited until her heard the shower start up before pulling on his deck shoes. As usual, his mother was right. They were there to enjoy themselves, and getting out to find fresh opportunities was always part of their game. This wouldn't be the first time he'd cruised for older, needy women while his mom did her own thing. Besides, having enjoyed Marlotte the night before, David's juices were already boiling for another session with a strong-willed, horny older woman. As he passed, he was tempted to knock on the cabin door and see if Marlotte would be up for another, quick fuck. Instead, a pair of older women stepped out of their cabin near the elevator, giggling and chatting in their native Japanese. David hurried to catch up with the women, to share the elevator with the two. Never pass up an opportunity, his mother had always told him.
(to be continued at Cynthia's Tales -- Part 5)
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Chapter 53
Indigo's Tales -- Part 2
The afternoon was bright, though there was a cloud cover that sent shadows rolling slowly across the rolling hills of Crown Ridge Cemetery. The gathering around the open grave included dozens of nurses from University Hospital who had taken the afternoon to pay their respects to Valerie Seeburg, who had died a week earlier of a heart attack while at home.
Towards the back of the crowd stood Indigo Gibbs, who at 6'3" stood a head taller than most of those gathered. She wore a sleeveless black dress that ended just below her knees and black leather calf-boots. Indigo stood alongside Andrea Jarvis, one of the very few African-American nurses that also worked at University Hospital. Andrea also wore black, though she wore a short-sleeved blouse with grey accents and matching knee-length shorts. Andrea wore comfortable black flats as well, though she was not a tall woman. Andrea was just much more comfortable in flat slip-on shoes and had a habit of kicking them off when she wasn't moving. As they stood listening to the pastor speak, Andrea had one foot out of her shoe and lifted behind her leg.
From their distance at the back of the crowd and the occasional gusts of wind, Indigo heard very little of what was said by the old pastor, Father James, who also worked at University Hospital. Around her, she recognized other nurses, both male and female, from the hospital, and a few she knew that tended the clinics. Valerie was a well-known and well-liked woman in the community, and the grave-side gathering was indicative of that love and admiration. Indigo saw Valerie's sons standing at the far side of the grave. Peter, her youngest, stood hand in hand with his fiancé, Dr. Zarine Chopra, a Neurologist at the hospital who was a dozen years his senior. Beside them stood his two half-brothers, Jack and Jake Miller, sons of Valerie's first husband, who was also in attendance with his latest wife. Dr. Henry Miller was a pathologist living and working in Portland now, and Indigo had known the man for some time, though only recently learned that he had been Valerie's first husband. His sons were both only known to her from stories Valerie would tell at lunchtime, where she would often brag about them and their careers in the military. Jack, the oldest, was a Coast Guard officer and helicopter pilot. Jake, the younger, was an Army Surgeon based in Germany at present. Both stood proud near their father in their uniforms. Both were very handsome, Indigo thought, though neither had a woman with them.
"I wonder if anyone's even working this afternoon," Andrea whispered from beside her. Indigo turned her attention away from looking at Valerie's family and to the woman who stood beside her, holding her hand. Most of their colleagues knew that Andrea was a lesbian and the 40-year-old nurse was very open about it. On the other hand, very few knew that Indigo, a widow and mother, was also leaning towards that life-style since her husband's passing.
"For a woman who seemed to not have much of a social life, she sure did have a lot of friends," Indigo observed. She took notice of several nurses she knew, including Rebecca Thomas and young Jennifer Cooper. She also noticed Dr. Katherine Heron, the new head of the Radiology Department, and Ishani Kalita from her own records department. She had been unaware that her co-worker had known Valerie at all. There were also several men and women she didn't know. All in all, there were close to a hundred in attendance at the funeral.
The ceremony ended and Dr. Miller asked for those wishing to attend, refreshments would be served in the pavilion near-by. Most of those gathered did make their way to the shelter, Indigo and Andrea among them. With a small plate of finger foods and a drink in hand, Indigo led Andrea to a table near the corner and they settled in. The drone of conversation began to pick up as more of the attendees relaxed. Funerals had a way of bringing people together to talk, and this one was no exception.
Andrea lightly touched to back of Indigo's hand to get her attention. "You know, Valerie was beginning to change her life."
"What do you mean?" Indigo asked.
Andrea paused and gave those near-by a casual glance before continuing. "From what I understand, she used to be a very up-tight and conservative woman. Recently, though, she had started letting loose and enjoying herself more."
Indigo was intrigued by her friend's hinting. "What do you mean? Was she becoming a late-life-lesbian, like us?"
Andrea laughed. "Who you calling "Late-Life"? Besides you, I don't know of anyone who hasn't been a lesbian around here since "early-life". But to answer, no, I don't think that was it." Andrea sipped at the generic cola the funeral home had provided before adding, "That don't mean she wasn't experimenting. I know that first hand, as a matter of fact."
"Are you telling me that you slept with Valerie?" Indigo asked with astonishment. Valerie had been quite a bit older than Andrea, who was only just into her forties.
"Not really slept with, if you know what I mean." Andrea took another drink of cola while again giving those near-by a glance. "Maybe we shouldn't talk about this stuff here. I don't think she'd want it to get around. Only a few of us knew her kinky side."
Again, Indigo chuckled at her friend's words. "I can't believe Valerie had a kinky side," she said. "I think I'd have heard about it."
"The only way I found out was through Peter," Andrea admitted. She and Peter Seeburg had worked together for most of his internship in the ER, Indigo recalled.
"You're getting me seriously interested," Indigo admitted. "Let's take a walk among the tombstones."
Outside the pavilion, Indigo and Andrea again took hands as they walked up the path towards the older section of the cemetery. Crown Ridge was the oldest cemetery in Regal Bay, and quite possibly in the entire country, and with the many hundreds of trees that lined the walkways as well as being scattered out across the plot sections, it was always a favorite place for people to enjoy a quiet walk, especially when the sun was high and hot, as it was that afternoon. As they walked, they didn't see anyone else, so Andrea felt free to relate to Indigo what she knew about Valerie Seeburg's secret life.
"Peter and I have been friends since he started as an intern," she began. "Maybe three years now. Anyways, he and I got along pretty good from the start, and it didn't take me long to figure out why, either. Peter likes the older women."
"Given his current fiancé," Indigo added, "I'm not surprised."
"That's right. Dr. Chopra is probably eleven or twelve years older than him. Before that, he was playing around with other older nurses. I heard he might have been with a couple of his teachers in high school at one time or another, too. Besides the point. We were talking about Valerie."
Andrea paused as an old man stepped onto the path ahead of them and headed back down the hill towards the pavilion and the parking lot beyond. They nodded and said good afternoon in passing. "From what Peter told me over coffee one afternoon was that he had been sleeping with his own mother, and she didn't know anything about it."
"What?" Indigo gasped. "How could she not know?"
"He told me that he found some of his mom's romance novels after they moved into an apartment, sometime after his dad left them. This was years ago, he said." Andrea pulled out a pack of Kool's and lit one before continuing. Indigo, she already knew, didn't smoke. "Any way, Peter told me that he became fascinated by the stuff she was reading, and since his dad left her, she hadn't been happy, or going out with anyone. Eventually, he started thinking about ways to make his mom happy."
"Like any good son should," Indigo added.
"Exactly! But, unlike every other good son, Peter was finding ways to peep on his mother, when she bathed or was in her room changing. He told me that try as he did, he never caught her masturbating, and didn't think she even did it."
"Bullshit!" Indigo laughed. "We all do it! Especially if we're not getting it anywhere else."
"From what Peter told me," Andrea replied, "she would sit for hours reading her Harlequin Romances and never once touch herself."
"So, where is this going?" They had come to the end of the path and were turning around to head back the way they had come.
"So Peter figures out that his mom is really enjoying the books, but doesn't know how to really pleasure herself," Andrea said. "One afternoon while she was at work, he said, he found the book she had just finished and read through it. He then decided to reenact one of the scenes from the book that would still be fresh in his mother's mind."
"What did he do?" Indigo asked.
"Well, he left a message for her that he'd be out with a friend all night and that she'd be home alone. Instead, he hid in his closet and waited until she was coming out of the shower. He basically reenacted a semi-rape scene from the book."
"So, what he really did was rape his mother?"
"Not according to him. What he did was he told her to lay down and he massaged her, and then masturbated her, all with a mask covering her eyes so she wouldn't know it was him. He said he made her cum with his fingers. He then gave her instructions about how next he wanted her, two nights later, just like one of the characters from the book had. On that night, he did have sex with her, he said, again with her blindfolded and not knowing it was him."
"How could she not know it was her own son?"
Andrea laughed. "He said she figured it out pretty quick, after about three or four times. She let his name slip one time, he said, when he was fucking her through an orgasm."
"Wow," Indigo replied. "So where do you come in? I mean, why did he tell you all of this."
"Peter started going through more of her books and tried to recreate more and more of the ones he thought his mother might like best." Andrea crushed out her cigarette as they passed the pavilion. She started up another walkway, towards the most recent addition to the cemetery. There were more people about now, so she had to break off her story once in a while as they went.
"One thing he thought she might like was to be taken by others, people she wouldn't see."
Indigo picked up what Andrea was leading to. "So he asked you to join in?"
"Kind of," she replied. "He had her go up to one of the vacant rooms up on the fourth floor and wait naked on a bed. We came in after Peter had blindfolded her and tied her to the bed."
"We? Who else was there?" Indigo asked.
"Well, Peter wanted his mother to experience something of a bondage scene, and asked me to play the part of a lusty lesbian. Dr. Chopra was there, too. They had only just started dating. And after a while Rodney Steele joined in as well."
"You mean Officer Steele, the cop?"
"I guess he and Peter are friends from high school or something."
Indigo was trying to imagine what that big, strong, and very handsome cop looked like naked. He had been a rookie ride-along with her late husband before he died, and Indigo had met him on a couple of occasions. He was one of the few men in Regal Bay that could still catch her eye. There was just something about strong-bodied white cops that made her pussy twitch. Them, and hot bodied women like Andrea.
Andrea had continued her story. "So I get up there when Peter had asked, and we go in to find Valerie on the bed, strapped down. Peter doesn't want any of us to talk. He's already got everything he wants us to do to his mom planned out and has already told us. He had little 3x5 cards just in case."
"That's funny," Indigo giggled.
"So, I get the top half and Dr. Chopra gets the bottom," Andrea relates. "Peter never did fuck her, not while we were in there. He wanted me to kiss her and play with her tits, and then, when Dr. Chopra was eating her out..."
"No way!" Indigo gasped. "I didn't think she swung both ways."
"I think for Peter she's up for anything," Andrea shrugged. "At least, she looked like she knew what she was doing then, eating Valerie out until she was huffing through an orgasm! Anyway, Peter wanted me to sit on her face, and I did, and I guess it was the first time Valerie had ever done that, lick a pussy I mean, because she wasn't very good. She did get better, since I wasn't really giving her any choice."
"Did she get you off?"
"I don't know if it was her or just the entire scene that got me off, but yes, I did cum on her face. It was actually pretty intense, too."
"I'd like to have seen that," Indigo sighed.
"Would have joined in?" Andrea asked.
Indigo paused before answering, "I don't think so. I'm really not all that into the whole bondage-rape thing."
"Anyway, after I got off and Valerie got off with Dr. Chopra eating her out...Peter was fucking her as she ate his mom out, by the way...Officer Steele showed up. He pulled out this big, fat dick, it had to be ten inches long, and proceeded to slide that thing right into her. The way she was huffing and puffing got me off o her mouth again! Well, he fucked her good, through at least one more orgasm, before he left. I don't know if he shot off in her or not. I'm guessing he did. By that time, we were all pretty spent I think, and Peter ushered us out to be alone with Valerie for a while."
Indigo was fascinated by Andrea's story. She had never been involved in anything so wild and kinky as a bondage session. She had never imagined that such things took place in such a quiet city as Regal Bay. Indigo had thought that the wildest things in this city were the summer afternoons out on Hayes Beach, where adults ran around fully in the nude. She hadn't gotten up the nerve to venture out to that beach on the bay's southern spur in all of her years in Regal Bay. Hell, the wildest thing she'd been involved in was the lesbian orgy Elena Adamson had thrown for a young lover of hers back in June. Since then, Indigo's sex life had gone right back to the ordinary for any middle-aged late-life lesbian; one night stands with like-minded ladies.
Indigo stopped and Andrea turned to look at her. "Andrea, not that I'm being too forward, but I'd like to invite you to my place." Indigo was nervous, as if asking for a first date. She had taken the younger woman's hand in hers earlier and now stroked the back of it with her free hand. She met Andrea's deep brown eyes with her own. "I'd like to spend some time with you, to get to know you better. And I'd like to start something with you that we both might enjoy for a while."
Andrea liked what she was hearing. She had wanted to get to know Indigo better since learning that the older woman had an interest in woman. Andrea had never usually been one to be shy about coming on to other woman, and yet with Indigo she'd always found herself holding back. And now she was the one on the receiving end of the advance. "I'd like that," Andrea finally replied, with a nod added. She could feel her wide mouth spread into a wide smile. "I'd like to get to know you better, too, Indigo. You don't know how long I've wanted to," she added with something just short of a giggle. She was a forty-year-old nurse, and yet felt suddenly like a teen-aged student once again. Andrea didn't see Indigo as an older woman, however. She saw her as she once viewed the older students in school, with lust and desire. She wanted Indigo in bed as soon as she could get her there.
They walked for a while, towards the parking lot Andrea noticed. Her heart was racing in her chest. She'd never dreamed of getting picked up at a funeral, but now she was, it seemed, and by a woman she'd admired for some time.
"Did you drive?" Indigo asked her as they neared the rows of parked cars, but it took Andrea a second to reply that she did. Indigo gave Andrea her address and said, "I'm headed straight home. If you'd like to join me, I'll leave the front door unlocked. Just come on in and make yourself comfortable."
"Okay, then," Andrea replied. "I guess I'll see you in a bit."
Indigo surprised her further by leaning in and delivering a soft, light kiss upon her lips before turning away. As she went, Andrea watched Indigo's round ass globes rock and sway beneath the material of her black dress. Andrea wanted nothing more in that moment than to see that ass naked, and soon, if all went as she hoped, she would be.
***
Indigo felt her heart racing in her chest. This was a first for her, inviting a woman she worked with and had known for some time home with her. It had been plane to her that Andrea was attracted to her, and she had felt the same thing. Yet it was different somehow.
Indigo had a couple of young lovers, Janet Kuykendall in particular, but Janet had a live-in girl-friend of her own, and only visited Indigo when she was looking to satisfy her "mommy-issues", as Janet referred to their affair. And Indigo had a friend, Elena Adamson, who was more of her own age, with whom she shared the occasional fling. But since she lost her husband, Indigo hadn't been in any serious relationships, with either a man or a woman. Andrea, however, might fill that void for her. She hoped so.
Indigo was coming down the stairs from the second floor of her brownstone condominium when Andrea walked through the front door. The sight of her caramel-colored face turning up to look at her as she descended made her heart skip a beat. In that moment, Indigo felt the pang of something more than affection, something she wasn't quite sure she was ready to admit.
"I see you found the place easy enough," Indigo said with a smile as she reached the ground floor. She reached out and took Andrea's hands in hers before giving her a light peck on the cheek.
"I've never been out here," Andrea admitted as she looked around the open living space that was the first floor of Indigo's home. "This is fantastic!"
Indigo laughed. "This," she waved her arm in an encompassing gesture, "is costing me a fortune. I'm just glad the hospital pays well enough, otherwise I'd have to move out."
Andrea took in the furnishings as well as the view out the back, through the kitchen past the dining area. "I wish I could afford to live in a place like this."
"So do I!" Indigo replied. "If it hadn't been for the huge life insurance policy Rick had taken out, I'd have had to given the place up long ago. And with my children on their own, they have their own lives to worry about." She stepped up and casually took Andrea's hand in hers. "I've been thinking about selling the place, anyway. I'm thinking about moving closer to the hospital, maybe get a real house in North Bay."
"I live in North Bay," Andrea said. "You don't want to move out there. Maybe Forest Terrace." Forest Terrace was a newer addition near the mall, a few miles further from the town center.
"I don't know. I like living near the coast. I can always walk to the beaches from here," Indigo replied. "Would you like something to drink?"
Andrea followed her host to the kitchen. "Whatever you're having would be nice, I'm sure."
"Then red wine it is!" Indigo pulled a bottle from the refrigerator and two glasses from the overhead shelf. As she poured, she asked, "Would you like to sit outside, or in here?"
"It's getting hot outside," Andrea shrugged, accepting her glass. "Inside would be better." Indigo guided her towards the front room once again, and they settled into the deep brushed leather sofa.
After a moment's pause, Indigo said, "I'm glad you came, Andrea. I've been hoping we could spend some time together. Maybe get to know each other."
Even for her age, Andrea seemed to look so much younger in that moment. Her grin was self-conscious even as she looked away from Indigo. "I've admired you for a while," she said. "I never thought that you might be gay. I never even considered hitting on you, not until we were at the viewing the other night."



"I surprised myself," Indigo admitted. "I still don't know why I acted as I did." Indigo recalled that moment, when they had drawn close after they had passed by the open coffin. Their hands had brushed accidently, and when they looked at each other, they came together and hugged. It wasn't unusual, as there were several others doing the same around them, but their embrace had a different spark to it. When they pulled apart, they continued to hold hands. They sat together, their hands entwined, as they chatted with others around them. And before they finally parted for the evening, Indigo had kissed Andrea, lightly, but on the lips. The spark was there, they both admitted to themselves. And when they came together once again at the funeral that morning, their hands again found each other.
The conversation had seemingly come to an end. They sat looking at each other, deep into the other's dark, brown eyes. Each had a slight smile on her full lips. They were sitting close, but seemed to draw ever closer as the silence stretched. Indigo felt Andrea's breath on her lips and realized that they had leaned even closer, close enough that when Andrea reached up to stroke her cheek, Indigo touched her lips to Andrea's. The kiss was light, barely a touching of damp lips, but it was the ice-breaker.
Andrea slipped her hand around to the back of Indigo's head beneath the long, straight hair. She pulled gently, bringing their lips tighter together for a moment. Again they kissed, lips touching and then parting, over and over, until their passions began to build. Andrea sucked Indigo's lower lip into her mouth and gently bit down, flicking her tongue across the trapped flesh as she did. Indigo let her hand, which had been on Andrea's shoulder, slide down across the younger woman's right breast, which caused Andrea to suck in a breath. Her lip was released and they parted enough to look into each other's eyes once again. This time, their smiles were wider.
Andrea moved her hands to Indigo's larger breasts, stroking across the mounds still encased in the black fabric of the dress. Likewise, Indigo let her hands explore across Andrea's mounds, making note that the younger woman's nipples were already very hard beneath her own top. Lips again met, with tongues reaching out to touch. Hands continued to explore, and their breathing began to grow deeper.
When their lips parted enough, Andrea whispered, "I want you." Indigo already knew this, but it was needed to be said. And with it said, Andrea began to attack the buttons that ran down the front of Indigo's dress. Indigo leaned back into the sofa slightly to give Andrea full access and watched. She enjoyed being undressed by a lover, and this time was no exception. As Andrea opened her dress, Indigo could feel her nipples tightening with excitement.
When the last button was released, Indigo reached up to pull the dress from her shoulders, leaving her only in her black bra from the waist up. The dark caramel of her upper breasts bulged from the cups and created a dark valley between, which Andrea's hands immediately went to. She stroked across the globes and down between, touching Indigo's flesh for the first time, and getting ever more excited for what was to come.
Indigo took hold of Andrea and pulled her into a deep, passionate kiss, that lasted a full minute before she let her young lover free. Now it was her turn to attack Andrea's clothing, and when she tugged the blouse she wore open, she found that Andrea had not worn a bra at all that day. Her breasts were soft and slightly lighter in tone than much of her body, which was a shade darker than Indigo's flesh. The nipples were tall and thick, surrounded by small dark discs. She traced her fingers along the obvious tan lines that outlined Andrea's breasts, making her lover shiver ever so slightly. When she cupped the left breast, Andrea rose taller and seemed to present her nipple for Indigo's attention. It wasn't needed, as Indigo leaned in to wrap her lips around the hard nub of nipple-flesh.
"Ohhh," Andrea sighed as they took the next step towards where she had hoped this evening would lead. Andrea stroked her hands through Indigo's straightened jet-black hair and held her gently to her breast while her nipple was nibbled on. Indigo worked her tit-mound with her strong hand and made her nipple pop just a bit deeper into her mouth. "Oooohh, so nice." She bent over and kissed Indigo on the top on the head.
As she suckled on Andrea's nipple, Indigo ran her hand down to the younger woman's hip and thigh. She wanted Andrea naked, to take in her body with her eyes, hands, and mouth. She wanted to take her time, to enjoy every moment, and yet wanted to rip away the wrapper and dive face-first into the delights as yet seen.
With Indigo still sucking on her nipple, Andrea reached around and popped the clasp on her bra, releasing the large, heavy globes. Indigo's breasts were indeed heavy, though only d-cup in size, and hung from her chest. Her thick, dark Hershey-kiss nipples bulged out atop the mounds and were found by Andrea's hands easily enough. Indigo let her lips release the tight nipple she'd been savoring and moved up to again find Andrea's own. Again, the two middle-aged women kissed deeply, while their hands explored new flesh.
Andrea took in the sight of Indigo's large tits with both her eyes and her hands. She lifted and rolled the globes in her hands as Indigo relaxed and enjoyed. She leaned in and captured the right nipple with her lips, making Indigo sigh as she began to suck and lick. She moved across the globe, kissing and licking as she went, taking in every inch, tasting her sweet flesh and salty sweat as she moved down the valley between, and on up across the left mound. Andrea ran the broad flat of her tongue across Indigo's entire nipple, drawing dozens of tiny bumps up around the nipple, each seemingly as sensitive as Indigo's nipples were as the older woman shivered under the oral onslaught.
"God, that feels so good," Indigo muttered after a few more likes from Andrea. Andrea rose up to kiss her once again.
"Stand up," Andrea said, and Indigo slowly, seductively followed the order. She turned away from Andrea and presented her round buttocks, still encased in the black dress. Andrea's hands ran down her back and across the globes, to the backs of her thighs, and then back up. She took hold of the dress then and pulled down, until Indigo's ass became exposed. The dress fell down her long legs and she stepped out of it, leaving her with only her small, black lace panties on her body, and her black leather calf-boots on her feet.
With a hand on each of Indigo's butt cheeks, Andrea slipped to her knees behind the tall woman and began to kiss her globes. "That's it, baby," Indigo laughed. "Kiss my ass!" That last remark drew a playful smack across one cheek, making her flesh tremble. Still, Andrea's mouth moved across her butt, from one side to the other, and even down through the crack as she pushed open the round globes. Andrea captured Indigo's panties with her teeth and started to pull downward. They stretched around the wide hips, and then dropped quickly down the long legs. Andrea let them go and returned to stroking her hands along the warm skin of Indigo's thighs, hips, and lower body.
Indigo slowly turned, but as she did, she lowered into the sofa once again. Andrea's eyes had gone to her pubic area, but came up as she settled into the cushions. Indigo's hands had gone to her hips and she knew what was wanted. Andrea stood up and as she did her shorts were down. She also wore black panties, but they went with the shorts under Indigo's hooked thumbs. Now as naked as her host, Andrea also settled back into the sofa beside Indigo. Indigo lightly ran her hand down Andrea's near thigh, and then back up. As she did, she leaned in and kissed Andrea lightly on the mouth. Andrea let her knees part as she settled deeper into the cushions.
Indigo gave Andrea a longing look after their lips had parted, and then she fell forward to begin licking along the inner thigh flesh of Andrea's legs. "Oooohhh, yeessss!" Andrea huffed as she felt the wet lips and tongue begin to travel up and down her flesh. She felt her pussy dampen quickly in anticipation.
Indigo took notice of Andrea's tightly trimmed pubic hair, as well as the dark, chocolate folds of her labia, already glistening with dew. She sucked in a lungful of Andrea's scent, an aroma that made her entire being vibrate with desire. Indigo couldn't wait to taste her any longer and pushed in deep between Andrea's thighs, until her mouth latched tight onto Andrea's vagina.
Andrea raised her hips as she moaned, "Aaaahhhh, fuccckkk! Yeesssss!" Andrea had been a lesbian since her cousin had first gone down on her while on an over-night school trip, back in high school. Andrea's cream never failed to flow when a woman's mouth came into contact with her pussy, and this time was no exception. As she felt Indigo's tongue part her folds, she also felt the warm flow of her juices. "Aaaaaahhhhh, shit!" she gasped as her orgasm, which had been slowly building all afternoon, popped. Indigo's tongue lapped up her cream noisily as she tried to push her cunt harder against her lover's face. Her hands ran up and down Indigo's back, to her hips and ass, and she dug her nails into soft flesh as she rode out her climax.
Indigo had her own hands on Andrea's flesh and she dug her fingers into the soft inner thighs. She pulled Andrea's pussy open to get deeper into the pink flesh, hidden beneath the brown outer lips. Indigo flicked her tongue across Andrea's clit and the tight opening to her vaginal chute. The pink hole winked open as she pressed her tongue hard, and Indigo forced her long tongue inward. She tasted the thick cream of Andrea's cum as she climaxed again, and Indigo hummed, enjoying what she was able to do to her long-time lesbian friend. She'd only been enjoying women for a few years, and yet every encounter made her enjoy it all the more. Indigo again wished that she'd travelled this loving road earlier in life. She'd missed out on so much, and that thought often drove her on to devouring her lovers instead of savoring them. Most enjoyed her ferocity, though some had wanted a more loving, sensuous affair. Then again, Andrea seemed to be enjoying herself.
Indigo pulled her mouth out of Andrea's pussy after slurping up the creamy froth of the second climax in as many minutes, and began to play her fingers around and through the dripping folds. Andrea pulled her head up and brought their lips together again. As they kissed deeply and heatedly, Indigo began to finger deeper into Andrea's pussy, until she had two fingers rammed deep into her chute. Their tongues danced and twirled while Andrea was finger-fucked hard and fast, until she again began to huff and pant through an orgasm brought on by her older, less-experienced lover.
"Yes, baby! Cum for me!" Indigo panted while working Andrea over. "Cum on my fingers!"
"Oooohhh, fffuuuuccckkk!" Andrea groaned deeply as her body trembled and bucked on the sofa, while her pussy again gushed. Indigo pulled her fingers free a moment after they had been soaked and licked them clean. All the while, Andrea had replaced Indigo's with her own, ramming three long fingers into her own hole to finish off her orgasm.
"Oh, fuck, girl! Let me at your pussy!" Andrea all but yelled as she pushed Indigo back and pulled her hand from her crotch. She slurped at her fingers as Indigo watched, smiling.
"How do you want me?" Indigo asked.
Andrea replied, "On your hands and knees!"
Indigo pulled their mouths together and kissed her. "Oh, you kinky bitch!" she said when their lips had parted. She rolled onto the floor and got into the requested position. Andrea dropped behind her and again began to kiss and lick across her upraised ass. "Apparently, you are an ass girl," she laughed.
"I always have been," Andrea replied between licks that began to dive deeper into her crack. Andrea pushed the globes apart again and took in the sight of Indigo's tight little anus star and the long, dark, hairless slit below. She liked that Indigo was completely shaved, and even though she usually enjoyed a kinky bush on her nose and cheeks, Andrea also enjoyed the smooth feel of naked flesh under her tongue. Many of her young lovers shaved smooth, but it was rare for Andrea to find an older woman so completely shaved.
Andrea stroked her middle finger up and down Indigo's crack, feeling the puckered asshole as well as the tight bud of her clit. "Why are you teasing me!" Indigo groaned and pushed her hips back when she again felt Andrea's finger slide along her slit, hoping to get her to open her up. She could feel her juices ready to gush, but needed that extra little something to set them off. But Andrea wasn't giving it to her. Not yet.
"Spread your legs wider," Andrea told her a moment later, with her lips fluttering across her anus and her thumb circling her clit. Again, Indigo obeyed, and this time she was rewarded with Andrea's thumb pushing upward to press against her hole.
"Ooohh, fuck me! Please!" Indigo groaned again, and again she pushed her hips back, trying to get penetrated. Instead of a thumb up her cunt, however, what she got was Andrea's tongue into her anus. When she felt the wetness as the tongue slither into her ass, Indigo yelped in surprise. This was a first for her. "Oooohhh, what the fuck?" she moaned as her pussy began to spasm, even though it was her asshole getting all of the attention. "Oooohhh, shit!"
Indigo climaxed on Andrea's tongue, stuffed up her ass and wiggling around. The sensations were incredible to her, and she reached between her thighs to pinch her clit. At the same time, Andrea finally gave her what she needed and pushed her thumb into her pussy. Her cream gushed out and coated both of their hands. "Uuunnggghhhhh!" Indigo groaned into the carpet as she dropped her chest down and pushed her ass up and back. She wanted more of Andrea's tongue up her ass, now that she'd discovered how wild and wonderful it felt.
"Aaaahhhh, yes! Eat my ass, you ass-girl! Eat my ass!"
Andrea was thrilled by how she'd gotten Indigo off, but when she pulled her tongue free of the tightly clenching ring, she turned her oral attentions to the flavorful slot lower down. She lapped up the flowing cream and replaced her thumb with her tongue, stuffing it deep into that fluttering hole. She planted her lips around the hole and sucked, bringing a mouthful of warm cream in for her to swallow. As much as Andrea loved tonguing an asshole out, she also enjoyed drinking girl-cum. In fact, there wasn't much about making love, however kinky, with another woman that she didn't enjoy. For the next several minutes, Andrea noisily slurped up Indigo's flowing juices, adding to the moaning and gasping her host was making on the receiving end.
Finally, Andrea eased back and took in the dripping, saliva-coated sight of Indigo's crotch. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, finding her chin dripping with their mixed fluids. Indigo slowly dropped to the carpeted floor and rolled onto her back, still huffing for breath after her orgasm. She was smiling that glowing, post-climax smile that many women displayed, and yet she wanted more. That afternoon, Indigo was insatiable.
"We're not done yet, are we?" Indigo asked. Andrea, still kneeling and poised between Indigo's parted thighs, returned her host's wide grin.
"I don't think so," Andrea replied. "I think I see a mutually pleasing next chapter in store." Andrea crawled up beside Indigo and then lowered her mouth, kissing deeply once again. It was short-lived, however, and Andrea began to move her mouth lower, kissing along the way the heavy breasts and hard nipples of her host as she twisted around. Her own breasts hung beneath her and as she paused to enjoy Indigo's nipples, her own nipples were attended to by Indigo. After a minute's pause, Andrea moved lower, and as she did, she straddled Indigo's head with her knees. Indigo caressed her torso and thighs as she slowly moved into position, while she trailed her tongue lower, across the older woman's tight abdomen and through the pit of her navel. Andrea's eyes took in the nearing sight of Indigo's naked, bare pubic mound, and the bulge of her dark pink clit at the top of her folds.
As Andrea moved above her, Indigo turned her mouth to kiss each of her thighs, as well as lifting up to kiss her lower belly. Indigo took in the sight of Andrea's thick, dark labia hanging just above her and eagerly awaited their decent. She couldn't wait to again taste her younger lover. She felt breath on her clit and pushed her thighs wide apart, giving herself fully over to Andrea.
Due to their difference in height, Andrea had to move further down to plant her mouth between Indigo's spread thighs, and when she did, she felt Indigo's cunt open and seem to kiss her back. She speared her tongue deep once again and began to tongue-fuck Indigo heatedly. Meanwhile, Indigo pulled a side pillow from the sofa to raise her head up. She grabbed hold of Andrea's hips and pulled her lower, until her mouth was covered once again by hot, dripping girl-flesh. She attacked Andrea's slot with long licks that travelled from clit to cunt-hole that brought about another fresh flow of cream that soon had her cheeks and chin dripping as she slurped and lapped at her flapping flesh.
Under their mutual oral assaults, it wasn't long before both women enjoyed yet another orgasm. Andrea was first to peak, and moaned long and loud into Indigo's slot as her climax rolled through her vibrating body. Next, Indigo began to buck and pound her hips up into Andrea's face as hers hit her. She grabbed Andrea's head and pulled her tight into her pussy as she screamed through her own orgasm, a climax as intense as she'd had in many weeks. Andrea was indeed one talented woman.
As their orgasms ebbed away, both woman realized that they were spent. Andrea eased off Indigo and rolled to lay beside her, foot to head. Both women were panting for breath and sighing contently. Their hands found the others and fingers intertwined as they enjoyed their post-love-making intimacy. It was a long time before either spoke.
"I'd like it if you spent the night with me," Indigo admitted softly. She squeezed Andrea's hand.
A moment passed before Andrea answered. "I'd like that." Andrea then sat up and looked down at Indigo. "I don't have a steady lover in my life right now." She reached out and stroked a strand of hair from Indigo's face. Their eyes were locked when she added, "I think I'd like it if that hole was filled by you."
"I've never been in a serious relationship with another woman," Indigo admitted. She pushed up to her elbows. "I've had a few lovers off and on. I still do. But I've never committed to another. Not long-term."
Andrea replied, "I don't want to get into anything exclusive. I've got a few others that I enjoy spending time with, now and then." She moved to sit on the edge of the sofa. "I'm not looking for a commitment or anything. I guess what I'm asking is, if you and I could see each other on something of a steady basis, you know. Maybe we can spend time together when we don't have anyone else to spend it with."
Indigo joined Andrea on the sofa and took her hand in hers. She looked the younger woman over. "I think you and I have similar cravings, Andrea, but I don't think we want the same thing. I want you to spend the night with me, because I want to wake up in the morning and make love to you again. But I want to keep any deeper emotions away, at least for now. I still love my husband, even though he's gone. I don't have any love to spare right now."
Andrea nodded in understanding. She, however, had love that she wanted to give to someone, anyone. She didn't want every affair to be just about sex, and yet she wanted the sex. It hurt her that she hadn't been able to find a true lover, and she had hoped that Indigo would be that for her. But it wasn't to be. Not right then.



Andrea stood up, gathering her clothes as she did. "Maybe I should be going."
"Please, stay," Indigo pleaded, but knew that Andrea couldn't.
"Not tonight," Andrea smiled. "We'll see how things go." She moved into the dining area and began to pull on her clothes with her back to Indigo. Indigo felt bad, and yet there really wasn't anything she could say to change things right then. They were colleagues and would see each other at work. How awkward those times would be was yet to be seen. Indigo felt a longing for Andrea. She had been the first black woman she'd ever been with, she realized as she watched Andrea dress. And there had been a difference emotionally. She had felt it. That had been the reason she had asked Andrea to spend the night with her. Maybe there had been a spark that might have grown into a flame, she wondered.
"I don't want you to go, Andrea," Indigo suddenly said. Andrea turned and looked at her then.
"Why?" she asked.
Indigo stood up and, still very naked, moved to stand in front of the now-dressed younger woman. She took Andrea's hands in hers and said, "I think that if you go, we might not see each other again, not like this. If you stay, we might never be apart again."
Andrea looked up and met Indigo's eyes. The moment stretched, and then Indigo lowered her mouth to hers. They kissed, this time with something other than sexual passion. This time, they kissed with an emotion bordering on love.
Andrea stayed.
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Chapter 54
Annie's Tales -- Part 4
Annie awoke with a start, a feeling of fear and dread rolling through her. She was breathing hard and even sweating a little, she noticed. She was lying on her side so she rolled onto her back to look over at the alarm clock on the nightstand. It was only 4:22 in the morning. It was still dark outside. She was alone in her bed, a rare thing since she and her son had stepped up their relationship over the summer.
For more than a month, Annie had been sleeping with either her son Tim, or his friend Ray, in an on-going love-triangle. Maybe she should instead think of it as a sex-triangle, for she dearly loved her son, she didn't have those same emotions for Ray. He was a stud, no doubt, but little more than that. And for him, Annie felt that she was little more than a cum-dump, or surrogate mother possibly, as Ray didn't enjoy a nurturing home life. Tim had all but given her to his friend, and for the most part, Annie didn't mind. Until she and Tim had started their affair, Annie hadn't been having sex with anyone.
She rolled back onto her side and the dream that had startled her awake began to play back in her mind. An ache began on her chest as she realized that she had been dreaming about her late father. She had dearly loved her father, and at times missed him greatly. Even though she hated him equally for what he had done to her, for what he had put her through. That time had been a false alarm, because she hadn't known at the time that her father had taken precautions long before. The fear and anxiety that filled her for more than a week as a teenager had returned to her.
***
The week of anxiety that she suffered through after that night had been her fault, she knew that now. All she had to do was to talk to her mother, to let her know about her real fear instead of letting her assume that her mood had been caused by her father.
Up until that fateful night, Annie wasn't sure about what was being told to her about her family. She never seemed to grasp the concept of incest. She had grown up with her family loving and making love together, all around her. It was only natural. It wasn't until her mother had come to her bedroom and sat with her on her bed that the way her father and mother loved each other, the ways her aunts and uncles loved each other, and the way they all loved each other, would be viewed to others as wrong. Annie couldn't grasp the idea that when her mother made love to her uncle, or her father made love to her aunts, could ever be wrong. Yes, she admitted that it had been odd when she walked in on her father and uncle Hugo making love to her cousin, Ginger. Ginger was only nineteen at the time, about to leave for college. Annie had never thought about that dynamic, of parents making love to their children, or uncles making love to their nieces.
Her mother had told her much that night. She was eighteen then, and in a few months, she would be leaving for college herself. Until then, the only sexual contact she'd even had within the family had been with her younger cousin, Glenn, and even then, it had only been a bit of "show me yours and I'll show you mine" stuff. She could remember touching his, and him touching hers, but that was all.
Like many girls her age, Annie wasn't a virgin anymore. She'd had a couple of boy-friends in school, and had lost her virginity to one due to the "third date rule". Dutifully, each boy she dated in school made it to three dates, but few ever went longer. Her mother was aware of her sexual activity, as it had been openly discussed throughout her life. There were few secrets in the family, although few outside the family were aware of the goings on within.
"You'll be leaving us soon, Annie," her mother Greta reminded her. Annie lover her mother's deep southern accent and wished that she had one herself. Growing up in the Pacific Northwest, however, didn't give her much accent at all. They were both dressed ready for bed. It was after ten and Annie's sister Charlotte was out on a date. "Your father would like to come to you tonight," her mother said with a soothing voice. She stroked back Annie's curly red hair and gave her a light kiss on the cheek. "He would like to make love to his beautiful daughter before she leaves us." Again, her mother kissed her cheek.
"I don't know, mom," Annie sighed. "It feels strange. Even wrong."
Her head was turned to face her mother then. "Annie. Family love is the most powerful, binding, and beautiful love. Without it, families fall apart. Believe me, I come from one such family. Why do you think we never hear from my family? We don't love each other, is why. We never did. We'll not have that in this family."
Annie remained on her bed after her mother stood. The nightgown her mother wore was thin and showed her that her mother wore nothing underneath. The dark triangle at the bottom of her belly, and the dark circles that capped her breasts were both plainly in view. It was strangely erotic to her. Maybe that was why she finally agreed to having her father join her.
"Okay, mom," Annie sighed. "I'll go to dad, and make love to him." She started to rise, but her mother held her back.
"No, Annie. Your father will come to you." She leaned in and gave Annie a kiss, this time full on the mouth. It was warm and deep, and full of love. Annie wanted to melt for her mother then, to let her mother take her into her arms, to make love to her. Instead, she watched as her elegant, erotic mother slipped from her room.
Annie climbed into bed and lay down. She could feel her heart beating hard in her chest. She was frightened. When the door to her room clicked shut, she just about jumped. She looked over and saw her big, handsome father standing in the shadows. He was naked, she saw, and his cock hung frighteningly from his groin. She'd seen him naked on many occasions, and using his tool on her mother, aunts, and cousin, but this was the first time that she would be the object of his desires.
"I love you, Annie," his deep voice came through the dim of her room. He stepped up to the edge of her bed and looked down upon her. "What we do this night is the most intimate and loving a father and daughter can be. After, all will change between us, you'll see. It is a strange and wonderful thing, the way we will see each other afterward. For generations, the Van Winkles have been anointing the next generation in such manner. After my mother came to me, I no longer saw her as a mother to me, but as a woman I loved and desired. I was then an equal to my father and his brothers, and was given the same privileges as they were. I would love my mother, and aunts and cousins, and even my sisters, in a much deeper way for the rest of all our lives. Tonight, I will guide you into that new world, my dear, sweet Annie."
With that said, she watched her father slowly slide into her bed beside her. His big hands had her undressed in seconds, it seemed to her. As if in a fog, Annie moved to her father's gentle words and guiding hands. She rolled onto her side, facing the window away from him. She felt his hairy thighs on the backs of hers, as well as the hard push of his manhood against her butt. Her took hold of her left thigh and lifted her leg. She felt the cool of the air brush across her red-furred pussy. She was damp.
"Just relax and let me make love to you as a father to his daughter," her father said. "And then, after, we'll make love as a man to a young woman." Her father knew that she wasn't a virgin, so he wasn't going to take his time and be easy with her. After, when she had talked with her mother about it, she was told that her father had long hoped to be her first, to take her virginity. It had hurt him that she'd given such a precious gift to a boy she no longer loved.
Annie felt her father's cock push against her vagina. She gasped and began to tremble, more so than on the night Larry Moore had popped her cherry in the back seat of his parent's Impala. She felt her father move behind her and then her body began to open, accepting him in.
"Ooohh, Daddy," she moaned into her pillow as his thick cock, so much thicker than any of the boys she had been with, began to wedge into her. Her body began to ache as her pussy walls were stretched wide to allow him in. "Oooohhh, it hurts, Daddy," she groaned. Tears began to drip from her eyes.
"Just relax, baby-girl," he told her. His hand stroked her hip. "Rub your clit, Annie. Pleasure yourself." Obediently, she reached between her thighs and began to rub her hard, little bud. She often masturbated and used those very same movements to stimulate herself, to try and move her attention to pleasure from the pain of her father's penetration.
"That's it, Annie. You're beginning to juice up for me," her father whispered. He was still pushing into her body, a slow inch by inch, as her vagina began to stretch more, allowing him entry. To Jonas, her young pussy was as tight as any virgin's, even though he was not taking it. He imagined the pain she felt as he forced his way into her, and wanted her to feel it, as a punishment for denying him this rite of passage. He loved his daughters more than any, save his own wife, and would never harm them in any way. This, he didn't consider harm, but a necessary transition of life.
"Take your father, Annie!" Jonas moaned. He pushed harder than before, thrusting another full inch into her trembling body. "Oh, sweet god, I love you, Annie!" he roared, and then with a tightened grip on her thigh, he shoved the remaining inches of his massive cock into her belly.
"Daaaddyyyyy!" Annie screamed. Her entire body convulsed, but she couldn't escape the hot penetrator that filled her. She continued to attack her clit with her fingers, but the pain had overwhelmed her. She imagined this was what child-birth must feel like, only reversed. Her body quivered and sweat began to form allover her, even though the air conditioning was keeping her room cool. The heat radiating from her father's manhood, now buried to the hilt within her, had diving her body temperature up. She was huffing for air as if she'd just finished a mile run in gym class. The pain overwhelmed her, and she might even have passed out for a moment.
When her senses began to return, Annie felt her body being jolted ever so gently, in a steady rhythm. Her mouth was dry from hanging open as she panted and she tried to swallow. She had her eyes closed, and when she opened them she saw her father poised above her. He was smiling lovingly down at her. "I love you, Annie," he whispered, and then his mouth came down to hers and he kissed her. His tongue slipped between her lips and as hers reciprocated, she reached up and ran her hands though his thick, graying hair.
Annie felt her father moving within her. The pain was gone and now she only felt fullness as his mighty manhood worked within her vaginal grip. She was now very wet and her father's cock slid easily and smoothly along her vibrating chute. He pulled his mouth from hers for a moment and told her, "That was one of the most powerful orgasms I've ever seen a woman enjoy." Annie felt the energy of her climax in her body, something she'd never experienced with another boy. And yet, it had been ten times as powerful as any she'd ever given herself! It had to be, if she couldn't remember much of any of it.
The bed sheet beneath her skinny butt was damp, she realized. She knew it had to have been her juices, for her father had yet to climax. He was still working her pussy with his steel-bar-hard cock in a slow, steady rhythm, and deep within her, she recognized that her fires were still lit. It wouldn't be much longer before her father made her orgasm again.
"Ooohh, Daddy! I love you!" she moaned. "Make me cum. Please, Daddy. Make me cum again."
Jonas smiled down at her and with a grin said, "I will, baby-girl. Don't you worry about that. I'll make you cum again." Jonas pushed up, and now supported above her, he began to drive deeper into her, with harder, faster thrusts. Annie's pussy was leaking steadily around his shaft, providing enough lubrication for him to pound her as hard as he did her mother. Greta loved it, and even begged for him to pound her harder. Someday, Annie just might echo her mother beneath him, begging for him to pound her with everything he had.
"Ooh! Ooh! Ooh!" Annie grunted beneath her father. Her pussy ached but vibrated with such energy that she knew that she would be climaxing soon. She wanted it. She wanted her father to make her orgasm. Her mother's words from earlier returned to her, and she knew that what she had said was true. This was not her father violating her, but a big, strong man making love to her. She considered his face and saw his desire for her, and knew that she reflected the same. "Fuck me, Daddy! Fuck your little girl!"
Jonas growled, knowing that she had crossed that transition point finally. He leaned down and kissed her again, no longer her father, but her lover. His cock throbbed. He was nearing his release. "I'm getting close, Annie," he moaned into her mouth.
Those words set off her own orgasm, knowing that her father was about to fill her with his semen. "Oooohhh, Daaaddyyyyy! Yeeeesssssss!" she cried out as her pussy convulsed around his mighty shaft. Her mind spun as her orgasm overwhelmed her again, and she felt the bed spinning beneath her.
"Cuummmingggg!" Jonas roared and held his cock deep within his daughter's body. His hot seed blasted out and flooded her womb. She felt the heat of his semen as it flowed, filling her.
"Oooohhh! God no!" she screamed. "No, Daddy, no! Not inside me! Not inside me!" Try as she might, she couldn't push her father away. Her body vibrated through the aftershock of her climax. His cock pulsed in her vaginal grip, forcing more semen into her. The fear of her getting pregnant suddenly overwhelmed her and she began to howl. "Nooooooohhh, god noooooooooo!"
Annie had always taken precautions with her boyfriends. They had always worn a condom. She had always been protected. Until her father had sent his semen into her, she had never experienced the flood of heat that warmed her from the inside out. In an instant, she knew that she had been seeded, and quite possibly she would get pregnant from her father. She knew her cycle, and she was very fertile. As her father finally began to relax atop her, and even as his mouth touched her flesh, kissing her face and neck, she began to cry.
When her father had slipped from her finally, Annie rolled away from him and curled up on her side. She hugged her knees up to her chest as she continued to sob. She felt his semen leaking from her ravaged pussy and hoped that enough dipped out before any found her fertile eggs. Her father kissed her again, on her shoulder. His hand caressed lightly down her side and across her hip. She knew that he had no idea why she was crying. She couldn't tell him, either. "I love you, Annie," he said a moment later. She had to fight to reply.
"I love you, too, Daddy," she told him. She wasn't lying, for she loved her father very much. More so that they had made love, she knew. More so that she might bear his child.
She felt him rise from the bed and then he said, "I'll send your mother in," before she heard him pass through her bedroom door.
***
The emotions that dream had brought up in her sent Annie to the pharmacy soon after she climbed out of bed. She called in to work to take a sick day. She left the house in a pair of sweatpants and a wrinkled t-shirt. She hadn't even taken the time to pull on a bra. Although the words her doctor had told her, so many years ago, echoed in her mind as she drove, she anxiety she once held in her chest ached just as deeply. As the pharmacy came into view, she felt the need to throw up, and as she pulled into the parking lot, she stopped quick and opened the car door. She vomited. It wasn't the first time that week, either. Being sick in the morning. Throwing up before leaving for work. It took three days before the absurd idea had even entered her mind. After her dream the night before, her anxiety level had peaked. She had to know.
The store had been open less than ten minutes. She made her way to the back, where the items she was looking for were kept. She purchased a home pregnancy test and Annie didn't want wait, instead taking the time to slip into the public bathroom to administer it. The results were a shock, to say the very least. She sat in the stall for nearly fifteen minutes, until the sales lady asked if she was alright.
"I'm fine, thank you," Annie replied. "I'm sorry," she added as she stepped from the stall. It was plain to the sales lady that she'd been crying. Annie rushed past and headed for her car. She drove to the far side of the lot and parked. Her mind spun with the implications. Just the afternoon before, she had made love to her son. The night before that, it had been his friend and her lover Ray, that had spent the evening in her bed. She still held the long, white test unit. Again, she looked at the results.
"This is impossible," she moaned as she took in the sight of the blue X in the little window. "I can't be pregnant!" she added, and then dropped the offending item into her purse. She felt her nerves tingling as anxiety washed through her. Once back home, she made sure Tim had left for work before she sat down at the table with the phone book and searched for the number to her gynecologist. Ten minutes later, she had an appointment for the next afternoon. Until then, Annie would be on edge.
If she wasn't being bedded by one of the young men, she was being taken by both. Annie seldom went a day without getting her fill of protein injected, whether orally, anally, or vaginally, for she had become a wonton slut when it came to satisfying her young men. And they never failed to take care of her needs either. That evening, for the first time in weeks, Annie resisted her son's advances. "I'm really not feeling well, Tim," she told him.
"What is it, Mom?" he asked over dinner, which she had barely touched.
"It's my stomach, I think. I might have an ulcer developing," she lied. "I'm seeing the doctor tomorrow afternoon, so I might be late getting home." She pushed away from the table and told him, "I need to get some rest."
"At least we know you can't be pregnant," Tim laughed as she walked away, and the words stung her. As she lay in bed, she thought about the ramifications of being pregnant, especially since there was every chance that the baby was her son's. As she thought about it, she realized that it may very well have been Ray who had gotten her pregnant, or any of the boys she had been gangbanged by back in June, even. The window could include any of them, and the gynecologist would be able to narrow that down some, but she feared she would never know for sure. And once she began to show, there would be no hiding it, not with the way she and her son had been living of late.
Annie slept fitfully and when the morning finally came, she again felt the wave of nausea wash through her. She spent ten minutes on the bathroom floor hugging the toilet before she finally was able to climb into the shower. Tim was gone when she finally made her way to the kitchen, where she made herself toast and a strong cup of coffee, which helped her stomach settle somewhat. She noticed that her hands trembled ever so slightly as she thought about what the consequences might be for her, and her son.
Having already called in to take the day off, Annie took her time getting ready for the day and her doctor's visit. By the time she pulled up in front of the clinic, it was nearly 1:30 in the afternoon. Her appointment was for 2pm, but she had been instructed to come in a bit early to fill out the forms. Inside, she dutifully filled out the medical paperwork while sitting in a hard cushioned chair. The View was on the television, though none of the others waiting seemed to be watching it. Annie took note that there were two young women, teens really, sitting beside older women who had to be their mothers. Nobody seemed to be smiling. Annie knew she wasn't, either.



When her name was finally called, it felt as if a ton of bricks had just hit her in the chest. She wanted to run, but also knew that she had to see the doctor, if only to confirm her fears.
"I'm Annie Strauss," she answered. The nurse, an older woman with a pleasant smile, pale blue scrubs, her brown hair pulled back into a loose bun at the back of her head, and the name plate that read "Rebecca T." high on her prominent chest, greeted her at the door leading to the examination rooms.
"Hello, Annie. I'm Rebecca, and I'll be taking your vitals and getting you ready for Dr. Medford." Annie followed the nurse to the scales, where her height and weight were recorded, and then on into the small examination room near the end of the hallway. After taking her blood pressure, temperature, and pulse, Annie was asked about certain parts of her medical history, including her diagnosis of being unable to conceive again by her original family doctor. She told her side of the story, and when further asked about the possibility of having conceived, Annie hesitated before admitting, "I really don't know who the father might be. I've not been with anyone steadily for years," she admitted. Finally, she added, "I've had three or four different lovers this summer, if that makes any difference."
"Not to the results, it wouldn't," Rebecca smiled. "However, if you are wanting to know who it might belong to, we'll need to be able to narrow it down a bit, I'm afraid. We might even need for any potential fathers to come n and take a blood or DNA test, if that is what you want. It's up to you, unless you'd rather not know for sure who the father will be."
Annie was absolutely sure, in her mind at least, who the father was. She didn't want anyone else to know, though. Especially Tim. "We'll cross that bridge when we come to it," she muttered. A moment later, Dr. Medford, an older severe-looking woman came in and started her own round of questions before having Annie get onto the examination table.
Fifteen minutes later, Rebecca escorted Annie out. "I'm so happy for you, Annie," the nurse told her. Annie hadn't realized it until then that the nurse had been holding her hand as they walked. "It's not often a woman gets the opportunity to give birth after so many years. I'm sure your family will be supportive as well. And if there is anything you need, feel free to call here, or call me personally. I really don't mind." Rebecca handed Annie one of her business cards. "I'm always willing to talk. Don't be afraid, either. What is said between us, stays between us."
As Annie walked out, she had the distinct impression that her nurse, Rebecca, seemed to know that the possibility was that it had been her own son who had impregnated her. There was no way she could know, and yet Annie knew, deep down, that Rebecca knew.
Annie made several stops on the way home. The grocery. The pharmacy. The liquor store. She was lost in her own thoughts much of the time. She needed to work it out for herself, without bringing it up to her family. Especially Tim. And she needed to talk to her mother. As far as she knew, within the family, even with such rampant acts of incest that were known throughout, she had never heard tell of anyone conceiving within the parentage line. She didn't want to be the first. Not after all of the times she argued with her mother and sister and aunts and cousins on the subject. Not after rejecting her father on so many occasions after that first, and only time. Not after putting an end to the short affair she'd had with her uncle. And not now, after taking her son as her own private lover nearly a year earlier, the hypocrite that she was.
Annie found herself sitting in her car, again crying, in the parking lot of the Ralph's Food Mart. She didn't want to go home. She didn't want to remain in Regal Bay. She didn't want anyone to know that she might be having her own son's baby. An abortion wasn't going to happen, either. Annie had been against that cowardly act for years. No, she was going to have this baby, no matter who the father might or might not be. It would still be her child.
Eventually, Annie composed herself and drove home. Ray's beat-up old Taurus was parked at the curb when she pulled in. Her son's car, however, wasn't in sight. She retrieved the grocery bags from the back seat and headed in through the front door. Ray was in the living room, perched on the edge of the sofa and playing yet another of the "Zombie Apocalypse" games that were so much in style that summer.
"Hello, Ray," she said as she walked through to the kitchen. "Where's Tim?"
"He's still at work," Ray replied, barely turning away from the game. "He won't be home for a while. He's covering part of a shift for someone. I guess it'll just be you and me for a while."
Annie returned to the living room and stood in the doorway, her arms across her chest as if hugging herself. "Ray, I don't mind you coming over, but this isn't your home. I'd like for you to show a little more respect, please. I'd rather you not just let yourself in when Tim or I aren't home."
"Hey! I thought we had a good thing going, here?" Ray asked. He hit pause on the game controller and stood up. "What's the big deal, Annie?"
As he approached her, she shrank away, ever so slightly. "We do, Ray. We've got a wonderful thing going, you and I, and Tim. It's just that you aren't my son, or my boy-friend for that matter. We're occasional lovers, is all we are."
Ray leaned against the doorframe and closer to her. With a wide, snide grin on his face, he asked, "Does that mean we can fuck on this occasion?" Before she could reply, Ray pulled her mouth to his and kissed her deep. With one hand on the back of her head, his free hand came up and took a firm hold of her left tit, causing her to moan into his mouth.
"I thought you looked like you were in need," he growled when he pulled his mouth from hers. She had groaned again under his strong squeezing of her tit, making him think she was purring for him. She hadn't been, and yet she knew the young man was right. She did need it. Her body craved it, now more than ever it seemed. She couldn't get any more pregnant than she was, so she might as well enjoy every Tom, Dick, and hairy cock she could in the time being, before she couldn't take it anymore.
Annie's hand reached for the front of Ray's jeans and found his familiar bulge already growing. He was as excited by her as she was for him, and that always made Annie feel wonderful. Knowing that as a woman in her forties she was still making men half her age hard up made her all the more wet for them. And as much as a pain in the ass as Ray was becoming of late, he still had a fantastic cock and wonderful tongue that Annie would never be able to let loose.
"Let's go to the bedroom," she purred as he mirrored her crotch groping with his own. His large hand cupped her crotch and lifted her slightly, the seam of her jeans pressing hard against her clit and sending a sharp though very pleasurable jolt up through her belly. He picked her up fully then and carried Annie towards the back of the house and her big bed.
Ray gently laid her in her bed. "I've got to go to the bathroom," he casually told her. "You might as well get undressed." So romantic, she thought. Still, she stripped down, but decided to remain in her underwear. After returning to the bed, she gave her belly a rub with both of her hands. She didn't notice if it was getting any bigger. The hope of the doctor being mistaken popped into her mind, but was quickly pushed aside. No, she knew that she was pregnant. Deep down, she knew it.
When Ray returned, he was completely naked. Annie took the young man in with her eyes, and noted that he was beginning to show a bit of a belly himself. He had never been a physically fit boy, she recalled, but over the summer, with all the beer he and her son had been consuming, and the hours they both sat in front of the television playing their stupid video games, it was no wonder.
"Hey! What gives? I'm naked, why aren't you?" Ray dropped onto the side of the bed, looking at her.
Annie didn't answer. She put her glasses on the nightstand and stood up. Silently, she removed her bra and panties before turning back to Ray. He was lying in the middle of the bed now, watching her with lecherous eyes and a sly grin on his face, while stroking his semi-hard dick. She crawled onto the bed, pushing his ankles apart to kneel between his legs. She replaced his hand with hers and leaned in to give him a kiss. She might not be in love with this young man, but he was still only one of two in her life that seemed to desire her. There weren't any men her own age in town who gave her a second look, so she might as well enjoy what she had at her disposal, until one or the other gave her up once she started to show.
As she kissed his mouth and stroked his cock to rigid life, Ray reached between her thighs and began to stroke her labia. The tingles that shot up through her body made her hum. "That's nice," she muttered. "Play with me, Ray." She let go of his cock and pulled his head to her chest, guiding him to her left nipple. He clamped his lips around her nub and she found that it was quite a bit more sensitive than usual. A side effect of her pregnancy, no doubt. The idea that she'd be soon feeding fresh milk to her son and her lover made her grin as Ray's tongue lashed her left nipple for a moment, before travelling over to the right.
As he sucked upon her tits, Ray curled his fingers and stuffed two straight up into Annie's cunt. Her hips bucked as he began to work her channel. "Oooohhh, nice!" she moaned again. Annie loved getting fingered, as Ray had learned over the summer. Some nights, he and Tim would just lie between her spread legs and work her through orgasm after orgasm with their fingers, until they tired of it and jacked off on her face and tits.
Annie had her hand around his cock again and was jacking him quickly. "Suck my dick, Annie," Ray demanded a few minutes later. He slipped his fingers out of her and laid back into the pillows. She watched as he casually ran the fingers that had been inside her under his nose to catch a whiff of her. She liked that. With a grin on her face, she leaned into his lap and guided his cock into her mouth.
Annie had long ago lost count of how many times she'd had Ray's cock in her mouth. He enjoyed getting sucked off by her, and as far as she knew she was still the only woman to give him that pleasure. As his cock slid in and filled her mouth, she put her tongue to work, swabbing around and across his warm tubular flesh. His dick was warm in her mouth and her saliva flowed, making him ready for what she knew would be next.
Kneeling between his thighs, Annie bobbed her head up and down his cock until his pre-cum began to coat her tongue. He had taken hold of her hands at some point in a show of affection and intimacy, she imagined. At times, Ray could be a wonderful lover, especially when it was just him and her in bed. She could accept Ray being the father of her baby more than her son, of course, and would even consider taking him as her husband, if it ever came up. That would be the best course of action for the child, she knew. Awkward for everyone else, but the best case for the baby.
Annie let Ray's cock slip from her mouth and looked up at him. For a moment, she wanted to tell him that she was pregnant and it was his. That urge left quickly when he took hold of her head with both hands and said, "Get back on that dick! Suck me, damnit!" She opened her jaws and let him push her back down his cock. All the while, she heard her late husband in Ray's voice, and any desire to have him as her baby's father went away.
Dutifully, Annie resumed sucking on Ray's big dick, making all the proper moans of lust and noisy slurps that got him going. She knew his trigger points well, and as she jacked him with her mouth and a fist wrapped around the shaft base, she waited for his tell-tale groan. When it finally came, the gush of tasty pre-cum that accompanied it went down her throat. She lapped it up, swirling her tongue around his knob while holding the base of his dick tight in her fist. His balls had drawn up tight as well and with her free hand she began to massage them.
"Oooohhh, god, yes! That feel so fucking great!" Ray moaned. At that point, Annie gave his knob one last saliva coating and then quickly moved up his body. Before he could protest, she had straddled his hips and positioned her dripping slit against the sensitive tip of his cock.
"Ready to get fucked?" she purred down at her lover while stroking his knob through her folds. She didn't wait for a reply once she felt him align. She dropped her hips and smoothly took him into her body, her pussy gobbling up the familiar piston as she settled onto his lap.
"Oooohhh, yeessss!" Ray moaned. He pulled his hands up behind his head and smiled up at her. "Ride me, Cowgirl!" he said with an upward thrust of his hips.
"Yeeee-haaa!" Annie laughed as she began to ride up and down his cock then. She pressed her hands into his chest just below his nipples and began to enjoy the feel of his solid post working her aching vagina over. Her cream flowed after a few moments, providing added lubrication, and she began to ride higher, even coming up and off him momentarily, before slamming back down his length. Her sharp butt-bone banged hard against his pulled-up scrotum, giving Ray a jolt of pain with every thrust into her. He didn't necessarily enjoy pain when having sex, but, as long as his dick was occupied, he tried to ignore it.
Ray reached up and grabbed her shoulders to pull her mouth to his. This rolled her hips forward and gave him the angle to fuck up into her as she lay atop him. Annie opened her mouth and sucked his tongue in as his cock began to work her over with shallow thrusts. At this new angle of attack, his shaft stroked against her clit and began to drive her towards a much-needed orgasm. His hands dug into her thighs as their tongues danced and their flesh slapped together. She thrust back at him, meeting his upward ramming with her own downward lunges. His cock pushed a bit deeper into her, driving her towards her climax with each passing second.
"Ooohh, god, Ray!" she panted into his mouth. "Fuck me! Oh, yesss, fuck Mommy, baby! Fuck me good!" When she said the word "Mommy" she felt his cock twitch. It was a trigger word for him. He didn't have a mother to enjoy, not as Tim did. Annie had become that for him, and recognized it was a need for him to use to her advantage.
"Fuck Mommy, Ray," she sighed into his ear. "Fill Mommy up with your baby-batter. Give Mommy a baby, my beautiful little boy!" She planted her mouth to his and kissed him hard as she felt the first tingles of her orgasm. His shaft was working her sensitive clit over and as her cunt walls began to flutter, his shaft began to throb.
"Oooohhh, Mom!" Ray groaned suddenly. "I'm cumming!" She felt his cock pulse and a moment later her body was being filled with hot, creamy boy-juice, the kind of which had already done its miracle work and was now just adding to her pleasure.
"Yes! Cum inside me, baby! Cum inside Mommy!" she moaned for him. She pushed her hips down and took as much of his throbbing cock into her as she could at that angle. "Fill me up, Ray! Fill me up with a baby!"
Annie suddenly pushed up and sat hard onto his lap. His cock, nearly finished spitting semen inside of her now, was still very hard. She tossed her head back, pulled her hair from her face, and began to thrust her hips back and forth on him. His cock stirred up the cream inside her, slapping her walls front and back as she moved harder and faster on him. Her orgasm had backed away when he had started cumming and she so desperately needed to get off. She wasn't letting Ray up without cumming.
"Grab my tits, Ray! Grab my tits!" she demanded as she rode him harder and faster. His hands came up and took hold of her slapping globes and she covered his hands with hers, pushing them hard against her chest as she worked her hips harder and harder. She was fucking Ray back as hard as he had ever pounded her, and from the look she saw on his face, he was enjoying the hell out of it himself. His cock hadn't weakened at all inside her ravenous cunt, and she hoped to get him to cum again, with her this time. As much as she despised Ray at times, she also loved him as a lover and fuck buddy.
"Oooohhh, yeessss! Yeesssss! I'm cuummmingggg!" she screamed a moment later. Her pussy exploded and she dropped hard onto his dick. She held herself still for a moment, and then her body began to vibrate and quiver on him. Her cream flowed thick and warm onto Ray's balls and into his already-matted down pubic hair. His cock warmed and the sensations made him moan right along with her, though he hadn't time to recover enough to add to her womb full of semen.
Annie rode out her climax with Ray wedged high inside her and as she began to long, slow decent she leaned forward and again lay atop her young lover. Ray's cock slipped out of her then, along with a flood of their mixed cum. She pressed her mouth to his as he moaned and kissed him deeply, almost lovingly. She began to wonder what Ray would think of her, if he'd still desire her, when she started showing. Would he still want to fuck her once he knew that she was pregnant? Would Tim? She'd worry about that when the time came. If they loved her as much as they professed, then she didn't have to worry at all, did she?
Maybe, just maybe, Ray was the father of her baby. Maybe she would tell him that he was anyway. It would make her world so much simpler if everyone believed that he was the father of her child. If only she could convince herself.
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Xiao Li and her husband Gang had been in Regal Bay for nearly two months as autumn began to cool the nights. She had settled into a steady routine of house-keeping and child care, and thoughts of her son and daughter-in-law engaged in the sinful pleasures had slipped away. Like clockwork, or maybe more like a calendar, Gang would come to her every tenth evening and with little said, peel off her panties, push up her nightgown, and then enter her. They would make love for fifteen minutes, with his cock running the length of her vaginal chute in a slow, steady rhythm, until he would finally shudder, plant his aged seed inside her, and then with a huff of breath, Gang would roll off of her, pat her naked belly with his hand, and then slip off to sleep. Xiao Li would lay beside her husband until he was soundly asleep, and then she would slip from their bed and head for the bathroom. After, she would return to bed and think nothing more of it. As with the rest of her life, it was a routine.
Xiao Li's routine changed one afternoon, towards the middle of September, when she had an appointment with the immigration bureau. Her son had recently bought her a small, used car, a Hyundai, and with her temporary license in her purse, she drove into town to spend a long, tiresome day in the hands of the bureaucracy. Vania had taken the afternoon off work to stay with the children in her absence, since Gang would not deviate from his lengthy mid-day walks.
Much to Xiao Li's relief, she spent less than two hours in the government center, during which time she made it through most of the book she had checked out of the local public library. Xiao Li had grown to enjoy mystery novels as she had aged, and now that she was in America, she found that there were so many more choices available, so many characters to discover by so many more authors. Recently, after discovering the Murder, She Wrote television show on one of the daytime cable networks, Xiao Li had taken up the series of novels written for the show, and that the library had on the shelves. This one, Knock 'Em Dead, was already one of her favorites, and she couldn't wait to get home to finish the story.
It was just after two-thirty when Xiao Li entered her son's home through the front door. The house was quiet, and at first she thought that Vania had taken the children for a walk, though the weather was beginning to turn. The news that morning had called for late afternoon showers, and by the looks of the darkening sky, they would be early, Xiao Li thought. She poured herself a glass of iced sweet tea, which she was growing fonder of every day, and took the glass and her book to the back porch. The air had grown a bit chilly, and before settling down to complete her novel, she headed upstairs to retrieve a sweater.
As Xiao Li approached the partially open door to the bedroom she shared with her husband, she was troubled by the sounds coming from within. Still a few steps from the doorway, she recognized passion in those sounds. Could it be that Gang was with another woman, Vania perhaps? Surely, it could not be. And yet, it was their bedroom the sounds were coming from. Gang may have returned early from his walk and taken Vania to their bed. Xiao Li's heart thudded in her chest at the image of finding her husband engaged with his daughter-in-law. She wanted to know, had to know, but was so very afraid of taking the next step. The door was ajar, and she would be able to see the bed without opening it further.
"Oooohh, Vania!" The moan that came from the room was not the voice of her husband, she suddenly realized. It was her son's voice. It was not her husband in their bedroom with Vania, but her son. Quickly, Xiao Li stepped to the door and peeked inside. What she saw made her heart thump, but in relief. On the bed lay her son Jian, naked from the waist down, with his black t-shirt pushed up to expose his tiny, dark nipples and hairless chest.
"Jian!" Xiao Li sighed thankfully. She started to back away, but hesitated as her gaze fell to her son's lengthy, dark-fleshed cock. Vania had her lips wrapped tightly around his knob, and his balls in hand, as she slowly worked Jian's excitement.
Vania was still fully dressed, in the cream-colored skirt and top she had been wearing that morning when Xiao Li had left. Her long, black hair hung down, but Jian reached out and pulled it back so that he could watch his wife suck his cock. It also gave Xiao Li an unobstructed view as well. She watched as Vania slowly went down on her son, taking all of Jian's cock into her mouth. Xiao Li felt her own jaws open, and her tongue slip out. She suddenly saw herself in Vania's place, with Jian's cock in her mouth, an act she'd never performed in her life.
For three or four minutes Xiao Li watched her son receive an expert blow job from his wife. All the while he moaned softly to accompany her slurps. They would make eye contact from time to time, sharing smiles. Xiao Li felt a deep longing for a similar situation with her husband, where they would actually enjoy love-making again. She stepped back into the hallway and edged to the wall. She could feel a tingling between her thighs, inside her vagina. She reached down and pressed her fingers against her mound, through the thick fabric of her skirt and the underwear beneath. She needed to be touched.
"Oooohh, yes! Suck that big dick, baby!" Jian's voice came from the bedroom. Xiao Li turned to look at the three-inch gap once again. Slurping and moaning continued, and she reached for the zipped of her skirt, on her right hip, and pulled it down. The skirt dropped to the floor and she stepped out of it as she returned to the doorway. She looked in once again to see Vania sit up and start to remove her blouse. Beneath it she wore a white half-top that served as a bra. Her smallish breasts swung beneath the material as she began to work her own skirt off. Xiao Li admired her youthful daughter-in-law and took in Vania's beauty as she stripped down to her panties before leaning across Jian to plant her mouth to his. She watched the two young lovers kiss, Vania atop Jian, with a passion Xiao Li had long forgotten.
Vania reached for Jian's cock and wrapped her long fingers around the shaft. She began to jerk him with rapid, short strokes that made Xian Li's son shudder beneath his wife. A moment later, she pulled her mouth from his and slipped down his body. Vania paused to rub her tiny, pointed nipples against Jian's twitching cock teasingly, and then she leaned down to lick across his own nipples. Jian obviously enjoyed that, as his body shivered and a low, deep moan escaped his lips.
As Xiao Li spied, she had been rubbing her own mound through her panties. Her clit bud was hard beneath her finger, and the crotch of her underwear damp. She could even smell her scent grow stronger as the minutes passed. She desperately needed to be touched, and as she watched Vania return Jian's cock to her mouth, Xiao Li pushed her panties down to mid-thigh and her fingers into her heated slit.
"Oooohhh, Jian!" she again sighed as her breath trembled from her lips. Her middle finger curled up into her chute and her palm pressed hard against her clit. She began to shake her hand rapidly, vibrating her sensitive pussy. Her juices began to leak quickly onto her fingers. "Oooohhh!"
Unknown to Xiao Li, Jian had heard her moan and had noticed movement outside the bedroom door. He wanted to jump up and find out who it was spying on them, but as the thought entered his mind, Vania sat up and began to push her panties down her long legs.
"I need your cock now, Jian!" Vania huffed, unaware that her mother-in-law was thinking that very same thing just a few feet away in the hallway. Vania tossed her panties playfully onto Jian's face as she straddled his upper thighs. "Do I smell good?" she teased as her husband snatched the underwear from his face.
Jian gave the panties a deep sniff before tossing them towards the partially open door. "You smell awesome!" he replied with a laugh. Vania crawled further up until she held her pussy poised above Jian's cock. She let it lay against his belly and lowered herself until her labia kissed his shaft.
"You like, Husband?" she asked playfully as she began to stroke the underside of his shaft with her pussy. "Is my pussy hot?"
"Yes and yes!" Jian moaned. He had taken Vania's small breasts in hand and was working them roughly as his wife humped fore and back along his length. Her scent filled the air just as her cream began to coat his cock.
From the hallway, Xiao Li watched. Her fingers were working hard in her pussy. She wanted to cum and knew that she would soon. As she watched Vania enjoying herself, she saw Jian's head roll to the side, and look directly at her. He smiled. Did he know she was standing there, watching, she wondered. And yet, she couldn't back away. She had to watch. And she thought that Jian wanted her to watch.
"Aaahhh!" Vania was sighing as she began to move ever quicker along her husband's length. She'd yet to take him inside, and yet she was about to cum. She humped harder and faster, rubbing her clit hard along his length in an effort to achieve that first orgasm of the day and send her nerve endings into a frenzy before taking her husband once again inside her pussy.
"Aaaahhh, yes! Yes! I'm going to cum for you, my husband!" Vania panted as she rocked harder.
"I'm going to cum for you, my son!" Xiao Li wanted to scream as her fingers danced against her sensitive sex-flesh. Jian knew she was there. She knew it; she could feel it in her soul. Did he know that she was also enjoying it? Did he know that she was pleasuring herself as she watched? Did he know that she wanted to be in Vania's place, straddling his waist and rubbing her pussy along his cock? As the questions rolled through her mind, so did the juices roll from her pussy.
"Oooohhh, Jian!" she gasped as her orgasm washed through her in that moment. She saw, in her son's face, recognition then. He knew that she had cum, watching him and his wife. She knew in that moment that Jian would come to her, soon. She knew that Jian would take her as well. And she knew that she would let him. Her moans had coincided with Vania's own, as both women climaxed for Jian.
"Put you cock inside me, Husband!" Vania sighed a moment later. Xiao Li watched, still trembling through her post-orgasm while her fingers continued to work her slimy slot. Vania raised her hips and Jian reached to guide his cock into his wife's wet, willing slot. Xiao Li wanted to be in Vania's place, and envy washed through her as she watched the pleasures ripple along Vania's features, as she settled upon Jian's manhood.
"Ooohh, Jian! You are so big and hard today!" Vania moaned. "Did I do something to deserve this? Or is it just that we are making love in your parent's bed?"
"I'm just so fucking horny, today, Vania!" Jian answered. "It's been over a week. I hate it when you're on the rag!"
Vania rolled her hips against Jian and slowly began to fuck him with forward and back thrusts that had her clit bud rubbing hard against his pubic bone. His hands cupped her tits and a moment later he had her nipples between thumb and finger. "Maybe next month you'll find another pussy to relieve your pressure, while I'm on the rag," Vania teased. She leaned down and kissed Jian before adding, "Maybe your mother's pussy?"
Xiao Li gasped. She stepped back into the hallway further, the suggestion from her daughter-in-law's mouth hitting her like a hammer. "Yeow!" Vania gasped when Jian pinched hard at both of her nipples a moment later. Vania sat upright, still impaled on Jian's cock. "What was that for?"
Jian looked up at his wife, and then thrust hard up into her. "That's not a nice suggestion," he insisted. "That's a pretty fucked up thing."
Vania slowly began to rock her hips as she replied, "Why? I know you've been spying on her. I'd bet you still have cravings for her, especially now that she's living under our roof. And I've read some of your stories, remember? I know you have desires for older women, and especially your own mother. I bet, if given the chance, she'd let you have her. We both know your father isn't satisfying her any more. You said it yourself."
Jian rolled his head towards the doorway, fearful of what his mother might have heard. Xiao Li had heard it all. She eased her fingers from her dripping pussy and pulled her panties back up. As quietly as she could, she gathered up her discarded skirt and headed for the front room. She was shaken, no doubt. Unexpectedly, everything within the household had taken a new direction in just a few moments. She left the young couple to finish their afternoon session in privacy.
Xiao Li, her mind racing with anxious thoughts, dressed quickly and retrieved her handbag. She exited through the front door quietly and climbed into the small car. It was beginning to rain and the need to be with her husband then washed over her. Starting the engine, she knew that she could find Gang walking in Van Winkle Park. Along the way, the images of her son, nude upon her bed, continued to flash through her mind. At times, it was her and not Vania straddling him, and these images made Xiao Li tremble.
***
That evening, Xiao Li was quiet, and it was noticed by everyone, including young Tye.
"Is there something wrong, Nainai?" she asked as she helped Xiao Li clear the dinner table. It had become something of a ritual for Tye to help her grandmother after the evening meal, and Xiao Li enjoyed the two-year-old's company.
"No, Xiao mao, all is well," Xiao Li replied, using the nickname she had given Tye, "Little Kitten". "I had a tiresome day at the government center, is all, and I wish to relax in a hot bath before retiring for the night."
"I will draw your bath, Nainai," Tye cheerfully replied, using the Chinese word for "grandmother" she had been taught.
Xiao Li smiled down at her grand-daughter and with a loving brush of her long, jet-black hair, she said, "I would be very grateful, but after we have completed our chores."
An hour later, Xiao Li stood before the large bathroom mirror, assessing her image. Behind her, the tub was already full and a layer of bubbles covered the hot water. Tye had poured in a large quantity of her own bubble bath for her grandmother as a surprise. Xiao Li adored the young girl, and told her that she appreciated it, though Xiao Li wasn't one for taking bubble baths.
Looking at herself, Xiao Li took in the sight of the 58 year-old Asian grandmother looking back at her. Her round, pale face, with the deep-set brown eyes. The grey-streaked brown hair that she'd recently had trimmed and done up in a sort of bobby style. The wide, full lips that had only kissed her husband in passion over the last four decades. There were wrinkles around her eyes and mouth, of course. A mole on her left cheek, just below her eye. In her ear lobes were small, emerald studs that had been given to her by her mother as a birthday present, so many years ago. The only things of her mother's that she possessed still.
Xiao Li didn't consider herself to be a beautiful woman by any means, nor did she see herself as hideous. Just average, for a middle-aged Asian grandmother, she decided. And yet, for some reason, her son had an attraction to her. She could not understand it in the least. How could Jian, with such a beautiful young wife, even think such dirty thoughts about his own mother? And how could his wife know of such thoughts, and even tease him about such things, while engaged in love-making? The culture of the West, and America, was baffling to Xiao Li, and she attributed her son's behavior to such influence. That very same influence, she admitted, was making her think the very same way about Jian.
Xiao Li still wore her clothes from the day as she stood before the mirror. The egg-shell button-up sweater was a little tight on her now, but it made her ample breasts look larger, and firmer, than they actually were. She reached up and began to pop the buttons, watching herself in the mirror as she did. The idea of having her son do this simple task for her entered her mind, and she pause. She looked into her own dark eyes, eye looking back at her, into her own mind. Suddenly, she saw her son, Jian, standing behind her.
"Jian!" she gasped as he stepped up close, very close, to her from behind. She felt his body against hers, and then his breath on her neck.
"Allow me to assist you, Mother," he whispered into her ear. His hands came up around her body to slip beneath hers, and pop the final button loose.
"Jian! You must not be in here," Xiao Li sighed. "Your wife and father are near."
Her son's hands eased the sweater open, revealing her off-white bra, and the plunging valley of her cleavage. She rolled her head back, to lean into his shoulder, as he said, "They are busy. We have time." With that, Jian's hands came up and brushed the sweater from her shoulders. It fell to the floor as his hands stroked down her arms. His touch on her naked flesh was warm, and yet Xiao Li shivered.
Xiao Li felt her son's lips lightly touch her neck, even as his hands went to her waist. She sighed again as her skirt was loosened, and then it, too, fell to the floor. "Oh, Jian!" she huffed.
Suddenly, and with force, Jian grabbed hold of her breasts, each hand pressing hard into her flesh. His mouth clamped onto her neck, and she felt his body push forward, forcing her against the counter. "Jian! What are you doing?" she cried out, though in a low voice. She was still aware that there were others in the house, and she didn't want to cause a scene.
As his fingers dug ever deeper into her breasts, Jian replied, "I want you, Mother! I need to feel your body, your sex wrapped around my own!" With that, Jian released her left breast and took hold of her left hand. He pulled his mother's hand into contact with the front of his trousers. Xiao Li felt the long, still outline of her son's cock through the material. He was hot, and throbbing. He was in heat for her, his own mother.
"You see! I am ready for you! You have done that to me, Mother!" Jian suddenly released her hand, and Xiao Li didn't remove it. She squeezed her son's cock through the material, and wanted to feel it's naked flesh in her hand. As she squeezed his tube, she felt her son reach around and thrust his hand down the front of her panties.
"Oooohhh, Jian!" she huffed again as she felt her son's fingers stroke through her pubic forest to find the heated slit of her sex. Her thighs trembled, parting ever so slightly as his long middle finger curled and pressed against her clit. Her body shivered through the electric jolt that followed.
"Yes, Mother! You are as hot for me as I am for you, are you not?" Jian announced triumphantly. He slipped lower, into her slit, to find her pent-up juices. He stroked her labia, releasing them to flow across his fingers. "You are so wet, Mother!" After several strokes, Jian curled his finger and pressed into his mother.
"Oooohhh, Jian! Noooo!" Xiao Li moaned as her son began to finger thrust into her. She recognized that she was already very near a climax, and it would be not long before she lost control. "Please, Jian!" she sighed louder than before.
"What are you doing, Nainai?" came Tye voice, ripping Xiao Li from the fantasy.
Startled, Xiao Li ripped her left hand from the front of her panties while releasing her right breast. "Oh! You startled me, Tye." Xiao Li moved to cover her exposed breasts while explaining, "I was checking myself, before getting into the bath. It is a thing we older women must do, from time to time."
"Checking yourself for what?" she asked in response as she stepped further into the bathroom.
"Tye, Grandmother was checking herself for lumps, just as mommy does," Vania explained as she appeared in the doorway. "Now, come. You must get ready for bed, Tye." Vania gave Xiao Li a slight grin as she took Tye hand, and said, "I'm sorry she intruded, Xiao Li. She knows better than to enter the bathroom when it is occupied, without knocking first."



Xiao Li replied, "It is nothing," as she turned to the bath. Her embarrassment showed on her face, she knew.
"Mommy, is Daddy checking your breasts for lumps when I see him holding you?" Tye asked as Vania led her out of the bathroom.
"Yes, darling, that's exactly what Daddy is doing for Mommy," Vania replied.
"If Daddy knows what to do, why doesn't he do that for Grandma, too?"
Vania looked back at Xiao Li and as she pulled the door closed, she replied to Tye, "Maybe he should. I'll have to ask him." Xiao Li was sure that her daughter-in-law was grinning slyly as the door closed.
Xiao Li stripped out of her panties and stepped into the high-sided tub. She settled into the warm, soapy water and felt the tensions of her trying day begin to slip away as she relaxed. Still, the images of her son, the words Vania, and her own fantasy swirled within her head. Xiao Li recognized that she was on a path that was taking her to a very forbidden place, and once she crossed into the place, there would never be an escape. She could turn back now, before it was too late, but did she want to? That was the question that Xiao Li would have to answer, sooner rather than later.
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Chapter 57
Maggie's Tales -- Part 2
The rain began just as Maggie pulled her Dodge Charger into the Regal Bay Casino parking lot. It wasn't coming down heavy yet, though the weather report had indicated that it would soon. She hoped it would, and keep her from having to run her white sedan through the car wash any time soon.
Maggie had taken to spending her after-work evenings in the casino, usually enjoying a few cocktails as she played any of several slot machines she called her favorites. What had begun as a once or twice a week visit, had grown into an every work night routine. Although she tried to limit her spending, she had been visiting the ATM machines more often for cash, and her bank account was beginning to show it. If she thought about it, the reason she spent so much time in the casino might be as simple as the fact that she was becoming more concerned about her affair with Patrick.
For much of the summer, and into the autumn now, Patrick had been sleeping with her in her bed. Her younger children paid little mind to the fact that their big brother was sleeping with their mother, when they weren't allowed to anymore. However, Maggie realized that things between her and Patrick had begun to change yet again. They were no longer making love, or having sex as it were, each night. It was as if the thrill had gone and now they were like any other couple. And that, by god, was not what Maggie wanted.
Having sex with her son for the past six months or so was the most thrilling time of her life, she often admitted to herself. The pure sin of it all made her heart race just thinking about it. There were so many days she couldn't concentrate on her work because of the anticipation of being taken by Patrick again and again. The orgasms she had experienced with him had been the best of her life.
Once inside the casino entry, Maggie checked her coat and umbrella and headed first to the bar. Sam Adams Oktoberfest was the "Beer of the Month", and having developed a taste for her son's favorite brand, she ordered a bottle. For the next ninety minutes, Maggie went from slot machine to slot machine, feeding some more than she cashed out, until she found that she was out of ready cash. Although she started towards the available ATM near the cash windows, she instead headed for the coat check. It was time for her to be getting home. Patrick would be getting off work soon and she wanted to have a talk with him before dinner.
"Mrs. O'Hara?" Maggie stopped just as she was about to step into the revolving door at the call of her formal name. She turned to see a handsome young man approaching. She recognized him, vaguely, and a friend of her son's.
"I thought that was you," the young man added. Maggie still couldn't recall his name, until she noticed his badge. The young man was dressed in a black suit jacket over a crimson turtle-neck and black slacks, the uniform of Casino Security. His name badge read "Kevin C."
"Oh, hi, Kevin," Maggie replied as she accepted his hand shake. It began to come back to her, how she knew this young man. "I didn't know you worked here."
"Yeah. I only started a few weeks ago," he told her in a husky voice that added to her recall of him. "I'm working part time while going to school."
Maggie gave him a casual once-over, taking in Kevin's powerful, yet stocky build. He had once been a football player, she remembered, at Regal Bay High School. "Are you still playing football?" she asked.
Kevin shook his head. "No, not any more. I play lacrosse, though. I'm on the university team."
"That's nice to hear," she replied.
"I haven't seen Patrick in a while," Kevin said. "I don't even think I have his phone number any more. How's he doing?"
"Oh, he's doing pretty well," she replied. "He's working at one of the hotels in maintenance right now, until something better comes along, I guess. Still lives at home, too," she added.
Kevin nodded with a warm smile. "Yeah, I still do, too. I'd like to get out on my own, though. That's why I'm working here, to get some money saved up so I can find my own place. It's cramping my social life, living with my parents, you know."
"I can imagine," she agreed. "I'm sure Patrick would like to get away from his little brother and sister, too."
"Well, I'd better get back to work, roving," he shrugged. "Let Patrick know that I said hi, will you?"
"I will. It was good seeing you again, Kevin. Maybe you should stop by, sometime? I think Patrick would like that."
"I'll try, but I'm pretty busy most days," Kevin answered. For some reason, Maggie wanted to ask him if he was seeing anyone, and very nearly did before he turned away with a parting wave and smile. Until then, she'd never even considered taking on another young lover, and yet Kevin made her think about it. Ideas swirled in her head as she walked through the light rain to her car, and continued during the drive home.
Admittedly, Maggie wasn't a stunning woman. What she was, was a divorced 44 year-old mother of three. She was soft and pudgy, with grey-streaked red hair framing her pale, oval face. Her lips were thin and her green eyes were framed with wrinkles and bags much of the time. Her breasts, though large, were heavy and soft, and sagged onto her plump belly when she sat. She was only 5'3" tall, and she blamed the many years of office work, sitting at a desk eight to ten hours a day, for her wide, flat ass. And to top it all off, the only sex she'd been having for the past year was an incestuous affair with her adult son.
"I have got to change my life," Maggie moaned as she pulled her car to a stop in front of her house. Patrick's car wasn't in the driveway, so he wasn't home yet. Carol would still be watching the little ones, she knew, so Maggie sat in the car a while longer, listening to the radio and smoking. After her second cigarette, and with the rain having died off, she headed inside.
"They were great, as usual," Carol replied in answer to Maggie's inquiry. The pert little teenager, so slim and pretty, always seemed full of energy. Maggie watched her sitter's long braided red hair swing as she gathered up her school books and put them into her back pack. Maggie knew that Carol, a high school senior, had a thing for older men, including her son Patrick. Sometimes, the girl would sit and chat a while with her, until Patrick got home, just to see him, Maggie guessed. This evening, however, Carol seemed to be in a hurry.
"Do you have a date or something? You seem eager to get going."
Carol laughed. "As if I could get a date." Carol was a pretty girl, but with a face full of freckles, pale skin, and very little cleavage, she wasn't at the top of the list for boys her own age. "No, I'm just going to the mall with a couple of friends to look at clothes," was her reply. For some reason, Maggie doubted it. She knew, having heard Carol's confession some time back, that she had an ongoing affair with one of her teachers, who was married and had a couple of kids. No, Maggie could see it in the young girl's eyes that she was heading for a rendezvous with her older lover.
"Well, you have fun, Carol," Maggie said as she followed her to the front door. "And don't forget the condom!" she added, just to get Carol to hesitate, and wordlessly confirm what her true intentions were for that evening.
Maggie checked on her two youngest and found them in the kitchen, watching "SpongeBob Squarepants" on the little television on the counter while snacking on fruit cups. "Why don't you two go into the living room to watch TV so I can get dinner started?" she told them.
"What are we having?" Arty, her eight-year-old son asked.
"Lasagna," she replied even as she pulled the large pre-made entrée from the freezer. She set the oven to pre-heat as the little ones dropped from the counter stools with their fruit cups. "Do you want green beans or spinach with it?" she asked.
"Green beans!" they both chimed. Maggie knew neither could stand spinach, even when she made it with melted cheese. A few minutes later, with the tray of lasagna in the oven and the timer set for fifty minutes, Maggie stepped out onto the back porch to smoke.
The evening was pleasant and the sun was already setting in the West, to her left. She could see into many of the neighbor's back yards, though no one was out. Her thoughts went to her son and their relationship, and that's where they were when she felt him step up close behind her and slip his hands around to cup her breasts.
"Hi, Mom," Patrick breathed into her ear. "How was your day?" This last was accompanied by a gentle squeezing of her breasts through her top.
"Getting better by the moment," she replied. She could feel his body tight against hers and she reached back to caress the front of his work trousers. His manly scent, sweat combined with a familiar musk, filled her head as she breathed him in. She found his bulge and gave her son a reciprocating squeeze of her own.
"I saw one of your old friends today," Maggie told him. "Do you remember Kevin?"
"Kevin Conrad?"
"I guess. I forgot to ask his last name, but I'm sure that was him. He used to play football, right?"
Patrick released his mother's tits and took a step back. "That's the guy. Why?"
Maggie turned to face him. "He's working out at the casino, in security. He told me to tell you hi."
"So, you were hanging out at the casino again?" Patrick asked. He knew his mother was beginning to have an issue with all of the money she'd been losing. He knew it was hurting the bank account as well.
"I only stopped in for a drink," she explained. "Besides, what do you care?"
"I care when it affects you or the bank account," Patrick replied. He gave his mother a head-to-toe look. "Is that what you were wearing?"
Maggie ran her hands down the front of her black one-piece outfit. Her soft breasts were accented in the tight top, which also profiled her belly swell a little much, she thought. It had grown a bit tighter since she'd bought it, she mused. The hem ended halfway down her pudgy thighs and had rode up a bit. "You don't like it?" she asked Patrick.
"Well, it gives away the fact that your nipples are pretty hard right now," he observed. "Turn around."
"Why? Do you want to look at my ass?" she asked as she complied. His hands went to her hips, and then down across her buttocks, encased in the tight fabric.
Suddenly, Patrick took hold and pulled the hem upward, to reveal the fact that his mother wasn't wearing any underwear. "Going without panties again?" Patrick asked her. "Or did you leave them on Mr. Vaughn's office floor again?"
Maggie shoved her son's hands down, pushing the hem down along with them. "Damnnit, Patrick! You know I'm not fucking that old bastard!"
"Bullshit!" he spat. "If not him, then who? You've got to be fucking someone else. Is that why you brought Kevin up? Is that whose dick you've been sucking?"
Maggie was stunned at her son's jealous outburst. She'd never before been accused so forcibly of having an affair outside of theirs. Usually, he was playful when he teased her about sleeping with other men. This time was different. "I'm not fucking anyone other than you, my own son!" she replied, rather loudly. Immediately, she looked around to see if any of her neighbors might have over heard. When she turned back to Patrick, she found him on his knees in front of her.
"What are you doing?" she gasped when he pushed her hem up once again to expose her entire crotch. His face was suddenly just inches away from her tightly trimmed red triangle, and the pink labia that bulged from her puffy mound.
"I'm checking for leakage," Patrick replied. "To see if you've got a load up there already."
Again, Maggie looked left and right, and over her shoulder. She knew that most of her backyard neighbors had a clear view of their porch, even from their own kitchen or back windows. Any one of them could be witnessing what was taking place in that very moment.
"Damnnit, Patrick! Anyone could be watching! The kids could come out here, too, and catch us."
Patrick leaned closer and took a deep breath. "You sure smell nice, Mom. Not like you've been recently fucked, either."
"I told you, I'm not fucking around on you," she hissed in a quieter voice. She tried to push her hem down, but Patrick resisted. Instead, he leaned in and gave her a kiss full on her clit, which sent a sharp jolt up through her body, and made her moan.
"You'd better not be," Patrick told her as he finally stood up and let her drop her hem. He pulled her mouth to his and kissed her deeply. Maggie felt her knees tremble under her son's embrace. She loved the way he kissed her, with so much sinful passion. "When's dinner going to be ready?" Patrick asked her, his lips just inches from hers.
"In about thirty-five minutes, I think," Maggie replied. Even as she told him, Patrick had begun to unfasten the front of his trousers. She let her face tip downward to watch her son pull his manhood free between them.
"Then we have time for you to take care of me," he explained as he reached up to gently cup her chin with one hand. She saw the mischievous in his features, as well as a boyish innocence that combined to make her willfully obey him, whatever he may demand of her. Her green eyes fell to her son's crotch as he wagged his semi-rigid seven inches between their hips. The soft brown curls of his pubic hair covered most of his exposed flesh, including the first inch or so of his shaft. He wiggled his hips and his jeans and underwear both fell into a bunch about his ankles.
The worry of being spied on by nosey neighbors made her heart race. She looked over her shoulder, to the left and the right, to see if they were being observed. The coast was clear, so she imagined, and slowly she sank to her knees before her son. His cock was now only inches away and at eye level when she looked up at him. "What if we get caught?" Maggie asked in a subdued voice. Yet, even as the question was spoken, Patrick gently guided her face ever closer. She dutifully opened her jaws wide and accepted her son's thick dick between her lips. Its warmth settled atop the pillow of her tongue as it slipped inward.
"Who cares?" Patrick sighed as his mouther's lips closed around his shaft. "Just get to work, Mom, before someone does."
Maggie began to delight in the warm taste of her son's cock-head, and began to work her tongue over and around the tip. "Hhhmmmm," she hummed as she enjoyed her son's manhood on the back patio, in full sight of any who should care to look. Patrick's hands pulled her red hair back from her face so that he could watch her. She rolled her head back and looked up into his eyes. He was grinning down at her, and even with a mouth full of cock, she smiled back.
With his hands on either side of his mother's head, Patrick began to slowly work his cock in and out of her mouth, with swallow thrusts at first. As she relaxed and got into it more, Patrick could feel her throat begin to open each time his knob touched it. A few thrusts later, he felt his head pop through momentarily.
"Uuunnggghh!" Maggie gagged, as she always did the first time she accepted Patrick's cock into her throat. Quickly, she backed away and gasped for air. She looked up at his face again as she lapped up the thick saliva she'd left behind on his knob, before returning his cock to her mouth. The next time she was ready, and his cock popped on though. She held her breath as Patrick pulled her face to his crotch. Her nose was tickled by his pubic hair as his furry balls rested against her chin. He held her in place for a few seconds before pulling back again, and Maggie was again able to breathe through her nose. Her tongue flicked and swirled all across her son's length until he again thrust forward, filling her to the base with his manhood.
Eventually, Patrick was beginning to throb within her mouth and Maggie pulled back until only his knob remained trapped within her oral grip. She took hold of his slippery shaft and began to stroke him.
"Ooohh, fuck, Mom!" Patrick moaned a moment later. "Keep that up and I'll cum."
Maggie giggled and then let his cock free of her lips long enough to say, "Cum for me, then. Give me a mouthful of your hot semen." She went back to work with harder, faster jerks of his shaft, while flicking her tongue fast across the tip.
With one hand still on the back of her head, Patrick knocked his mother's hand from his shaft and took over. Maggie opened her mouth and let his knob rest on her out-stretched tongue while he jerked himself to completion.
"Ooohh, fuck! I'm cummingggg!" Patrick hissed. He bent over forward as his cock spit its first rope of white-hot cream onto his mother's waiting tongue.
"Uuunnngggg!" Maggie moaned as the taste hit her, followed by a second jet of semen that coated the roof of her mouth. She quickly wrapped her lips around his pulsing knob in time to catch the remaining blasts from her son's throbbing member.
"Mooooomm! The buzzer's going off!" Came Katy's tinny little voice from the partially open kitchen window. Patrick stood between the patio door and where she knelt with his cock shooting the last of his hot cream into her mouth. Even so, should Katy look out, the six-year-old would have questions about what she would see.
Even with Patrick's cock still leaking, Maggie quickly stood up. "Okay, honey. I'll be there in a moment," she replied while wiping her lips with the back of her hand. Semen smeared across her wrist and she realized that Patrick had striped more than just her tongue. Patrick had turned away from the patio door, just in case Katy did look out, and while he hastily pulled up his clothing, he tucked his still-rigid and leaking cock away.
"Fuck, that was close," Maggie told him as she gave him a quick, cummy kiss on the cheek before ducking in through the door to attend to dinner.
There was little said over dinner besides the usual things that the little ones wanted to tell about their day in school. Patrick was quiet, more so than usual even after what he and his mother had just done. Maggie could tell he had some things on his mind, and she did as well. Just nothing that she wanted to discuss with Arty and Katy in the room.
After dinner, Maggie got Arty and Katy their baths and put to bed before she showered. She was excited by the way Patrick had man-handled her earlier. He had known what he wanted and took it from her, and Maggie knew that she would always be putty in her son's hands. Since their first encounter, she had hoped that Patrick would dominate her more often, and even with their love-making becoming more infrequent, when they did have sex Patrick was taking more and more control of her, using her more as a sex-toy than incestuous lover.
It was after eleven when Maggie stepped from the tub and toweled off. Patrick had headed for bed in her room while she showered. She found him sitting up, watching Sports Center on their bedroom television.
"Why don't you get your clothes off and make love to me, Patrick?" Maggie asked as she entered the bedroom. She dropped the towel that she had used to modestly cover her front as she walked the short distance from the bathroom to her bedroom, exposing her full nudity to her eldest son.
"Damn it, Mom," Patrick moaned. "Why is it always sex, all the time with you? You know I've had a hard week. My whole body aches and I'm fucking tired."
Maggie joined him on the bed, from her side, and lay with her feet towards the head board. "Get your clothes off and lie down. I'll do all of the work. You can just relax and enjoy." She reached out to him and began to tug at his t-shirt. "Besides, I need it, and I know you need it."
Patrick looked at her, taking in the softness of her body. Her hips, her thighs, her shoulders and her breasts. Her large aureoles with the thick nipples, darker than usual after her hot shower. He noticed that she'd also shaved her pubic mound until it was little more than stubble. "Get undressed and let me play with my big boy's big cock," Maggie purred.



Patrick relented, as he always did. He knew that he'd done this, turned his own mother into a sex-craving maniac, a nymphomaniac even, all because he had some fantasy of doing to his own mother what some of his friends claimed to be doing with their own. As he stood and began to strip out of his clothes, Maggie watched with excitement in her eyes. She always enjoyed watching him strip for her, and in the moment his cock came into view, she would inevitably have a micro-orgasm as her pussy vibrated in anticipation.
Once naked, Patrick returned to the bed, lying on his side of the mattress with his head propped up in the stack of pillows. His cock was still rather limp, though it didn't deter his mother. Maggie drew herself closer to him, head to toe more or less, and reached for his cock. She admired his tube of flesh, even in its unexcited state, first with her fingers, and then with her lips. She took his entire penis into her mouth down to the root and began to work life into it with her tongue.
Patrick closed his eyes and enjoyed the feel of his mother's mouth on his dick. His cock began to awaken quickly, especially when she began to massage his balls with one hand while stroking his chest with the other. She found his tiny nipples and tweaked each in turn with her nails, which she knew he enjoyed, given the resulting pulse his cock against her tongue.
With Patrick's cock nearing full engorgement, Maggie let it free of her mouth long enough to ask, "Do you want to play with my pussy?" Of course he did, she knew, but at times she had to remind her son that she wanted a bit of stimulation as well, and that he needed to reciprocate. As she returned to giving Patrick oral pleasure, he moved his hand down to her thigh and began to stroke the sensitive inner flesh. After a few passes, he finally reached higher and came into contact with her pubic mound. His middle finger ran across the stubble and into contact with her clit bud. He pressed the nub of flesh and then began to rub circles around and across it, like his mother enjoyed. Her purr of delight sent vibrations along his shaft and into the very root.
Maggie began to slowly bob her head the length of Patrick's cock, working her tongue and lips over the knob from time to time, as she worked his heavy balls in her hand. Patrick began to work into her slit, but after her shower she was a bit dry, even though she was getting more excited by the minute. "You'd better use some lube, honey," she suggested. Patrick looked over to her nightstand and saw the bottle standing beside the clock. He retrieved it and poured a healthy dose directly onto his mother's crotch. "Ooohh! That's cold!" she giggled before returning to servicing him.
Patrick, his fingers now coated with lubrication, began to work his mother's pussy over. He found her entrance and pushed two fingers high into her, while attacking her clit with his thumb. He worked in and out of her for a few strokes, and then ran his thumb hard across and around her clit. He curled his pinky down between her plump ass globes and stroked along her anus. His remaining finger joined the others inside her pussy as he began to work her towards a manual orgasm. In response, Maggie's body trembled excitedly next to his and she let her legs splay wide, giving her son full access to her crotch.
As Patrick played between her thighs, she savored every millimeter of his cock. She pulled back and ran her tongue up and down the shaft, from tip to base. She enjoyed the feel of his veins as she lapped upward along the bottom, and then as she flicked the underside of his tip, just below the piss-slit, a dribble of tasty pre-cum rolled out. She lapped it up and then dropped her mouth down his shaft to suck hard, before slowly slipping back up. Next, she attacked Patrick's balls, sucking each deep into her mouth until his hips trembled and he let out a soft moan. Her fingers dipped between his thighs and tickled his anus as she sucked on his balls. Her free hand gripped his shaft and began to slowly stroke him in a firm grip.
Patrick's steady manipulation of his mother's cunt was beginning to have it affect, as her started to hump back at him. He could feel her tight asshole kissing the tip of his pinky, and just as she pushed her hips down against his hand, he pushed through. "Oooohhh, I like that," Maggie groaned into his crotch as her anus was invaded. He now had three fingers high in her pussy, his pinky up her ass, and his thumb hard against her clit. Her juices had begun to flow, adding their own lubrication to his hand.
"Let me have some of that lube," Maggie asked a moment later, and he handed her the bottle. As he continued to work his mother's crotch over, he felt her dribble some along his shaft, but also some between his thighs. He knew what was coming, and when he felt his mother push her own finger against his asshole, he relaxed. Her long middle finger popped into his rectum and made his cock throb in her stroking hand. All the way she shoved her finger in, until he felt her begin to pull back. In seconds, Maggie began to finger-fuck her son's ass, almost in time with the rhythm he was using on her.
"You like that, don't you?" Maggie asked him, as she always did.
"Oh, yeah," he replied, as he always did. He had his thighs spread wide as his mother returned to working over his cock with her mouth. Her finger found and began working over his prostate, an act which made him tremble as well as deliver a fresh helping of salty pre-cum to her tongue.
After three or four more pulses along her tongue, Maggie let her son's cock go free, if only for a moment. "Do you want to taste me, honey?" she asked, her voice husky as her son continued to work her pussy and ass over. Patrick hesitated, and she pleaded, "Please! I need to feel your mouth on my pussy, Patrick! I need it so much!"
Since his mother wasn't rolling towards him, nor was she removing her finger from his ass, Patrick assumed she wanted him on top. When it came to sixty-nining with his mother, they went fifty-fifty. Usually, when they engaged outside the bedroom, she would be on top, feeding him her pussy. In bed, however, Patrick usually enjoyed topping his mother and face-fucking her as he feasted on her quivering, drooling sex-pot. With practiced ease, Patrick rolled onto his mother's soft body. He straddled her head and as her mouth engulfed his cock once again, he pulled his fingers free of her crotch and pressed his mouth to her.
"Uuunnggghhhhh!" Maggie growled into her son's cock as his mouth immediately set her off. Her pussy spasmed and fed him warm cream, which his lapping tongue quickly gathered up. Patrick's mouth latched onto her cunt and he sucked her pussy folds deep. His lower lip began to work her clit as his hands dug into her ass globes. She pulled her knees up and spread them even wider as he devoured her. "Uuummmm!" she moaned in response to his oral attack. She took hold of his butt and began to pull downward, letting him know that she was ready for him. Patrick began to slowly, gently thrust down into her, repeatedly forcing inch after inch of his cock into her throat as he fucked her face. Her fingers dug into his butt cheeks, just as his were to hers, as mother and son coupled in one of the most intimate fashions.
After a few minutes, Patrick again began to work a finger into his mother's asshole, this time a longer middle finger. As he did, she reciprocated, and again they worked their fingers in and out of each other, while enjoying the flavors of each other's juices.
Finally, Maggie turned her face away and pulled free of Patrick's piston. She huffed, "Climb on me and fuck me, honey! Give me this cock where it belongs!"
Patrick sucked on his mother's engorged clit one last time before slipping his finger from her ass. Hers slipped out of his as he twisted around to face her. As he settled between her parted knees on his own, he gave his saliva-slick cock a few strokes while giving her drooling, gaping pussy slot a final stroke with his free hand. Maggie reached down and pulled her labia open even further. She told him, "Fill me up with that thick dick, Patrick. Momma needs a good fucking!"
"You're such a filthy slut, you know that?" Patrick replied. He pressed the tip of his cock into her slot and leaned into her. His full length disappeared within her familiar folds as he settled his body to hers. She sighed deeply as he entered her, and once she had her son as deep as he could go, she pulled his mouth to hers and wrapped her legs around his hips. She held him deep as they kissed. Their tongues danced for a moment, before Patrick began to move inside her. His thrusts were slow and gentle, at first, and slowly began to grow more powerful as his semen began to boil.
"Fuck me!" Maggie huffed into her son's ear when he had pulled his mouth from her and leaned into her. His hips began to pound harder against her, and she stroked his naked back, from shoulders to his ass, as he drove himself towards his inevitable release. "Oh, god, yes! Fuck me, baby! Fuck momma good!"
Patrick was grunting heavily by the time he pushed up. He looked down into his mother's face and saw that her eyes were closed up tight, and her mouth hung open as she too panted along with him. His balls were tight and ready to explode as he thrust as hard and as deep as he could into her warm, wet opening. He could feel her juices gushing out of her to coat his swinging balls in their own warmth. Her finger nails dug painfully into his buttocks as she began to quiver beneath him. Patrick recognized his mother's orgasm, a silent scream on her lips as her body convulsed beneath his own. This set him off.
"Cummiinnggg!" he hissed with a final lunge. His cock pulsed and sent his virile young seed high into his own mother's womb.
"Yeessss! Cum for me, Patrick! Cum for meeeee!" Maggie climaxed with her son, a second orgasm fast on the heels of the first. Her pussy clamped tight around his shaft, but with all of the cream, both hers and his, Patrick continued to ride in and out of her with spasming, hectic thrusts. He fired off enough semen into her that it began to leak from her, even before he had collapsed atop her in a panting, sweaty mess.
After a few minutes to catch her breath and allow the post-orgasm tremors to fully wash through her, Maggie gently nudged her son. He was heavy on her and it took some effort to breath beneath him. Patrick rolled away from his mother, leaving her agape, leaking, and empty. Her mournful sigh accompanied him as he stumbled to his feet and headed for the bathroom down the hall.
Patrick had finished a quick shower by the time Maggie had made her own way to the bathroom, and they passed with nothing said. Once rinsed off herself, Maggie rejoined Patrick in her bedroom, lying beside him in bed. The lights were out, with the darkness of the room lit by the glowing ember of a cigarette Patrick had lit. He passed it to her once she was settled in beside him, beneath the sheets.
"That was nice, Patrick," Maggie told him. "I really enjoy making love with you." Patrick didn't reply. Instinctively, she knew that he had something on his mind. They lay in silence in bed, passing the cigarette back and forth, for nearly ten minutes before Patrick decided it was time.
Patrick pulled out a fresh cigarette and lit it, inhaling deeply. He blew a long stream of smoke towards the bedroom's ceiling fan as he handed his mother the fresh cigarette. She took it and inhaled. A moment later, Patrick broke the silence.
"I'm moving out," he told his mother flat out.
"What do you mean, you're moving out?" Maggie asked.
"I'm going to move into my own place," he answered. "Down by the marina. I already have it lined up. I can start moving in next week."
Maggie sat up and glared at her son. In the dim light of the bedroom, he involuntarily glanced to her naked breasts. The nipples were dark, capping the pale pendulums. "And when did you decide all of this? When were you planning on telling me?"
"I've been thinking about it for a few weeks now," he admitted. "I applied for a couple of jobs down at the docks, and I got a call back yesterday. I'll be joining a fishing crew, and making a lot of money."
"So, why do you feel it necessary to move out? To find your own place?"
"Mom, I'm an adult now, you know. I can't go on living with my mother forever." Patrick sat up abruptly and turned away from her. "I'd probably better go to my own room."
Maggie watched in stunned silence as her son and lover walked away from her. He was still naked, and the sight of his tight ass moving as he went sent a tingle through her. She wanted to call to him, to demand he return to her bed, yet she held her tongue. She knew, in that moment, that if she were to continue to have him as a lover, however infrequently, she needed to let him be. In the morning, they would talk again, she vowed. Maybe it would be better this way, in fact. She could still have him, and in the seclusion of his own place, it might even be better. It wouldn't be long before the little ones might begin to question what was going on behind closed doors, between her and Patrick. There was even a hint in her baby-sitter's eyes from time to time, as if Carol might suspect what she and Patrick had been up to.
"Yes, this will be better," she muttered to the empty pillow beside her as she rolled over to crush the cigarette out in the ash tray. Maggie remained lying on her belly, her face pressed into the pillow Patrick had just been on, and relaxed. Knowing that even as her world had changed so dramatically just a few short months before, she understood that it was about to change yet again. She was asleep in just a few minutes.
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Chapter 58
Heather's Tales -- Part 3
It was becoming harder for Heather to keep her past out of her current life. That became all too obvious Sunday when she had dropped off a load of clean clothing in her son's apartment above the garage. It wasn't that she was prying, either. Heather always gave her son's room a quick once over when she dropped off his laundry. Usually she picked up dirty clothing or retrieved dishes. She wasn't his house-keeper, and didn't hound him about keeping his rooms neat and tidy. But she was his mother and tended to look in on him and his well-being. Nothing wrong with that. However, the DVD she found sitting on the desk he used as an entertainment center had grabbed her attention. The title was all too familiar to her. It was one of hers. One of the movies she had made during her career in the porn industry. And it wasn't a purchased copy, either. It was a rental. Which means that the video store must have several copies, if not of only this one but quite possibly of many of her movies, she realized as she held the disc. It wasn't that she was ashamed of what she had done, but she didn't need the aggravations that came along with that history, not now, not in Regal Bay, where she was hoping to live a normal, peaceful life. Then again, what was normal about having a married woman for a girl-friend, screwing around with half of her real estate clients, not to mention a few of those who do work for her. Hell, she often wondered if she was getting more sex now than she ever did in Hollywood.
Heather sat on the edge of Andy's bed with the DVD in her hand; Heather and the High Plains Hunks was the title. It had been a knock-off of Clint Eastwood's High Plains Drifter obviously, with Heather as "The Woman with no Name", saving the townsfolk from three bandits by fucking them silly and then locking them away. Along the way, she also beds the mayor and his wife, a midget sheriff, the local madam and her best whore (in a lesbian scene that won her an award that year for best girl on girl scene), and a four way with three of the town's grateful merchants to end the movie. It had been one of the first movies she had done that carried her name in the title. It was also the first that she had begun to make any significant money on the sales of, having renegotiated her contract prior. Just one of seventeen she had made with her name in the title, which included the Heather's Honeymoon trilogy as well as Heather Does the President and Heather Does Congress. The planned Heather Does the Supreme Court sadly never got made, however, and shortly thereafter Heather McCoy left the business.
Pushing those memories aside, the domesticated Heather McCoy, real estate agent, gave her cell phone a check, noted the time and that she had no messages, and started for the door. She no sooner reached for the knob than the door pulled open and Andy walked in.
"Shit! Mom!" he barked, startled at her being just beyond his door. "What the hell? You about gave me a heart attack."
"I brought your clean clothes up," she told him. She looked at the DVD still in her hand and said, "I discovered this sitting on your desk." She handed it to Andy with a hint of a grin on her face. "I don't need to ask, do I? And I'm sure you have questions. What I want to know is how long have you known?"
Andy pushed past his mother into his garage-attic apartment. "This isn't fair, you know. We agreed that you wouldn't pry into my life, especially going through my stuff up here." Andy went to the desk and quickly opened and then closed a couple of the drawers. Next, he checked the computer, to see if she had gotten into it. Heather hadn't even thought about that, not until she saw him check it.
"I wasn't prying, Andy," she defended. "It was sitting out, and how could I not recognize it?" She came up to stand behind him, and Andy quickly shut the computer screen off and turned to face her.
"It's my private life, my privacy. And we agreed you wouldn't do this." Andy again pushed past her, headed for the small kitchenette where he pulled a soda from the refrigerator. He didn't offer her one. "I have my life and you have yours," he added before gulping some of the Mountain Dew down. "I pay you rent to live here, remember."
"I know you do," she agreed. "And it would seem that you know more about my life now than I do of yours," she said. Heather tried to assure her son, "Nothing has changed, Andy. There's absolutely nothing was wrong with your watching porn in the privacy of your own place. Most young men your age do it, I know." He seemed to blush a little, though he wasn't facing her. "It is just that if you're watching porn starring your own mother, that bothers me," she added. And if it wasn't for the fact that Heather was equally aware of his voyeurism, of his watching her with Quinn and quite possibly others she brought home on occasion, she might have been able to overlook it. Instead, she wondered if it wasn't so much the porn but watching her that was exciting her son.
"Mom, would you just please, get out," Andy growled.
"I want to talk about this with you, Andy," she pleaded, but he wasn't having any of it. Andy didn't respond, other than to glare angrily at her. Feeling the icy glare of her son, Heather nodded. "I'll leave you alone."
Heather left her son's apartment and headed down the stairs quickly. She pushed on through the side door into the house and went to the kitchen where she poured herself a glass of wine. It was Sunday afternoon, and even though she had little to do, she wanted to get out of the house, away from her son, and think. The weather was nice and the sun warm, so she grabbed up her beach bag and headed out.
After enjoying a long afternoon under the early autumn sun, Heather stopped in at a couple of the boardwalk shops. It was the last weekend that many would be open, with the beachfront getting used less as the days cooled more. Heather talked with a couple of her friends that she ran into, but nothing personal. They weren't that close of friends. She didn't return home until it was getting dark. She went straight up to her bedroom, hoping to avoid her son. After a quick shower, Heather made herself a light dinner and settled into the deep sofa to watch an episode of NCIS-Los Angeles. She enjoyed the show, having a personal connection with LL Cool Jay from years ago. Watching him often made her recall those years of her life, when she ran with real actors and actresses across Hollywood. She knew that had she only slept with the right agents or producers, she might have taken a different path and become a star. With those regrets again dancing lightly in her mind, Heather went to bed shortly before midnight.
Monday morning was busy, with several clients to meet, including one well out towards Hanover, a small interstate exit town a half an hour drive out of Regal Bay that Frank Vaughn had managed to pick up a listing in. Heather kept her mind on her work, and by day's end she had completed one sale that had been pending, and got two others well on the way. All in all, it had been a profitable Monday for her.
Twice during the day, she had texted her son, first to ask if he planned to have dinner with her that evening, as was their usual custom for Mondays, and then to remind him to call the dentist and make an appointment to have his recently chipped tooth checked. The realization that she was a mature mother, with a sexually active young man for a son, weighed heavily on her as she drove home that evening. More than once that day she wanted to give Quinn Vincent, or Cynthia Price, a call. She needed to get an opinion on her Andy-issue. Instead, she kept it to herself, at least until she had a talk with her son.
Andy wasn't home when she arrived, his Jetta not parked in its usual spot, and Heather headed in. After a quick shower, Heather pulled on her running shorts and a "Love Pink" hoody sweater. She had a stack of towels and washcloths for Andy in the laundry room that needed to be delivered to his bathroom. Pausing with the stack in hand, she shrugged and headed for the garage.
Andy's door was locked, as it nearly always was, but the spare key was where it should be and Heather let herself in. She put away the towels in his small bathroom and started out when she noticed the cover on a magazine tucked onto a shelf above the toilet. She pulled it free and read "Nudist Retreat -- Monthly". It was bend and creased, and looked well read. The cover depicted three individuals, all completely naked standing in a sun-lit meadow. They could easily be a family, the older couple with a younger woman standing between them. They looked like mother-father-daughter, and the caption below their sandaled feet read "Welcome; the Jacobson Family". Heather flipped through, noting that much of the magazine was pictures taken of people of various ages, mostly naked, playing at a nature camp in the woods somewhere. Mothers, fathers, sons, daughters, all naked and unashamed. Ages could easily have ranged from mid to late teens, up to late seventies for some.
"Where the hell did he pick this up?" Heather looked the cover over, and then opened it to the inside front page. "And where in the world is this place?" Heather muttered as she returned to the cover. It didn't say where, although the inside cover did mention a web-site "For more information". She also took note of the date of the magazine. It was nearly two years old. "Where did you get this from, I wonder? And why?" she asked the empty room. She started to replace the magazine but changed her mind. Instead, she rolled it up and took it with her back to the house. It very well could be the key she needed to unlock her son's guarded shell.
Andy arrived at home shortly before seven, and informed his mother that he had had to run a couple of errands after work. Without bringing up her discovery, Heather and Andy had a quiet dinner of spaghetti and garlic bread. She had white wine. He had his usual Mountain Dew. They talked little other than asking about the other's day at work. Andy had decided to take a semester off from school after his freshman year at Regal Bay University and was working as a grounds keeper's assistant at the resort. He needed a shower after a long day of mowing and trimming, but with dinner ready when he came in, he put it off until after.
As Andy put his dishes on the counter by the sink, Heather asked, "After you get cleaned up, would you come down to the den? I want to talk to you about some things."
Andy huffed. "Why not talk about it now? Or over dinner? I might have plans for this evening, if you'd have asked."
Heather was hurt. "It's nothing important, so don't rush or anything. We just haven't talked in a while." Heather added her plate to his on the counter. "It's not a mother to son talk, either. Nothing to be worried about."
Andy still was reluctant. "I had planned to meet up with Tim and Johnny, tonight. Maybe go out to the mall." he told her. "Let's talk tomorrow, after work." Andy and started for the door, but hesitated. Over his shoulder, he asked, "Besides, I thought you had your own plans. Wasn't Quinn coming over?" He had a sly grin on his face, Heather noted.
"Quinn has plans with her husband, I'm afraid. We won't be playing Yahtzee tonight." Heather thought she saw a flicker of disappointment in her son's soft blue eyes. Yahtzee, the dice game, had been the usual cover story when she and Quinn first started getting together. In fact, their sexual relationship began after an evening of Yahtzee, and wine. Now, their evenings started out with the game, though they seldom completed a set before they would end up in Heather's bedroom. Obviously, Andy was aware of this. Heather grinned at the thought of her son keeping such close tabs on her sexual habits.
"Just come on down before you leave, okay? I won't keep you long. I'll be watching TV, or maybe a movie." She hoped that her son picked up on the hint about the movie. Maybe he had. The look on his face when he replied, "We'll see," as he pushed on through the door, made her wonder if he would.
Heather had only been in the basement den a little over twenty minutes before Andy came bounding down the carpeted stairs. She noticed that he was wearing jogging shorts and a t-shirt, much as she was. He didn't appear to be heading out to meet up with his friends. Instead, he looked as if he was ready to spend the evening in.
"I thought you were going out?" she asked him.
"Johnny called," Andy told her. "His mother wanted him to help her go shopping." Johnny's father, Heather knew, was wheel-chair bound, and Johnny was their only child. Heather knew Pamela and George Walker, having been their real estate agent when they looked for a larger home, some years back. She still tried to keep in touch with Pamela, from time to time.
Heather had toyed with the idea of putting on one of her porn movies, but instead she had music on when Andy joined her. Heather enjoyed jazz and blues, and the recent Joe Bonamassa album, Different Shades of Blue, was playing. The only light on was the reading lamp beside the sofa, where she sat. Beside her, she had the magazine that she had found earlier, face-down on the cushion.
"Why don't you fix us a couple of drinks, Andy," Heather told her son when he came in. The basement den also doubled as a guest room, and had a small wet bar. Andy, even though only 20 years old, knew what his mother enjoyed and how to make it. He also recognized that she was allowing him a drink as well. He looked over at his mother, seated in the middle of the pull-out sofa with a magazine in her hands.
"What's so important, Mom?" Andy asked with growing interest. He went to the bar and pulled out the Malibu rum and made both his mother and himself a rum and coke on the rocks. "Why are we down here? What can be so important that it couldn't be talked about over dinner?" Andy knew his mother was a top realtor in the area, and being successful in the business might have opened doors to a better job. Maybe one nearer a major city. Andy enjoyed Regal Bay, and its sinful perks, but he still had a desire to get away and see what life in the big cities was all about. He carried their drinks over and handed hers to her before taking a seat in the beat-up leather recliner nearby.
"I wanted to talk to you," she replied after a sip of her drink. "Why don't you sit with me?" she asked, patting the sofa cushion close beside her. Andy hesitated, and then moved to the sofa as requested. It was then that he noticed the magazine his mother held. It was the nudist magazine from his bathroom, which Tim had given him some time back. It was filled with stories and pictures from around the world depicting groups hanging out, enjoying themselves, and in some cases making out, all in the nude. And it wasn't just couples, but entire families as well, with some of the children obviously in their early teens. It was a magazine that Andy was well acquainted with, having spent many hours in his room jacking his dick as he looked through it at the dozens of naked girls and women.
Trying to ignore the discovery, Andy asked, "What's wrong?", still wondering why his mother had asked him down, and hoping it wasn't to discuss the magazine, or anything else she might have found in his room.
"Nothing's wrong, silly," Heather laughed, adding a pat to Andy's thigh as she said it. Still, she held the magazine, now open in her lap. "What do you think about this?" she asked. "I mean, all of these people hanging out together, naked as the day they were born. Would you enjoy something like this?" She didn't mention where she had found it, or why he had it in the first place.
Wanting to sound as relaxed and casual as she did, Andy replied after taking a quick gulp of his drink. "I don't know. I don't think I could walk around all day like that. I'd get embarrassed."
"You mean you'd get hard!" Heather laughed. Again, she patted his thigh. "I don't blame you there, though. I think I'd be horny as well. I mean, look at all of these cocks! I can't figure out why nobody has an erection, what with all of these naked broads walking around. I can tell you this; most men I've known would be rock hard and throbbing, looking at these hot naked young girls. I know I would be dripping seeing all of those young studs walking around."
"Um, mom," Andy murmured. "I'm really uncomfortable right now."
"Why, Andy? Is all this talk about naked girls getting to you? Is your dick getting hard?"
"Mom!" Andy started to get up, but Heather took hold of his arm.
"Don't be such a dork. Sit back here." Heather let the magazine drop into her lap and turned to face her son. She took another drink, steadying her nerves, and then said, "I know that you've discovered my sordid past. And evidently you've been enjoying it as well." Andy's eyes grew wide and he turned to look at his mother, fearing the worse. "I don't mind. Really, I don't. What I would like is for this discovery of yours to not get spread throughout the city. Can you do that for me? Can we keep this a secret, at least for as long as we can?" she added in a softer voice.
"Oh, Mom! I'm so sorry. I..."
"Don't worry, I'm not mad."
Andy stood up suddenly. He looked at her and admitted, "I didn't discover that movie of you. I was told about it, by David Price." She watched her son head to the bar, his back to her. "He told me that you had been a porn star and that he found all your movies on line," Andy said without looking at her. "He found out that the adult video store off 101 carried them all, too. I didn't believe him, but we went out there, and I saw them. He wasn't shitting me. You really are a porn star."
"I was a porn star, years ago," Heather replied in something of a soft, matronly voice. "I can't deny that anymore, can I?" Heather sipped at her drink before asking, "When did this happen? When did this all start?"
"Last summer." Andy hesitated, and then added, "Well, after I graduated from high school, actually."
"That was more than two years ago!" Heather gasped. "And you've known all of this time?" Andy shrugged and nodded. Heather was astonished that he had kept such a secret from her for so long. And then it dawned on her, that her son had been watching her fuck on video for nearly two years, but he had also been jacking off watching her fuck on video. It was no wonder he started watching her through her bedroom window. He'd probably already watched all of her films and craved even more. She had no idea of what to say, as a mother at least.
Her next words startled her, even as she asked, "Do you find me attractive, Andy? Do you find me sexy, even?" She paused, watching his eyes. "Do you fantasize about me?" she asked in a soft, musky voice.
Andy turned away then and said, "But you're my mom! That's just odd, even wrong."
"Not really," she assured him. "If you're watching a movie, and only see me as an actress performing those acts, then it's really not all that strange."
Andy looked at her then. "You don't think it's strange, knowing that your son is watching you have sex? In a porn movie, I mean."
"Not really," she shrugged. "I've know a lot of people in the business, and it wasn't unheard of to have the kids being taken care of in one part of the house or studio while we were screwing in front of a camera in another part. I even knew a girl whose mother would drop her off at a shoot, and sometimes she'd stick around and watch. Those shoots could last all day, let me tell you!"
"I don't want to know about that," Andy told her, "especially if I was around while you were doing all of that stuff."
Heather didn't go on, knowing that her son would probably figure out that he had been very near to her many times in her later years, playing with a couple of the other children while their mothers made a living in front of the camera.



Heather gulped down the last of her cocktail before continuing to push her son for more. "If David Price knows, and I can only assume others know about my porn past, do they ask you about me? Do they want to know if you've seen me naked? Or maybe taken pictures of me?"
"Jeez, Mom. This is so fucking weird! You're starting to sound like them." Andy started for the stairs. "I really don't want to talk about this with you."
Heather stood up and called, "It makes me wonder why you sometimes watch me through my bedroom window." With that, Andy suddenly stopped two steps up. He looked at her then, and seeing his reaction, she added, "Yes, Andy. I know about the ladder, and you watching me when I'm with Quinn." She paused, to let it sink in, before adding, "I don't mind, either. I've been watched all my life, so why not let my son watch?" She held the empty glass out to him, silently asking him for a refill.
After a long, quiet moment, Andy went to her and took the glass. He went to the bar and listened as his mother began to suggest the unthinkable. "Have you ever imagined yourself in place of the men I was having sex with, in the movies, Andy?"
As embarrassing as it was for him, Andy had in fact done that very thing. He'd lay in bed, jacking his cock in time with the men as they pounded his panting, shouting mother to orgasm. He tried to time his own ejaculation to theirs, as if he were the one shooting hot cum across her smiling face, her heaving tits, or wagging ass. He had also fantasized about this very situation more than once in the last year. He just never imagined it could ever happen. His mind began to real, from the situation as well as the rum.
"I love you, Andy," she told him. Heather continued, "What's to stop you, or me, from taking that next step? Hell, in this town, it's almost expected. I'd hate to disappoint your friends, my being a semi-famous porn star and not putting out to my handsome stallion of a son, at least once."
He turned to look at his mother, and then asked, "Jeez, Mom! Are you suggesting that you might want me to hit on you, even have sex with you? Where the hell is this all coming from?"
Heather's response was a sly grin, a bat of her long lashes, and a slight shrug. Andy was befuddled. His drink was nearly empty and with his mother's empty glass in hand he went across to the wet-bar for a refill. He looked up to see his mother in a new light. She still sat on the sofa, now paging through the magazine. But she seemed so much different in his eyes now. He saw what she was wearing, a short navy-blue skirt and blouse outfit. Her legs were long and slim, and wrapped in dark nylons. She wore her red pumps also, the ones with navy stripes. She had worn the outfit to work, and still had it on over dinner. Andy had to admit that it was one of her sexier outfits. The thought that she'd wore that outfit not for the guys at her work, but for him in this moment flashed through his mind.
Andy made her a fresh drink, adding just a touch more rum to hers. He carried both drinks back to the sofa and this time he settled in beside his mother, closer than the last time. His hip and hers pressed together. "Thank you," she said, taking the drink from her son to her lips. "Good," she added after sipping down nearly half. "A little stronger than the last," she grinned. She looked back to the pages open in her lap.
Andy looked down to see a large picture, taking nearly half of the page up, of an older woman and younger man, both standing stark naked on a dock, a lake in the background lit under a full moon. They were both smiling, arms around each other. The young man, probably in his late teens or early twenties, had a half-hard cock. The older woman, slim and just a few inches shorter than the boy, looked twice his age, with nice shaped breasts capped with dark nipples. They looked erect as well, Andy thought. Each nipple cast a light shadow beneath, showing that they jutted outward from the tanned flesh of her breasts.
"Mother and son," Heather explained. "Don't they look happy?"
"I guess." Andy sipped at his drink again. He read beneath the photo, "Harriett and Jacques Gillette. Montreal." He read a little further, discovering that they were only part of a larger family vacationing at the nudist colony that consisted of several siblings, as well as her parents and sister's family.
"Maybe I should look into this place," Heather said. "Do you think we could go to a place like this?"
"Mom, I really don't know," Andy replied. He reached to the magazine and turned the page. The next pictures were of a picnic with volley ball being played. There were dozens of naked people, their ages ranging from mid-teens to mid-sixties, it looked to him. As he looked over the page along with his mother, he absently placed his hand on her knee. Heather noticed, and a shiver went up her spine as her son touched her.
For the next several minutes they looked through the magazine, mostly in silence although a comment by one or the other was made. Through it all, Andy's hand returned time and again to his mother's knee. He even caressed down her calf once. Heather began to wonder if this had been a good idea after all, when the first tingles of excitement entered her crotch.
"You didn't answer me," she reminded him. Andy's eyes came to hers, and after a moment she said, "What I'm suggesting is that if you did want to have sex with me, your own mother, then maybe if you did it right, and treated me like a desirable, beautiful, maybe even a hot middle-aged woman, then maybe you'd be surprised at what might happen. That's all I'm saying here." Her voice was soft, husky, and filled with as much lust as she could.
"I'm sorry if I'm making you uncomfortable, Andy," she whispered. She turned and gave her son a quick peck on the cheek. "We don't have to do anything. I'm sorry I brought it up." Even as she apologized, Andy's hand came up from her knee and went to her chest, right at her blouse's buttons. He popped the top two and before she could react, his hand slipped beneath and cupped her left breast, still encased in her bra.
Heather's breath caught in her chest, and then she huffed when her son gave her tit a gentle squeeze. She noticed that his attention was still on the magazine in her hands, and she looked to see yet another mother/son image. In this one the older woman sat sideways in her son's lap. She was caught laughing in the image, with her son's hand beneath her large, sagging breast holding it upward for all to see. Several others stood around, also caught in the act of laughing, and Heather wondered if the boy's cock was hard beneath her ass, or maybe hard somewhere else. When Andy again squeezed her left tit, Heather was reminded again of where she was.
Ignoring what had happened, Heather turned her attention back to the magazine. She turned the page again, and Andy responded by gently squeezing his mother's breast as they looked at the magazine, as if it were a quite natural thing to do.
Heather turned the next page and found yet another mother/son image, this one with the woman straddling her son, who sat in a lounge chair looking up at her. Her pussy was hairy but the heavy labia were quite visible. The son had his cock in hand and aimed upward. Again, both seemed to be laughing when the camera had caught them. She wondered if they had been caught in the act, or about to have an act. It was becoming quite apparent to Heather that incest was quite common at this nudist camp.
What she didn't notice while staring at the image and imagining what might or might not have been going on, was the fact that Andy had unfastened her blouse further, and her soft yellow bra was now fully exposed. As well, he had brushed the cup away from her left breast and her dark areola and budding nipple were completely exposed.
"What are you up to, buddy?" she whispered. Heather turned to face her son, and he rolled against her to plant his mouth to her neck. "Andy!" Heather gasped, but didn't fight back, as his mouth began to move against her neck. He kissed her and licked her, from shoulder to ear. The magazine fell from her hands to the floor at her feet.
"Is this how you seduce your girlfriends?" she asked in a soft voice. He nodded and hummed against her throat. "I thought so."
After a moment, Andy went a little lower and began to kiss across his mother's chest. Her breasts were still encased in the bra, and Heather said, "Let me help you." She eased Andy from her chest and sat up. She pulled the blouse from her shoulders and off. Andy didn't wait any longer, however, and brushed his mother's bra cups downward to bring both dark nipples fully into view. He lowered his mouth to her right nipple and sucked it between his lips. Heather moaned and stroked his head of dark hair as he began to nurse at her breast.
"Oh, Andy," she sighed, "what are we doing?" She didn't expect him to answer. His mouth moved to her left breast next, even as his free hand dropped into her lap and slipped up beneath her skirt. She realized in that moment that she had pushed him beyond the point of no return. He was going to take her and she knew that it was what she wanted.
Andy's fingers found her pussy mound and Heather spread her knees, opening herself up for him. He tugged at the crotch of her underwear and a moment later she felt his index finger tracing up and down her slit. She moaned and settled back into the sofa. Her knees went wider as his fingers probed across and through her labia.
What Andy found between his mother's legs was a hairless, damp pussy. He was surprised that she had a shaved crotch, but also wondered if she'd done it for him. After all, it was the norm among younger women and teen girls these days to keep their pussy hair trimmed tightly or completely shaved off, along with the women in pornos. He'd preferred a furrier bush, though, like his mother had displayed during much of her career. A large, hairy bush being what differentiated an older woman from a younger one, he had always imagined, and Andy made a mental note to tell his mother this fact. After.
Heather told her son, "Sit up for me," and when he had she tugged his t-shirt up and off. She then leaned forward and began to caress his naked torso with her hands and kiss his flesh with her mouth. She leaned into him and forced him back into the sofa and threw a leg across his thighs. Now straddling her son, Heather lowered her mouth to his for a brief kiss while stroking his face in her hands. His hands went to her hips and pushed her skirt high before caressing her butt. She rose up and again offered her tit flesh to him, which he attacked eagerly.
As Andy sucked at her breasts, one after the other, Heather unfastened her bra and tossed it away. She sat up and pulled the bunched-up skirt up and over her head, while pressing her crotch down against his denim-encased bulge. She rolled her hips once, letting her son know what was coming up was as much her desire as his. Heather next rolled away from Andy and settled back into the sofa. Andy followed her, going to his feet while still leaning across to hold an excited nipple between his lips and teeth. With her hips at the edge, she was very nearly laid completely on her back now.
"Go lower," Heather whispered. A moment later Andy's mouth released her left nipple and began to plant licking kissed across her rib-cage and down her belly. Her hands went to his shoulders, almost guiding him towards her aching sex. She pulled her knees up and back, opening herself to her son. When Andy arrived, he didn't hesitate. He tugged his mother's panties aside and began to lick up and down her wet slit.
"That's so nice," Heather mewed. "Yes, Andy, yes. Lick me. Lick my hot pussy." Her son didn't need to be told. He was already feasting upon his mother's hot, wet sex-pot. Her juices began to flow and he slurped it up noisily. Heather, for her part, was moaning louder and louder as her son ate her out.
With her stocking-clad feet flailing about over his head, Heather climaxed repeatedly on her son's tongue. She lost track of time as he devoured every drop of cream her body expelled, going back for more each time. At some point, Andy had tugged her panties completely off, she discovered. Eventually, Heather was ready in body, mind, and soul to take the next step in this incestuous affair. She gently pushed at her son's head until he disengaged from her pussy.
"Stand up, Andy. It's my turn." Andy went to his feet quickly. Heather took a quick gulp of her rum and coke, and then turned her attention to her son, who had taken the opportunity to step out of his shorts. Now standing before her was her handsome, adult son, naked and with a rock-hard, upward-curved cock. Heather didn't hesitate much longer than it took for her to take the sight of him in before leaning forward and, while pulling her son's hip forward with one hand, she guided his cock between her lips with the other. This time it was Andy moaning as his mother's mouth went to work on him.
"Oooohhh, god! Fuck meeeee!" Andy growled as the excitement of having his mother finally doing to him what he'd watched her do on video so many times made his entire body shiver.
Heather enjoyed sucking cock, and took her well-endowed son as far into her mouth as she could. His upward curve prevented her from giving him a good, deep sucking, but she sucked and slurped loudly at what she could take. She cupped and squeezed his balls in one hand while stroking his shaft with the other as she swirled her tongue around his knob. Andy stroked her head of strawberry-blonde hair while rocking back and forth, fucking his mother's mouth gently. He was in heaven, and threw his head back gasping as his mother began to hum around his cock. It felt wonderful and sent tingles up and down his spine, all the way to his toes.
After a few minutes, Andy felt his balls tighten and he knew he was nearing the edge. He pulled back and pushed his mother away. Looking down into her beautiful face, he asked, "Do you want to sixty-nine, Mom?" Words Andy never thought he'd not say, nor did Heather think she'd ever hear.
"That sounds like fun!" she chimed. Heather licked her lips as she watched Andy settle onto the floor, fully on his back. She recognized his intent and slipped from the sofa to take up her place above him, head-to-crotch. His upright, curved cock twitched excitedly as she straddled his head. She hoped it was because of the sight of her naked, eager pussy descending onto his face. As it was, Heather opened wide and gulped her son's cock once again into her mouth. In this new angle, an angle she had been in on more than one occasion while being filmed, she could let his curve slip into her throat. Heather closed her eyes, imagining that cameras were indeed taking their incest in, as she began to give her son the best head of his life.
For his part, Andy was a fabulous cunt-lapper. He sucked and chewed on her labia, rammed his tongue deep into her vagina to draw out her cream, and licked up and down her entire slit, from clit to anus. His fingers dug deep into her buttocks while his tongue rammed high into her cunt-chute. His slurping was noisy and echoed by his mother's own. There could be no doubt as to what was happening in that basement if anyone else had been in the house. Heather hummed happily as her latest orgasm rolled through her, gushing cream into Andy's mouth while she purred around his throat-filling knob.
As her senses began to clear, Heather pulled her mouth up from his twitching, throbbing, saliva-glistening cock and asked, "Will you have sex with me, Andy? Will you give this wonderful cock to me, even though I'm your mother?"
"Oh, hell yes, Mom!" Andy cried out from between her thighs. "I want nothing more than to fuck you! I've wanted to have sex with you for a long time! I want to make love to you so much!"
Heather rolled off her son and crawled to the sofa. She leaned across the cushions and told him, "Take me, Andy. Take me like this. I need you inside me, now more than ever!"
Andy was on his knees behind his mother's wonderfully plump and tanned upraised ass in a flash, and with his cock dripping with her saliva in hand, he quickly positioned himself to take his own mother. She looked back into his excited blue eyes as his hands stroked across her ass. She felt his knob press into her. She reached between her legs and stroked the underside of his shaft with her finger-tips. "Take me, Andy! Push that big cock of yours inside me and take me!"
Andy took a deep breath and then let it out in a rushing moan as he lunged forward, into his mother's body. "Oh, fuck Mom! Fuck!" Andy gasped as he saw his cock disappear inside his mother's pussy. "Oooohhh, god!"
"Aaaahhhh, yeeeesssss!" Heather hissed as she was filled with her son's hot flesh. A moment later he was rocking back and forth within her, jabbing his own mother with sharp, short strokes. His balls tingled and his head spun with the knowledge that he was indeed screwing his own mother.
"Sooooo good," she sighed as he filled her. "Ooohh, sweat mother! Yes! Fuck me, Andy! Fuck me!" she cried as Andy began to work her towards the greatest orgasm of her life.
The entire act, the images and the reality of it all, was too much for Andy, and his cock began to throb wildly within her after only a minute of thrusting. "Oh, shit! Oh, Mom, I'm going to cum! I'm cumming! Oh, fuck! I'm cumming inside you!"
In her mind, Heather was screaming for him to pull out. She was only 43 years old, and could still get pregnant. But the heat of his youthful, throbbing cock inside her was overwhelming, and even as she knew she had to pull away from him, the warmth of his cum now boiling out of his pulsing cock high into her womb washed all fear from her mind. She threw her head back and groaned, "Oh, yes, yes, yes," with every pulse of his shaft inside her. Her walls clamped down, holding him deep inside, until every drop of his potent young semen was embedded within her belly and coating her womb. "Yes, baby, yes! Cum inside meeeee!" She climaxed right with him, her pussy walls fluttering around his pulsing shaft.
Andy was still panting when he pulled free of her a few minutes later. He collapsed to the floor and leaned back against the sofa. Heather lowered herself to the sofa and lay on her naked belly. The sight of his mother's gaping, cum-dripping slot, just inches away from him, combined with the scent of sex and sweat, gave Andy a thrill he'd never be able to describe to anyone, let alone his friends.
Heather rolled onto her side after a moment and looked back at her son. She was smiling in the after-glow of her orgasm, and could feel his gaze warm on her naked flesh. She reached out and stroked her son's unruly head of hair. "Thank you, Andy. That was wonderful."
After a moment of thought, Andy said, "I don't know what came over you, but it was nice. I like it when you don't act all bitchy and stuff."
Heather playfully smacked him. "I'm still your mother. I have to act the part, don't I?'
"I like this side of you better," he grinned and then leaned to her and kissed her on the cheek. "I hope to see more of it," he added with a sneer.
"Maybe you will," she smiled back. "Especially if you contribute more to keeping up the house and stop arguing with me about every little thing I ask you to do."
Andy groaned. "I hope this wasn't just some elaborate bribe to get me to do more chores." He rolled up to his feet and padded back to the bar.
"And what if it was? Would you rather go back to the way it was between us, or move forward with the way things could be? I'm still your mother, but I could also be your lover on occasion, if you're nice to me."
Andy had retrieved a couple of bottles of water and carried one to her while gulping from the other. He dropped into the sofa beside her. After taking a swallow, Heather then leaned in to kiss him again. As she did, she also gave his withered, slick cock a gentle squeeze and stroke.



"Why did you go through with this, Mom?" Andy asked after a lengthy pause. "I really can't understand how this could ever have happened."
"Didn't you want this?" she asked him in reply. "Isn't this what you've been fantasizing about for years? Fucking me, your own mother, your very own porn star?" As she asked, she continued to lightly play with his slick member.
"I never dreamed it could ever happen," Andy admitted with a shack of his head. "I'd heard about this kind of thing, you know, from some of my friends. They claim to have screwed around with their moms, or aunts. Tim even says that he's fucked his grandma."
Heather giggled a little at what Andy admitted knowing. She had heard a few things herself, and knew for a fact that some of her own friends had slept with their sons or daughters. Cynthia Price was one. In fact, Heather had joined Cynthia and her son David on a couple of occasions. As she thought about it, Heather wondered if Andy would enjoy a ménage-et-trios.
"What happens in the privacy of the home shouldn't be discussed so openly," Heather said. "Unless it's with others of a like mind."
Andy gave her a side-long glance. "What do you mean by that? What did you have in mind?" His cock had started to awaken under his mother's attentions.
Heather batted her eyes playfully and replied, "Well, for starters, we should keep what we do between us. At least for the time being. Maybe later we can explore a little more. But until then, maybe we should explore fucking someplace more comfortable to start with," she smiled. "Like my bed?" The answering pulse of his cock in her hand let her know that her son was indeed interested, even before he gave her his boyish grin and nod. In that moment, Heather just about changed her mind, for she saw Andy as her son, a young boy in her mind, someone she was never to engage in such intimacies with. Andy might have seen that moment of hesitation in his mother's eyes, and quickly moved to extinguish any embers of doubt.
Andy stood up, taking his mother's hands in his, and said, "Come to bed with me, Heather," using his mother's name. "Let me make love to you as you deserve to be." Heather stood before him then and with a wide smile on her lips, she pulled her son's mouth to hers. They kissed deeply, as if they were new lovers and not mother and son sinners. His hands slipped down her body and pulled her hips forward. Heather felt her son's cock press against her belly, and she wanted nothing more than to feel him inside her once again.
"Take me, Andy," she whispered into his lips. "Take me to bed and make love to me." All hesitation was gone, and only the immoral ex-porn star remained in the strong arms of her young lover.
"Lead on," Andy smiled, and hand-in-hand followed her up the stairs and into her second-floor bedroom. Heather pulled him into the big bed and into an embrace that didn't break until well into the morning hours, after they had made love in as many ways as humanly possible before they eventually collapsed, thoroughly exhausted.
Heather awoke panting. Her entire body was vibrating. "Oh, my god!" she huffed as she realized that she was on the verge of climaxing. In that moment she discovered that her legs were pushed wide apart and a mouth was planted tight to her quivering cunt.
"Oooohhh! Andy! Andy! Andy!" she panted as she grasped the situation. "What are you doing? I haven't showered!" Heather reached down in an attempt to push her son's face from her crotch.
Andy gave a long, lingering lap of his tongue to his mother's clit bud before looking up at her flushed face. "I don't mind. You taste wonderful right now." He closed his eyes lowered his mouth to her pussy, where he resumed breaking his morning fast on her creamy folds.
"That's not just my juices you're tasting, Andy," she warned as she relaxed back into the pillows. "Most of that is yours, you know. God, how many times did you cum last night?"
Andy had his tongue burrowing high into his mother's gaping hole and after a tickling swirl he lifted away once again and propped himself up on his elbows. She could see the glistening of sex-cream on his lips, cheeks and chin in the morning sunlight that filtered in. He was smiling wide and she found herself loving him more. He would have made a wonderful porn star, she thought.
"I've got a fresh load ready to go, right now," he told her.
"Jeezus-Christ! You're a fucking stud!" Heather moaned with a laugh. "You'd better give it to me, then. I've still got to get to work today, you know?"
Andy quickly crawled up his mother's body and as his mouth found hers, his cock slipped through the opening of her vagina smoothly. "Oooohhh, Andy," she sighed into his mouth as he entered her. "I'm so happy that we've discovered this," she admitted to him. Andy began to move atop her, and inside her. His breathing was deep and labored as he moved, and soon he was grunting.
Minutes after her son had entered her, Andy was adding a fresh load of his seed to her saturated womb. "Ooohh, Mom!" he growled. "Moommmm!" He held himself deep inside as his cock pulsed. She felt his warmth inside her and began to tremble through a morning orgasm herself. It wasn't nearly as intense as those she had enjoyed the night before, but nevertheless Heather delighted in the way her body reacted to her son's climax.
Heather stroked her son's naked back as he finished, and after another deep, passionate kiss, Andy eased up and off of her. She watched as her son stumbled naked away from her and towards the open door. "Put a towel around yourself before you head outside," she called. "It's going to be chilly," she added, ever the mother once again.
After a few minutes, Heather made her own way to her bathroom, and after a lingering shower, and vaginal flushing, she made herself ready for the day. By the time she was dressed and in the kitchen, coffee had already been started for her by Andy, though he was gone. Andy would also be working that morning, she knew. She also knew that he would brag about finally taking his porn-star mother to his friends as soon as he could. Boys were like that, and she didn't feel upset at all, surprisingly. She recognized that she had entered a new, and maybe very exciting, stage of her life. It would be hard for her to look at Andy, her own son, as just another of her long list of local lovers, and yet that was exactly as she was already thinking of him.
Ground rules would have to be laid out, she told herself, before things got too far along. The sooner the better, also. "As long as Andy treats me with respect, and doesn't make demands that are too overly outrageous," she told the empty kitchen over her cup of coffee, "I think I'll enjoy him. Until the novelty of it all wears off." Heather picked up her cell phone and gave the office a quick text, letting Janice know that she was running a little late, and would head straight out to the showing from home instead of stopping in at the office. She had a sale to make, after all.
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Chapter 59
Joan's Tales – Part 4
Joan had stayed late at the university to spend some time catching up on the latest marketing trends. Hers was an interesting course and each semester there were new angles to the marketing sector that she wanted to include in her lectures. Marketing dynamics had always fascinated her, especially when it came to the visual arts. This semester Joan was highlighting Market Entrant Strategies, in particular the Marketing Pioneers who open new markets with major product innovations. At times, Joan could lose herself in her studies to the point where she loses all track of time. On this particular evening she had done just that and hadn't paid much attention to the time until she was advised by the librarian that it was time to lock up for the night.
It was well after nine by the time Joan pulled into her driveway. She entered her home to the distant thump of music coming from upstairs. Her daughter was home and had her music up loud, as Jewel always did. Joan headed for her daughter's room, to ask her to turn the music down as well as what she'd like to do for dinner. Upon opening Jewel's bedroom door, Joan changed her mind.
Inside, the room was dark except for the pulsing, swirling lights of Jewel's disco globe. The music, her favorite dance-hall techno, thumped and pulsed. On the bed, central in the room, Jewel sat facing a man, straddling his hips as he lay back, his hands tucked under his head on her pillows. Both were completely naked. Jewel had her hips rolling and twisting atop her lover, obviously riding his cock, in time to the music. She had both of her pert, firm breasts in her own hands as she rode her lover's cock. In the darkness, Joan could not tell who her daughter was riding, but the flash of white teeth showed that he was indeed enjoying himself.
Joan eased her daughter's door closed and headed for her own bedroom, stopping only to confirm Mitch wasn't in his room. Joan knew that Mitch would still be at work until mid-night, as he was closing that week. Once in her bedroom, Joan stripped out of her skirt and blouse, and wrapped herself up in her lavender plush-velour robe. Bare-footed, she padded down the hall towards the upstairs bathroom and encountered Jewel coming out of her bedroom. Her daughter was still completely nude and startled when she came upon her mother.
"Oh, shit! You scared me, Mom!" Jewel exclaimed. She subconsciously pulled her hands to her breasts. "When did you get home?"
"Just a little while ago," Joan answered. Her eyes went to the open door of Jewel's room, where she knew her daughter's current lover still lay on her bed. Jewel smelled of sex and sweat. "I stayed late and was going to shower before grabbing some dinner."
Jewel gave her mother a slight grin, and then pulled her bedroom door closed. "We already had dinner," she said. "So just make something for yourself, okay?" Jewel went past her mother and added, "I'm going to grab a couple bottles of water. We'll keep it down."
Joan watched her naked daughter dance down the stairs before turning to head for the bathroom. She thought about stopping in and saying hello to her daughter's lover, if only to learn his identity, but waved it off. Instead, she continued on to the bathroom and as she stepped into the shower, she heard Jewel's bedroom door bang closed once again, signaling her return. A moment later, the music's thump did indeed soften, if only a little.
Joan's shower was relaxing and she toweled off before picking up her robe. She paused, and instead of wrapping up, Joan left the bathroom and walked the distance to her bedroom as naked as her daughter had. However, she was not encountered, and in her room, she pulled on a pair of black underwear and a large t-shirt for her evening in. She slipped on her sandals and robe, and headed downstairs to fix herself a light dinner, consisting of a salad and a bowl of cream of broccoli soup. After, Joan moved into the living room to settle into the sofa and watch some television.
After sitting through three successive sit-coms, Joan was about to channel surf in an attempt to find something more entertaining and less mindless when she heard the back door to the deck open and close. She knew it had been locked, having checked it previously, so someone must have gone out back. Thinking it was her daughter, Joan went to follow, wanting to have a talk with her about her overt sexual activities. After-all, Jewel was not yet twenty.
Instead of finding her daughter on the deck, Joan found the young man sitting in a lounge chair smoking. He was dressed in jeans, though remained shoe-less and shirtless. Joan did not recognize him when he turned to look at her. He flashed a look of surprise, even as his eyes gave her a quick once over, she noticed.
"We haven't met," Joan said. "I'm Joan, Jewel's mother." She held out her hand, and he took it tentatively.
"Hello. I'm Josef," he replied. "Nice to meet you." Joan noticed his eyes didn't linger on hers, rather they made the sweep across her body, taking in her slim figure and full breasts. Joan was well aware that her daughter already had a rack as large and full as her own dd-cups. Also, where Jewel's hair was longish curly blonde, Joan had been keeping her dusty blonde hair shorter of late, if only to hide the fact that it was seemingly getting greyer by the week. As Joan moved to sit in one of the deck chairs, she noticed Josef's eyes follow her closely as well as the fact that he wore a wedding band on his left hand.
Joan settled back and cross her legs. She took in the fact that Josef was much older than her daughter was, as well. Mid-twenties, at least. "I'm curious. How old are you, Josef?" Joan asked.
Josef smiled and laughed a little. "Yes, I'm a bit older than Jewel. I'm twenty-seven."
"That's more than a bit," Joan replied. "Where did you two meet?"
"Twenty-questions?" Josef asked with a grin. "I guess I deserve it. Well, I met Jewel in school a couple of years ago, in fact. I was her history teacher."
"Is that a fact?" Joan asked. "I don't recognize you. What's your last name?"
"Heron," he replied. "Josef Heron. I've been teaching a little over three years now."
Joan nodded, her eyes on him. He raised his hands and laughed, "It's not that I go after my students! I ran into Jewel a few weeks ago at the Starbucks, downtown. We got to talking, and, well, things kind of spiraled..." Josef grinned and waved a hand upwards, in the general direction of her daughter's bedroom.
"I notice that you've got a ring on," Joan pointed out. "Are you married, Josef?"
Again, he laughed lightly and shrugged. I reply, he said, "My wife and I, we've got something of an open marriage." He met Joan's eyes and added, "We're swingers, in fact, to use a seventies term."
Joan smiled. "Interesting."
Joan wanted to see just how this young man might react to an obvious gesture on her part then. She stood up, letting her robe swing open to display for him the fact she wore very little beneath, and immediately took a seat in his lap, facing him. She draped her forearms across his shoulders and Josef's hands immediately went to her hips.
Josef was grinning when he looked up into her face. "This is a surprise," he croaked.
"Is my daughter a good fuck, Josef?" Joan asked wickedly in a hushed breath.
"Pretty good, for her age," he replied as his hands went up her sides, pulling her t-shirt up with them. "She's feisty and energetic, but sometimes I'd like for her to slow down and savor the moment a little more."
Joan leaned down and planted her mouth to Josef's and kissed him deeply. His hands went to her ass then and squeezed her cheeks at either side of her panties. Joan could feel his bulge growing against her crotch and pushed her hips forward, grinding against it. His hands went up her back and pulled her to him while he thrust his tongue into her mouth. They kissed deeply for a long time, his hands moving up and down her back and along her naked thighs. She continued grinding into his lap as her breathing began to turn to a panting. Joan was so very horny all of a sudden and needed this, what had started out as a teasing, to turn into full-fledged, hard-core sex.
Joan pulled her mouth away from Josef's and gave him a mischievous smile. She let her robe fall away, and then pulled her t-shirt up and flung it away. Her large pink-tipped breasts came into full view for him. "Suck my tits, Josef," she instructed, taking the lead with him. For his part, he did what he was told, and latched onto her left breast's nipple, immediately sucking it into his mouth. His hands cupped the fleshy mounds and dug into them. She purred into the chilly September night sky.
"Oh, yes," Joan moaned as Josef gently chewed upon her thick, pale nipple. He switched off to her right nipple after a few moments, and then Joan pulled his mouth back to hers and she kissed him passionately once again.
After another round of tit-sucking, Joan lifted Josef's mouth from her flesh and said, "Let's get off this deck." She moved from his lap and took his hands in hers, pulling him to his feet.
"You want to go inside?" he asked, a bit of worry in his voice. "I doubt if Jewel's asleep."
"Don't you worry about my daughter. I've got another place in mind," Joan told him, and guided him out into the growing darkness of the yard. She led him across to a bench near her property line, nestled in among a few trees, that looked back across the wide lawn. She dropped onto the bench's padded seat and pulled Josef by the hips closer. She looked up into his face even as she began to unfasten his jeans.
"I want to suck your cock," she informed him matter-of-factually. "I want to see if I can taste my daughter's hot pussy on your fuck-stick!"
"That's fine with me!" Josef gasped. A moment later, he sighed as his freed cock was wrapped by Joan's warm lips. "Oh, fuck, that's nice," he moaned as Joan began to bob along his length.
Joan let Josef's cock slip from her mouth long enough to say, "I really think I can taste Jewel on you," and then went back to slurping upon his offered cock. In the growing moonlight, Josef could only just make out Joan's head of blonde hair going back and forth along his length. He stood, his hands on the top of her head, as she sucked him for a good five minutes. It wasn't long before he could feel a tingling deep in his balls. He knew he'd cum if he didn't stop her soon, and told her so.
"Maybe we need to change things up, then," Joan said after letting Josef's cock slip from her greedy mouth. "Take a seat," she insisted. As they changed places, Joan stepped out of her panties and tossed them into the night. Once Josef was seated on the padded bench, she stepped up to straddle him once again. This time, Josef had his saliva-coated cock in hand and held upright, and Joan didn't have a pair of thin panties protecting her pussy.
Josef looked deep into Joan's crotch, taking in the sight of her thickly furred blonde pubic mound, and the set of pale pink labia that parted as the older woman straddled his waist and parted her thighs wide. Joan lowered herself to him, and he guided his spongy pink knob against her wet vaginal mouth.
"Ooohh," Joan sighed as Josef's knob shot up her chute. She dropped lower, taking him deep, until she settled her butt onto his thighs. "That's so good," she added with a twist of her hips. She lowered her head into his shoulder then and whispered, "I could get used to you," and then kissed Josef's forehead.
After releasing his cock to Joan's grip, Josef's hands went to her hips, and as she began to ride up and down his length, he stroked her pale flesh from ass to breasts. He tugged at her strawberry nipples and drew a gasp of delight from her lips when he pinched them.
"This is the first time I've had a mother and daughter in the same night," Josef told her as Joan fucked herself upon his cock.
Joan settled onto his lap for a moment and replied, "Sorry to disappoint you, but this isn't the first time Jewel and I have shared a stud in the same evening. I've got something of a fetish for fucking my daughter's lovers, by the way." Joan resumed her work upon his cock with her cunt and continued on in near-silence until she felt the rise of a climax deep within her belly.
"That's it," she muttered. "I'm about there." She began to slam her hips harder and faster, her flesh smacking against his, the sound echoing through the trees as she fucked herself towards an orgasm on her daughter's most recent lover's cock.
"Oh, fuck me!" Joan gasped a moment later as her pussy exploded around Josef's cock. "That's it! That's so fucking good!" She moaned deeply into the night as she rode out her climax. Beneath her, Josef was beginning to realize that he was being used as a fuck-toy, although that thought didn't affect him in the least. He sure as hell didn't mind it. Fucking the mother of his latest conquest just an hour after busting a nut in her was more than he'd ever fantasized about. Joan wasn't the greatest looking older woman he'd ever seen, and until that night he'd never even wanted to fuck a woman her age. He'd always enjoyed younger girls, even though his wife was in fact a year older than he was. Joan, however, was a hot and horny cougar, and Josef realized that this might open up a whole new world for his own pleasures.
As she rode out the last of her climax upon Josef's upright man-tool, Joan began to feel an ache in her legs. Panting from her efforts, she dropped fully onto his lap and again lie her head onto his shoulder. "My thighs are burning," she moaned into Josef's ear. "I'm sorry, I need to get up."
Joan lifted away from her lover, trembling in the after-glow of her orgasm as well as the chill that was the night air. Her nipples were rock-hard and pointed upon her breasts, matching the rigidness of Josef's cock as he stood beside her. His tube glistened with her fresh juices now.
Josef reached for the bench's padded cushions and tossed them to the ground. "Here, lie down," he said. Joan dropped onto her back upon the cushion and watched Josef as he went to his knees. "Let's try this," he told her and pushed her onto her side while he rolled to lie behind her. He her upper leg in hand and lifted it as he slipped closer, spooning her. A moment later, Josef thrust his cock back into Joan's pussy with a long, smooth thrust.
"Oh, yes," Joan gasped as he once again filled her with thrusting man-meat. "Fuck me, stud! Fuck this old pussy until I cum again and again."
Josef leaned his mouth close to her ear as he thrust and said, "You're not that old, Joan. You're still a fucking hot broad! A real MILF!"
Joan grinned, but replied, "You only say that because you've got your cock up my pussy! Guys always say what women want to hear, when they're fucking them. Let's see what you think of me after we're done and dressed."
Josef grinned over her shoulder, knowing that she had a point. Such was her maturity and experience, most likely, he guessed. If things between Joan and Jewel were as Joan had hinted at, then maybe Josef would be scratching off one of his sexual bucket list items sooner than later. A three way with a mother and daughter. Hell, maybe even a four-way with his wife included! The idea made his cock twitch inside Joan's warm chute as he continued to work her over steadily from behind.
Josef turned his full attention back to the woman at hand, and began to pick up his pace, fucking her with long, deep thrusts. He had no idea what Jewel might say or do, should she come across him fucking her mother out on the back lawn. He'd come outside to catch a quick smoke, but that had been half an hour ago, or more. Surely Jewel would wonder where he'd went and what he was doing.
For her part, Joan felt another orgasm building upon Josef's piston, and a moment later she began to gasp and pant in time with his thrusts. Her cunt spasmed and rippled along his length, but Josef remained in complete control and didn't peak with her. Instead, he rode her orgasm out and continued to slip and slide within her well-used vagina.
After another few minutes, Josef stopped his thrusting and eased out of her vibrating vagina. Joan sighed with his escape and looked back at him. "We're not done yet," he grinned. "Get up on your hands and knees. I want to fuck your wonderful pussy doggy-style for a while."
"Yummy! I want that, too," Joan muttered as she took up the classic position. A moment later Josef had slipped back into her vagina and was steadily fucking her once again. "Oh, god, yes! Fuck me with that big dick," she panted as she rocked back to meet his thrusts. Her ass and his thighs smacked together, the sound loud in the backyard. If her neighbors were outside, Joan knew that they would know what was going on.
"Fuck me, Josef," she gasped a little louder. "Fuck me with that big cock!"
Behind her, Josef was grunting with his efforts. He had hold of Joan's wide hips as he drove his cock forward and back within her well-lubricated pussy. In the pale moon light, he could see her dark anus above his pistoning cock, and he toyed with the idea of fucking that hole as well. Instead, he put that idea aside until the next time, he grinned.
"You've got a fucking wonderful pussy, Joan," Josef said. "I love the way you feel, wrapped around my dick. So velvety and smooth. I could fuck your pussy for hours."
Joan grinned back at her lover over her shoulder. "Better than Jewel's? I highly doubt that. She's young and I know much tighter than this old cunt!" Still, Joan worked her hips back to catch Josef's thrust with a youthful eagerness all her own. She loved getting pounded by a hard cock, regardless of how old or young it was. Of course, for her, the younger was always the better. Joan didn't care if this was a one-time fling or might be the start of something new and exciting. All Joan wanted at that moment was another orgasm, and she was drawing ever so close to it with every thrust of Josef's cock into her over-heated cunt.
"Yes! Fuck me, Josef! Shut up and fuck me like the whore I am!" she gasped, startled at her own words. Still, it had the desired effect, as Josef began to pound harder and faster into her. A moment later, her latest orgasm was set off.
"Oooohhh, ffffffffuck!" she gasped. "Uuunnnggghhh!" Her pussy exploded again around his cock, her creamy juices spitting out to coat Josef's swinging, smacking balls. She lunged back into him and held him deep inside her for a moment, while Josef enjoyed the feel of her fluttering vaginal walls around his shaft. The feel of her pussy rippling along his length as well as coating his shaft with hot creamy cum of her own set him off a moment later.
"Oh, shit! I'm cumming! Ungh, ungh, ungh!" he grunted with every thrusting spurt of hot cum into Joan's middle-aged body. He buried his cock deep inside her vagina and held her hips tight to his as his cock spit the last of his semen into her womb.
For many minutes after dumping is load in her, Josef held her tight to him. Joan collapsed until only her ass remained raised. She rested her head on her crossed arms, panting for breath as her climax washed away. Finally, Josef fell back as his spent cock slipped from her loaded vagina. Her muscles closed in an effort to retain the cream within, though a dribble did escape as she dropped to her side, still panting.
Josef didn't wait around. He was up and tugging his jeans back on even as Joan rolled onto her back to watch. She didn't see him look at her once as he fastened his jeans, and that hurt her a little, even though his actions weren't unexpected. It was the same with many men, she knew. Wham-bam, thank-you, ma'am.
With his jeans finally buttoned up, Josef raced back up to the house and disappeared inside. Joan remained stretched out on the bench cushion a while longer, enjoying her own afterglow as well as the night's glinting stars above. "I'll have to lay out here naked more often," she whispered to the night. "Quite lovely." Still, it wasn't long before the chill on her naked flesh began to get to her, and she made her way inside.



Joan had left her clothing on the deck and went through the house naked. She met up with Jewel, who was standing in the kitchen in only a pair of pink panties and enjoying a glass of orange juice.
"Well, Mom, was Josef a good fuck, or what?" Jewel asked. Although her voice was stern, her smile gave away the fact that Jewel wasn't at all mad at her mother for having taken advantage of her lover. It wasn't this first time, after all.
Joan responded with a shrug before opening the refrigerator to retrieve the jug of orange juice herself. "He wasn't bad. Maybe not the best, but not bad, either." After pouring a glass for herself, she settled into one of the kitchen table chairs.
"You know I watched!" Jewel laughed. She turned and pointed, "From right here, at the kitchen window. I could see everything. The way you sucked his cock down your slutty throat, to how you rode his cock through at least one orgasm on the bench, and then him fucking you on the ground, first spooning you from behind and then doggy-style. I watched it all."
Joan grinned at her daughter. "Did you learn anything useful?" she teased as Jewel joined her at the table.
"Did he cum inside you, Mom? Did he fill you with his hot load?" It was Jewel's turn to tease. "I'd bet you liked that, didn't you? Your old pussy filled with hot young semen. You're a fucking slut, Mom! You know that?"
"You realize that it was you and your brother that made me this way, don't you?" Joan reminded her youngest daughter. "I was perfectly content being a bitchy old maid before you and Mitch began taking advantage of my vulnerability."
Jewel began laughing uncontrollably at this statement from her mother. They both knew how far from the truth it was, though Joan constantly pleaded her innocence, even when everyone involved knew the naked truth of the matter. It was becoming a running joke in the house as it was. After all, it had been Joan who had breached the generation gap, when she unashamedly joined her youngest daughter and her boyfriend of the time in a three-way on the living room floor. True, Joan had been drunk, horney, and uncaring. And Jewel had been high on life as well as weed. A week later, a drunk Joan again found herself being taken advantage of, this time it was her youngest son Mitchel in the living room. He had wanted to teach her a lesson was all, or so he had claimed the next morning. The only lesson either of them learned was that they enjoyed incest.
After completing the glass of juice, Joan stood. Stark naked, her pussy still throbbing and now beginning to leak her juices and Josef's cum, she told Jewel, "I need to shower before going to bed."
"I love you, Mom!" Jewel jumped up and suddenly wrapped her arms around her mother and hugged her tight. "You smell like you've really been fucked, too," she whispered a moment later. "I hope you enjoyed yourself. I sure did, both before and after. You'd better get that shower. Can't have you smelling like a fuck-whore going to work in the morning." With that, Jewel left her mother, smacking her on the ass as she passed.
"What did I miss?" Jewel had no sooner headed up the stairs than Joan found herself standing before her son. Mitchel had slipped in unnoticed at some point, and even though she was completely naked, she didn't feel ashamed. His eyes gave her a casual once-over as he passed as well. "Smells like sex in here."
"That'd be me, Mitch," Joan admitted. "I'm headed for the shower now. Your sister had a friend over, and I enjoyed a little taste myself." Her enjoying Jewel's boyfriends was common knowledge between the three, and Mitch barely batted an eye as he retrieved a bottle of Pepsi from the refrigerator.
"Okay, then," was all Mitch said as he again passed his nude mother and headed for the living room. Joan wanted to turn the tables on her son, maybe give him a bit of female domination that she knew he enjoyed from time to time, but a fresh dribble of spent semen down the inside of her thigh reminded her that she needed to hit the shower. Two minutes later Joan was standing under the warm spray, relaxing and reflecting on the wonders of her middle-aged life.
There was a time in Joan's life when she was happily married. In fact, she'd only been single, a divorced woman, for just over six years now. Before that, she'd been a happily married woman for much of twenty years, from the time she had accepted her college sweetheart's proposal on Christmas Eve. Joan and Tom Kuykendall arrived in Regal Bay as young newlyweds. They had married the spring before, right out of college. He had attended Boston College and graduated with a degree in naval engineering. She had graduated from Boston University with degrees in advertising and marketing. Tom had initially wanted to settle down on the east coast, but Joan convinced him otherwise. She had her cousins to thank for convincing Tom to come west.
Theirs had been an exciting marriage, and Joan learned a lot about sex in her husband's arms. Tom had cravings that she was more than happy to share with him, and Joan had done so much with and for him that she'd never imagined. Tom was a fantastic lover, and had an insatiable craving that eventually she couldn't keep up with. Eventually, they would divorce, and Tom would all but vanish from her life to live with his young mistress.
Still, Joan had so many fond memories of her husband that often, particular events would flood through her mind without prompting. One of these events flashed to mind as she stood under the warm spray of the shower.
At the time, Joan had been in her mid-thirties, and Tom still went out of his way to make love to her. Often, Tom would come home, grab her by the hand, and lead her directly to their bedroom to take her, with few words exchanged. Joan loved those times, as it made her feel so desired. Their children, especially the older ones, began to understand what was happening when mom and dad rushed to their bedroom, regardless of the time of day or night. This particular incident took place while Joan was preparing dinner.
"Watch the oven, Janet!" Joan had directed her then seventeen-year-old daughter as Tom dragged her from the kitchen. "Your father and I have some things to talk about."
"I don't think there'll be much talking," Joan had heard her oldest son, Mike, snicker behind her back. Anything else said was lost as Tom pulled her upstairs and all but threw her into their big king-sized bed.
Tom was dressed in his usual wok slacks and shirt, and began to strip quickly as Joan rolled into a seated position centered in their bed. Joan had on a button-up sweater and skirt outfit that she'd worn to work, though she'd already stripped off her stockings.
"Get undressed," Tom insisted. "I've got a hard-on that's in serious need of being taken care of." He was already undressed down to his underwear, but took a moment to slip into the bathroom.
Joan did as her husband had directed, and by the time he returned, she was down to just her white panties. Her heavy breasts hung from her chest invitingly, and watching her husband take her in with his eyes, she lifted each in a hand and playfully squeezed them.
"Damn! You've got great tits," Tom exclaimed. A moment later, he shoved his underwear down and let his thick cock spring free. Joan gave her lips a tantalizing lick as she blatantly looked her husband's manhood over.
"And you've got the greatest cock in the world!" she purred seductively. She rose up to her knees and slowly pushed her underwear down, exposing the racing stripe of her trimmed dark-blonde curls. She rolled to her hip and flung them away before leaning back into the headboard to resume playing with her own tits.
Tom moved to the end of the bed and Joan slowly parted her legs, drawing her knees back, to show off her sex for her husband. Tom had his semi-rigid tool in his right hand, stroking it slowly as he watched her with a wide grin on his face. Joan reached between her thighs with her own right hand and began to rub her fleshy sex pot, her own eyes on his fisted dick, which grew steadily harder and longer.
After a few more seconds of mutual teasing, Tom rolled into bed beside Joan, who immediately twisted around and straddled him. Tom went to her tits, sucking in the pale nipple of her left breast while grabbing her firm ass with his hands. Joan stroked his head, running her fingers through his thick head of hair, and enjoyed the sensations her husband's mouth always gave her. As he devoured her nipple, his hands went to her crotch. He began to do to her what she'd been doing a moment before, and worked a finger along her slit roughly, until her juices began to flow. At the same time, his other hand worked into her butt crack and she felt an insisting finger pressing hard against her tight anus. Tom had taught her to enjoy anal sex, and it was the rare occasion any more that she didn't get sodomized by her husband.
Tom worked her pussy until she was about to cum, her familiar panting letting him know her level of excitement. Suddenly, Tom rolled her onto her back and lifted her right leg to his shoulder. He went to his knees and straddled her left leg while leaning into her. His cock shoved through her outer folds and deep into her womb impatiently.
"Oooohhh, Tom!" she cried out. Tom had also taught her the pleasure of lustful pain, and Joan never failed to cream when the jolts tore through her. The bed began to rock and roll beneath her as Tom fell into an insistent pounding of her sex-flesh with his hardened tool. In order to counter the sharp pains his cock was delivering, Joan grabbed hold of her clit and began to pull and twist on it. Electric sparks of pure pleasure rippled through her body, and she began to cum just moments after her husband had penetrated her.
"Aaauuugghhh!" she roared as her orgasm blew through her. Tom's face was contorted into a mask of dominant passion as he grinned wolfishly down at her. Her mouth hung open as he pounded into her ever harder, and drove her orgasm on.
Suddenly, Joan found herself empty. She opened her eyes to find Tom moving away from her. He dropped into the bed along side her and propped his head up in his pillows. He had his cock in hand. "Why don't you put that wonderful mouth of yours to work?" he asked, with a hint of insistence in his voice. Joan had been down this road many times, and as a somewhat submissive wife, she knew what was expected of her.
Joan rolled into a sitting position, and then leaned over her husband's hip. She replaced Tom's hand with her own before wrapping her lips around his glistening knob. The not-unfamiliar taste of her own juices coated his crown, and she loudly lapped it up, right down his shaft to the hair-covered base o his cock, much to her husband's delight.
"Yeah, baby! Suck that dick clean," Tom sighed while stroking her short blonde head of hair. Gently, he guided her head up and down as she took his cock into her mouth, until he was all-but face-fucking her. Joan had been used in this manner many times, and in many places. She had given Tom head in a very similar fashion just an hour before delivering their third child, Julie, in a shared hospital room, while the pregnant woman in the next bed over watched!
Again, Joan did her best to make her husband happy, and the loud slurping she did added to that thrill. Tom liked to hear their sex as well as feel it, see it, and taste it. "My balls. Don't forget my balls," Tom moaned, and Joan slipped lower between her husband's thighs. Tom spread his legs wider, and Joan crawled between to lay on her chest, while still stroking his cock and licking his hairy ball sack. She sucked each into her mouth and rolled it with her tongue before moving to the twin, something she knew Tom enjoyed, and given his moans, he was again enjoying her oral attentions.
"Lower," Tom sighed a moment later, and Joan let his right nut fall from her mouth in order to rake her tongue across the bulge below. She knew where her husband wanted her to go when he pulled his knees back. She licked across the sensitive flesh beneath his testicles, and then slipped even lower, until her tongue flicked across his tight, wrinkled anus ring.
"Yeah, that's it!" Tom sighed. "Eat my ass out!" Joan complied by rigorously licking and kissing his butt, from beneath his balls to the other side of his asshole. She swirled his anus, and eventually pushed the tip hard against her husband's hole, until it relaxed and she pushed half an inch into his rectum. It wasn't an act that she enjoyed, and yet when Tom did the very same to her, the sensations were overwhelming, and she knew that it was only right for her to reciprocate. Tom had her between his ass cheeks for only a few minutes before he lowered his legs and she rose up with a long lick up the underside of his cock.
Tom guided her mouth back to his knob and Joan gulped his cock deep into her mouth for a few bobs before he pushed her up and back. Tom pulled her atop him and as Joan accepted her husband's tongue between her lips, she positioned herself to drop onto his throbbing cock.
"Uuummmm" they moaned in unison as they joined as loving husbands and wives did the world over. Joan began to ride her husband in true cow-girl fashion, enjoying the jab of his long cock high into her belly as their mouths remained locked together. Tom's fingers dug into her butt while her heavy tits raked across his hairy chest. Again, the bed was rocking beneath them. To Joan's disappointment, this only lasted a few minutes, before Tom was ready to take full control of her.
"Roll onto your side," he told her as he lifted her from his cock and rolled out from beneath her. Joan did as she was told while Tom pulled open the nightstand on his side of the bed and removed a bottle of lubrication. This was a familiar act for them and Joan rolled onto her left side, her back to her husband, and pulled her right knee up. Her pussy lips parted, but they would be disappointed in the next minutes, and Joan reached down to rub her own sex while Tom positioned himself behind her.
"God, you've got a great ass, Joan," Tom told her. He stroked his fingers through her crotch, from her clit down to her anus. He rubbed all of her flesh with his hand, and then added a cool dribble of lubrication directly onto her asshole.
"Oooohhh," Joan sighed under the chill of the liquid, while enjoying the massaging her husband gave her. She was relaxed when Tom leaned against her, and when his knob pressed against her hole, she pushed back at him. His cock popped through with little effort after all of the years and buried itself deep inside her rectum.
"Uuunnnggghhh!" Joan groaned, the sharp pain of his entry nowhere near as bad as it once was, but it still hurt for the first thrust or two. Tom shoved into her until his balls dragged against her flesh, and then he pulled back, leaving his knob inside.
As Tom shoved again, he growled, "Yeah! Take my dick up your ass! God, I love this!" Tom fell into a steady, deep plunging rhythm that did little for Joan's excitement. She again attacked her own sex-flesh with her hand to bring pleasure to the discomfort her husband was giving her. And yet, deep in her soul, Joan was becoming more and more excited to be sodomized. She had grown to love having a hard cock up her ass, and even when Tom wasn't around, Joan had taken to using one of her playthings to sodomize herself, a flesh-like dildo her cousin Teagan had bought her as a gag-gift for a birthday, in the bathtub.
"Oooohhh, yeessss! Fuck my aaasssssss!" Joan groaned into the mattress. She twisted her face to look at Tom and repeated, "Fuck my ass, Tom! Fuck my ass!"
Tom laughed. "You fucking slut! God, you're a fucking slut!" All the while, he continued to drive his cock high into her guts. His mouth found hers and he sucked her tongue into his mouth to gently bite down on it. Joan moaned again and again, her orgasm building with his cock up her ass.
Suddenly, Tom stopped thrusting but held his cock deep inside her. Joan thought he was about to cum, to fill her guts with hot semen. Instead, he rolled onto his back, and with her still attached to him at the ass, Joan ended up straddling him. She fell back into a crab-like position above her husband, while Tom took hold of her hips and began to thrust upward into her. They'd done this position a few times, though it had been with Tom's cock in her pussy. Unable to play with herself, Joan's pussy felt ignored, gaping between her wide-spread thighs, while Tom's cock pistoned within her guts.
From this position, Joan could see herself and Tom in the dresser mirror, their crotches on lewd display for all to see. It was both erotic and disgusting to her, and yet she could feel an excitement suddenly swell up within her chest. She could imagine the sensation as one porn-stars and exhibitionists felt. Was she becoming an exhibitionist? Did she want to be watched?
Even as Tom's cock pounded her bowels, even as these thoughts flashed through her mind, Joan noticed in the reflection of the mirror that their bedroom door was partially open. Only an inch or two, but it was open, and she was certain that it had been closed when she and Tom had begun to enjoy themselves. She'd long suspected that at least one of her children had been spying on her, and possibly her husband as well. This was the first time, however, that she suspected that one of them had been watching them have sex. And even as she began to feel the building orgasm within her, she feared that she was being watched, and judged, by one, if not more, of her children.
"Oooohhh, god!" she groaned, both out of shame, and out of excitement. It was that thought, that one of her children was watching them have sex, that sent Joan over the edge, and it frightened her. "Ooooohhhhhh, Tooooommmmmm!" she cried with the release of her orgasm. "Aaaaaahhhhh!"
"Yeah, baby! Cum for me! Cum on my fat dick!" Tom roared proudly, unaware of Joan's fears. His cock continued to thrust high into her, until he joined her with his own orgasm. "Oooohhh, fuuucccckkkk!"
Tom's cock pulsed inside her ass and sent a jolt of hot semen to paint her guts. His cock suddenly plopped free of her clenching anus and the remaining shots of cum arched across Joan's hairy, gaping pussy. Joan felt the hot ropes on her flesh and knew that if anyone was indeed watching, they were getting a wild view of their father's cock spitting cum all over their mother's cunt.
When the last of Tom's semen had shot, Joan quickly rolled away from him and pulled her discarded sweater over her hips to hide her messy flesh. Tom collapsed beside her, his cock still semi-erect in the aftermath, on full display. She wanted to cover him up, to jump out of bed and slam the door closed, to run for the bathroom. Instead, she lay on her side, panting for breath along with her husband. She had no idea what to do. She was lost.
It was years later when Janet, her oldest daughter who had come out as a lesbian just months after, admitted to Joan that it had been both her and her brother Mike who had spied on them that night. Mike had already come out as gay, so it had been a surprise to Joan to learn that it had been these two of her children watching them. It had completely changed the narrative in her mind, knowing that Mike had most likely been watching his father, while Janet had been enjoying her mother.
The spray was beginning to cool and brought Joan from her reverie. The idea that Mike might have lusted for his father was completely unacceptable. The entire family knew of their father's views on the gay community. Tom had all but disowned his lesbian daughter and gay son in the following years, and Joan was quite sure he never even sent them messages on their birthdays or for Christmas, as he did for Jewel and Mitchel. Joan wondered what her ex would think of the way things had changed in the household since he'd left Regal Bay.



Joan stepped out of the shower, dried off, and wrapped herself up in one of the large towels. Back in her bedroom, a room in a home Tom had never seen or even visited, Joan curled up in her bed with a new book and turned on some light jazz. The need to give her oldest daughter a call was pushed back. She'd call Janet in the morning, she told herself. Joan had been meaning to have a long talk with Janet for a while, since she'd begun to see women in a different light. That, and since she'd already had sex with Jewel, the youngest of her daughters, she wondered what Janet might think about the possibility of their getting together for an intimate evening.
For Joan, her life was on a new, and exciting path. The wild events she'd experienced over the past year were proof of that. What would Tom make of his ex-wife now? She let that thought go with a snicker as she opened the book and picked up where she had left off.
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Natalya's Tales – Part 3
What had originally been scheduled as a three-week vacation with her husband in Russia had turned into a nearly six-month ordeal for Natalya. When she finally walked into her home in Regal Bay, with Mikhail carrying her suit cases behind, she felt a wave a relief wash over her.
"Thank you, Mikhail," she told the old chauffeur. "I've enjoyed your company, these past years."
"And I've delighted in working for you, Ma'am." Mikhail set the luggage down inside the foyer and turned to leave. His work for her ended in that moment, per instructions given him by Mr. Aleshinov. As it was, now Mikhail, who had been working for the family in the states for many years, was due to fly home to Moscow in two days' time. He was not looking forward to his return. Mikhail had enjoyed living and working in the United States, and had become a big American Football fan during his thirteen years in Regal Bay. He would miss watching football Sundays the most.
Natalya moved through the house that was once her home and took in the work that had already begun. The packing up of the furnishings had started before she had even left Moscow, and little remained on the ground floor that wasn't either crated for shipment or wrapped and ready to be. Upstairs, she passed her son's occasional bedroom, and saw through the open door that Nico had already moved his belongings out. The room was bare, save for bits of debris lying about. The other rooms, likewise, had already been cleared. Only the bedroom she once shared with her husband remained intact, a parting gift from Piotr.
Natalya knew that arrangements had already been made for her to relocate to a condominium near the Golf Club. Piotr was good about such things. Organization was his strong-suite, after all. She would visit her new home in the morning.
During her stay in Moscow, Natalya had reunited with her daughter, Marina. Had Natalya known that her husband was planning to file separation papers during her stay, she might not have gone. It was only the lure of spending time with the daughter she hadn't seen in more than two years that took her to Moscow. She had been enjoying her stay, going to the theatre with Marina, visiting friends from her youth, and delighting in the new Moscow night-life, before Piotr had called for her at his office.
She was due to fly home that week, but upon her arrival at her husband's office suite, commanding an entire floor in one of the new high-rise complexes that displayed to the world that Mother Russia was indeed stepping into the 21st century, Natalya was informed by Piotr that he'd changed her plans. "You will be staying in Moscow until certain matters are taken care of," she was told by her husband in a firm, unyielding voice.
Natalya was confused. "What matters, Piotr?" He refused to answer her. Instead, he escorted her out of the building and into a waiting car. Ten minutes later, they were in the offices of his lawyers, who presented her with the Documents of Legal Separation. Natalya was utterly confused, for she had thought that their marriage had been a good one, despite their lack of intimacy of late, or their separate careers.
After reading through the documents in stunned silence, she only asked Piotr, "Why?"
"Do you not understand, Natalya?" he replied, using her formal name. He rarely did. "We are living two entirely different lives. I will be staying here, in Moscow, where I have my business interests to look after. I will of course be living with my mistress, who will become my wife in due course. Do not look shocked, my dear. You have been aware of Ekaterina for many years now, as I know all about your life in Regal Bay, as well as your infidelities to me. I will not live a lie any longer, this marriage we have. For too long my eyes have been turned away from what you do behind my back, but no longer. I am becoming embarrassed by you, my darling star, but no longer. I am ashamed of what I have discovered about you, but I will be no longer."
Natalya had been aware that Piotr knew that she enjoyed sexual relations outside of their marriage. He had never said a word, until now, that he disapproved. Maybe that was why, she surmised. He had given her rope and enough line. She had provided the knot. And now, he was tugging it tight.
Her husband's lawyer began to speak then, with a deep, gravelly voice that grated on her immediately. "You will be removed from the home in Regal Bay, with only your personal belongings in hand. All shared items will revert back to Mr. Aleshinov's possession, and returned to Moscow. You will, of course, be provided a home, with it and all utilities paid for by Mr. Aleshinov for the time being. You will continue living in Regal Bay, should you so desire, and be provided with a stypance of $175,000 annually, for the next five years, and no longer. You will release all claims to any of Mr. Aleshinov's property, or investments. You will be removed as primary beneficiary from any and all policies, henceforth."
"What of our son? What of Nico?" she asked in a meek voice directed towards her husband. Piotr stood at the large windows, gazing out into Moscow, his back to her.
"He may do as he has," Piotr replied without turning. "He has never wanted from me, so I will give him what he asks. Nothing." Piotr turned to face her and added, "Until I die, when he will of course receive the bulk of my estate, unless I change my will before then. Until that day, the only thing that was once mine that he may have is you, my darling star. After all, he has had you time and again, hasn't he?" Suddenly, he flung a manila envelope into her lap. Natalya had no need to open it, for she knew from its size and weight what it would contain. Photographic proof of her infidelities, most likely with their son, but possibly others as well.
"You will remain here in Moscow until the formalities have been completed," Piotr informed her in passing as he headed towards the office door. Those were the last words Piotr Aleshinov would speak directly to her. They hit her hard, as a sledge hammer to the chest. She had never suspected that he knew about the affair she and her son were having. He had never given as much as a hint before that statement. When she finally looked up from the envelope, she found the dark eyes of Piotr's lawyer on her. She felt his judgmental gaze even as he began to explain to her the process, of which she would of course have no say in. As he spoke, she felt the tears begin to roll down her cheeks.
After spending several long hours with Piotr's lawyer, the bulk of which was lost in a fog in her mind, Natalya was escorted to Piotr's Moscow home by one of his hired underlings. There, she was assisted in packing up her belongings and then driven into the heart of Moscow, where she was put up in a suite of rooms in the Swissotel Moscow downtown. She would remain in Moscow through the summer months, while arrangements were being made by Piotr for her she was told.
Marina visited her at the Swissotel, and they enjoyed nights out together, as mother and daughter. The sting of what had happened to her began to ease, being with Marina, but for Natalya, the idea that she would soon be on her own frightened her dearly. She had talked with Gloria Van Winkle on several occasions, explaining to her employer the situation which she now found herself in. Gloria was supportive and insisted she would not be replaced, should she wish to continue on at the resort. She was given all the time she needed, and Natalya would be welcomed back with open arms, Gloria insisted. Through exchanges of e-mails with her colleagues in Regal Bay, Natalya was able to continue with her duties as best as she could for the resort. However, she began to look forward to returning to her office and getting back to working, hands-on as it were.
Those had been long, hard months for Natalya, and now that she had returned to Regal Bay, she wanted nothing more than to forget the entire ordeal. The first step would be to reconnect with her son, and explain to him her new situation, as well as his own.
Looking out over the lush green backyard from inside the sun room, where she often enjoyed spending a quiet afternoon with a book and music, Natalya tapped her cell phone. A moment later, the deep note of her son's voice once again came to her.
"I'm home now, Nico," she said in her soft, accented voice.
"Mother, I told you to let me know before, and I would pick you up at the airport."
"Mikhail was waiting," she told Nico. "He brought me home."
"Is he still there with you?"
She shook her head, even though Nico would not see. "No, my love. I am here alone."
"I'll be over in a few minutes," Nico informed her. "I'll take you to lunch and we can talk about what is to happen now that the bastard has cut you free."
"Nico, we do need to talk. But I would prefer we talked later. For now, I just want to relax. It has been a long day for me, and I'd prefer to bathe and sleep. Come for me this evening, will you please? We will dine at the Club."
"Alright, Mother. I'll come for you at seven." After a pause, Nico added, "I love you, dear mother."
"And I love you, my dear Nico." Natalya put away her phone and with her heels clicking across the bare wood floors, echoing through the nearly empty house, she made her way to the master suite. Ten minutes later, she had settled into her deep tub, her flesh wrapped in hot, soapy water. For the first time in months, she could feel the tension beginning to ease out of her.
Nico arrived promptly at seven that evening, after she'd enjoyed a nap. He was dressed for the evening, in one of his black pin-striped suits he favored, with a tie-less white shirt. Natalya was still dressing when he met her in her bedroom. Although she had her lavender skirt on over her stockings, she only wore her white bra above. Her milky flesh tantalized her son, as she could see it in his eyes in the dressing mirror. She could almost feel his touch, long before he stepped up behind her.
"I've missed you, Mother," he whispered from behind. His hands went to her shoulders and lightly caressed them. She paused in putting on her earrings when his lips brushed against her neck. He kissed her and she suddenly trembled.
"Oh, Nico!" she groaned. "How I've missed you, my son." She turned quickly and her heavy bra-encased breasts brushed across him. "I've missed you so very much." Her arms went around his neck and she pulled her son's mouth to hers. Nico kissed her deeply, his own hands going to her hips to pull her tightly to him. She could feel his bulge against her lower belly, and she wanted him then, more than ever. By the bulge he had brought with him, Nico had similar feelings.
It was a struggle, but Natalya managed to disengage herself from Nico. "I thought we were going to dinner," she said in a voice barely above a whisper. Her eyes went to his, and she saw lust in them. She understood then that they would not be leaving any time soon. She took a step back and felt the bed against her thighs. She fell back, slowly, and curled to lean back against the head board. Nico watched her all of the way. She saw in his face that he understood the invitation.
Nico dropped onto the mattress and leaned in to kiss his mother once again. This time, there was much more passion in his embrace, and his breathing began to deepen as he grew more excited. His tongue pressed between her lips when Natalya dropped her jaw and she sucked hard on it. Her hands went to his shoulders and she thought that her son felt a bit stronger beneath his clothing. She pushed the jacket from him and it fell to the floor. She brushed the back of his head, her fingers stroking through his thick, dark hair. She took a gentle hold and pulled his lips tighter to her own while thrusting her own tongue deep into his mouth.
Their lips remained locked as Natalya slipped fully onto her back beneath her son. Nico was pressed hard against her by then, his body moving atop her as he repositioned himself. His hands came up her torso and pushed her bra cups towards her chin. Her heavy breasts fell free, only to be captured by his large, strong hands a moment later. Nico's mouth came away from hers and he moaned, "Oh, Momma! I've missed you!" His eyes took in each of her fleshy globes before he lowered his mouth to his mother's left breast. Nico's lips enveloped the darkened morsel that was his mother's waiting nipple, perched atop the fleshy mound.
"Oooohhh, Nico! My son!" Natalya sighed as her body immediately began to tingle under her son's oral attack. Her nipple was sucked deep into his mouth and after a moment, Nico began to gently chew upon the hardening nub. "That's my baby! Suck on Momma's siska!"
With his hands squeezing her breast flesh roughly, Nico moved from nipple to nipple over the course of the next several minutes. All the while, his hips rolled and pressed against her thighs. Natalya stroked his head, his shoulders, and down his back, wanting to feel her son's naked flesh against hers. Nico's mouth was covering her breasts and the valley between with wet kisses and long licks. After a few more passionate minutes, his mouth began to go even lower. As he slipped down her body, Natalya managed to tug his shirt upward and Nico paused long enough to allow her to strip it away, to join the jacket on the floor.
Nico captured his mother's eye with his own, and Natalya in turn saw the slight grin on his mouth. The passion they both felt was beginning to boil. "Take me, Nico!" Natalya mouthed, her words barely audible above his panting. But her son had heard her.
Nico leaned into her belly and again began to kiss her flesh, across the swell of her belly, just above the hem of her skirt. As his tongue tickled her naval, his fingers curled around the hem at her hips. Natalya stroked his shoulder flesh lightly, and then ever so slightly lifted her hips. Nico had been waiting for this, and with a sharp tug, her skirt was ripped from her hips down nearly to her knees. Nico came back up to her breasts and captured her right nipple between his lips as he pushed the skirt past her knees. She helped by scissoring her legs, eventually kicking her skirt to the floor as well.
With her bra still bunched up at her shoulders, Natalya lay beneath her son in only black panties. She was breathing as heavily as he was, though he seemed to be doing all of the work. It had been a long time since she had been this excited, for any man, let alone her son. She could already feel the dampness between her thighs, soaking the crotch of her panties.
Nico had drawn his knees up beneath his hips and as he continued to ravage his mother's breasts with his mouth, he tugged at his belt and slacks until they were loosened. He again released her nipples to begin kissing and down her body. He passed her hips, across the material of her panties, and to the flesh of her thighs. Nico continued downward, along her left leg, until he reached her knee with his mouth. All the while, his hands were on her skin, stroking her. Natalya likewise kept her hands on Nico, and as he turned his hips towards her while kissing down her leg, she managed to push his slacks down to mid-thigh and reach into his blue-gray underwear to cup his bare ass cheek.
"Take me, Nico!" Natalya again sighed, even knowing that it was already a foregone conclusion.
Teasing his mother that much longer, Nico kissed his way back up her body, purposefully avoiding her pubic mound, to again attack her nipples. But only for a brief moment. When he heard his mother's sigh of disappointment, he couldn't help grinning into her flesh. This time, when he slipped down her body, Nico went right down the center line. Upon reaching his mother's pantie-line, he took hold and pulled. Her hips came up again, and they went quickly down, past her knees, to be kicked away.
Natalya let her legs fall to either side of her son as Nico dropped between. His eyes were on her crotch, and the naked pink gash of her pussy. She'd trimmed her bush down slightly in the shower earlier, but knew how her son enjoyed her dark fur. His mouth again landed on her inner thighs, high up, very near her crotch, but not close enough.
"My pussy, Nico!" Natalya groaned while trying to pull his head into her crotch. "I need your mouth on my kiska!"
Again, Nico was smiling against her flesh. He knew he had her under his spell, as he had managed so many times before. This time was different, however, in the fact that she was now all his and his alone. He'd never be sharing his mother with his father again. He was now his mother's only true lover, and in some ways, her master as well.
Nico slipped his hands beneath his mother's thighs and hooked them. He gave her one last glance and only saw a passionate need on her face. Her mouth hung open and her eyes were closed. He blew his breathe across her slit and watched as she bit down on her lower lip.
"You like that?" Nico asked after another breathe brought about a similar reaction. She nodded feverously in response. "I know you like this," he added, and then let his tongue reach out to lay against the entire length of her long slit. She instantly began to tremble.
"Oooohhh, yeeeesssss!" she sighed. In response, Nico gave his mother what he knew she needed; a long, leisurely lick that traveled from the very bottom of her slot to the sensitive nub of her clit. With a flick, he hit her button, and Natalya bucked hard into the mattress. With that, Nico latched his mouth tight to his mother's eager cunt and began to devour her.
"Oooohhh, Niccooooo!" Natalya cried out as her son gave her what she so desperately needed. Within seconds, her body was convulsing through an orgasm that had been building up for months. "Aaaaaahhhhhhhyyyeeeee!"
His mother's scream echoed in his ears as Nico sucked up the thick, tasty cream that all but poured from her. It was the sweetest he'd ever had, he imagined, and drank her juices down eagerly. The sounds of his slurping mixed with his mother's groans of ecstasy as her orgasm drew out ever longer on his probing, flicking tongue.
Eventually Natalya's orgasm washed through her to completion, and Nico lifted his face from her crotch. She looked at his beautiful, glistening face through heavy lids as he drew nearer. His mouth came to hers and she kissed him back as heatedly as he kissed her. As his tongue slipped between her lips to thrust into her mouth, his cock pressed against her labia. She rolled her hips and Nico slipped inside her easily, as if it were only natural. The feel of her son entering her set her trembling once again, and even as he began to move within her, she began to cum once again.
"Oooohhh, yeeeesssss!" she panted into his mouth. "Da, Nico, da! Fuck me, Nico! Oh, yebat' menya! Yebat' menyaaaaaa!" Natalya lost track of time as her orgasm exploded within her mind as well as her body. She felt his cock deep within her, pulsing and throbbing, hot and powerful. His tongue was as deep in her mouth as his cock was in her pussy, and she wrapped her arms and legs around him, to hold him within her. The mattress added its music to her ears, combining with their breathing, the slapping of their flesh together, and the buzz of her own heartbeat within her skull as her orgasm rolled on and on.
When she finally regained her senses, Natalya realized that she had passed out. She lay on her back in the center of her bed, covered not by her son's strong, hot body, but by the down comforter usually folded atop the end-board chest. She felt a warm dampness between her thighs and knew that it was the cooling of her son's semen, now leaking from her vagina. He had filled her to over-flowing, she laughed to herself. Such was his true need for her.



Natalya pushed up to lean into the head board. She tucked the comforter beneath her arms, though leaving her breasts covered modestly. She found her son's package of cigarettes lying on the nightstand and lit one. She seldom smoked, and usually only when enjoying cocktails with friends, or after intense sex. The latter justified this Marlboro, she reasoned.
She could hear the shower running in the adjacent bathroom. Nico was cleaning up, she surmised. She would need to do the same before they went out to dinner. Until then, Natalya began to contemplate the changes her life was experiencing. She'd already come to terms with the failure of her marriage, as well as being cast aside, to eventually fend for herself. She was a middle-aged woman, a mother of an adult son. She had a decent enough job that she enjoyed, with a salary she could live on comfortably. She had many friends whom she could turn to for help or advice. And she had a loving son who doubled as a wonderful lover. What more could she ask for?
The shower cut off and the sounds of Nico drying off came to her through the partially opened door. She finished off the cigarette and stubbed it out in the nearby ashtray.
Seeing his mother awake and watching him, Nico said, "We don't have to go out, Mother." He was still naked, and his long cock swung with every step towards her. Natalya couldn't keep her eyes from it, even as he rolled into bed once again. Nico took a fresh cigarette from the package and lit it. After a deep drag, he put it to his mother's lips. Natalya watched his eyes as she too sucked in the sharp smoke. When Nico reached to remove the cigarette from her lips, he replaced it with his mouth. The kiss was brief. Nico then rolled onto his back and sucked a second lungful from the cigarette.
"We can stay home tonight," Nico told her. "We can go out tomorrow and celebrate your return."
"But I'm hungry, moy dorogoy syn," Natalya whined. "I haven't eaten in nearly twelve hours." She rolled into his shoulder and lay an arm across his naked chest.
Nico laughed. "The way you devoured my body, I'd have thought your hunger had been served!" In response, Nico got a playful swat from his mother, just before she rolled out of the bed. His eyes went to her naked ass, and as his mother headed for the bathroom and her own freshening shower, he couldn't help but enjoy the sight of her large breasts, her thick hips and thighs, and even the soft swell of her matronly belly. He liked looking at his mother, especially when she was naked. As evidence, his cock began to once again awaken at his groin.
Natalya paused at the door and before closing it, she caught sight of her son's ready cock. "Would you put that wonderful toy away and get dressed?" Natalya laughed. "You promised to take me to dinner."
"Wouldn't you prefer another helping of tube-steak?" Nico teased as he took hold of his cock and wagged it towards her.
"After! We've got all night, Nico!" she told him. "We no longer have to worry about what your father may or may not know. We no longer have to worry about what others may think, either. Now get dressed young man and take your dear mother to dinner, like a good son should." She left him in the bedroom to dress while she retired to the bathroom.
It was nearly nine by the time Natalya and her son had been seated at the Clubhouse Restaurant. For a Thursday night, it was rather busy she thought. She was greeted by friends whom she hadn't seen in some time, and several times the light conversations she was having with Nico were interrupted. To Nico, It would seem that his mother was much more popular in Regal Bay than even he had realized. He even noticed that one of the bus-boys, a guy he knew from high school, was giving her more than her fair share of glances every time he walked past. The bar-tender as well, Luke Vaughn, had smiled and waved to her, which she had returned. Nico even noticed his mother blush a little. There were indeed things about his mother that even he didn't know about, he realized. Not that he was jealous of her. Quite the contrary. Hadn't he even shared her with a friend or two on occasion in the past?
After dinner, Nico and Natalya shared a stroll along the footpath that ran along behind the massive stone-faced Clubhouse. It had been designed to echo those great golfing estates found in Northern England and Scotland. With the chill breeze of mid-September, it even felt to Nico like Scotland, in the summer, when he had last travelled abroad.
"How has your game progressed?" Natalya asked her son as they neared the first tee box of the course.
"Very well," he responded with obvious pride in his voice. "Gabriella has shown me a lot over the summer. She even thinks that I'll be ready to step up to the West Coast Amateur's Tour in the spring."
"That's wonderful," Natalya replied. "Though I do wish you'd return to school, I understand your desires."
Nico laughed at the inside joke. "I knew you would," he said. "Even after all this time apart." He stopped and turned his mother to face him. Although they were quite alone and well away from any lights, Natalya still resisted him. "What is it?"
Natalya shook her head and looked to the ground at their feet. "It still seems so very wrong," she whispered. "Sometimes, I fear what others would say, should they find out about what we've done." She looked up into his blue eyes then. "I know we can be together as we wish, within the secure walls of our homes, but here, in the open like this?"
"You are not alone, Mother," Nico told her. "You are not the only woman here in this town that enjoys time with her son, in the way we do."
"I know this well, Nico," she admitted. Natalya knew of a few women her own age who were in incestuous relationships. Gabriella had told her much since she first admitted that she herself enjoyed that pleasurable sin. Besides, Gabriella enjoyed Nico as much and nearly as often as Natalya did. Natalya knew that Nico enjoyed other women, besides her, who were her age, just as she enjoyed other men her son's age, from time to time.
"For now, my darling, let us not go so brazenly," she told him firmly. However, she punctuated this with a kiss, full on his mouth, that lingered well past the point a mother should be kissing her son.
They continued their walk in silence, and eventually Nico guided her back to his car, a year-old Burgundy Red Camaro that his father had purchased for his 21st birthday. He assisted her into the low-slung sports car and soon they were racing back towards the home that was no longer hers.
"Let's not, Nico," Natalya said as he turned onto the short lane that fronted the big house. "Let us go to your apartment. I don't want to spend another night in that house. Not anymore."
Nevertheless, Nico pulled the car to a stop in the curve of the driveway. Leaving the motor idling, he asked, "Should I go and retrieve your suit cases?"
Natalya nodded. "That would be nice. Thank you."
Fifteen minutes later, Nico parked his car nose-in on the short drive that served his apartment. He lived in a row of smaller, one-story, one-bedroom apartments that many upper class and graduate students lived in. Just over a mile from the south entrance to the university, the apartment complex was more a small village, with a centrally-located market and recreation center, along with a Laundromat, gas station, and convenience store combination that also served great take-out Chinese and Pizzas.
Inside his apartment, Nico placed his mother's two suite cases and smaller accessory bag near the opening to the hallway. He had left the reading light on when he had left, and in the dim light Natalya could make out that her son was living a much cleaner and organized existence since she'd left for Moscow, so many months ago. She was delightfully pleased to see that he'd matured, if only a little.
"I'll sleep on the couch and you can have the bed," Nico offered as he headed into the kitchen.
"Like hell you will!" Natalya replied. Nico turned to look at her, and saw that the woman he lusted for had returned.
"In that case," he grinned, "I'll open us up a bottle of wine." He produced a bottle from the cabinet and with a pair of glasses in hand, he joined his mother in the living room. Natalya had taken a seat on the second-hand sofa that ran the length of the wall while kicking off her shoes. She accepted the glass her son offered and watched his face as he filled it half way. "You look wonderful, tonight, Mom," Nico admired.
"You've said that several times this evening, Nico," she replied. That evening, she had worn a gray skirt, burgundy sweater, and her strand of white pearls. She'd pulled her longish hair up into a bun at the back of her head, and matching pearl earrings hung from her lobes. She'd already kicked off the heels she'd also worn out. Her legs were wrapped in sheer black nylons. Natalya sipped the red wine while watching her son move to the entertainment center. She recognized a traditional Russian orchestration as the soft melody began. "Tchaikovsky?"
Nico smiled. "The Sleeping Beauty," he added.
Natalya nodded her approval, and her surprise that Nico would even know Tchaikovsky, let alone the titles of any of is works. The presumptuousness of her son's selection wasn't lost on her, either. "I don't suppose I'll be getting much sleep tonight?"
Nico's smile never wavered. Instead, after a deep drink of his own wine, Nico set their glasses on the table and took his mother's hands in his. She arose as he pulled her and Natalya found herself in his arms, swaying ever so slightly with the music.
"I love you, Mother," Nico whispered into her ear as they danced. His left hand held her right, and his right cupped the small of her back. She was held against him, with her large breasts pressed hard into his lower chest. She could almost feel his heartbeat, and she wondered if he could feel hers as well.
"I love you as well, Nico," she responded. Tilting her head back to look into his eyes, she added, "Please, call me Natalya. When we are lovers, I'd much prefer it, Nico, my darling." And then she kissed him, full on the mouth, yet ever so briefly.
"Natalya," Nico breathed into her ear a moment later. They continued to dance to the music for a few minutes longer, even though they both knew that this was little more than the prelude.
Under her son's guidance, Natalya turned her back to him. Nico's hands went first to her hips as his mouth kissed the base of her neck. Chills went down her spine and she giggled, but said nothing. Her breasts were gently lifted in Nico's hands then, and a moment later it was her ample butt being caressed. She wiggled back against him, and then dipped her hips down and up. She could easily make out the bulge at the front of her son's trousers. Nico took hold of her hips and pulled her back to him, pressing his bulge deep into the valley of her ass.
"I love a man who is ready to go," Natalya teased. She found Nico's hands with her own and brought them up to her breasts. He squeezed her mounds hard, bringing a deep groan of pleasure from her. Reaching down, Natalya pulled her sweater up and off quickly, and Nico's hands were then atop her black bra. Her breasts, heavy 44dd-cup globes, were barely contained within the lacy fabric, and as Nico planted kisses on her shoulders, he released the clasp and let the bra fall away. Natalya sighed with relief as her breasts fell free, only to be captured once again within her son's loving grip.
Natalya covered Nico's hands with her own as her son took hold of her nipples between thumbs and fingers. He continued to kiss along her neck while massaging her globes, and Natalya stroked the backs of his hands and forearms ass he delighted in his attention. Even at the height of their marriage, Piotr had seldom given her such attention. Only her son Nico, and the other young men whom he had introduced her too, seemed to appreciate how special it was to experience her, in all of her passionate form.
Natalya continued to wiggle her hips against her son's crotch, and with his hands fully engaged with massaging her mounds, she reached back between them and ran her hand across the front of Nico's trousers. "Oooooo!" she purred as she squeezed her son's crotch, getting a gentle thrust in response.
"You like?" Nico asked.
"I will never not like!" Natalya replied with a gentle laugh. As she replied, Nico released her breasts and reached down to attack her skirt's clasp. He stepped back and ripped the zipper down a moment later, and let the grey skirt drop to the floor around his mother's ankles. Natalya turned to face her sinful lover, now only in her black panties and stockings. Nico's eyes took her in as any young man would, with a twinkle of lust, mixed with pure desire.
Nico stepped up to her and kissed Natalya, while running his hands around her hips to grab a handful of her ass in each. Her arms went up and around his neck, and they kissed deep and long. When their kiss broke, Nico pushed her panties down to the top of her thighs and dug his fingers into her soft buttocks.
"Sit down, Natalya," Nico told her a few moments later as he stepped back. Natalya followed his instructions happily and stepped out of her panties before settling back into the deep cushions. She looked up at her son, who was looking down at her.
"You are so fucking sexy!" Nico growled, and then ripped his shirt up and off. He still wore his trousers when he dropped to his knees before her and began to caress her stockinged thighs. His eyes, however, were glued to the valley between her thighs, and the delights only slightly hidden by her pubic hair.
Natalya leaned back, let her knees part, and told her lover, "Kiss me, Nico. Right here." The light brush of her fingers atop her pubic mound was all the direction she needed to give. Nico didn't need to be told twice. He never did.
Nico settled between her thighs and reached up to stroke his mother's pussy with his fingers. His eyes never left the sight before him as he pulled her labia apart to open her sex and expose the damp, bright pink inner flesh. He took in her scent and then lowered his mouth onto her.
"Oooohhh, Nicooooo!" Natalya groaned as the heat of her son's mouth enveloped her cunt and sent a blast of juices rolling onto his tongue. "Oooohhh, so nice!"
Nico was an accomplished cunt-lapper and never failed to get his mother, or any woman for that matter, off with his tongue and lips. Natalya likes to think that she'd been the instrument of his talents, but she knew better. She trembled on the sofa as Nico brought her off quickly, her desires having built up through the evening.
"Aaaggghhhh!" Natalya cried out as her juices gushed, only to be drank eagerly by her son. Nico had his eyes open and watching her as he continued to lap up her cream, and she met his gaze with her own. Her smile of delight, desire, and affection were plain to see.
"Oooohh, my baby! Give me your cock!" Natalya demanded as her orgasm began to ebb. Nico pulled out of her crotch and stood quickly. It took a moment, but Nico was soon as naked as his mother, with his raging hard cock wagging from his groin, and aimed sinfully at his lecherous mother.
Although he was more than ready to slam his cock home between her thighs, Nico had to wait, as Natalya had another sin altogether in mind. She sat forward and with her eyes locked onto Nico's manhood, she took it in hand and plunged her mouth down its length.
"Oooohh, fuck!" Nico gasped. He cupped his mother's head in one hand as she began to move back and forth on his dick, slurping loudly while stroking the base with her hand. Her free hand came up to cup his balls and roll them while her mouth worked him over. He couldn't remember her being so eager to take his cock in her mouth. Earlier, their passion had driven them on, having been apart for so many months. Now, even knowing that they had their entire lives ahead of them free of fear of discovery, their passions drove them on hard and fast. Natalya devoured her son's manhood as if it were to be the last time, even though she knew this was only a fresh beginning.
Within minutes, Nico was feeling his balls aching for release. "Oh, god, Mom! Slow down!" He pushed her face away from his crotch and she reluctantly let his cock slip from her mouth. It was leaking clear juices which she lapped up.
Natalya looked up into his face while still stroking his cock and asked, "Are you ready to shove this fat cock into your mother's pussy?" She wrapped her lips around his knob before he could reply. Despite his warnings, she again worked her mouth back and forth along the first few inches of his length for another minute before finally letting it fall away.
"Take me to your bed, Nico," Natalya insisted as she stood up. "Take me to bed and fuck me like I know you want to. Fuck me like the mother-whore you've made me!" She pulled him to her then and kissed him hard and deep. When she broke away, she was grinning wide and with her son's hand in hers, led him to his own bedroom.
***
Natalya awoke to find herself alone in her son's bed, as she knew she would. Nico had to work that morning and had left her to sleep. Her body ached in the most wonderful way as she went to the bathroom and drew a hot bath. She settled into the hot water and let her tensions ease from her body. Afterward, she felt rejuvenated and ready to take on the tasks at hand, for she was now fully committed to this new path and a new life.
That morning was spent making arrangements to move her belongings to the condominium that Piotr had arranged for her. After a few calls, and an Uber ride back to her old home to retrieve her big red Dodge Charger, the car her husband had no claim to, she headed to the south end of the bay, and onto the vast property of the Regal Bay Golf Club and Resort. It was time for her to reacquaint herself with her friends and co-workers, many of whom she had missed desperately during her time away.
One of the first things different that she noticed wasn't so hard to miss. Her personal secretary, Annie Strauss, was obviously pregnant. By the size of her bulge, she was well on her way.
"I'm so happy for you, Annie," Natalya told her, even though Annie didn't seem to be as enthused about it. "I wasn't aware that you had a new man in your life."
"I did and now I don't," Annie shrugged. Natalya pressed on, finally getting Annie to admit that she had been seeing a younger man for a while, and that he, who she never called by name, had recently left Regal Bay to join the Navy.
"He doesn't even know that I'm pregnant," Annie lied. "I don't mind. My son Tim still lives at home and has been very helpful and supportive." Annie was part of the Van Winkle family, the daughter of Greta Van Winkle, though she seldom spoke of her family. Although she came from money, Annie chose to work and live a subdued life, unlike many of her family. Learning that Annie would be a mother again at her age, already into her forties, came as a surprise to Natalya.
"Should you need anything from me, my dear, just let me know," Natalya insisted. "Feel free to take whatever time you need, as well. And please, come to me whenever you want to talk."
Before they could talk much more, Gabriella Santiago, the club's resident golf pro and one of Natalya's best friends, arrived with a flourish, as she always managed to do.
"Natalya! Finally, you are back!" Gabriella cried as she rushed up and took Natalya in a warm embrace. Annie slipped out of Natalya's office then unnoticed. She had that sort of way about her.
"You look absolutely fantastic!" Gabriella told her, holding Natalya out at arm's length to take in her full beauty. In only a slightly lower voice, she asked, "Let me guess; Nico had a bit part to play in that, didn't he?" Gabriella was one of only a few who knew about Natalya's dalliances with her son. She, too, enjoyed Nico's talents from time to time.



Natalya casually closed her office door before replying, "What do you think? Do I have you to thank for that? In addition to helping his golf swing, I take it you've been keeping my son up to speed with the needs of us older women?"
Gabriella shrugged her shoulders in response. "With his golfing, I take full credit for. With the other, well, I seriously doubt that there was anything I had to do with keeping that wonderful boy of yours "up to speed", as you say. He is so knowledgeable about how to pleasure a woman, you know. I suspect it is you who has taught him so well, Natalya!" Gabriella stepped up and pulled Natalya into a full embrace. She gave her a quick kiss on each cheek, in true Latin fashion, and then a more serious, sensuous kiss full on the mouth. "I have missed you, my dear friend, as much as any."
Natalya was only slightly shocked at her Argentine friend's openness. It wasn't like her to display her bisexuality in the office. Things had indeed changed, if only slightly, during her time away. And Natalya liked it. She had never been with Gabriella, and yet had often wondered what it would be like to lie with the dark-skinned beauty. Even though Natalya had few encounters with women herself, and always with a young man or two in attendance, to be alone with Gabriella was now at the forefront of things she wanted to experience in this, her new life.
"Come, let us go to the lounge and have a bite to eat," Gabrielle insisted. She pulled open the office door and lead the way. "I understand that Piotr has purchased a condominium for you, in Majestic View."
"He has, but I haven't been to it as yet."
They started down the stairs, with Gabriella continuing, "It is so wonderful that we are to be neighbors, you and I, Natalya. There are so many wonderful people who live there, and I am sure you will settle in nicely."
"I was thinking," Gabriella began as the two of them started down the hallway towards the main stair case and the lounge a floor below, "I'd like for you to come by my place this evening, Natalya. I've a few friends coming over and I'd like for you to meet them."
"I had thought I'd known most of your friends, Gabby," Natalya replied.
Gabriella laughed. "Oh, these are some special friends of mine. You might know one or two of the ladies, but it's the young men I'd like for you to meet," she said with a sly grin on her wide, red-painted lips. Gabriella suddenly stopped t the base of the stairs and took hold of Natalya's arm. "I'm sorry. I assume you are free to meet other men? You're not going to be exclusive with Nico, are you?"
Natalya gave a casual yet fearful look around them, as Gabriella tended to blurt out very sensitive and secretive things, affairs being just one of them. She didn't think that many of those in the club knew her son or his name, but she didn't want any sort of scandal, either. It was going to be bad enough with word of her divorce getting out. Piotr Aleshinov had been a major contributor to the club, as well as the resort and casino.
"I'm quite free to do as I please. What Nico and I have is by no means an exclusive relationship. I am, after all, his mother. I should tend to his needs, and he to mine, as fitting. Otherwise, I'm sure he has his own harem of ladies, just as I'd like a selection of men of my own."
"A woman after my own heart!" Gabriella laughed. They continued on across the carpeted expanse of floor towards the back of the great house that served as the golf clubhouse. It was rather busy for a midweek afternoon, and given the cool weather outdoors, there wasn't much in the way of golfers about. Mostly, it appeared to be business men and women taking a long lunch at the club.
"I did have plans with Nico, tonight, however," Natalya said as they paused at the maître d's stand.
Immediately, Gabriella said, "Bring him along!" One of the young waiters stepped up and guided the two well-known ladies to one of the booths near the back windows, overlooking the first tee box of the course.
Once seated, they both ordered white wine, and after the waiter had moved on, Natalya asked, "Tell me the truth, Gabby. I want to know why it is that I have such desires for my own son, and for other men his age."
Gabriella laughed softly. "Unless you are looking to go to therapy, I suggest you not ask these questions, especially of yourself. I enjoy young men, as do many of my friends. I know that it is a curse maybe in this city, as I've heard of so many that enjoy such sinful desires as yourself. A couple of my friends are very open about it as a matter of fact. I want you to meet them, and maybe they can help you more with this. As you know, I do not have a son of my own to lust over!"
"No. You just lust over everyone else's!" Natalya laughed. "Here, let's order lunch. I'm starved."
Over lunch, Natalya and Gabriella caught up, stirring away from their sex lives for the most part. Afterward, they joined Gloria Van Winkle and several others at the bar for drinks. That evening, Natalya and Nico made love once again, with no worry coming to her mind as she enjoyed her son's carnal lusts.



        The Matrons of Regal Bay Ch. 61

        Annie's Tales, Part 5.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-matrons-of-regal-bay-ch-61

Title: The Matrons of Regal Bay Ch. 61

Author: SteinWolf8

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Annie's Tales, Part 5.

Tags: gilf, pregnant sex, mother daughter, lesbian incest, anal, mature

Series: The Matrons of Regal Bay


Annie's Tales - Part 5
Early October, and Annie was now three months pregnant. She had yet to inform any of her family, with the exception of Tim, of course. Tim had known pretty early on. It was hard not to show, given the fact the Annie had been a small, skinny woman to begin with. A few of the women at work knew, including her supervisor and department heads. Ray Dalton also knew that she was pregnant. The son of a bitch. Ray knew that she was pregnant, and given their complicated, partially incestuous relationship, he was well aware that it was a fifty-fifty chance that he was the father. At first, Ray found it exciting. He must have had a fetish for pregnant women, since he seemed to enjoy bringing it up while driving his fat dick into her. And Annie quite enjoyed it as well. Even as her belly grew, her lust for sinful sex seemed to grow with it. Fucking two well hung young studs, even if one happened to be her own son, on a regular basis helped Annie push the realization that she'd soon be mothering a baby once again from her mind. For the time being.
All of that changed when she found out that Ray had enlisted in the Navy. What hurt most was the fact that she didn't find out until two days after he had left. He hadn't even stopped by to tell her, let along give her a fare well fuck. It had been left up to Tim to break the news to her. Given that in her heart she knew that the father of her child was in fact her son, it still hurt that Ray had abandoned her is such a heartless manner. It had been nearly six weeks now since he'd left, and yet she still hurt emotionally. She was in love with the 21-year-old, as much as she was in love with her son.
Her life was about to change. Annie had called her mother up over the weekend and asked to stop by. She had a strained relationship with her mother, with the two of them barely seeing one another, even though they lived so close. Annie did make it a point to call and talk, at least once a week, but it had been some time since they'd talked face to face. Bringing up the fact that she was now three-months pregnant would be easy, given the swell of her belly beneath the sweater she wore over her tan corduroy skirt. Listening to her mother rant on and on about her life choices would be much harder.
The air was chilly, coming down along the northern mountains, when she headed out that morning. Before heading across town to her mother's house, however, Annie had an appointment to keep with her gynecologist. After climbing behind the wheel of her Impala, Annie sent a text reminder to Natalya Aleshinova, her boss. She'd taken the entire day off, but with Natalya only recently back from her extended stay in Russia, Annie wanted to be sure that Natalya knew where she was. Her drive to the clinic took her past the Starlight Bowl, where she had enjoyed many evenings bowling with her friends, or cocktails in the lounge after. Now that she was getting along with her pregnancy, she had had to give up both. Bowling and boozing where about the only hobbies she had, besides sleeping around with her son or his friends. Annie's only remaining vice was her cigarettes, and giving them up had been easier said than done.
Annie finished of the Winston, the last of the pack, sitting outside the clinic. She still had a few minutes until her appointment. Besides, she was warm inside her car, and the way the trees were waving and shedding their leaves, she knew it would be a chilly walk in. Still, when the time came, she hustled.
"Good morning, Mrs. Strauss!" came the cheerful greeting of the young receptionist, seated behind her desk. The young woman, maybe no more than 24 or 25 Annie, thought, barely looked up from her keyboard as Annie leaned down to sign in. Her name was well down the page, she noticed, and scribbled her name as illegible as all of the others above.
"Do we have any concerns this morning?" the receptionist asked as Annie moved to take a free seat near the wall-mounted television.
"No," Annie answered. "I'm fine."
"Wonderful. The doctor will be with you shortly." Given that there were three other women, all in various stages of pregnancy, seated with her in the waiting room, Annie doubted that it would be any time soon. She settled in, retrieved her cell phone from her handbag, and picked up where she had left off, popping virtual bubbles mindlessly.
Annie had been waiting nearly fifty minutes when the door to the back rooms opened and the familiar voice of Rebecca Thomas called her name.
"How are you doing this morning, Annie?" Rebecca asked as she held the door open for her to pass.
"As good as can be expected, I'd think," Annie smiled. Rebecca had been a friend of Annie's now since her first visit and they had met a few times for coffee. Rebecca had guessed early on that Annie not only was unsure of whom her child's father might be, but also that it very well could be her own son who was the father. Annie had been so taken aback at the question when posed that she flatly denied it. Rebecca saw through it, however.
"Your secret is very safe with me," Rebecca had told her. "I know the pleasures myself. I've been having an incestuous affair with my son, Carl, for a while now. And I know of at least five, maybe six, other women who partake of that very same sin."
Annie had recognized Rebecca's son's name as one of her own son's friends. In fact, Annie had been fucked at an impromptu orgy, more of a gangbang, and Carl Thomas had been in attendance. There was even a slim, outside chance that Carl might even be the father of her baby, not that Annie would ever admit as much to Rebecca.
"How have you been feeling?" Rebecca asked as Annie dutifully stepped onto the scale to be weighed. "You're looking nice, by the way."
Annie blushed a little. She'd always thought that Rebecca might be bi-sexual, though she'd never admitted it. Still, Annie felt a spark every so often around the older woman. Not that five years was much older. "I'm feeling good," she admitted. "Just wish I could give up the smokes, you know?"
"It'll take time," Rebecca smiled. Annie was taken to a small examination room, the same as she'd been in each of the past two visits, and after stripping down to her underwear and bra, and donning the surgical gown provided, her vitals were taken and then she was assisted onto the table.
"Just relax and Dr. Medford will be in shortly," Rebecca smiled, adding a gentle squeeze to Annie's hand before she left. Rebecca returned with the doctor after nearly fifteen more minutes of waiting. The room was warm, and soft music played soothingly in the background. Annie had nearly fallen asleep by the time the sixty-some-odd year-old doctor had arrived. Dr. Medford began his examination of her by checking the entries that her nurse had already made, while she removed her underwear. Rebecca helped her get into position by easing her ankles into the stirrups and propping her head up on a pillow. The doctor lifted her gown and dipped his head between her thighs a moment later, and for a brief moment Annie felt his breath on her sensitive flesh. The next, she felt herself being opened, first by the gentle touch of his fingers, and then the cool hardness of the speculum as he opened her birthing canal up for examination. She shuddered a little, and Rebecca again took her hand. Annie responded with a smile.
It was all said and done within minutes of Dr. Medford's arrival, and Annie was dressed and ready to leave a few minutes later. "If you'd like, let's meet up for coffee later." Rebecca offered. "I get off at 3."
"Actually, I'm headed up to see my mother after this," Annie explained. "I think it's time I let her know." She patted her belly with an uncomfortable smile.
"Well, if you need to talk after, just give me a call, okay? You've got my number." As Rebecca led Annie out, the nurse asked in a hushed voice, "Do you plan on telling your mother about who the father might be?"
Annie had been putting that very thought off, until it was time. Now, with Rebecca's query, she had to consider it. "I'm sure its Ray's baby," Annie said, even though there was no conviction in her voice. Rebecca recognized it as well. "That's all she'll need to know, right?"
At the door, Rebecca paused. "I want to introduce you to a friend of mine, sometime. When you're ready. She's been through what you are, only she was very sure. She doesn't know about you, and I've not told her anything other than I might have someone she would want to talk too. Just let me know, okay?"
Annie nodded. "Thanks, Rebecca. I'll think about it. We'll see how things go with my mother first, okay?"
Rebecca gave her a quick hug and then opened the door out to the waiting room. "Call me this evening, either way." Annie told her that she would and after checking out, she headed for her car. The sun had broken through the cloud cover and with the wind dying down a bit, it was actually warm enough for her to drive across town to her mother's house with the window down. She stopped for cigarettes and smoked two on the way, taking the scenic, round-about way. Once she realized that she was putting off the inevitable, she turned onto Principality Boulevard and headed for her mother's big house in Van Winkle Heights, high in the foothills overlooking the bay.
Annie's family had money, of that there was no doubt when one visited any of the three Van Winkle "sisters". Annie's Aunt Gloria, who she indirectly worked for at the Golf Club and Convention Center, lived a quarter mile further down the road from her own mother's house, and yet their properties bordered one another. The driveway wasn't a long one, but curved behind a stand of firs so that the front of Greta Van Winkle's house was hidden from direct view of the boulevard. Annie pulled her Impala along until she was parked behind an unfamiliar car sitting just past the front steps. She sat in the car until she had finished her latest cigarette, and then resigning herself to the task, she climbed out.
Annie rang the doorbell and waited. Usually her mother's housekeeper, Mrs. Pollock, would have answered the door and let her in. However, when the door finally opened, it was her own mother who greeted her.
"Annie! I'd forgotten all about your coming this afternoon! Come in!" Greta's song-like Georgia-belle voice chimed brightly. Annie cringed inwardly. She hated the way her mother brandished her accent like a flaming baton, ensuring everyone within range knew that she was Southern-born and Southern-bred.
Annie followed her mother into the foyer and paused as Greta closed the door behind. She took a look at her 65-year-old mother and raised a brow. Greta was dressed in a deep purple nightie over like-colored stockings. The material was so thin that Annie could easily make out her mother's dark underwear and bra beneath. On her feet she wore house slippers. In the hall beside her, the ancient German-made grandfather clock chimed the hour.
"You're dressed rather comfortably for this time of day, Mother," Annie commented. "It's three in the afternoon and you're dressed for bed. Late or early?"
Greta laughed. "Oh, Annie! I've been up for hours. I'm just enjoying a quiet afternoon, is all." Annie let her mother guide her through to a sitting room, where she settled into one of the expensive settees her father had imported from England years ago. Her mother sat on the edge of a matching unit, her wide, bright smile turned her way.
"My, you are looking wonderful, Annie," Greta said. "How are you doing? What are you now? Three months?"
Annie sat numb, shocked even. "You already knew that I was pregnant?"
"Why, yes dear, I did. I've known for some time now. Tim told me."
"Tim told you?" Annie's voice was nearly a croak by then. "When? When did he tell you? What did he tell you, Mother?"
Greta leaned back, getting more comfortable in the settee. She crossed her long, thin legs before replying, "It's been some time back, I think. Maybe the end of August? When Tim did my hedges out back. It was just before the Summer Party, as a matter of fact. I'm still upset that you didn't come, by the way."
"I didn't know Tim did yard work for you," Annie admitted.
"Oh, yes. He has for some time now. I pay him well, also. He's very good at trimming my bushes," she added with a sly grin.
"I'll say he is!" came a voice to Annie's left. She turned to see a tall, very young man walk into the room, wearing only a white terry-cloth waist wrap and flip-flops. "He kept your bush neatly trimmed, Greta." The young man tipped a glass back and finished off whatever it was that he'd been drinking.
"Oh, Annie! You remember Gavin, don't you? He's your cousin Ginger's youngest boy," Greta introduced as she stood. Annie watched as her mother, a 65-year-old grand-mother, went to the young man, who was now older than her own son, and give him a full-mouth kiss. When she turned back to Annie, she explained, "Gavin also does some yard-work for me, from time to time. He usually spends most of his time in the pool or the spa, however." Greta added a giggle for punctuation.
"Speaking of the spa, it's ready whenever you are, Greta," Gavin told her.
Greta turned back to Annie. "We were just about to spend an hour or so relaxing in the spa, Annie. I'd like it if you'd join us."
Annie shook her head. "I don't think so, Mother. I came to talk to you about...well, about this!" and she waved a hand over her belly bulge. "Instead, it would seem that you already know all about it."
"Not everything, dear," Greta shrugged. "But maybe more than think I should know." Greta turned back to Gavin and told him, "Run along to the spa. I'll join you shortly." She gave him another kiss, again full on the mouth, and Annie watched as he rushed away.
"Now, what do you want to talk about, Annie?" Greta asked, again taking a seat on the opposite settee.
"First of all, I want to know if you're fucking that boy!" Annie hissed.
Greta laughed. "Of course, I am! He's a fine young specimen, isn't he?"
"If he's Ginger's son, then that makes him your sister-in-law's grand-son," Annie reminded her mother.
"That's about right, yes." Greta's grin widened. "Technically, it's incest, but as far as I know, we're far enough apart for it to be somewhat legal. I've been bedded by much closer relatives than Gavin, I think you know."
Annie was stunned by her mother's candidness. It had been many years since they had discussed the family and its sinful, incestuous ways. Annie had long maintained her desire to not get involved with her relatives sexually. She could never understand the thrills or pleasures the Van Winkles got from it all.
And yet, even as she sat there, in the presence of her shameless mother, Annie realized that she herself had been partaking of the very same pleasures with Tim, her own flesh and blood son. She was no better than her mother, and given that she very well could be carrying his baby in her womb, she was maybe even more depraved. In that moment, Annie could feel her chest tighten, and tears beginning to well up in her eyes.
"What did Tim tell you?" she asked in a meek, fearful voice.
Greta moved to sit beside her daughter and took Annie's hands in hers. Annie looked up at her mother, as this was the first time in years that she could remember her mother holding her at all. "Annie, Tim told me all about how you and he have been lovers for a while now. He also told me about the others you have been with, that he's shared you with. You know that I'm fine with all of it, as long as you are enjoying yourself."
Greta paused to let Annie take this in, before going deeper. "I think he's accepted the fact that your child is also his, though you might suspect otherwise."
"There was another boy, Ray, that I'd been sleeping with. As often as I'd been sleeping with Tim," Annie shyly admitted.
"It doesn't matter, now does it?" Greta asked. "You believe it, deep down don't you, that your baby is Tim's? And from what Tim has told me, he is accepting of that responsibility, even if it needs to be as a sibling, rather than as a father."
Annie sobbed. "Mother, I don't know how you can be calm about all of this! This is really devastating to me, you know? After everything I've ever said, to you and to Dad. The way I've looked down on all of you...perverts. And I'm no better! I'm just like all of you, ain't I? I'm a perverted fuck just as much as the rest of the Van Winkles!"
Greta laughed then and pulled her daughter into a hug. "Yes, my lovely daughter! You are a Van Winkle! And I am proud that you are my daughter. I love you so very much, and I know all of your family does as well." Greta tipped Annie's head back slightly, and after a moment where their eyes locked, Greta ever so lightly touched her lips to her daughter's. They kissed, if only briefly. When it was over, Greta again asked, "Will you stay a while, and join me in the spa? It'll be good for you to relax and unwind. I know your nerves must be shot, and I can feel the tension radiating from you."
"What about Gavin?" Annie asked.
Greta laughed, "Oh, I'm sure he won't mind. You really need to get to know him, and the rest of the family's young men, Annie. Gavin is such a wonderful young man, just starting out you know. And I must say, he's worldly beyond his years!"
"Oh, Mother!" Annie gasped. "I don't know if I want to know about it."
Greta stood up and with a shrug added, "If you stay, I might even be inclined to tell you some things about Tim that you'd find interesting. For instance, did you know that he has a fetish for shaving women's legs, as well as their privates? Oh, but I'm sure he's done it for you, hasn't he?"
Annie was on her feet, her mother having taken her by the hand, and followed her meekly. She had never imagined that such a loving, intimate act that Tim had begun to do for her only recently was in fact a fetish. And, if she could believe her own mother's innuendo, Tim was providing the same sort of attention for her as well. How many other women did her son provide that service for, she wondered as she followed her nearly-naked mother through to the recently added on spa. They passed through the un-used maid's quarters that her mother had converted into something of a wet-room. The outside door led onto the back porch and the pool beyond. The inside door opened into the spa, where Gavin awaited, seated chin-deep in the frothing, steaming hot tub.
The room was very warm and humid, and even as they had passed through the wet-room, Greta had begun to shed her meager clothing. Before Annie could react, her mother was stripped down to her stockings only, and after taking a seat at the edge of the tub, those too were removed, and Annie's 65-year-old mother slipped naked into the hot tub, to join an equally naked young man.
"Are you going to join us, Annie?" Gavin called as he enveloped Greta with and arm. Greta settled in tight to his side and leaned her face into his neck. Annie watched as her mother began to nibble on his wet flesh without another word.
Annie moved over to a plank-wood bench and taking a thick towel from the rack inside the door, she sat down. The high humidity had already begun to make her sweat. "You really need to get out of your clothing, dear," her mother needlessly informed her. "I won't mind, and I'm sure Gavin won't either."
Annie was still very unsure of what was going on, and yet the heat was really beginning to feel good, even as she felt her clothing dampening up on her skin. Reluctantly, she did as her mother had said, first pulling the sweater up and off. She had to stand to remove her skirt, and as she kicked off her shoes she saw Gavin's eyes turn her way. The young man was taking it all in as she stripped. Even with a well-rounded belly, he seemed to be lusting for her. It probably didn't help that, as she stood Annie could tell that her mother was stroking his manhood beneath the churning water. The steady motion of her arm and should gave that away.



"There's no need to turn around," Gavin told her, even as she turned her back to him and her mother before letting the skirt fall away. She had on rather large underwear, granny-panties as they were teasingly called, and she felt very un-sexy standing in them. Her bra held her heavy breasts, which had grown a full cup-size just over the last couple of weeks, and giving in, Annie reached back to release the clasp. When her tits fell, she released a sigh of relief. It actually felt good without the bra on, she realized. But that was as far as she was willing to go, and Annie returned to sitting on the folded-up towel.
It wasn't as far as Greta wanted her daughter to go, however. She stood up in the hot tub and as she climbed back out, she told Annie, "Young lady. I want you to relax. Loosen up. It will do you much good to release your inner sinner."
Greta stepped directly up to her daughter and leaned over. Annie looked up to see her mother's thick, dark nipples swing very close atop the damp globes of her breasts. "Mother!" she gasped when Greta took hold of her underwear at her hips.
"Lift your ass, Annie," she insisted as she began to tug, and when Annie finally did, they were pulled down her legs. A moment later, Annie settled back onto the towel with her naked ass. "Isn't that much better?" Greta asked, adding a light brush of her hands across Annie's swollen breasts that sent tingles through her daughter's body.
Annie looked up with pleading eyes at her mother. She saw a sly grin on her mother's lips that made her feel anxious to the point that she wanted to run from the room. Instead, she turned away from her mother's look to find Gavin now standing right next to her as well. He was dripping with water and had his long, clean-shaven cock in hand. Its knob was bright red from the hot tub's warmth and aimed at her. She looked up into the young man's grinning face, and knew what was coming. She also knew that she had no longer a say in what was happening.
"Take him," Greta's accented voice told her, and Annie felt much the obedient daughter in that moment. She let her lips part, and even stroked he lower lips with her tongue, as she looked into Gavin's face. A heart-beat passed, and then Annie tasted the warm waters upon his dick head. She opened wider, and Gavin leaned forward to let his cock slip on into her mouth.
"That's it, Annie! Doesn't his cock taste wonderful?" Greta purred as she settled on the bench beside her. Annie closed her eyes and reached up to wrap her fingers around the base of Gavin's cock. She began to bob along his length and as she did, she felt hands on her naked, sweaty flesh. She recognized Gavin's on her head and shoulder, but it was her mother's hands reaching down her body, across the swell of her bulging belly, and between her legs that had her attention. She let her knees spread, and her mother stroked the puffy mounds to either side of her pussy.
"Lay back a little, darling," her mother told her, and Annie again did as she was told. Gavin followed her, kneeling on the bench as she leaned back into the wall. Greta went to her knees beside her and reached across. "Let me have a little taste," she asked, and when Annie reluctantly let Gavin's cock slip from her mouth, it was engulfed by her mother's, just inches away, and she watched as her mother hummed with delight around Gavin's lengthy manhood. For his part, Gavin reached across and cupped one of Greta's ass cheeks to give it a squeeze as she sucked on his rod.
"Unngggffff!" Greta grunted and Annie looked to see that Gavin had curled a finger into her mother's asshole, stuffing up as far as he could. Her mother lifted a leg doggy-style and Gavin began to work in and out of her asshole. She'd never imagined that her mother was such an anal slut. Greta pulled off of his cock and moaned, "Oh, shit! I can't wait to get your cock back up my ass!", and then she gulped his cock deep into her throat once again.
All the while, as Annie watched up-close and personal her mother sucking on Gavin's cock, her mother was also fingering her swollen pussy. She had refrained from penetrating her, but it still felt very good to Annie, and she wanted to tell her mother to go ahead. She was beginning to feel very much in need of getting fucked, be it by her mother's fingers or Gavin's cock. Why still continued to hold back, she didn't know, other than if she did give in then she would be giving in to everything, including the entire way of life the Van Winkles represented in her mind. Even as she thought this, she knew that it was such a hypocritical thought, given the fact that she was carrying her own son's baby.
Greta sat up then and Gavin's cock was returned to her mouth. Annie welcomed it back between her lips, and as she serviced her cousin's son as her mother had, her mother stroked her heavy tits. It felt wonderful, she realized, regardless of who was pleasuring her.
"Sit over here, Gavin," Greta said a moment later, and the young man obeyed, taking a seat on the bench between mother and daughter. Greta took Annie's hand and led her to kneel on the floor between Gavin's knees. "Go ahead, Annie. Suck that boy's fat dick."
Annie returned her mouth to Gavin's cock and began to work it deeper into her throat. She had learned long ago how to take every inch of her son's, and now she showed those skills to Gavin and her mother. Both were impressed. As she worked on the cock, Annie felt her mother's hands working between her legs. She parted her knees and gave her mother access, which she took advantage of. Her mother lovingly massaged her outer labia and mounds, and gave her hardened clit a good thumbing. Her mother also worked on her anus with a finger, and when Annie felt a warm dribble of her mother's saliva land upon her hole, she relaxed, knowing what was coming. With just a little pain, Annie let her mother's thumb pop into her ass, through her ring, to settle fully inside her rectum.
"Uuunnggghh!" Annie moaned, pushing her hips back even as her mother's thumb pressed into her. She had grown to enjoy anal sex, much more now that she was pregnant, she recognized that her mother was well aware of it. Had Tim told her mother as much, even as he had laid pipe to his grand-mother's ass, she wondered?
"Oooohhh, Mom!" Annie gasped after letting Gavin's dick slip free for just a moment. Greta had added two fingers into her quite-relaxed vaginal chute while still working her thumb in and out of her anus. Two was not enough, she wanted to tell her. Instead she returned to Gavin's cock and taking it as deeply as she could.
"Gavin. It would appear Annie is as much an ass girl as I am," Greta laughed. Suddenly, she slipped her hand from her daughter's hungry crotch and said, "Why don't you show her what you do for me?"
Annie sat up and as Gavin left the bench, her mother guided her to lean across it, her hips up and back. Gavin dropped to the floor behind her and took hold of her buttocks. Annie looked back and watched him lean in and a moment later she felt his tongue swipe up and across her anus. "Oooohhh, nice!" Annie gasped when Gavin began to press against her ring. When his tongue popped through, her entire body shuddered.
"That's a good boy!" Greta said. "Each Annie's ass out, lover! Show her what a good boy you are." As he tongue-fucked her asshole, Annie felt Gavin's fingers stroke across her pussy. He found her clit and began to rub circles around it, sending jolts of pleasure up through her body.
"Oooohhh, yeeeesssss!" Annie hissed. She was indeed enjoying having her ass eaten out. Her mother was working on massaging her swinging breasts, giving her nipples tugs that only added to the pleasures Gavin was providing between her thighs. At some point, she lost track of who was doing what, for she was presented once again with Gavin's cock in her face. She opened up and took it in, even as she continued to feel a tongue up her ass. The realization hit her just as Gavin's cock hit the back of her throat that it was her mother's tongue wiggling up her ass, and her mother's fingers working her clit so wonderfully. In that moment of realization, Annie came.
"Uuunnngggghhhhh!" she growled around Gavin's cock as her body shivered and shuddered. Her mother's tongue slipped from her anus and attacked her pussy. She could hear her mother lapping up her cream as it flowed, brought on by her sinful mouth. Annie let Gavin's cock go free and moaned, "Oooohhh, Mother! Yeesssss! Yeessss!"
"Get over here, Gavin!" Greta croaked. She backed away and told him, "Stick that poker up her ass while she'd having her orgasm!"
Gavin moved quickly, and before Annie could protest, had she even wanted to, Gavin pushed hard into her. The jolt of pain upon his entry only served to heighten her orgasm, as her mother knew it would. "Ooooohhhhhh, fffuuuuccckkk! Yeesssss!"
Gavin pushed forward, deep into Annie's guts, until his balls slapped against the back of Greta's hand. Greta let go of Annie's clit and cupped his balls as Gavin began to work back and forth, fucking her daughter's ass as he had so many times fucked her own. She'd never been a witness to the act, however, watching as another woman took Gavin's wonderful dick up her shit-chute. It was fascinating to her how her daughter's ring stretched so wide to take his manhood. The way it was pulled from Annie's body as he retreated, and shoved back in with his thrusts was mesmerizing, and Greta imagined that it was the same for her, when Gavin or Tim sodomized her. The ease with which he had entered displayed the fact that Tim and Annie were sodomites as well.
"You love that dick up your ass, don't you Annie?" Greta laughed. "I bet Tim enjoys fucking you up the ass as much as he enjoys pounding your sweet pussy. And I bet you love it both ways equally as much as I do, don't you? Like mother, like daughter!"
Annie looked back at her mother, wanting to say something, to cuss her, instead, she said, "Kiss me, Mom!" between pants. Greta moved up quickly and pressed her moth to Annie's. Mother and daughter kissed as lovers for the first time. As they did, Gavin reached over and pushed a long finger into Greta's gaping, familiar asshole. Matching his thrusting into Annie, Gavin finger-fucked the older of the two women as he watched them kiss so sinfully. It all served to make his cock twitch excitedly, deep inside Annie's guts.
"You two are going to make me cum," Gavin warned.
Greta broke off her kiss and told him, "Not yet, you don't! Pull out." Annie groaned as her guts were vacated a moment later and she rolled to lie on her side to watch her mother retrieve a damp towel from the floor. Her mother gave Gavin's cock a thorough wipe down, and then she told him to return to the bench. Annie sat up and Gavin again settled in beside her, his rock-hard cock upright and throbbing in his lap.
"Now it's my turn!" Greta announced. "You gave my pregnant daughter an orgasm, Gavin, and now I want mine!" Annie watched her mother, a woman of 65, standing naked and unashamed in front of both her and a very young man, grab her heavy, matronly tits and jiggle them, while laughing. Greta turned around and wagged her ass their way, and Gavin reached out to grab hold. He pried the soft, pliable cheeks apart as Greta bent at the waist. Annie saw the gasp of her mother's cunt, with very little hair, as well as the dark ring of her asshole. It looked as if it had been well travelled through the years, Annie thought.
Greta looked back at her, her mouth wide and her tongue licking at her lips. "Does it look nasty?" she asked Annie. "Would you do for me what I did for you?"
"That's my job!" Gavin demanded, and then pulled her mother's hips back while pressing his face into her crack. Annie imagined his tongue darting out to press against her mother's anus, and then pushing on in. The way her mother's eyes rolled back and her mouth fell opened told her that she'd guess right.
"Ooohh, that feels so good, my young fuck stick!" Greta laughed after a few minutes. "But I want your cock up my ass, not your tongue." Greta reached back and pushed him away. Gavin leaned back against the wall and took hold of his cock. Annie watched as her mother shamelessly scooted back to straddle his thighs. Greta reached back and pulled her butt cheeks apart, and then lowered her hips. Gavin took aim, and a moment later Annie watched as her mother settled onto his lap, his cock fully engulfed by her rectum.
"Ooooohhhhhh, gggaaaawwwdddd! That feels so fucking good!" Greta called out. She wiggled on Gavin's lap, settling just that little bit lower on his cock. Gavin's hands came around and took hold of her tits then, and Greta began to push up. Annie watched, mesmerized, as her mother lifted nearly free of the penetrating penis, and then dropped so hard back down that she herself felt the gut-wrenching agony her mother seemed not to.
"Ooohh, fuck yesss!" Greta gasped. "God damnit, how I love a cock up my ass!" Greta turned and smiled at Annie. "I know you do to, don't you, honey?" Annie nodded in response as her mother began to rise and fall on Gavin's lap, fucking herself on his hard post of man-flesh. "Come over here and kiss me, Annie. I need to feel your mouth on mine."
Annie moved to obey her mother again, and crouched in front of her to take her mother's face in her hands. She kissed her mother deeply then, their mouths open and tongues entangled, as Greta rose and fell steadily in Gavin's lap. Annie brushed his hands from her mother's breasts and began to work the heavy globes, which Greta soon mirrored.
"Christ, this is so fucking hot!" Gavin gasped from behind. "Your pussy's creaming all over my balls, Greta!"
Greta pulled her mouth from Annie's and turned. "I want you to pound me, Gavin. Bend me over and pound the shit out of me!"
Annie stepped back and watched her mother rise from Gavin's lap. His cock was bright red, glistening with her juices, and throbbing, ready to erupt. Her mother turned and bent across the bench and again presented her well-used and now gaping asshole. "Stuff that fucker back up my ass!" Annie had never heard her mother spewing such vulgarities. She was out of control, a true whore now. As Gavin moved into position, Annie felt an urge and acted on it.
"You're a fucking bitch, Mother!" Annie yelled, and then delivered as hard of a smack across her mother's upraised ass as she could.
"Oooww!" her mother squealed. Greta looked back at her, and smiled. "Again!" And Annie did, laying another loud slap directly across her left ass cheek. And then she dug her fingers into her mother's flesh and looked at Gavin.
"Do it!" she demanded of him. "Stick that dick back up this bitch's ass and fuck the shit out her!" Gavin reacted as any young man would, given the orders of a domineering older woman. He stepped up, cock in hand, and with Annie holding her mother's cheeks wide, took aim at the ravaged, gaping hole of his great-aunt Greta.
"Uuunnngggghhhhh!" Greta growled as Gavin sunk into her guts once again, this time to the very root. "Yeesssss!" Gavin took hold of her hips and began to drill her hard and deep, as he knew the older woman wanted. This wasn't the first time Greta had demanded as hard as an ass fucking as he could deliver. "Oooohhh, gggaaaawwwdddd! Yeesssss!"
Annie watched in silence, her right hand forgotten between her own thighs as she fingered her clit. Her mother was getting ass-fucked as hard as any she'd ever seen, and she was enjoying it. The grunting of her mother, the moaning of Gavin, it all echoed in the spa and served to move Annie to another climax. She shivered at the end of the bench as her warm juices flooded into her hand.
"Oh, fuck! I'm cumming!" Gavin groaned and then began to grunt while jerking against Greta's ass. He was splattering her mother's guts with hot semen.
"Yeesssss!" Greta cried in response as her own orgasm, drawn from deep down by Gavin's sodomizing cock, erupted through her body. She suddenly fell away and the spurting cock flew from her ass, semen splashing onto the bench as she rolled onto her side. Greta was huffing for breath and Annie thought that her mother might very well be having a heart attack. Her worries were pushed away when her mother reached out for her, and pulled her once again into a deep kiss.
When Annie finally was let go to catch her breath, she noticed that Gavin had slipped away. They were alone in the spa, and Annie took the forgotten towel and began to wipe the sweat from her face. "That was fucking awesome," Greta moaned from the bench. "I haven't cum that hard is some time." She looked up and saw Annie looking down at her. With some effort, Greta sat up.
"I suspect you'll be seeing your old bitch of a mother in a new light now," she suggested.
Annie moved to sit beside her mother, handing her the towel. "I don't know how different," she replied. "I see a lot of myself reflected in you. Maybe I don't like that. Maybe I do." She stood up then and began to retrieve her clothing. "I've had my eyes opened this afternoon. I wanted to come up here and talk with you, as a daughter to her mother. I wanted to talk about...this," she added with a stroke of her hands across her belly. "I wanted to know that you still loved me, even if I wasn't like you. Even though I am like you."
That said, Annie left her mother in the spa and headed for the downstairs guestroom bathroom. She needed a shower, and time to think.
After, and Annie had been in the shower for some time, she dressed and went looking for her mother. She found her sitting in the front room, dressed in a housecoat and possibly nothing else. Her mother had her auburn hair pulled back and tied with a cord. She was smoking. Annie looked at the wall clock and saw that it was nearly six and she knew that Tim would be home from work soon. She and her son had much to talk about the way it was, and Annie wanted to be there to greet him.
"Where's Gavin?" she asked her mother.
"He left after getting his nut," Greta replied. "As he always does."
Annie wanted to leave, but instead joined her mother. She had so much she wanted to say, and yet couldn't think of anything in that moment. She did feel very relaxed, given what had taken place. Looking at her mother, she looked so very different sitting in the high-backed chair. Nothing like the raging whore Annie had witnessed in the spa.
"I do, Annie," Greta said as Annie finally dropped into a nearby chair.
"You do what?"
"I do love you. I always have. Even if you were nothing like me, I would love you no less. Even with you carrying your son's child, I will never stop loving you. You must know that as well. Despite all of the years, and all of our differences through those years, I have never loved you any less than I did the morning I gave birth to you."
Annie couldn't help but laugh suddenly, which caused her mother to present a questioning look. She explained, "Had that pussy of yours been as loose as it is now, I might very well have slipped right out and kept on going!"
Greta joined her daughter in the laugh. "Believe me, Annie, had I known I would have worked this old cunt well back then! You were a serious pain to get out, you know. Three and a half hours of labor, of grunting and cussing. Hell, by the time you finally showed your pretty little face, I think half the hospital was ready to quit!"
After a few moments, Greta continued. "Annie, I want to tell you. I've long looked forward to this day with you." She reached over and took Annie's hands in hers. She smiled warmly for her daughter. "I love you so very much, Annie, both you and Tim, and I want nothing more than for you to be happy. If there is anything more I can do for you, Tim and the baby, I want you to ask. I'm your mother, after all, and despite all of the years that have passed, I hope that this afternoon has shown you that physical pleasures are very important, even if given to us by family, however close."



Annie hugged her mother then. "Mom, I've always loved you. You know that." She met Greta's eyes with hers. "Maybe I was wrong to push everyone away, for so long. I don't know why I ever did."
"I think I do," Greta replied. "I think your repulsion at our family's activities was brought on entirely by the way your sister enjoyed herself, and how your father enjoyed spending his time with her as well. I imagine that you felt left out, even after you were shown the Van Winkle life-style. I blame your father for that, but maybe I should take some of the blame as well. I was never as supportive of you and your choices as I should have been. That was my fault."
Again, Annie hugged her mother, just a little tighter this time. "Thank you, Mom. I needed to hear that, I think." She held her mother a moment longer, and then stood. "I've got to get going. Tim and I have some things to talk about."
"Give him my love," Greta insisted as they headed for the front door together.
"I'll leave that up to you," Annie retorted. "I plan on giving him my love when I get home, if you don't mind! He is my son, and my lover, after all." Annie kissed her mother good-bye and headed out. Greta stood in the doorway a moment longer, waving as Annie pulled away, before stepping back inside and closing the door.
Annie knew that once again things had changed for her, and as she drove she realized that she hadn't felt so relaxed or happy in quite some time. All it had taken was making love with her own mother to lift away the problems and show her that she was indeed a special woman.
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Chapter 62
Samantha's Tales -- Part 1
Samantha Kidd never expected to enjoy life in Regal Bay as much as she did. Since arriving in Regal Bay on the arm of her 2nd husband and their children in tow some eight years earlier, Samantha had slowly come to realize that there was nothing but sexual delights to be found in her new home town. And as her eyes opened wider and she took more in, she developed a taste for fit, younger men, most often men half her own age, and she was just 41.
Samantha had come from a family with money. She had been born and raised in Dublin, Ohio, a suburb of Columbus. Her father was a lawyer, a junior partner now, and her mother a certified public accountant. Samantha had gone to school at Ohio University and earned her degree in the liberal arts. She never had any intention of making a living for herself, and just as soon as she could, she hooked up and married the first "man with a plan" that came along. His name was Craig Seeger.
Craig had come from a family similar to her own, in that they were well off. However, even though he had money in the bank, Craig had ambition. Soon after they married, Craig and Samantha had settled down in Jacksonville. As an intern at one of the city's major law firms, Craig brought in a healthy paycheck, plenty to allow Samantha time to enjoy the sun and surf much of the year.
Getting pregnant at such an early stage in her life hadn't been in Samantha's plans at all. Their daughter, Kelly, was born during the chilly late-winter months, and Samantha soon discovered that being a stay-at-home mother had its perks, as well as keeping her from having to work. Strangely, after she'd had their daughter at the age of 23, the wonderful sex she and her husband had shared all but vanished. Samantha found that she was lucky to get laid once a month. By the time she was 25, she had decided to divorce Craig. The divorce proceedings were lengthy, given the demands she was making, and even before the ink had dried, she had taken to sleeping with a neighbor on a regular basis; Matthew Kidd.
When Samantha and Matthew Kidd began their affair, he was newly divorced and the father of a son. His ex-wife was serving time for larceny, after walking out of a Kay Jewelers with more than sixteen thousand dollars worth of necklaces in her panties. It wasn't the first time Felicity had been caught shop-lifting, so she went down for a maximum sentence. Matthew filed for divorce the day she went away.
At the time, Matthew was 30-years-old, and had a good-paying, steady job working at the naval shipyards as a civilian security contractor. The conviction of his ex-wife cast something of a shadow over him as well, and shortly after Samantha and he married they moved to Regal Bay. Matthew had been offered and taken a position in the casino as a Gaming Compliance Officer, and life on the west coast would make Samantha happy as well.
Working in the casino, Matthew's hours varied from week to week, as he would pull either ten-hour or twelve-hour shifts a couple of times each month. This enabled him to work four days on, and then have three off, though on occasion he would do several fours with only two off, as the job required. He was also on-call, since he was a senior officer, and would have to go in to cover for call-offs from time to time. With Samantha not working, it wasn't all that bad. But as the years began to draw out, and their children growing up, Samantha took a job in town working at the Royal Treatment Spa and Gym, one of her usual hang-outs during the afternoons.
Samantha wasn't a health junky, but she enjoyed working out to kill time, and the work-out room had several televisions to distract from the pain. As the hours apart began to put a strain on their marriage, Samantha began to take notice of the young men working out around her, and the looks they gave her. She was much older than most of them, and yet felt just as sexual at 38 as she did at 18. When the opportunity first presented itself to her, she didn't hesitate to take it. The first time she cheated on Matthew was with a 22 year-old stud named Jim in the backseat of his SUV in the gym's parking lot. Since then, she had rarely said no to a casual encounter, or a serious fuck-session, with any of the young men who worked out with her. Samantha applied for and took an opening at the gym, and in the three years since, she's enjoyed several affairs.
Samantha's daughter, Kelly, was 21, had graduated high school with honors and was now enrolled at Regal Bay University in the liberal arts school. She had a room on campus in the dorms which she shared with another girl, though tended to still sleep at home most nights. Her room-mate was a nymphomaniac, Kelly had explained, and had different men in for sex three or four times a week. It wasn't Kelly's scene, as she had explained to her mother, and as such she maintained her bedroom at home.
Martin, Matthew's son, was also still living at home even though he too was taking classes at Regal Bay U. Martin was in the journalism program and worked part-time in town at the local paper. Like his step-sister, Martin tended to spend much of his time at home, playing video games on-line or surfing the internet doing research. The four people living in the Kidd house-hold were living very different lives by that point in Samantha's.
One of the young men of Regal Bay that Samantha had developed a relationship with behind her husband's back was a young Golf Club grounds man named Rick Malone. She had met Rick in the gym, of course, and had taken notice of him due to the fact he only ever worked out on the stationary bikes. She once asked him about this, and his reply was that he enjoyed biking since he was a kid and couldn't always get out and ride anymore.
"I was dreamed of racing in the Tour du-France," he told her with a wide grin one afternoon when she joined him. Side-by-side they had biked a simulated ten miles as they talked, and got to know each other. She discovered that Rick's mother and father lived a few houses down from where she lived. Rick was part Inuit Indian, on his mother's side, and his family had relocated to Regal Bay from Spokane, Washington, while he was in high school. After graduating, Rick took a job as a grounds keeper for the Parks and Beach Department, he had told her over recovery drinks in the gym's break area.
Samantha learned early on that Rick was married to a local girl named Nelly, and they had only been married a couple of years. Over the course of a few weeks, Samantha and Rick enjoyed time together in the gym. It wasn't that she wanted to break up his marriage; it was just that she found the young man so very attractive and wanted him for herself, at least on occasion. Over time Samantha and Rick grew to be more than friends.
Samantha enjoyed the outdoors and as such, she spent many hours either walking the trails or riding her mountain bike along the paths that stretched from North Bay to the Resort and Casino. She didn't consider herself a health-nut, as she enjoyed grilling hot dogs and chicken out back with her family on the week-ends, or drinking through a six-pack while watching college sports with her step-son on the satellite channels. She had always been a fan of sports, though mostly her attention was on the colleges, since that was where the strapping young men were. Samantha had developed a thing for young athletes since entering her forties, she admitted. Matthew had been one himself, though he wasn't all that strapping anymore at 49. As a result, her eyes ended up on the young men working out in the gym, most notably Rick Malone as he rode the stationary bikes in the gym.
It was a bright early-October Wednesday morning when Samantha arrived at the Malone's small apartment, slightly sweaty from her usual morning ride. Most mornings her route would take her from her home east of the Golf Club, through the golf course, north along the cart path that fronted the cliffs, slightly down-hill all the way through Van Winkle Park and to the edge of town. She would then return through the park along the eastern edge, up the cart paths through the golf course, to the Golf Club buildings proper, where she would utilize the Golf Club's locker room and a shower. Samantha's usual route was just over twelve miles, from start to finish, and usually took her a little under ninety minutes. On this morning, however, Samantha had continued on into town, along the boardwalk, past the marina, and ended her morning ride in front of the familiar apartment building overlooking North Beach. She paused to casually look around to ensure she didn't recognize anyone near, locked up her bike in the rack, and then headed on into the lobby.
Rick and Nelly Malone occupied a second floor apartment with a view of the next building over. After a soft knocking, Rick opened the door and greeted Samantha warmly with a gentle kiss as she entered the one bedroom apartment.
"I didn't think you were coming by this morning," Rick said as he closed, and then double-locked, the apartment door. His hands went to her waist and pulled the older woman close.
"I really do have things to do today, as I had said in my text last night," Samantha replied before allowing him to kiss her deeply. When they broke off, she continued, "But that doesn't mean that I don't have time for my morning exercise regimen." Rick was wearing only a baggy pair of beach shorts, and Samantha gave his fit, youthful torso a loving caress. "Besides, what makes you think I'd ever give this up?" She pulled his mouth to hers and kissed him again, much deeper than his wife normally did.
Rick had barely broken off his embrace of her before he had her lightly damp tank top up and off, tossed across the back of the desk chair. The armband phone case went next, after she had tugged the ear-buds out. Samantha's breasts were firm and she held them tightly during her rides encased in a sports bra. This Rick ripped away next, leaving her smiling before him with her beautifully tanned tits on full display. He took in her mature vision, thrilling at the sight of the large, caramel-colored areola and thick nipples atop the tanned mounds of womanly flesh. Samantha often sunned in the nude, whether at home on her patio or at the beach. It was, after all, commonplace in Regal Bay. The fact that she was only two years younger than his own mother never seemed to enter his mind.
"Somebody must be pretty horny!" Samantha laughed. She enjoyed Rick's stripping her of her clothing, as it was something her husband rarely did anymore.
"Nelly's on the rag this week," Rick huffed as he dropped to his knees before her. He hooked his thumbs into her exercise shorts and began drawing them, as well as her panties, down her legs. From his knees he was face to face with the fact that she shaved her pubic hair away, leaving only a thin racing stripe of curly brown hairs above her slit. He saw her labia, heavy with blood from her workout, slightly distended, as if offering them up for his approval. And he indeed approved.
"Fuck, Samantha! You are one beautiful woman!" he gasped, his eyes fully on her naked crotch now.
"Are you complimenting me or my pussy, young man?" she laughed. She stroked his head of dark hair as he leaned in and gave her a kiss, directly atop her pubic mound. "I guess that answers that."
After that brief kiss, Rick backed away and stood. His hands went to his own clothing then, and with his eyes now locked to her breasts, he began to hastily disrobe. Samantha settled onto the edge of the living room sofa and responded to his admiring gaze by seductively spreading and closing her thighs for him. She knew he often went commando, sans underwear, and wasn't at all surprised that he was this morning. His thick, somewhat stubby cock sprang into her view. She grinned, noticing that he had trimmed his thick, dark pubic hair away to short stubble since last she'd had him.
"I think I'd like a taste of that before we get too busy," Samantha grinned. With growing eagerness, Rick pulled Samantha through to the small bedroom he shared with his wife. Their full-sized bed was against the far wall beneath the window overlooking the parking lot. The room was small and only had space for a single dresser beside the closet, a single nightstand at the head of the bed, and a small entertainment center across from the foot of the bed. On it stood a flat-screen television and stereo/CD player. Rick turned on the stereo as he passed. The music he enjoyed was modern, of his generation. Samantha didn't mind, as it gave their act a bit of energy.
"Let me get a taste, before we get busy," Samantha told her young lover with a husky, lustful voice. Rick stepped forward as Samantha dropped to her knees before him. She reached up to take hold of is semi-rigid member and pulled it to her parted lips without another word. Her face lunged forward, taking him to the root.
"Ooohh, man!" he moaned as she began to gently, lovingly suck his cock to full hardness. Samantha had enjoyed sucking on Rick's slab of male meat for many months now. It was one of her few vices, if not an addiction. She loved to have a cock in her mouth. The scent of sweaty balls in her nose and the taste of salty cock on her tongue never failed to make her juices flow. She'd learned to pleasure a man with her mouth back in high school, and had perfected her skills since. Rick moved to the bed and as she continued to slowly, lovingly make out with his cock, he settled into the mattress. Samantha followed him onto the bed, and ended up kneeling between his parted feet as she continued to blow him. Rick stroked her short-cut brown hair and caressed her shoulders as she bobbed her head in his lap. Her mouth was wonderful and always sent wave after wave of electrical excitement through his body. He wished that he could figure out a way for her to train his wife to pleasure him better, some way that his wife wouldn't be pissed off at him.
"That feels so fucking awesome," Rick moaned as Samantha held his cock deep in her throat and wiggled her tongue along the underside. Her saliva flooded her mouth, warming his cock. She slowly pulled up, leaving him drenched in her spit. She wrapped her fist around it and began to jack him while turning her attention to his heavy scrotum. She lathered them with spit as well, before sliding a bit lower to tickle his sensitive flesh between his balls and asshole with the tip of her tongue.
When Samantha licked across his rosebud, Rick's hips rocked upward and he moaned, "Ooohh, yeessss!" She had found early on that he enjoyed ass-play, especially if it was her tongue. It was something she'd only ever done with him, and she knew he still hadn't figured out how to get his wife to do such a kinky, intimate act, either.
After a couple more flicks of her tongue, she switched off. After returning her mouth to his knob, she moved her saliva-coated fingers to his asshole and began to rub rings around the rosy. She felt his anus twitch, and without further warning, she stuffed her long middle finger up Rick's ass. The result was a flood of his warm pre-cum onto her tongue, as well as a deep groan from his chest.
"Uuunnggghhhhh!" Rick growled when she began to twist and thrust her finger up his ass. With his cock throbbing in her mouth, she matched her bobbing upon it with the work her finger was doing in his ass. Rick's hips began to move, thrusting and dropping, fucking her face and then her finger. His asshole was warm and tight around her digit, and soon she knew that he'd be ready to step it up a notch. But not just yet. She was saving that for another day, when they had a bit more time.
After nearly fifteen minutes of having his cock slurped and slobbered, and his ass hole worked over, Rick was ready to give a little himself. He lifted her head away from his cock and said, "It's my turn."
Samantha eased her finger from his ass and took his place stretched out on the bed, her head on the pillow his wife used. Rick rolled to his knees between hers and took hold of her ankles. He pushed her legs wide apart and took in the full beauty of her naked crotch, so open and inviting.
"Eat me, you cheating bastard!" Samantha insisted, Rick now entirely within her spell. Even if he had wanted to, he could not resist anything she might demand of him. She watched with a wide, wicked grin on her face as the young man, her personal stud, dropped onto his belly between her thighs and pressed his face straight into her crotch.
"That's it! Right there!" she sighed when she felt his tongue immediately go to her heated clit and begin to work it over. "Ooohh, goddamnit! That feels so good!"
Rick slurped noisily between Samantha's thighs as her juices began to leak. He turned his mouth lower and pressed, opened wide, against her entire pussy. He sucked and her juices flooded his mouth, which he hungrily swallowed before again plunging his tongue into her gaping, dripping hole. Samantha's cream flowed thick and heavy, something his own wife's pussy didn't do, at least for him. Rick had watched her masturbate a few times, when they were feeling kinky, and Nelly seemed to get off harder on her own fingers than with anything Rick ever did to her. He sometimes wondered what, or who, she was fantasizing about when she jilled off.
He pushed any thoughts of his wife aside as he continued to devour Samantha. Rick had been enjoying her intimate flavors for so long that he knew where to hit and when, and it wouldn't take him long at all to get her howling through an orgasm. Making a woman cum with his tongue made him feel so powerful, and made his cock throb as he listened to their moaning and grunting. Nelly enjoyed his mouth as much as Samantha, something both of the women in his life had in common, he mused.
Samantha stroked his head of short-cut hair as Rick enjoyed himself between her thighs. She loved having her pussy licked and sucked, and if a lover wasn't very good at it, she'd gladly teach them. She enjoyed watching him between her knees, the way his head bobbed and turned. Of late, he had taken to leaving his ass raised high in the air, she'd noticed, especially after she'd fingered his ass. She wondered if he was beginning to develop a "bottom" tendency. The next time, she vowed, she'd explore that thought a little deeper. Until then, she returned her mind to enjoying the building orgasm his tongue was bringing her.
"Oooohh, that's it, baby! Eat Mommy's pussy!" Samantha had been egging Rick on in this way since the beginning, teasing him about never getting intimate with his own mother. Samantha had met Rick's mother and if they weren't friends, they were at least acquaintances. Rick's mother, Leanna, was very beautiful, with long, black hair, and the deep tanned flesh of a Native American woman. Leanna was a couple of years older than she was, a small woman, little more than five foot tall, with nice breasts and a wide, flat ass. Although he would never admit it to her, Samantha knew that Rick had secret desires for his mother. The way he reacted when she teased him gave that away.
"Yes! That's it, baby. Lick Mommy's pussy right there! Oh, that feels sooo goooddddd! Aaaahhhh, yeeeesssss!" Samantha hummed as Rick's tongue brought on the first orgasm of her day.
Rick slurped up Samantha's cream as her orgasm rolled through her body. His own cock throbbed below his belly, ready to dive right in as soon as she completed her climax. He had learned from her to not jump right in, to let her enjoy the orgasm to the finish before stabbing his cock into her. He drank her juices down and centered his oral attentions onto her clit until she started to gently tug at his ears. That was her signal to him, and Rick lifted his face from her messy, glistening crotch.
"Fuck me, Rick! Stick your cock inside me and fuck me!" Samantha demanded.



Rick crawled up her body and he barely had to guide his cock with little more than a roll of his hips into contact with her heated pussy slot. Samantha reached down and pulled his cock to her. He thrust gently, feeding his cock into her mature vagina with a smooth stroke that had her moaning and him growling.
"God, yeessss!" Samantha's head rolled back as she enjoyed the feeling of being filled by hard, hot man-meat. She never failed to cum a little when a cock plunged into her body, and she did in that moment as well. "Fuck me, Rick! Fuck my hot pussy, you fucking slut-boy!"
Rick obeyed and quickly settled into a steady fuck-pace atop her, ramming his cock into her with short thrusts like she had often professed to enjoy. He had begun to fuck Nelly in the same way, and his wife seemed to enjoy it as well. Rick often marveled at how his wife, a woman so much different from Samantha, enjoyed the same things the older woman had been teaching him. She still didn't enjoy oral sex, at least giving head, as much as Samantha did, but Rick knew that in time she would. She'd have too.
Samantha reached between their pubic mounds when Rick pushed up onto his hands to fucked her with long strokes of his thick cock. She pleasured her clit with her damp fingers, rewetting them often with either her spit or his. "That's it, baby. Give Mommy that fat dick. Fuck Mommy good, baby! Fuck Mommy good and deep!"
Rick never paid any attention to how easily those words seemed to roll from her lips. He had never put a thought to the idea that this hot MILF that he'd been enjoying for nearly a year would have any interest in her own step-son. He only thought that she said those things to get him excited.
Beneath Rick's relentless thrusting, Samantha soon began to roll through a series of gentle orgasms, which she announced with soft grunts and moans. "Oh, ah, that's it, baby. Make Mommy cum! Make Mommy cum on your wonderful, fat dick!"
When Samantha's latest orgasm flowed to an end, Rick pulled his well-lubricated cock free of her, leaving her pussy agape and sparkling with her juices. He took her hips in hand and rolled her, until she was kneeling on her hands and knees with her ass presented invitingly to him. He again scooted forward and his cock easily found its target. His cock returned to her welcoming folds, drawing a sigh of pleasure from deep in her throat as he penetrated her.
"Oooohh, that's it, baby! Take Mommy however you want. Use my pussy, baby! Stick that fat dick deep!" A wave of de-ja-vue washed through her then. Hadn't she used those very same words, just that previous weekend, when Matthew had her bent over the rest area picnic table during their drive down the coast? Or maybe it had been with one of her other young lovers? What with all of the sex she'd had during the past month it was becoming difficult for her to remember who had done what to her, when and where. One virile cock was beginning to blend into the others in her mind.
Rick took a firm hold of her wide hips and began to drive his cock into the squealing mature mother's cunt with sharper, deeper thrusts than he had before. Samantha grunted and moaned as Rick's passionate strength became apparent. She enjoyed being taken by a man from behind, and Rick likewise enjoyed fucking a woman from the rear. His cock fit well inside her from this angle, and they both felt the full thrill of the pleasures that their coupling gave each other. Samantha was fit and well in control of her muscles, both inner and outer, and treated her lovers to an amazing workout with her vaginal grip. As Rick rammed her steadily, she worked her pubic muscles along his thickness, making him groan right along with her.
"I fucking love fucking you, Sam," Rick growled. He wasn't the biggest linguist around, she laughed to herself. He usually wasn't very vocal at all when he was busy with her.
"I can feel that you do, baby," she replied, adding a fluttering of her vaginal walls as emphasis. Rick pounded her atop his bed from behind for another quarter of an hour, the head-board banging the wall steadily the entire time, until she again was panting through a more intense series of orgasms.
"That's it, oh, that's it! I'm going to cum, again! Christ-jeezus, yeessss!" As her pussy walls fluttered and milked him, Rick very nearly lost control, but he slowed and held his cock deep within her until her orgasm had passed once again. He wiped sweat from his face and then stroked Samantha's naked flanks with his hands. He massaged her back and shoulder muscles, all the while holding himself deep within her vaginal grip, and fighting back the urge to dump his load in her.
Enjoying the feel of his strong hands on her, Samantha soon let out a long sigh as her climax washed away. She relaxed into the pillow that she had been hugging and told her young lover, "I liked that. Do it again."
"You're fucking awesome," Rick replied, and he began to slowly fuck her once again. After just a few minutes of slow, sensual thrusting, Rick slipped his cock free of her dripping folds. "Stay like that, Sam," Rick asked of Samantha and he dropped to sit behind her upraised ass. He took in the full sight of her well-fucked and agape pussy, as well as the dark ring of her anus above, while caressing the backs and insides of her long thighs. He reached out and began to smear her juices, of which copious amounts were leaking from her pussy slot, up across her tight little asshole. She knew where this was going when he pressed his face into her crack and gave her anus a warm kiss, and thorough tonguing.
"Oooohhh," Samantha moaned. "God, I love it when you do that," she told him. As he pressed his tongue against her resisting ring, he also began to work his fingers along her pussy folds and across her clit bud. Samantha's hips rolled and pressed back towards him slightly. Her anus relaxed and his tongue popped through into her rectum. She groaned again, accepting his tongue into her asshole with a push backward.
"Yeeeesssss! Eat my ass, you dirty fucker!" Samantha growled into the pillow. Her thighs trembled as the electric sensations brought on by Rick's tongue and fingers sent her racing towards another orgasm. Rick was the only lover she'd ever had that enjoyed anal play as much as she did. Neither of her husbands had taken too the act, although she had asked for it time and again. Matthew had been more receptive of her deviances when they had first married, but over the years the repetition of the same acts in the bedroom had grown quite boring in her eyes. With her young lovers, Samantha had found a ready supply of men quite willing to degrade themselves for the lusts of an older, very willing woman.
Rick worked her anus over for a few more minutes, until her asshole was drenched in saliva. He pulled back and gently pushed his thumb into her ass and worked the muscle until he was satisfied that she was ready, willing, and able to accept his manhood.
"I'm ready for your cock, Rick," she needlessly told him, though she added a wag of her ass to emphasize her desire. "Stick that fucker up my ass and make me cum!"
As Rick positioned himself behind her, he gave his shaft a quick stroke. He'd retrieved a bottle of KY that his wife used for her dildo play and smeared his shaft with it. "You don't know how much I wish Nelly would say shit like that," he told Samantha. He used his knees to spread her legs a little wider, and with a push of his hand at the small of her back, he lower her hips into position. Now aligned, he pressed the bulbous knob of his thick cock against her anus.
"Oooohhh, fuuucccckkkk!" Samantha groaned as his thick dick popped through and entered her rectum. She fought back the urge to move away from his penetrator, and instead rocked back into him. Rick eased his cock fully into Samantha's rectum and began to slowly pull back, until only his purpled head remained within her hot, dirty hole. And then he thrust back into her, a little firmer, and slowly he began to pick up his pace.
"Uuunnnggghhh!" Samantha moaned into the pillow as Rick's shaft worked her guts over. It wasn't long before he was able to drive into her as deeply and as smoothly, and with as much speed of thrust, as he had into her wonderful pussy. Rick fucked her well up her tight, firm, wide ass for another fifteen minutes. Samantha was grunting and gasping the entire time, and had settled her chest onto the pillows with her ass raised high to meet his ever increasing tempo. He churned her guts into a frothy mess and her pussy leaked thick cream onto the sheets bunched up between her knees.
It wasn't long before Rick felt himself cross the point of no return. His cock was pulsing inside her tight, warm rectum. In turn, Samantha was rocking through yet another orgasm, this time brought on by their sodomy. Her screams of climax were absorbed by the pillows, but his howl of release echoed in the small bedroom.
"Ooohh, fuck me!" Rick grunted as his semen blasted deep into Samantha's bowels. "Aaaahhh!"
Samantha was a moaning mess as Rick began to spill his hot semen into her guts. He thrust deep into her and growled as his cock pulsed and unloaded within her. Her asshole tightened around his thickness and she began to use her anal muscles to milk him. It was a fantastic feeling and it served to pull so much of his seed from his scrotum that he would begin to ache. With the last of his seed implanted within her guts, Rick collapsed onto the mattress behind her. He admired the mess he'd made of Samantha's mature crotch. A long dribble of his white cream flowed from her gaping asshole, to trail through her equally gaping labia. He reached out and smeared his cum across her gash and inner thighs. Samantha moaned as he worked his cooling seed into her heated, abused flesh. She watched him pull his fingers to his mouth and lick them clean.
"You're a dirty mother-fucker, you know that?" Samantha said when she had recovered enough to talk. Both of them were covered in sweat from their work-out, as were the sheets. The sweaty, filthy scent of their encounter filled the room as well. The sheets were as soiled as each of them.
Rick gave her rump a playful smack and rolled from the bed. "I'm going to grab a shower. Do me a favor and pull those sheets off the bed." As she watched him leave the room, Samantha felt a little abused. It was no wonder he was so easily seduced by her, she thought, if this was the way he also treated his wife. First using the sheets to wipe her crotch clean, Samantha next did as he had asked, leaving the pile on the end of the bed. She began to pull her clothes back on, but hesitated. She wanted to teach the young man a lesson in manners, so she gave her panties a quick smear across her pussy before carefully tucking them into the space between the wall and nightstand. Maybe Nelly would find them and give Rick a hard time, she mused. When Rick had finished his shower and returned to the bedroom, Samantha had already finished dressing. He was still naked and dropped onto the bed, belly down, ass up.
Lighting up a marijuana cigarette, Rick rolled to his side and asked, "When can I see you again?" His limp cock lay across his thigh, and Samantha gave it a gentle caress when she leaned in to give him a quick kiss. She accepted the joint and sucked in a lungful as he held it.
She exhaled slowly, and then answered, "Maybe you should think about spending a little more energy on your wife, and less on me, stud," she told him, even as she began to massage his cock.
"If she was more like you, I wouldn't need you for entertainment in the first place," Rick laughed. "Hey!" he yelped when she raked her finger nails hard along his shaft before letting him go.
"An attitude like that won't get you back between my legs any time soon, young man," she chided. Samantha rolled to her feet and started for the front room.
"Shit, woman! You can't get enough of this, and you know it!" he replied with a smirk, and a wag of his semi-flaccid cock.
"You'd be surprised," she returned. Still, she knew she'd be back. Rick was a fun distraction and plaything. She already had an idea about how to put him back into his place. Next time.
Samantha went back to him, however, and gave him a deep parting kiss. As she left Rick's apartment, she felt his seed leaking from her asshole and knew she would be hard pressed to make it back to her home without making a mess of her work-out shorts. Still, she tightened her sphincter as best as she could and climbed onto the seat of her bike.
It was a quarter past eleven when Samantha stepped out of the shower, refreshed and ready to take on the rest of her day. She wasn't scheduled to go in to work until 4, when she would cover the evening shift until closing up the gym at 8 that Wednesday night. She had on a pair of pink panties and a light robe when she headed back downstairs to the kitchen. To her surprise, she found her brother sitting at the table, drinking one of her husband's beers.
"What brings you here, Dennis?" she asked casually, as if she'd been expecting her unemployed younger brother all along. She walked past and retrieved a bottle of vegetable juice from the refrigerator. Standing at the kitchen island, she poured herself a glass.
Her brother replied, "Didn't have anything better to do, so I thought I'd stop by and see my big sister is all."
After taking a sip of the juice, with her eyes on him over the rim of her glass, she replied, "Looking for a handout? Broke again?"
Dennis laughed. "As a matter of fact, I've got a new job. And I start this very afternoon."
"Color me surprised," she replied. "Who's hard up enough to hire a bum like you around here?"
Dennis finished off the beer and banged it down onto the table. He stood and glared across the island at her. "I got on at the Flying J, working the grill." Dennis was a trained chef, having gone to culinary school on their parent's dime after high school. Samantha knew that her brother had long wanted to be a chef in a top-line restaurant. Unfortunately, he enjoyed drinking entirely too much to hold a steady, well-positioned job. He'd been fired from more restaurants than Samantha had eaten in, and she liked to tease him about it.
Dennis was her youngest brother, eleven years younger. She loved him dearly, as she did their other two brothers and her sister. Dennis, however, was special to her. She had practically raised him when their parents had decided it was time for them to spend a little of the money they had and tour the world for a few years. Samantha had not only helped Dennis with all of his school work, she also helped him understand girls. As such, it was she and a couple of her college friends who had taught Dennis about the birds and the bees, as well as teach him how to pleasure a woman.
It wasn't long after Samantha and her family had relocated to Regal Bay that Dennis showed up. He stayed with them until he found his own place, and Matthew even helped get him a job at the casino in the Deli. Dennis lost that job pretty quick, but managed to find work off and on over the next several years. Samantha knew that her parents were sending him money, but she also knew that his drinking was becoming more of a problem.
Samantha finished off her juice. "I'm happy for you, as always," she told Dennis. "I just wish you'd get yourself figured out. You need to hold down a job for a while if you're going to get any kind of resume, you know."
Dennis told her, "I met a guy a while back. He works for the Tantalouses at one of the Gyros Huts. He might be able to get me an interview."
Samantha nodded. "That would be great. They have a couple of real nice restaurants, and I know you can impress them." She paused before adding, "I really wish you'd stop drinking, though. You know how you get."
Dennis turned away with a huff. "I don't need you lecturing me, just like mom." He glared at her. "You're even starting to sound like Amy, the bitch!" Amy had been Dennis's second wife and had come along with him when he moved to Regal Bay. She hadn't been happy at all having left their home in Kansas City, and had left Dennis soon after. They weren't divorced yet, as far as Samantha knew. Just separated. Amy still lived somewhere in town, but Samantha didn't know where, nor did she really care. She'd never liked the fat little bitch any way.
"Aren't you a little under-dressed for this time of day, Sammie?" Dennis asked her. When she had returned her focus to her brother, she could see the wolfishness his eyes always displayed when he got aroused. In response, she set her empty glass in the sink, and then turned around quickly so that her breasts were completely exposed for him.
"What's the matter, Denny?" she grinned. Watching his eyes, she reached up and lifted her breasts. "Do you still like looking at your big sister's big titties?" She lifted the right nipple higher and gave it a seductive lick. "Does seeing me like this make you hard?"
Dennis couldn't help but be fixated on her nudity. When she turned to give her left nipple a flick of the tongue, he groaned, "Damnnit, Sam! Why you got to tease me like this? I ain't been laid in a month and you know it!" He turned away from her and headed for the front door.
"Maybe I wasn't teasing," she called after him. "This time, at least." Dennis, however, had already banged through the front door and was climbing into his once-beautiful Mustang. Now, the black paint was scarred and dull, having once glistened brightly. Dennis had let his car go just as he had himself since moving to Regal Bay. Samantha watched him back out of the drive and race away with a squeal of tires and a loud roar from a bad muffler. She loved her brother, and at times even missed what they had once had. But it had been more than ten years since she'd played around with Dennis. As she stood in the doorway, her breasts still fully exposed, Samantha wondered if they would ever enjoy each other intimately again.
Samantha became suddenly aware of her near-nudity when Gerald Parkhurst, her elderly neighbor, pulled into his driveway, driving his pristine Mercedes CLR. His wave accompanied a honk from the car horn. It was well-known throughout the neighborhood that Gerald was a dirty old man. At least seventy now, Gerald Parkhurst had made his fortune playing the lottery and never stopped bragging about it. These days, he spent much of his time at the casino, playing blackjack and roulette according to her husband. Samantha tossed him a quick wave and then quickly stepped back and closed the door before he took her standing there as an invitation to come over.
***
Wednesday evenings at the Royal Treatment were usually slow in the workout room. That evening things were pretty busy when she arrived. Rebecca Thomas, a beautiful older woman Samantha knew to be an OBGYN nurse, came in shortly after she manned the front check-in counter.
"I haven't seen you in here for a while, Rebecca," Samantha told the voluptuous older woman. "It's good to see you again."
Rebecca smiled warmly at her as she signed in. "I've had a busy schedule of late," Rebecca explained. "I've not had much free time in the evenings as I've liked."
Samantha nodded in understanding. "Have a good work-out!" she said as Rebecca headed for the locker room to put her bag away. A few minutes later, and with her i-pod strapped to her upper arm and the ear-buds in place, Rebecca returned to the exercise floor and went over to a free strider machine. Although Samantha had never been attracted to women, she liked what she saw in the middle-aged nurse for some reason. Maybe it was because when she worked out, Rebecca's large, thick nipples showed prominently on her ample bosom. And Samantha liked the way the twin globes bounced as the nurse worked out on the treadmill. If there was a woman she'd want to experiment with, it would be Rebecca.



"Hey, Samantha!" She turned to find her step-son, Matthew's son Martin, approaching. This was a surprise, as Martin wasn't inclined to visit the gym. In fact, if he wasn't in class at the university, he should have been at work.
"What are you doing here?" she asked him.
"Got the night off, so I thought I'd come by and spend some time with you," he grinned. "Maybe work off a little tension, you know?" he added with a wink.
Samantha gave a hurried look around before replying, "You're mighty brazen today. What'll people think, you hitting on your step-mom in public like this?"
Martin leaned a little closer and said in a hushed voice, "What'll people think if they knew that I don't just hit on you?"
Samantha laughed. "From what I know about this town, I don't think many people would bat an eye."
"Oooooo! You've got to tell me the juicy details sometime!" Martin leaned against the counter and made as if he were taking notes on an imaginary pad. Martin was studying journalism and wanted to get on as an investigative reported at one of the country's major papers one day. Martin loved the gossip columns and enjoyed digging into people's privacy, especially if there was a story there. Samantha knew her step-son was well aware of much of the doings around Regal Bay, and thought that he might also be something of a participant as well. He sure was with her.
"I thought you were here to work out, young man," Samantha laughed.
Martin was looking around at the patrons, his eyes pausing on nearly every woman as he went. "I can't believe it's so busy tonight."
"I think it's the idea that in a few weeks everyone will be stuffing themselves on Thanksgiving dinner, and after that the Christmas season starts," Samantha offered. "A lot of people trying to knock off a pound or two before putting them right back on."
"Well, if they worked out like you do, Sammy," Martin winked, "they might just be as skinny as you are."
Samantha replied, "Believe me when I tell you that some of them do. I think you'd be a bit surprised if you knew what really went on with some of the older ladies in town, and I'm not just talking about me."
"You know, I'd be very appreciative if you pointed me in the right direction, doll," Martin said, slipping into his favored Humphry Bogart impression. Samantha loved it when he talked that way, especially if they were engaged physically. She'd always thought she looked like a young Lauren Bacall, though her tits were somewhat larger.
"I'd be much appreciative if you went about your business, young man," Samantha laughed. "You're backing up the line as it is." Behind Martin stood two others, a man and woman who might be college students by their piercings and visible tattoos, waiting to sign in.
"I'll talk to later, doll!" Martin called as he hurried off for the men's locker room. Samantha went back to her work, and as the evening went on, there was to highlight her evening. The gym doors closed at nine, though those still working out could remain until nine-thirty. The cleaning team arrived shortly after, and at ten Samantha headed home.
Matthew was at home, laid back in his recliner and watching television. Since both of the small cars were parked out front, she could assume that both Martin and Kelly were in their rooms, no doubt playing video games or gossiping on social media she imagined.
"Want to get laid tonight?" she brazenly asked her husband as she walked by, headed for the kitchen.
"What brings this on?" Matthew called. "Too many hot bods working out tonight? Got your panties all wet?"
Samantha joined him with two beers in hand, handing him one before she dropped into the sofa. After a long pull, she replied, "Not really. Not too many "hot bods" work out in the evening in the middle of the week. Just old fucks like us."
Matthew set aside his beer and asked her, "When's the last time anyone called you old? Shit, Sam, you're as fucking hot now as you were when I married you!"
Samantha rolled her eyes at her husband's comment. "So why haven't you given me any in more than a week? Do I no longer do it for you, Matt?"
"You still get me hard up, when I've got the energy," he replied. He sat up and looked hard at her. "I just wish I had the energy to keep up with you." With that, Matthew stood up, shut off the television, and told her, "I'm going to bed. If you want some of this dick, why don't you come show me how much?" He gave his crotch a grab and grinned at her as he passed. Despite her vocal enthusiasm, Samantha wasn't actually wanting to get screwed by her husband. Matthew had begun to grow fatter with his age, his hair was thinning and going gray, and as he was five years older than herself, he was really beginning to show his age. Despite all of that, however, Matthew was an enthusiastic lover, and never failed to make her cum. He enjoyed eating her out, and she sure as hell enjoyed it as well. Matthew was by far the most gifted and talented of any of her more recent lovers in that capacity. Sometimes, he'd go for hours, just lapping away at her slot until she'd have to beg him to stop and fuck her.
A few minutes later, Samantha joined Matthew in their bedroom and saw that he was already lying in the bed in only his boxers. She secured the door and stripped out of her clothes, shutting out the light before joining him.
An hour later, Matthew had returned to the living room to watch television while Samantha had showered and returned to bed. A part of her desperately wanted to slip into her step-son's room, to give him the chance to finish her off from where his father had left her, but she hadn't got to that point yet. The thrill was there, however, and one day soon she would fuck Martin while Matthew was in the house. Just not yet.
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Rebecca's Tales, Part 4
The grocers were fairly busy for that time of day, Rebecca thought. It wasn't the end of the week, when people got paid either at work or from the government. Nor was a storm on its way, which always sent people out in search of milk, bread, and eggs. It was a normal mid-week afternoon. Wednesday; four-forty-five p.m. Still, the parking lot had been nearly full of cars, and of the six check-out lanes, all had at least two or three carts lined up.
Pushing the shopping cart up one aisle and down another, and picking out food items to restock the pantry and cabinets, Rebecca wondered why she was buying so much, given that she would be the only one at home for the next three weeks. Ron had been picked to spend a training rotation at Ft. Irwin, California, where the military was testing out a few of the newest gadgets that he and his team had been working on over the past several months. He wasn't due back until the first weekend of November, and that in a nut-shell was all Rebecca knew about what her husband did out at the Gen. Bradley Research Center.
Carl was also away from Regal Bay, attending a month working alongside other young radiology students at Portland General Hospital. He, too, wouldn't be back home until November. Rebecca was proud of her son, who was following her path into the medical technology fields, and not into her husband's military field. Her two daughters, Audrey and Heidi, were busy with their own lives, and Rebecca seldom saw either, unless she was being asked to baby sit Audrey's son. As it was, Rebecca was kind of looking forward to some time alone in her own home. She had even taken a few days' vacation, taking the rest of that week off, to enjoy some much-needed rest and relaxation. She was on-call at the hospital delivery ward starting Saturday morning, so a little time to unwind was always welcome.
With her cart about two-thirds full, Rebecca headed for the crowded check-out lanes. Standing in line, leaning casually on the handle of her shopping cart, Rebecca swiped through her new smart phone screens, getting familiar with all of the apps and features. She'd just picked it up at the Apple store in the mall that morning and was now taking the time to really explore it, not that she was going anywhere any time soon. Rebecca had nothing in particular to do the rest of the afternoon, so she didn't mind standing in line, even if the old lady at the front was trying to pay with a written check, and the high school aged casher hadn't a clue as to how to process it.
Even though Rebecca had taken the day off, she had still dressed in her pale blue work scrubs. She just felt so much more comfortable wearing the light-weight clothing, she reasoned. It wasn't particularly chilly for the middle of October, though the morning had started out a bit windy, but the day had warmed as it went on and Rebecca had shed her jacket before coming inside. Her large, prominent breasts were hidden beneath the loose-fitting fabric of the scrub top, but it didn't stop the men in the store from casting her a second glance. Even at 48, Rebecca was proud to still be able to turn heads, even if those how regularly paid her any attention were not men she had a particular taste for. As she grew older, she realized her eye went more and more to those men younger than her. Much younger. Carl's age younger, in fact.
Finally through check-out, Rebecca headed out into the parking lot. The sun was bright and reasonably warm on her face as she pushed the cart towards her parked SUV. The cold-steel gray GMC Terrain sparkled from the drive-thru wash she'd given it on her way to the store. It was only a month old, having traded in her older, gas-guzzling Yukon for the more fuel-efficient compact SUV. As she neared, she used the remote to pop the lift-gate.
"Hey, Mrs. Thomas!" a young man's voice called to her, and she had to shield her eyes against the late afternoon sun to see who it was.
"Oh. Hi, Patrick," she replied when she finally was able to make the young man's features out. He jogged up, wearing a tight-fitting t-shirt with the RBU logo on the chest. He also wore loose fitting grey trousers and hiking boots. "What are you doing here? Shouldn't you be in class?" Patrick O'Hara, she remembered, was a friend of her son's and had taken some of the same classes as Carl the previous year. She didn't think Patrick was working towards a career in medicine, though.
"I'm not taking any classes this semester," Patrick told her. "I'm working out at the golf club right now."
"Oh, okay," Rebecca replied. "How is your mother doing?" she asked. Rebecca knew Maggie O'Hara through her daughter, as Maggie's youngest child and Audrey's son went to the same pre-school. Rebecca had often talked with Maggie O'Hara while waiting to pick up Jasper for her daughter.
"She's okay, I guess," he shrugged. "She's got me running errands for her this afternoon, before I head home."
"I hadn't seen her in a while. Be sure to tell her I said hello, won't you?"
Patrick grinned and nodded. "I will." Rebecca couldn't help but notice his eyes had spent nearly the entire conversation on her chest. Not that she minded. Patrick was a handsome young man, well within her wheel-house. In turn, she made sure to give his crotch a healthy glance as well.
"Hey, maybe I'll stop by and see Carl later this evening. He's still living at home, isn't he?" Patrick asked.
"I'm sorry, but Carl's up in Portland for the month," she explained. "He's getting some internship time in at Portland General."
"Oh, that's right. Carl's going into medicine." Patrick again nodded, and again his eyes seemed to stay riveted to her chest.
After an awkward pause, Rebecca said, "Well, I've got to get going, get these groceries put away."
"Yeah, okay, I'll see you, Mrs. Thomas," Patrick nodded again, grinning as he did. Rebecca wondered what was going through his mind in that moment, and could probably have guessed.
Rebecca told him, "Don't be stranger, Patrick. Stop by anytime. It'd be nice to catch up." She had no idea why she had said that.
"I might do that," he replied as he turned to head inside. "I'll see you, Mrs. Thomas."
Rebecca paused long enough to get a good eye-full of Patrick's ass as he broke into a slow jog on his way. She had the distinct impression that Patrick was wanting to say something to her, maybe ask her something more personal than how her son was doing. She shrugged it off to her imagination, since she'd never know Patrick to have an eye for her or any older women. She barely knew the boy as it was, his only hanging out with Carl a few times over the years. Besides, not every young man in Regal Bay had the hots for the older, matronly women, did they?
During her drive home, Rebecca began to think about how she'd expanded her sex life in the last few years. Since she and Carl had crossed the line during a heated summer afternoon encounter on the back porch of her home, she'd come to realize that she enjoyed a life that was spiced with the occasional sin. She'd also learned that she wasn't the only middle-aged mother in Regal Bay with such a taste for much younger men. That was how she had been introduced to Luke Vaughn after all. And he'd all but told her that he had been not only sleeping with his own mother, but with several other women her own age. Luke boasted that he was not only one of Regal Bay's gigolos, but the cities most active.
For her part, Rebecca was well aware of the fact that her husband had a mistress. They had never discussed the matter, but she wasn't a fool. Neither was Ron. It wasn't long after she and Carl had begun their mother-son affair that Ron had begun to act different. Rebecca sensed that he knew that she had been sleeping with another man when he was away. Ron never asked about it, but Rebecca knew. And it wasn't long after that she began to suspect him of the very same thing. She hadn't stopped loving him, and as far as she knew Ron still loved her for that matter. They had just grown to the point where, as long as it didn't affect the household, and it was never brought up, then it was okay with the both of them. Better still, their own love-making hadn't suffered. They still made love as often as they had for years, and with as much passion and zeal as ever. The addition of having her son as an occasional sinful side-dish, along with a once or twice a month visit to Luke's apartment, only added a bit of spice to Rebecca's otherwise mundane life.
The drive home took her a little over fifteen minutes, given the evening traffic, and as Rebecca pulled into the garage and shut off the SUV, she realized that she'd been thinking about Patrick for much of the drive home. She moved the groceries to the kitchen, and then put them away. All the while, she had Patrick on her mind, and she couldn't get him out of it. "Maybe I should change, go for a little walk. Maybe even jog a little." She had all but talked herself into it by the time she made it to her upstairs bedroom. She opened the curtains to the windows overlooking the backyard. The shadows were beginning to stretch across the yard. She looked down and saw the porch, and the very spot where Carl had taken advantage of her, years ago. "Jeezus, I need to get laid!"
With that thought in mind, Rebecca stripped and took a hot shower. After, she dressed in her exercise clothes, grabbed her gym bag, and headed out. It was already getting dark outside when she parked outside the Royal Treatment Spa & Gym, and it was pretty busy inside when she stepped up to the counter to sign in. The clanging and banging of workout machines and free weights were accompanied by the grunts or panting the patrons. From behind the counter, Samantha Kidd greeted her warmly. "I haven't seen you in here for a while, Rebecca," the tall, beautiful, and athletically fit attendant said. "It's good to see you again."
Rebecca both liked and hated Samantha. She liked her because Samantha was always friendly and very supportive in her efforts to get just a bit more in shape. She hated her because Samantha was just a few years younger than her, and looked twenty.
"I've had a busy schedule of late," Rebecca explained. "I've not had much free time in the evenings as I've liked."
Samantha smiled warmly and said, "Have a good work-out!" as Rebecca headed for the locker room to put her bag away. With her i-pod strapped to her upper arm and the ear-buds in place, Rebecca found a free strider and proceeded to work up a sweat.
After a quick shower following her work-out, Rebecca headed home. It was already full dark and yet it was not even seven p.m. as she pulled into the neighborhood. To her surprise, there was a car parked out front of her home, and as she pulled up the driveway she recognize Patrick O'Hara as he climbed out. Pulling her Terrain into garage, she left the door up and met him just inside.
"I hadn't been expecting to see you so soon," she told him. "I thought I told you that Carl was away."
Patrick, his hands shoved deep into his denim jacket pockets, replied with a nod. "You did. I just thought I could stop by. Maybe talk for a while."
Rebecca was puzzled. "What about? I don't really know what I could help you with, Patrick."
Again, the young man shrugged his shoulders. He looked very uncertain of himself, she thought. Still, she was intrigued by his possible motives. "Why don't we go inside, then? Get out of this chill."
As she led the way, she told him over her shoulder, "I just got back from the gym, so you'll have to excuse my appearance."
"It's okay," Patrick said. "You look nice like that."
"Thank you," she grinned back at him. She led him on into the kitchen, where she put her water bottle in the sink and dropped her gym bag near the laundry room door. Suddenly, she was pulled by the arm into and embrace by Patrick, who planted his mouth to hers and kissed her very deeply and firmly.
"Patrick!" she managed to gasp after pushing him away. "What the hell are you thinking?"
Patrick let her go and quickly replied, "Carl told me that you and he had a thing going. I thought maybe, you and I could too."
"Jeezus! Why would he ever tell you such a thing?" Rebecca gasped. "What has he told you about me? About us?"
Patrick sat down at the kitchen table and explained. "Carl and I have something in common. I think you might know what that is. I like older woman, just like he does. Especially moms. MILFs we call them. You now. "Mothers I'd Like to Fuck"."
"Yes, I know what a MILF is," she replied. "Carl introduced that term to me some time ago."
"He said that you and he have been having sex since he was in high school," Patrick revealed.
Rebecca was stunned that anyone knew about her and her son. More, she was upset that Carl had told Patrick about their affair. How many others had he bragged about nailing his old mother? And what about Patrick? She sat down across from him and asked, "Why do you bring this up? You said you and Carl have something in common. What is it?"
Patrick again shrugged. "A few months ago, I started sleeping with my own mother, is what."
Rebecca was stunned. She never imagined Maggie sleeping with her own son. And yet here was Patrick admitting it, almost bragging about. And to what end, she wondered.
"Why are you here, Patrick?" she asked. "Do you think that I might be willing to sleep with you? Just because I've been intimate with Carl, is that it? And you and your mother are doing the same, so why not try and nail me as well? Is that what you're thinking?" Rebecca was becoming increasingly upset, even mad, about this entire conversation and the revelations.
"I don't really know what I was expecting, to be honest," Patrick answered. "After running into you at the grocery, and talking to you, I couldn't get you out of my mind the rest of the day. I don't know, maybe I started running a fantasy or something in my head, that maybe you might go for it, with Carl being away, and I guess your husband's out of town, too. I thought maybe you and I could get together, maybe get to know each other a little. Hell, I don't know. I really don't know you any way. I don't know what I was thinking, coming here like this."
Patrick suddenly jumped up and headed for the door to the garage. "I'm sorry, Mrs. Thomas. I was out of line. I'll get out of here."
Surprising herself, Rebecca called out, "No, Patrick. Don't go." He was already into the garage but stopped and looked back. "It's okay. I think I understand what's going on. Come on back in and we'll talk some more, okay?" Patrick showed obvious reluctance, and yet returned to sit with her. She retrieved a couple of sodas from the refrigerator, and after a few quiet moments, she asked, "Just out of interest, what did you have in mind when you decided to stop by tonight?"
Patrick looked uncomfortable. Obviously, he had no idea where to start. "I really don't know, I guess. I've never been in a situation like this."
Rebecca was curious. "If you've never tried to seduce an older woman, then who did you manage to seduce your mother?" She was still not fully believing his story of being like her son. She knew it wasn't rare in Regal Bay, but those she knew about were ladies she'd been introduced to thought others. A kind of secret support group of incestuous women. Rebecca had been introduced to the group through Dr. Cynthia Price, whom she had met on campus some years back. As far as she was aware, Maggie O'Hara wasn't known to others in the group as a like-minded woman.
Patrick took a few moments, obviously debating whether or not to go into detail. Finally, he explained, "It really wasn't that way. I didn't seduce mom, really. It was more like she seduced me, or took advantage of me."
"So, your mother was the one to bring it up?" Rebecca was surprised.
Patrick shook his head. "Not really. I guess it all started because she found some of the stuff on my computer that I'd been looking at and reading." He paused before adding, "And, a couple of times, I took video of me having sex with a couple of women. She found it."
"I still don't understand how this would lead to you and her getting together," Rebecca said.
Again, Patrick hesitated. "It probably had something to do with calling Heather "Mom" a few times when I was fucking her. Mom heard it, when she watched the video."
"Hang on," Rebecca interrupted. "Have you been with Heather McCoy? Is that the Heather you're talking about?"
Patrick nodded. "You know her?"
"Heather's one of my best friends," Rebecca admitted. She was well aware that Heather had a small group of young men in town that she enjoyed, but she'd never said anything about Patrick being one of them. She gave Patrick a lingering look, seeing a lot of innocence in his face, but also a lot of masculinity. She could understand how Heather would desire him. She was beginning to desire him as well.
"So, how did you and your mother get started?" she asked again. She wanted to hear the story, now more than ever, as she was beginning to feel a tingle deep in her belly.
"It wasn't all that romantic, if that's what you're thinking," he laughed slightly. "She was pretty pissed off, first about the stuff I'd saved on the computer, and then about finding out about some of the women I'd been with. I had a lot of incest stories downloaded, too, and I think she read a few. Maybe that's what gave her the idea that I wanted to sleep with her. I don't really know. It's just that one minute we were arguing and the next she had me on my knees between hers. And she had no underwear on."
Rebecca gasped. "So, you're telling me that the first time you saw your mom naked was when she pushed your face into her pussy?"
Patrick shrugged in response. "Not the first time. I guess I used to spy on her a little, too. You know. Sneak peaks in the bathroom or open her bedroom door a little when she was dressing. That sort of thing."
"Yes, I know what you're talking about. Carl was just like that, even though he didn't know that I knew he was spying on me." Rebecca added, "I spied on him sometimes, too."
Patrick grinned. "I don't think my mom ever spied on me. She wasn't like that, not until she found out about me. She changed, just like that. One day she was a bitch for a mom, and the next she and I were sneaking off to the bedroom when the kids were watching TV or taking a bath, or in bed for the night."
"Are you and her sleeping together regularly, then," she asked.
Patrick nodded. "Just about every night, these days."
Rebecca shook her head. She couldn't imagine such a thing with Carl. It just wasn't right, not over a long term. "I don't get why you're here then, Patrick. If you're having as much sex with your mother, then why come looking for more with me?"
"I don't know. I guess it's starting to run its course, you know? We still sleep together, but we don't always have sex. And sometimes it's not even fun, you know. The excitement's gone out of it for me at least. And I think mom's beginning to get over it, too." Patrick finished off his soda and put the empty on the table. "Actually, I think mom wants me to find her a new boyfriend, though she hasn't said as much. Not right out."
Rebecca then replied, "Maybe I need to give your mother a call. If she's really up to stepping out, I could introduce her to a few ladies who would embrace having her as part of our group. However, you might be surprised at who some of those ladies are."
"You're talking about the Regal Bay Matrons Club, aren't you?" Patrick asked.
Rebecca was stunned that he knew about the group. "Yes, I am. How do you know about it?"
"David Price is a friend, and his mom..."
Rebecca waved him off. "Say no more! I know Cynthia Price well." They sat in silence for a few moments, and then Rebecca asked, "You came over tonight with the hopes that I'd be willing to sleep with you, is that it in a nutshell?"



Patrick nodded. "Yes, ma'am."
"Has Carl and your mother...?" she asked.
He shook his head. "No, ma'am. I think I'm the only one she's been with, at least in the last year or so."
Rebecca took a deep breath. "You understand, I'm pretty reluctant to add another layer to my already complicated world. I love my husband, and I love my son. I don't want them to find out about my secret lifestyle from others who can't keep their mouths shut or bragging about it. You've told me that your mother found videos of you and other women on your computer. Whether they were taken with full disclosure or not, that sort of thing is wrong and I won't stand for it at all. If we do this, you and I, Patrick, then it will be fully and completely between us, and no others. I don't even want you to tell your mother about it. Let me break it to her when I talk to here about the Matrons Club. If you can agree to these stipulations, young man, then maybe you and I can get to know each other a little better."
Patrick's eyes lit up and his mouth broke into a wide grin once he fully understood her words, and the offer at hand. "Yes, ma'am! I have no problem with any of that!"
"Hold up!" she laughed. "You're sounding way too eager there. Slow down, before you bust a nut in your jeans!" As she said this, she stood and went around to his side of the table. She took his hand in hers and he stood to face her. Patrick was a tall young man, and stood nearly a full head higher than she did. Rebecca looked up into his face. Nothing else was said.
Rebecca wrapped her arms over his shoulders and as his hands went to her sides, their mouths met. She kissed him more than he kissed her back, she thought. Nevertheless, she enjoyed it, and as it continued, she felt his hands begin to pull her t-shirt upward. The touch of his warm hands on her naked flesh sent chills up her spine. Rebecca could feel her desires rapidly growing. This evening had taken an unexpected turn.
Patrick stepped back and tossed away his jacket. Beneath he had worn a gray long-sleeve t-shirt. This Rebecca took hold of and pulled up and off of him. Patrick's chest had a sparse covering of light-brown hair that did little to hide his tiny pink nipples. These Rebecca ran he fingers across as she took in his naked upper torso. As she did, Patrick responded by pulling her t-shirt up and off. Beneath she had worm a red sports bra to encase her large breasts in a firm grip. She leaned forward to kiss lightly across his collar bones as Patrick's hands ran across the mounds of her encased breasts. His breathing was beginning to grow more rapid, as was hers, as their excitement built.
Rebecca took the lead then and attacked the front of his jeans. In seconds, Rebecca had Patrick's jeans unfastened and she rammed her hands down the back to cup his ass cheeks. He sighed and gave her tits firm squeezes. When she pushed her hands downward further, his jeans dropped, along with his underwear. Rebecca slipped to her knees before him in the middle of her kitchen and came face to face with Patrick's long, throbbing cock. With her eyes glued to its knob, she reached up and began to stroke the shaft. This caused Patrick to groan louder. A young man of few words, she grinned, just before she looked up, flashed him a warm smile, and then licked across the tip.
"Oooohhh, man!" Patrick moaned as Rebecca began to lick around and across his dick's head, while slowly stroking his shaft. He'd never imagined that this could happen. He had fantasies, of course, but he'd never thought she'd go for it. Hell, he thought Carl had been bullshitting him all along. Maybe not, now that his mom was on her knees with his cock in her mouth, he realized.
"You like that?" Rebecca asked a minute later, after giving him just a few teasing slurps. She saw him nod, and wrapped her lips around the crown once again. She held him there while flicking her tongue across the tip quickly. When he shivered, she tasted his salty pre-cum on her tongue. He was so excited, she realized, that he very well might have a hair-trigger. As much as she wouldn't mind a mouthful of hot semen, she wanted to enjoy Patrick a while longer.
Standing up, Rebecca turned her back to Patrick. He took the bait and quickly tugged her sports bra up and off, freeing up her heavy breasts. From behind, he reached around and took each in hand and lifted their weight. "Nice," Rebecca sighed, leaning back against him as he massaged her breasts. It always felt good to release them, and often she would give this very same pleasure to herself in the evening. She closed her eyes and enjoyed the attention Patrick gave her, all the while feeing his insistent and eager cock pressed against the top of her buttocks through the sweat pants she still wore.
As Patrick continued to enjoy her breasts, Rebecca untied her sweats and pushed them down. After stepping out of them, she took Patrick's hands in hers and she guided them down to hook into her panties. He took over and slipped to his knees behind her while removing them for her. He kissed each of her butt cheeks before coming back up, leaving a few along her spine as he stood. His hands returned to her tits and again began to enjoy their weight while his mouth went to her neck.
"I like that," she admitted as Patrick kissed her. She again took hold of one of his hands and leaving the other to continue working her tit, she pushed his hand down across her belly swell and to her pubic mound. He cupped her pussy then and at the same time, Patrick placed his free hand on her upper back. When he gave her a gentle push, Rebecca leaned forward and planted her elbows on the edge of the table.
"Go ahead," she told him. "Stick your cock inside."
Patrick didn't need to be told a second time. He took hold of his cock and gave it a tug as he lined up with her slit. She was already very damp, he discovered when his knob came into contact with her pussy. She was very warm and very wet, and obviously very eager. He pushed forward and easily slipped fully into her vaginal embrace.
"Oooohhh, yeessss!" Rebecca sighed. "That feels so nice." She rolled her hips as Patrick pushed all of the way into her, and then began to rock back. His cock slipped fully out of her and then back in. She felt his balls bang against her clit and she reached between her thighs to rake her finger nails across them,
Patrick's hands took firm hold of her hips as he began to pick up his thrusting. She could feel him trembling, such was his excitement of having achieved his fantasy. Rebecca again was worried that he'd cum entirely too soon. She wanted to enjoy the encounter as well and worked to relax her vaginal grip, in contrast to what she usually enjoyed.
Rebecca enjoyed being taken from behind, especially in places like her kitchen. The last time she'd been fucked in the kitchen, she recalled, was by her husband. Ron had pulled her away from the sink, where she'd been doing dishes, and pounded one out in this very position, across the very table Patrick was taking her. That evening Ron hadn't been aware that he was adding his own thick load to that of his son's, which had been deposited an hour earlier in the down stairs bathroom. That had been one very enjoyable night for Rebecca, the first time she'd been fucked by both her son and husband in the same night. As yet, she'd never been taken by a third different man in the same evening, but it was now looking better, with Patrick now joining her short list of studs at hand.
Rebecca suddenly realized that Patrick's thrusts were beginning to get spastic, and she told him, "Pull out, Patrick. Let's try something different."
Patrick had a look of disappointment flash across his face but he obeyed her wishes and stepped back. His cock was glistening with her juices as it throbbed wildly at his crotch. Rebecca had guessed correctly that he was on the razor's edge, but he had managed not to let loose just yet. Rebecca smiled for him warmly, almost motherly, and guided him to sit. Patrick was huffing for breath with his eyes following her every move. Instead of immediately re-engaging with him, Rebecca went to the refrigerator and retrieved a fresh pair of sodas. She popped the tops on the Pepsis and handed him one. She took a deep gulp from her can and even as he was drinking from his, she straddled his thighs and lowered herself into his lap, facing him.
Hovering just above his rigid cock, Rebecca gave her lips a seductive lick for him and then said, "Get things lined up for me." Patrick set his soda can on the table and quickly took hold of his shaft. He dipped her hips and felt his knob slide along her slit. It pressed against her entry, and she dropped.
"Oooohhh, yeessss!" they echoed as their bodies again joined. Rebecca's ass settled onto his thighs, and Patrick's hands went to it to dig into the fleshy globes as she began to slowly rise and fall. "You've got a wonderful cock, Patrick," she huffed. "It fits so well inside me." She leaned in and kissed him, and then lifted her right nipple to his mouth. "Suck on these while I work your cock with my fat pussy."
Patrick obeyed eagerly, and devoured each tit in turn while enjoying the up and down motion of Rebecca in his lap. Her pussy drooled juices as her grip worked his shaft over. His mother was much tighter, even after all of the sex they'd been having, but Rebecca knew how to use her inner muscles. It felt like fingers around his shaft as her pussy rode up and down. He had been close before, but after the short break Patrick was in control and ready to enjoy this fine MILF and all of her talents. His confidence grew with every passing, passionate minute, and after nearly ten minutes of her riding his dick in the chair, Patrick wanted to change it up again.
"Hang on," he warned before he took hold of her around the waist and stood up.
"Woah!" Rebecca gasped as she was suddenly hanging on Patrick. She wrapped her arms around his neck as he stood, and felt his dick push high into her as she settled onto it.
Rebecca wasn't a light woman, about the same weight as his mother he noted as he took her full weight in his arms. A lot of Rebecca's weight was on his cock as he turned and lowered his friend's mother to the cold linoleum floor of her kitchen. His cock never left her warm embrace as he settled atop her in the classic missionary position.
"Well, that was fun," she giggled. Her eyes met his and he saw that she had a dreamy look in them. Her mouth was open slightly and he pressed his lips to hers. They kissed deeply as he resumed fucking her with slow, romantic thrusts. Her legs came up and wrapped around his hips, and her hands went to his ass to dig in, holding him in place as they made love.
"Oh, Patrick! Ohhh, oooohhh!" Rebecca panted lightly into his ear. "You're a wonderful lover, Patrick. Ooohh, yesss!" Rebecca felt her orgasm, not one of her most explosive but a wonderful feeling nonetheless, begin to roll through her. Patrick responded with deeper, harder thrusts. Something his mother enjoyed no doubt, she imagined. "Quicker, and not so deep," she whispered. When Patrick had adjusted, she purred, "Yeessss, just like that! That's how I like it when I'm cumming. Just like that!"
Rebecca trembled through her orgasm beneath him, while Patrick maintained the rhythm she had asked for. Her cunt had coated his dick with thick cream that provided plenty of lubrication. He slid in and out of her with ease, and Patrick imagined that she enjoyed enough dick around her house that her pussy was ready twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week for getting used. He hoped to be a part of that rotation, now that she'd willing given in to him.
Rebecca had relaxed beneath him, her orgasm completed, and Patrick leaned back until he was kneeling between her thighs, his cock still working in and out of her smoothly, though shallower. He took hold of her legs at the ankles and lifted them to his chest. Her pussy tightened a little and he returned to his favored deep, slow thrusts. Her eyes opened and found his, and as they continued to fuck on the, little was said. Both were lost in their own thoughts. Although Patrick wanted to know what she was thinking, he refrained from asking. It was his turn to cum, and that was all he cared about then.
Rebecca knew from his facial expression that Patrick was pleased with himself for getting her off, and now wanted to reciprocate with a load of his own. She didn't mind, as she'd learned years ago from her son that for a young man it was all about the climax.
"Give it to me," she told him after a few more minutes of thrusting. "Cum for me, Patrick. Put your cum inside me."
"Are you sure?" he gasped, obviously trying to hold back. "You want me to cum inside?"
Rebecca wagged her ass more and looked back at him. "It's okay. I'm well past getting knocked up, and I want nothing more than to feel your hot cum in my pussy."
Patrick grinned. "I can't believe this!" he gasped as he picked up his pace. Oh, fuck! Yes! I'm going to cum," and began to rapidly pound her with deep thrusts once again. This time, she didn't warn him off. Instead, she worked her pussy muscles, milking him even as she felt his thrusting turn to spasms. His cock pulsed wildly inside her and his head rolled back, his mouth open wide. "Aaauuugghhh!" he roared a moment later, and Rebecca felt her lover's hot seed flow into her. Her belly warmed and she stroked her hands across her belly, imagining the white-hot semen painting her cervix. As a life-long nurse, she never failed to see the clinical representation of love-making in these moments. It was strange, she knew, and yet she'd learned that this was one way for her to resist the emotional trap her affairs might hold.
With the last of his seed deposited, Patrick eased out of her and slipped to the side. Rebecca let her legs drop to the floor and she rolled to her side to look at her newest lover. "Are you okay?" she asked a moment later.
"Yeah," Patrick nodded. He grinned. "I liked that. I like cumming inside a woman. It feels much better than dumping into a condom."
"Does your mother make you wear one?" she asked.
Patrick shook his head. "No. Never. Just some of the girls, you know, my age. They're all worried about getting knocked up."
"I guess your mother's not, then?"
"I guess not. I think she's on the pill or something." Patrick looked at her then, and told her, "I really like this. You know, spontaneous sex."
"I did, too." Rebecca moved to him and he leaned in to kiss her. "I wouldn't mind doing this on a regular basis," she admitted. "Maybe not on the kitchen floor all of the time," she added with a laugh. She sat up and reached for her t-shirt. Pulling it on to cover her breasts, Rebecca asked, "Can we keep this between us, just the two of us, for now?" Patrick nodded. "I don't mind your mother knowing about us, but let me break it to her. She'd see it differently if you told her. Maybe as you cheating on her. I have an idea that she'd go for sharing you with me, and others, if she knew that she was just as welcome to some of our other lovers."
"You think Carl would want to sleep with my mom, if he knew?" Patrick asked.
"Do you mind?"
Patrick thought about it for a moment. "I guess not. It'd be no different, really. I guess he's sharing you with me now, right? So why can't I share my mom with him?"
Rebecca stood up and went to the sink. "It really isn't like that, honey," she told him. "It's not so much sharing as it is we enjoy an open lifestyle, where everyone is free to do what they want with who they want. There's no sharing, as that would imply that there is a possessive quality involved. My son doesn't possess me, nor I him." She returned with a washcloth and handed it to him. "You don't possess your mother, as she doesn't possess you. Open honesty is required in this group, though only with others in the group. Many have lives and loved-ones that they don't want affected by their pleasures. Not every woman in the group are sleeping with their children, nor are all of the young men screwing their own mothers. It will be a balancing act for both you and your mother, should she decide to join the group."
"Cynthia asked me what I would think about my mom joining," Patrick admitted. "I didn't want to say anything. I told her that I didn't want my mom having sex with lot of other guys. I guess I'm worried about my little brother and sister, you know."
Rebecca found herself agreeing with him. "I'll give your mother a call later this week. Maybe we'll have coffee, and I'll sound her out. I won't say anything about this," she added.
"I'd appreciate it. I don't need the grief at home, not right now."
"Let me worry about your mom. Until then, I've got the rest of the week off if you'd like to stop by again." Rebecca caught his glance and gave him as seductive a grin as she could. He replied with one of his own a moment later.
Ten minutes later, after sending Patrick on his way with a deep, passionate kiss, Rebecca retrieved her cell phone and punched up a familiar number. "Cynthia? Rebecca Thomas. Do you have time to talk?"
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Elena's Tales – Part 4
It had taken all summer, and well into autumn, with several visits to the stylist, but Elena had finally achieved the look she had been wanting. Standing in front of the faculty bathroom mirror, she admired her reflection as she ran the brush through her strawberry-blonde waves.
"So much better than jet-black," she sighed. That experiment, though done at the suggestion of a young lover, hadn't gone over well with Elena's friends or family. The big Scandinavian woman just didn't look good in black hair, no matter how she had styled it. And bleaching it out wasn't much of a help, either. In the nine weeks of visits to Paisley Park, she had gone through the progression, her hair getting lighter with each visit as well as each bit of growth. She had thought about going to an auburn shade, or maybe a red, as suggested by another of her occasional lovers, but decided against it. Still, she didn't want to go with her original blonde either. And with the gray beginning to show more as she aged into her forties, okay, she was past forty-five now, she settled on the strawberry-blonde look.
Putting her hairbrush away, Elena retrieved a tube of lip stick from her purse. She carefully reapplied the deep red to her lips. In the mirror's reflection, she saw a pair of hands come around her torso and grab hold of her heavy breasts through the material of her top.
"That was fucking wonderful," sighed the woman now standing behind her. Elena felt the weight of the other woman press against her back, the pair of soft breasts crushing into her from behind.
"I had hoped you'd like that," Elena responded. With her lips completed, she turned around to face her fellow faculty member. Glenda Van Winkle closed the gap once again and draping her arms over Elena's shoulders, pulled their lips together. Both women enjoyed the lingering kiss. Though Elena was much taller than Glenda at 6'1", leaning back against the bathroom counter with her legs partially spread brought her down to Glenda's 5'8".
"I'm glad you're going to working on campus full-time now," Glenda admitted. "That way I'll get to enjoy more of you like this."
"You have a kinky streak in you, don't you?" Elena stated more than asked, something she herself had. Having sex in public places was indeed one of Elena's greatest thrills, since she first started enjoying younger women after moving to Regal Bay.
"I never knew such pleasures until you showed me what I'd been missing, lover!" Glenda replied. Again they kissed. Glenda purred, "Your breath smells like my pussy," between kisses. "And your tongue tastes like it, too. Not that I mind."
Glenda and Elena had been occasional lovers for several years. In fact, Glenda was far and away Elena's longest relationship since her divorce. Glenda Van Winkle, daughter of Gloria and the late Hugo Van Winkle, was 41 now, just 3 years younger than Elena. Glenda was also married. Her wife, Sandra, was much younger than either of them at only 30, and very much a contrast to Glenda. Sandra was a tiny woman, plain in appearance and shy in company. Glenda had often bragged about how great Sandra was in bed, often turning into a wildcat, she always said. In her marital relationship, Glenda was the dominant to Sandra, taking the masculine role. With Elena, however, Glenda had always willing submitted to the older woman's desires and direction. Elena had never had the pleasure of sampling Sandra, and yet certainly hoped to in the near future.
"You'd better get going," Elena said between kisses. They were both beginning to lose control, and very well might never leave the bathroom. "Don't you have a three-thirty lecture?"
Glenda removed her hand from the front of Elena's crotch where it had slipped to rest, sighed and stepped back. "You take all the fun out of it, you know?"
"I thought we just had twenty minutes of fun in that stall," Elena laughed.
"Well, next time I want to be on the floor, between your knees, with a dildo in my hand!" Glenda responded. "God! My cunt is still vibrating!"
"You can take care of that yourself when you get home," Elena reminded. "Or have Sandra do it for you."
"Sandra doesn't like being on the giving end when it comes to toys," Glenda admitted. "Only on the receiving end."
"I'd like to see that!" Elena laughed, even though she also meant it as an offer.
"Someday, you just might, lover," Glenda grinned. After a final kiss, Glenda grabbed up her own purse and headed out. She had just six minutes to get to the lecture hall, two buildings over. For Elena, she had already finished her work in the library for the day.
After a brief stop in her office adjacent to the main library floor, Elena headed for her blue Camry and the short drive into town. It was Friday afternoon and she needed to stop in at the main public library to check in on her new hire there; Zoya Malina. With an increase in the budgets of both the public and the school libraries, Elena was able to hire a full-time librarian at each facility where she had directed, relieving herself of much of the duties as well. She had been allowed to hire one of the university grad students, Ananya Kalita, to her former position in the high school as well. Although she still maintained some control of both the high school and the public libraries, Elena was now spending nearly all of her time on campus.
The drive home was easy and Elena was at home in her condo by six-fifteen, with a glass of wine in hand and music on the stereo. At seven, right on time, Barbara Freeman rang the doorbell. By seven-twenty, Elena had her 20-year-old guest naked and lying in bed.
Barbara was a stunning beauty, with long blonde hair and blue eyes. She was athletically lean and fit, with breasts no larger than oranges. Elena had met Barbara as a freshman student at Regal Bay University, little more than a year ago. Barbara was enrolled in the College of Liberal Arts and was on a studies path to become a librarian. This in itself was enough to draw Elena's sexual interest in the girl. Barbara's admitting that she was a lesbian shortly after their first meeting didn't hurt, either.
"How did practice go?" Elena asked as she walked naked from the bathroom into the bedroom on the third floor of her condo. Her heavy breasts swung free on her chest as she moved, hypnotizing Barbara.
"It was more just a work-out day," Barbara replied. Her voice was soft and light, with only a hint of her Arkansas accent. Elena loved listening to Barbara talk. "We put in laps, working on steady pace and turns."
Barbara was a swimmer and was on the university swim team. As such, many of her afternoon hours were taken up by training. She was also putting in a lot of time studying this semester, mostly in the early morning hours, as she worked towards an early degree in the library sciences. Barbara had a position back in her home state waiting for her, in the Little Rock Public Library system, a position she would be ready to fill at the end of the school year, no doubt.
Turning down the lights as the wall, Elena joined her young lover in the bed. Music had already been selected by Barbara, having tuned the clock radio to the university radio station for its evening line-up of smooth jazz, just one of the many interests the 20 year-old shared with her 45 year-old host.
Barbara was partially under the covers, with her firm young breasts fully exposed, as Elena rolled into bed beside her. She draped an arm across Barbara and brought their mouths together. They kissed, their passions growing slowly and yet steadily, for a full five minutes before coming up for air. While Barbara had her arms wrapped around Elena's neck, Elena had her hands on her young lover's body. She stroked the girl's cool flesh down past her hip to her mid-thigh and back up. On the second return, she caressed up to cup Barbara's left breast in her hand, giving the small orb a gentle squeeze to let her know that it was time to move on.
Their lips remained locked as Elena pushed over to lay atop Barbara's much smaller body. She brought her right knee up to part Barbara's thighs, and Barbara responded by bringing her left knee up, stroking up Elena's thigh with her own. Elena pressed her belly down against Barbara's groin and wiggled, just enough to excite the girl. Barbara giggled while stroking her hands down Elena's broad back to reach for her buttocks. She was only able to touch the very tops of the globes, but it let Elena know that she was ready to go further.
Elena broke her mouth free of Barbara's and after a moment where their eyes locked, conveying their shared passions wordlessly, Elena slipped a foot down her body, until her mouth hovered just above Barbara's right breast. Still watching Barbara's face, she saw the girl's blue eyes vanish behind the lids as she blew warm breath across the perk, pink nipple. Barbara sighed and lifted her upper torso, and Elena accepted the tiny morsel between her parted lips, greeting the nipple with a flick of her tongue.
"Oooohhh, niiiiiiice," Barbara moaned as Elena began to work her tits over, one with her mouth and the other with her hand. After a few minutes, Elena switched, and gave the twin its due attention.
Elena was a patient lover and seldom rushed an encounter, especially when she was in her own bed. They had much of the night to enjoy themselves, and she intended to enjoy herself, and everything Barbara had brought. Slowly, agonizingly so, Elena began to slide down Barbara's slim, athletic body. She paused for nearly five full minutes deep kissing the girl's naval. She could smell her fresh scent, so very near, and yet tortured herself by taking her time. Finally, Elena relented to Barbara's ever-increasing shoves against her shoulders, and she slipped fully between her young lover's wide-parted thighs.
Before her Elena found the nearly clean-shaven pubic mound and puffy outer labium, and the slim inner labium. Barbara had a tiny clitoris at the top of her slit, and this Elena gave a quick flick of her tongue.
"Oooohhh!" Barbara moaned under Elena's teasing. The fresh scent of her pussy filled Elena's head, and she slowly, but purposefully lay her mouth full onto the girl's cunt.
"Aaaahhhh!" came her young lover's groans, which redoubled when she stabbed her tongue through the damp folds and tasted Barbara's juices. He hips rose, as if she could force Elena ever deeper into her vagina, such was her need. Barbara had been looking forward to being taken by her mature lover all day, and had held off the urge to masturbate only just.
"Aaaahhhh, gggaaaawwwdddd! Please, Elena, please! I need to cummmmm!" she moaned loudly.
Elena lifted her mouth from Barbara's cunt and with a grin told her, "If that's what my beautiful mermaid wants, then who am I to deny?" To Barbara's delight, Elena returned to feasting upon her pussy, with renewed enthusiasm that had her writhing on the bed within seconds, rapidly being pushed towards the cliff that would set off her orgasm. It didn't take long for Elena's wonderful, experienced tongue to drive her over that edge. With a roar that fill her ears as well as the bedroom, Barbara climaxed.
"Aaaahhh-yyyeeeeeesssssss!" she screamed. Barbara grabbed hold of Elena's strawberry locks and pulled the older woman's face hard against her cunt. Her hips were bucking, banging her pussy against Elena's face as her cream gushed. Elena held her mouth open wide to enjoy the feel of the girl's spurts along her tongue, a cream so much sweeter than any her husband had ever shot down her throat. She lapped hungrily and quite noisily at Barbara's pussy, devouring the girl's sex until long after Barbara had stopped cumming. Eventually, Barbara collapsed and lay still on the bed, and Elena rolled out from between her legs to slide up beside her young, panting lover.
Elena turned Barbara's face to hers and they kissed. It was a brief one, and yet served to re-energize the young woman. It was her turn to give pleasure. As they kissed, she slipped her hand down between their bodies and found Elena's bulging pubic mound. Her fingers slipped through the sparse fur and found Elena's hard clit and juicy slit. Elena responded by rolling her hips and working her groin against the probing fingers.
"I want to taste you," Barbara mouthed against Elena's lips. She felt Elena's mouth pull into a smile before the older woman rolled away to lay on her back. Barbara sat up, taking in the mature librarian's full body with her eyes. She admired the massive mounds of tit-flesh Elena was gifted with, and although she had a small belly swell, it wasn't bad or a woman of her age, Barbara noted. Elena was actually quite fit.
Between Elena's long, strong legs was Barbara's destination. She had lay between those wonderful thighs many times, and had learned how to make love to another woman under Elena's tutorage. She knew Elena's pussy inside and out, every nook and cranny, and every spot that drove the older woman wild. As she took her place, belly down between Elena's ankles and looking deep into her vaginal valley, Barbara could feel her own pussy again juicing up.
As she began to delight in the flavors of her mentor, Barbara couldn't help but moan into Elena's cunt her delights. She caught the older woman's prominent clit gently between her teeth and flicked her tongue against the tip. This caused Elena to hump hard against her face while tugging at her hair. Barbara grinned and yet kept attacking Elena's clit, knowing that she could get the 45-year-old librarian to cum quickly. Barbara knew that her lover enjoyed a little anal play as well, and while still working hard on the clit, she used the pussy drool to coat a finger before pushing it through the resisting ring of Elena's anus.
"Oooohhh, that's iiiitttt!" Elena groaned, and then began to tremble on her bed as her orgasm blasted through her. She released the girl's hair and grabbed her own breasts hard, digging her fingers into the huge mounds to drive jolts of painful pleasure through her body. She was grunting and panting for breath as the young vixen between her flailing legs began to jab her finger in and out of her ass with rapid-fire thrusts that only served to push her ever higher. Barbara had moved her tongue lower and was lapping away at the cream that flooded from her gaping, pulsing hole. Her nose was pressed hard against her clit-bud, while her long finger worked her rectum over. A second, well-lubricated finger joined the first inside her relaxed rectum, stretching her sphincter wonderfully. The long, deep growl that Elena began to release was a vocalization of her climax.
"Oooohhh, aaaaaahhhhh! Aaayyyeeee!" Elena screamed as she finally hit her peak.
Barbara eventually lifted her dripping face from Elena's crotch. She was smiling from ear to ear at having given her older lover such an awesome orgasm. She had worked hard, and studied harder, to be able to get Elena off like that. For once, Barbara had given much better than she'd received.
"Get up here," Elena croaked after a few minutes of recovery. Barbara had continued to lightly kiss across her entire crotch during that time, and even as she had relaxed, Elena began to grow very sensitive in that region.
Barbara slowly crawled up to lay atop Elena. Their mouths again met, and the kiss was as long and as passionate as ever. Their breasts were smashed together, with Barbara's hard tips poking into Elena's softer, matronly mounds. The heat each radiated served only to rekindle their lust, and after only a few minutes, Elena took over once again. This time, the women feasted on each other, with Elena above her protégé, until each had cum once again, and drank of the other's cream.
When morning finally came, both Elena and Barbara were spent.
"I've got to get going," Barbara finally admitted. "I've got to be at work by eleven, and I need to go back to my place for clothes." Barbara rolled out of the bed, leaving Elena under the sheet that had eventually covered their sweaty, naked bodies. As she dressed, Elena watched, propped up on one elbow. She liked watching young women dress, especially after a long night of sinful sex.
"I wish you'd stay," Elena told her. "If only to shower."
Barbara laughed. "If I did, I'd have to call off. I know how you are, Elena." She rushed back to the bed and gave Elena a deep, loving kiss. "Besides, don't you have errands of your own to attend to?" Barbara reminded, knowing full well what Elena's errands consisted of on that Saturday.
"I love you," Barbara whispered before escaping from her lover's bedroom.
Elena had been told that by many women like Barbara, and usually it meant little more than they had had an enjoyable time. From Barbara however, Elena knew that it meant exactly that. She wished that it didn't.
***
By early Saturday afternoon the morning overcast had moved out and the sun was bright, though there was a chill in the air, reminding everyone that autumn was here, and winter was just around the corner. "For a forty-five-year-old dike, I sure get a lot of young pussy," she laughed to herself as she climbed behind the wheel of her Camry. Things hadn't always been this way for Elena, but her life in Regal Bay had taken her down a path that she had no intention of straying from, or giving up.
As she drove, Elena recognized a side street that she'd often driven down. She checked her cell phone and, figuring that she had plenty of time, she pulled her Camry through a CVS parking lot and turned around. Denise Hoyt lived on that street, she recalled, and as she hadn't seen Denise in some time, since the school year began as a matter of fact, Elena thought a visit was called for.
Elena had never been in Denise's house although she had dropped her colleague and occasional lover off several times. Parking her car at the curb, Elena made her way up the walk, past a pair of bicycles left on the lawns. She recalled Denise having twin daughters, but that was about it. On the small porch, she paused before ringing the door bell, wondering if this was a smart thing to do. After all, this was unplanned and she had no idea how her friend would react.
The door opened and a youngish blonde-haired girl greeted her. "Who are you?" she asked. In that moment, Elena heard a man's voice call from another room with, "Who is it, Britney?"
"My name is Elena," she answered the girl, Britney. "I'm a friend of your mom's. Is she here?"
"Mom!" the girl screamed suddenly. "Some lady here to see you!" With that said, Britney ran off, leaving the door standing open. Elena took a step inside and pushed the door closed, though she remained in the entry. A moment later, Denise came around a corner, a dish towel in her hands as she dried them.
"Elena! What brings you around?" Denise greeted her.
"I was in the neighborhood," she replied. "I hadn't seen you since school started,"
she added. "Just thought I'd stop in and catch up."
Elena noticed Denise looking hard at her head of strawberry-blonde hair. She reached up and pulled a handful around. "Do you like? I finally found a color I like."
"You look beautiful," Denise admired. Elena could see that she was speaking from the heart. For some time, Denise had been fighting with herself about her sexuality. Elena had opened her eyes up to the joys of lesbian love, and even though she didn't think that her young friend had experimented outside of their affair, Elena often wondered if Denise had eyes for any other women of Regal Bay, or of her students.
"Thank you," Elena said, and then stepped close to give the brunette housewife a quick kiss on the cheek. Denise looked back quickly, obviously fearful of being seen. "I've missed you," Elena added in a hushed voice.
Denise blushed a bit from hearing that said. "Who is it, Denise?" again called the male voice.



Denise looked back and called, "It's a friend of mine from the school. Elena Adamson."
"Do I know her?" came the reply. "Bring her in here, damnit."
Denise smiled. "Let me introduce you to my husband and kids," she said, and led Elena into the living room. "This is my husband, Don. He's a history teacher at North Bay Middle School."
"Nice to meet you, Don," Elena said.
"You, too," he replied, with eyes obviously taking in her voluptuous breasts.
"And you've already met Britney," Denise said with a wave to the girl who had opened the door for her. "Her sister's Haley, and probably in her room playing video games."
"What brings you by, Elena?" Dan asked.
Elena looked to Denise and answered, "Well, I haven't seen Denise since the school year started and I thought I'd stop in and catch up."
"Elena used to be the high school librarian," Denise explained.
"Along with acting as the public library director and working in the university library as well," Elena added. "The school board finally approved hiring a full-time librarian so that freed me up to concentrate on the university program. As such, I've not been able to keep up with some of those I used to spend so much time with."
"Elena and I used to eat lunch together two or three times a week," Denise added. Elena stifled a giggle when Denise seemed to pause at the "eat", though it might have only been her wicked imagination.
It took the roar of the crowd and cheers of the announcers to tear Don's eyes from Elena's Amazonian stature and back to the college football game he'd been enjoying. Elena noticed that Britney was equally enthralled with the game, a tom-boy in the making.
"Let's go into the kitchen," Denise suggested, and led Elena on through. Once beyond the sight of the living room, Elena took the opportunity to pull her friend into an embrace. She leaned down to plant her mouth full onto her much shorter and slimmer former colleague and pulled her body close and tight. When their lips parted, Denise gasped, "Oh! What are you doing?"
"I told you," Elena purred before giving Denise another kiss. "I've missed you, darling."
Denise pushed away and went to lean against the counter. "My family is right in the next room," she whispered. "I can't believe you'd do that. You know I'm still not ready for this."
Elena noticed a television set atop the counter and reached to turn it on. "Do you miss what we had?" Elena asked once the back-ground noise of a Home-Shopping Network program picked up. "I sure do."
Denise pulled a stool over and sat down, the television playing over her left shoulder. "Of course I do," she admitted. "But I think I really need to give my attention to Don and our marriage right now."
"Why? Are you two having problems?"
Denise shook her head, but Elena thought she had something she wanted to tell. "We're fine," she lied obviously. "We're going through a rough patch, maybe, but nothing that can't be fixed."
"Is he fucking around on you?" Elena asked as she also pulled up a chair. Now seated and facing her, she waited until Denise replied.
With a shrug, she said, "I don't think so, but sometimes he's late getting home. I know teaching middle school can be a pain sometimes. Sometimes Don tell me he's stopping by to visit a friend of his, George Walker, who's a paraplegic. They play cards sometimes on the weekends, Don says, but sometimes I think he's really out with some younger woman. I don't know why, just a feeling I guess." Denise stopped talking then.
Elena realized that her friend was indeed having some home issues, and again wondered if what she had playfully planned would be a smart thing to do. Still, Elena thought that maybe she could provide a thrill and distraction for her worried young friend.
Elena reached for Denise's lower legs, which were stockinged. Denise was wearing a tan corduroy skirt and mustard and red sweater that afternoon, and Elena had worn a black skirt over black stocking with a silver-gray blouse under her dark blue jacket. Denise resisted a moment, but as Elena began to massage her calves, Denise realized how good it felt and began to relax. There was nothing wrong with a friend massaging her legs, should her husband or one of her daughters come into the kitchen.
"You're very tense, Denise," Elena told her. You need to relax when you're at home." Denise relaxed back into the counter and let her eyes close, enjoying the feel of strong hands on her legs.
Elena's hands went a little higher, and before she could react, Denise felt her panties being taken hold of and pulled. "What are you doing?" she gasped, her eyes going to the kitchen entry.
"I told you, just relax," Elena whispered. Still, Denise resisted until Elena ran a finger along her slit, beneath her skirt.
"Oooooo! How's that going to relax me?" Denise argued. Still, she lifted her ass up just enough for Elena to tug her panties down her thighs. With her eyes hard on the kitchen entry, Denise allowed Elena to remove them.
"What are you doing?" Denise again asked. She was quite aware of her friend's penchant for doing things with the chance of being caught and exposed was high. This was far and away the most brazen she'd ever been, at least with Denise.
Elena again smiled, a warm, innocent smile that Denise always knew to be very unsettling. "I told you, sweetheart. I've missed you." As she said it, Elena eased Denise's thighs apart and slipped from the chair. Kneeling on the kitchen linoleum, Elena looked up and asked, "When was the last time you had an orgasm on someone's tongue, Denise?"
"Oh, my god!" Denise shook her head and breathily replied, "I don't know. When was the last time you licked me to orgasm? That was probably it."
Elena grinned and moved up between Denise's thighs. "Then maybe you're overdue, don't you think?" She took in the sight before her, of Denise's brown curls and the hint of her motherly pink slit beneath. Denise had a warm scent that Elena recognized and when she reached up to drag her thumb along the folds, Denise moaned and a little of her juices dampened her fur.
As Elena's face drew ever closer to her crotch, Denise moaned, "Oh, please don't. Please, Elena. I'm begging you." However, she could just push the older women from between her legs and leave the kitchen. Instead, she looked away from the strawberry blonde hair atop Elena's head and back to the kitchen entry. She began to pray to the gods that no one walked through.
"Oooooo!" she purred as Elena's breath began to cool her dampening slit, such was how close they were. And then she felt it. Elena's tongue flicked out and stroked across her tiny clit. "Oooohhh, noooooooooo!" she moaned, just a bit louder.
Elena pressed her mouth onto Denise's pussy when she recognized that her friend wasn't going to shove her away. The juices were tangy and she began to hungrily work through Denise's folds ever deeper, until the vaginal chute relaxed and accepted her tongue.
"Aaaahhhh!" Denise again moaned, though a bit more restrained this time. Elena looked up and saw that she'd leaned further back and had her eyes closed now, enjoying herself. The added thrill of how close her family was obviously added to the rate of flow as the thick cream dribbled onto Elena's tongue. She was already very close to cumming, Elena realized. Denise hadn't cum this quickly on her mouth since Elena had done very much the same thing in Denise's classroom between periods last year. Elena loved eating Denise's house-wife pussy out, knowing that she was the only woman around to feast upon this lovely teacher's tasty snatch.
"Uuummmm!" Elena purred into Denise's pussy, bringing on a shiver from Denise, and a fresh mouthful of cream. Denise had learned how to be very quiet while climaxing, and Elena recognized that she was indeed cumming. Denise's hand on the back of her head was the only response Denise gave her, besides the thick flood of sex-cream that coated her tongue.
Somewhere in the back of her mind, Elena heard a warning go off, and she suddenly rose from between Denise's thighs and returned to her seat in the chair. Denise gasped and pushed her skirt down a moment later, just before Don stuck his head into the kitchen.
"It's half-time," he told them. "We're going to make a run to the grocery. We need anything?"
Denise shook her head. "I don't think so," she croaked. Elena thought that her face showed an awful lot of guilt, as if she was a child caught with her hand in the cookie jar. "Is Britney going with you?" she asked in return.
"Yeah, she want's ice cream," Don replied. He stepped into the kitchen and pulled open the refrigerator. After a quick look, he closed the door and started out. "We'll just order a pizza for dinner if you don't want to cook," he said.
"That will be fine," Denise replied. Her eyes met Elena's and a moment later they heard the front door bank closed. Elena smiled slightly, and added a hint of a lip-lick that made Denise sigh heavily. "That was entirely too close!" she hissed.
"Thankfully my sixth-sense kicked in!" Elena laughed. She was always able to just keep from getting caught, usually. It didn't always work, but she'd never got turned in or into any serious trouble in her many years of sinful encounters.
Denise then noticed her panties lying just under the table. Her husband could have easily seen them. She bent over and grabbed them up. Elena started to laugh. "It's not funny!" Denise hissed. "How can I explain this?"
"You didn't have too because Don never saw them."
Denise shook her head, obviously distraught. "I can't believe you did that," she sighed.
"You enjoyed it, didn't you?" Elena asked. She leaned in and said, "Now we've got the house to ourselves, to enjoy ourselves." She pulled Denise in for a kiss, giving her young friend a taste of herself on her red lips. Denise noticed, and even gave Elena's lips a flick of her tongue. Denise had learned to enjoy the taste of pussy, even if it was her own. She wanted more.
"Don will only be gone fifteen or twenty minutes," Denise whispered. "They're just going down to the Ralph's a mile away."
"Then we'd better get to it," Elena grinned. "Want to go to your bedroom?"
"No, I want to eat you in here!" Denise insisted.
"That's my girl!" Elena laughed as she stood up. "Show me your tits, lover," Elena demanded, even as she pulled her jacket off and draped it across the chairback. Her blouse followed, leaving her in just her white bra above her skirt. Denise watched as she started to release her breasts, but Elena paused. "Hey! Pull those puppies out!" she insisted.
Denise tugged her mustard-colored top up, hooking her own bra with her fingers as she went. Her tits were smallish, b-cups, and capped with large, caramel-colored areola fell into view, and Denise lifted each in her hands as if to show Elena that she had complied with her orders. Nodding and giving her young friend a smile of satisfaction, Elena released her own breasts and tossed the bra away. Her tits were huge compared to Denise's, and weighed heavily on her large frame. They had begun to sag with age, and fell to the bottom of her ribs now.
Elena liked to tease Denise, and with her young lover's eyes locked to her breasts, she turned around to face away. Elena looked back over her shoulder and bent slightly at the waist. She hooked her skirt and shoved it down, until her white panties were the last garment she wore. "Like my big ass?" she asked as she ran her hands across the globes. After weeks out of the sun, her flesh had returned to its pale, milky white, very nearly the color of her underwear she even noticed.
"You're beautiful," Denise admitted to the only woman she'd even said that to. And she meant it. Denise often wondered if she was in love with Elena. Having not seen her librarian lover for many weeks, she had thought that she might be over her. Instead, as Elena stood nearly nude before her, and after already cumming on her tongue once that day, Denise knew that she was. Denise knew that she'd leave her husband for Elena, if asked. She also knew that Elena would never ask her to.
Denise was playing with both her tits and her pussy as Elena stripped. Smiling down at her young lover, Elena pushed her underwear down, and watched as Denise's eyes followed and her finger began to run in and out of her pussy.
"Well?" Elena asked. Denise looked up and she added, "Do as you please, dear. I'm here for you."
Denise removed her finger from her own wet slot and brought it to her mouth. She licked up the juices she'd scooped out of herself while Elena stepped closer to straddle her left thigh. When the older Amazonia woman lifted her right leg and hooked it over the chair back, Denise was presented with a full-on view of Elena's neatly trimmed pussy. The thick, heavy labia hung from the gash obscenely and glistened with the honey-dew that Denise had so often been intoxicated by. She needed no further invitation, and leaned forward to plant her mouth onto Elena's vagina.
"Oooohhh, that's my girl!" Elena purred. "That's what you've been needing, isn't it? A taste of my fat, juicy pussy!" The way Denise noisily began to slurp up her juices was answer enough.
Elena had her hands atop Denise's head and helped position her face better to hit her most sensitive pleasure points. Denise had spent a lot of time between Elena's thighs, but had still to develop her oral talents fully. Her married friend often attacked her cunt with a similar gusto many men enjoyed, obviously taking what Don had done for her as the way it should be done. Elena had tried to teach Denise that when it came to oral love between women, slower was much better. Teasingly taking your time to get to the bull's eye brought a much higher climax than just barging right in and slapping the clit with the tongue or thrusting high and deep up the chute. However, given the circumstances, Elena was willing to over-look Denise's furious tongue attack this time.
"Slower, baby! Make my pussy tingle!" Elena did advise, and Denise responded by pulling back and catching her breath. She continued to lay kisses across Elena's entire crotch, and even started to put some of what she'd been taught into play. Denise began to lightly stroke her fingers up and down Elena's inner thighs, while lightly flicking her tongue up and down the edges of the labia. She tickled Elena's clit instead of flicking at it, though she still had a hard time not sucking it hard. Elena didn't mind that, either. She did enjoy having a married woman treat her clit like the little dick it was.
As Denise sucked on her clit, she told her, "Fingers," and Denise responded as she'd been taught, by slipping a pair into Elena's vaginal canal and slowly working them in and out while twisting them. This made her cream flow and sent wonderful sparks up through her that soon had Elena trembling through a gentle orgasm.
"That's it baby! Ooooo, make Mommy cuuuummmm!" Elena stroked Denise's hair while the younger woman drank up her secretions. Her orgasm was nothing compared to what Barbara had drawn from her the night before, several times, but it had been a while for Denise. She'd get back into the swing of pussy-eating very quickly.
Once her orgasm had subsided, Elena stepped back, much to Denise's obvious sorrow. The younger house-wife's face glistened with remnants of Elena's cream beautifully, she thought, and Elena leaned down to kiss her, licking some up as she went. "I've got something for you," she whispered a moment later, and turned to retrieve her hand bag from the table. "Why don't you get down on the floor, on your hands and knees?"
Denise slipped from the chair, but remained on her knees on the cold linoleum of her kitchen floor, watching as her naked friend and lover removed something from her purse. She waited until Elena had turned back around, and then gasped, "Oh, you have got to be kidding!"
Elena had produced a brand new toy. It was a good ten inches long, maybe longer, and looked as if it had been molded straight from a bull. Elena was grinning at the sight of fearful lust that Denise's eyes had in them. She brought the caramel-brown dildo up to her face and gave the tip a teasing lick. "You like it?"
Denise nodded her head, and then shook it when she realized what Elena had in mind. "You're not going to use that now, are you?" Elena grinned wickedly and nodded in reply.
"I hope you're up to it," Elena purred, and then gave the base of the device a twist. Denise could hear the buzz from five feet away. "It vibrates, too!"
Denise could feel her pussy pulse at the idea of having that thing stuffed inside her, but she was still fearful. Her husband and daughter could be back any time, she knew. And when Elena got going, doing things to her, she often lost track of time. "We don't have time," she pleaded, but Elena was having too much fun and wasn't going to take no for an answer.
"I'll just give you a little taste," Elena informed her as the big woman moved beside her. "Bend over, on your hands," she instructed. Denise hesitated, but when Elena joined her on the floor, she relented. With her ass in the air, though still covered in her skirt, Denise felt vulnerable. She also felt the cool air in the kitchen caress her crotch, which sent a shiver through her body. When Elena reached back with the dildo and stroked its vibrating tip along her slit, she groaned loudly.
"Oooohhh, gaawwwdddd!" A moment later, with the thick vibrator poised to enter her and her pussy trembling excitedly, Denise rocked herself back, taking the thick toy into her chute. "Aaaaaaahhhhhh, shiiiiitttttt!"
"I knew you'd like it," Elena breathed into her ear.
Denise nodded, her own breathing now more of a huffing as the vibrations flooded through her. The dildo was thick; one of the thicker she'd ever enjoyed, and stretched her canal tight. She could feel an orgasm quickly building up from her deepest depths, and to bring it on, she began to rock back and forth on the kitchen floor. With Elena holding the vibrator steady with one hand, and having her lover's free hand beneath her chest massaging her hanging tits as she rocked, Denise fucked herself upon the powerful dildo with ever-increasing abandon.
"That's it, baby! I want to see you cum!" Elena huskily growled into her ear, adding a lingering lick along the rim to send another form of sensation through Denise's already trembling body.
"Mom! What are you doing?" Both Elena and Denise gasped at the sound of a young girl's voice. Denise looked up to see Haley standing in the kitchen doorway. She'd forgotten about her other daughter, who must have remained home in her room. Beside Denise, Elena was on her hands and knees, completely naked, with her massive tits hanging free for Haley to see. The vibrator was still wedged up inside her pussy, but with her hips turned away from the kitchen entry, her daughter couldn't see it filling her. Although Elena's hand remained on her left breast, her top hung down, effectively hiding her own tits from view.
"Haley! I thought you'd left with your dad and sister," she croaked, knowing it wasn't true. She felt Elena slowly ease the vibrator out of her, and she let out a slight sigh once it slipped free. She couldn't help but tremble, however. Denise could only imagine the gape of her vagina, as she shivered from the rush of cool air into her vacated cunt.
"I didn't know they had left," Haley replied. "I was playing a game and got thirsty. Can I have a soda?"
Denise slowly got to her feet, brushing her skirt back into place to hide the sight of her naked pussy, and told her daughter to go ahead and get a soda. Haley continued to look at Elena, who now sat on the floor with her feet drawn up under her butt, completely naked. Haley noticed that the older woman was smiling up at her as she retrieved a root beer from the refrigerator. "Why are you naked?" the little girl asked.



"Do you remember how I told you about self-examinations, Haley?" Denise stepped in. "How girls and women have to check themselves for lumps when they get older?"
"Yes, I think so," Haley replied. "Like when I found you humming when you were in your bed that day?"
Denise stepped between Elena and her daughter. "That's what we were doing in here. I was checking my friend, Elena, for any lumps. She did me a little while ago, first." Denise looked to Elena and smiled. Elena nodded slightly and stood up. She began to dress while Denise continued to explain away what Haley had seen going on.
"So, don't worry about telling your daddy, okay honey? You know men. They don't like hearing about all of that gobbly-goop stuff anyway." Denise walked Haley on out as Elena continued to dress. She was finished when Denise rejoined her.
"Guess that famous sixth-sense of yours didn't work that time?" Denise asked, still visibly shaken. She had been just moments from climaxing, and she'd never be able to explain that away had Haley walked in then.
Elena gave her a quick, light kiss, and replied, "It doesn't work all of the time." After another kiss they parted. A moment later, Don and Britney banged through the front door. Play-time was over, both women realized. Neither noticed that the monster vibrator was sitting in plain view on the counter until Don pointed it out.
"What's this?" he asked, picking it up. "Sharing your toys with your friend now?"
Denise gasped and snatched it out of his hand. "She was showing me a better way of washing them," Denise hesitantly answered as she turned to place it in the sink. Denise turned on the faucet, though she knew he didn't buy it, but Don didn't challenge her either. Britney hadn't seen the toy, as she was too caught up in grabbing a spoon for her carton of ice cream and rushing off to catch the start of the second half of the football game. Don gave both women a look, and then asked, much to Denise's relief, "You plan on calling in those pizza's any time soon?"
"I'll do that now, honey," she grinned. Don had kept out one of the beers he'd bought, and giving Elena a lingering look, he popped off the cap and followed his daughter out.
"He knows," Denise sighed. "Damnnit, I know he knows."
"What? That you play with toys?" Elena laughed. "I bet he wishes he could have been here to watch!"
"That's not funny. I'll have to give in to him tonight, you know." Denise shook her head. "He'll want to watch me play with myself again. And use a dildo." She nodded toward the sink. "That thing! He likes that, you know? Watching me toy myself."
"I didn't know that. Maybe you'll have to do that for me sometime."
Denise shook her head, not believing how her afternoon had turned out at all. Her pussy was still vibrating and dripping from what Elena had been doing to her, not ten minutes ago. She really needed to go masturbate. Instead, she picked up the phone and dialed the nearest Pizza Hut.
Elena's cell phone, sitting on the counter, chimed. She picked it up and checked the latest message. "Just got out of class," it read. "Will be waiting!" The addition of several emojis, hinting at what might be in store for the middle-aged librarian, was added. Elena replied with, "Can't wait. Horny 4-U!", and added her own emoji, a large set of bright red lips. As an afterthought, she added a wagging tongue as well.
"Well, I guess I'd better be going then," Elena announced. Denise looked to her and she shrugged. "I'd actually been on my way elsewhere when I stopped by. That was her." She waved her phone. She looked to the sink and with a sly grin told Denise, "Go ahead and enjoy that. I bought it for you." She stepped up to Denise and gave her a brief kiss on the mouth.
"I want to see you again," Denise whispered. "Please."
Elena smiled and kissed her. "I'll stop by the school next week. I'll take you to lunch."
"I don't want to wait that long," Denise pleaded.
Elena suddenly felt sad for Denise. "We'll see. I'll call you if I get some free time this weekend. We'll see what we can do." Again she kissed her, and then as Denise began to place her pizza order, she quietly left the kitchen. Elena paused in the living room to give Don a wave, but he was shouting at the television, right along with little Britney, so she headed on out.
Climbing into her Camry, Elena gave her phone a quick look. The text had come from Molly Manchester, a fifth year liberal arts student now working in the graduates program. Elena had met Molly a few years earlier, when the young Virginia native had transferred to Regal Bay University. It had taken some doing, but before too long Elena had finally seduced the voluptuous young Molly. She was then a library sciences student, and although she had changed her course of study, Molly and Elena had maintained contact. Their first encounter, a brief make-out session, took place in the library between the shelves on the second floor. In the biography section, she recalled. Their next, two nights later, took place in Elena's condo.
Although Molly had been Elena's on-again, off-again lover for nearly two years now, the younger woman hadn't fully committed to a life as a lesbian. She often told Elena about the latest guy, and how well his big dick filled her, or tasted, or whatever. Elena had long since given up on men after her disaster of a marriage had ended. It had been many years since she'd been bedded by a male, and as far as Elena was concerned, that act will never happen again in her lifetime. For Elena, there were just too many luscious, tasty young women out there to experience. Molly was one.
Thoughts of Molly Manchester filled her mind as Elena made her way through the late Saturday afternoon traffic near the mall and on towards the Regal Bay University campus. Molly had a Stage and Screen acting class every Saturday afternoon, Elena knew, and unless she had other plans, these late Saturdays belonged to Elena. For the late-life-lesbian librarian, a standing date with a beautiful young future starlet was a treat for the sinful soul. Even before she pulled her Camry to a park in the lot outside Molly's dorm, Elena was feeling the warm dampness between her upper thighs, such was her level of anticipatory excitement.
"Damn, my life is fucking great!" Elena sighed as she stepped out of her car and headed in to meet with yet another of her young lovers.
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Xiao Li's Tales - Part 3
October was drawing to a close in Regal Bay. For Xiao Li and her husband Gang, it would be the first year away from Hong Kong, and away from their ancestors. This was more significant for Xiao Li, whose entire family for generations had lived in the southern China region. She herself had seldom ventured outside the boundaries of the great city, imposed so many years ago by the British. Even when the region was returned to Chinese rule, she had little reason to leave Hong Kong. So it was that when the time for the Chung Yeung Festival arrived, Xiao Li was understandably upset.
On the ninth day of the ninth lunar month, it is customary for observers to climb a high mountain, wear shan zhu yu flowers, and drink chrysanthemum liquor. Upon her arrival at her son's home, she was delighted to find that her son had added the shan zhu yu to his wonderful garden and therefore Xiao Li had the flower on hand. The chrysanthemum liquor was a little harder to come by, and as Xiao Li hadn't a taste for it, she ignored this part of the ceremony. The climb into the mountains that morning was an ordeal, as her husband enjoyed better fitness than she did, and with the near-constant drizzle of rain, Xiao Li did not enjoy the walk nearly as much as she had in Hong Kong. The worst part of the day, however, was being unable to visit the graves of her ancestors, in particular her mother and grand-mother. Tending to their markers had always given Xiao Li such inner peace. For the first time in her life, she would not be there for her mother or grand-mother. This in of itself brought about a melancholy mood over her that she wanted to retreat to her room and avoid her family. Instead, Xiao Li escaped to the library, where she was able to get onto one of the computers and correspond with several of her friends and family, back home in Hong Kong.
For the next two hours, Xiao Li video chatted with two of her dearest friends, as well a cousin, all who still lived in Hong Kong. Xiao Li missed them dearly, as they were a group of four that had grown up together, and had shared nearly everything. She and Yongxing, her cousin, shared a grand-mother, and Xiao Li was assured that both her mother's and grand-mother's graves had been tended to.
"Qin'ai de biao di, xiexie. Wo feichang xiangnian ni," Xiao Li thanked her cousin in their familiar language.
"Wo ye xiangnian ni, Xiao Li," Yongxing replied, fighting back tears of sorrow that they were so far apart. So it went with both Qing and Nakia, her girlfriends from long before she met Gang. When she left the library, Xiao Li had mixed emotions. Leaving her home had been hard, but reuniting with her son and his family had eased that pain somewhat. When she talked with her friends back home, however, she wanted nothing more than to return to Hong Kong.
Her drive home was peaceful, even as she navigated the traffic that never seemed to ebb around the mall and along that stretch of four-lane road that was lined with fast-food restaurants, car dealerships, and all sorts of stores selling everything from music to body glitter. To Xiao Li, this was the only area of Regal Bay that actually reminded her of home. The part that she didn't miss.
It was well after nightfall when Xiao Li pulled her little car into the carport alongside the garage. The back-yard lights were on, she saw, and expected Gang to be sitting under the umbrella enjoying the star-filled sky. However, as she headed for the front door, the cold drizzle began again. If her husband was in the back, he would be retreating inside now.
The house was quiet as she entered. Only a single lamp was on in the front room. Beyond, the dining room was lit by the overhead and she slipped quietly through after hanging up her coat and head scarf, and leaving her shoes beside the door. She quietly padded barefooted through the dining room and into the family room, where she found only her son.
"Good evening, Jian," she greeted her son formally. After-all, she was living in his home, as a guest. It was how she had been brought up, to show proper manners at all times.
"Evening, Mom!" Jian replied. "I was beginning to worry about you."
Xiao Li giggled. "You're such a silly boy!" She took notice of the television program her son was watching, something with lots of cars, guns, and half-naked women she imagined, and then asked, "Where is your father, Jian? Is he outside?"
"No. Dad had his meal and went up to bed a while ago," Jian replied. "About the time Vania took the kids out to that new play house in Van Winkle Park. Tonight's some sort of grand opening or something, so there'll be dozens of little kids running around and screaming and I wasn't about to stand around in that mess."
"Well then, I shall make myself something to eat," Xiao Li told him. "And then I will retire to bed, as well."
"You can eat in here, keep me company if you want," Jian suggested.
"I don't think I will be able to eat, watching that," she replied with a wave towards the television.
"I'll turn on one of those cooking shows you like," her son offered. "I think that Top Chef show is on."
"I believe you are thinking of Iron Chef, Jian," she corrected. "And that would be nice, thank you." She started for the kitchen. Before she had her bowl filled with the rice stew that Vania had made for the family that evening, Jian had called for her to bring him a fresh beer when she returned. Obediently, she did.
Getting comfortable at the low traditionally table, Xiao Li began to eat while paying little attention to the Food Network program. Instead, she took notice of her son, and how he was dressed. Jian was seated in the traditionally American arm chair, with his feet kicked up on an ottoman. He had on baggy red shorts that he usually wore when he jogged or played basketball with his friends at the gym. Above that he had on a t-shirt with the Golden State Warriors logo on the chest, her son's favorite team. He had socks on his feet as well, but what had drawn her eye was the fact that, from her angle seated on the floor, she could see that her son was not wearing underwear. In fact, from the way his shorts had bunched on his thigh, she could plainly see his scrotum and penis, and even some of his dark pubic hair.
"Are you okay, Mom?" Jian asked hurriedly when she started to cough. When he sat forward, the gap in his shorts closed mercifully.
Xiao Li recovered a moment later. "I took a bit of rice down the wrong pipe," she answered. She didn't mention that it had happened when she attempted to swallow while looking at his manhood.
"Want me to get you some rice wine?" her son offered. "Or maybe something stronger?"
I'm fine with this tea," she smiled, and took a sip. It was fresh and warm, and served to sooth her. It also helped relax her and turn her thoughts from where she had been headed.
Xiao Li finished her meal and rose to return her cup and spoon to the kitchen. Somehow, she caught her foot on her gown and stumbled. "Oh!" she gasped as she fell into her son's lap, and by some uncalculatable chance, she planted her right hand full onto her son's crotch. "Oh!" she gasped again, as Jian moved to catch her, that same chance served to bring his hand up to grab her right on the left breast. For an infinite moment, Xiao Li held onto her son's manhood, while he cupped her breast. In that moment, their eyes met and she felt lightning jolt between them, from mother to son or vice versa. Either way, something popped deep inside her soul.
"Are you okay, Mother?" Jian asked. She regained her balance and stepped back, their hands falling away from each other.
"I am fine. I only stumbled." She bowed to her son, ever so slightly, and rushed to the kitchen. There, she placed the empty bowl and spoon into the sink. She stood before the counter and looked out through the window into the back yard. The rain was falling and she could see the splashing in the artificial pond Jian and his father had built. Suddenly, she felt a presence behind her.
"Are you sure you are well, Mother?" Jian asked as he stepped up close.
Xiao Li was afraid to turn around, knowing that her son was so very close. Her heart suddenly raced in her chest. What was going on, she wondered? "I am fine, Jian. It was silly of me, that is all." She saw his reflection in the window, and he was very close to her. His eyes were on her, and then she saw them turn to her reflection. For a brief moment they held once again.
"I want to apologize for touching you," he told her, his voice soft and gentle in her ear. She could feel his breath on her neck, and it tingled.
"What do you mean?" she asked.
Jian paused before answering. "When you stumbled into me, I reached out to catch you. I grabbed your breast." His eyes and hers still held their gaze. And then his hand slipped around to again cup her left breast. "Like this."
Xiao Li felt her entire body shiver in that moment. The nerves in her breast exploded under her son's touch, even though several layers of fabric separated their flesh. She suddenly wanted them gone, to feel his heated flesh against her own. But she was his mother, and he her son. It was forbidden.
Xiao Li reached up to take his hand away from her breast. She turned to face him, looking up into his handsome face to see both his eyes and mouth slightly grinning. "It is alright, Jian. I'm fine. It was an accident, after all." She paused, and added, "I should be the one to apologize. It was my carelessness. I fell into you, after all."
Jian laughed. "You about racked me, you know, when your hand landed on my cock." The way he brandished the word, with such carefree abandon, made her want to scold him. And yet, she couldn't. She had enjoyed that touch, both of them. She should be the one to be admonished, not her innocent son.
Xiao Li realized that they still remained very close together, standing in the spacious kitchen and yet mere inches apart. She could almost hear his heart beating, and she wondered if he could hear hers. When he next spoke, the words very nearly sent her into shock.
"Have you ever fantasized about me, Mother?" he asked casually. "Have you ever thought about having sex with me?"
Xiao Li felt as if she'd been slammed with an iron fist. "What do you ask? Why? Why do you ask such things?" she stammered, and yet it was as if her son had pulled something from her mind, from the deepest depths, and was even now reading her very thoughts. She tried to move away from her son, only to find him guiding her to sit upon one of the kitchen table chairs.
Jian dropped into one as well, and holding her hands now with his, he admitted to his mother, "I know that you have watched...that you have seen Vania and me making love." Her eyes dropped to their hands and she shook her head wordlessly. "It is alright. I don't mind." He saw his mother's head shake, as if she could deny the facts.
"That first week when you and father arrived," Jian explained. "Vania and I were...um...engaged in the family room. You watched us then."
She shook her head. "No, I did not, Jian," she insisted.
"Yes, you did. You stood in the doorway watching as Vania enjoyed my manhood. I saw you in the wall mirror, Mother! I saw you watching intently, for many minutes. I exploded because I saw you watching!" Xiao Li looked up finally to meet his gaze. She saw his wide smile and wanted to smack him, to make him stop, to release that memory from his mind.
Instead, she replied, "I'm so very sorry for intruding upon your privacy. I know that I am a guest in your home, and that you should not have to adjust your life to suit mine, or your father's." She paused, awaiting his reply. When none came, she continued.
"Yes, my son, I admit that I have...inadvertently seen you and your wife engaged in love-making."
Jian interjected with, "Several times, I might add!"
She shook her head, disagreeing. "No, Jian. It was only the one time."
She could tell from his face that he wasn't buying it, and yet, instead of bringing up any other times, he changed course. "Have you been the one reading my stories on my computer, Mother?"
Xiao Li was startled. "Why do you ask?" was all she could manage.
"Again, it is alright. I don't mind if you read my stories. They are my fantasies and it is only fitting that they be read by someone other than myself, isn't it?" She met his eyes again. "I think you enjoyed them, didn't you, Mother? Did they provide for you some stimulation? Did you masturbate to my words?"
"Jian Gang Yau!" she huffed suddenly. "You do not talk to your mother in such a manner!" She rose and pulled her hands from his. "You have such sin in your heart, young man! America had indeed changed you!" She started out, and could feel him behind her. Heading up the stairs towards her bedroom and the comfort of her husband, she hoped that Jian would leave her be. She was upset, more with herself than her son, for her very well knew from her reaction that what he had asked was indeed the truth.
"Mother!" Jian hissed from behind. "I want to show you something." She paused and he took her arm. She was guided past the bedroom she and her husband occupied to the next room. This room was the upstairs storage as well as having access to the attic above. It was little more than a large closet, as Jian had installed racks and shelves long ago. He guided her on inside, but did not turn on the light, leaving the door open instead and using the hallway light to show his mother his secret.
Xiao Li watched her son pull back a row of hard-bound books that sat on a shelf, right at his eye level. Beyond was the wall, which she noted was shared with her bedroom. In the center of the space was a small door, hinged at the side with a knob in the middle. Her son reached for the knob and pulled. A small circle of light appeared.
"Here. I want you to see this." Jian pushed a stool over with his foot and waved for his mother to step onto it. Xiao Li reluctantly did, already knowing what she would see. When she looked through the small hole, her heart thumped in her chest hard. For what she saw was her husband, asleep on their bed. The bedside lamp was on, giving her plenty of light to see that anyone watching from this point had a full view of what took place upon that bed.
"Yes, Mother," Jian admitted. "I've watched from here, as you and father make love. And I've watched from here as well, when you make love to yourself."
Xiao Li felt her son behind her, very close behind her, as he admitted his sins. She was trembling, more so when his hands came up to her hips, to hold her steady while he continued. "I've heard you as well, Mother. I've heard you, when you're all alone and pleasuring yourself right there, I've heard you call my name. I've heard you moan my name as you climax."
Xiao Li pushed the spy-hole closed and turned to face her son. "Why do you show me this? Why do you tell me such things?" She was poised on the brink of breaking down, of bursting into tears. "Why do you watch me, Jian?" can her last question in a voice quivering with fear of what he would say.
Jian took her in his arms. With his face an inch from hers, he answered, "Because I love you, Mother. I have loved you, as a man loves a woman, for many, many years now." His lips brushed hers, and she relaxed into him. They kissed, but without passion. That was to come later.
"Let us leave this room," she pleaded, and Jian let her lead the way. He followed his mother back down the stairs and into the family room once again. She returned to her spot, seated at the traditional table in the center of the room, while Jian retrieved the tea pot and cups. Without word, he poured two cups full, and then joined his mother on the floor.
Xiao Li was fearful of what she wanted to say. Her son had told her such things that she would never have imagined. "Why do you watch me, Jian? You have such a beautiful wife in Vania. She makes you happy, does she not?"
Jian shrugged his shoulders. "That's something I can't explain, Mother," he admitted. "I have always loved you, as my mother of course, but sometime when I was in school, back in Hong Kong, I began to see you differently. I accidently saw your nudity on a couple of occasions, and then I began to hiding places, to see you."
"You always seemed to be popping up," she smiled.
Jian nodded. "I found a place in the wall, a crack in a board, where I could watch you dress and undress from the closet in Mai Lin's room. And I could watch you and father make love."
"That was very wrong of you," she told him, and yet she felt a tingle of excitement from the knowledge that her son had been watching her twenty years ago.
"If you have read my stories, then you know that I have fantasies about older women, and of you," he admitted. "I don't know why, but I've always looked at women much older than myself as being sexy, more so than women my own age."
"But, what about Vania?" she asked.
"I married Vania because I wanted to be able to be nearer her mother," Jian admitted. "You've met Maria. She is so very beautiful. I have fantasized about her for many years. I want to one day make love to her as well."
"Jian! That is your mother-in-law that you speak of!"
"Is it so very different from wanting to sleep with my own mother?"
Suddenly, the room was very quiet. Until then, it had all been a voyeur's fantasy. Now that he had admitted his sinful lusts, there was no turning back. "Yes, Mother. I want to make love to you. I have for many years, and having you here, in my house now, has sparked my desires for you ever higher."
"How can you? How can you want me? I am so old. I am your mother!"
Jian took a breath. He was past the point of no return, he knew. He explained, "When I take my business trips, to Portland or Seattle, or even to San Francisco, I stay with other women. I don't stay in hotels. I stay with other women, and not women like Vania. I stay with women like you." He paused to let his mother absorb what he says. "I visit women, Asian woman, who remind me of you, Mother. And I sleep with them. I make love to them. I have sex with them! It makes me feel so good, imagining that it is you that I am ramming my hard cock into, that I have bent across the arm of a sofa, or on her hands and knees on the balcony, or have riding my dick in the bathtub. Every time I make love to one of my many lovers, Mother, it is you that I am making love to!"
After a long pause, Xiao Li recognized that her son had finished. She was trembling, her eyes on her own hands in her lap. She looked up to see him looking at her, and she didn't see her son then, but a young, strong, passionate man, someone from long ago. She saw her husband in Jian's face, and yet it wasn't Gang she saw, because Gang would never have said such things. He was a quiet, conservative man, in all things. Their love-making, though still as frequent as ever, was plain and unmemorable. Just as sitting down with a cup of tea, or washing out the clothing. A part of life for her that never changed, nor ever excited her.
She looked into Jian's eyes and felt excited. She suddenly admitted, "I've thought of you, Jian. I have thought of you at times when I should not. I have imagined what it would be like if your father showed for me the passion that you show for Vania. And sometimes, when he is atop me, inside me, I think what it would be like if it were you, atop me and inside me." She had said it. She had admitted to her son that she had fantasies of him, just as he had for her. And in that moment, she recognized that their relationship would never be the same. It had changed the moment she and Gang had arrived in America to live out their lives. It had changed the moment she took in the sight of her son and his wife making love. And it had now changed once again, in the moment that she admitted to her son that she felt the very same sinful desires for him that he had for her.



As these thoughts flooded through Xiao Li's mind, Jian set aside his tea cup and stood before her. Still kneeling, Xiao Li gazed up at her son and saw him for the strong, virile young man he was. He had lust in his eyes, as she knew she surely had as well. Without another word, Jian began to disrobe. First, his t-shirt fell away, to reveal his torso. He kept in shape, Xiao Li noted. He looked beautiful. When he pushed his shorts down, and his manhood came into view, she felt herself again begin to tremble. His cock was long and thickening, standing from the dark curls at the base. It was pale compared to the rest of his body, and yet the tip, the bulbous head, was much darker in tone. The tiny opening was sparkling, already damp with his excitement.
Jian stepped closer to her and Xiao Li looked up into his face. She wanted to protest, to stop his advancement, and yet when her mouth opened to release the words, the space was filled with the crown of her son's manhood. Xiao Li is shocked, but helpless as Jian feeds her his cock, a slow inch at a time. She had never taken a male organ between her lips in all of her life, not even her husband's. Gang had always told her that oral sex was a filthy act that should be outlawed the world over. And yet, in the moment her son's cock slipped between her lips, Xiao Li discovered the forbidden pleasure for herself. The taste, the texture, the warmth of her son's penis as it filled her mouth overwhelmed her senses. It throbbed on her tongue and she tasted a saltiness that made her belly grumble.
Jian's hands came to her head and held her steady. He leaned forward and pushed more of his cock into her mouth, until Xiao Li felt the head bang against her throat. She gulped and then gagged, and Jian pulled back, until just the tip remained wrapped by her lips. She let her tongue rise and caress his penis, and as it returned she stroked the underside.
"Oooohhh, Motheeeeeerrrrrr!" Jian sighed heavily. His body spasmed and a moment later his cock jumped in her mouth. Suddenly, her mouth was flooded with hot, creamy, salty semen, as Jian lost all control of himself. "Aaaaaahhhhh!" he groaned as she tried to pull away. He held her tight, though only a few inches of his manhood remained in her mouth. She silently pleaded for him to release her, and thick rivers of his seed boiled from the corners of her lips, to dribble down her chin and into her lap. She gagged when she tried to swallow, and yet some flowed down her gullet to warm her belly. The taste of her son's sperm was harsh, and yet no so disgusting as she imagined, taken from the stories she had read.
Jian finally released his hold on her head and when he did Xiao Li jerked back from him. She fell onto her butt and reached up to cover her mouth. Her eyes went to his face, and she saw fear in them, as well as disappointment. This had not been how he had wanted their first time together to go, she recognized. It was nothing how she had imagined their crossing of that sinful line would be, either.
"Oh, god!" Jian gasped. "Oh, Mother! I'm so sorry! I'm so sorry!" He fell back into his recliner. She felt the urge to vomit, and jumped to her feet. She ran to the down-stairs bathroom and only just made it before spitting up the semen that she had swallowed.
Xiao Li sat upon the toilet seat lid for some time after, the entire episode playing through her mind over and over. Every word Jian had said to her, every word she had said to him, came back to her. In a daze, she stripped out of her clothing, soiled now from the semen that had flooded from her mouth. She stepped into the tub and ran the shower, and rinsed her flesh clean. Her soul, however, would never be cleansed. The line had been crossed. She recognized that she had enjoyed being taken by her son, despite his unloading in her mouth. He had been excited, out of self-control. That had been the reason for his early release. Otherwise, they might have moved on, to something much more pleasurable for her, and for him.
After stepping from the shower and drying off, Xiao Li pulled on a long, heavy kimono that belonged to Vania, which hung on the back of the door. She was relieved that her son was not in the kitchen as she passed through. Outside, the rains had stopped, and Xiao Li quietly slipped out the back door. It was very chilly, and yet Xiao Li ignored the temperature as she settled into one of the cushioned chairs to look up into the star-filled night sky.
Xiao Li spoke to the heavens, "I am so sorry, Mother. Grand-mother. For desecrating your memory with my actions." She sat quietly after that, letting her mind go blank in meditation as the cold air caressed her exposed flesh.
It was some time before Jian found her on the patio. "Mother, it is cold out here. Come inside." Xiao Li moved slowly, her joints aching from maintaining her rigid position for so long in the cold air. Jian held the door open for her and she passed him without looking at him. Inside, the warm air hit her and suddenly she was shivering. Jian moved as if to take her in his arms, but she quickly passed through the kitchen and up the stairs. She wanted nothing more than to lie beside her husband, to take comfort in the knowledge that he would never know of her sins. And yet, she knew that she would never forget. It would be there forever, until one of them had passed on to the next life.
The lamp continued to burn on the stand, and after securing their door, Xiao Li moved to turn it off. In the light, however, she noticed that Gang, as he slept on his back gently snoring, had a prominent bulge at his groin. The sheet that covered him was tented. She turned out the light and moved to her side of the bed before climbing in. She rolled onto her side, facing her husband, and then reached out hesitantly. Her hand found his manhood upright and hard, a mid-sleep erection. She knew that he would get them on occasion, as all men did. This wasn't the first time for Gang, but it was the first time that Xiao Li had taken him in hand with him still asleep.
She could feel how warm and hard her husband's manhood was. It was slim and filled her hand well. She imagined that she could feel his heart beating along its shaft. The sparse hairs tickled her palm, and she released him. The thought of taking him into her mouth came to her then, an act she had never performed on Gang, or any man, until her son had taken her. She could suddenly taste the semen once again on her tongue, on the roof of her mouth, and it wasn't at all unpleasant. Again, her belly rumbled.
Slowly, Xiao Li rolled back out of bed and removed the kimono. Beneath it she was naked still. Instead of reaching for her own night gown which was draped across the nearby chair, she looked to the wall, where she imagined the spy-whole that her son had showed her was located. She couldn't see it, not in the near darkness of the room. A shiver ran down her body as the idea that Jian might have returned to that spot and even then, was watching her.
Xiao Li returned to her bed, still naked, and slipped beneath the covers. She rolled to face her husband again, away from the wall. But only a moment passed before she rolled onto her back. She slipped her hand between her legs, bringing her knees up slightly, until she found her damp slit. She worked her fingers along the length for a moment, and then removed them. She rolled back onto her side and reached for Gang's manhood once again. She found it, still upright though a little softer, and she lightly smeared her juices along his length. Hoping that her husband would awaken and take her, Xiao Li continued to manipulate his member for many minutes. It was not to be however, as he moaned in his sleep and rolled away from her after his cock had begun to whither. Disappointed, Xiao Li returned to her back and lay looking up at the ceiling.
She wished for sleep to overtake her, and yet her mind raced. Images of her son's face filled her mind, the look in his eyes as he slipped his manhood between her lips, however wrong it had been. She again could taste his penis, the saltiness that was hinted at first, and then the flood as the bitter, hot semen burst across her tongue with his orgasm. She had done that to him, had made her son so excited that he couldn't deny his climax. It made her feel good, deep down, that she could still do that to a man. It made her feel good between her legs, as well.
At some point Xiao Li had pushed her left hand down to her pussy again, and as images of her nude son flashed across her mind's eye, her fingers began to move. Her mind manipulated the image until Jian was poised above her, smiling loving down upon her as he moved between her thighs. She parted them beneath the sheet, brushing her husband's leg with her foot. She paused her digital manipulation of her aged labia, and when he didn't move, she resumed working herself. Her juices began to flow as the image of Jian returned. She saw him come closer to her, and as his hips lowered, she curled her fingers and slipped two into her vaginal chute.
"Ooooohhhhhh," she sighed into the darkness of her room. In her mind, Jian began to move, and so did her fingers. In and out they went, picking up speed just as she'd imagined her son would as he made love to her. She opened her mouth to him and Jian's tongue entered to find hers. "Oooohhh, Jian," she sighed into the darkness. "I want you inside me."
Xiao Li realized what she had said out loud and gasped. She turned to look at the wall, into the area where she imagined her son very well might be watching her. And then she said again, "I want you inside me," hoping he heard her admission. Her fingers continued to work in and out of her slippery folds and she began to feel the first tremors of an orgasm building within.
Gang moved beside her just then, and Xiao Li stopped moving. She even stopped breathing, such was her fear that he might have heard what she had said. After a minute, however, she knew that her husband still slept. She slipped her fingers from between her legs and drew them up to her face. She could smell her scent thick in the air. She knew her flavor, and again licked her fingers clean of her juices. She wondered what Jian would think of her flavors. She opened her mouth and took both inside, as far as she could reach, and imagined them to be her son's penis, once again filling her mouth with his hardness. She knew then that she wanted to take him in her mouth again. She wanted to pleasure her son in the way his whores in Seattle and San Francisco pleasured him. Jian was her son, not theirs. It was her right as a mother to give her son the pleasures he seeks, she reasoned. If he wanted her, then she would give herself to him.
The house was quiet still, and Xiao Li had steeled herself to leave her husband's bed and return to her son. She sat up, her naked flesh pale in the darkness, and was about to return to her son when the noise of Vania and the children returning echoed up through the floor. The moment had passed, and Xiao Li moved back under the covers, to lay nude beside her husband. Jian's image did not return to her that night.
***
"Did you sleep well, Xiao Li?" Vania asked as her mother-in-law joined her and the children in the kitchen. Both of the young ones were in their high chairs, enjoying bowls of Apple Jacks cereals, Kia's without milk and Tye's with. The little girl was still learning to use a spoon without tipping her cereal out as she brought it to her mouth, and Xiao Li was forced to smile watching her.
"Yes, thank you," Xiao Li replied to Vania's inquiry. She poured herself a cup of hot morning tea and settled into a chair near her grand-daughter. After a sip, she asked, "Has Jian awakened?"
Vania gave her a glance, and then said, "Jian was up early and told me that he had to be into the office for a morning meeting." Xiao Li nodded, but worried that Vania might have been hinting at something with her eyes. Did Jian tell her about what had happened the night before, Xiao Li worried. Her fear grew when Vania asked, "Might I have a word with you, Mother? In the family room?"
Xiao Li nodded, and with her cup in hand, followed her daughter-in-law through. Vania stood while she took a seat on the wall bench that doubled as the children's toy-box. When her first question came, Xiao Li felt a wave of relief flood through her.
"Are you and Father Gang happy here?" Vania asked.
Xiao Li paused in contemplation, and then replied, "Yes. I think so. I am, and I can say for certain that Gang is very pleased here."
"I don't just mean here, in Regal Bay. I want to know if you are happy sharing a home with us."
Again, Xiao Li contemplated the question respectfully. "Is there a reason you ask, dear? Have we over-stayed our welcome?"
Vania exclaimed, "Oh, no! Heavens, no! That is not what I meant." Vania knelt on the floor next to Xiao Li's knee and reached for her hands. "I sometimes worry that Jian has brought you and Gang here for his own reasons, and not for your happiness."
"Why is that?" Xiao Li asked. "Why do you think that? Has Jian said, or done, something that gives you cause?"
Vania held Xiao Li's gaze a moment, and then replied, "Jian loves you and Gang very much. He want's nothing than to make your elder years the happiest they can be. I just think that he hasn't talked enough with you about your desires. Of what you and Gang want," she seemed to add quickly.
"Gang and I are very happy here, Vania-dear," Xiao Li assured. "I do so love taking care of Kia and Tye, and the housework keeps me busy most days. Gang has his walks and enjoys his meditations in the garden. And I think he has discovered American television to be much to his liking, as well."
Letting this sink in, Xiao Li paused before asking, "Might I ask you a question, Vania?"
Vania moved to sit on the edge of Jian's recliner. "By all means, Mother. You can ask me anything."
Xiao Li sipped from her cup and then asked, "How did Jian court you? I mean, I know how you two met. I was just interested in how my son managed to convince you that he was the one for you. I've often wondered, as you don't fit the image of the women he pursued back in Hong Kong as a young man."
Vania took a few moments, as if contemplating whether or not she wanted to answer the question, or possibly trying to guess at Xiao Li's motivation behind the question. When she finally replied, Xiao Li listened quietly.
"If you're asking me how it came to be that your son and I first discovered our love, then I suppose it is a very simple story." Vania slipped back a little into the chair. "Quite simply; Jian wined and dined me into his bed!" She laughed a little giggle and then continued, "Maybe he took his time, I don't know. After we'd met, he had asked me out, and I didn't agree to a formal date for a couple of weeks, in fact. When I did, I think he went a little over-board. I was at the point in my life where I thought I could pick any man I wanted, and I wanted one who would treat me with respect, admiration, and...well...I guess I wanted to be treated like a lady!"
Vania paused, as if in remembrance, and continued, "He seduced me, but over the course of several dates. I was very pleased that he didn't force the so-called "third-date rule" on me."
"The "third-date rule"? What is this?" Xiao Li interrupted.
Vania told her, "The "third-date rule" is some B-S that runs rampant on American campuses. It's where a woman is required to put out, to engage in sex, with a man after agreeing to a third date with him. A typical male-chauvinist rule, but one most girls obey, for some reason or another. Maybe because that if the girl doesn't put out on the third date, she wouldn't be asked out again."
Xiao Li had never heard of such a thing. And yet, even as she thought about it, she had given herself to Gang quite willingly on their so-called third date.
Vania had taken up her story again. "Jian treated me with respect, and never pushed me to do anything. He was a perfect gentleman, and both my mother and father took to him immediately. My mom even told me after meeting Jian to make sure I didn't loose him!" Vania giggled. "I think she wanted to see him more often, is all. My mom's something of a cougar, you know. An older woman who has eyes or young men. Even now, years after my dad has passed, she's going out prowling for young men. I wouldn't doubt that she'll eventually marry a guy my age, or even younger!"
Xiao Li had finished her tea. Vania continued, "But back to your question. Jian and I dated for a couple of weeks, and I began to think he was just leading me on, teasing me all of the time. I even thought that he was shy about going further, beyond just the heavy make-out sessions we'd engaged in, in the dorms or other places. By the time he did make his move, so to speak, I was so horney for him to take me that I practically ripped his clothes off and raped him!" She gasped and planted her hand to her mouth.
"I'm sorry! I shouldn't have said so much!" she apologized.
Xiao Li waved a hand. "Please! I don't mind, Vania. This is really quite fascinating. Real girl-talk that I've missed since coming to America. My friends and I would meet for tea in the afternoon and eventually our conversations would always turn to sex. This is really so much fun."
Vania shook her head, and yet continued. "Any way, your son was the perfect gentleman, until he realized that I was ready for him to take me. And then, you see wee were in his dorm room, on his bed, and he was kissing me all over, everywhere I had exposed skin. And then I started popping my buttons, to give him more skin to kiss, and then my shirt was gone, and then my bra. By the time he pulled my jeans of, I was so wet between my thighs that he slipped right in, and I hadn't had sex in over a year before that! Jian had me so wet and excited that I had an orgasm then and there, and again five minutes later!"
Xiao Li suddenly felt a tingle between her own thighs. She was listening to her daughter-in-law describe how her son had first taken her, and yet in her mind, Xiao Li saw herself under the assault of Jian. She knew that she also would have an orgasm in the first moment of penetration, and again, and again.
"I have an appointment I need to get to," Xiao Li suddenly announced and stood up quickly. "I need to change and get ready to go." She could feel Vania's eyes on her as she retreated up the stairs. She could also imagine that Vania suspected that she had been influenced by her story. Xiao Li knew that Vania knew that Jian lusted or his own mother, for she had heard the younger woman say as much before. Xiao Li knew that what Vania had told her was more to gage her reaction than to share an intimate moment in her life. Xiao Li was ashamed, for she realized that Vania indeed knew about what had happened the night before. Jian had told her, of that she was certain. Her heart raced in her chest and her nerves vibrated throughout her body as she changed her clothing. Careful to avoid her daughter-in-law, Xiao Li escaped to her small car and left the house for the appointment she didn't have.
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Ursula's Tales - Part 4
Ursula was dreaming...
She was lying in bed, alongside her father. She wore a long-sleeved t-shirt. A Regal Bay University sports team shirt with the team logo on the chest and blue and grey horizontal stripes. It was the only thing she had on. Beside her, her father was completely naked, his broad chest and round belly covered in the thick fur she'd grown to know well in the past few years.
Ursula was only 23 years old. She was a single mother. Freddy, her son, was sleeping in his crib, just a few feet away from where Ursula and her father lay. The television was on and Johnny Carson was talking, though Ursula wasn't paying attention. Not after her father had asked her to do something for him.
Ursula rolled to her hip and leaned across her father's belly. His cock, thick and flaccid, lay in the forest of pubic hair between his thighs. Obediently, Ursula took her father's manhood in hand and began to work some life into it. As it began to stiffen, she leaned in and wrapped her lips around the golf-ball-like knob.
Her father moaned his appreciation and began to play with her long brown hair. She began to bob, working her way down his ever-lengthening shaft, until it filled her mouth. She tasted a saltiness on his knob. She knew that he'd went to the bathroom a few minutes before and wondered if it was pee or pre-cum. It didn't matter. She liked having her father's dick in her mouth. It gave her so much pleasure to give him pleasure, since her mother had died.
For fifteen or twenty minutes Ursula worked on her father's cock. Very quickly, he was rock-hard, long and thick, and she had trouble taking much more than half his full manhood in her mouth. She gave his shaft a tongue bath now and then, when she needed to catch her breath. She scooped up his heavy balls and sucked on each large orb in turn, as she could never take both at the same time into her mouth. They were that big when full of cum. And she knew that her father's balls were full of cum since he hadn't asked her to his bed for several nights.
Her father took hold of her hair and pulled her away from his cock. She looked at him and knew from his eyes what he wanted. She went to her hands and knees beside him as he went to his knees behind her. She noticed that The Tonight Show had gone to a commercial break as her father grabbed her hips and pulled her back to him.
Ursula always groaned loud when her father penetrated her, and this time was no different. She looked over to her baby, who was asleep soundly in the crib. Her father's cock filled her painfully, as it always did. She rocked back into him, taking him fully inside her vaginal grip, before he pushed her away. Her heavy tits, full of milk for Freddy, swung beneath her, still hidden within the large t-shirt. She ached to have her nipples pulled and twisted. She ached for them to be sucked on. Now in her father's grip and under his complete control, Ursula relaxed and allowed her body to be pounded by his wonderful manhood, as she had for many years now. She loved her father, and loved his cock just as much.
Her father didn't move behind her, it was she moving along his length under his strong hold. He used her like a jack-off machine, working her along his dick. Ursula didn't mind. Her father had been the best lover she'd ever had, and knew how to use her for his needs. Her needs were taken care of along the way.
Fifteen minutes passed again. Her father's attention was on Carson, though his cock was in her. She climaxed twice on his powerful cock in that time, as she always did. Her tits hurt from hanging below her and she dropped onto the pillow to give them some relief. Her father maintained his steady, deep thrusting right up to the end of The Tonight Show. When the closing music began, her father stopped pulling and pushing on her hips and let her roll onto the bed.
The Late Show with David Letterman music began as her father took hold of her legs and twisted until she was lying full on her back. She looked up into his bearded, masculine face as he spread her knees wide. He was grinning like a wolf, or a bear, she thought, ready to devour her. She came a little in that moment in anticipation of her father taking her. His cock waved from his dark crotch, the massive pink knob aimed into her valley. Her own dark forest showed a long pink slit, and as she watched, her father lowered himself to her. She couldn't see the penetration, but indeed felt it, as her father's manhood once again plowed deep into her welcoming womanhood.
Her father didn't like David Letterman much and as the comedian delivered his monologue in the background, Ursula's father delivered his own brand of monologue, with a cock as thick and hard as a log, she mused. She panted and purred as her father fucked her deep into the mattress. Above her, he was grunting like the wild bear she always saw in him. His hips rose and fell steadily. Their flesh slapped together loudly. His sweat began to drip into her face and Ursula moaned louder and louder as her next orgasm began to rapidly build within her core.
She was beginning to cum when the crying started. Beside her, Freddy had awakened and was crying in his crib. She needed to go to him, to comfort her son, and yet the needs of her father as well as the nearness of her orgasm fought with the needs of being a mother. She wanted to cum, she wanted her father to cum, and she wanted to hold her son.
Ursula was cumming. Her father was cumming. Her son was cumming. They were all groaning, moaning, and roaring. They were cumming together, as a family.
"Mom! Wake up, Mom!"
Ursula awoke to find herself being shaken in the darkness. She was lying in a bed, her head on a pillow. Her knees were parted, but there was nobody between them. Someone lay beside her. It was this person who was shaking her awake.
"Mom! Are you awake now?"
"Freddy?" she croaked. She turned and saw her son, now a 21-year-old man, in the dim light of her bedroom. It was morning.
"You were groaning in your sleep. Were you having a nightmare?"
Ursula pushed up and scooted back to lean against the headboard of her bed. The sheet slipped down and exposed her heavy breasts. She was naked beneath the sheet, she recognized. So was Freddy.
It came rushing back to her even as she realized that she had a slight hangover. It had been Freddy's birthday and they had gone out to celebrate his turning 21, and being of legal age, they had enjoyed an evening in the casino as well and dinner and drinks at the Prime Cut steak house. They had enjoyed the evening, and upon their return home, they continued to enjoy it. Ursula had a couple of bottles of liquor, vodka and tequila, and she and Freddy enjoyed a few shots of each.
Eventually, and not surprisingly, Freddy became frisky. She and her son had only engaged in love-making a few times since their first encounter, and still she felt as if she were doing something so very sinful. Yet she allowed her son to kiss her, to remove her clothing, and after carrying her into her bedroom, she allowed Freddy to make love to her. He was passionate and forceful, everything she enjoyed in a man. Many times, Freddy did or said things that reminded her so much of her father, especially when he rolled her to her hands and knees and took her from behind, the way her father always enjoyed taking her. Without seeing his face, Ursula could imagine it was either her father or son making love to her. The only difference was the fact that her father's cock was so much thicker than her sons was. If only Freddy would have been gifted with his grand-father's manhood, she often dreamed.
"Are you okay, Mom?" Freddy again asked her. Ursula shook her head in an attempt to clear it. Freddy took it to mean that she wasn't okay.
"Do you need something?" he asked with concern. "Do you want me to leave?"
Ursula lay her hand on her son's arm. "No. I'm sorry, it's nothing, really. I'm just a little groggy still, is all. I think I need to get something on my stomach, after all the alcohol we drank last night, though."
She started to climb from the bed, but Freddy insisted, "I'll go get us some orange juice," and jumped out. As he went, Ursula watched his naked ass go. Her heart fluttered a little in her chest, both enjoying the idea of bedding such a young, passionate man, and regretting the fact that it was her own son that was her young lover.
Freddy returned with two tall glasses full of orange juice, still naked, and returned to her side. She had sat up and was leaning into the head board, her large breasts exposed. As she drank a deep, healthy swallow of the juice, she noticed her son's eyes all but locked onto her mammaries. She giggled. "What are you looking at?"
"Uh, well," he stammered. "I guess I got a little carried away."
"What do you mean?" she asked, and then followed his eyes. She lifted her left breast and saw a bruise just to the inside of her nipple. "Oh, my god!" she moaned. "You gave me a hickey! On my tit!"
"Damn, I'm sorry!" Freddy chuckled. "Lucky it was there, right? No one will see a hickey on your tit but me." He was grinning, but Ursula didn't find her son's response encouraging. After all, he wasn't the only one who would be seeing her naked tits. Unfortunately, she wouldn't be able to explain it away, either. It was obvious what it was, given the noticeable teeth marks Freddy had left.
"Here, let me make it feel better, Mom!" Freddy insisted, and then leaned in to give the bruised spot a kiss.
"Don't you think you've done enough damage, Freddy?" she resisted, pushing her son's mouth away from her tit before he could fully latch onto her nipple, as he had attempted.
Her son laughed in response. "Not really. I could have left one on each tit!" He started down towards her right breast, and again Ursula pushed him back. Freddy was more insistent, however, and pushed his mother gently onto her back.
"Freddy, please! I've got to get up and get dressed," she insisted, but her resistance began to ebb quickly, especially with her son's thick cock pressed into her thigh. His mouth captured her right nipple while his hands took firm grip of her fleshy orbs. She stroked the back of his head while her body began to respond beneath him. From the feel of his hardness against her thigh, it wouldn't be long before his manhood would be seeking a warmer, snugger place.
"If we're going to do this," Ursula said a moment later, "let's get to it. I've got work to get to, remember? And don't you have class in a few hours?"
Freddy lifted away from his mother's nipple and replied, "I think maybe you should call off, and let one of your grad students take your classes. Meanwhile, we can enjoy the day in bed!" As he made his suggestion, Freddy moved between his mother's legs as they parted, welcoming him back.
"I can't do that, not today," she replied. "Oooohhh," she added as her son's cock head slid along her damp slit. He was grinning down into her face, teasing her she realized. "Keep it up and I'll go shower now."
Relenting, Freddy positioned himself and began to push into his mother's vagina. "I guess I'd better take it when I can get it," he growled and then began to push deep in.
"So, this is what goes on around here when I'm out of town!"
Ursula shoved her son up and away, and sat bolt upright at the sound of her father's deep, angry voice. "Daddy!" she cried out as she took in the hulking form standing in the doorway of her bedroom. Beside her, Freddy also jumped at the sound of his grand-father's voice, and stood beside the bed, the sheet wrapped around his naked body. His mother was left naked and exposed to her father's angry glare.
Reginald gave his grand-son a hard look and then turned away from them. He moved like the bear he was down the hallway, towards the front of the house. "Daddy!" Ursula again cried out. She grabbed up her robe and ran after her father. "Daddy, wait! Please!"
Reginald turned and blocked the hallway. "Why? So you can tell me that it's not what it looks like? Well, little missy, it damn sure looked to me like you were in bed with your own son. And since you were both naked, and the smell of sex filled that room, I guess I can be pretty sure that you and Freddy were fucking! Have I got that about right, Ursula?"
Ursula stood before her father trembling. She shook her head, knowing that she had no response that could make things better in that moment. She was at a loss to explain the situation any other way. Her father was dead on. He just didn't know how it came to be. Ursula wasn't so sure that he wanted to hear it, either.
"I'd better be going," Reginald growled. He paused long enough to look past his daughter to see Freddy standing in the bedroom doorway, still wrapped in a bed sheet. His grand-son looked absolutely terrified, and rightfully so. Reginald barged through the front door a moment later, and the roar of his big pick-up echoed through the neighborhood as he raced away.
"Oh, what have I done?" she moaned into her hands as the tears began. Freddy came up behind her and placed his hands on her naked shoulders. She twisted away and rushed into the bathroom, slamming the door behind her. "Go away, Freddy!" she shouted before he could say anything at all. "Just...go away. Go to school, go anywhere! I don't care, just go away! I can't see you right now, not now."
Crushed, Freddy retreated to his own bedroom, where he quickly dressed. "I'm leaving, Mom," he called as he went past the bathroom door. "Call me when I can come home again." He banged through the front door, echoing his grand-father just minutes before.
When Ursula had finished crying, seated on the toilet, she climbed into the shower and stood beneath the spray for a long time. Eventually, the water cooled as the hot water ran out, and she climbed out. Seemingly in a daze, she dressed for the day in a gray pants suit that reflected her mood, and headed for the RBU campus.
Ursula couldn't get her mind into her work, and after her first lecture, she called on one of her graduate students to take her remaining classes for the day. She escaped to her office to try and come to grips with the awful turn of events her life had taken that morning. One of the two office-mates that she shared the space with was in. Layna usually kept to herself, unless goaded on by Glenda Van Winkle. This afternoon, Layna could tell that Ursula was troubled, and not being the sort to dive into other people's affairs unasked, Layne soon left Ursula alone. Twice, Ursula picked up her cell phone and dialed her father's number. He didn't answer either time, not unexpectedly. He would normally be working, she knew. He wouldn't want to discuss their morning encounter over the phone, either, she also knew. He wouldn't want to talk to her until he was ready, and he wouldn't be answering any of her calls until then. Ursula needed to talk to somebody, and very nearly called Freddy. She resisted that urge, however, and settled for loosing herself in one of the many cell-phone app games she had downloaded.
By the time she felt relaxed enough to return home, it was already getting quite dark. She had stayed well beyond the normal work hours, and a glance at the time told her that it was nearly eight o'clock. She'd been lost in her own world, in her third of an office, for nearly eight hours. As she headed for her car, she felt the ache of sitting for so long in her hips and butt. It was cold outside, and she hadn't brought a jacket to work. The bite gave her chills, but also made her thick nipples pop prominently on her chest she noticed as she climbed behind the wheel. As the car warmed up, she pushed the heat up as well as fired up the seat warmers. After a few minutes, she pulled the Prius out of the faculty lot and headed for the campus entrance. At the traffic light, she paused a moment. After contemplating both directions, when the light turned green, she turned right, heading in the direction of her father's house.
For the owner of one of the largest lumber companies in the Pacific Northwest, Cascade Lumber, Reginald Killibrew lived in a very modest ranch-style home on the far north side of town. The property was well manicured, at least in the front, and sat on a little less than four acres. Ursula had grown up in the house, with her mother and father, and still her father lived in the house. The driveway was occupied by a small SUV, a silver Kia, that Ursula didn't recognize. Her father's truck, if he was home at all, would be in the attached garage. He had cared for his pick-up trucks through the years more than he cared for his home. And every spring, Reginald Killibrew took his pick-up truck in to trade it in for the latest and greatest, no matter what the make. That year, he was driving a green RAM Longhorn. Ursula liked it, but in a few short months it would be replaced.
Pushing thoughts of her father's truck aside, Ursula pulled her Prius to a stop alongside the Kia. The porch light was on, and a light shown in the living room. Ursula had a key, but paused to ring the doorbell. She didn't. Instead, she tried the door, and finding it unlocked, she entered her father's home quietly.
Inside the entry, it wasn't quiet. From somewhere in the house, there was music playing, as well as some deep grunting, growling, and laughing. Ursula again paused, knowing the sounds very well from her own visits to her fathers, and yet it wasn't her making them now. She recognized her father's growl, and even some of his works as he instructed whomever he was with. Ursula was hurt, and angered as well. Even as she walked with a purpose through the living room where the old Kenwood stereo played and towards her father's bedroom door, the irony of the situation was not lost on her.
At the door, Ursula again paused. She listened for just a moment to the grunting, gasping, laughing, and the rhythmic squeaking of her father's ancient bed. Unable to stop herself further, she twisted the door knob and pushed it open.
On the big bed her father had once shared with her mother, and often shared with his daughter, Ursula saw a young, huge-breasted black girl astride her father's massive form. He lay on his back, his head buried in the pillows and his hands holding tight to the massive globes of chocolate-colored flesh the girl was gifted with. Her legs seemed long, though they were bent double alongside her father's hips. The muscles in the thighs rippled as she rose and fell upon her father's manhood. From the side, Ursula couldn't see her father's cock, but could imagine it was upright and glistening as the black girl's pussy raced up and down its length. The girl was grunting loudly and had her head tossed back as she bounced atop her father. She had long, wavy blue-black hair that hung nearly to her father's thighs, that Ursula thought was very beautiful.
"Yeah! Ride that fat dick!" Ursula's father growled. "You like that, don't you, bitch? You like that fat cock ripping your tight cunt open wide, don't you?"
"Daddy?" Ursula suddenly cried out.
Reginald Killibrew, her bear of a father, roared, "Ursula! What the fuck are you doing here!" As he growled, he tossed the black girl from his waist as if she weighed little to nothing and jumped out of the bed. The girl landed on her side, yelping with her own surprise, while her legs flailed to keep her from falling off the bed. Ursula caught a flash of bright pink vagina as the big-breasted girl landed, such a contrast to her dark flesh and even darker pubic hair triangle.
Ursula backed quickly from her father's bedroom door and stumbled across the living room until she dropped into his sofa. The very sofa where she'd allowed him to take her on so many occasions, not the least was little less than a month ago. Her father barged into the living room, still completely naked, with his raging hard cock leading the way.



"Who is that?" Ursula gasped while pointing past him. "Who's that girl in there?"
"What? Did you really think that you are the only piece of ass I'm getting in this town?" her father growled at her. She couldn't help but be fearful of him when he got angered, Ursula knew. He had a temper that, thankfully, she rarely witnessed. Unfortunately, this was one. And yet, as he stood over her, she couldn't help but drop her eyes away from his angry face to look at the long, thick cock that swung from the forest of his dark pubic hair. The tip glistened in the light with the juices the woman had left behind when she had leaped from straddling him.
"Who is she?" Ursula asked again meekly. She forced her eyes up to his.
Reginald snarled. "Her name's Jazmine. Jazmine Coleman. She works for me."
Ursula hadn't recognized her in the flesh a few minutes earlier, or now that she heard the girl's name. "She's older than she looks," her father added needlessly. He had softened, if only slightly, and now turned away from Ursula. "Why are you here, Ursi?"
"I wanted to talk to you," she stammered. "I wanted to tell you about what you saw, about what happened between Freddy and me." Her father glared at her. She added, "I love you, Daddy. I don't want this to change anything between us, because you will always be my Daddy, and my only true love."
Reginald looked towards his bedroom, where the door still hung partially open. He suspected Jazmine was listening. Hell, he knew she would be. She was his eyes and ears in the shops, so why wouldn't she be listening now? Jazmine would have to be dealt with if the secret of his incestuous affair with his daughter were to be kept. Reginald looked hard at Ursula and made a decision.
"If you want to prove that to me, Ursi, then why don't you show me? Why not join me and Jazmine for a little play time?" He turned and took hold of his cock, waving it towards his daughter. Ursula's eyes went to it, and then back up. He saw fear in her brown eyes. He had never before asked her to join him with another woman, even though she was well aware that he had other lovers. She had been his dirty little secret that the others knew nothing about, even though she was his long-time lover. She shook her head ever so slightly. That pissed him off.
Reginald stepped up to stand directly in front of his daughter and reached for her chin. He held her gaze with his own. "If you ever want to feel this cock in your fat cunt again, young lady, you will take hold of it right now, and come with me. Otherwise, get the fuck out of my house!"
Ursula wanted to cry, and yet the scent of her father's sweet, and that of Jazmine's sex no doubt, made her tingle. His cock was just inches away, and she wanted to take it between her lips. She wanted to pleasure her father, to take him into her throat, and swallow his semen, to prove to him that she loved him and worshipped him and would do anything he ever asked of her. But that wasn't what had been demanded of her. Her father had insisted she join him in his bed with another woman, an act she had never participated in. Ursula had never dreamed this would be asked of her, so she had never imagined being with another woman, naked, with her father. The line had been drawn, and she didn't want to cross it.
"That's my girl!" Reginald purred a moment later when his daughter had wrapped her delicate fingers around his manhood. Ursula gave him a slight stroke, and a gentle squeeze. The fear was still in her eyes, but her body was reacting as he had hoped. He could see that her fat nipples had popped and had created tiny volcanoes atop the massive globes, still hidden beneath her blouse.
"Get your clothes off and join us," Ursula's father instructed as he stepped away from her grip and headed back into his bedroom. He left the door open wide, and Ursula heard the big bed squeak as her father fell into it.
It took her some time before she decided to obey her father. The bed had begun its rhythmic squeaking again, however more subdued than before. As the sounds filled her ears, Ursula slowly stripped out of her clothing. Once completely naked, she tentatively walked through the inviting portal.
Atop the bed, her father had again lay on his back, and Jazmine, for she now knew the girl's name, was again astride him. She was moving slowly while her father massaged the massive mounds of her breasts. When Ursula stepped nearer to the bed, Jazmine stopped moving and gave her look.
Ursula was a middle-aged woman, slightly plump in the belly and her breasts sagged. The bruise her son had left the night before was visible and she saw her father's eyebrow rise upon noticing it. He also grinned.
"Reggie, this is weird," Jazmine said, though she was looking at Ursula.
"Not any weirder than when your mother joined us," Reginald reminded with a deep laugh. "And what did you learn then?"
Jazmine shrugged. "That my mom's a lesbian?"
Reginald laughed again. "That, but also that it can be fun having a third body rolling around under the sheets." He pulled Jazmine's mouth to his and kissed her deeply while Ursula watched. She'd never seen her father kiss another woman as passionately as he did her until then. It surprised her at how it made her feel. Not really jealous. But something.
When her father had stopped forcing his tongue down Jazmine's throat, he turned to look at her. His mouth was pulled back into a wide grin. His eyes sparkled as they took in her nudity. She felt warm, fearful, and excited. When he jerked his head slightly, calling her over, she went. Jazmine slipped off of his lap to expose Reginald's waving cock, once again coated with fresh girl-cream. She settled onto her knees beside him, waiting and watching Ursula.
As Ursula sat down on the edge of the bed beside her father, he turned to Jazmine and said, "This is Ursula, my daughter." He turned to Ursula and said, "Ursi, this is Jazmine." Both women nodded, with Jazmine saying "Hello".
Ursula couldn't help but admire the young woman's body. She was plumpish, as Ursula had been at that age, and her breasts were huge, larger than Ursula's with very large, very dark discs for nipples. There weren't prominent tips on them, though, only a dark dot where a child might feed, or her father. He had his hand on her far tit, cupping it and massaging it ever so slightly.
"Now that introductions have been made," Reginald said as he lay back into the pile of pillows, "why don't you two get reacquainted with my cock? And while you're at it, feel free to play among yourselves."
Ursula looked at Jazmine, who was looking back at her. "Would you like to go first?" Jazmine asked. Ursula saw that she had her father's cock in hand now and was stroking its full length slowly. Her finger nails were long and painted red, Ursula noticed. In answer, Ursula leaned over and opened her mouth. Jazmine guided her father's knob between her lips, and Ursula wrapped them tight around the crown.
"Oh, baby-bear!" Reginald sighed when his daughter's tongue began to flutter around his knob. He stroked her back and when Jazmine also leaned in to begin licking his balls, he stroked hers as well. Both women had round asses which he found with his big hands and began to work their flesh while they worked his cock and balls. "That's it, girls! Make Daddy-bear feel good."
Ursula was shivering visibly, even as she tried to immerse herself into the act of pleasuring her father with her mouth. His hand on her ass helped, but having another woman, one half her age most likely, pleasuring her father along with her made Ursula feel very strange. She glimpsed Jazmine's face, very near, and the girl had her eyes closed as she lathered her father's balls with he long, pink tongue. Ursula continued to bob up and down, hoping that her father was enjoying this if only so that he'd forget what he had discovered.
"Pull that ass around here," her father's voice boomed, and Ursula started to move, but it had been Jazmine who he had been instructing. Ursula let his cock slip from her lips as she watched the young black woman reposition herself astride his chest. With her ass above his face, Reginald said, "Damn! This is one fine looking pussy!" and then Ursula heard him take a long, noisy slurp. "And damned tasty, too!"
Jazmine started to lower her mouth to Reginald's upright cock, but Ursula pulled her father's cock back to her own lips and gulped as much as she could down. This was her father's manhood and she would be damned if some whore took her place. Ursula began to slurp and gulp on his cock as noisily as she could, to show her father that she would always be his go-to girl.
After a few minutes, Reginald panted, "Why don't you two girls change places? I want a taste of my dear daughter's hot cunt before I lay some serious pipe." Without comment, Jazmine rolled up and away from Reginald and watched quietly while Ursula moved to take her place. Ursula noticed that the younger woman was openly fingering herself as she watched, and might even be looking at her own hairy pussy since her eyes weren't on her father's throbbing cock. Jazmine's eyes met her in the moment she positioned herself above her father's mouth, and as Ursula felt the warmth of his tongue stroke through her distended labia, she saw Jazmine flick her own tongue out, as if wanting a taste for herself.
Ursula was about to bend forward and continue to service her father's dick with her tongue when he moaned, "Sit on my cock, Jazz!", before resuming his tongue lashing of her clit. Ursula pushed up until she was only on her knees straddling her father's head. Jazmine crawled over and through a leg across Reginald's hips. Ursula reached out and took hold of her father's cock and looked up into Jazmine's dark eyes.
"Go ahead," Ursula whispered. She stroked the bulbous tip along the fiery pink labia of the younger woman, and once positioned, she watched as Jazmine slowly dropped down her father's long, thick post.
"Aaaahhhh!" Jazmine sighed with his penetration, which was somewhat echoed by Reginald into Ursula's pussy. Ursula shivered as her father's humming rippled up through her. She wiggled her hips to smear her pussy against her father's mouth and was rewarded for her efforts with a jab of his long tongue up into her chute.
"Oooohhh, Daddddeeeee!" Ursula cried out a moment later as an orgasm rushed through her. In that moment, Jazmine reached out at took hold of her bulging nipples. The black girl gave each a harsh squeeze, which made Ursula's orgasm peak just that much higher, and then she pulled them hard, lifting Ursula's heavy breasts from her torso. Ursula's eyes popped open and she saw Jazmine smiling wide at her. For whatever reason, Ursula felt the urge and acted on it. She reached for the younger woman and pulled their mouths together. Jazmine's tongue lanced through her lips and found her own, and the two women kissed deeply.
Beneath them, Reginald was thrusting upward with both his tongue and cock, and had no idea that his daughter was having her first lesbian encounter. The juices flooding his mouth were evidence of her excitement, however, and he happily lapped them up and swallowed them down.
"I want my Daddy's cock," Ursula moaned after their lips finally parted. She looked into Jazmine's eyes, the girl still rolling up and down Reginald's long cock with slow, seductive motions, and saw a woman who enjoyed what was happening. Ursula was enjoying it as well. Jazmine nodded and started to rise up and off Reginald's cock. Ursula lifted away from her father's face and rolled to the opposite side.
"It's mine turn to feel you inside me, Daddy-bear!" Ursula purred. Here hands stroked down her father's hairy chest and across his belly. She stroked his long cock, feeling Jazmine's juices coating it. The girl's scent was strong and sweet, and made Ursula's pussy tingle.
Reginald sat up suddenly and told Ursula, "Lay down, Baby-bear. On your back. I want to fuck you right."
Ursula rolled into the pillows and let her thick thighs part, displaying for both her father and Jazmine her excited pussy. She reached down with a hand and stroked through her labia, pushing them apart to show her father the bull's eye of her vagina. "Fuck me, Daddy-bear!" she demanded. "Fuck your baby-bear! Your baby-girl!"
Jazmine sat beside her, on her knees, and watched as Reginald took aim and plunged into his daughter's gaping cunt. Her own pussy vibrated as she fingered herself. This was different from the time her mother had joined Reginald and her in be. She was now watching a father fuck his daughter, despite their ages. She'd never thought about doing this with her own bastard of a father, but suddenly the image was right in front of her. That could be her lying beneath her father, and his massive, black-snake cock slithering its way up through her vagina and into her belly.
"Aaahhh! Yeesssss!" both father and daughter moaned in unison as Reginald filled his daughter's cunt with his cock. He pulled back twice, only to plunge even deeper into Ursula, and each time, daughter and father moaned long and loud as his cock burrowed ever deeper. Once Reginald had his cock buried balls-deep in Ursula, he held himself there for a few moments while looking down into Ursula's face. Her mouth was agape wide, and her eye lids fluttered only half-open. She was riding out an orgasm in silence, though the way her cunt-walls vibrated around his thick shaft told Reginald the full tale.
As Ursula began to relax beneath him, Reginald turned to Jazmine and said, "Go ahead, Jazz. Sit on her face. I want to see my little girl eat that hot-pink pussy of yours!" Ursula had heard her father's words but didn't comprehend them until she felt Jazmine's thighs plant to either side of her head. She opened her eyes and saw only the dark flesh of Jazmine's inner thighs and ass, and the long, narrow dark crack of her ass. She smelled the scent when she breathed, and felt a tickle across her lips. She licked out and suddenly tasted a warm cream. Jazmine came down and her pussy planted full onto Ursula's mouth.
"Unngggffff!" Ursula gasped. She panicked for a moment, but then her father began to move with deep, strong thrusts that had her panting within seconds. Those pants went into Jazmine's pussy, and suddenly Ursula was licking away at the girl's creamy crease.
"Ooohh, fuck!" Reginald laughed. "This is so fucking hot! My baby-bear is eating pussy! Goddamnit, if I'd known you liked pussy, I'd have done this shit long ago!" As he roared, he pounded into Ursula's familiar pussy with jabs as powerful and lust-filled as he'd ever given her. He leaned into Jazmine's chest and captured one of her long, thick, chocolate kiss nipples and sucked in deep into his mouth to chew on. Jazmine had taken hold of Ursula's nipples and was pulling and twisting them atop the pale mounds, while rocking and grinding her pussy on the older woman's mouth. Beneath them both, Ursula was already racing towards another climax, smothered by a creamy cunt and pounded by a powerful prick. She had reached up and taken hold of Jazmine's wide ass and her fingers dug deep into the flesh, pulling the girl's hips down that much harder onto her mouth, while her tongue jabbed in and out of the tight, tasty hole, drawing tangy juices every time she pulled out.
Ursula was lost in a new and exciting world. She'd never dreamed of doing this with another woman. She knew that several of her colleagues were lesbians or bi-sexual, and a couple, including her office-mate Glenda, had even hit on her once or twice. Ursula was a daddy's girl, and what her daddy did for her had been more than enough for her, until Freddy made his own desires known. And now, just half a dozen months later, she was crossing yet another line. The taste of another woman's cream had been a surprise to her in that it was so delicious. She understood how men enjoyed spending so much time between a woman's thighs now. She wanted to, as well.
"Ohhh, fuck! Fuck yeah!" Reginald grunted suddenly. "That's it! That's my girl! Eat that pussy and make your daddy cum! Uuunnggghghhhhh!" Ursula felt her father's cock pulsing within her vaginal grip and a moment later she was being flooded with his hot semen. His cock rippled up through her chute, sending volley after volley of his cum high into her womb. She redoubled her oral attacks on Jazmine, finding her hard clit finally with her tongue. She flailed away at it while her father filled her vagina with thick man-cream.
Reginald felt the last of his semen push up through his shaft even as he began to slacken. He was huffing for air from the excitement as well as the exertion. He slipped from his daughter's ravaged pussy and saw a gush of his semen leak out. He grabbed hold of Jazmine's head and after giving her a brief, powerful kiss, he told her, "Get down there and clean that up."
Jazmine saw the mess that he had made of Ursula's pussy, the thick tangles of dark hair around the gaping pale pink gash now matted with spent cum. More leaked out from the dime-sized opening of Ursula's vagina. Jazmine was not unaccustomed to this act, something she'd learned that Reginald enjoyed watching. Her first time cleaning up a Reginald Killibrew cream-pie hadn't been with her mother, but that time had been the most enjoyable. Eating hot cum directly from her mother's freshly-fucked and filled cunt had made Jazmine cum three times on her fingers, and when Reginald was again ready, he had taken her while she finished up licking her mother to an orgasm of her own that even her father had never been able to deliver. Reginald had taught Jazmine many things in the two years she'd been working for him, and sleeping with him. Eating pussy and cleaning up after was just some of many.
Ursula knew what was about to happen, and was powerless to prevent it. She had felt her father vacate her pussy, as well as the cooling of his leaking semen. When Jazmine began to lean forward, she anticipated the touch long before it happened. When Jazmine's lips came into contact with her hole, and then her tongue began to lash out and lap away at her sticky mess of a cunt, Ursula couldn't help but cry out.
"Aaaahhhheeeeyyyyyyeeeee!" she erupted, her orgasm blasting through her hard. Her entire body bucked beneath the lighter black woman, and yet neither lost grip of the other. Jazmine's mouth latched hard to her cunt, and Ursula had a hold of Jazmine's thighs, holding the black girl's pink pussy tight to her own mouth. Cream gushed from her own cunt while she was given a fresh mouthful of Jazmine's. Both women lapped hungrily at the other.
Reginald stood to the side of the bed, watching as his daughter's pussy was cleaned well by his young black mistress's talented mouth. At the other end, Ursula was slurping noisily away as well, drinking up the squirts of piss-cream that Jazmine ejaculated when she came. He was surprised that his daughter would agree to such an act, after all of these years, and yet now that he knew that she had a secret side that he was unaware of, fucking her own son, it wouldn't surprise him if Ursula had been carpet-munching for years now. He didn't care. Not anymore. Not after his last visit to Dr. Silverman.
"You ready to put that thing back to work?" Reginald looked down to see Jazmine's cum-smeared face smiling up at him. Ursula's thighs were still parted and her pussy glistened with spit, spent cum, and her own leakage, below the black girl's heavy, huge tits.
"Front or back?" Reginald asked in reply to her nefarious question.
"Your baby-girl's still enjoying herself on the front," she grinned, adding a lick of her lips as punctuation.
Reginald leaned in and gave Jazmine a kiss, full on her sloppy mouth. "You have become one awesome whore, you know that?" He moved around to the far side of the bed, his cock in hand. He stopped at the dresser to retrieve a tube of lubricant.



"You're the one made me this way, Daddy!" she replied.
Ursula felt cool air on her pussy and recognized that Jazmine had stopped enjoying herself between her thighs. However, when she thought that the younger woman was about to dismount her face, she was treated to a different view. She opened her eyes as Jazmine's hips rolled forward. Her mouth was still fully planted on the hot gasp of her pussy but as her hips rolled, her dark crack was pried open by her father's big, hairy hands. Ursula had a worm's eye view as her father plopped a large drop of clear lubricant into her crack. His thumb smeared the cream down and against the girl's wrinkled anus, which seemed to open easily when pushed on. Her father's thumb well fully into the girl's ass, which gave Ursula another mouthful of warm cream. Her father's thumb popped out with a kiss from Jazmine's sphincter, and was quickly replaced by the massive head of his cock.
"Uuummm!" Ursula moaned beneath Jazmine as Reginald pushed his huge knob against her asshole. He had taken her long hair in his hands then and Jazmine rolled her hips a little, working her hole against his penetrator, until she felt her ring relax and him enter.
"Aaaggghhhh!" Jazmine groaned into the air as her guts were suddenly filled with a long, hot, thick tube of man-flesh.
"Yeeaahhh!" Reginald growled as his cock plowed deep into the black girl's bowels once again. He pulled her hair back, as if reigning in a horse, while ramming his hips forward.
From below, Ursula's eye went wide as she watched. Her father's cock wedged Jazmine's anus open unimaginably wide, the ring stretching tight around his shaft as he slid nearly effortlessly up her chute. When his massive balls dragged across her forehead and nose, Ursula took a deep breath of his manly, powerful scent. Her pussy spasmed, untouched, from the sights and sounds she was being presented with. And when her father began to pull out, his shaft glistened from the lubrication and Jazmine's anus distended along with it. Her father's cock stopped and then reversed, and Ursula watched the ring pushed back into place.
"Fuck! Your ass is so tight!" Reginald roared. "God damn! I love fucking this ass!" He was already falling into a slow, yet steady rhythm within Jazmine's guts. She felt him pull most of his length free each time, only to bury it back up her ass. It was painful, as it always was, and yet it was a pain that Jazmine craved. Reginald had taught her to love anal sex. He had compensated her well over the time she'd been working for him, and sleeping with him, but when her pay-check had nearly doubled following that first time, of his taking her anal cherry, as he called it, she learned that having a fat cock up her ass wasn't all bad.
Ursula was rewarded with a near constant flow of Jazmine's cream, which she lapped up furiously even as she watched her father sodomizing the girl. Jazmine didn't weigh much, but she had fallen full onto her belly as her father drilled her up the ass. Ursula gave the pussy above her a final stroke of her tongue, and then she wiggled out from under her. Ursula gave her mouth a wipe with the back of her hand and sat on the edge of the bed, watching her father ass-fuck Jazmine with harder and harder thrusts.
"Oooohhh, fuck! Yeeaahhh!" Reginald roared a moment later, and Ursula watched his face as his balls drained once again, this time sending his hot seed deep into Jazmine's bowels. Suddenly, she felt like a third wheel. Her body tingled, and she had enjoyed herself, but seeing her father and the pleasure on his face as he fucked another woman had made Ursula fear that she would never be loved by him as she once was. She knew this wasn't to be the case, and knew that he had other women besides his daughter for many years, and yet, seeing him actually with another hurt.
Ursula retreated to the living room and began to dress. She hadn't planned to visit her father in the first place, and now she'd been exposed to a side of him that she'd hoped to never have seen. She'd also learned something about herself, and that knowledge was going to take time for her to come to grips with.
"Where are you going, Ursi?" She turned to find her father standing in his bedroom doorway, still naked. His cock was limp now, but still looked very powerful, and desirable.
"I've got to get home and make dinner," she explained. "Freddy will be wondering where I am." She pulled on her jacket and picked up her purse.
"I'm not as angry as I made out to be, this morning," he told her. "I was surprised, is all. Actually, I'd already suspected that you and Freddy...you know. For a while now."
Ursula paused at the door. She said over her shoulder, "I guess it runs in the family." She turned to face her father, and added, "I love you, Daddy. And I love Freddy, as well. But you'll always be my father, and my only true lover." She ran to him and wrapped her arms around him. She pulled his mouth to hers and kissed him, deeply, before releasing him. "I'll see you later, okay?"
Reginald nodded. "We'll talk later. Get all of this figured out."
Ursula smiled and nodded. "We'll talk. Later." Behind her father, Ursula saw Jazmine standing in the doorway, a robe about her. Ursula gave her a parting wave, which Jazmine returned with a smile.
In her car, Ursula wanted to call her son, to let him know that she was okay and on her way home. Instead, she started the car and drove home. Things had changed for her over the last twenty-four hours. Things would change for Freddy, as well. But what she needed right then was an evening alone, to come to grips with all of the changes. Tomorrow, she would make love to her son, and her father, and everything would be wonderful.
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Bethany's Tales - Part 4
The bite of the cold steel hand cuffs into the flesh around her wrists jolted Bethany out of the near-stupor she had found herself. She was drunk, of that there was absolutely no doubt. She was also chilly, in fact, she was bloody well cold. She felt a shiver boil through her body when the door was opened into the parking lot at the motel. The squad car, one of the county sheriff's new Ford Fusions she noted, sat with its back door open. The female deputy guided her by the arm across the short distance and placed her into the back seat. The door slammed shut, locking Bethany into the car, under arrest.
How Bethany McAllister, middle-aged school teacher and mother of two grown sons, got into this predicament would eventually be talked about throughout the Regal Bay area, as well as making the national news. She would be shamed, of that there would be no doubt at all, and lose her job as a high school mathematics teacher as well. She may also be secretly admired, though only within the confines of a small circle of friends and confidants.
Events leading up to Bethany McAllister's arrest started some time back. The first six-weeks of the new school year had just been completed. It was Friday morning at Regal Bay High School and the entire faculty sat in the auditorium. At the end of each grading period, the students were rewarded with a three-day weekend. For the teachers and staff, however, this "day off" was usually spent in meetings or at annual training seminars. For this morning, the school board had called the faculty together to introduce the new principal for the high school.
"And now, I want to introduce our new principal here at Regal Bay High, Mrs. Tamara Doolittle!" Gerald Gates turned from the podium where he stood and began to clap as a tall, slim, blonde woman stepped out from behind the curtain and strutted across the auditorium stage. Her high heels clicked loudly, as few of those in the audience did little more than lightly golf-clap.
"Oh, sweat lord, that's all we need around here," the woman seated to Bethany's left muttered. "Another tall, blonde, bimbo walking the hallways around here. It's hard enough keeping the boys' attention on their work without obvious sluts like this walking around."
Bethany leaned closer to Christina Walton, a fellow math teacher, and slyly asked, "Who are you calling a slut?" She added a wink and a grin as Christina glanced at her. They weren't friends, just co-workers, and Christina wasn't privy to much of what went on around her, either in the school or the city. Christina enjoyed a sheltered life, going through with blinders on, Bethany thought. Christina was gifted with a fine body and beautiful face, and yet the younger teacher held onto her high morals relentlessly, and given the fact that her husband was Pastor Robert Walton, she wasn't about to loosen up any time soon. Still, Bethany thought that the 30-year-old could really enjoy her life in Regal Bay if she'd just relax and use what God had given her.
To Bethany's right sat Pamela Walker, who was privy to the sinful underworld of Regal Bay and a very good friend of Bethany's. "I'd bet those are fake," Bethany whispered to no one in particular as they watched the tall blonde step up and shake Gerald's hand. She was a good foot taller than he was, given the fact that she had on stiletto heeled shoes. Tamara also had worn a skirt suit that morning that seemed tailor-made for her up-lifted breasts. She was a stunning woman and would easily stand out in any gathering, even without the high heels.
"Thank you, Mr. Gates," Tamara said as she turned to face the gathered crowd of faculty members. She presented a wide smile and scanned over the group before beginning. "I want to thank all of you today for coming and showing your support. I know that I'm new to your community, and I have a lot to learn about you and your wonderful school, but rest assured that I will put in as many hours as I need to. I apologize for not being available right away, with the start of the school year, but I had a few unforeseen personal issues pop up in the last few weeks and instead of trying to do both and becoming a distraction, I felt it best to deal with this issues before coming to Regal Bay." Mrs. Doolittle moved away from the podium before she continued, holding the microphone in one hand.
"I want all of you to understand that I have an open-door policy in all things when it comes to education and the administration of this school. My predecessor has left me with a wonderful school, a fabulous faculty, and very little in the way of issues to attend to. That said, I will be contacting each of you in turn before the first six-week grading period ends to have a one-on-one, sort of a get to know each other session as it were. I'm not asking to be your friend, as my position really doesn't lend itself to that. Instead, I want you to be comfortable with me and coming to me for help, advice, or even if you just need to vent. I'm here for you and your needs, not to rule you. This is your school, these are your students, and I'm just here to make sure everything runs smoothly in the school and between the school and the board." She gave a nod to the five School Board members seated in the front row, to stage left.
"So, let's keep this short and sweat, shall we?" she continued. "I have everyone's phone numbers and e-mail addresses, so I will be getting into contact with you over the next few days. Until then, have a wonderful afternoon!" Tamara stepped back to the podium, replaced the microphone, and headed for the steps leading down to the audience.
Gerald Gates seemed flustered that Tamara's talk had been so short and quickly jumped up to the stage to try and take control even as the gathered faculty began to rise and head out.
"Please! I have more to announce!" he begged, but there weren't too many listening. Tamara had already begun to shake hands of several of the faculty as they headed out. She turned and said, "Send it as an e-mail, Gerald." She then turned back to those she was introducing herself to, unaware of just how much respect she had just garnered with that retort of the School Board president. Gerald was visibly upset, but didn't reply to his new hire. Instead, he charged off to the far end of the stage and headed for the parking lot.
"I already like this broad," Pamela laughed under her breath as she followed Christina down the row towards the aisle. She looked back over her shoulder at Bethany and asked, "Want to grab some lunch?"
"Sure," Bethany nodded. "Let's head over to Applebee's."
Bethany and Pamela were joined by four others, Lynn Harris, Gayle Meyers, Denise Hoyt, and Erica Conrad, who had seemingly randomly picked the same idea for lunch. They were seated around one of the large, round tables in a corner and their drink orders taken. Only Denise ordered a soft drink. The others all ordered alcohol in one form or another.
Instead of rehashing what had been brought up that morning, or even to talk about their new principal, conversation instead turned to other, somewhat sinful events. "Can you believe how many teachers across the country have been arrested over the last year?" Denise asked as the server placed her iced tea in front of her. "I mean, how many women are having sex with their students out there?"
Pamela and Bethany gave each other a knowing look over their drinks. Lynn laughed, accompanied by Erica. "I don't think that is the issue," Gayle replied. "It's not that they are having sex with students. It's that they are getting caught having sex with their students."
"They aren't being careful about who they screw around with," Lynn added. "The boys have to be the ones letting the cat out of the bag, you know. I doubt if any of these teachers are so dumb as to leave evidence around."
"If they have nibby husbands and leave texts and pictures on their phones, then they might be getting caught that way," Denise surmised.
"I've read that a few have even made sex-tapes, or videos, or whatever," Lynn added. "Some have even posted them on porn sites. I guess it gets them off."
"I'd bet it was the boys giving it up," Bethany said. "I mean, most of them do nothing but brag anyway when it comes to sex. Why not brag about banging your math teacher? Especially if she's willing to put out more than once."
"Exactly," Pamela chimed in. "These women are obviously enjoying themselves. Otherwise, why take the chance? Of those I read about, most have been married. It never says if they are happy in their marriage. Or satisfied."
Denise said, "If they were satisfied at home, like most of us, then they wouldn't be looking elsewhere." That drew a laugh from those gathered.
"What makes you think I'm satisfied?" Bethany asked. "Shit. I'm single and I haven't been laid by a guy my age in ten years!"
"I'm sorry," Denise apologized. "I forgot you are divorced."
"Okay, I admit, I am pretty satisfied at home!" Lynn replied, raising her glass in a toast before drinking. "In more ways than one, at times!"
"So am I!" Gayle added.
"Oh, yeah, Gayle? With who?" Erica asked slyly. They all knew that Gayle had been divorced twice since joining the faculty at Regal Bay High.
"Well, there is this old man who lives down the hall..." Gayle replied sarcastically. "And then the maintenance guy, he's pretty hung!"
"I've been to your apartment, Gayle," Lynn laughed. "If your maintenance man is who I think it is, you've definitely got a daddy-fetish going!"
Gayle shrugged. "Hey! To each her own. I spend all day teaching students. When I'm with a man, I want one who knows what to do, so I can just lie back and enjoy."
"Which brings us back to these teachers getting caught and arrested," Pamela said. "We all know that it happens. It has been going on for decades, if not longer. Usually it's men fucking their female students that get caught. And they go away for a long time. There's just something society doesn't take kindly too, and that's perverted old men screwing around with young girls.
"But women have been doing it just as long," she continued. "I think we all know that it goes on here, also. Regal Bay is a special place, and there are affairs and relationships going on in this town that would freak out most of the country. Those of us around this table have our secrets and don't wish to have them exposed. Common sense and discretion have taken care of this town for a long time, since its founding really, but we are still a growing community. It's only a matter of time before someone does something with someone who sees a way to advance their own agenda, or someone sticks their nose someplace and finds out something that brings the spotlight onto Regal Bay. And when that happens, ladies, everyone's life will be affected, in one way or the other."
The group remained quiet, listening to Pamela. She had not wanted to bring such a serious mood to the table, but needed to finish her thought. "All I'm saying is this. Make damned sure that whatever you do, you be very careful in who you do it with, and who you talk to about it. We all have secrets that we keep from our families, our friends, and even ourselves. We all know who we can trust, and who we can go to when we need advice. The "Three Sisters" are always available and have resources to take care of anything that might get out of hand, before it gets out of hand."
"Remember the Club, also," Erika added. "We're all members, in one way or another, and we all know who we can go to if we've got anxieties. Remember, if you're unsure about someone, ask one of the other Matrons before you take the plunge, one way or the other."
"And with that said," Bethany jumped in, "I propose a toast. To our new principal, Mrs. Doolittle. May she do little to interfere with our work, our lives, and our pleasures!"
As she lifted her glass, Pamela muttered to Denise beside her, "Why is it that I saw that pun coming?"
"It won't be the last time, I'm sure," Denise replied.
***
Over lunch, the conversation around the table turned to other topics, from the abnormally hot temperatures they had been enduring over the last week, to the new program for their students to earn college credits by taking after-school classes given by university professors in the high school, to the expected pay raise that had been negotiated through their union. After, Bethany and Bethany moved to the long central bar of the restaurant to enjoy a final drink, while the others headed out.
"Do you think we should be concerned about what's been happening?" Bethany asked softly after they had their fresh drinks.
"I don't think so. We know our boys well, and I'm sure the others are just as careful as we are." Pamela drank. She knew quite well that Bethany's sex-life was very nearly exclusive to young men. Most had been, or still were, her students. Pamela had limited any contact with young men to her son and a couple of others. Hers was a recently discovered craving, whereas Bethany had been enjoying young men for more than twenty years, if her stories could be believed.
"I've been through what these women are going through before, back in Tampa," Bethany admitted. "I lucked out, it would appear. Some people pulled some strings, and it never made the news. I got divorced. I left town and came here." Bethany looked at Pamela and said quite seriously, "I vowed to myself that I wasn't going to do it again. I just couldn't help it, though. When the opportunity came up, I took the chance. I regret it, but I don't think I can stop. Not until they stop accepting my offers. Hell, I'm over fifty now, and still find it fairly easy to get a hot young man to stick his wick in me!"
"Maybe it's because you're still a very attractive woman," Pamela told her. "And you just ooze with sex-appeal!" She leaned in and gave her friend a kiss on the cheek. "Hell, if I liked girls, or if I had a dick, I think I'd like to fuck you!"
Bethany laughed. "I know where I could get my hands on a strap-on!" After they shared a laugh at that thought, Bethany gave Pamela a side-long look and admitted, "You know I slept with Johnny, don't you? Back when I had him in school."
Pamela nodded. "He told me." She turned and winked at Bethany. "Right after he made love to me on his bed as a matter of fact!"
Bethany laughed again. She knew Pamela's secrets as well as Pamela knew hers. They'd been close friends for many years. "Maybe we could double team him, sometime! I'd like to get re-acquainted with his wonderful cock."
"And knowing Johnny, he wouldn't mind getting a taste of your pussy again! Maybe I can set something up," Pamela replied and returned to her drink. "You know, Bethany, I've never had the pleasure of sampling either of your sons..."
Bethany tipped her glass to Pamela and said, "I might be able to arrange something, with Bradley at least. I imagine he'd like spending a bit of time with a younger woman such as yourself."
After finishing off their drinks, they said their good-byes and headed for their separated homes. For Bethany, the weekend was a quiet one, spent tending to her home. Both of her sons were away and she enjoyed a peaceful, though sex-free weekend indoors.
By the time Monday morning came, Bethany was feeling the itch of need. Entering the high school through the faculty entrance, she got caught up in the passing of the high school basketball team, which had had a morning work-out session. The young men, several of which Bethany had in classes, jogged past her as they went along the halls towards the gym showers and locker rooms.
Bethany often found herself enjoying an image of those fine young men, naked beneath the shower heads, be they football, basketball, or the lacrosse teams. The scene often played out in her mind, something of a reversal from the famous shower scene from the movie Porky's, where several of the male students had hidden behind the shower walls of the girls' locker room to spy on them. For Bethany, the idea of finding such a spot for herself to spy on the young men of Regal Bay High School had been a long-standing fantasy of hers.
With the passing of the last of the basketball team and the coaching staff, Bethany continued to her classroom on the first floor. She had time for a cup of coffee in the faculty lounge before the first bell and used that time to catch up on the week's events leading up to Rivalry Weekend.
"Rivalry Weekend" was a basketball tournament that kicked off the boy's and girls' basketball seasons each year. It consisted of the six area high schools and hosting the event rotated between the schools. It was a monetary boost to the schools that hosted, and this year Regal Bay would be hosting the boy's tournament. Three seeding games were slated for Friday night, with continued bracket play all day Saturday, and the championship game played Sunday afternoon. Regal Bay hadn't made the championship in half a dozen years, yet there were high hopes this season, as the team had a full starting five made up of seniors.
Leading the team as captain was Thomas Kamp, son of two of Regal Bay's more noted doctors as well as grandson of Ruby Kamp, one of the more well-off women in the area. Bethany had Thomas, or Tommy as he went by, in several classes as he progressed through school. Once a senior, and of legal age, Bethany had made it clear to the young athlete that should he find himself in need of relief, she would willingly provide it. Tommy had a girlfriend, a beautiful teen cheerleader of course, but when he discovered that a middle-aged teacher would give him what he needed, in the boy's bathroom no less, he was eager to jump on it. Weren't they all?
That Monday Bethany had a note all readied, to be attached to Tommy's graded homework from the weekend. She passed out the papers to her students, and saw Tommy's eyes light up when he read the note. His grin and wink were his signal to her that he indeed was up for a quick meeting during the lunch hour.
Several years earlier, Bethany had discovered that during the 11 o'clock lunch period, the gymnasium was not in use. Equally, the bathrooms at the far end were vacant, primarily used only during events. With no class on the gym floor, the lights would be dimmed and there would be no witness to anyone slipping into either bathroom. Bethany wasn't the only member of the faculty who knew about this, nor was she the only one to take advantage of it. She was, however, one of the very few who ever enjoyed the pleasures of a student in the facility. There were others, but none as brazen as she could be.
"Any one in here?" she always asked before entering the men's room, just in case it was being cleaned, or utilized. The response she had instructed her young lovers to use was "Only us sewer rats," a phrase she couldn't remember where she picked up, but suited her fine. When she heard Tommy's wonderfully masculine voice give that phrase as an all-clear, Bethany quickly slipped into the bathroom and quietly shut the door. She slipped the dead-bolt into place, an accessory she'd had the janitor install many years ago, for a favor of course.
Bethany found Tommy in the back stall, the larger handicapped unit. He was already completely naked, having stripped out of his jeans, t-shirt, a class sweater, and underwear before she'd arrived, in ready anticipation. He still wore his socks, as the tiled floor would be cold.
Tommy was a tall young man, well over six-foot-five she guessed. Bethany couldn't help but grin at the sight of his youthful cock, already erect and standing proudly from his nearly hairless crotch. Tommy, and many of his fellow athletes Bethany knew, were into the "manscaping" and kept themselves well-trimmed, if not fully shaved, in stark contrast to the chin and upper-lip hair that they let grow, however sparse and patchy it may be. For his height, however, Tommy had a short cock, which Bethany had once measured at just under six and a half inches. Disappointing, but she had taught him how to use it well in the few months she been tutoring him in private.



"Getting straight to the point, I see," Bethany whispered. She slipped to her knees before the young stud and reached up to wrap her fingers around Tommy's shaft. Her English accent always sounded more pronounced in these situations, and gave her young lovers an added thrill.
"I need to get to my next class a little early," Tommy told her. "I need to finish up an assignment. Oooohhh!" Tommy sighed deeply as his trigonometry teacher began to swirl her tongue around the tip of his cock. Her eyes were up and looking at the reaction on his face. Her mouth slowly opened wider and drew closer, and she lightly raked her teeth across the top and bottom of his knob. "Oooohhh, fuck!" he growled. He laid his hands atop of her head of grey-blonde hair and humped forward slightly. Bethany's jaw dropped to allow him to push a couple of inches of hard dick onto her tongue, and then she tightened her lips around his shaft. "Oooohhh, that feels so fucking good!" Tommy purred, echoing nearly every other young stud Bethany had sucked off in that very stall over the years.
Bethany allowed Tommy to face-fuck her for a few minutes, enjoying every smooth thrust. When she tasted the tart flavor of his pre-cum gush across her tongue, she pulled back. With a broad grin, she asked, "You didn't get naked just to drop a load on my tongue, now did you?"
Tommy shook his head. There was a bit of sweet on his upper lip, she saw, and his tongue hung at the slight opening of his mouth. He was excited, of that there was no doubt. She was, as well. Bethany stood up and looking up into the tall young man's face, asked, "What did you have in mind, Tommy?" She continued to work his shaft with her hand as they stood in the stall.
"Can I taste you first?" he asked almost sheepishly.
Bethany giggled. "Of course, you can! I'm here for you and your needs. If you need to have a taste of my old pussy, before you stick this hard pecker in, then who am I to deny you?" She stood up and pulled Thomas' mouth to hers for a brief kiss. Not many of her young lovers enjoyed kissing her. Those that did enjoy kissing, she had learned through the years, were also sexually engaged with their mothers, an aunt, or even a grand-mother. Tommy, however, wasn't one of these, and only kissed Bethany briefly, and with little passion.
Bethany leaned back against the cool tile wall of the stall and while giving her lips a slow lick, her lusty eyes on Tommy's face, she began to slowly pull her skirt upward. Bethany was a thick woman, though not yet fat, and her thighs went right along with that. Tommy took a slight step back as his eyes went downward, and as she revealed to him the fact that she hadn't worn her panties to their meeting, he dropped to his knees before her. Her blonde curls were trimmed short, but the broad triangle of hair stretched from hip to hip.
Tommy reached up to stroke his hands along the furry expanse, and then used his thumbs to pull her outer labium open. Bethany's pink folds glistened as they unfurled, and Thomas quickly pressed his face in.
"Oooohhh, that's nice!" Bethany sighed as the senior basketball star put his tongue to work. As with many young men, he flicked hard and fast across her clit and through her folds, before lapping hungrily away at her opening when the juices began to flow. There was little patience in the young man, and she'd come to expect it and enjoy it. It wasn't as if they had much time to enjoy a lasting foreplay, after all.
Bethany gave Tommy a few minutes to enjoy her snatch, and she no doubt enjoyed his tongue, before she guided him onto the next level. "Why don't you have a seat?" she told him with a gentle push of his head from her crotch. Thomas moved quickly to sit upon the toilet seat, the lid down and his cock up. Bethany took a moment to pull off her blouse and hang it on the door's hook. She lifted her breasts from the cups of her bra and then stepped up beside Thomas. She presented her left nipple to him, and Tommy greedily latched onto her wide pink tip.
"That's it, suck that tittie," she sighed while reaching for his rigid cock. As Tommy enjoyed a few moments of breast-sucking, she stroked his hot rod until he began to hum and moan. Straddling him, Bethany positioned his penis beneath her vagina, and took him in.
"Aaaahhhh," both she and Tommy sighed upon their joining. She could already feel his cock pulsing within her and she recognized that he wasn't going to last long at all. She wasted little time in setting her pace and as she rose and fell, fucking herself on his youthful cock, Tommy rolled his head back to look into her face. His mouth hung open and he was panting deeply, in time with her vaginal stroking of his dick.
"Let me know when you're ready," she instructed him, getting a nod in return. He was ready less than a minute later.
Bethany reluctantly lifted away from Tommy's throbbing cock and reached for it with her hand. It was coated in her cream, which she tasted a moment later when she wrapped her lips around the boy's crown. With her hand stroking his shaft, Bethany began to taste his salty discharge, until he began to grunt, "Ohh, oooohhh, yeeaahhh!", and with a heavy pulse his cock spit a thick, slimy, virile load down her throat. Bethany gulped and swallowed, and then again as his next burst filled her mouth and coated her teeth and tongue with white-hot semen. Tommy fired three thick volleys into her mouth, all of which she devoured, before he began to shrivel up.
"Ooohh, stop! Stop!" he gasped. Her head was pushed away from his suddenly very sensitive dick. A rope of stray cum dribbled down her chin and she whipped it up with her finger. She grinned as Tommy watched her clean her finger, sucking on it as if it were his cock.
"Do you feel better?" she asked him. She had taken his cock back in her hand and was slowly stroking it. A final drop of white cream bubbled out and she carefully licked it away after another moment. Tommy shivered on the stool.
"That was great," he finally replied. Bethany stood up and dressed then, and Tommy did as well. Nothing was said between them until they had fully dressed.
"Can I ask you a favor, Mrs. McAllister?" Tommy asked.
"Anything," she replied. She reached out and stroked his handsome face and added, "That's what I'm here for, after all. Providing favors."
Tommy chuckled. "That's kind of what I was going to ask. You see, some of the guys on the team, well, I told a couple of the seniors about you, and some of the things you do for me..."
"Now Thomas! You know that wasn't agreed upon," she warned. "This was to remain our secret, unless you talked with me first. I could get into a lot of trouble if this gets out."
"It's okay, the guys are cool with it. I think you know Roy Hill, anyway."
Bethany did know Roy Hill, very well in fact. "What did you have in mind?"
"I thought that, you know, as an incentive to win this weekend, you might be willing to set something up?"
"You mean, like a gangbang?" she gasped. "You and your team-mates taking me on? Is that what you have in mind?"
Tommy shrugged. "I don't know. I guess. Or maybe just one at a time, you know."
Bethany was fearful. This was how so many other teachers got into trouble. When too many young men get involved, someone is bound to brag, to others or over social networking. And then the wrong people hear about it, and the next thing you know another teacher is in the news.
"There's only six of us seniors," Tommy added. "And it won't go any further, I can promise. You know you can trust Roy and me, and the other guys would never say a thing. They don't know who I'm talking about anyway. Maybe you could even wear a mask or something, and they'd never know who you were, just some woman I set up for a good time."
Bethany still held reservations, but told him that she'd consider it. They left the bathroom soon after the bell had rung, and Bethany pushed Tommy's request from her mind.
The next two days were uneventful for Bethany, other than enjoying a visit to her home by one of her former students who had been taking care of the lawn in her sons' absence. Of course, in return for a well mowed lawn, Landon Stevens was provided with a well-drained set of balls.
Thursday afternoon, Thomas had passed on a note to her, requesting another meeting. She was hesitant, but agreed. However, instead of Tommy waiting in the stall for her, it was another of the basketball team's senior players, Jaylen McMahon.
As she stepped into the bathroom, having heard the all-clear response, Bethany found the tall, half-Japanese student waiting just inside. She was startled, but quickly understood that Thomas had set this up. "Mrs. McAllister?" Jaylen croaked in surprise. He looked around, as if looking for a way to escape.
Bethany turned and secured the dead-bolt. "Did Tommy send you here?" she asked. Getting a frightened nod in response, she told him, "Did he tell you who was going to meet you?" Jaylen shook his head. She stepped up closer to him and asked, "Did he tell you what he, and I, do here?" Jaylen paused, meeting her eyes and seeing a slight grin on her lips. He nodded. "Why did you come?" she asked, and then giggled, "No pun intended."
Jaylen shrugged his shoulders, still speechless. "Do you want to leave? Or do you want me to show you what I do for Tommy, and a few others? Even as she asked it, she unbutton her blouse and removed it. She lay it on the sink counter and reached inside her bra to lift her breasts free. "I'm willing to do anything you'd like, Jaylen. As long as this remains between us, what we do in here, then we might enjoy more meetings of a similar nature." She didn't wait for his reply. Instead, she stepped right up to him, and then dropped to her knees. She ran her hands across the front of his trousers, slacks and not jeans she noticed, and felt his bulge. Looking up at him, and meeting his still-fearful gaze, she began to unfasten his pants. When she reached inside his underwear and took hold of his cock, she thought that he was about to faint.
"Relax, Jaylen," she whispered. "Relax and enjoy." She gave his cock, which was rapidly stiffening in her hand, a slow lick along the bottom and across the tip. "Don't be shy, either. When you feel ready, just let go. I don't mind. I swallow." And then Bethany gulped nearly his entire length down with a plunge of her mouth.
"Ooohh, Christ!" Jaylen gasped, and then took hold of her head as she worked her head back and forth along his dick. He rolled his head back and looked at the ceiling vent, all the while the sensations of having his cock sucked by one of the teachers of the school very nearly overwhelmed him. This wasn't his first blow job, and it felt fantastic. Mrs. McAllister was skilled to say the least. He felt the back of her throat open and she even took him fully in, down her throat, something he'd only ever experienced with one other woman.
"Ooohh, that feel so good, Mrs. McAllister," he sighed, looking down now at her bobbing, grey-blonde head of hair. He curled his fingers into it and started to thrust into her mouth with short jabs. She rolled her head back and looked up into his face. Her jaw dropped and her throat opened, and Jaylen began to deeply thrust fully into her face. He saw tears building in her eyes, but didn't slow. In fact, his balls were beginning to hum and after just another short series of jabs, he roared with his release.
"Oooohhh, gaaaawwwddd!" Bethany felt the cock, now wedged against the back of her throat, begin to pulse and fire. She felt the warmth of his hot semen in her throat and fought not to gag. She managed to pull back until his cum was being laid across her tongue, and she tightened her lips around his throbbing manhood to capture as much of his tasty hot cream as she could. Her belly was already warming from the first load, and the feeling grew as she swallowed even more.
Jaylen was panting heavily when he stepped away from her. Bethany wiped her mouth with the back of her hand as she watched the young man, her newest lover, lean against the nearest stall and begin to stuff his spent cock away. After clearing her mouth of his deposit, she pulled her bra back into place and retrieved her blouse.
"Tommy had asked about something for you seniors on the team," she said. "At first, I was upset with him. You understand, I can't have everyone in the school knowing about my, um, indiscretions. You can't tell anyone about this, Jaylen. Do you understand?"
Jaylen nodded. "Yes, ma'am," he replied in a breathy, spent voice. "I won't tell anyone."
"In that case, and as long as I'm satisfied that you will be discrete about this, I will be willing to meet you again, should you feel the need or desire." She stepped up to him and placed her hands on his chest. Looking at him, she asked, "This wasn't your first time with an older woman, wasn't it?" He shook his head. "I thought so." She kissed him, and he kissed her back after a moment. When they parted, she told him, "Let Tommy know that I'll set up what he was wanting."
After leaving the bathroom, Bethany again returned to her classroom, a belly full of semen once again. She had already decided to set something up for Tommy and his team-mates before he sent Jaylen to her. In fact, later that afternoon, she made the reservation.
***
When Saturday came, the basketball team had won the night before and had been seeded second. This gave them a bye in the first round on Saturday morning in the tournament, and when they played later in the afternoon, the team was fresh compared to their opponents. As a result, the Regal Bay High Rogues would be playing Sunday Afternoon for the championship.
Bethany had been in attendance for Friday night's game as well as Saturday afternoon's. After the Saturday game looked to be decided, she send a text to Tommy, giving him the details of where, and when. She left before the game was over to get to the motel room, and get ready. It would be up to Tommy to pass on their rendezvous information to the other seniors, and to insure complete secrecy.
For the occasion, Bethany had rented a Catwoman costume. It was somewhat campy, but provided a mask to hide her identity from those young men who hadn't already been introduced to her. It would also give the young men something other than a middle-aged woman to look at, something for their fantasies, she hoped. It was in a plus size, given her wide hips, rounded belly, and full dd-cup breasts. In the mirror she recognized that she'd never be mistaken for Julie Newmar, Michelle Pfeiffer, or Halle Berry, or any of the other women who've played Batman's nemesis over the years. "Maybe Catwoman's grand-mother," she said to her image.
At seven-fifteen she received a text from Tommy, informing her that the game was over, that they'd won and were moving on to the championship game on Sunday, and that they would be at the motel in half an hour. For Bethany, the excitement was hard to contain, as she'd never taken on so many young men at once before. Three had been her largest orgy, and that had taken place long ago in Tampa. At the time, she had been in her twenties and up for the challenge. Now that she was a fifty-year-old, she began to wonder if she was up for this one.
When the knock on the door to the motel room came, she admittedly jumped. Bethany had been seated on the corner of the bed, but rushed to the door. She peered through the peep hole and saw three young men, Tommy, Jaylen, and Roy Hill. She took a deep breath and opened the door.
"Damn! Look at this!" Roy Hill laughed as he led the way in. "If I'd have known we were in for Catwoman, I'd have worn my Joker outfit!"
"Come on in, boys!" she purred, with a playful scratch across Roy's broad chest. "I've got a hungry kitty waiting for some big, hard men to pet."
"I for one don't plan on petting your kitty," Tommy laughed. "I plan on feeding it!"
"I certainly hope so!" Bethany replied with a laugh of her own. "So let's not waste any more time, gentlemen. First one undressed gets first dibs!" Bethany rolled onto the big bed and flashed her wide, naked ass towards the three young men, just to show them that she wasn't wearing the costume bottoms. The corset-attached tail swung above her ass-crack, teasing them as each stripped out of their t-shirts and jeans. Another knock came, and Tommy opened it to let in one of the other team seniors.
"Where's Wesley?" he asked the newcomer.
"He didn't know if he would be able to make it," was the reply. "His parents were taking him to dinner after the game."
"His loss!" Jaylen said. He had been the first to drop his underwear and as such moved onto the bed alongside Bethany. "How about a little head, Catwoman!" he grinned with a wave of his long dick.
"My pleasure!" she purred, and guided him between her lips.
"Oooohhh, shit!" Jaylen moaned, enjoying Bethany's tongue-work once again.
"Roll that ass around here," Tommy insisted, and helped Bethany reposition until she was draped over the edge of the bed, face down in Jaylen's lap, while Tommy took up a position to ram her from behind. When he pushed forward, he thrust balls-deep hard, which made her grunt onto Jaylen's cock. It had been a long time since she'd been taken by two young studs. That would be the first of several times that night she'd be fed and fucked at the same time.
Five minutes in, and Bethany had a mouthful of Jaylen's cum. She swallowed what she could, but before she could finish, he had been replaced by the new-comer, a boy whose name she didn't know. His cock was curved downward and from her angle on the bed she was able to let it slip directly down her throat on the first try.
"Oooohhh, shit! This feels so fucking incredible!" he roared. He started bucking, forcing his dick in and out of her throat. Behind her, Tommy began to grunt and fill her aching pussy with its first load of the evening. Normally, Bethany would rather her young studs feed her their hot creamy loads, but tonight she'd be hard pressed to keep up.
She was enjoying the face-fucking she was receiving when Tommy's cock was replaced by another. She couldn't see who it was, but it felt familiar so she guessed, correctly, that it belonged to Roy Hill. Roy was a young stud she'd discovered nearly a year earlier, and had enjoyed him on many occasions. He knew her just as well and went to work on her aged pussy with shallow, rapid thrusts. He had a hair-trigger when it came to his first load of the day, and wanted to get off as quickly as possible in order to enjoy the rest of the evening. It only took Roy a dozen thrusts into her cum-filled cavity before he was grunting with his own release, added another healthy load to Bethany's gaping hole.
The curved cock fucking her face pulled free and was replaced by Tommy's familiar manhood. It tasted of semen and cunt-cream, which Bethany lapped up before opening wide to let him slide into her throat. Bethany was lifted fully onto the bed, Tommy's cock still wedged between her jaws, and placed on her hands and knees with her ass high. The bed rocked as another young stud moved into position to mount her, and a moment later she was taken by the curved cock.
"Unngggffff!" she grunted around Tommy's dick as her pussy was given a good, and interestingly different, plowing. She was cumming quickly on that mighty wand and would have to ensure that she was introduced more formally, for future enjoyment.
Tommy had fired his load and didn't have a second ready right away. He slipped free after a few minutes to be replaced at Bethany's mouth by Roy, who hadn't lost a bit of his rigidity even after firing off just a few minutes earlier. She greedily accepted his mouth-filling cock and went back to work.
A few minutes later and the curved cock, wedged deep inside her belly and held there, began to fire off its creamy load. She could feel the cock pulsing inside her and she clamped her muscles down, knowing that her old pussy would soon be gushing out every drop it had already taken in. As he slipped free, she fought to hold her vagina closed, until another cock plugged her. This belonged to Jaylen, from the sounds he made as he plowed into her. Tommy slipped free of her mouth and gave her upraised ass a loud slap.



"Damn! This is one messy fucking cunt!" Jaylen laughed as he began to thrust in and out of her well-used and thoroughly saturated pussy. A moment later, there was a pounding coming from the motel room door, seeming to match the pounding that Jaylen's cock was giving her over-loaded pussy. "Hey, maybe Wesley changed his mind!" Tommy announced, and pulling a discarded pillow case around his waist, he went to the door and pulled it open. "Where you been? Oh, shit!"
Tommy's cry of anguish forced Bethany to look over, and what she saw made her entire body scream in agony. What she saw was three brown-uniformed sheriff's deputies storming into the motel room.
"Everyone! Hand's in the air and freeze in place!" came the roar from the lead deputy. Behind her, Jaylen painfully ripped his cock from her vagina and jumped from the bed. A thick flood of semen rushed out of her suddenly vacated pussy and dripped onto the mattress between her knees. The young men were moving quickly around the room, grabbing clothing while trying to keep their hands held high. All were suddenly pleading and with the deputies shouting, Bethany felt her knees buckle. The world seemed to spiral for her, and she rolled from the bed. She never felt the impact with the floor.
When Bethany had come to, after having passed out, she was seated in one of the room's chairs. She had a blanket covering her nudity. Two deputies remained in the room, one a man and the other a woman, and the door was closed. None of the young men were anywhere to be seen.
"She's awake," the male said.
The female deputy stepped up to her and from a card, read Bethany her rights. "Bethany McAllister. You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can be used against you in a court of law. You have the right to an attorney, and should you be unable to afford one, one will be appointed to you by the court. Do you understand your rights at this time?" Bethany was in a daze and only nodded. After being read her rights, she was instructed to get dressed, which she did under the watchful eyes of the female deputy, and then handcuffed for the trip downtown. She didn't start crying until she had been locked into the back seat of the patrol car.
***
"You're free to go, Mrs. McAllister, on your own recognizance," the Judge proclaimed. Bethany let out a breath she hadn't realized she'd been holding. Her lawyer, a young woman that had been assigned to her shortly after her arrest, handed her a file folder with everything she would need to bring back with her at a later date. It would be up to Bethany if she wanted to hire a different lawyer for her formal trial.
The courtroom was adjacent to both the county jail, where she'd spent the weekend, and the sheriff's department. Since the motel where she'd been arrested at was outside the city limits, hers had been a county matter. That being said, she was still held downtown. She was guided back to the sheriff's offices, where the next twenty-minutes she went through processing. Bethany retrieved her belongings and was escorted into the waiting room adjacent to the squad room where she'd been booked Saturday night. She checked her cell phone and found several messages, both voice and text. She ignored the voice mail and read through the texts. As she had feared, the school board had already heard about her arrest and she had been placed on administrative leave, effective immediately. They would be in touch with her about setting a time and place for a review hearing as well. It wouldn't be good, she suspected. Not like back in Tampa, where she had a few people on her side who were willing to brush her indiscretions under the rug. It only cost her a few meetings in random hotel rooms, her marriage, her job, and being relocated across the country to a small, sea-side town, about as far away as she could get.
Since she had not driven herself to the motel that fateful night, she had no car to retrieve from impound. Her lawyer had told her that she'd send a car to pick her up, but by one o'clock, when one hadn't shown, Bethany called Gayle Meyer. "I'd be happy to give you a ride, Bethany," Gayle replied when asked. "Can you meet me down the street, though?"
Bethany sighed. "I guess I can meet you at the McDonald's, across the street."
"That'll work," Gayle agreed. "I'll see you in about fifteen minutes." Gayle was a twice-divorced Health Studies teacher at Regal Bay High School, but Bethany knew that she had no classes during the early afternoons. Bethany was pleased that she hadn't been shunned, as she suspected she might have been, by all of her friends at least.
When Gayle had pulled into the lot, Bethany was nursing a cup of coffee. Her head was beginning to throb, and she wanted nothing less than to go home, take a hot bath, and go to sleep in her own bed. It had been a very long, very trying weekend. It was now Tuesday afternoon, Monday having been spent in waiting rooms and court rooms and tiny interview rooms with her lawyer, and her life would only get worse, as she suspected that she would also be unemployed, and unemployable, in the very near future.
"I suppose the story's made the rounds already," Bethany surmised as she joined Gayle in her SUV. She had bought her friend a cup of coffee to go and handed it over as she settled in.
"Pretty much," Gayle agreed. "You might want to not read the paper today, either." As they pulled into traffic, Gayle continued, "And you're on the front page of the Fox News website. They must have an entire department assigned just to keeping up with all of the teacher-student sex scandals that have been going on across this country. Every day it seems there's another teacher getting caught."
"Didn't we talk about this a while back?" Bethany asked, knowing that they had. "Christ Jesus, I really cocked it up royally this time." She was always careful to ensure that all of her young lovers were of age, and that they were discrete. And now, here she was, reaping the results of having thrown out all of her own rules. She was through being a teacher, she understood that. She would also be through living in Regal Bay. Of that, she was quite certain.
Gayle replied, "At least they won the tournament. It's been a long time since the boys had a winning season, you know." Gayle drove her home, with little more said between them. It was uncomfortable for both of them, but especially for Gayle, who knew a lot about what went on in the sinfully steamy underbelly of Regal Bay, but seldom participated.
"Thanks again for the drive home, Gayle," Bethany told her friend as they pulled to a stop at the curb.
"Take care, Bethany," Gayle smiled. "Take care of yourself. If you need anything, just give me a call." She pulled away then, leaving Bethany alone. By the time she had closed the door to her house, shutting out the world, Bethany was crying. She was all alone then, with both of her sons away, and in need of someone to cry on. It would be some time before she had cried herself out, and by then night had fallen. It had been one long and reprehensible week. Tomorrow, she would have to wake up and pick up the pieces of her shattered life, and finally admit to herself that she needed help. Her addiction was out of control and she needed help. Before getting into her bath, Bethany responded to Dr. Price's text, agreeing to a meeting. Dr. Price would get her the help she needed. Dr. Price, Cynthia, understood Bethany's sexual addiction better than anyone. After all, they were both cut from the same cloth.
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Pamela's Tales - Part 4
"I don't know, Mom," Johnny replied to his mother's suggestion. They were in his basement bedroom, Pamela having just brought down a load of his clothing, folded and ready to be put away. She had brought up the conversation she had had with Bethany McAllister over coffee that afternoon, including the suggestion of a three-way.
"It's entirely up to you, Johnny," she told her son. "I don't mind sharing you with her, since you'd been with her long before you ever treated me." Pamela moved up and gave her son a light kiss on the back of his head. He was seated at his computer desk, tying his new tennis shoes. "Besides, Beth's been going through a rough period since her arrest, and she's probably in need of a little TLC right about now."
"I don't know," Johnny shook his head. "I don't really find her all that attractive anymore. I never did, really. It was just the idea of getting laid by a teacher, is all that was."
Pamela was surprised at her son's candor. She'd always assumed he had been attracted to Bethany McAllister and that was why he had slept with her in the first place. She had assumed also that Beth had provided for him an outlet for his own sexual desire for her, his own mother. Since then, she had learned through conversations with her son that it wasn't the case. He hadn't started craving her until after he'd been with his math teacher, Johnny had told her. Beth had awakened in him that Oedipus desire. For that, Pamela would have to thank Beth again.
"I'll let her know that you'd be too uncomfortable," Pamela told Johnny. "Or maybe I'll just tell her that I would be."
Johnny stood up and asked, "Would you, Mom? Would you be too uncomfortable if I asked you for a three-way?"
"I don't know. I guess it would depend." Pamela had moved to the corner sofa that doubled as Johnny's bed, now that he had moved his old one out and replaced it with the computer desk. She sat with her legs crossed, deep into the corner, enjoying a cigarette. She wore denim jeans, a plum-colored long-sleeved v-neck t-shirt, and walking shoes. Her blonde hair was pulled back into a tail. She watched Johnny come to her and kneel on the floor. His hands went to her thighs and lightly caressed her.
"What would it depend on?" His sly grin made her wary and excited.
"I guess it would depend on who you have in mind," she replied. "Also, would it be a young man or older woman?"
"Have you ever been with another woman?" he quickly asked.
She shook her head. "Never. I've really no desire to, either. I'm strictly a dick-girl, young man. I like men and all of the things they bring to the table." She leaned past her son and snuffed out the cigarette in the ash tray. He moved aside and joined her on the sofa.
"So, if I were to bring over a friend, you'd be up to getting double-teamed?" As he asked, he leaned in and gave her neck a nuzzle and kiss.
Pamela realized that her son already had a plan in mind. "And who would you be suggesting?" His right hand had come up to cup her left breast as he nuzzled her.
"Who else? Freddy, of course. He misses you, and has asked me on several occasions now to try and spend some time with you again. You were his first, you know. And wasn't he yours?"
"Other than your father and a couple of others along the way?" she laughed. She pushed her son from her neck and asked, "I thought he had finally managed to bed his own mother. Wasn't that the whole idea of what he and I had done?"
"I guess he still wants to have fun with you, too, Mom. I know I enjoy spending time with you!" Johnny leaned back in and began to kiss her chest just above the "V" of her shirt, while still massaging the breast he held. "I don't mind sharing you, if you don't mind being shared."
"As if you would have a say!" Pamela laughed, again pushing him away. "Besides, aren't I already being shared between you and your father? Don't you think you're enough for me? Or maybe I'm not enough for you? Is that it?" She gave her son a lingering look. "Or maybe you've got a thing for Ursula and see this as a sort of mom-swap thing? Is that it?"
Johnny shrugged. "I guess I wouldn't mind it, you know. I really don't have a thing for older women like Freddy does, but I guess his mom isn't all that bad." Pamela wasn't upset in the least. She knew her son wanted to expand his harem, as it were. After all, Freddy had been with her, why shouldn't Johnny get a shot at Freddy's mom if he desired?
Both stood up and Johnny pulled his mother into an embrace. Her breasts crushed into his chest and his cock began to twitch at her close contact. "You'll always be enough for me, Mom," he said, and then kissed her cheek. "Until I find a girl my age that's as fun as you are, that is!"
"I seriously doubt that would keep you from lusting after me," she replied into his ear. She also gave his crotch a firm stroke as well.
"Hey! I thought you two were going shopping!" George's voice boomed down the stairs. From the angle he had at the top of the stairs and seated in his wheel chair he would not have been able to see his wife and son in their embrace. Still, they jumped apart.
"We are, Dad," Johnny called up. "I was showing Mom how to log on to my computer, in case she needed to."
"Why? Is there something wrong with the one up here?" George backed his chair up as Johnny led Pamela up and into the laundry room, where the basement stairs led from.
"Not as far as I know," Johnny told his father.
"Given the amount of porn downloaded on it, I'm surprised it even works," Pamela sniped as she took hold of her husband's chair and guided him back into the living room. She often teased him about the many hours he put watching porn on the family computer, even though it wasn't in reality all that much, given the fact that he no longer had the ability to gain an erection after his accident. Still, he found watching quite stimulating, and could achieve an orgasm given the right stimulation.
"I wonder how much porn that boy has on his," George asked as she parked him beside his table in front of the television. It was early evening and the news was on.
"I'm sure Johnny doesn't need porn to enjoy himself," Pamela told her husband. "He's got girl-friends, you know. Friends he runs around with."
"The boy's 21 years old and still lives at home," George pointed out. "I doubt if he's got a girl-friend, since he never brings one around here."
Pamela replied, "He sneaks them in the back door when you're not looking." She gave George a kiss on the cheek, feeling his two-day stubble on her lips. "Otherwise, you'd be salivating all over them, wouldn't you?"
George reached between her legs and gave her crotch a gentle squeeze. "I was hoping you'd put on a show for me tonight, Babe," he whispered. "Maybe use that new dildo again?"
Pamela gave him a kiss on top of his balding head. "You'd like that, wouldn't you? Watching me pleasure myself, fantasizing about all the fine young studs walking the halls of the high school?"
"Hey, whatever gets you off!" George laughed. "Although I'd rather watch you and one of those hot young girls feasting on each other's fat pussies."
"Jeezus, George! You know I'm not like that."
George pulled her into his lap then. "Maybe you could set something up for me then. You know, my birthday's coming up next month. I'll be fifty. A milestone. I think it deserves something extra special, don't you?"
"Weren't your sister and Larry coming into town that weekend?" Pamela asked. "Maybe you'd like to see that? Your sister and me, locked in a pussy-slurping 69?"
"Fuck yeah!" George exclaimed. "Damn, I'd love that, Babe! Would you really set something like that up for me?"
"Let's go, Mom!" Johnny called from the foyer. "I want to get back in time to watch The Big Bang Theory."
"I'm coming, Johnny!" Even as she said it, she regretted it. She glanced at George and thought she saw something in his eyes. The idea that he'd want to see his wife and sister making love was new to her, and the idea that George might have a history with his sister had never entered her mind. And yet, there was something familiar in his eyes. A look she'd seen in Johnny's, maybe, when he was about to pounce onto her naked body.
Pamela leaned in and gave George a kiss, full on the mouth. He wasn't expecting that. "You know that I've never been with another women. I wouldn't even know how to bring it up." She stood up and changed subjects. "Johnny's waiting. I'll bring you back something. What would you like?"
George held her gaze a moment, and then told her, "A bottle of Crown would be nice. That new apple flavor, if they have it. I think I deserve it."
Pamela wondered what he meant, and why he had said it that way. "A bottle of Crown," she repeated. "Anything else, honey?" She turned away and retrieved her purse from the table and her coat from the rack.
"That's all," George replied, and then began to surf through the channels. Pamela hurried out through the front door to join her son.
"So, where are you taking me, Johnny?" Pamela asked her son as she headed around to the passenger's side of her Dodge Caravan. Johnny had already made it clear that he was driving by climbing behind the wheel.
"Don't worry," her son told her. "We're just going for a ride, is all. It's nice out and I thought you'd like to get out of the house for once."
As they began backing out of the driveway, she asked, "Okay. How about I ask it this way? Where did you tell your father we were going?"
Johnny gave her a sly smile. "I told him I was taking you shopping. I got paid yesterday and I wanted to buy something nice for him. HIs birthday is coming up. And you know what? He gave me sixty dollars to get you something from him."
"So, we're going birthday present shopping for your father?" she asked her son. "He reminded me of his birthday just a minute ago, by the way. As if I'd forget." She looked at Johnny and then said, "You know, I had thought we might be going someplace to do the nasty again."
Johnny replied with a hearty laugh. "Now, what gave you that idea?"
"Well, I suppose I got the impression by the way you were grabbing my ass all day, whenever your father had his attention elsewhere." Pamela told him. "And then the way you were feeling me up in your room, not ten minutes ago. But if you're taking me shopping, then I guess I can enjoy that just as much."
"We're not going shopping, Mom," Johnny said. "Not right away, at least."
"Ooooo! So, we are going someplace to do the nasty! I like that even better!"
"Jeezus! What the hell have I created?" Johnny asked no one in particular. Since she and Johnny had begun their affair, Pamela had been finding that she needed her son's attention more and more. In fact, she was the aggressor at times, even slipping down to his basement bedroom at all hours of the day and night to enjoy a few minutes of sinful contact. Even if it was just getting her hand down the front of his pants, it helped to ease her heated desires. Usually, she would end up on her knees, sucking her son's thick cock to full readiness, and if there was time, she'd insist he put it to her, as she often told him. Other times, she had to satisfy her needs with taking her son's thick cream in her mouth and down her throat. In the months since their first incestuous night together, Pamela had grown into a competent, if not eager, cock-sucker, much to Johnny's delight.
As for the masturbatory shows that she put on for her husband from time to time, it wasn't other young studs that she imagined as she worked herself over for George's pleasure, it was their own son in her mind's eye. Before she'd submitted to her lusts and went actively in search of a lover, she'd never have dreamed of doing such things. Since she and Johnny had become lovers, it became easier for her to relent to her husband's requests. Be it out of a sense of guilt or pleasure, she wasn't sure. She could only imagine the reaction George would have should he ever discover the truth of her secret life.
"Johnny. I've been thinking that it's time you found your own place," she said after a few miles.
"Hey! What brought this on?"
"Your father has begun to notice that we've been spending a lot of time together, especially me downstairs with you. I don't know what he might suspect, but I just get the impression that he knows something is going on between us."
Johnny drove in silence for a few miles, and then said, "Do you think it might be something else?"
"Like what?" she asked.
Johnny sucked in a deep breath of air, and then admitted, "Last month, when Aunt Helen and Uncle Larry were in town, well, I might have gotten careless."
"What do you mean, Johnny?" Pamela asked.
At the next light, he looked over at her and said, "Aunt Helen and I were in the RV, and dad came out. I think he might have seen us."
"Are you telling me that you and Helen had sex?" Pamela was surprised. In fact, she was hurt. And suddenly jealous.
"Not really," Johnny replied. "She gave me a blowjob, is all. But I think dad saw enough to figure it out."
"I can't believe it. When were you going to tell me about this?" She noticed that she had a hint of anger in her voice.
"Aunt Helen made me promise not to say anything, especially if dad asked. She seemed pretty upset."
Pamela nodded her understanding. She recalled Helen being different that last day of their visit. She had thought it had been something between her and Larry. She wondered if George had said something to Larry about what he had seen. And could that be why George had made his suggestion earlier, she wondered?
"Let's not worry about that right now," Pamela told her son. "Let's just enjoy this beautiful day. Take me up into the mountains. I want to walk in the woods, Johnny. I want to breathe some good, fresh air."
"And maybe we could find a spot to do the nasty in nature?" Johnny suggested slyly.
"Exactly!" Pamela laughed. "You do realize, young man, that I have you to blame for this, what you've done to me! You're to blame for what I've become, and as such, you will be required to take care of all of my needs and desires." Pamela leaned over and gave her son a kiss on the cheek as he drove, as well as a firm squeeze to his crotch.
"Hey! I'm trying to drive here!" Johnny begged, but didn't remove his mother's groping hand from his crotch. He liked having her hand on his dick, he had to admit.
"So, drive. Meanwhile, I'll just enjoy the ride," Pamela grinned, leaving her hand where it was. Beneath the fabric of her son's jeans she could feel movement as he began to grow. She couldn't help but smile, knowing the effect she had on Johnny, even for an old broad.
Their route took them past Majestic Mall and the series of strip malls that lined the Highway 101 spur that led down into Regal Bay. Pamela told him as they passed to remind her that they had to stop at a liquor store to pick his father up a bottle of Crown Royal. Johnny made the turn that would take them up into the foothills of the Majestic Mountains, following the sign indicating the direction to Majestic Mountain Park. It was early in the evening and the park would be busy with hikers, Pamela knew, given such a warm and bright November day. They wouldn't have any sort of privacy there, she knew, not for a few hours at least so that couldn't be their ultimate destination. She refrained from asking, and settled in to enjoy the ride.
Johnny drove on past the turn in for the main parking area of Majestic Park and continued on. He took a fork a mile past to the left and headed up the two-lane road. The thick forest grew ever closer to the road as they wound up higher into the mountains. Pamela hadn't been along this road before, but Johnny seemed to know where he was going, so she contented herself with watching the scenery go by, and Johnny's semi-rigid cock beneath her hand, still encased in his jeans. She gave him a firm squeeze to remind him that she was eager for whatever he had in mind.
Pamela soon discovered just what her devious son had in mind, as he turned off the road and travelled a short distance up a spur that was primarily used for logging trucks to let traffic past. As they pulled in Pamela noticed that they would be completely hidden by the trees that lined both sides of the spur. Johnny turned onto a gravel road, more of a trail, and stopped the van some twenty feet up, well hidden from the road and the spur. Pamela noted that to the right of them was a small shack.
"We're here," Johnny told her as he shut the engine off. Pamela looked to him and saw him grinning. "Come on." Johnny pushed open his door and climbed out, and Pamela followed suit a moment later. She waited as her son stopped at the rear of the van and opened the back. He removed a large beach blanket and carry-all beach bag.
"What is this place?" Pamela asked, following her son to the shack.
Johnny reached for a rock, near the front door, which didn't turn out to be a rock after all. It was a key-hide, from which he removed a set of brass keys on a lanyard. "This is one of the shacks the university has up here for the nature studies classes to use," he explained. "There are three of them. This one doesn't get used much anymore, though." He opened the door and led Pamela in. The interior was dark and cold. She waited just inside until he had turned on a battery-powered lantern, and then watched as her son went over to a large kerosene stove. Within minutes, he had the stove lit and it wasn't long before Pamela felt the warmth.
Pamela took notice of the shack's furnishings. Johnny had told her that it was owned and used by the university, and yet it didn't resemble any sort of scientific studies unit that she'd ever seen. No, this shack was made up to resemble more of a frat house, with a couple of mattresses on the floor at opposite sides of the bare-wood floor, a long table in between with three mismatching chairs, a short refrigerator that was standing open and empty near a partially enclosed bathroom containing a wash basin and toilet.
"Nice place," she muttered, beginning to catch on to what her son had in mind for the afternoon.
"This place gets a lot of use in the summer, usually by high school kids looking for more than a back-seat bang," Johnny told her. "Once in a while some of the guys from class bring a girl, up here."
"Have you ever brought someone up here?" Pamela asked. In response, Johnny grinned and shrugged his shoulders. He wasn't telling if he had, and she was sure he had. She watched as he laid out the beach blanket atop one of the mattresses. It still wasn't warm enough in the shack for her. She noticed a trash container and out of curiosity she took a look inside. She found it half-full of beer and soda cans, and used condoms and their wrappers. "Apparently, this shack gets used a lot."
"Like I said, a lot of people know about it, especially teenagers." Johnny finished laying out the blanket and went to adjust the blower on the stove. He directed the warming air in the direction of the mattress. "It'll be warm enough in here in a few minutes," he grinned.
"And by warm enough, I suspect you mean that it will be warm enough to get naked?" Pamela asked in a naughty, husky voice. She had located the small radio that sat on the counter and turned it on. It had been pre-set to one of the local rock stations, and AC-DC's Thunderstruck had just started. "Oooooo, I like this song," Pamela said as she began to move with the music. When she had turned to face her son, she was holding each of her breasts in a hand through her sweater.
With a wide grin on his face, Johnny asked, "What do you think you're doing?"
Pamela strutted towards him, still holding and now alternately lifting her breasts. "Maybe I can help warm things up in here," she replied, adding a tongue swipe across her lips as she leaned towards her son and deftly ripped the sweater off. She swung the garment over her head and tossed it to him. Now topless save for her bra, she turned and strutted away from her son, still moving with the music. Johnny watched as she put her hands on her hips, and looking back at him, she wagged her broad ass in his direction. After a slow roll of her hips, accompanied by a deep bow that pushed her ass back towards him, she turned back around and again strutted to him. Johnny noticed that her jeans had been unfastened at some point, and as his mother approached, she began to push them down her thighs.



Johnny dropped into one of the table chairs and watched his mother continue her impromptu strip show. As the music drove on, so did she. She again turned her back to him and with her ass just an arm's length away from him, she bent slowly down, pushing her jeans to the floor. She stepped out of her shoes and the jeans easily, and then with a flourish turned again to face her son. He took in her near-nudity, and when she had lifted her right foot to place between his slightly parted thighs, she also reached up to pop the front clasping bra loose.
"Nice!" Johnny gasped as his mother's heavy tits fell from the cups into view. Her nipples, ringed by the large areola, were thick with excitement and he reached up to palm each. He got a gentle smack across the back of each wrist for his efforts.
"Ah, ah, aahh!" Pamela laughed. "No touching!" She took two steps back, out of her son's reach, and then slowly turned back away. Still watching him over her shoulder, she slowly bent at the waist, and once as far as she could comfortably go, she tucked her thumbs into the band of her panties and began to slowly, inch-by-inch, reveal for his pleasure her butt.
"Yeah! Take it off!" Johnny cheered. "Show me that ass!"
Once past mid-thigh, Pamela shoved her panties the rest of the way and quickly stepped out of them. Two slow steps back and she could feel Johnny's hands lightly touch her flesh. "You like what you see, big boy?" she purred over her shoulder.
"You know I do!" he replied.
She again stepped away from her son and turned to face him, full on. With her hands again on her hips, and her full nudity on display for him, she asked, "Now, how do I know that you're telling me the truth, young man?"
It took Johnny a moment to catch on, but when he did, he quickly ripped open his own jeans and shoved them to his knees. Still seated, he pulled his growing cock through the front of his underwear and told her, "Is this proof enough?" He wagged his dick once and then let it stand upright from his lap. Pamela, for her part, couldn't help but lick her lips at the wonderful sight of her son's raging manhood.
"I guess I do turn you on, young man," she purred. Pamela stepped up close and asked him, "Is it warm enough in here now, or should I warm things up a little more?"
"What did you have in mind?" he asked in return.
"Well," Pamela sighed, and as she began to drop to her knees, she said, "I guess you might need a little more warming up, if you're going to be of any use to me." With that said, Pamela lightly wrapped her fingers around her son's shaft, and then lowered her mouth down its length.
"Oooohhh, fuck!" Johnny growled as his mother's warmth enveloped him. He lay his hands atop her head, and as she began to slowly work her way up and down, he pulled off his own sweatshirt and undershirt.
After two or three minutes, Pamela released her son's cock from her oral grip and with a sly grin asked, "Are you ready to put this bad boy to work?"
"Get on that mattress and I'll show you!" Johnny replied. As his mother moved to take her place on the mattress, Johnny stripped out of his jeans and underwear. Pamela rolled onto her back and spread her legs invitingly. Johnny said, "Awesome!" as he knelt between her ankles, his eyes on her well-trimmed tangle of dark hairs and the long, pink gasp of his mother's vagina.
Reaching her hands up to him, she whispered with need, "Make love to me, Johnny." Her son crawled forward and once poised above her, she reached down to guide him in. Johnny's cock slipped easily into her wet sex and he settled atop her. Both of them moaned as their bodies joined in the most sinful way a mother and son could. Pamela pulled her knees back as her son began to thrust into her, fucking her with smooth, steady strokes.
"Oooohhh, ooohhhh Johnny," she sighed as her body began to react to his penetration once again. She felt her orgasm wash through her, filling her belly with a warm glow, while Johnny continued to steadily slide in and out of her vibrating vagina.
Johnny had his hands pushed into the mattress to either side of Pamela's shoulders as he worked his hips. He dipped his mouth down to kiss the top of her right breast, and then moved his mouth to hers briefly. He pushed back up and began to drive into her with short, shallow strokes, before again slowing into a deeper rhythm. She had told him how she enjoyed the way he changed his thrusting up, and since Johnny always remembered to give her what she wanted.
Fast and sharp, and then slow and deep, Johnny worked his mother's pussy over with his thick cock for many minutes in the missionary position, before the first signs of his climax began to ripple up through his groin. Both of them were grunting from their efforts, though Johnny's quickly grew to growls and moans as his cock began to throb harder with every thrust.
"Uuunnggghhhhh! Uuunnggghhhhh!" Johnny groaned as his semen boiled up through his penis and flooded into his mother's womb.
"That's it! Yeessss! Cum for meeeee!" Pamela purred for her son as his hot seed blasted into her. She could feel his hot semen, splashing her womb with a fresh coating of white cream. His balls banged against her asshole and his hair tickled between her thighs as he held himself deep inside her body. She stroked his back and shoulders while still rolling her hips to keep his hard manhood slipping back and forth within her vaginal grip.
Johnny collapsed fully onto her after another minute, burying his face in her neck. He began to kiss her as she reached down to hold his hips tight to her. Her fingers dug into his butt cheeks, making his cock twitch inside its warm cocoon.
As Johnny relaxed atop her, she caressed his warm flesh with long strokes up and down his back. His cock remained wedged inside her, though it had softened somewhat. "I love you, Johnny."
"I love you, too, Pam," he replied, adding a kiss to her cheek for punctuation.
After another minute, Pamela said, "I like this. I like doing this with you. It makes me feel so young and desired again."
"You're not that old," Johnny replied. He leaned a little to his right to look into his mother's face. "And it's quite obvious that you're still desirable." He made his cock twitch inside her repeatedly, which caused her to giggle. He laughed with her.
"Kiss me, Johnny," she sighed a moment later, and as their mouths again joined, Johnny took hold of one of her fleshy globes and began to massage it once again. His cock started to stiffen once again, slipping a bit deeper into Pamela's warm vaginal grip. As he reached full hardness, Johnny began to move inside her, and a moment later, he slipped fully atop his mother. She moaned with need as her son resumed a slow thrusting.
After a few minutes, Johnny pulled his mouth from hers and asked, "Want to change positions?"
"What did you have in mind?" she returned slyly.
Johnny pushed up and slipped free of her for the first time in nearly an hour. Pamela saw his cock, once again full and strong, waving from his crotch. "Why don't you roll over?" he asked.
"Ooooo! Doggy-style!" she purred. Pamela rolled over and started to raise her hips. Instead, Johnny told her to lay flat on her stomach, but spread her legs out. She did as her son requested and watched over her shoulder as Johnny returned to the valley created by the parting of her thick thighs. Seductively, she rolled her hips back at him. He had a hand on her lower back, tracing along her spine with a light touch, down into her butt crack until the globes grabbed his finger. She suspected that he wanted to take her ass, though she wasn't prepared for an anal intrusion. As it turned out sodomy wasn't on her son's agenda that evening however.
Much to her delight, Johnny leaned across her back and planted his hands into the mattress to either side of her chest. She looked back over her shoulder as he ran his wet cock up and down her ass-crack with rolls of his hips. She rolled her own, and as Johnny's cock brushed across her vaginal opening, he pushed forward and re-entered his mother's dripping cunt from behind.
"Oooohhh, that's it!" she sighed and let her head fall to the mattress. His cock slipped a few inches into her before he retreated. The tip popped free, but was quickly stuffed back into her. His manhood penetrated her once again and she moaned into the blanket, "That's it! Fuck my pussy, Johnny!"
Johnny picked up a steady pace easily, and having already cum once, he was ready to go for some time, and with the added lubrication, his mother's pussy felt like a well-greased tube. For Pamela, she was headed for her next orgasm in no time at all.
"That's it, Baby. Fuck this old broad's cunt with that fucking wonderful dick! Momma needs another orgasm!" Pamela was feeling the onrush of her climax, grunting in time with her son, meeting his thrusts halfway, when suddenly the front door of the shack was pulled open. An inrush of cold air slammed into both Johnny and Pamela.
"Whoa! You started without me!" came Freddy's familiar voice.
Pamela turned her head sharply to see the young man with whom she'd first cheated on her husband with enter the shack and pull the door closed. "Hey!" Pamela gasped in surprise, "What the hell?" This last was directed at her son, who still had his cock buried inside her. Johnny sat back onto his haunches, pulling her hips back with him. Pamela went up to her hands though remained joined with her son. Her heavy tits hung below, swaying.
"I'm sorry for surprising you like this, Mom," Johnny explained. "I thought you'd be up for it if you were already hot and ready," he grinned. "I invited Freddy up to join us."
"You set this up?" she asked with obvious anger in her voice. "Why didn't you tell me, first? Why didn't ask me first, before inviting Freddy?"
"I'm sorry," Freddy interjected, holding his hands up innocently. "I didn't know Johnny hadn't told you about this. I'll leave."
"No, Freddy, wait," Johnny told his friend. He stroked his mother's back and asked, "Do you really want Freddy to leave, Mom? I mean, we talked about this earlier. I didn't think you'd mind. Besides, I'm ready for a break, and the way your wonderful pussy feels, I know you're still wanting some dick. And you did tell me that you missed Freddy, didn't you?"
Pamela shook her head, and yet she couldn't deny what her son was saying. The sudden appearance of her original lover made her pussy tingle. It had been more than six months since she'd enjoyed any time with Freddy. It didn't hurt that Johnny's cock was still moving ever so slightly within her, keeping her warm. She saw the look on Freddy's face, a look of lust that she'd seen often with him, and it made her tingle. A young man, barely into his twenties, having such lust for her, and old broad in her late forties, really made her feel good, if only about herself. Besides, she still liked to recall those times she'd spent with Freddy in the motel rooms. If it wasn't her son's image she masturbated to, it was Freddy's.
"Get your clothes off, Freddy," she sighed into the mattress. Freddy didn't need to be told twice. His shoes and jeans were off in seconds, followed by his underwear. His cock was already half-erect and Pamela waved him over. Patting the mattress near her head, she told him, "Sit down here. Let me get that delightful slab of meat that you've brought me warmed up!"
Freddy dropped onto the mattress and Pamela crawled forward to capture his waving cock with her mouth. Behind her, Johnny followed right along, and as he began to watch his mother give his friend a blow job, he resumed driving his cock into her dripping slit.
"God, I've missed this!" Freddy croaked. He pulled Pamela's head into his lap with his hands and began to thrust up into her mouth while Johnny worked her from behind. Pamela fought to keep from having his cock pop down her throat, and fought off the urge to gag. Freddy's hands stroked down her back and then back up to her head. Watching his mother suck another man's cock, Johnny began to pound all that much harder into her. The sloshing of her already cum-filled cunt as his cock pistoned in and out added to the grunting each of the three were making as they engaged in her first ménage e tre.
"I thought you finally got your mom to suck your dick," Johnny said as he worked his mother's pussy.
"I did, and she does," Freddy grinned. "But she's nowhere near as good as your mom!" Freddy paused to enjoy Pamela's mouth a moment, and then added, "Grandpa has such a big cock that I don't think Mom ever got into sucking it. Not the way your mom does!"
"Maybe she just needs more practice," Johnny laughed.
"Sounds to me like you're offering," Freddy replied.
Pamela finally managed to lift her mouth from Freddy's cock long enough to ask, "I thought you were getting tired, Johnny. Why not let Freddy give my aching pussy a work-over. After-all, it is why you invited him up here, isn't it?"
Johnny gave his mother a wry smile and then eased out of her. "Sure. Go ahead, Freddy. I've got her nasty cunt all warmed up for you." However, instead of the boys switching places, Pamela spun around quickly to present her upraised ass for Freddy while taking hold of her son's manhood with her hand. As her mouth descended down his sloppy cock, she felt Freddy take up a position behind her. The taste of spent semen and her own juices flooded her mouth as she slurped her son's cock as deep as she had taken Freddy's. Meanwhile, her pussy was pried open once again and filled with the steel-hard rod of a young stud.
"Oooohhh, that's it! Fuck my pussy, Freddy! I've missed your cock so bad!" she purred against her son's knob, knowing how her slutty talk always got the young man worked up. Johnny, however, shut her up with a push on the back of her head, and a hip roll to stuff his dick deep into her mouth once again. Pamela loved sucking her son's cock and knew every little spot that sent jolts of electricity through his body. With Freddy's cock working her over from behind, she concentrated on her son's, wanting to bring him off with her tongue and take every drop of hot seed he could feed her, such was her sudden and overwhelming need for a belly full of cum.
"Damn, Johnny! Your mom's such a hot slut!" Freddy laughed as he worked her from behind. He ripped his t-shirt up and off before giving Pamela's ass cheeks each a loud slap that popped in the little shack.
"I've got you to thank for that!" Johnny replied. "And if she didn't have a mouth full of my dick right now, I bet she'd thank you, too." The nod his mother gave his crotch, with a purr of agreement that tingled to the root of his cock, told Johnny all he needed to know. For the next few minutes, the boys enjoyed Pamela in silence, with the exception of muffled grunts from her, or moans of pleasure from them. Her body reacted with yet another rolling orgasm as Freddy's cock plowed her with lustful enthusiasm. Johnny's cock vibrated on her tongue and gave her the occasional warm coating of tasty pre-cum. Pamela was in her own personal happy place, and loving every moment of it. It had been so long since she'd had two men lusting for her. It didn't matter at all if one of the two happened to be her son.
"Ooohh, fuck! Dude! I'm gonna cum already!" Freddy announced. He dug his fingers into Pamela's flesh and pounded hard two or three more times, grunting with each thrust as his balls slapped her clit harshly. Each jolt made her huff around Johnny's cock, and every slap of heavy balls against her clit made her pussy spit her own cream. "Oooohhh, I'm cuummmingggg!" Freddy roared. He held his dick deep as his hot semen began to jet into his friend's mother.
"Hhhuuummmm!" Pamela moaned around Johnny's cock as her body was flooded with white-hot seed, which set off her own orgasm. "Uuunnnggghhh!"
"Moommmm!" Johnny groaned as his mother's moans vibrated his cock to the core, and sent him rocketing over the edge, and his cum down her throat. He held her head in place with hands full of her hair while feeding her his salty load.
Pamela was in a sinful heaven as her body was injected with virile young semen from both ends, while her own orgasm rolled through her. It was hard for her to breath with her son's cock wedged tight against the back of her throat, but she managed to not pass out. Finally, after an immeasurable amount of time, first Freddy slipped from between her thighs, and then Johnny let her head go free and she was able to come up for a deep lung-full of air.
"God, that was intense," Pamela sighed as she rolled onto her side. She stroked her son's thigh and looked up into his spent features. "Thank you, Johnny. I don't think I've cum like that in years."
"I guess she really did miss my dick," Freddy laughed. Pamela looked back at him and watched him struggle into one of the chairs. He retrieved his jeans and pulled out a pack of cigarettes and a lighter. He lit up and blew the smoke towards the ceiling.
Johnny soon joined his friend at the table, though he had pulled his underwear back on before sitting. Johnny had produced a pair of beers from some unseen location and as the two boys shared their cold beers, Pamela rolled onto her back and propped up on her elbows to look at them. Her hips ached as did her jaw. The thick flavor of her son's semen remained on her tongue. "How about getting me one of those?"
Freddy reached over to where he'd left a small cooler, evidently one he'd brought along that Pamela hadn't noticed, and pulled out a bottle. He brought it to her, popped the cap off, and stood over her as she drank deeply. His cock was still semi-hard, hanging from his crotch, and after their eyes had met and held, and she finished most of her beer, Pamela lay back fully and asked, "Ready for another go?" She spread her thighs wider, and Freddy's eyes went to the pink valley between. The look on his face gave away his intentions.
Johnny watched from the table, savoring his beer, as his friend remounted his mother and began to fuck her again. As he watched, Johnny began to stiffen once again, and after nearly ten minutes, Freddy had growled with his second orgasm. Johnny stepped up to take his place after Freddy had moved aside. Watching his mother's hooded eyes and the slight grin on her lips as he took up his own missionary position, he slipped his cock back into her, the warmth of Freddy's fresh load enveloping his shaft as he plunged into her sloppy depths.
"Fuck me, Johnny," she whispered to him as his lips found hers. "Make me cum again."
***
George was already in bed when Pamela got out of the shower. She had headed straight for the bathroom after she and Johnny got home. George was then sitting up, watching the last of the ten o'clock news on the bedroom television. Now, the room was dark except for the light of the street light filtering in through the curtains.
Pamela had put on her pale green nightgown and joined her husband under the blanket. After giving him a quick kiss good-night, she rolled onto her side, away from him. When he suddenly spoke, his words grabbed her heart in an iron fist.
"You smelled like the whore of Babylon when you got home tonight, did you know that?" George asked. Pamela stiffened, but remained silent. She knew her husband well enough to know that he hadn't made his point yet, and not to interrupt him until he did. When he continued, he simply asked, "Are you fucking Johnny?"
Pamela felt her heart in her chest then, beating hard, and realized that she'd been holding her breath as well. She let it out with a deep sigh. She had expected this confrontation for some time, and had worked through various ways of deflecting or accepting her husband's reaction. As it was, she couldn't think of anything in that moment. Although it was dark in the room, she nodded. Whether he saw it or not, she didn't know. A moment later, George rolled to his side, facing her. He reached for her and to her surprise he gently took her right breast in his warm grip. She flinched, but didn't recoil. Instead, she reached down to find his manhood, and to her surprise, he was rock hard.



Pamela rolled to face her husband in the dark. His hand slid along her side to her hip, and then across to her pubic triangle. His long middle finger traced across her clit and she sighed. "You're wet," he told her.
"And you're hard," she replied. They remained still and quiet for a long time. When she finally moved, it was to him. A moment later, Pamela lowered herself onto her husband's manhood and for the first time in over a decade he filled her. "Oooohhh, George!" she moaned as in that moment she climaxed. Before she had completed riding out her orgasm, she began to ride her husband. Soon, they were both groaning through a shared climax. Their first in years.
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Gabriella's Tales - Part 3
The bedroom was dark, lit only by the occasional flash of far-off lightning. The storm had rolled through nearly an hour earlier, soaking Regal Bay as another early winter cold front moved down the coast. The glow of the nightstand clock displayed 11:45pm.
Gabriella Santiago lay on her bed, pressed into the mattress by the hulking man atop her. They were both naked, her legs spread wide and her knees drawn up. His long, thick cock was moving smoothly within her vagina, in and out. He was grunting and panting heavily from his efforts, and she huffed with every down stroke into her body. She'd climaxed minutes ago and the rush had already ebbed away. Now, she was just waiting for her lover to finish.
Geoff Sullivan had his hands hooked under Gabriella's shoulders, providing him leverage as he thrust into her smaller body. Geoff was a big man, six feet tall and 250 pounds, and much of that muscle. For a man in his early fifties, Geoff was fit. Even if he was little more than a pencil pusher these days. Geoff Sullivan was one of the few men with whom Gabriella enjoyed a sexual relationship with that was older than her. He was also the husband of one of her very close friends. At forty-seven, almost forty-eight, years of age, Gabriella was a few years younger, a half-foot shorter, and half the weight of the man who had shown up at her door two hours earlier wanting one thing.
Geoff hand his head down, his forehead against one of Gabriella's pillows. He was huffing deeper as he thrust a bit harder and faster. His balls were heavy with need. It had been nearly two weeks since he'd been with his mistress, or his wife. The business trip had taken him over to Europe and he'd only returned to Regal Bay that evening. Instead of heading for his home and his waiting wife, he detoured to Gabriella's condo after landing at the regional air field.
"Ooohh, oooohhh, uuunnnggghhh!" Geoff grunted, and pushed his manhood as deep as he could into Gabriella's warm interior. His cock pulsed and began to release his pent-up load. Thick semen spilled into Gabriella, warming her belly. He collapsed fully atop her after just a few moments, spent, sweeting, and panting.
Gabriella felt Geoff's manhood slowly begin to soften and she tightened her vaginal muscles to hold a tight grip on her lover. She stroked his wide shoulders and hairy back, his chest hairs tickling her breasts. Eventually his breathing slowed and she began to feel his full weight.
"Shouldn't you be getting home, Geoff?" Gabriella asked with an insisting push at his shoulders. "I'm sure your wife is waiting for you. You've been away nearly two weeks, you know."
Geoff pushed up and looked down at her. He smiled and replied, "Deirdre will be just as happy to see me at one in the morning as she would have been had I went straight home at nine." He dipped down and kissed her. "Besides, I wanted to stop in and see the woman I truly love."
"Don't say that," Gabriella insisted, and again pushed at his chest. This time, Geoff obediently rolled off her and lay on his side, grinning.
"Why not? It's true." Geoff placed a hand on her chest, between her breasts. He could feel the calm beating of her heart.
"No, it isn't," Gabriella replied sternly. "You say that after every time we get together. You're in love with your wife, and in lust with me. That's all." Gabriella rolled out of bed and headed for her bathroom. "You'd better get dressed and head home."
Geoff sat up. "You're just mad because I didn't take you with me this time."
Gabriella looked out from the lit bathroom. "You're very observant after sex, as well."
"I told you, I didn't take anyone this time," Geoff explained. "It wasn't in the budget. I couldn't justify taking along a "research assistant" when I couldn't even justify taking my personal secretary."
"Is that what you told Amanda?" Amanda Folsom was Geoff's secretary.
"What does it matter? I went alone, and now I'm back. I've got a few days off, and I would like to see you again." Geoff had pulled on his underwear and stood in the bathroom doorway. Gabriella was already in the shower.
"Things at the Bradley and here in Regal Bay have always been weird," Geoff replied. "Extra-marital affairs, orgies, all of that, it's like a prerequisite for holding any position of stature out there. Wives fucking around while we work our asses off, sequestered for days on end out there. When we get free time, we enjoy letting off steam. It's been that way since the doors opened and old man Van Winkle started the money flowing in this fish-town." After pulling on his trousers and under-shirt, he slipped into the bathroom and pulled back the shower curtain. "Damn! You're fucking hot when naked and wet!"
"Go home, Geoff!" Gabriella insisted, but took the moment to give him a wet kiss. "Besides, it's not like we won't be seeing each other this weekend. Dierdre invited me for Thanksgiving dinner, so I'll be seeing you Thursday, won't I?"
"That was mighty nice of her. Maybe we'll get an opportunity to slip away to my den...?" Geoff grinned and bowed. "By your command, my mistress, I shall leave you until next we meet," he said, and left her. When Gabriella stepped out of the shower, she found that Geoff had gone. She toweled off and after pulling on a light sleeping shirt and panties, she rolled into bed, ready for sleep.
***
Gabriella enjoyed her morning runs. Even when the air was a brisk 39 degrees as it was that November morning, she got out and put in her two miles. After a quick shower, and a light breakfast, it was time to take her little dog for her morning exercise. Dressed casually in jeans, a burgundy sweatshirt, with her long brown hair pulled up into a loose bun on the back of her head, Gabriella pulled on her long trench-style coat. "Come on, Peanut. Time for your walk." With the excited little dog at her feet beside the front door, she hooked the leash to Peanut's collar and headed out on their morning walk.
Gabriella enjoyed strolling along the winding streets of Van Winkle Heights. The streets were tree-lined and many of the beautiful homes displayed bright flower gardens that added a wonderfully relaxing aroma to her walk. She paused along her walk to allow Peanut, her little Jack Russell Terrier, to squat and add her own brand of fertilizer to the flower bed in front of old Mr. Johnson's house. She looked up the slight hill that made up Mr. Johnson's front lawn, taking in the new lawn gnome he'd recently added to his collection. She counted twelve of the ugly little figures about the lawn.
"Christ, I hate those things," she muttered to herself as Peanut darted back out of the flower bed, ready to continue her early evening walk. Gabriella walked along, following her little dog as it retraced the route they took every morning, when the weather was nice enough. Her calf-high leather boots were well broke in and very comfortable on her feet, and with the slight heel, she could feel her small, well-defined ass rocking back and forth as she strutted up Peach Street. From the top of the curve, Gabriella could look out across that part of town and see the ornamental stonework of the Golf Club's main building, rising above the distant fir trees. She knew quite well that there were at least three men, all married, who lived along the gently curving lane who regularly watched her as she passed by in the morning. She enjoyed the tease she provided them, each well aware that they stood a snowball's chance in hell of ever getting more than this from her.
Crossing Bayview Boulevard at the guarded walk in front of the elementary school named for the town's first elected mayor, Lawrence Pollock, Gabriella headed back into the condominium complex where she lived. The brownstone-styled buildings stood three stories tall and lined streets named for citrus fruits. She lived at the end of the cul-de-sac named Grapefruit Lane, and guided Peanut around the corner from Apple Drive, the main thoroughfare that bisected the complex, east to west. At that time of morning, almost nine by her Fit Bit display, the condominium complex was quiet. A gust of cool wind hit Gabriella in the face, coming up from the distant sea. Heavy clouds had been hanging over Regal Bay and now began to look as if they were wanting to resume dampening the spirits of the residents. She felt a shiver race along her spine in that moment, and said to her dog, "Come on, Peanut. Let's get home before it starts to rain."
Three sets of the Manhattan brownstone-style condos braced the cul-de-sac, each with five resident three-story homes. Gabriella and Peanut lived in the middle unit on the eastern building. Each unit had a single car garage attached to the first floor. Inside hers sat the year-old Lexus IS whose lease was up that week. She already had an appointment to return the vehicle that afternoon, and to pick up her new lease, a bright yellow Lexus LC 500.
Gabriella opened the front door and let Peanut off her leash. The Yorkie ran inside and bounded up the three steps leading to the kitchen, where she paused and waited. Gabriella joined her puppy in the kitchen, where she retrieved a treat, an after-walk snack, and tossed it to Peanut, who deftly leaped up and caught it before rushing off to curl up in her plush bed in the kitchen's corner. It was only a quarter till ten by the microwave's clock, she noted. Gabriella had a noon luncheon with Gloria Van Winkle scheduled, and plenty of time to get to the Clubhouse. She found the latest James Patterson novel that she'd been working on and curled up in the corner of her leather sofa to enjoy.
***
Wednesday afternoon, the day before the start of the long Thanksgiving week-end, and Gabriella was about the last person in the big Regal Bay Golf Resort clubhouse. There were a few others about, though mostly just secretaries finishing up their own work, or members of the cleaning crew. The Club and Restaurant was closed for the weekend as well, and given the fine dusting of snow that had fallen, she didn't expect too many golfers would be put out.
Her yellow Lexus sat alone in the employee parking lot when she headed out at three-forty. The overcast grey clouds gave the impression of it being much later in the evening, and with her headlights leading the way, Gabriella navigated the 1.5 miles to her home. With the Lexus safely tucked away in the garage, she went inside her condo. First, she let Peanut out into the backyard to do her business, while she slipped into the downstairs toilet to do hers. After letting the little dog in, Gabriella retrieved her cell phone and sent a brief text. She got a reply soon.
Brian Sullivan arrived shortly before five, with his young wife Erika in tow. Gabriella let the couple in and greeted Brian with a hug and brief kiss. "It has been so long, Brian," Gabriella said. "I'm so glad you called. I had hoped you'd be coming into town for the holiday."
"It was up in the air until late last week," Brian replied. "Erika wasn't sure if she'd be getting time off this weekend until Friday."
Gabriella turned her attention to Brian's young wife. Erika was a cocoa-skinned African-American woman, a few years younger than Brian's own 26 years. She was very slim, only about 5'2" tall, and very beautiful, with a squinty-eyed smile that warmed anyone who saw it. "It's so nice to see you again, Erika," Gabriella smiled, and gave the young woman an equally enthusiastic embrace. For being a slim woman, with a small frame, Erika had exceptionally large breasts, easily c-cups, that pressed into Gabriella's own c-cups as they embraced. Gabriella noted the firmness in Erika's breasts as well, giving away their augmentation.
Erika was normally a shy girl when it came to meeting people, even those she had met before, and her meek reply to Gabriella's warm greeting made the older woman giggle. "Come inside. I'll get us drinks. What would you like, Erika?"
Gabriella led them into the wide-open space that was her living area and with a wave of her hands directed the couple towards the sofa while she headed for the wet bar. "I really don't care. Maybe some wine?" the young woman suggested with a looked to her husband.
"If you've got a good red," Brian suggested, "that'll be fine."
"I have a bottle I just purchased when I took I day-trip up to the Westport Winery," Gabriella replied. "It's called "Red Sky at Night"." She retrieved the bottle from a rack and three glasses, and joined the couple. "It's billed as a raspberry-chocolate, and I find it a bit sweater that other chocolates." She pulled the cork and poured out three glasses half-full of the deep reddish wine.
"I don't know enough about wines to know the difference, other than red, white, or rose," Erika admitted as she accepted her glass and gave it a look.
"All you need to know is what you like and don't like," Gabriella said, and then with a lift of her glass in a silent toast, she sipped. Brian and Erika followed suit.
"Nice," Erika said.
"That's pretty good," Brian added, having nearly finished his off.
"So, tell me what's been going on with you two since last I've seen you," Gabriella insisted as she settled back into her sofa.
"Well, as you know," Brian began, "I've been with the Navy for six years now, and I've been a S.E.A.L. for the last four. Most of what I've done, I really can't talk about, unless it's state-side, of course."
Brian sipped at his wine and glanced at his wife. "Erika just got out, E.T.S., and now is working on-post as a veteran-civilian in public affairs."
"That sounds like a nice job," Gabriella said.
"It's not bad. I enjoy it," Erika replied. "The Navy just wasn't for me, I guess, so after four years I got out. I don't mind working on post, though. I still get to see some of my old friends, but I don't have to deal with the B.S., you know."
They drank in silence for a few minutes, and then Brian said, "Erika knows that you and I once were lovers, Gabby." He took his wife's hand in his and continued. "I've never hid anything from her, especially about my sex-life."
Gabriella lifted one eyebrow towards him with an unasked question. He responded with a nod. "Yes, she knows about my family, as well. I told her that mom and dad have an open marriage and both enjoy extra-marital affairs. And she knows that my aunt is a wild woman in her own right."
"Interesting," Gabriella grinned. "So how do you feel about this family that you've married into, Erika?"
"I guess I don't mind it," she replied. "I come from a pretty strict family, and I can't think of anyone back home that would be okay with what Brian's told me about his family."
"And that more or less leads us to why I called," Brian interjected. "We want to explore new things in our own marriage, and Erika wants to experiment with other people."
Gabriella was now seeing the point of the young couple's visit. Although she had already heard some of Brian's plan earlier when he had phoned, it was now truly coming to light for her. "Have you ever been with a woman, Erika?" she asked.
Shaking her head, Erika shyly replied, "No, Ma'am."
"And I take it, you've never enjoyed a three-way, with two men at the same time?"
"Never," she replied.
Gabriella gave Brian a quizzical look. He said, "I thought that it would be easier, you know, if Erika's first time with someone else included was with another woman. In case she decided she didn't want to continue, you know. It would be strange if we were with another guy, you know."
"I see," Gabriella nodded. "With another woman, such as myself, if Erika decided not to participate, you could still enjoy yourself while she watched, is that it?"
"I don't think it would be fair to Brian if I backed out, and left him hanging, you know," Erika agreed. "Besides, I don't really want to see Brian with another guy!"
"And I really don't think I'd enjoy that, either!" Brian whole-heartedly agreed.
"And since Brian's already told me that you and he had been lovers once, I guess it wouldn't be as if he was cheating on me, would it? After all, you came before I did."
Gabriella giggled at the unintended pun, but nodded agreement. "I can see how a three-way that included a former lover of your husband's would be a good way to introduce you to the pleasures." Gabriella stood and retrieved the bottle of wine. To the couple, she suggested, "Why don't we retire to my bedroom then, and get more comfortable?"
Brian and Erika followed the older woman up the two flights of stairs, hand-in-hand, to the upper floor that was Gabriella's master bedroom suite. The room had an entire wall of windows looking out across the darkness, though they were covered with drapes. Two large skylights allowed the night sky to shine in, when the bedroom lights were out. A single lamp was on, providing dim light for the trio.
"Welcome to my bedroom," Gabriella said, directing this towards Erika as she led the couple in. After all, this wasn't Brian's first time visiting Gabriella's lofty bedroom. "Relax and get comfortable while I top these off," she added, taking Erika's glass from her. She refilled her glass as well as Erika's from the bottle, and then frowned. To Brian she said, "I'm sorry, lover, but we're out."
Brian replied as he crawled into the big bed, "That's fine by me. I'm ready for something else anyway." He had a wide grin on his face as he looked between his wife and his host. He had slipped out of his loafers before crawling into the bed, but Gabriella still had her pumps on as she joined him.
Gabriella handed Brian her glass and told him to drink from hers, while giving Erika a nod to join them. "Relax and let yourself go. Don't be shy, young lady, but if you begin to feel uncomfortable at any time, or with anything, just roll away and watch. Feel free to do whatever you like, to whoever you like. I know I won't mind, and I doubt your handsome husband would mind, either."
The younger black woman indeed joined them, on her knees at the bed's edge as she watched her husband rise up to his knees under Gabriella's direction. Her heart raced in her chest as she watched another woman, an older woman, begin to remove her husband's clothing.
Brian was grinning when he gave Erika a look, even as the older Argentine woman pulled open his belt and attacked the fly of his jeans. Brian pulled his rugby shirt up and off, leaving him bare-chested before both of them. As Gabriella released Brian's jeans, Erika reached out and began to tug them down from his hips. Brian had planted his hands upon Gabriella's chest as they worked his jeans down. When his manhood had been revealed, Brian said, "Here, this will be easier," and hopped from the bed. Both women watched from their knees as Brian quickly removed his jeans and underwear, before re-joining them.
Now completely naked, Brian rolled into the center of the bed, between both women, and lay back into the pillows. Gabriella moved to his hip and told Erika, "Why don't you get more comfortable as well, while I get Brian here ready." She was already gripping his semi-rigid cock as she said this, and before Erika could respond, the beautiful Argentine woman leaned down and began to work her husband's manhood with her luscious red lips.
As Gabriella's long brown hair cascaded down to hide the sight of her blowing Brian to full erection, Erika removed her grey top. Beneath, she wore a black bra which held her round breasts firmly, high on her chest. She leaned to her side, along her husband, and brushed Gabriella's hair back. She wanted to watch the woman enjoying her man's dick, a first for her. Brian was smiling and turned it to her while also reaching down to stroke her thigh. With his free hand, he reached over and gave his wife's breast a gentle caress. "Get undressed," he whispered.



Erika began to pull at her own jeans, unfastening her own belt and fly as she watched her husband get head from a woman twice her age. She didn't know how to feel, other than she had agreed with her husband that she needed to explore her sexuality more, and that this trip back to his home in Regal Bay would be a good start. Visiting the woman with whom Brian had been with years before, and with whom he had explained his father still enjoyed on occasion, cast a strange light on their trip. Brian had long ago told Erika that he belonged to an open-minded family. Coming from a strict Baptist family, Erika had no idea just how the family she had married into truly was. She would learn a lot over the course of the weekend. And her education began in the condominium of a beautiful former professional golfer.
Still attentive to the act taking place beside her, Erika stripped off her jeans, but left her black panties on. She was getting excited, of that there was little doubt. When Gabriella slowly slipped Brian's cock from her mouth and gave her a wide grin, Erika noticed that her husband's manhood was fully erect and glistened with saliva.
"Want to take over while I get more comfortable?" Gabriella asked, her Argentine accent growing more noticeable as it always did when she was sexually aroused. Erika brushed her straight black hair back and with a broad grin of her own, she leaned in to capture Brian's wonderful cock with her own wide, full-lipped mouth.
With his wife's mouth now working up and down his manhood, Brian watched the older woman, the woman who had taken his virginity nearly ten years before, remove her black blouse. Her great breasts, no larger than his own wife's and yet seemingly larger due to the wide shoulders and muscular arms that Gabriella had, were cupped in a floral gray and blue bra. As Erika worked his cock, he watched the older woman stand and strip away the rest of her clothing. Her black skirt dropped to reveal the matching panties she wore, and then she stepped out of her pumps. Leaving her black stockings on, along with her bra and panties just as Erika had, Gabriella returned to kneel beside Brian. She stroked Erika's bobbing head, and then down her naked back, and when she rolled her eyes up, Gabriella asked, "Can I take over?"
Erika slipped away from her husband's manhood and was quickly replaced by Gabriella. Erika watched for a moment, until Brian stroked her hair back. She looked at his face, and then crawled up to kiss him deeply. When their lips parted, he asked, "Will you lick my balls?" Erika almost laughed, because it was something of a running joke between the two of them.
"Yessa, Masta!" she whispered back, using a deep-south, slave-girl's accent that she often adopted when they role-played. Erika moved down and as she watched Gabriella moving orally up and down Brian's shaft, she brushed the older woman's fingers from his balls and replaced them with her tongue. The sensations rippled up through Brian's body and made him visibly shiver. He'd never felt a tongue on his knob as well as his balls before, and it felt wonderful, to say the least.
Brian stroked both women's heads as they gave his crotch a tongue-bath. After a few minutes, the women wordlessly switched off, with Erika working his cock and Gabriella sucking on his nuts. The Argentine woman even went a bit lower and tickled his perineum, stopping just above his anus. Brian's cock was throbbing after only a few minutes of the twin oral attack, and he finally had to ask for some relief.
Gabriella rolled away from them and stood beside the bed. "Are you ready for some pussy, then?" she asked him. Brian couldn't answer as he watched her strip quickly out of her panties and bra. Erika had sat up as well and watched with him as the stunning older athlete revealed herself completely, with the exception of the stockings. Gabriella's c-cups were tanned and capped with slightly darker nipples ringed by areola the size of dollar coins. Erika, by contrast, had nipples that Brain often referred to as her little Hersey Kisses, atop areola that puffed up and were the color of Oreo cookies. These Gabriella finally got to see as Brian popped his wife's bra clasp. Erika still wore her panties, however, as she watched the beautiful Argentine woman move to straddle her husband's waist, facing the foot of the bed.
"I've been looking forward to this for a while," Brian told her as Gabriella lowered her pussy into contact with his dick.
Facing away from him, and with his hands digging into her tight butt, Gabriella paused and gave Erika a look. "Line him up for me, will you?" Erika looked down to see her husband's cock where it was poised to enter the long dark gash of Gabriella's slot. The older woman had shaved nearly smooth for them, she guessed. When Erika reached between their bodies to take hold of her husband's manhood, she wanted to pull it back, to prevent him from entering another woman. Instead, she gave his cock a couple of strokes and then obediently lined him up with Gabriella's opening. She didn't release his cock until Brian's knob had disappeared between the dark labia up into her vaginal chute. The heat of her pussy warmed Erika's hand before she retreated.
"Ooohh, so nice!" Gabriella sighed as she settled upon Brian's cock. She let her head fall back and her long chestnut brown hair fell nearly to his abdomen. Her mouth hung open as she began to rise and fall upon his post. "Such a wonderful cock."
Erika turned to see a look of bliss on her husband's face, a look he often had as she rode him as well. She was a bit jealous, but not very much. Instead, she leaned in and gave him a deep kiss, which he returned with as much passion as she always felt from him. The bed began moving as Brian started to meet Gabriella's dropping hips with thrusts from his own. The older woman was grunting with her efforts and the slap of sweaty thighs began to grow in the bedroom as their intensity grew. After some five minutes of tongue-fucking her husband's mouth, Erika pulled up and demanded, "It's my turn to get some of that dick!"
Gabriella settled upon Brian's lap and looked back at Erika. She was smiling broadly as she leaned forward until she could put her hands into the mattress. Slowly, she raised her ass until Brian's cock finally slipped from her slit and she rolled to his side. Erika quickly tugged off her panties as Gabriella said, "He's all yours."
Erika snickered back, "You're damn right, he's all mine!" as she bounded up and quickly straddled her husband's hips. Her cocoa-flesh contrasted starkly with Brian's pale skin, and as a further contrast, Erika had maintained a smooth-shaved pubic region that set off her even darker labia which surrounded her bright pick inner vagina. Gabriella watched as Erika reached down to pull her folds apart and position herself atop her husband's tip. Brian's cock popped through into Erika's body with a sigh from her and a moan from him, disappearing entirely within seconds.
"God, that feels so fucking good!" Brian moaned. "I love your tight pussy, Erika!" he added as he pushed her ass upward, and then pulled her back, thrusting further into her.
"You'd fucking better!" Erika replied. She gave Gabriella a look, one the Argentine woman took as a look of strength and dominance. Gabriella understood that the younger woman was feeling a conflict, and would need to be handled with care, should Brian's plan be successful. As it was, Erika seemed to be enjoying herself, and so was Gabriella.
Watching the young couple for a few minutes, while taking a refreshing sip from her glass of wine, Gabriella waited until Erika had evidently enjoyed an orgasm, huffing as Brian rapidly fired his cock into her from beneath. As the young black woman calmed and settled fully onto Brian's lap once again, Gabriella tentatively reached out to cup one of the dark orbs upon Erika's chest. She met the young woman's hooded gaze for a moment, and then leaned forward to place her lips against Erika's. She had no idea if the younger woman had ever kissed another woman before, but this was what Brian had asked for. Erika was interested in expanding her sexual world, and kissing, or being kissed, by another woman was part of that. And as they kissed, with Erika opening her mouth to accept her tongue, Gabriella reached down to caress both Erika's pussy and Brian's balls as he continued to move within her.
Erika pulled back and with her dark eyes locked to Gabriella's, she asked, "Are you ready for another go on his fantastic cock?"
Gabriella replied with a smile. "I'm always ready for another go on Brian's manhood." She gave Erika a quick kiss before settling back to watch the couple disengage. "Take me from behind, Brian," she asked while moving between the couple to lay on her side. Brian scooted to lay behind her and with the two women facing each other, he raised Gabriella's stocking-covered leg high to enter her once again. He saw his wife's eyes open wider as he slipped into Gabriella's cunt and begin to fuck her with sharp, shallow strokes.
Brian picked up a quick-fire pace that bounced the mattress, while reaching over to take hold of Gabriella's right breast. His fingers dug in as he worked the soft globe, all the while drilling her pussy from behind. He also watched as Erika began to play with her own pussy as she watched her husband fucking another woman. He was pleased to see that she was enjoying herself, but still worried about how she'd react after. Her eyes met his, and briefly he felt the urge to pull away from Gabriella. Instead, he reached for Erika and pulled her mouth to his. Over Gabriella's body husband and wife kissed deeply.
Sill kissing her husband, Erika realized that Gabriella was now kissing her breasts. In fact, the older woman found one of her puffed-out nipples and sucked it deep into her mouth, making Erika groan in Brian's mouth. Their lips parted, and Erika looked down at the near breast that Brian was cupping. His thumb and forefinger were twisting the nipple, and Erika felt an urge to suck on it. So, she did.
Erika's tit fell away from her mouth as the younger woman leaned in to capture Gabriella's nipple. She turned her head back to find Brian's mouth and as their lips met, Erika slipped down to her left breast. Gabriella stroked her head as she sucked at her nipple. All the while, Brian's cock worked over her pussy wonderfully. She could feel his growing need for release, and wanting the night to go on a little longer, she told him to pull out. "It's Erika's turn," she sighed, rolling away from Brian. She found Erika's mouth with her own and kissed the younger woman deeply once again, before moving away. "Take my place," Gabriella told her. Erika moved into position, and it wasn't long before Brian entered her from behind as she watched Gabriella watching her.
For Erika, it was a completely strange situation for her to be in. She'd never been watched having sex before, let alone been with a third person in bed. Her body tingled with excitement as her husband's cock filled her and began to move within her. Having a beautiful, though much older woman watching them, made her think of being watched by her aunt, a wonderful woman who had raised her and her sisters. And yet, had Aunt Brenda seen what Gabriella was seeing, she'd have had a very different reaction. Instead of reaching out to caress her naked breasts with a gentle hand, Erika could only see her aunt taking up a switch and beating the hell out of the man who was defiling her. Aunt Brenda had never come to understand how she could fall in love with a man like Brian, be he white or black, it didn't matter to Aunt Brenda. He wasn't a Baptist, and that was what pissed her aunt off more than anything.
As her husband worked her pussy over with sharp strokes that never failed to get her off, Gabriella was stroking her flesh, from shoulders to knees. When fingers tickled her clit, Erika gasped, "Ooohh, aaaahhh!" and came hard. Brian didn't let up, and her orgasm rippled along for some time. During which, Gabriella had leaned in to attack her nipples with her tongue and teeth. The jolts that passed from her breasts to her cunt drove her orgasm on to heights she'd never experienced before. Being made love to by two distinctively different individuals was exciting beyond her prior belief. Those peaks went even higher when Gabriella twisted around and pressed her mouth into her crotch to attack her clit and cock-spread labia with her tongue.
"Oooohhh, fuuucccckkkk!" Erika cried out. "Ooooohhhhhh! Aaaaaahhhhh!"
Gabriella tasted Erika's warm cream as it gushed from her hole, pulled from her depths by Brian's cock, which she lapped at as well as the girl's clit. When Brian pulled free for a moment, Gabriella opened wide and guided his cock into her mouth to get a full helping of girl-cream as well as man-meat. She slurped loudly until Brian pulled away and plunged back in to Erika's pink gash. She rose up to resume caressing Erika's dark flesh, enjoying the sounds Erika made as she was driven through her orgasm on Brian's powerful cock.
A moment later Erika seemed to collapse, and Gabriella suggested, "Maybe you should give your wife a break, Brian. Let her enjoy her after-glow."
Brian stopped driving into Erika and gave her a lingering look. "What did you have in mind?"
"Well, maybe you'd like to take this little doggy for a ride?" Gabriella hinted slyly.
Brian nodded. "Get into position," he told her, and as he moved, so did she. Erika rolled to watch her husband mount the older woman from behind, in the classic doggy-style position. Gabriella's mouth fell open as Brian plunged roughly back into her pussy, pausing only briefly before he began to drive her with strong, deep thrusts, the kind of which Erika herself often enjoyed.
With Brian now pounding her, Gabriella had her elbows pressed into the mattress. Her tits hung beneath her, with the nipples stroking across the sheets, causing her to tingle even more. She looked over to Erika, who was watching intently while casually stroking ling fingers through her damp slit. "Why don't you roll over here and play with my tits, beautiful?" Gabriella asked. She pushed up slightly to show Erika her breasts. The younger woman quickly rolled onto her back and slipped beneath, however, and instead of playing with them, Erika pulled Gabriella's left nipple to her mouth and she began to suck on it. "Ohhh, that feels so good," Gabriella sighed.
Erika did reach up to grab hold of the free breast and as she suckled upon one, she would massage the other, moving between the two beneath the older woman. All the while, Brian was drilling Gabriella with powerful thrusts that had the big bed bouncing.
Watching his wife with his long-time lover, Brian was beside himself with lust. He'd hoped that Erika would loosen up during this trip, and taking the chance that she'd be a little more accepting with Gabriella had indeed paid off for him. He hadn't been with Gabriella in a long time, not since had and Erika had married, and having his wife there as he rekindled the affair was beyond his dreams. Seeing his wife slip so easily into enjoying another woman's body was just icing on the cake for him.
Brian reached down between his wife's long, dark legs and began to stroke her inner thighs, right up to her pubic mound. When her hips rolled upward to meet his touch, he slid along her slot once before curling his middle finger and entering her dripping slot. The moans of delight that came from beneath Gabriella encouraged him to work his wife's pussy even more. Soon, however, he began to feel his balls tightening, warning him of his impending release.
"Ooohh, fuck! I'm going cum!" he announced.
Gabriella looked back at him and told him, "You'd better give that to your wife, lover," even as she pulled away from him.
Brian grabbed his cock at the root as it slipped free of the Argentine woman's warmth and fought back his uncontrollable urge to shoot long enough to crawl between Erika's spread thighs and replace his finger with his manhood. "Oooohhh, yeessss!" he roared as his semen boiled over upon his entry into his wife's hot box. He felt the seed lubricating the way as he thrust deep into her, and when his balls finally slapped across her anus, his cock pulsed heavily to shoot the last, thick load across her cervix. Beneath Gabriella, Erika shivered through her husband's release as well as her own climax. With her mouth still filled with Gabriella's tit-flesh, her moans were somewhat stifled. Still, both her husband and the older woman knew that she was enjoying an orgasm of her own.
Once the last of his semen had rolled out of his cock, Brian eased out of Erika's pink slot. He sat at the end of the bed, huffing for breath as he took in the sloppy mess that he'd made of his wife's beautiful pink and black cunt. Even as he thought about it, he watched as Gabriella turned around and dipped her face down between Erika's thighs to plant her mouth full upon the sticky mess.
"Uuummmm!" Gabriella purred as she slurped and lapped away at Erika's cum-smeared pussy. She had never been one to shy away from cleaning up a cream-pie, and relished the flavor of a couple's mixed juices. Beneath her, Erika was trembling again, as her over-sensitive clit was harassed by Gabriella's tongue. She'd never been licked after being filled before and the new sensations were driving her mad with desire. Above her hung Gabriella's hips and between them her long, dark pussy slit. Erika reached her hands up and took hold of the woman's hips. She pulled and a moment later Gabriella responded by lowering her own pussy down to her. Erika had never before done this with a woman, and the scent of pussy filled her head a moment before she flicked her tongue out. She tasted Gabriella briefly, and then more. After a third lick, Gabriella relaxed fully atop her, and Erika began to mimic the actions taking place between her thighs.
Brian's cock had withered and yet as he watched the two women feasting upon each other, his wife for the first time eating out another woman, he began to stroke his cock with rapid tugs. He wanted to join back in, to stuff his cock back into one or the other woman. He was exhausted and yet felt so excited that he crawled around to join his wife. He could clearly make out her dark face wedged between Gabriella's tanned thighs. She had her eyes closed as she enjoyed the dripping pussy planted firm to her mouth. The sounds of slurping filled the room and Brian's ears. He reached out and took hold of the older woman's ass globes and pulled them apart to reveal her dark brown-eye anus. Erika's eyes popped open and she watched as her husband leaned in and began to flick his tongue across it.
Gabriella paused in her own cunt-lapping to enjoy the feel of a pair of tongues working her crotch over. Brian had learned to enjoy ass-worship from her, years ago, and she didn't know if he'd taken those skills into his marriage or not. His tongue flicked across and then circled her butt-hole until she rolled her hips slightly. He remembered, and when she pushed out ever so slightly, he pushed the tip of his tongue hard against her ring. It slipped in, sending a rippling of pleasure up through her body, which in turn gave Erika a fresh mouthful of warm girl-cream.
"God, yes! I love that! Yeesssss!" Gabriella returned her mouth to Erika's pink pussy and renewed her attack, until the younger woman again began to tremble through an orgasm.
***
It was nearly midnight when the trio returned to the living room. All had showered individually and dressed. Gabriella wore only a fleece robe covering her nudity as she escorted the young couple to the front door. "I look forward to spending Thanksgiving with you and your family, Brian," she told him at the door.



Brian leaned in gave her a quick kiss. "It should be a fun evening. Be there early. The first game starts at eleven, I think."
"As if I care about football," she replied with a dismissive laugh. Erika also gave her a parting kiss, full on the mouth, Brian noticed. "I had a wonderful time," Gabriella said to them, but was looking at Erika when she said it.
"I did, too," Erika replied shyly. She looked to her husband but only smiled.
"I guess we'd better get going, if we're going to get much sleep before tomorrow," Brian suggested. "Mom wants us over early, about eight she said, to help get the house ready."
"Are your sisters coming into town?" Gabriella asked at the door.
"Yes. They're both already here. Sarah's staying at the house, and so is Conor. Allison's staying in town with a friend, I guess."
"It'll be nice to see them all again. It's been so long."
Gabriella stepped out onto the porch with the young couple and waved as they drove away. Back inside, she turned out the lights and headed back upstairs to her bedroom. The clock chimed midnight as she dropped the robe from her shoulders and climbed naked into bed and slipped beneath the fresh sheets. She was exhausted, and yet energized for the weekend. She suspected that she would be spending quite a bit of her time enjoying the Sullivan's, as they will be enjoying her delights as well.
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Xiao Li's Tales - Part 4
Xiao Li was troubled. In the five weeks since she had been...the only way she could think of it was molested...by Jian in the living room, she had been torn between two worlds. In the one world, she was Jian's middle-aged mother, who should have rejected his sexual advances immediately. A mother who should have scolded her son for peeping on his parents having sexual relations. A mother who should have resisted the temptations of submitting to her own sexual desires for her son. A mother who should never have opened herself up to the sinful sensations of masturbating to thoughts of her own son.
It was the second world, the world in which Xiao Li lived the life of a wonton matron, a woman who catered to the sexual desires of young men for not just their benefit, but her own as well, that was the world in which Xiao Li could never imagine herself stepping into. And yet, it was the world in which she found her dreams, and her fantasies, returning to time and time again. Xiao Li was a sexual creature, of this she was absolutely certain. For her, however, the sanctity of marriage, a pact she willingly signed onto so many years ago, had become a burden for her, of this she realized. Her spirit was one that needed to float free, to experience the world around her, as well as the many sensations that were available to her. In her dreams, she was chained to Gang, not as his slave or possession, but only as an anchor, securing her to the prim and proper world that she had been brought up in. Only having seen her son, a virile young man, in sexual congress with his young wife, and hearing from his own mouth the sinful desires he has for her, his own mother, has indeed opened her eyes to the vastness of the universe around her. For Xiao Li, she felt sorrow at never having explored for herself the pleasures of the flesh, pleasures that so many others have enjoyed.
Jian had left for Seattle on a five-day, four-night business trip just days after he had admitted to his mother, and so graphically displayed for her his lusts, for her. Xiao Li recalled her son's admission of having several women her own age in the cities which he did business on call for his pleasures. During his absence, Xiao Li often found herself imagining what her son was doing with these women, and so many times she wished that it was her that he was doing it to.
"Oh, Jian! Please! Yes, please! Make me cum!" Xiao Li had panted while masturbating in the bath tub upstairs. She had purchased a small, water-proof toy, soft and very life-like, from an on-line store, and this she had used when the need boiled within her belly. On this such evening, the night before her son's return, she had thought she had the house to herself, as Vania had taken the children to the park for a walk, and Gang had joined them. Instead, it had started to rain, and the family had returned early.
It had been Vania who had over-heard Xiao Li's moans of desire. Xiao Li learned of this afterword when Vania paused in their dinner preparations to discreetly ask, "Did you have an enjoyable bath, Mother?"
Xiao Li gasped. "I do not know why you ask. A bath is relaxing, but rarely enjoyable," she replied.
Vania chuckled and with a slight shake of her head, replied, "I'm sorry if I overheard your moans of passion, Mother. I often masturbate while bathing, as well. Although I usually don't imagine Jian as my lover." She added a wink along with a sly grin in her glance to her mother-in-law. "Usually, I fantasize about Brad Pitt, or maybe Matthew McConaughey, when I'm enjoying a pleasurable bath," she told Xiao Li off-handedly. Vania casually returned to completing the dinner preparations, as if talking about masturbating and fantasies with her mother-in-law were as common as discussing dinner. Nothing else was said, though Xiao Li had much to say to her brash daughter-in-law.
That first weekend after her son had returned, Xiao Li fought to keep from meeting his eyes, for she knew that she would be unable to stand his gaze. She was quiet, even distant, and though they never were alone together, Gang asked on several occasions if she and Jain had had an argument. "No, dear, no," she would tell her husband. "All is well. Perhaps he has something troubling him." Xiao Li knew that her husband would speak with their son, and would receive much the same answer.
So, the next week went, and eventually the waves that all in the family felt calmed. By the feast of Thanksgiving, a tradition in America that Xiao Li found hard to grasp, the family had returned to a quite normal. Jian and Xiao Li conversed as son and mother once again, and the incident seemingly fell away, lost to the ages. However, the spark was reignited once again, thanks to a tumble taken by Tye.
It was the first week of December and thanks to a cold front, the weather had taken a turn for the worse in Regal Bay. It was much too cold outside for the children to play in the yard, and Gang even retreated inside for his morning meditations. The cold did not keep Xiao Li's husband from his desire to visit the community center for an afternoon of Tien Gow with a couple of new friends of his. With Jian and Vania at work for the day, Xiao Li drove her husband down to the bay-front center, as she often did, with the children riding in the backseat. After, they would stop in at McDonald's for a lunch of Chicken McNuggets and French fries before heading home for the rest of the day. During a usual day, Xiao Li would spend the afternoon cleaning the house while the children played, watched television, or napped in their room. Xiao Li would return to pick up her husband after Vania had arrived home for the evening, at which point Xiao Li would retire for her evening bath before starting dinner. It was all very ritualistic at times for the Yau family.
On Thursday evening however, the ritual was broken. Tye, who had been running around expending her pent-up energy, slipped on a rug and took a tumble. The resulting wound, a severe bruise to her elbow, was so painful for the little girl that it was feared that she might have broken a bone. With Jian not yet home, Vania took her daughter to the emergency room for an examination, while Kai, who had remained sleeping on the living room floor throughout his sister's screaming and crying, would remain at home with Gang and Xiao Li.
"You go on upstairs, Xiao Li," Gang instructed his wife, "and get your bath. I shall stay here with our little grass-hopper while he sleeps," he added. Gang often called his grand-son "Grass-hopper" in reference to the old American television show "Kung-Fu". It was his own little tease towards his son, whom had never enjoyed the nick-name when it was applied to him.
"If you are fine watching the boy," Xiao Li replied. "Shall I retrieve the tea pot for you?" she asked, noticing that his cup was empty.
He nodded ever so slightly while watching Kai sleep. Xiao Li did as she said, and left the pot on a coaster, after filling his cup once again. She kissed his balding head and head upstairs, where she retrieved fresh under-clothing from her bedroom, along with her little toy.
Xiao Li hadn't planned to pleasure herself that evening. When she saw the six-inch long, flesh-like dildo in her underwear drawer, her vagina gave her a tingle. It had been several days since last she'd climaxed, she reasoned, so why not take advantage of the situation? With the toy wrapped up in her fresh underwear, just in case, she escaped to the bathroom and carefully locked the door. She sat on the toilet patiently waiting while the tub filled. The jasmine oil that she often added to the water gave off its relaxing aroma and soon Xiao Li had stripped out of her day-clothes and stepped naked into the soothingly hot water.
Xiao Li closed her eyes and relaxed, enjoying the warmth of the water on her flesh as well as the aroma of the scented oils. Eventually, the dildo which she held in her hand was moved against her pubic mound, and then lower. With one hand, she spread herself open, and with the other, she guided the tip against her entry. It was warm, thanks to the water, and in her mind, it was as warm as any man's penis. She pulled the tip upward to open her labia and press against her clit, what she'd always called her lotus bud. Butterflies rippled up through her belly as she gave her bud a gentle caress with the dildo, before returning it to its rightful place.
"Oooohhh!" Xiao Li gasped as she pushed the dildo into her body. Her canal opened to accept the token, and smoothly four of the six inches slid in. Xiao Li held the toy in place a full minute before she slowly pulled it free. With only the tip wedged against her opening now, she moaned, "Please. Please, Jian," and then once again pushed the toy inside. "Aaaahhh, my son!" she sighed with its entry, and again she held it in place. In her mind, it was at this point that Jian would be kissing her so very deeply with his tongue, and she would be so willing to take him, into her mouth as well as her body.
Xiao Li had masturbated to her son's image so often that it had become a rerun in her mind. She lifted her feet from the water and planted them to either side of the faucet. Her free hand went from breast to breast, caressing her soft globes or tugging at the thick, pliable nipples. The toy slipped in and out of her with ever increasing strokes, sometimes shallow, and other times as deep as she could go, until finally, with the water splashing from the motion of both her arm and her body, she climaxed.
"Aaaahhh, Jiaaaannnnn!" she gasped, hissing her son's name as quietly as she could, and yet needing to release his name, to let the universe know who it was that had given her such pleasure.
Enjoying the release and the after-glow, Xiao Li would often relax for another ten or fifteen minutes before rising from the tub. With a large towel in hand, she would go to the counter and look at herself, the heavy, sagging breasts with their dark areola and thick nipples, at the thick tangle of dark pubic hair below the swell of her belly, and at the aged, wrinkled face that stared back at her. "Jian could never find me attractive. I can't imagine any man finding this old woman attractive," she whispered, and then turned away from her image to dry off and pull on her fresh clothing.
"Grand-ma-ma! We're home!" came the songful voice of her grand-daughter, followed by a loud pounding at the bathroom door.
"Wait until I unlock it, dear," she laughed, and then let Tye in. Behind the girl stood Vania. "How is she?" she asked.
"The doctor said it was only bruised, but deeply," the young mother replied with a smile. "Tye will be sore for a week or so, he said, and should be very careful when carrying things. Otherwise, she will live!"
Xiao Li already had Tye picked up and in her arms. "A banged-up elbow doesn't seem to have slowed you down, child!" she laughed, and carrying her grand-daughter, followed Vania from the kitchen and on downstairs. "Now, let's tend to dinner, shall we?"
After dinner, Xiao Li and Gang sat in the family room watching television while Vania gave her children their evening baths. Jian had work to complete, and had retired to his little study soon after his meal. The evening passed with little to note, until late, when Vania found Xiao Li in the kitchen putting away the dishes while finishing off the last of the evening's tea.
"Mother, is this little plaything yours?" Xiao Li turned to find Vania holding her dildo while smiling a knowing grin.
Xiao Li gasped upon recognition. "Oh! Where did you find that?" she asked, hesitant to accept the toy even as her daughter-in-law presented it to her.
Vania grinned and as she studied the dildo, she said, "Actually, it was Jian who found it." Vania sat at the table and gently, as if it might break, placed the dildo in front of her. "While I was giving the children their baths, Jian used the up-stairs bathroom to shower. He found this, so he said, sitting on the soap dish." She picked it up again and gave the tip a stroke of her finger tip. "At first, he thought it was mine, so he brought it to me. Of course, it's not one of mine. I told him that it had to be yours. You should have seen his eyes light up! I think he threw a boner right then!" She set the dildo back onto the table. Xiao Li slipped into a chair across from her, listening to the story Vania told with obvious enjoyment.
"You do know that Jian has the hots for you, don't you?" Vania asked flat out, looking full into Xiao Li's eyes.
"I don't know what you mean?" she responded, her voice little more than a chirp.
Vania grinned. "You do too! You know full well that Jian has an Oedipus complex. He told me all about what happened back in October, don't you know? How he pulled his manhood out and you took him with your mouth..."
"I never!" Xiao Li gasped and jumped to her feet. "I don't know what Jian said to you..."
Vania followed Xiao Li as she retreated into the vacant family room. "Mother! Please!" Vania caught her and turned the older woman to face her. She was smiling, though now a much warmer smile. "Mother, it's alright. I don't mind. I'm a very open-minded and loving woman. I understand Jian has his fantasies. We all do. Even you. I've over-heard you, in fact, when you take your baths. I know you've fantasized about Jian, just as he's fantasized about you on many occasions."
Xiao Li was in shock. The words she heard did not fit with the world in which she lived. "I don't understand," she muttered. Vania guided her to sit on the sofa and joined her mother-in-law.
Taking Xiao Li's hands in hers, Vania explained, "Mother. Xiao Li. You are a very wonderful woman, and still very desirous. Jian has a kink about him, a need for an older woman. He has since I've known him. And I know that he has a woman or two in the cities he does business in. I know that these women are much older than him, very much your age, in fact. I can only suppose they are sexual substitutes for you, his own mother, and with them he does what he wishes he could do with you."
Xiao Li had been looking down at their hands, the fingers interlocked. She felt herself nod. "Yes. I know this. He told me when..." She looked into Vania's face. "He told me this the night we went beyond the boundaries of a mother and son relationship. I did not know that you were also aware of his..."
"Of his lusts for his own mother?" Vania concluded for her. "Yes, Xiao Li. I have known for some time. Long before you and Gang moved in with us. I knew the night that he told me that he had invited you to live with us, that he was doing this for his own lusts, in the hopes that one day you might..."
"That one day I might succumb to his sinful desires?" Xiao Li completed for her. After a moment, she admitted, "I saw you and him, in this very room, making love, soon after we arrived. I could not help myself. I had to watch. I don't know what held me in place. And yet I watched as you performed...and he did that to you..."
"You saw him cum in my mouth, is that what you saw?" Vania asked.
Xiao Li nodded. "I'd never seen that before. I'd never imagined ever doing that, either. I'd never taken Gang in any way other than as a good wife, in the missionary position, in a proper bed."
Vania laughed gently, "So when Jian did that to you, when he came in your mouth, that was the first time in your life you'd ever tasted a man's seed?" Xiao Li nodded sharply. "Oh, wow! Did you like it, I mean, did it surprise you?"
Xiao Li admitted, "At first, I didn't taste anything. And then it flooded out. I was a mess, and ran to the bathroom. I am ashamed to say, I vomited."
"That's alright, dear," Vania assured. "I think the first time it happened to me, I threw up all over the guy I was with! Didn't Jian warn you he was about to cum?"
She shook her head. "I think he was too excited."
"Of course, he was! It was the pinnacle of his entire fantasy life! To have his cock inside his mother, even if it was only your mouth. There was no way Jian was going to hold back!" Vania again laughed. She then pulled the older woman into a hug, which Xiao Li returned after a moment. When they parted, Vania asked, "I know of his fantasies for you, and I know that you have fantasies of him. Would it be improper of me to ask of you, and I only ask this because I love Jian so very much, and I love you as well dear mother, but I feel that if Jian were to fulfill his desires for you, to have you in the flesh and not just in fantasy, that he would stop seeing these other women, would you consent to making love to Jian?"
Xiao Li had not seen this coming. She was shocked at the very suggestion, coming as it did from Vania. She didn't even know how to respond. Vania could see in her eyes the conflicting emotions as well. "Listen, Mother. I want you to know that you have my blessings, and so does Jian, in this matter. I will leave you to think my proposal over. I don't want to rush you, or force you into anything you don't want, to cross a line that you don't want to cross. I understand that what Jian did to you before might not have been what you had wanted, and you must understand that he feels shame at what he did. But, like you, I think he is very much conflicted right now with his emotions. He and I, we talk about everything, and after we make love, he admits that sometimes it is your face he sees on my body. Jian loves you very much, Xiao Li, and wants to make love to you even more. And I want what my husband wants. I want him to make love to you, and I want you to make love to Jian. I want you to join with your son in such intimacy so that he can be happy, and in turn you and I will be happy as well."
For many minutes Xiao Li replayed Vania's words through her mind. Finally, she looked to her daughter-in-law and admitted, "I wouldn't even know how to approach him."
Vania sighed. "Leave that to me, Mother. When you are ready, I will put the pieces into place."
Xiao Li said, "I'm ready now," her voice as light as a hummingbird's breathe.
***
In fact, it was two more days before Vania came to Xiao Li and whispered, "If you are prepared, Mother, your son is as well." Vania had the day off from work and had been spending the day with her children putting up the Christmas tree and decorations. At first, Xiao Li was confused, but the look Vania gave her refreshed her mind, and sent a vibration of sexual passion through her body the likes of which she hadn't felt in decades. The very idea, that her daughter-in-law had set in motion events that would soon have her and her son making love, made her immediately dampen the crotch of her underwear. Her nipples, soft and pliable for so many years, were suddenly hard upon the crests of her breasts, noticeable even beneath the sweater she wore that afternoon.
"I will drop Gang off for his Tien Gow session," Vania said. "The children should be about ready for their naps." Xiao Li was still in a daze when Vania and Gang began to pull on their heavy coats. Vania stepped over and whispered, "After the children are down, go up to your bedroom and relax." Vania gave her a light kiss on the cheek, and headed out. Xiao Li was still a bit confused, knowing that Jian was at work, but with little effort she managed to put Kai and Tye down for their naps, and then retired to her room.
Sitting on the end of the bed, Xiao Li's heart was racing in her chest. She had not talked with Vania on the subject in two days, nor had she given much thought to how she might "put the pieces into place". Xiao Li realized as she sat there, that she hadn't masturbated during that time, either. "What am I doing?" she asked the empty room. She stood up and went to the window. She pulled the blinds up and looked out across the back yard. The sun was bright and the shadows dark, though she knew it was quite cool outside. The temperatures were in the mid-forties across the region, though that wasn't the reason Xiao Li shivered.



When the gentle knock came, Xiao Li just about jumped through the window. She turned to face the door as calmly as she could. She gasped for breath before answering, "Come in."
The door opened slowly, almost majestically, and Vania stepped in. "If you are prepared, Mother..." she said, and then stepped to the side. Jian stepped meekly into his parent's bedroom then, his hands held together in front of him and his head bowed. Xiao Li noted that he wore his long oriental robe, in crimson with golden dragons entwined across the front and up the arms. His feet were bare, as were his lower legs.
For her part, Vania was still wearing the grey knee-length skirt over black leggings, and the deep rose sweater that she'd been wearing all day, as well as the tanned leather calf-boots. Once Jian had entered the room, Vania pulled the door until is softly shut them in. "Xiao Li," Vania said in a softer voice, "I present for you Jian Yau." She stepped up behind her husband and reached to his shoulders. Next, she slowly pulled the robe back and down, revealing to Xiao Li the fully nude form of Jian. His hands returned together, to cover his manhood in the dark forest of his pubic hair.
Xiao Li held a hand to her mouth as she took in the sight of her son before her. He looked so young, fit, and strong, as well as so boyishly shy, holding his hands over his crotch and his eyes downward. She watched as Vania dropped the robe to the floor and then, from behind Jian, reached around his waist and took his hands in hers. Jian resisted momentarily, and then allowed his wife to pull his hands away from his crotch to hang at his side.
"This is the man of your fantasies, Xiao Li," Vania said. "Look at him, not with admiration, but with the lust that you hold so deep in your own body. Allow that lust to boil up, to set your own body alight." Vania reached for her husband's manhood and found it only semi rigid. "Allow your passion for this man, your son, to bring life to his manhood," she said as she wrapped her fingers around his shaft and lifted the dark knob towards Xiao Li. "Look to your mother, Jian Yau. Look to the woman whose body gave you life, and now you shall return to in lust." As she spoke, Vania began to stroke Jian's cock, bringing it to life even as his eyes came up to look at his mother.
Vania also turned her attention to Xiao Li. She said, "Jian presents himself to you, Mother. Now you must present yourself to him. Show Jian the woman you are, the woman he lusts for, and the woman who lusts for him." As she watched Vania stroking Jian's manhood before her, just feet away from her trembling body, as if under a sorcerer's spell, Xiao Li slowly began to disrobe. As she did, she watched both her son's eyes as well as his cock, as each grew with every passing moment.
Finally, as she stepped out of the dampened panties, Xiao Li stood upright before her son, as nude as he was, as nude as each had been when she gave birth to him. His eyes took in her full nudity, from the dark triangle between her thighs to the heavy breasts upon her chest. And hers took in the sight of his long, strong, rigid member as Vania released it. For an eternity Jian and Xiao Li stood, little more than an arm's length away from each other. And then Vania broke their shared trance with, "Go to her, Jian. Go to your mother and make love to her, as only a loving son can ever."
Xiao Li watched her son take a hesitant step forward, closing the space between them. Behind Jian, Vania slipped out of the room and gently pulled the door shut, leaving mother and son alone. Xiao Li reached out her hands and took hold of Jian's. She looked up into his dark eyes and said the words she'd only ever used in fantasy, "Take me, Jian. Make love to me."
Jian moved suddenly and quite quickly had her scooped up in his arms. Their eyes remained locked as he turned and took the two steps to the bed where she and his father lay at night, and made love. He laid her gently upon the mattress, atop the blankets, and leaned in to place his lips to hers. Jian kissed his mother with a passion no son should, and Xiao Li returned the kiss with an equal passion. For Jian, this was the moment he'd fantasized nearly all his life for. What had happened before, when he had forced himself upon his mother, was not what he had wanted. Even now, with his wife the guiding hand, it was not exactly how he had dreamed this night would be. And yet, as he felt the heat of his mother's naked flesh against his own, as he felt the pulse of his heart within the shaft of his manhood, Jian knew that this would be the moment he would never look back on with regret, only joy.
Xiao Li could feel her son's heartbeat within his manhood as well. As Jian lay atop her, his mouth pressed to hers, his cock was pressed against the flesh of her left thigh. In her mind, she could see his penis, the dark knob at the end of the slightly curved shaft, extending towards her from the tangle of dark hair at his crotch. Even as she sucked up his tongue, now thrust into her mouth, Xiao Li recalled the taste and feel of Jian's cock on her tongue, in her mouth, and she wanted to experience that again.
Xiao Li gently pushed as her son's shoulders and when he finally lifted away to look at her, she said, "I want to pleasure you, Jian. Please, lay back and allow me to."
It took a moment for Jian to understand his mother's request, but when it hit him, he quickly rolled away from her and lay where his father did at night. His cock stood upright from his lap, eager in anticipation, while his mother slowly moved to sit at his hip. Her eyes were on his manhood as she reached for it. Her fingers delicately wrapped around his shaft, and Jian reached up to stroke the naked flesh of her back. As Xiao Li slowly leaned over, her hair draped down. Jian brushed it aside and held it so that he could see his mother plant a light kiss at the tip of his cock. Her lips sent a jolt through his body, which was doubled when her tongue slipped out to caress his entire crown.
"Oooohhh, Mom!" Jian softly groaned. She moved a hand to cup his balls while slipping her mouth down to take in the first inches of his cock. Instinctively, Xiao Li began to move up and down along her son's manhood then. His mother's heavy tits lay against his thigh, one to either side, and Jian reached beneath her to cup one, digging his fingers deep into her soft flesh, which in turn drove her take even more of his penis into her mouth.
This time, Xiao Li was in control, and enjoying the act. She savored the texture of Jian's cock upon her tongue. When the tip leaked, she tasted his salty pre-cum and moaned into his cock with pleasure. Jian lifted his hips ever so slightly and pushed another inch into his mother's mouth, and she accepted it willingly. However, Xiao Li was not looking to bring her son off with her mouth this time. Not knowing his excitement level, she slowly eased up and off of him and turned to present him with a wide, loving smile.
"That was great, Mom!" Jian gasped after a moment. Her hand continued to stroke lightly up and down his length, and he still had her right breast in hand.
Xiao Li then spoke the words to her son that she'd never imagined she would. The words she'd only ever spoke in her fantasies. "I want to feel you inside me, Jian." Jian sat up quickly and pulled her mouth to his once again. He kissed her deeply, the two sitting atop the bed facing each other. Xiao Li reached both hands to the sides of her son's face and pushed him back. "Take me, Jian. Before I change my mind, please take me."
"Yes, Mother!" Jian panted. He looked about quickly, as if trying to decide how to take his for the first time. He decided to move her into the same position he had first taken Jian. "Here. On your hands and knees, Mother. I will take you from behind."
Xiao Li nodded and said, "As you wish, Jian." Having never before been taken like a dog, and yet having read in her son's secret stories how it was his favorite position, Xiao Li move her head to the top of the bed and pressed her elbows to either side of the pillows. Her raised hips glowed white in the dim bedroom light, with the long, dark crease between the globes hinting at the hidden pleasures within.
Jian took in the forbidden sight as he moved himself into position. His cock, eager and throbbing, wagged from his groin, aimed for his mother's sex. He touched her raised ass, causing Xiao Li to gasp and then sigh as he caressed the globes. She was warm until his touch, and yet trembling. He saw her look back at him, her dark eyes finding his. He saw fear in her eyes, and yet there was a spark of excitement as well. It was the same with all of the older women he had been with, he realized, and his mother was no different than any of them. She wanted him, just as he wanted her, and any lingering doubt was erased from Jian's mind as he creeped closer and felt the tickle of his mother's pubic hairs across the tip of his cock.
"Ooohh, Jian!" Xiao Li moaned when she also felt the touch of his cock to her vagina. It was hot, like a fireplace poker she imagined, and in her mind, she ever saw her son's cock glowing red. She closed her eyes and buried her face into the pillows. A moment later, Jian's fingers dug into her buttocks, and his penis pushed through her outer gate to smoothly slip into her vagina. "Ooooohhhhhh, Jiiiaaannnnn!" she groaned into the pillow, for the first time in reality. Her body convulsed and she jerked back, forcing herself to the base upon Jian's cock. Her son was fully embedded within her as her climax exploded through her.
"Aaaaaahhhhmmmm, ooooohhhhh!" she moaned, her cries muffled by the pillow and yet very audible to Jian. He knew that she was cumming. He could feel the vibrations of her vaginal walls around his cock. He could feel the heat of her cream as it leaked from her to coat his balls, pressed as they were hard against her pubic mound, his hairs tangled with hers. He bit his lower lip, fighting the urge to join his mother in orgasm. His face tilted up to the ceiling and his mouth fell open as he gasped for air, but he maintained control, and as his mother's orgasm began to ebb, Jian finally felt the control to start working his cock back and forth, in and out of his mother's pussy. It was an act he'd often imagined, since he was a teen-ager back in Hong Kong, through his years at school, and even in the years since he had married Vania. Jian could never account for the amount of semen he had shot off in honor of his mother and the sexual image he had of her. And now he was fighting off the very urge to shoot his semen high into her finally, a fantasy he'd maintained for nearly twenty years.
After several minutes of slow, steady thrusts, Xiao Li felt her son slow to a stop. His cock was throbbing in her vagina, but he had not released his sperm as yet. Jian lay across her back, and she could feel his sweat. His hands slipped from her hips to her breasts and he slowly worked their weight in his hands. She recognized that he was fighting for control, taking a break even, to draw out their love-making. Xiao Li suddenly tightened her vaginal wall, squeezing her son, which made him quiver and gasp. She giggled, enjoying the control she had suddenly discovered, and gave him another squeeze.
"Mother, please," Jian gasped into her shoulder. "If you do that again I will cum," he warned.
Again, she giggled. "Then you'd better take a break, darling son," she told him. She lowered her hips into the mattress and felt her son slip from her body. Jian rolled into his father's spot once again facing her and Xiao Li rolled onto her back. Both were breathing heavily. Jian reached out to caress her belly and then her breasts. Xiao Li turned to look at his face. "I love you, Jian. I am so very happy in this moment." She turned and caressed his cheek. They kissed. She felt his cock, damp with her lady-cream, brush across her thigh. She wanted him back inside her, and when their lips parted again, she told him so.
Jian gently pushed her onto her back fully, moving his knees between hers as they rolled. He was above her now, his cock laying in the forest of her pubic hair, his scrotum against her slot. She was shivering as she looked up into his face once again, in anticipation as well as fear, for Xiao Li knew that with this second entry, she and her son would indeed be lovers, engaged in an affair, that would go on. It was something she had never imagined, and yet now knew that she had indeed wanted for some time. Gang would always be her husband, but now her son would be her lover.
As Jian gazed down into his mother's face, trying to read her thoughts, he could only accept that his life was changed forever. He would no longer have fantasies of his mother. He would have memories of his mother. He would have experiences. Jian rocked back, feeling his cock drag through her pubic hair and then drop into alignment. He paused, and then pushed. His cock popped through her entry once again, and Jian took in the beauty of his mother's face as he entered her. Her mouth fell open, and he planted his to hers. His cock filled her once again, and then he began to move.
Xiao Li felt her body spasm with her son's entry, and as he began to fuck her with long, slow thrusts, she began to cum once again. She moaned into his mouth the words Vania had overheard just days before, "Oh, Jian! Please! Yes, please! Make me cum!"
Jian pushed up onto his hands to look down upon is mother as he mated with her. He saw her eyes sparkling. He saw her mouth hanging open, expressionless. He saw her large, soft breasts shaking, the dark circles atop the domes and their weight pulling each to the sides of his mother's chest. He noticed the dark little moles that dotted her pale flesh, from her shoulders to her pubic mound. He counted eight, the lucky number of the ancient Chinese. He saw the tangled hairs of both of their pubic mounds, so alike in color. He pushed further up, to his haunches, and took hold of his mother's calves. He pushed them back, very near to her chest, while continuing to drive his cock steadily within her vaginal warmth. He had full control now, and knew that he could fuck his mother for hours, such was the intoxicating pleasure Jian was enjoying now. The scent of his mother's sex filled his nose. Her panting filled his ears. The heat of her body filled his manhood.
Xiao Li again felt the rapid rise in her belly as she looked up into her son's handsome, passionate features. His cock was doing to her what his father's had never done. She was about to climax yet again, a third or fourth time, she couldn't recall. Her vagina clamped around his pistoning shaft. She rolled her head back and cried, "Aaayyyeeee!" as her orgasm exploded from deep within her body. "Cuuuummmmmiiiiiinnnnggggaaaaahhhhh!" she moaned long and deep, and then felt her son's mouth again join with hers. Her head began to spin as his weight fell fully against her. His cock picked up speed within her, stirring up her cream into a froth. Her legs wrapped around his torso and she locked her ankles together, holding her son in place for all time. "Uuunnngggghhhhh!" she screamed into Jian's mouth as she climaxed yet again, fast on the heels of her last one, and suddenly she felt the universe engulf her.
***
Xiao Li awoke from her blissful slumber when the bed shifted beneath her. She turned to see Jian standing at the bedside, still fully nude. His manhood was limp and hung from the tangled hairs, and swung a little as he moved around the end of the bed. "What time is it?" she asked him. The way he jumped, he must have thought her still asleep.
Jian retrieved his robe and as he pulled it on, he whispered, "I think Vania is home with Father." There was nervousness in his voice. He looked to the nightstand and read off the time. "It's six-fifty." Tying the robe's belt, Jian reached for the door.
"Jian," Xiao Li called. Her son paused without opening the door and looked back at his mother. "I love you, my son. But I love you as my lover, as well," she told him. "This will stay a secret from Gang, yes? And this will not be the only time you and I shall find pleasure together. As long as you and Vania of course are both willing, then so am I, Jian. As your mother, I want nothing more than to provide you with happiness. I shall be your lover as well, if it brings you happiness."
Jian moved as if he wanted to return to her, possibly to embrace her or kiss her. Yet his mother remained naked beneath the sheets of her bed, and even as he stood before her robed, he could feel life returning to his member. His fantasies had been fulfilled, and now the reality of his new life was beginning to settle upon him.
"Jian!" Again, he jumped, this time as his wife's voice called from the hallway. "Your father and I have returned. Have you and Mother thought about dinner?"
Jian knew that Vania was actually giving him and his mother fair warning. He quickly pulled open the door and replied, "Mother is not feeling well. I've seen her to bed." He looked back and gave Xiao Li a smile, before leaving her. He had reacted well, giving her husband a reason for her being in bed so soon. Still, she needed to shower at least, for the scent of her son's sweat was still on her, as well as the filling load of his semen that warmed her vagina had begun to leak out of her. It wouldn't due for Gang to feel his own need that night, only to find her already over-flowing.
Xiao Li found her own robe and made her way to the bathroom, and the waiting shower. Below, her family gathered in the kitchen and were talking about ordering out as she cleansed herself of the sins she and her son had so recently, and lovingly, engaged in. As the warm water caressed her body, Xiao Li was already anticipating the next time she and Jian would find pleasure in each other's flesh.
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Tamara's Tales - Part 1
Sitting behind the large carved oak desk that was the principals at Regal Bay High School, Tamara Doolittle turned to look west out her second-floor office window over the expanse of green that was the front lawn of the school. At the intersection of three walks, centered in the plane of green, was the newly refurbished fountain, ringed by the three tall flag poles that flew the national, state, and city flags. Beyond the yard ran Van Winkle Boulevard, the four-lane axis that bisected the city from North Bay, through Van Winkle Heights, and on south to the budding community of Dalton, some two miles south of the casino and golf resort. The boulevard, which eventually connected to the 101 to the north as well as the south of Regal Bay, was busy most times of the day, as it was that Monday morning. Looking past the busy boulevard, Tamara took in the sight of the old part of town, somewhat in the distance, a view obscured by the many tall evergreen and spruce trees that still retained their color, long after the majority of Regal Bay's trees had lost their leaves with the coming winter. She had been born and raised in Regal Bay, and had hated every minute of growing up the daughter of a fisherman, stuck in a town that held nothing for her. She would always be thankful to her Uncle Dan, who had foot the bill for her to leave Regal Bay after graduation and attend college as far away as she could get; in Syracuse, New York.
Tamara had returned to Regal Bay three times in her adult life. Once, to attend the funeral of her mother. Again, to attend the ceremony for the men lost at sea, when the trawler her father had been on went down during a storm, somewhere off the coast of Southern Alaska. And the last time, to interview for the position of Principal of Regal Bay High School.
Why Tamara had suddenly felt a longing to return to her childhood home, she still didn't understand. She was married to a wonderful man, Stewart Jay Doolittle, a self-employed carpenter who could do wonders with raw wood and could easily support the two of them on the money he made alone. They had a daughter Virginia, who went by Ginger, who had recently graduated from New Hampshire University with a Liberal Arts Degree. Ginger was still working to find her way in life, even at the age of 27, and had been living in Regal Bay for more than a year before Tamara and Stewart joined her. Tamara was disappointed to learn that Ginger was working as a hotel assistant manager when she had flown out for her interview. That disappointment was doubled when she also learned that her daughter was the mother of a one-year old son, born out of wed-lock to Ginger's live-in boy-friend. It had taken Tamara a while to come to grips with being a grand-mother, even though she was only 54.
Lost in thought, Tamara hadn't realized that her desktop intercom had chimed until Lynn Harris had opened the link and informed her, "Thomas Kamp is here to see you, Mrs. Doolittle." Lynn was one of the High School administrators as well as one of the student counselors. Lynn was married to Scott Harris, the university's soccer and lacrosse teams coach.
Tamara touched the intercom, opening the link, and told Lynn to send the student in. Thomas Kamp was the basketball team's senior captain, the son of Doctor Calvin Kamp, as well as one of the young men instrumental in the recent events that had caused such upheaval at Regal Bay High, as well as across the city as a whole. On the desk before her were the hard-copy files for each of the young men, all senior basketball players, who had been arrested along with Mrs. McAllister, just a few weeks before. Bethany McAllister had been placed on administrative leave, pending further review, but would not be coming back to Regal Bay High, as far as Tamara knew, given the high profile the incident had become. As for the four young men who had been caught up in the incident, she would still need to deal with before the end of the semester and the winter break.
"Please, come in and have a seat, Mr. Kamp," Tamara said as the tall young man came through the door. She rose and waved for him to take the leather arm chair at the side of her desk, and once he had been seated, she returned to her own chair.
Thomas Kamp was one of four young men, all members of the high school basketball team, who had been arrested along with Bethany McAllister during the tournament weekend. At the time of her arrest, Bethany had been a member of the high school faculty, one of the school's mathematics teachers. As it turned out, and much to Tamara's horror to learn, Mrs. McAllister, who was a 50-year-old divorced mother of two adult sons, had been engaging in sexual conduct with students, young men who, although of legal age, were still considered "off-limits". Over the course of the last few weeks, and having interviewed several young men, upwards of a dozen as a matter of fact, Tamara had uncovered a network within the walls of Regal Bay High School that might bring other faculty members to light. As yet, Tamara had not confronted any of the newest names on her list, a list that was now up to four teachers. Separately, Tamara had a list of close to twenty young men, all seniors and "of age" as it were, who had admitted to engaging in sexual conduct with at least one, and in some cases more than one, member of the faculty. Thomas Kamp had admitted to having affairs with every one of the four on Tamara's list. He would be the key to her uncovering, and hopefully stemming off, the illegal activities going on behind the Regal Bay High scenes, before another embarrassing incident occurs.
Seeing Thomas for the third time in as many school days, Tamara understood why he could be such a draw to the female teachers of Regal Bay High. He was tall, dark complexed, with dark eyes and wavy brown hair that gave him a leading man quality. Although he was only 18, although Tamara knew that he would soon be turning 19, he carried himself with a maturity that belied his actual age. He was gifted physically, being a four-year member of the basketball and baseball teams, as well as a member of the student counsel. His carried a 4.2 GPA, and already had been accepted to Stanford, where he intended to study acting, of all things. Tamara thought he certainly had the looks for it, even as she sat looking at him.
"I really appreciate everything you've told me and done for me, Thomas," she finally told him, getting her mind back on the issue at hand.
"I'm happy to help, Mrs. Doolittle," he replied, with a smile and a voice that reminded her of Tom Selleck during his Magnum, P.I. days. She always liked Tom Selleck. He produced a small note book, of which he handed to her. "I think that's it. All of the guys in school that have enjoyed themselves with one, or more, of the teachers. At the back is a page of other guys, who aren't students here anymore, that they told me about. Guys who more or less recruited them for the teachers."
Tamara looked up from casually glancing through the notebook and asked, "Who, might I ask, recruited you, Mr. Kamp?"
He replied, "Nobody, really. I had Mrs. McAllister every year, and I guess she took a liking to me. She approached me towards the end of last year, asking about my sex life and stuff. Even though I told her I had a girl-friend, she said that she could show me some things even the girls around here wouldn't do. I told her to prove it, just kidding really. She told me about a place where she met with guys, during the school day, and I met her. She wasn't lying. Aren't many girls in this school who can suck a cock like she can." Thomas was grinning, and Tamara suddenly thought that he might even be hitting on her, to see if she would take the bait. "I'm sorry," he continued. "I didn't mean to put it like that."
"It's alright, Thomas," Tamara replied. "I've heard it all before, believe me. There isn't much you could tell me about what has been going on around here that would make me blush."
"Can I ask you a question, Mrs. Doolittle?"
Tamara leaned back in her chair and considered him a moment. "Go ahead," she told him.
Thomas's eyes, she noticed, had ran down and back up her body in that moment, before he asked his question. "Have you ever done anything like this? You know, been intimate with one of your students? Or maybe have one of them hit on you, you know, to maybe have sex?"
Tamara continued to consider Thomas, as well as his question. She couldn't believe that he might actually be asking her, in a round-about way, if she'd be open to seeing him, in the same way as he'd been seeing Bethany McAllister. "No, Mr. Kamp. I can honestly say that the idea, the thought, had never crossed my mind to engage with any student of mine. And I don't think that I've ever been the object of one of my students' fantasies, either," she added. Sliding back to her desk, she looked away from Thomas and told him, "I appreciate this list," tapping the notebook with her pen, "and I do want to reiterate that what is said here must remain confidential."
"Of course," he replied.
Tamara took a deep breath before dismissing Thomas. She found, however, that she couldn't help but admire his physique as he went through the door, leaving it open. Nor could she miss how Lynn Harris also looked at young Thomas Kamp as he passed her desk. "Lynn!" she called. "A word, please."
***
Tamara parked alongside another red Honda Accord in the visitor's parking lot, just inside the front gate of Regal Bay University. Further on to the South stood the gleaming white and silver building that was Regal Bay University Hospital. Although it was nearly a quarter of a mile distant, across the expanse of lawn that the students referred to as "The Fairgrounds", it looked so much closer.
Bundled up against the wind and cold that mid-December day, Tamara followed the directions she had been given to the university offices, and then on through to the individual offices, where she was to find Dr. Cynthia Price waiting in her second-floor office. "It's good to meet you, Dr. Price," Tamara said as the two women shook hands. Doctor Price was a beautiful woman a full decade younger than Tamara, who was a renowned Professor of Human Sexuality. Lynn had told her that Dr. Price had her finger on the pulse of the sex lives of most of Regal Bay's population, and if anyone could explain to her what was going in with the students and middle-aged teachers in her school, it would be Cynthia Price.
"It's nice to meet you as well, Mrs. Doolittle," Cynthia replied. "Please, come into my office and have a seat." Cynthia led the way, through the windowless outer office where an unattended desk sat, along with a trio of padded leather waiting-room style chairs, and on into her private office. "Lynn told me that you have some questions regarding the sexual goings-on here in Regal Bay," she began as she maneuvered behind her desk.
"You might say so," Tamara replied. "And please, call me Tamara. I only insist my students call me Mrs. Doolittle."
Cynthia smiled. "Alright, Tamara." She waited until her guest was seated and then Cynthia settled into her own chair. "In that case, I insist you call me Cynthia."
Tamara returned the younger woman's smile. "Cynthia. I was given to understand that you might be the foremost authority on the issues I'm facing in the high school. As I hear it, several of the young men that have come to my attention have attended, or are even currently enrolled, here at the university. Mrs. Harris..."
"Lynn," Cynthia interjected.
Tamara continued. "Yes, Lynn...she explained that I needed to meet with you and discuss this issue, before I investigate any further. She made it clear that there may be more to this entire matter than just a teacher getting caught with her student in a compromising position."
"To put it bluntly, Tamara, there is an entire world that you are scratching the surface of here in Regal Bay." Cynthia paused before continuing. "I need to know, from you, first; what are your intentions in dealing with this matter?"
Tamara was confused. "I don't understand your question. I want to clean this up, of course, before it gets out to the news media that there are more teacher/student relationships going on in my school. Believe me, I don't need this kind of grief at the start of my tenure in Regal Bay. I want it stopped before anyone else gets arrested."
"What happened to Bethany McAllister should never have happened, I can agree with you on that point. Bethany knew the rules and chose to violate them, and now she, as well as many others, are having to deal with the consequences."
"What do you mean, she knew the rules? What rules? I don't understand how she thought having sex with students, even ones of legal age, could not be a violation of rules."
Cynthia waved off her comment. "I want you to meet with someone, someone who can explain this all to you in much better, and clearer, detail than I ever could. Do you know Gloria Van Winkle?"
Tamara nodded. "Yes, of course. What could she possibly tell me about this mess?" Even as she was asking, Cynthia was dialing a number.
"Hello, yes," Cynthia spoke into the phone. "I'd like to speak with Mrs. Van Winkle, please. Tell her it is Dr. Price calling, in regards our earlier discussion." A pause. "Yes, Gloria! Good afternoon." She listened for a moment, a smile on her face. "Yes, she's here with me right now, in my office as a matter of fact." She looked at Tamara, who was shocked by the wink the younger woman. After a moment listening, Cynthia replied, "I will ask her, Ma'am. Meanwhile, you have a nice afternoon, and I'll give you a call this evening. Good-bye." She hung up the phone and gave Tamara a lengthy look. Tamara felt unnerved under the woman's gaze.
Finally, Cynthia said, "Mrs. Van Winkle would like to meet with you over drink later this evening, if you are free. I am to accompany you, as well."
"I don't drink," Tamara explained. "When would she like to meet?"
***
Tamara shut the engine off and sat in her car. In front of her was the green trimmed white doors to her home's garage, a separate building that sat a little behind the house itself. Her husband had all but turned the garage into his workshop, thus the two of them parked in the drive year-round. Stewart's Tundra pick-up truck wasn't in the drive, and thus he wouldn't be home. It was nearly seven o'clock and for that time of year, it was already dark.
The last two hours had been an eye-opener for Tamara. She had never thought that such a world, so full of sex and sin, could ever exist, especially in a city like Regal Bay. And yet Gloria Van Winkle, along with two other women whom she had invited to the meeting, had laid it out so plain and with such candor as to make Tamara believe that she had been wrong to ever think such things couldn't be going on all around her. Tamara wasn't all that religious, nor was she a prude by any means, and yet after walking out of the Golf Club sitting room where they had sat around in comfortable chairs, drinking fine wine, and talking so openly about mature women enjoying the sexual benefits of the willing young men of Regal Bay, Tamara felt as if she'd led such a sheltered life. She couldn't help but feel that, at 54 years of age, she might have been missing something.
Sitting in her car, Tamara recalled the elder matron, Gloria, asking, "Have you ever had an experience, a sexual encounter, with a younger man, maybe not one as young as a son or nephew mind you, but one who made you feel younger?" Until that moment, when she had been asked, Tamara had totally put away the very memory that the matron had dug up. It might have been the wine affecting her, yet Tamara felt so comfortable after hearing some of the stories the women had related to her, women she barely knew and yet had no problem opening up to her about their sinful affairs, that Tamara related her one and only story to them.
At the time, Tamara had been only 29 or 30 years old. She'd been teaching elementary school, and was one of two women who covered the fifth-grade classes at Greenbriar Elementary in Elmira, New York. She and Stewart had been married three years at that point, and their daughter, Ginger, was still just a toddler. Stewart worked a day job at one of the region's "Amish Furniture" manufacturers, even though he was far from being Amish. With both of them working day jobs, Tamara had found a day-care for little Ginger just a few blocks from their home.
As with most marriages, theirs had its ups and downs. Tamara understood after that this had been one of their lowest points during their first five years of marriage. She had been feeling the after-effects of giving birth, the "post-partum depression", and was on medications to control her bouts of depression. Tamara also began to feel unloved by her husband, as well as suspicious whenever Stewart wasn't home right at five. Later, she learned that her suspicions were baseless. Her actions during those weeks, however, she would hide from her husband behind a mascaraed of love and attention for many years.
The initial incident took place during a Saturday afternoon of straightening out the garage. Tamara been on Stewart to clear out an area of the garage so that she could store some of the Christmas decorations his family had handed down to them. It was still some months before they would be used, and the piles of boxes made it difficult to use most of the area of the garage. While she took matters into her own hands with Stewart putting in a half-day of work at the factory, Tamara had given their usual baby-sitter a call and asked her to watch Ginger while she worked in the garage.
Kristi Barnes was dropped off by her brother, Robert. Kristi was only sixteen, and though she could drive, didn't have a car of her own. Robert, whom everyone called Bucky, was twenty-one. Bucky worked for a lawn-care service, and often mowed the Doolittle's lawn, when Stewart wanted to pay to have it done. After getting Kristi situated with Ginger inside, Tamara went back out to the garage, where she found Bucky still hanging around.
"I could go ahead and mow for you, Mrs. Doolittle, since I'm already here," Bucky offered.
"You make me feel old when you call me that, Bucky," she replied. "I'm only Mrs. Doolittle at work. At home, I insist you call me Tamara." She went on to agree to a yard mowing, and using their mower, Bucky started on the yard as she turned her attention to the garage.
An hour later, Tamara had done quite a bit of work, and Bucky had finished up the yard. "I'm sorry, Bucky. But I don't have any cash on me," she explained. "You'll have to wait until Stewart gets home to get paid, or I'll give it Kristi along with her pay for the day."
"That's alright, I'm not worried about it," Bucky replied. He looked around the garage's interior and asked, "Do you want a little help in here?"
Tamara told him, "I think I'm about through in here. I've only got these cans of paint to move onto this other shelf."
"I'll get them," Bucky insisted, and started to move the six cans that Stewart had bought to re-paint the living room and dining room, and still hadn't gotten to. "Can I tell you something, Tamara?" He asked as he slipped the last can onto the shelf.
"Go ahead," she replied.
Bucky didn't ask her anything, not right away. Instead, he stepped up closer to her and placed his hands at her hips. Tamara was caught off guard and placed her hands on his chest. She felt the sweat through his black t-shirt. Bucky took her touch as a wordless acceptance of what he intended, and slipped his hands up a little, pushing the untucked flannel shirt up until his hands found her bare flesh beneath. Tamara gasped, and then asked, "What are we doing?" She turned away from him.



Bucky held her close, however, and as she turned he pulled her back to him. His hands went up the front of her belly, beneath the shirt, and cupped her bra-encased breasts. They were large in his hands, and as he gave them a lift and squeeze, Bucky pressed his mouth against Tamara's neck and kissed her. Her blonde hair, though cut short, prevented him from actually tasting her flesh. Tamara turned her head and told him, "We can't be doing this, Bucky. I'm married." However, when she had turned her head, her hair had pulled back, and Bucky was able to kiss her flesh. This made Tamara sigh, and combined with the massage her breasts were getting, and the wonderful feeling that his hands had sent through her body Tamara felt any resistance to the young man's assault wash away quickly. "You sister's right inside," she added under her breath.
Bucky slipped his hands from under Tamara's shirt and began to unbutton it. "She won't come outside," he reminded her. "She's probably sitting in front of the TV with Ginger watching Sponge Bob Square-pants." As he finished the last of the shirt buttons, Bucky continued down to unsnap and unzip her jeans as well.
"I can't believe you're doing this to me," Tamara gasped as her breathing began to increase, along with her excitement. Bucky pushed her jeans down off her hips, and she took over, pushing them to the floor. As she bent over, Bucky ran his hands over her tight ass and then up her back as she stood. She kicked off her tennis shoes and then stepped out of her jeans before turning to face him. "If we do this, it will be only the one time, and nobody can know about it. Am I clear?"
Bucky, already grinning as he took in her nearly naked body standing before him, smiled even wider when he realized that they were going all of the way. "Just between you and me," he replied, and then pulled her mouth to his. They kissed for a brief moment, and then Bucky looked around. "Get up there," he told her, pointing to a work bench that had been cleared and had a light blue towel laying on it. Tamara went to the bench and with Bucky's assistance, she hopped up to sit on the edge. His hands never left her naked thighs, and he eased them apart.
Tamara still had on her red underwear, and her crotch was completely covered and hidden. Still, she saw in Bucky's eyes that he was enjoying the sight before him. She wondered when the young man had last been with a woman. He wasn't that handsome, though he was rugged and reasonably fit. His features were very plain, and he had the pock-mark scars of chicken pox and acne. His dark brown hair was cut short and showed off his high forehead. Bucky's father was completely bald, she knew, and this young man would soon be losing his. Still, Bucky had an energy, a sexual aura even, that made him seemingly glow in that moment. The grin on his face as he knelt on the cold concrete floor between her parted thighs would remain with her for years to come. Stewart had never grinned like that for her, when he was about to devour her.
All of this flashed through Tamara's mind as she helplessly watched Bucky close in, reach for her underwear, and then pull the crotch aside. Her pussy was suddenly exposed to the young man, her blonde curls forming an unruly patch around and above her pale labia. She reached out to hold her knees open for him as Bucky leaned in and planted his mouth to her sex.
"Oooohhh," she sighed as his warm tongue stroked up through her labia, parting the lips and opening her up even deeper. He flicked across her tiny clit, an action that made her lower body tremble. "Aaaahhh!" she gasped. She reached for his head and gently held him to her as he began to pleasure her with his lips and tongue. "Oooohhh, Bucky."
Tamara reached for her tits and scooped them from the cups of her bra. Her nipples were already long, as long as her thumbnails, and tingling with excitement of their own. She tugged at the pale nubs, pulling her breasts up by them, and then giving each a jiggle. She grabbed each of her tits in her hands and picked up massaging them, as Bucky had been doing. All the while, she watched his head moving between her thighs as his mouth worked her over wonderfully. It wasn't long before she felt her cream flowing, and the deep rumblings of an orgasm building.
Leaving her tits hanging, Tamara reached into her crotch and as Bucky worked his tongue in and out of her vagina, she took hold of her clit and began to rub it hard. "Oooohhh, yes! I'm going to cum!" she hissed, and a moment later, she did just that. Bucky received a mouthful of her fresh cream as her hips and thighs vibrated through her climax. Tamara was panting for breath, enjoying this orgasm as much as she ever had. Through it all, Bucky continued to lap away at her crotch, devouring her sex with untiring lust of his own.
"Oh, my god!" she panted in her afterglow, "that was fantastic." She pushed Bucky's face from her crotch and asked, "Where did you learn to do that?"
Bucky rose to his feet, showing off the fact that as he had been eating her out he had also pulled his cock free. His hand was wrapped around the shaft and he was slowly stroking. She couldn't help but look.
"In high school," he grinned. "I'm not real good with girls. I had to have a go-to move, you know. Most guys wouldn't do it, and all I had to do was make sure word got around." He licked his lips before continuing. "As it turned out, I got pretty good at it, even though I didn't date all that many girls. I just ate them out in the backseats of their cars, or in the dark corners of the school."
Tamara had slipped from the bench and wrapped her arms around his neck. "Well, mister. Any man who can treat a hot pussy like you can won't be wanting for sex, I'll tell you that." She kissed him then, tasting a bit of herself on his lips. When she parted, she looked down. "Now it's my turn," she said as she slipped to her knees before him.
She took over from him, her hand wrapped around his shaft and his knob just inches away from her mouth. She looked up and told him, "Now, let me show you how I landed the guys in college." She let her eyes close while opening her mouth, and guided his cock in.
"Oooohhh, yeeaahhh!" Bucky moaned. Her lips tightened around his shaft mid-way down and then pulled back slowly to the head. Her tongue flickered around the tip for a moment, and then she relaxed her jaw and plunged into his crotch. His entire cock, all six and a half inches of it, was wrapped within her oral warmth. Her nose pressed into his pubic bone and her lips tightened once again, this time around the base. He shivered with excitement. Although he was a famed pussy-eater in the small city of Elmira, he still had trouble getting the girls to reciprocate. There weren't too many good cock-suckers his age. Lucky for him, Tamara wasn't of his age.
Tamara worked Bucky's cock over, jacking him hard and fast while slurping noisily on his knob. She cupped his balls and squeezed them when she went down his shaft, taking him deep into her mouth. She tasted his pre-cum, a salty smear across her tongue. Tamara was torn between wanting to get the young man off with her mouth, and going further. She blew him for a few minutes, feeling Bucky's excitement build, and yet, when she thought that she could drive him on over the edge, she backed off.
"Do you have a condom?" she asked hastily as she stood before him. She continued working his cock in her hands and drew him closer to stroke his head across her furry pubic mound. Bucky was already panting, and the feel of her hairs against his dick made him shiver.
"I think so," he moaned. He pulled his wallet from his jeans and tore into it. He pulled a foil-wrapped condom out and showed it to her.
Tamara smiled and said, "I guess we're going all the way!" She backed up, pushing her panties to the floor and stepping out of them before hopping back onto the bench. She spread her legs wide and reached for her damp pussy. With a pair of fingers, she opened herself. "Pull that condom on and stick that fucker inside me!"
Bucky tore open the wrapper and fought to pull the condom over his manhood. He was as excited as he'd ever been, and with the way Tamara was acting, giving herself to him in such a dominating fashion, he was on the verge of cumming even as he rolled the rubber on. His eyes were on her as she worked her pussy with long fingers, and when he stepped in between her thighs, she grabbed his hip in one hand and his cock in the other.
"Stick it in," she moaned. "Get that big dick inside my pussy and fuck me, you bastard!" Bucky responded with a hip-thrust that sank his cock half-way into her. "Oooohhh, yes! Fuck me!" she cried, and Bucky pulled back an inch before ramming himself fully into her. "Aaaahhhh, fuuucccckkkk!" Tamara moaned, from both the excitement her young lover gave her, as well as the realization that she had now cheated on her husband. Her body was fully in control, and she grabbed hold of Bucky's hips to pull him deeper into her, before letting him start his animalistic rutting.
Bucky jerked and thumped against Tamara for a moment before he finally fell into a steady fuck-rhythm. It had been almost two months since he'd broken up with his girl-friend, and even then, they hadn't had sex all that often. He had to fight back the urge to fill the condom with his load in the first minute of fucking Tamara, who didn't help matters my grunting and moaning, and working her hips to fuck back at him. This would be no leisurely fuck, he realized, and with his balls already boiling, he pounded her hard and fast. The bench creaked and banged against the wall with every hard thrust, and their grunts only added to the raw passion they felt in that immoral mating.
Tamara felt the growing climax deep within her belly once again, and with Bucky's cock pounding her, she gave herself over to her sins. This would be the only time she would give herself over to Bucky, but she was going to get everything she could out of it, and deal with her guilt later. His cock had her vagina humming, the cream flowing out to dribble across her asshole and pool in the towel beneath her ass. Her breasts bounced on her chest with every thrust of the boy into her, and her hear banged off of the wall behind her. "Kiss me," she demanded, and Bucky leaned in to plant his mouth to hers.
"Uuunnggghh!" she growled into his mouth as her orgasm rolled through her. Her cream added lubrication to his thrusting member as well as warmth, which gave him a few more moments of control even as her vaginal walls vibrated around his piston. Never missing a beat, Bucky continued to drill her right through her climax.
"Ooohh, I'm going to cum!" Bucky panted a moment later, and with his eyes locked to hers, his hips still slapping against hers, he growled, "Uuummmm!" Tamara felt his cock throbbing and when he pushed and held himself deep, she felt the pulsing grow. She imagined the condom's tip ballooning out, catching the semen that very well could have impregnated her. She could feel the heat of his cock, but not the warmth of his semen had it flooded her womb to coat the walls. In that moment, she regretted having him use a condom.
Bucky had stopped moving and his mouth found hers once again. They kissed, deeply and with a lot of tongue, while enjoying their shared afterglow. His cock remained hard inside her vagina, and she hoped he would stay hard. Tamara wanted another go with Bucky, but knew that when they parted, they would never again enjoy each other. She began to work her muscles around his cock, hoping to keep him hard. Unfortunately, after a few minutes, Bucky began to relax and his cock slipped form her. She moaned with obvious disappointment as he stepped back from her. His cock hung from his crotch limp, the tip of the condom elongated and filled with his heavy load. Bucky pulled the condom carefully from his dick and looked for a place to put it.
"In the sink," Tamara told him. "Wash it down. I don't need Stewart finding a used condom in the trash can. She eased from the bench, her hips aching and her legs trembling. She was still horny as hell and wanted to get fucked again. Bucky, however, was spent, and tucked himself away. In that moment, Tamara thought that she saw a shadow cross the window nearest the house. She quickly pulled her jeans back on as well as buttoning her shirt. She left her panties on the floor, forgotten for the moment, as she rushed over to look out of the window.
"What is it?" Bucky asked as he stepped up to join her at the window.
"I thought I saw someone," she told him. "Maybe looking in." She looked at Bucky, who shrugged his shoulders. "You don't think Kristi came out looking for us, do you?"
"I doubt it, but I guess I'll ask her on the way home," he replied.
"No! Don't do that," Tamara insisted. "If it was her, and she didn't see anything, she'd get suspicious if you ask. If she doesn't bring it up, leave it be, okay?" Bucky agreed, and after finishing up getting dressed, they left the garage to join Kristi and Ginger in the house. Nothing was ever said, and they were never discovered. Bucky never again made an advancement on her, much to her relief. Tamara fought with her guilt for some time afterward, and only after a year of marriage counselling did their relationship return to the way it had been at first.
"So, you see, Ma'am. Mine's really not all that extraordinary." Tamara gave Mrs. Van Winkle and the other women a shrug and smile. "It's nothing I want to ever have to deal with again, either."
Gloria had taken in Tamara's story in silence, as did the others. In one form or another, Tamara's story had been echoed around the room. "There was no shame in giving in to one's desires and lusts," the elder matron had said many times, to many women through the years, and she gave Tamara the same comfort. "Don't ever let guilt ruin the pleasures you felt in that moment, or taint the memories you keep for your lifetime. Whether or not you repeat such moments and acts, that will be your choice. Don't let the fear of guilt dictate that choice to you. If you feel the desire, the craving, to enjoy the flesh of another, be it a younger man or woman, and be enjoyed in return, then I suggest you give yourself over to that yearning. Otherwise, to deny your hunger will only lead to an unhappy and regretful life. Our lives are short the way it is, and taking in as much pleasure, enjoying as much eroticism and every inch of our God-given sexuality as we can during that lifetime, is the only way we, as strong, desirable, lustful, and erotic creatures will be fulfilled in the end."
As she continued to sit in her car, parked in the driveway to her suburban home, Tamara felt the echoes of Gloria's words within her mind, as well as her body. She understood why so many women of her generation in Regal Bay engaged in extra-marital affairs with younger men now. She recognized in herself those very same cravings now. She loved her husband, but Stewart was just one man in the world, and she had had her eyes opened to the entire world of men that evening. Whether or not she could actually go through with it, to go through with engaging in an affair with a younger man, that was still to be seen. She had Gloria's phone number in her phone now, as well as Dr. Price's and the others that she had been introduced to. Four members of the Regal Bay Matrons Club, as they called themselves. If she had doubts, or fears, she would be free to call upon any of them for advice.
Headlights shown behind her, and Tamara looked up to see her husband's truck pull in. She climbed from her car and met him in the driveway. She pulled him into an embrace, and before he could ask her anything, she pulled his mouth to hers and kissed him, deeply.
"What was that for?" Stewart asked when she released him and pulled away.
Leading him into the house, she said back over her shoulder, "Get your pants off, Mister, and give me some cock. Right here and right now." As she instructed her husband, she began to strip out of her own clothing, and before he even realized what was happening, Tamara rolled onto the thick rug that lay in front of the fireplace and spread her legs wide for him. "I don't want you thinking about it," she demanded. "I want you to stick your fat dick inside my hot pussy, and I want you to fuck me until I pass out. Do you think you're up for it, Stewart?"
Stewart pushed his jeans to the floor and stepped out of them. His cock sprang free when his underwear dropped, and he indeed was ready and "up for it". Naked as she was, Stewart joined Tamara on the floor, kneeling between her knees. She reached up and he leaned down to her. His cock found her opening easily enough, and as Stewart entered his wife once again, she moaned, "I love you, Stewart," into his mouth. She climaxed twice on his cock before Stewart fired his hot semen high into her. They lay curled up together on the rug for some time after, and then moved to their bed, where Tamara surprised him with a lengthy blow-job, before riding him though another series of orgasms. Before they finally fell asleep, Stewart had added a second load to her flooded pussy. It wasn't her husband that she dreamed about that night, however. It was Bucky Barnes.
(Tamara, dealing with depression, her husband always working or out with buddies, she succumbs to a young neighbor (brother of girl who baby-sits for her) in garage)
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Chapter 72
Wanda's Tales - Part 5
Wanda gave herself a final look-over in the bathroom mirror, just to make sure her son hadn't left another hickey on her neck as he had back in September. Assured, she finished buttoning up the front of her denim dress, covering up the new bra Luke had bought for her, one that held her tits up a little higher on her chest, and made them look fuller. She gave her lips a final gloss before joining Luke in the living room. This had been her first visit with Luke since he'd moved into his new apartment, although she'd been by to see the place with her husband a couple of times before. As she passed by the bedroom he now used for his services, she couldn't help but glance inside. As a mother, she felt the urge to go inside and pull the soiled sheets from the bed and take them to the laundry. But it wasn't her place. Although she was still Luke's mother, on afternoons like this one, she was one of her son's many middle-aged clients.
Wanda had left work early. She'd waited until Carol had come back from her lunch break before letting the teen-ager know that she wasn't feeling well. It had been slow in the store all morning as it was, and with Jenny coming in by three, Wanda was confident in letting the girl run things along for the next hour and a half. But Wanda hadn't been sick, she was horny. It had been too long since she'd seen her son, as a client and not as his mother, and luckily Luke was free that afternoon. During her drive across town, she felt strangely dirty, but that feeling passed long before she knocked on his door.
"I'm surprised you were home," Wanda told her son as he let her in. "I thought that you worked most afternoons."
"I usually do, but I'm off mid-week now," he explained. Wanda removed her tan over coat and Luke hung it on the near-by coat rack.
"I guess it's lucky I called, then," she smiled shyly.
Luke stepped up close to her and before bending to place his lips to hers, he said, "Lucky for me, since I get to spend some fun time with my wonderful mother."
When Wanda paid her son a visit as a client, they would head straight for his bedroom and strip quickly. Both wanted to enjoy as much time in the bed as they could, given their schedules. This time had been no different, and inside Luke's room, they both quickly stripped out of their clothes. Luke finished first and climbed into his bed. His cock was already very rigid and pointed straight out from his body. Wanda joined him a moment later and they lay side-by-side.
Wanda rolled to her son and as her heavy breasts fell against his chest, she pulled his mouth to hers. They kissed deeply for many minutes, with their hands caressing bare flesh and exploring each other. "You want to start out on top," Luke asked, and Wanda nodded.
Instead of climbing straight onto her son, however, Wanda moved down and found her son's cock with her mouth. Luke pushed back into the pillows as he enjoyed the feel of his mother's tongue running up and down the underside of his dick, and the tingles she gave him when she flicked around the crown. He often enjoyed his mother's oral talents, a skill she'd perfected in the year since he'd started bedding her.
After nearly five minutes, Wanda lifted her mouth from her son's cock and said, "I need this inside me." She didn't wait for his reply, only crawled up his body until she was straddling his hips. Luke took hold of her hips as she positioned his cock at her opening, and watched her face twist with passion as she slipped on.
"Oooohhh, god, yeeeesssss!" Wanda moaned as her body took her son in once again. She bottomed out, and then began to rise and fall, fucking herself on Luke's strong manhood. "You don't know much I've needed this," she panted as she settled fully onto him and rolled her hips. His cock stirred within her, touching her everywhere, before she started to lift and fall once again.
Wanda leaned forward and pushed her hands into the mattress to either side of Luke's shoulders. She slammed her hips hard against him, time after time, and then she would stop and grind her hips, forward and back, before doing the pattern over again. Within minutes, Wanda was moaning through an orgasm, brought on by her son's rock-hard post of a cock.
After getting her first orgasm, Wanda collapsed and slipped to the mattress beside her son. Luke moved quickly and after pushing her knees up and back, he plowed his cock back into her and began to fuck her with deep thrusts that had the bed rebounding beneath her ass.
"Aaaahhh, yeessss, yeessss!" Wanda resumed grunting beneath her son, taking his hard nine inches with every plunge. "Fuck me, Luke! Oh, god, yes, fuck me!" Within minutes, Wanda had peaked once again. Her orgasm exploded within her and added a fresh coat of lubrication for her son to use. His cock raced in and out, hard and fast, and with every plunge his balls slapped her anus teasingly.
Luke pulled her ankles higher up and hooked them over his shoulders. Wanda was bent in half, and her body ached, yet still she grunted and moaned beneath his onslaught. Many times, Wanda left her son's apartment hurting physically, and yet she had never left sexually unsatisfied. This afternoon would be no different.
Luke suddenly slowed and dropped fully onto her. His mouth found hers and she opened wide to accept his tongue. She sucked on it and he sucked on hers while his cock continued to move within her vaginal grip, though much slower now. He pushed up and told her, "I want to fuck you from behind now."
Wanda had never been taken anally, and although Luke had asked her on many occasions, he'd never insisted when she rejected the idea. She'd never given her ass to Frank, and so she reasoned that she would not allow her son to be her first, either. The idea of sodomy was more abhorrent to her than incest was.
Luke lifted away from her. She felt his hardness slip out of her, leaving her agape and wanting. From his knees, Luke took hold of hers and gave her a bodily twist until she was on her belly. "Come on, Wanda. Lift that fat ass up for me." Luke often used her name when they were in bed, and she followed his instructions, though with reluctance. His hands raced around on her flesh admiringly, and then his fingers dug in to pry her globes apart. "Damn, this is one fine ass," he complimented, and then gave each globe a wet kiss before dragging his tongue up through the crack, starting just above her rose-bud. Wanda trembled both from the tickle his tongue had given her as well as the fear that he was about to take her anal virginity, and she wouldn't be able to stop him.
However, Wanda needn't have worried. Luke pulled up close behind her and guiding his cock with a hand, he returned to her dripping vagina and plunged to the core once again. "Oooohhh, yeeeesssssss!" she moaned with relief as well as delight, and dropped her face into the pillows to enjoy a good doggy-fuck from her loving son.
As Luke picked up a good, steady fuck-pace, he was reaching for her heavy tits. Wanda enjoyed having her tits squeezed and her nipples pulled while getting fucked, and Luke was well aware of this fetish of hers. He'd been the one to show her the pleasures. His hands took hold and held on hard while driving deeper and deeper into her.
"Aaaahhh, fuuucccckkkk!" Luke roared after many minutes of steady driving. "Yeeeesssss!" Wanda felt her son's cock pulsing inside her, just before his warmth began to flood into her. He was cumming in her, for her. And that helped set her off once again.
"Uuunnnggghhh!" she growled into the pillow as her own orgasm rolled with her son's.
Wanda must have passed out for a moment, as the next thing she could recall was that she was alone on her son's bed. She rolled onto her back, feeling the aches of having been fucked good and hard by a skilled cocksman. She moved to the bathroom across the hall and rinsed off in the tub. She retrieved her clothing and after a final visit to the bathroom, she joined Luke in the living room.
Wanda found her son reclined back in the over-stuffed leather sofa drinking a beer. "You didn't say whether or not you were coming by Friday night for dinner. Your father and I will be flying out Saturday morning and won't be home until after the New Year."
Luke gave her a shrug of his shoulders without turning his attention away from the Hogan's Heroes rerun playing on the television. It was one she had bought for him some time back, and it had looked rather large in his old apartment. However, in this new and much more spacious place of his, it looked small. That had been taken care of, she knew, and if he were to come over for dinner on Friday, he might just get his Christmas present a little early.
"Since we'll be out of town over the holidays," she added as an incentive, "you can pick up your presents then as well." She retrieved her over coat from the rack inside the front door.
Luke turned his attention finally to his mother and watched her pull her coat on. He was still impressed by how much she had changed in the last year, since she had succumbed to his sexual advances. She had even become one of his regular clients, and idea that fascinated him, even though he never asked for payment. Still, his mother often left him with a handful of money, or the occasional gift. Luke enjoyed the idea that he'd had a lot to do with her increased energy, better moods, and even loss in weight over the past few months. She'd even started visiting the gym on a regular basis, which helped her sex-drive immensely, he'd discovered. His mother had become one of his more passionate lovers, and never failed to wear him out. Luke Vaughn really liked that. If only a few more of his clients, the usually married and all middle-aged women that he serviced sexually on a regular basis, would follow his mother's example.
"I'll stop by, Mom," he agreed finally. "But I can't stay too long. Maybe until eight or so. I'm usually pretty busy on Friday nights."
Wanda pulled the coat tight and buttoned it up against the chill that waited outside. She felt a slight shiver, as well as a spark of jealousy, as thoughts of her son bedding down other women, women very much like herself, rippled through her, as they often did. "Your father will want to get to bed early, anyway," she conceded. "Dinner will be early, probably about five or five-thirty. We're having a few friends over for drinks after."
"Anyone I know?" Luke asked.
Wanda shook her head. "I doubt it. And yet, knowing you, probably intimately." She gathered up her purse and asked meekly, "Do you have an appointment later?" Seeing his nod, she added, "Anyone I know?"
Luke looked at her then and reminded her, "I don't tell them about you, and I'm not going to tell you about them." He stood up and came over to her. Placing his hands on her hips, he said, "Besides, what I do with them is business. What I do with you, dear mother, is all pleasure!" He kissed her then, complete with a full handhold of her wide, fleshy ass. When he pulled back, he added, "Unless you're willing to join in sometime. Make it a three-way?"
Wanda reached behind her and started to pulled open the door. "I'm still not comfortable with that, Luke. The one time with Michelle and Todd was fun, but I don't think I could do it again." She grinned and with a gently squeeze to his crotch, she added, "Besides, I still don't like the idea of sharing you anyway." She gave him a final kiss and then stuck her head out into the apartment complex's hallway. She looked quickly left and right, as she always did after a personal visit to her son, and then told him to call her later, to let her know one way or the other if he would be over for dinner, before heading out.
Once in her car, Wanda felt the wave of relaxation wash over her once again. She was always expecting to get caught, or confronted, by someone she might know, who was also visiting her son for their own sexual needs. She only knew of two other women by name that visited her son, and she hoped that even they didn't know about her. Luke had assured her that nobody knew, beside Michelle and Todd of course, that she was having sex on a regular basis with her son. She didn't mind that her son, a virile, handsome young man of 23 now, enjoyed such a full sex life. She didn't mind that he seemed to enjoy woman who were much older than himself, either. The only thing she did mind was that he'd become something of a gigolo and had started charging for his services in the past few months. It was how he could afford such a nice new apartment overlooking the south bay area and the boardwalk on a casino bartenders' wages.
The drive home that Tuesday evening was uneventful, and when she pulled her Malibu into the garage, her husband's car wasn't there. It was after five, and he usually left work during the week before four. As the owner and manager of Bayside Realty, Frank Vaughn pretty much set his own hours. However, he usually was home by five each night, unless he had a meeting to attend or a dinner with potential clients set up. In those cases, he would always call or text Wanda, and a quick check of her cell phone showed that she hadn't missed either.
Inside, Wanda went about starting dinner for Frank and her, and the evening fell into its usual rhythm. What became unusual was that when dinner was ready, Frank still hadn't arrived, nor had he called. Worried, Wanda called his cell phone.
"I'm sorry," Frank replied to her inquiry a moment later, "I'm still in the office. I had some paperwork to catch up on and apparently lost track of the time." Frank's was the only office in the building still with a light on, and that was only the desk lamp which illuminated the empty desk-top, and the ginger head of hair bobbing up and down in his lap. Maggie O'Hara looked up at her boss with her bright green Irish-eyes smiling and gave his tennis-ball-like cock-head and slow swirl with her pink tongue. She had already pulled a thick load from Frank's heavy balls and was working him back to full hardness in anticipation of draining a second load. After-all, it was all in appreciation of the hefty Christmas bonus check Frank had written her a few hours before.
"I might still be a while," Frank added even as he fought to hold back a groan as Maggie opened her throat and took his thick cock fully into her mouth once again. The way she worked his cock with her throat muscles, tongue, and lips did things to him that no woman had ever done. Maggie wasn't the prettiest of the women who worked for Frank in the real estate office, but in the six years she'd been his office administrator, Frank had enjoyed allowing the pudgy, pale-skinned woman to show her gratitude for his generosity often enough. Her willingness to succumb to any of his sexual advances was why Maggie O'Hara made nearly as much in her bi-weekly pay as any of his realtors did.
"I'll just leave your plate in the microwave, then," Wanda told him. "I'm going to bed early. I had an exhausting day," she added, though the hint was lost on her husband. Of late, Wanda had been teasing her husband with the idea that she might be seeing someone on the side, yet he never seemed to pick up on it. She had hoped that he might give her a little more attention, even though she was getting plenty of attention from her son. Still, she wanted her husband to appreciate how she had lost some weight and returned to making herself up more.
"Okay. Don't wait up for me," Frank insisted. "I might just put in another hour or so, just to make sure things are taken care of around her before I close up for the holidays." As he told this to his wife, he was grinning down into Maggie's eye and stroking her hair. His cock was again growing stiff in her wonderful mouth, and even with his wife's voice in his ears, Frank's attention was on the young mother who seemed to enjoy swallowing his semen as much as she enjoyed drinking the office's high-end coffee.
After shutting off his cell phone, Frank turned his full back attention to Maggie. "Why don't you get up and bend that wonderful fat ass over the desk for me? I've got a Christmas delivery to make!" A minute later, Maggie was moaning as Frank stuffed his thick dick into her vagina, and not for the first time either.
As Frank began to fuck his office administrator, Maggie started for the stairs. She'd already put Frank's plate of lasagna into the microwave, though she left the dinner rolls in the oven and the green beans in the pot atop the stove. She kicked her flats off at the foot of the stairs and started up in just her stockings. Halfway up, she was stopped by the chime of the front door bell. "Now, who could that be?" she asked the empty house as she retreated back into the living room. Turning on the porch light to look out, she saw a tall, handsome young man standing outside the door.
Wanda unlocked and pulled the door open. "Todd! It's so nice to see you! Come in! Come in!" As her guest entered and Wanda pushed the door closed, she said, "I didn't know you were back in town. It's been so long. Are you home for the holidays?" Her excitement was overwhelming.
Todd McGregor began to remove his leather jacket, an act he barely completed before Wanda wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled his face down to meet hers. She gave the young man a kiss, full on the mouth. "That was nice," Todd told her when she finally let him breath. "Not quite the kiss my mother gave me when I got home, but nice all the same."
"When did you get in?" Wanda asked, even as she ushered him into the living room and directed him to the sofa. He settled in, with her close beside.
"I flew in from Seoul Sunday, but only got home yesterday," he explained.
"Are you home for the holidays?" she asked again, the excitement apparent in her voice. Before he could answer, however, Wanda gasped and told him, "Oh, but Frank and I are flying to Key West for the holidays. We leave on Saturday and won't be home until the first weekend in January."
Todd, his wide trade-mark smile never wavering, replied, "I guess it's good that I came home a little early, then. Otherwise, I might have missed spending time with my favorite childhood crush."
Wanda giggled. "I had thought your mother was your favorite childhood crush," she replied, patting his thigh as she did. "I still don't see how I could have ever turned your eyes away from her. She's such a beautiful woman."
"Every boy has to have that neighbor they fantasize about," Todd admitted, not for the first time, either. "It just so happened that you filled that bill for me, Wanda." Todd leaned in and gave her a kiss, again full on the mouth, which she returned with equal pleasure. When they parted, he commented, "So, I guess Frank's not home right now?"
Wanda giggled again, a sound that Todd enjoyed. "I don't think he'd have noticed, even if he was. He really hasn't been paying me much attention of late as it is."
Todd paused a moment, and then asked, "Have you still been seeing Luke? Other than as his mother, I mean."
Wanda nodded shyly. "As a matter of fact, I saw him this afternoon." She looked at Todd and added, "If I'd have known you were in town, I wouldn't have gone to see him. I was feeling the itch after work and stopped by."
Todd nodded, knowing all about Luke and his life-style, as well as the fact Wanda had been seeing him sexually for a while. The relationship between Luke and Wanda was no different than the one Todd and his mother shared. That fact had been instrumental in Todd's taking the chance and approaching her, back in the Summer. That afternoon had led to Todd and Luke even enjoying a "swapping of mothers" afternoon, as well as other, more intimate and personal encounters just between the two of them. For the last four months, however, Luke had been in South Korea, serving in the United States Army as a Signal Corps Officer. Once in a while he would give Wanda a call, just to keep in touch, but he hadn't told her that he was coming home for the holidays. He had wanted it to be a surprise, which it had been.



"Listen, Todd," Wanda started. "I just talked to Frank, and he won't be home for an hour or so." She looked into his face and added, "I was about to go upstairs and take a hot bath. But since you're here, maybe you'd like to join me in the guest room?"
Todd grinned. "That sounds like fun. What if Frank shows up before we're ...um... done?"
"Who gives a shit?" she replied. "The bastard would probably stand and watch. He's probably fucking one of his realtors in his office right now, as it is." She pulled his mouth back to hers for a brief kiss, and then whispered, "I just want to feel your cock inside me again, Todd. Will you do that for me? Will you give me that pleasure?" Todd was finally able to agree, once she pulled her tongue from his mouth.
After their first time together, when Todd had all but assaulted her in her own bedroom, Wanda had taken him to the guest bedroom on the first floor. It was tucked away at the back of the house, and should Frank ever come home early, when she had a visitor, he would be unlikely to pass by the room, giving them plenty of time to disengage and straighten themselves up. Although she and Todd had never come close to getting caught, Wanda and Luke very nearly did one afternoon. She had been riding her son hard and on the verge of an orgasm when they heard Frank's voice call from the kitchen. Luke had only just dived into the closet and Wanda had pulled on her robe when Frank came through the door. Lucky for both of them, he never noticed Luke's pile of clothing on the floor by the bed, nor that Wanda had no underwear on beneath her robe, despite in being after three on a Saturday afternoon. That had been the closest Wanda had come to getting caught by her husband, and had led to her and Luke only meeting at his place from that point on. Todd, however, was a different matter.
Although Todd's mother, Michelle, knew about his on-going affair with Wanda, she was reluctant to allow him to bring her over, given the fact that Eric, Todd's younger brother, as well as Michelle's husband Brian were unaware of the sexual relationship between them. Brian and Michelle McGregor led an open life, and both had extramarital affairs as well as belonging to a swinger's club. Their daughter Melissa was a lesbian and lived with Janet Kuykendall, the oldest daughter of Joan Kuykendall, another of Wanda's friends in town. Wanda had hoped to keep her sex life as secret as she could, for fear of damaging her marriage as well as her image with those friends of hers who weren't as sexually active and free as she was becoming.
The guest room bed had been done up with a large comforter and six large pillows. Although it hadn't been used by guests of the Vaughn's in some months, Wanda had changed the linens on several occasions since. Frank seldom went into the room, so he wouldn't very well notice that the bed covers seemed to be changed weekly. They'd probably be changed again before the night was done, Wanda thought, as she led Todd by the hand in. She turned to face her young lover and Todd pulled her to him, his hands going around her waist.
"I love these secret get-togethers with you, Wanda," Todd whispered to her, repeating a phrase he'd used many times before. "I just wish I'd have had the balls back in high school to hit on you. Maybe things would be different."
"I don't want this to be any different," Wanda replied. "I'm enjoying this just the way it is." She pulled his mouth to hers again and kissed him deeply. With their lips locked, Todd pushed her back against the bed. She held him by the neck, pulling him down with her as she fell back onto the mattress. Todd dropped onto her, and Wanda pulled her legs up along his sides, spreading herself as his hips pressed into her crotch. Todd pushed up and onto his hands and knees, while Wanda attacked the front of his shirt. She popped the buttons one after the other, down to the front of his jeans, which she unfastened next.
As Wanda worked his jeans open, Todd rose to pull his shirt completely off. She reached up and pulled him down, his face to hers and his mouth to hers. She kissed him as deep as ever, while he pressed his crotch to hers again. "God, I need you," she huffed into his ear. She began to push at his jeans with both hands, and reached down the back to take his tight ass in hand. Todd pushed up onto his hands, and Wanda leaned down to kiss each of his manly nipples. He held himself in place and enjoyed her sucking at his tiny nipples. His cock, already stiffening in his jeans, began to ache for complete release.
Todd pushed away from the furiously aroused older woman and went to his feet. His eyes were on hers, and hers were on his body as he pushed his jeans and underwear down to the floor. His cock, seemingly always ready to pleasure older women, women he'd always had an attraction too, sprang out and took aim up through the wide valley that Wanda presented him. As she watched him, Wanda pulled her denim skirt up to her waist, and then feverously pushed her underwear down. She kicked them off and dropped her thick thighs open wide, giving Todd full access to her matronly sex.
"Damn, you look fucking delicious!" Todd groaned as he dropped to his knees at the side of the bed. He took hold of her thighs and pulled her hips to the edge before planting his mouth full onto her hairy, damp slot.
"Oooohhh, Toooodd!" she moaned for him as he began to lap away upon her sex. His hands were on her round belly and she reached for them, taking hold of them as she enjoyed his fantastic oral attack. Even though her son enjoyed spending time between her thighs, giving her head as it were, Luke was no match for the talents of Todd. Todd had a way of working her over with his tongue, while using his lips and even his chin to draw her through multiple orgasms nearly every time her went down on her. Even this evening, just hours after enjoying her son and his magnificent cock, Wanda was on the verge of cumming all over her young lover's face within minutes of his planting his mouth against her.
"Aaauuugghhh!" Wanda cried out as the first orgasm rocked through her. Todd slurped noisily on her flowing cunt, which served to draw her orgasm out just a bit longer. "Uuummmm!"
As Todd continued to pleasure her pussy with his tongue, Wanda worked the buttons of her dress until she was lying naked, save for the bra. This she unfastened, popping the front clasp between her mounds, and allowing her heavy DD's to fall free. She grabbed at the fat nipples and tugged them hard, pulling them upward and bringing the large areola discs up into puffy excitement. At times, Wanda would suck upon her own tit as she was being eaten out, be it Luke or Todd between her thighs. She pulled her right breast over and latched onto the nipple, holding it between her lips with her teeth, while squeezing hard on her left. The added sensations sent her over the edge a second time, and her pussy began to flutter around Todd's thrusting, probing tongue.
Wanda released her nipple a few minutes later and lifted her head so that she could watch Todd. His head moved back and forth and she could feel his mouth moving right along with it. His eyes were closed, as they always were, as he ran his tongue in and out, and up and down her long slit. She had worried that he might taste Luke's semen inside her, but Todd never wavered as he sucked and slurped up her creamy discharge. She ran her hands over his stubbled head, caressing her lover as he ceaselessly worked her towards yet another orgasm.
"Todd! Oh, please, Todd! You've got to stop! I need your cock inside me, now!" she pleaded with him. After a few more leisurely laps, Todd finally raised his face from her crotch. His eyes, as was his mouth, were grinning up at her, across her belly swell and between her heavy tits. She was panting for breath after being worked hard by him, and as he crawled up her body, Todd paused to suck hard at each of her aching nipples. Her hands went to the back of his head and down his shoulders, and she felt his manhood, hard and hot, bang against her upper thigh. She needed it inside her, and again begged for him to give it to her.
"Stop teasing me, you magnificent bastard!" she moaned. "I need your cock! Please, give it to me!" Wanda pulled her knees up and back. Todd settled into her valley and his cock pushed against her crotch. She reached between their bodies and grabbed him. Todd moved his hips back and then forward, and plunged into her.
"Oooohhh, yeessss! Yeesssss!" Wanda moaned. Todd immediately began to fuck her with short strokes. Her body welcomed him in with a flood of warm cream that lubricated his way, and drove him on to pushing deeper with every subsequent thrust. "That's it! That's it!" Wanda began panting in time with his thrusts. "Yes! Yes! Yes!"
As the bed rocked beneath her, Todd's mouth was on her neck. He was kissing her flesh, nibbling at times and sucking at others. She pulled his head up and turned his mouth to hers, and she took his tongue between her lips. Wanda sucked on his tongue as hard as her pussy was sucking on his cock.
Todd was strong and relentless, and continued to drive into her for many long, passionate minutes at a steady pace. Wanda enjoyed every thrust and vibrated through a long series of mini-orgasms that seemed to roll on and on under Todd's rhythmic rutting.
"Aaahhh-uuugghhh! Aaahhh-uuggghhh!" she grunted through an even harder orgasm that had her vagina pulsing around his shaft. Her juices flooded out around Todd's piston and soaked the sheet beneath her ass. Still he drove on, fucking her deep and steady.
"Let me get on top!" Wanda gasped as her orgasm ebbed once again. "Let me ride you and get you off now."
Never one to deny a hot and horny matron their sexual request, Todd rolled from atop Wanda and as she scooted over, he settled into the middle of the bed. His cock glistened with her clear ejaculate, which also matted down his pubic hair. He took hold of his dick and stroked it slowly while Wanda struggled to sit up and straddle him.
"I really need to lose some of this weight," she told him. His hands came up to take hold of her heavy, swinging breasts as she positioned herself astride his hips. "Maybe, the next time you're home, I'll look better."
"You look fine the way you are," Todd complimented. "I like a bit of cushion for the pushin', you know."
Wanda laughed. "All the same," she started while reaching between her thighs to grab hold of his cock and take aim, "I want to get into better shape." She sank down upon his cock with a slow, smooth plunge that made her jaw drop and her head fall back. "God, yeessss!" she moaned, once again filled by his strong manhood.
"There's no better way to lose weight than sex, is what I've heard," Todd explained. With his hands enjoying the globes of flesh on her chest, Wanda began to rise and drop upon Todd's lap, taking his cock to the root each time she planted her ass against his thighs. Todd responded with upward thrusts that served to push that last inch into her, and bang the tip of his knob against her cervix.
"I love this cock," Wanda told the universe. Her pace began to increase as she worked her lover's manhood with her vaginal muscles. Beneath her, Todd began to push harder into her, ramming up with as much strength as she was slamming down to him. She looked at his features, which were showing the strain of their love-making. She told him, "Cum for me, Todd. I want to feel your hot cum inside me." She stroked his chest with her hands and tickled his nipples with the hope that it would send him over the edge.
Todd could feel her pussy's grip around his shaft and it was rapidly bringing him to the point of no return. He'd already cum three times that day; twice for his mother and once for another of his matronly friends. Wanda was working hard to pull yet another load from his balls and it was beginning to work. He felt the first deep throb and croaked, "Here it comes." His fingers dug into her tit-flesh and he pulled at them hard. With a final lunge, Todd released a growling moan and fired his fresh-brewed semen high into Wanda.
"Ooohh, yeessss! I feel it! I feel you cumming!" she responded, still riding up and down his length as his pulsing shaft fed her hungry cunt. She looked down into his face and huffed, "God, I love this feeling!" Todd grinned up at her, enjoying it as well. She settled back again to take his full length and gave the mirror above the dresser a glance, wanting to see what she looked like as she delighted in the release of her young lover. She was very close to cumming again, and worked herself harder and faster upon his throbbing cock. Her face showed the look of a woman in a state of near bliss. She loved what she saw, until she noticed the bedroom door over her shoulder wasn't fully closed, and in the opening was a face.
"Oh, god!" she croaked.
The image in the mirror was that of her husband, Frank. Wanda suddenly felt the urge to scream, to jump from Todd's orgasm-inducing manhood, to drop before her husband and beg for forgiveness. Instead, she closed her eyes and enjoyed the moment of pure bliss as her latest orgasm erupted through her body. The semen that Todd had fired up into her mixed with her fresh cream and began to flood from her ravaged pussy, and still she rose and fell atop him, wanting it to never end.
"Aaaahhhh, yeeeesssssss!" she wailed. "Yeeeesssssss! Yeeeesssssss!"
From outside the guest room, standing in the hallway, Frank watched as his wife of thirty years rode another man to orgasm. Her thick thighs and wide ass jiggled with fat as she bounced atop the young man. Her huge tits, held in the strong hands of her lover, still bounced on her chest as she slammed up and down the long, thick cock that Frank, from his angle, could watch disappearing and reappearing from his wife's hairy cunt. She was panting, obviously enjoying every stroke of dick along her vaginal chute. Frank wanted to storm into the room, to scream at her and punch him. And yet, as he watched, he felt his cock growing hard in his trousers. The sight before him, of his wife being fucked hard by a young stud, and her enjoying it so passionately, was making him as excited as he'd ever been with her. Frank wanted to pull his cock out and jack it, to fire off a load across the carpet, to leave a mark on the floor, to let Wanda know that he knew what she was doing behind his back, and that it had excited him.
Instead, Frank backed away from the doorway. His cock was still rock hard and ached in his trousers. He tugged it to one side as he returned to the kitchen. He was at a loss as to what to do, now that he knew that his wife was fucking around on him, even as he was fucking around on her. He would talk to her, he knew, and bring it up. But not now. They were flying out Saturday morning for a holiday vacation together. He would bring it up then, after he'd thought about how he could work this new knowledge to his favor, of course. Until then, he would ignore the fact that he had grown hard watching her get fucked. Quietly as he could, Frank returned to the garage and his car. Before he backed out into the night, he had Faith Unger on the phone. He hadn't seen Faith in months, and it had been even longer since he'd given the 40-year-old youth dance instructor a visit.
When Wanda opened her eyes again, the image in the mirror had gone. Her husband no longer looked at her. Had she imagined it, she wondered? Had Frack really been there, in the doorway? Impossible! He would have rushed in shouting, and most likely he'd have hit her, or worse. It had been in her own mind, a moment of guilt for what she had been doing for the past year.
Huffing for breath, Wanda looked down into the face of her lover. Todd's mouth hung open as he also gasped for breath. His cock was still strong within her, even having fired off its load more than ten minutes earlier. She still moved atop him as well, slowly up and down. The sloppy mess that coated them was fragrant and filled her head. Her tits were still held tight in Todd's grip, making her continue to tingle from head to toe. She ached, but it was a purely sexual, satisfying ache. The kind of ache Frank had never given her.
"Frank," she sighed, immediately hoping that Todd hadn't heard. She looked down again at Todd and said, "We'd better stop and get cleaned up," as she dismounted him. Her pussy slurped as his penis slipped out, and she felt their mixture drool out in the moment her vagina remained agape. She climbed from the bed quickly and found her panties, which she pressed between her thighs. "My husband could be home any time," she added unnecessarily. Todd knew the danger. He was already retrieving his own clothing.
"I'm glad we had this chance to get together," Todd told her as he dressed. "I'd been thinking about you all the time I was in Korea."
Wanda laughed. "I really doubt that! I bet you've already got a couple o those old Korean women in your back pocket, don't you?"
It was Todd's turn to laugh. "You know me so well already."
"Yeah, well. Your mother and I talk, you know." Wanda stepped up to him and kissed his cheek. "Not about little things like this, but we do talk."
After fully dressing, they headed for the front room. Todd told her at the front door, "I'm glad I saw you before you left for your vacation," and gave her a kiss on the mouth.
"So am I," she replied. A moment of silence stretched, and then she added, "I hope it isn't long before we can do this again. You make me feel young again, you know."
Todd smiled. He liked hearing his older lovers say such things. It stroked his ego, he realized. "Unfortunately, it might be some time before I get home again. I might not be back before next Christmas, as it looks now."
Wanda nodded. "You take care of yourself, and call your mother when you can. Maybe me, as well?"
"I will," he assured. After a final kiss, he went out, leaving Wanda standing in her living room. Even before Todd had left the porch, Wanda's thoughts turned to her husband again. It was now well after eleven, and he wasn't home. It hadn't been him in the mirror, she realized. He hadn't been home at all. She found her cell phone and started to call him, but thought better of it. If Frank was with another woman, then she should let him enjoy himself. That would be her Christmas gift to him. Just as spending a sinful evening with Todd might well have been his to her.
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Chapter 73
Maggie's Tales - Part 3
Maggie turned to the Uber driver who had given her a lift home. "If you pull up right over there," and she pointed towards a dark patch between two street lights, "I'll show you my appreciation for the ride." She had to fight to keep from slurring her words, even though the driver, a married man who looked well into his thirties, knew that she was pretty drunk. She hadn't been the one to call for his services. That had come from a Mrs. McCoy.
"I'm sorry, Ma'am," he replied gently. "I really can't. I'd lose my Uber license if I did anything other than drive you home." He wasn't all that attracted to the drunken, middle-aged woman who reminded him of his first wife as it was. Offering, for the third time, to show her appreciation for the ride was getting tiring as well. She'd already flashed her flabby tits at him once, and that was all he needed.
"I won't tell if you won't," Maggie smiled, adding a slow lick across her lips as she let her eyes droop closed. "Whoa! I'm drunk!" she called out suddenly, adding a healthy burp as punctuation. The car pulled to a stop at the end of her driveway a moment, she noticed, and then she rolled her head back to her driver. "Want to come in for a night-cap?"
"I've got other call waiting. I'm sorry," he added, though he obviously wasn't. "You have a nice night, Ma'am."
Maggie pushed the car door open and as she swiveled to kick her feet out, she looked back and said, "If my son's still up, I sure will!" She struggled to her feet and just as she pushed the door closed, her driver wished her a Merry Christmas. She paused and waved as the little car moved away into the darkness. It was chilly, and Maggie had her coat open, having not secured it after giving her driver a full-on view of her matronly breasts. The cups of her bra were still bunched beneath the globes, and the nipples popped as the night chill washed through her.
Maggie staggered her way up the drive and onto the front porch. She found her house keys after a few minutes of searching through her purse, and then went on inside. The front room was lit by the lights of the Christmas tree, and the dozens of presents under it were ready for the children to open in the morning. It was nearly two in the morning, Christmas Eve, when Maggie had finally arrived home after the party she had attended. It had been an adult only get together, with lots of alcohol and quite a bit of marijuana on hand, as well as a few other, stronger, items which Maggie had passed on. She had found other ways to enjoy the evening, not the least of which was giving two blow-jobs in the bathrooms, one in each the men's as well as the women's. Neither of the men she knew, but she enjoyed their hot loads none the less. Maggie had hoped to get fucked before the night had ended, but she couldn't find any willing souls, or rather, dicks.
Maggie dropped into the recliner and kicked her shoes off. She felt the room spinning around her, but shook off the urge to pass out. She didn't want her little children to find her in the living room on Christmas morning passed out drunk. After a few minutes, she struggled back to her feet and went into the kitchen for a bottle of water. She chased that down with a glass of orange juice, a combination she had heard fought off a hang-over before it hit you. With the glass half-empty and in hand, Maggie headed for her bedroom. As she passed through the house, Maggie paused to check in on her young children. Both Arty and Katy were sound asleep, although she knew from experience that they would be up well before dawn. It was Christmas morning, after all.
She paused at her oldest son's room and looked inside, pleased to not find him sleeping in his own bed. Since he'd moved out some time back, the room was virtually empty with the exception of the bed and dresser. Arty and Katy still shared a bedroom, and despite her offer for her youngest son to move into Patrick's old room, Arty wanted to stay in the same room with his sister, at least for the time being.
Hoping to find Patrick in her bedroom, and her bed, she continued on down the short hall to the end door. However, disappointment washed through her when she turned on the bedroom light and didn't find Patrick in bed. He wasn't there waiting for his mother. He wasn't there sleeping either. Upset, Maggie left the bedroom and headed back through the house looking for her oldest son. She found Patrick in the back room, the television still on but the sound turned down.
"What the hell are you doing in here?" she asked under her breath. He didn't respond, and she realized that he had fallen asleep while watching television. She took note that it was on Cinemax, and the movie that was still playing was a soft-core porn movie she and he had enjoyed a few weeks earlier, after an enjoyable fuck-session on that very back room floor.
Maggie had entered the room from near on end of the sofa, the end where Patrick had his head resting on a throw pillow. The sofa, a soft red leather Davenport to be exact, was one of the few pieces of furniture that remained from her married years. Patrick was lying on his back and still wore his blue jeans and a blue t-shirt, the same clothes he'd had on hours before when Maggie had left him to watch his younger siblings. She had planned to be home long before midnight, but she had been enjoying herself. Patrick might have been trying to stay up to be there when she did get home, she assumed, and that was why he'd fallen asleep where he had.
For a few brief moments Maggie scrutinized her son, first with the eyes of a mother, which brought up her maternal feelings, feelings which she felt deep in her chest. Next, Maggie gazed upon her young lover with the lustful eyes of a woman who had too many drinks and not nearly enough attention that evening. This, she felt between her legs. Her eyes slid down his prone form to rest upon the crotch of his jeans, and the image of her son's manhood, a tube of powerful man-meat that she had grown rather fond of in the months since their first time.
Maggie quietly moved to the side of the sofa and knelt. She was in line with Patrick's hip, and even though she let her eyes roam up and his body, she had only one area in mind. His legs were parted, with his near foot resting on the floor. Maggie slowly reached out and touched her son's hand, which lay across his belly. He was warm, but her touch didn't change his facial features. He remained asleep. Slowly, she slipped her hand from his hand and onto the front of his jeans, beneath which snaked his cock. She felt the curve of the shaft, angled away from her. She traced her hand along the curve to the tip, where she held her hand for a full minute. She watched her son, her young lover, continued to sleep peacefully.
Maggie brought her right hand up and found her son's jeans button. Using both hands now, she eased the button through the fly, and then slowly, agonizingly so for her, she pulled the zipper down. She peeled the front of Patrick's jeans open, and found him wearing a dark blue set of underwear. The bulge of his cock was more prominent now, and she again laid her hand atop it. She looked to his face again, to see Patrick still sleeping, his face unchanged.
Maggie returned her eyes to the point of her desire and pulled her hand away, only to reach for the top edge of his underwear. She lifted the elastic band with her left hand, and then slipped her right beneath. Her fingers found his shaft easily enough, and she wrapped her fingers around it. Again, she studied his face, and again there was no change. She grinned, enjoying herself. In her hand, his penis began to react, however. In the few seconds that she'd been holding it, it had thickened and lengthened quite a bit. Subconsciously, Patrick was beginning to enjoy what she was doing to him.
Maggie tugged his underwear down until his full manhood was exposed, as well as his scrotum. She tucked the elastic waist band beneath his balls and then turned her full attention to Patrick's cock. She opened he palm and looked at the underside of his penis. The vein was thick, running the full length of his shaft. His balls were lightly hairy, having been trimmed along with the rest of his crotch by her just a few nights before. His cock-head was a pale point atop the shaft, and she curled her thumb to stroke the sensitive underside of it, just below the piss-slit that was the release point of so much hot cream that Patrick had fired off into her. His cock grew another half inch as she rubbed that spot.
Maggie placed Patrick's cock on his belly and then lightly ran her fingers up, from the swell of his nuts, along the length of his shaft, to the very tip once again. His cock rose slightly as he fingers grazed his knob, meeting her touch, and after slipping her hand beneath it once again, she lowered her mouth and gave the tip a loving, lingering stroke with her tongue.
Maggie opened her mouth and guided her son's cock into her mouth. For the third, or was it fourth, time that night, Maggie had a cock between her lips. This time, however, it was a cock that she loved and worshipped. She held only the first inch or two in her mouth and savored the taste of her son's warm penis. Slowly, she twisted her head, moving the knob within her mouth as she stroked the tip with her tongue. It continued to grow, harder and longer, until she felt that he had reached full extension. She worked downward until nearly two-thirds of his cock filled her mouth, and then she slowly backed off and let it fall free. She gave his face a lingering look, expecting to see his eyes open and his mouth smile. Instead, he remained deeply asleep, however awake his manhood was.
Maggie moved her mouth down and gave her son's healthy scrotum a few wide-tongued laps before dragging the tip along the underside vein back up to his knob. She opened wide and gulped most of his wonderful cock back into her mouth before wrapping her lips tight around the base. She hummed into his flesh as she slowly slipped back to the tip, where she held his knob tight between her lips as she twisted to again look at his face.
"I can't believe you're sleeping through this," she sighed, though not loud enough to wake him. She returned her mouth to his cock and began to slowly work up and down its length. She felt the knob bang against the back of her throat, and Maggie twisted for a better angle to swallow him. She had been practicing her deep-throating of Patrick's cock for some time, and had only managed to give him that pleasure a couple of times, although each time she had gagged heavily and had to give up.
She twisted her head back and forth while forcing her mouth downward. The knob was hard against her throat but wouldn't go down, not from that angle. She backed off and then tried again, but still couldn't take him all the way in. She tried a third time, with still no luck. She was breathing through her nose heavily and noisily, fighting to get her son's manhood to drive down her throat. It was to be her very special Christmas gift to him, to be able to take every inch of her son into her body, in all three of her willing openings. Only her throat remained to be taken on a regular basis.
With her son's cock deep in her mouth, she recalled something she had read about giving deep throat. She held his cock in her lips as she slowly turned, moving her hips towards Patrick's head. His cock swiveled in her mouth. Bumping her hip against the sofa, Maggie again began to work hard at taking her son's cock into her throat once again. She had most of his shaft held within her mouth, but a final half-inch remained just out of her reach. His knob was hard against the back of her throat, but wouldn't make the turn down. She gulped hard, and felt it twitch. She started to gag and pulled up for air. She was panting hard as she again looked at her son's sleeping features.
"I need a better angle," she muttered between breaths. Maggie looked again at Patrick's face, and although he had turned slightly, he still looked fully asleep. "Maybe this will wake your ass up," she told him, and then stood up, hiked her black leather skirt up to her hips and eased a leg over her son's upper body. She pushed her knee into the crease between the sofa's back and seat, and then pulled the other knee up. Now straddling him, facing his upright cock, Maggie wagged her thick hips playfully, and then returned her full attention to his dick.
Maggie's heavy rack settled onto Patrick's belly as she settled atop him. They had often performed oral sex on each other in this manner, the classic sixty-nine, though her son was usually awake for it. Maggie had her elbows pressed into the cushion to either side of his hips and captured Patrick's cock with her mouth once again. She slowly worked her way down its length, retreating and then advancing, until she again felt the knob press against her throat. Holding her son's hips with her hands, Maggie sucked in a deep breath through her nose and then pulled, hard. After a second of pressure, her throat finally opened and her son's cock head popped down.
"Uuunnggghhhhh!" she growled into her son's penis, and a moment later it was returned as Patrick awoke beneath her.
"Mooommmggghhhfffff!" Patrick groaned as, in that moment of recognition, Maggie pressed her pussy mound down hard against Patrick's face. Her panties, damp from her excited state, muffled his moans as he began to wise up to the fact that his cock was down his mother's throat. He reached up and grabbed her hips, and while trembling excitedly beneath her, Patrick tugged and pulled at his mother's underwear until he had her naked and stubble-covered pussy exposed enough to enjoy. He sucked in a deep lungful of her scent and then pulled her ass down to bring her hot box fully into contact with his mouth. He put his tongue to work immediately, and began to lap away hungrily at her dripping slit.
Fighting back the urge to gag, Maggie held her son's cock deep in her throat, her nose pressed hard into his manly-scented scrotum, Maggie hummed under her son's own oral attack. She felt his tongue slip and slide across her entire crotch, and as he dug deeper, she felt him jab into her opening. Her body shook and a fresh load of her sweat nectar rolled onto his tongue. She slowly pulled up, her lips tight around his shaft to slurp up her spit and his leaking pre-cum, until she only held his knob in her mouth. She sucked in a fresh lungful of air, and then slammed her mouth back down to his crotch. Her throat opened and accepted his knob past once again. Patrick's hips humped upward, forcing another full inch down her throat as her nose was pressed tight into his balls. His hands grabbed her shoulders in an attempt to hold her down, but Maggie had to recoil. She was on the verge of gagging and needed to breath. Patrick let her up, all the while sucking hard on her pussy.
Maggie was panting for air and pushed up onto her hands. Her hips pressed down and forced her pussy hard against Patrick's face. She felt the first trembling orgasm begin to roll and announced it in a deep, passionate groan, "I'm cumming, Baby! Mommy's cumming!" As her climax peaked, she collapsed onto Patrick's body and sucked his dick back into her mouth. She began to slurp as noisily at his manhood as he was doing to her womanhood.
In the many months since they'd begun fucking, Maggie had seen a great improvement in her son's stamina and staying power. Many times early on he would blast his load into her belly just a few sharp thrusts after penetrating her. Other times, Patrick would nut off into her mouth well before she began to enjoy herself. But all of that had slowly changed as he grew more confident as well as comfortable with their relationship. Through the autumn, Maggie had begun to feel that Patrick was growing away from her, even to the point where her son was dating girls his own age again. She wasn't exactly jealous, but she also wasn't ready to give up on the good thing her son brought to the table. Maybe it was hypocritical of her, since she had several other men on the leash around town whenever she wanted a little something from them, in particular Frank Vaughn, her boss. Having her son, however, in her own home, just about whenever she wanted it, made her life so much the better. Having her son's cock in her mouth was just one of those little perks.
Maggie slowly worked her head up and down her son's length. She'd tighten her lips as she pulled up, and then slackened her jaw as she plunged down. Her right hand was tight around his shaft's base, while her left cupped and rolled his balls. Up and down she slurped, working his strong cock smoothly and lovingly, as every mother should want to do in her mind. She tickled his piss-slit with the tip of her tongue when she'd pause at the top of her stroke, all the while jacking his shaft. She tasted the salty goodness of his pre-cum many times, and as she worked, it began to get stronger. A sure sign that he was getting even more excited and nearing his own climax. Maggie pushed her hips back again and smeared her pussy against Patrick's mouth, getting his tongue back into action once again.
"That's it, Baby! Eat mommy's hot pussy!" she moaned between gulps.
Patrick could feel the wonderful sensations of his mother's mouth on his cock. Waking up to find her fat ass and smelly pussy pressed against his face was one thing, but having his cock wedged into her throat was something different. He enjoyed eating out his mother, and she knew it. She'd asked him on several occasions to go down on her in strange places, and for the most part he didn't mind. Hell, he loved the way she tasted and since this was the end result of his fantasies in the first place, who was he to upset the apple cart? He sucked at her fat, flabby labia, tugging each of the thick lips in between his teeth to gently bite down on them, and in response his mother groaned hard into his cock while releasing a fresh mouthful of goo for him to lap up. He sucked hard at her hole and felt the thick cream slide onto his tongue and down his throat. Not for the first time Patrick wondered if this felt the same way his load felt to his mother when she swallowed.
Maggie trembled atop Patrick as his mouth again brought her to an orgasm. She reached around his thighs and pulled hard, pushing her face down into his crotch, and as her climax burst, his cock popped down her throat once again. She screamed into his crotch, a noise completely muffled by his cock, and came on her son's tongue once again. Needing air, she backed up Patrick's shaft, sucked in a deep lungful once again, and then started a fast head-bobbing she knew would bring him off quickly. Her tongue flailed across the sensitive tip as she lunged down and up, sucking hard at times while humming at others. Beneath her, Patrick's hips began to move more, thrusting upward to meet her. His balls grew hard in her hand and when she felt the first hard pulse of his shaft between her lips, accompanied by a low growl from his mouth, still pressed against her pussy, she backed completely off and began to slowly jack her son's cock in her fist.
"Cum for mommy," she purred. A moment later, he did. The white, creamy semen began to boil from his piss-slit the moment it winked. A strong pulse fired the first rope upward, to drop down across her knuckles. Patrick moaned loudly as another, less violent pulse sent the next thick shot up and across her thumb. Maggie lay her head on his left thigh as she admired the ejaculating cock in her grip. She continued to stroke up and down, smearing her son's cooling seed from base to tip, until finally, the last of his creamy cum had bubbled out, and his manhood began to soften in her fist.
Maggie released his cock and slowly eased from atop her son, to drop to her knees once again beside the sofa. She was grinning wide as she looked to Patrick's face, and seeing the glistening mess her pussy had made across his face, she began to leisurely lick at her gooey fingers.



Patrick, huffing for breath after his orgasm, told her, "That was an interesting way to get woke up on Christmas morning."
"Uuummm, wasn't it?" Maggie purred in reply. She finished up cleaning her fingers, but left his flaccid cock a mess. She reached up and gave his cheek a caress, feeling both his heavy stubble and her own juices. She brought her damp fingers back to her mouth and licked them once again. "Just wait until I give you your Christmas present later." She leaned in and kissed his lips, tasting herself on them, and with a lingering lick along his mouth, she sat back.
"Yeeaaaa! Santa Claus came!" Suddenly, the two young ones came running into the room. "Mommy! Mommy! Look! Santa Claus came and left us lots of presents!"
Maggie, her ass still fully exposed, twisted around and admired her two youngest children as they dropped to their knees before the Christmas tree in the corner of the room. Both Arty and Katy picked up some of the packages, looking for ones with their names on them. Maggie looked back at Patrick, who had retrieved the "Santa Claus" presents from her bedroom closet and placed them under the tree before falling asleep on the sofa. She gave her son a loving smile, and then leaned in and added a final, matronly kiss.
Before either of her youngest took notice of her naked ass, Maggie stood up and quickly pulled her panties back into place. On the sofa, Patrick started to tuck his sticky and spent cock back into his underwear. "Why don't you go grab a quick shower," Maggie suggested. To the youngest ones, she said, "Put those down. You know the rules. Nobody opens anything on Christmas morning until we've had breakfast. Now go get in the kitchen and make your cereal."
Reluctantly, as always, Arty and Katy rushed out of the room and headed for the kitchen. Maggie waited until Patrick had also headed out of the room before joining the little ones. She needed coffee, something to eat, and sleep. The first two she'd manage easily enough. As for sleep, that would have to wait until later, once the presents had been opened.
***
"They're both asleep," Patrick told his mother. It was only one in the afternoon, but the excitement of opening presents and then playing with their new toys had finally wore out the two little ones. Patrick had carried each to their beds and joined his mother in her bedroom. He pushed the door closed behind him, ensuring that it latched. On the bed, Maggie lay on her side across the width of the bed completely naked, with one arm propping her up slightly. Her breasts hung to the side on her chest. Her free hand lay atop her pubic mound, slowly moving. She had her middle finger along her slot, moving along it. Patrick gave her a raised-eyebrow look. "I thought I had another present to open in here. It looks like it's already been opened." He stepped to the side of the bed and looked down at his sinfully loving mother.
Maggie smiled up at her son and replied, "Not every present needs unwrapping to be opened." She ran her tongue across her lips. "I know you want something that I've never given you. This afternoon, I'm going to let you take my butt."
"Are you serious?" Patrick grinned. Disbelieving, he asked, "You're going to let me fuck you up the ass?"
"I don't know how many other women's asses you've had the pleasure of, but I know that you've been craving mine." Maggie pulled her finger from her slit and gave it a lick, watching Patrick's eyes as she did. She also noticed the growing bulge at the front of the grey sweat pants he'd put on after his shower. He was close enough that she reached out and gave the front of his sweats a tug to release his rapidly growing manhood.
Maggie wrapped her fingers around his shaft and smiling up at him said, "Let's get this fat fucker ready." Patrick followed her instructions, and once kneeling on the bed beside her, he guided his cock into his mother's warm and willing mouth. He took hold of her auburn hair and slowly began to work his dick in and out between her lips.
"Uuummm, I love this wonderful cock of yours," she purred between slurps. She'd moved her hand back between her thighs and resumed working her slot. For his part, Patrick was enjoying the feel of her tongue as it slowly swirled around his knob as well as the sight of his mother playing with herself. He took hold of one of her tits and massaged the flabby orb for a few enjoyable minutes, until she slowly backed away from his cock and said, "I think you're just about ready."
Maggie rolled away from Patrick and reached over to the nightstand. She'd stood a new bottle of lubrication there, one that she'd purchased a few nights back when she'd decided to take this final step with her son. Maggie had never been a fan of anal sex, and it had been years since her ex-husband had taken her. Patrick had never tried, nor asked, and yet she knew that he wanted it, to take her third and final opening, and to complete the trifecta of violating his own mother. She was finally up for it, and after secretly using a couple of her dildos on herself, she had worked her asshole enough to take her son's fat cock. Or so she thought. That was why she had bought the lubrication that came with a numbing agent; Anal-Eze it was called.
Lying on her belly, Maggie tossed the bottle to Patrick. "Here, use this," she told him. "Lube me up real good, and put a good coating on that dick of yours. I don't think my spit will be enough." Maggie pushed her ass back and up, presenting herself to her son at the edge of the bed as he popped open the bottle's cap and poured some of the clear lubricant into his hand. She reached back and pulled her fat ass cheeks apart with one hand as well as pushing her knees further apart. She touched her anus with a finger, imagining what it looked like to Patrick as he looked on.
Surprising her, Patrick leaned in and pushed his face between her cheeks. "Oooohhh, that's nice!" Maggie sighed. The feel of her son's tongue slipping across her tight little rosebud always made her excited. It sent wildly different feeling up through her body, and in the times he had done it for her, Patrick was usually working two or three fingers in and out of her cunt-hole. This time, however, the full attention of her son was on her anus. Her pussy, as heated as it was, was forgotten. Patrick ran his one hand across the expanse of her wide ass while working the lubrication into his cock with the other, and all the while running his tongue around and across her anus. She looked back at him and told him, "Use that lube and stick that cock up my ass before I change my mind!"
Despite her apprehensions, Maggie had no intention of refusing her son now, not after getting him excited for her. Patrick lifted away and added a healthy squirt of the cool lubrication into her crack. She shivered slightly and cooed. "Rub it in," she told him, though Patrick already was working it into her with a finger. Her asshole popped open under his pressure and she felt his digital penetration. Patrick would play with her butthole when he went down on her sometimes, and gave her the old "two in the pink, one in the stink" once in a while also. Having her son's finger up her ass wasn't anything new. Having his cock up there would be.
As Patrick continued to work her anus into a relaxed state, Maggie sighed into the pillow tucked under her head and pushed her hips back a little. His finger slipped from her butt, to be joined by a second. She relaxed the muscles around her hole as Patrick loosened her up, inside and out. She was already tingling with immoral excitement, and in her aroused state, Maggie was ready to finally allow her son entry into her dirtiest, most decadent area.
Patrick was feeling the excitement building in his chest, and long before she was relaxed and ready for his thick penis, he pulled his fingers out of his mother's ass and pushed his cock-head against the hole. "Oooohh, Patrick! Please, go slow," she moaned when she recognized the spongy feel of his knob against her anus. Involuntarily, she clenched up, and yet Patrick pushed harder. "Oooohhh!" she groaned under the pressure, and then, in the moment her butt-hole opened and Patrick's knob popped into her rectum, Maggie cried, "Aaaawwwww!" The lancing pain that ripped up through her nearly made her crawl away from her son's penetrator. His fingers dug into her hips and held her in place while he held himself an inch inside.
"Relax, Mom," Patrick whispered to her. "Just relax a minute. I won't push." She looked back at him and he saw the pain in her eyes. She was breathing hard, as she once did when giving birth, and after a few moments, she nodded. Patrick pushed another inch or two up her ass, feeling her tightness and heat. The lubrication helped a little, but not nearly enough. Maggie had hoped her ass would go numb, since that's what the lube's bottle promised, but the pain remained. It wasn't bad, she thought, but getting fucked up the ass by her well-endowed son was going to take some getting used to.
Again, looking back at Patrick, she nodded, and he pushed more cock up her ass. The pain was going away, she realized, and when he stopped moving forward, she pushed back. His cock filled her guts and she felt full, all the way up to her belly. She reached between her legs to finger her clit and found her son's heavy scrotum there. She felt around and found that he was fully inside her. She had every lengthy inch of her son's cock up her ass. The thought made her entire body vibrate with excitement. Her pussy dripped into the palm of her hand.
"Fuck me," she heard herself groan. "Fuck my ass, Patrick!" she added, a bit louder. She looked back and, just in case he still hadn't heard her, she purred, "Fuck Mommy's ass, Patrick! Fuck me real good! I need it bad!"
Patrick had both hands full of his mother's ass. He was panting and beginning to sweat a little. His cock throbbed within the heat of her guts and with each passing second, he had to fight back the urge to cum. Despite what his mother thought, this was only the second time he'd had his cock up a woman's ass, the first being Heather McCoy, who was a retired porn starlet. Heather had given him some assistance, being an expert as it was, and walked him through the act. Patrick had fired his load into the condom she had insisted he wear within seconds of entering her, but he remained hard for a good time after, and managed to enjoy the act to a second release.
Patrick looked down into the junction of their bodies and began to slip out of his mother's rectum. He didn't have a condom on, as Heather had suggested he always wear when engaged in anal sex. He did have some in his overnight bag, however, and thought about slipping completely out of her ass to retrieve one.
"Fuck me, Patrick," Maggie moaned. She pushed back, taking most of him up her ass again. "Don't stop now. I need this. Keep fucking mommy up the ass, Patrick!"
That was all Patrick needed to hear. He lunged forward, driving his entire length into her and receiving a loud grunt in return. "You want my dick up your ass, do you?" Patrick asked with an implied menace that made Maggie look back at him. He saw fear flash in her eyes, but also a lust that he thought suggested a submission in her. He drove hard and deep, again and again, baring his teeth as a dog might when rutting his bitch. Patrick looked at his mother, the wide expanse of her pale back flesh, and realized that his mother was indeed his bitch.
"You like that, bitch?" he growled, and slapped his right hand down hard against her butt.
"Oooowww!" she yelped. Again, he smacked her ass and again she yelped even louder. All the while, Patrick ran the full length of his cock in and out of her ass. He looked down and saw the puckered ring pull nearly an inch from her crack as he withdrew, only to be stuffed back inside with his thrusts. His mother's sphincter ring was raw and red from the friction. His shaft was red as well, and Patrick found the bottle of lube to apply a fresh coating.
With the cooling of the lubricant on her anus that Maggie felt, she began to enjoy the sensations of having her guts stuffed full of her son's cock. The churning in her guts carried over to her pussy, and with the help of a free finger, Maggie worked herself into a climactic fury on her son's sodomizing shaft.
"Oooohhh, aaaaaahhhhh!" she wailed as her orgasm boiled through her. Her bowel clenched, trying to force Patrick's manhood out as her vagina pulsed. She stuffed a long finger up into her pussy and wiggled it inside, which drew a handful of cream out to pool in her palm. Patrick pushed deep into her and she reached for his balls to coat them with the cream in her hand.
"Hey!" Patrick gasped as he felt his mother's fingernail scrape across his asshole while she fondled his balls. He yanked back until only his knob was in her rectal grip, and then thrust in deep again. Her hand fell away and he resumed his deep, steady thrusting. Maggie was again grunting with every plunge into the pillow. Her body hurt, but she didn't want it to end. Not now that she'd discovered the painful pleasures her son's cock gave her, rammed up her ass.
"God, I love this," she admitted between grunts into the pillow. She turned her head and told him, "Fuck me, Patrick. Fuck my ass!"
Patrick hadn't slowed his pace in many minutes. He had added more lubrication to his shaft as he worked, and as his mother's ring relaxed and it became easier for him to thrust, he even picked up speed to the point where he was driving up her ass with as quick a stroke as he used on her wonderful pussy. His balls swung now, heavy with semen and ready to dump their load, and slapped across her clit hard. Maggie's pussy spasmed with every slap of her son's scrotum, and soon she was on the verge of cumming once again.
"Aaahhh! Aaahhh! Aaarrggghhhh!" she wailed as her orgasm exploded. She pushed up onto her hands and back onto Patrick's cock. Her body shook from her release as well as the pounding her guts were receiving. She could feel her cream leaking out and down the inside of her thighs, forced out with every thrust of his cock up her ass. "Cuuuummmminngggg!" she roared, very loud.
Patrick lost control in that moment, and as his mother got off hard on his dick, he joined her in roaring, "Aaaaannngggghhhhh!" His cock erupted and sent his hot seed deep into her bowels, coating the walls white with pulse after pulse of his semen. He dug his fingers deep into her ass-flesh, so deep as to leave long bruises after. Patrick held himself as deep as he could up his mother's ass as they shared in their loud, mutual climax. However, with all of the lubricant used, and the flood of his semen added to it, the spasms of Maggie's guts began to force Patrick's cock out.
"Ooohh, shit!" Patrick moaned as he slipped out of her guts. He grabbed his withered and greasy cock and used the tip to halt the flood of tainted spunk until her anus could wink closed. He was filthy, as was his mother's entire crotch, and the sudden funky smell of anal sex filled his head and sent him looking for something in the room to clean up with. He settled on a dirty t-shirt found in the hamper by the closet. Patrick wiped his cock clean and then press the shirt into his mother's butt-crack.
Maggie was still panting heavily as she grabbed hold of the shirt and wiped herself. She tightened her asshole to hold the load her son had deposited in until she could get to the bathroom. She also was hit by the funky smell and told Patrick, "We'd better hit the shower."
"I'll go find the Febreze," he told her as he pulled on his sweats. "This room smells bad."
"What did you expect?" she replied, and then suggested, "Maybe next time we do this in the shower?" Holding the soiled shirt to her crotch, Maggie followed Patrick out of the room and ducked into the bathroom. Patrick took care of the smell in the bedroom while she took care of the mess he'd made of her.
"Why was mommy crying, Patty," Katy asked. Patrick turned to find his six-year-old sister standing in the doorway as he sprayed the scented aerosol around and onto the bed.
"Mom wasn't crying, Katy," he told her. "We were playing one of our adult games, and she got excited because she won. You know, Mom doesn't win a lot."
"I know. Most of the time it's you shouting that you won the game."
"Why don't you go play with your new toys in the living room?" Patrick suggested.
"I need you to put batteries in," Katy shrugged. "The bow doesn't light up when I pull back on it. And the target needs batteries to keep score." Katy was a strange girl and enjoyed action toys more than dolls or stuffed animals. So, Patrick had bought Katy an archery set for Christmas, and it had turned out to be her favorite toy. He had bought a boy's version for Arty, but his little brother would rather play with the Hot Wheels set their mother had bought for him, and all of the Hot Wheels cars "Santa" had left.
"Okay. I'll be there in a few minutes. Let me finish up in here, okay?"
"Fine," Katy huffed and then ran off.
Maggie stepped out of the bathroom a moment later, wrapped in a large towel. "Katy's up," Patrick informed his mother as he passed, headed for a quick shower himself.
"Are you going to stay tonight?" Maggie asked her son, in hopes that he would. She knew that he enjoyed his privacy now, and seldom spent the night with her any more. "I'd like you too."
Patrick paused at the bathroom door and looked back at her. "I had thought I'd opened all my presents."
Maggie grinned and shrugged. "Maybe. Maybe not." She stepped up and placed her hands on his naked chest. She looked up into his face and shyly told him, "I liked what we did. Maybe we could do it again later?" She grinned wickedly and added, "We've got plenty of lube."
Patrick felt his cock twitch at his mother's words. "We'll see," he teased, and then kissed her briefly. "Maybe I've got a final Christmas present for you."
Maggie left his to shower, and after dressing in comfortable clothing, she joined Katy in the living room. Her ass ached, as she knew it would, and yet it was just a reminder at the pleasures she'd discovered on her son's anal invader. They had opened up an entirely new and exciting chapter in their incestuous relationship, one filled with a euphoria that was entirely unexpected to Maggie. As she played with her daughter on the living room floor, Maggie was already looking forward to their next anal excursion.
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Deirdre's Tales - Part 4
One week ago, Deirdre had the run of her house. She was the only one at home as it was, with Geoff across the country at a seminar of some sort for the Government, for much of December in fact. Alone, she was able to focus on the latest piece she had been working on, a string quintet in E minor. Deirdre did have the help of her sister Teagan, as well as her niece Shelby, who was home from school for the entire holiday season. Both Teagan and Shelby were accomplished musicians and together the three worked out some of the kinks from the quintet piece over the weekend.
That had been a week ago. Now it was coming up on Christmas and with her entire family home for the holiday for the first time in several years, Deirdre wanted to fix at least one classic sit-down family meal for all to enjoy. Going through the pantry, with her list in hand, Deirdre realized that she had forgotten quite a few items during her last visit to the grocery. "Sarah! Can I get you to go to the store for me?" she called from the kitchen to her youngest daughter.
"Sure, Mom," Sarah replied calmly. Even thought she had just returned home not more than an hour ago from the grocery store with her mother, Sarah didn't show any hint of agitation that her brother might have. Of Deirdre's four children, Sarah, the youngest daughter, had always been the easiest going. "Do you have a list for me?"
Sarah came into the kitchen and found her mother going through the pantry. "I can't believe we don't have any cans of green beans in here, whatsoever," Deirdre said. "We always seem to have a dozen cans stacked up that we have to find use for. Not today." She turned and gave Sarah a sorrowful look. "I'm sorry, honey. I think the only things I need are green beans. Maybe six cans."
Sarah nodded. "And do you have the rest of the ingredients for the casserole?"
Deirdre turned and looked over the shelves once again. "I thought I had enough soup," she said, yet only held a single can in her hand.
"I'll just get everything we'll need, how's that?" Sarah grinned.
"I'm sorry to send you back so soon," Deirdre again apologized.
"It's alright, Mother. I don't mind. I get bored sitting around, anyway. There's nothing on television in the middle of the day, and Conor's not being very social, as usual. He only wants to sit in front of his old PlayStation and play games."
"Hey! I'm as social as you are," Conor disagreed as he walked into the kitchen. He was bare-footed, dressed in grey sweat pants and a Regal Bay University t-shirt. He went to the refrigerator and retrieved a can of soda.
"Then why don't you go with your sister and help at the store?" Deirdre asked.
"I thought you just got back from the store," he replied.
"Well, I have to go back," Sarah told him.
"I think I'll pass on that," Conor answered, and then headed out of the kitchen and back up the stairs.
"If you think of anything else we might need, or something you would want during your stay..."
Sarah shrugged. "If you think of anything else, just text," Sarah told her mother. "I'll be back." Sarah pulled the extra set of car keys to her mother's BMW down from the hook inside the door and headed out through the garage. Deirdre returned to the pantry and finished setting aside the items she'd need for the meal. She didn't hear her son return and wasn't aware of his presence until she felt his hands slide up her flanks to cup her breasts.
"Conor!" Deirdre gasped as she turned around quickly to face her youngest son. He had the familiar wicked grin on his face that she'd grown to recognize when he and she would engage in their incestuous affairs. "What are you doing? This isn't the time for this!"
Conor let his hands slip to his mother's waist. "Why not? We've got the house to ourselves right now."
"Sarah will be back soon enough," she explained.
"Sarah will be gone at least half an hour, if not longer if you consider the lines at Ralph's," Conor retorted. "And Allison went with dad out to the casino, so we know they won't be back for a while." Conor kissed her chin. "Besides, I haven't had a chance to show you how much I've missed you." He kissed her neck next.
Deirdre loved the way her son knew just how to romance her. Kissing her flesh so lightly always made her melt for him. "I've got things to get ready for dinner, young man," she explained, although her resistance was lessening by the kiss. "And it hasn't been all that long since the last time, you know."
Conor stepped back and displayed for his mother the fact that he was enjoying himself as well. "Where are your pants?" she gasped, as she noticed his grey sweat pants draped over the back of one of the kitchen table chairs. Her son stood before her in only the t-shirt, and his manhood was pointing straight out from his groin, erect and aimed at the very spot on her where it wanted to go.
"I can't believe you've got such nerve!" she exclaimed, but knowing that the house was indeed theirs, Deirdre knew that her own need for her son had been simmering since his return on Monday. They hadn't been alone in the days that followed, although Deirdre hadn't had incest on her mind, either. She also knew that, with the entire family home for the holiday weekend, they most likely wouldn't get another chance.
"We've got to make this quick," she reluctantly agreed, giving in to her own need. Since his return from Aberdeen, Maryland, Geoff had been unreceptive to her advances, leading her to believe that her husband had begun to change emotionally towards her. Their marriage had long been one of convenience, and now with Conor having moved out on his own and attending college, Deirdre thought that Geoff was beginning to consider a separation, or possibly a divorce. It wasn't that they didn't love each other. It was just that they had grown apart. She was well aware of his many affairs, including the one he thought was kept hidden behind her back with her dear friend, Gabriella Santiago. For her part, she didn't know if he suspected her of just as many indulgences, though she rather doubted it. He'd never cared much for the things she did in her life, as it was. Why would he care that she enjoyed a little action on the side as well?
Of course, Geoff might take offence at being cuckolded by his own son, Conor. Deirdre and Conor had been engaging in sinful mother-son incest for nearly three years, and even with his moving into his own apartment nearer campus, they still enjoyed getting together and enjoying a night of sin.
Deirdre settled to the tiled floor of the pantry before her son, bringing his wonderful cock to eye level. She admired his manhood with her eyes, and then her hands, before leaning in to give the tip a light kiss. Conor moaned as her lips parted and slipped across the crown, to tighten around the shaft. His hands went to her head of curly red hair and took hold, while pushing his hips forward gently. His cock filled his mother's mouth and fit perfectly. His scrotum brushed across her chin as his head pressed against the back of her throat. She slowly retreated, slurping as she went, and then lunged forward once again.
Deirdre gave her son a slow, loving blow job, kneeling on the pantry floor, and was beginning to lose herself in the enjoyment when Conor hastily backed away and pulled his cock from her mouth. He bent down and gave her a full-mouth kiss before explaining, "Keep this up, Mom, and you're going to get a mouthful!"
Deirdre grinned up at him and replied, "Well, we don't have time to go upstairs and properly enjoy ourselves, now do we?"
Conor pulled her back to her feet and then instructed her, "Just turn around and drop those pants, then."
"Right here? In the pantry?" she asked, even as she followed her son's direction. She pushed a row of cans to the side and leaned across the counter on her elbows. "I don't think I've ever done it in the pantry before."
Conor pushed his mother's casual slacks down after she'd unfastened them and started tugging at her underwear. "Not with me, at least," he replied as her wide, round ass cheeks came into view. They were pale and in the harsh light of the pantry's naked ceiling bulb, they glowed. As she bent further over onto the shelf with her elbows, Deirdre's red curls came into view and seemed to invite Conor in.
"Damn, I've missed you, Mom!" Conor groaned as his hands ran across her naked back-side with admiration.
Over her shoulder, she told him, "Why don't you show me how much your wonderful cock has missed me?" She added a slight wag of her ass for his amusement. "Besides, we don't have all day to play around. You've got me all hot and bothered, Conor. My pussy needs to feel your powerful cock stretching me wide. Now put that baton of yours to work and take care of your mother's needs!"
As tall as she was, Deirdre still had to rise up onto her toes, and Conor had to squat down to align his long dick with his mother's slot. He took hold of his shaft and gave her slit an upward stroke with the tip. She purred, enjoying the tease. When he pushed against her opening, Deirdre looked back at him to watch his face in the moment of his entry. He pushed forward and slid six full inches into her.
"Oooohhh, so nice," she hummed as her son returned to her in the most condemned way. She tilted her head back and Conor took hold of her red curls. He gently pulled on her locks as he began to drive in and out of her. Once again, Deirdre was giving herself to her son. "Yesss, yesss, Conor! Oooohhh yeessss!"
The flesh of her butt and upper thighs clapped against Conor's flesh as he pounded harder. Just as she was, he knew that they could be interrupted at any moment. Since coming home, Conor hadn't had a chance to get his mother alone for more than a minute or two, and whether she needed him or not, he sure needed her. It had been too long since he'd felt his mother's loving warmth wrapped around his manhood, and he wasn't about to let this opportunity go.
"Yes, yes, yes," Conor panted with every thrust. His balls were already boiling, just minutes into their mating. He ran his hands down his mother's back while holding himself deep inside her, but she kept moving, fucking back at him and using his hard post of male meat to her own ends. She obviously needed to get off just as much as he did.
"Fuck me, Conor!" she panted. "Don't stop. Keep fucking me!"
Deirdre was right there, her orgasm hanging by a thread, ready to pop. She needed her son to pound her, just a few more times, and she'd climax. She threw her head around and looked hard at him. "Fuck me, ya hard-cocked bastard!"
Conor rarely heard his mother demand it, and it surprised him a little. Still, his balls were aching for their own release, so Conor gave his mother what she had demanded. He took firm hold of her hips and began to thrust as hard as he could. The slapping of their flesh echoed through the kitchen as they rutted in the pantry.
Finally, Conor felt his mother's vaginal walls begin to flutter. She was gasping loudly, grunting with every thrust, and then she went silent. Her body was vibrating and Conor felt the warmth of her cream as she climaxed on his manhood. That set him off, the knowledge that his mother was cumming for him. "Aahhh-aaaagghhhhh!" Conor groaned as his cock erupted into her. His semen spit into his mother, painting her womb with a fresh coating of white seed with every pulse of his cock.
"Uuummmm!" Deirdre purred on the backside of her orgasm moments later, while enjoying the last throbs of her son's penis. He held her hips still, but had lay across her back, panting for breath in time with her. A moment passed, and then a bang was heard.
"Damn! Someone's home!" Conor gasped. He pulled his spent penis quickly from his mother's warmth and stumbled out of the pantry. Deirdre hastily pulled her underwear and slacks back up just as Allison came through the door to the garage. She pulled a hand towel from a shelf to hold in front of her until she could fasten her pants.
"What the hell was that?" Allison asked with a laugh.
Deirdre joined her in the kitchen and innocently asked, "What was what?" She hastily buttoned her slacks as her daughter had her back to her mother. Geoff came in then carrying a case of wine and Deirdre went to him and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek.
"I could have sworn I just saw a streaker run through the dining room," Allison said. She went on through to the dining room and looked towards the stairway.
"Male or female?" Geoff asked his daughter, and then gave Deirdre a quizzical look. Deirdre replied to him with a shrug. Allison had vanished by then, and after Geoff set the case on the kitchen counter, he asked Deirdre, "Brian and Erika come by yet?"
"Not yet. Brian called about an hour ago, however, and said they might stop by and visit Gabriella this afternoon. He said they'd be over in time for dinner, though."
Geoff replied, "That's good, I guess. Allison was wanting to go back out to the casino later. They've got a band playing Beatles covers and she wanted to go watch." He paused, and then asked, "You're free to tag along, if you'd like?"
"No, that's alright. I don't enjoy the casino, you know that." Deirdre began to put the wine bottles onto the rack. "Maybe the kids and I will break out the instruments and play some. I know Sarah's been looking forward to getting her cello out."
"That should be fun," Geoff said, though he didn't show much enthusiasm for it. Geoff wasn't musically inclined, and only their two youngest children, Sarah and Conor, had ever really showed an interest in music. After another brief kiss with his wife, Geoff left Deirdre alone in the kitchen. Whether he suspected anything or not, she couldn't guess. But she sure smelled as if she'd just had sex, she realized.
***
Deirdre was up early Christmas Eve morning, and with Sarah's assistance, they made breakfast. Sarah had missed making pancakes, living in a dorm back in South Bend, and whenever she came home she made a batch every morning. As Sarah whipped up the batter, Deirdre made bacon and a skillet for of scrambled eggs for them to enjoy. They had sat down to talk over glasses of coffee when they were joined by Allison.
"You got in late last night," Deirdre pointed out to her oldest daughter as Allison passed, heading for a cup of coffee herself. Allison's strawberry blonde hair was an unruly mess atop her head, and the over-sized Rugby shirt she wore did little to hide the fact that she was completely naked beneath, other than the soft doe-skin moccasins she wore on her feet.
"Too much..." Allison moaned as she collapsed into a chair. She took a sip of the coffee, and then dropped her head onto the table with a thud. She closed her blood-shot eyes and moaned.
"You look like you were rode hard and put away wet," Sarah observed in a sly tone. "I remember that look from back in high school."
Deirdre knew where the conversation was headed. "Did you hook up with an old friend or something at the casino?"
Allison didn't answer right away. Instead, she rose up and took a second sip from the mug. "I don't want to talk about it, okay?" she finally said, adding, "I need a shower," and then stumbled back out of the kitchen.
"Yeah, she does," Sarah giggled. "She stinks. I bet she got laid last night and can't even remember by whom."
Deirdre ignored Sarah's remark, as she was well aware of with whom Allison had been with last night. She had known that Geoff and Allison had been secretly having sex since Allison was still in high school. That knowledge, though she never confronted him about it, may well have been her own justification for turning to Conor for her own incestuous affair. Deirdre knew that they were very close, and she wasn't about to upset either one of them with a needless confrontation. Especially during the holiday weekend. Allison would be headed back to the University of Oregon Sunday afternoon. If she and her father wanted to spend more "quality time" together, and as long as they remained discrete about it, Deirdre would keep her knowledge, and her feelings, to herself. Especially with her already having enjoyed a moment or two with Conor.
Even as her youngest son's beautiful image passed through her mind, so did Conor pass into the kitchen. "Good morning!" he had chirped as he passed by, getting equally uplifted replies from his mother and sister. He even paused behind each and gave the tops of their heads a kiss. "How are my two favorite ladies this fine Christmas Eve morning?" As with his sister before him, Conor went straight to the counter and poured a cup of coffee. Unlike his sister, Conor looked much more refreshed after a good night's sleep. He also forked three of the ready pancakes onto a plate and drenched them with syrup.
"Good, but not as nearly as chipper as you are," Sarah laughed. "What did you do last night? Take happy pills and blow up your sex-doll?" Sarah may be on a path to service in the Catholic church, but around her family she still enjoyed letting out a bit of her inner demon.
"Ha ha ha," Conor sarcastically laughed at his sister. He dropped into the recently vacated chair. "I just had a good night's sleep, and wonderfully wholesome dreams that went along with it." This last was directed towards his mother, complete with a sly grin over the lip of his coffee cup and a wink of his eye.
It had been a long time since Deirdre had enjoyed a morning breakfast with her two youngest children, as conversation between the three went from their holiday weekend plans, to music, to school studies, and finally through family gossip. From what she could remember, it may have been the most "adult" conversation she'd ever had with Conor and Sarah at the same time. For once, Deirdre felt like a normal mother, if there ever was one in Regal Bay.
Sometime later, as noon approached, Geoff finally crawled out of bed. Deirdre found him in their master suite bathroom, standing in the shower under the spray. He looked and sounded exhausted. "You're getting too old to stay out drinking into the morning hours, Geoff," Deirdre told him as she moved to the toilet and had a seat. They were the typical married couple, comfortable after nearly three decades of marriage, a pair of older people living together and accepting each other as they were. Her urinating while Geoff showered had never been a problem. Of course, when Geoff took one of his famously smelly dumps while she showered came, it usually came with recriminations. A spray of cold water from the shower for instance.
"Allison didn't want to leave the casino last night," he growled. "She ran into a few of her friends from school and they talked for hours. I just grew tired of losing on the slots and on the roulette, and sat at the bar. I don't know what time we got home. She had to drive."
Deirdre was skeptical of his story, though it was likely at least partially true. However, when Geoff had finally rolled into bed, she had smelled the unmistakable aroma of sex on him. She wasn't going to bring it up. She never did. What he and Allison did together was between them.
Finished, Deirdre flushed, washed her hands, and then off-handedly asked, "Can I join you?"
Geoff didn't immediately answer, though his shadow through the shower door showed him reach down and give his manhood a stroke or two. "I don't know how I can be of service to you," he growled. "My head is throbbing. But if you can be of a distraction..."
Deirdre had already begun to undress, and when she pulled the door open and stepped inside, she saw his eyes go to her naked body and the admiration in them that he always showed. They might not be exclusive to each other anymore, and hadn't been for many years, but each could still get the other going just by being naked and close.



Afterward, it occurred to Deirdre that their coupling in the shower had mirrored the act which she had shared just the afternoon before with their son in the pantry. She had started out on her knees, working Geoff to full hardness with her mouth, and then he had bent her over, her hanging onto the towel rack, as he worked her from behind. He had cum quickly, in just less than five minutes of powerful thrusting, much as Conor had. In response, she had climaxed on her lovers' cock right along with them, biting her lips to stifle her cries of release. Unlike before, however, Geoff eased from her body, comfortable in the knowledge that they were alone in their bathroom.
Geoff left Deirdre to rinse off, and after drying and putting on fresh clothing, a new pair of wildly-patterned leggings and a loose-fitting sweater over a sports bra, she joined the rest of the family downstairs in the basement entertainment room. Brian and Erika had returned, after spending the night back in their hotel room. Of her family, they were the only ones not staying at the house, other than her sister and niece were coming over later to exchange gifts.
Unlike the night before, when Deirdre had prepared a large and filling feast for her family, with the help of Sarah of course, this Christmas Eve dinner was made up more of finger foods, a deli and veggie tray, and a pair of cheese balls. Allison had offered to bake a couple of pizzas she found in the garage freezer as well, so it would be a more relaxing and casual evening meal.
Brian and Erika arrived just before one. Brian, her Navy S.E.A.L. son, wanted to be in place to watch Navy play in their college football bowl game against Boise State. Deirdre had come from the entertainment room just as Conor opened the door to greet his brother and sister-in-law. She knew that Conor had great admiration for his older brother, even thought they had taken distinctively different paths in life. Looking at them one could barely tell any resemblance between the two. Conor was thin, almost delicate, with long fingers that could dance across a piano's keys. His hair was dark, bushy and unruly, always in need of trimming it seemed, or at least a good brushing out. In keeping with his generation, he seldom shaved and wore his patch-work beard with pride.
By contrast, Brian was strong, fit, tall and broad. Having spent the last six years in the Navy, and the last four as a member of the Navy's elite S.E.A.L.'s, Brian looked every bit the part. His reddish-brown hair was short, but not tight to the scalp. His face was clean-shaven, and his skin was tanned and weather-worn.
Erika was Brian's wife of less than a year, but the two had been seeing each other for more than three years. Erika, an African-American woman from Toledo, Ohio, was three years younger than Brian, though at 23 she was three years older than Conor. Erika was very similar in stature to Conor, as it was, being slim-built, with narrow hips and small breasts, and seemingly frail. However, underneath her loose-fit slacks, blouse and sweater, Erika was physically fit, having only recently left the Navy for a civilian position on post back in San Diego, working in public affairs. Her cocoa-colored flesh gave her a warm radiance that men of all ages enjoyed.
"Hello!" Deirdre called as the group came inside. Greetings were passed, and then the brothers headed down stairs while Erika asked if she could be of help.
"I don't think so," Deirdre replied. "Everything's pretty much covered for the moment."
Geoff came up from behind her then and slipped his hands around her waist. Giving Erika a smile and greeting, "Hello, again, young lady," he gave his wife a hug. "You've done wonderful work, Deir. Everyone will enjoy this evening as they did last night."
She looked back over her shoulder at him and kissed him briefly. "We hadn't done this in a long time. I'm really happy all of the kids can be here this year. It's been a long time since we were all together for Christmas."
Erika slipped away to join the others downstairs, but thought better of it, and headed upstairs, looking for a bathroom. Geoff turned Deirdre to face him and said, "I liked you joining me in the shower earlier." He gave her a brief kiss. "Reminds me of old times, you know, back when we'd sneak around at my parent's house."
"Or in my sorority house?" she replied with a grin. "You know, all of my friends knew what we were doing. Even Teagan knew."
"I knew alright," he laughed. "I saw your sister watching us and drooling all the while on many occasions. I think she had a thing for me, even back then."
"Thanks be it that she saw the light and gave that idea up!" Deirdre laughed, letting her Irish accent deepen as she often did when teasing her husband. "I don't think an old man like yerself could handle both of us O'Riley girls!" This she added along with a firm squeeze of his manhood at the front of his trousers.
"Keep that up, and I'll have to give you a second helping of Boston Cream Pie!" Geoff warned. She had never liked him using that phrase, and yet how often had he left her dripping, such was the amount of semen her husband could produce at any one time. He was a potent bastard, she knew. It was amazing how she hadn't heard of any illegitimate children he might have around town. She was still quite surprised Allison hadn't ended up pregnant with her own father's child by now.
"We've still got a while before your sister comes over," Geoff said. "Why don't we take this upstairs and enjoy some quality, husband and wife time?"
Deirdre wrapped her arms over his broad shoulders and looked to his face. His smile was warm and endearing, and had always made her weak in the knees. She lifted her mouth to his, and they kissed warmly. Two minutes later, Deirdre was lying on her bed and had returned to kissing her husband, even as she felt his hand slip under the front of her leggings. When he pushed lower to cup her naked pussy, she couldn't help but arch her body and press her crotch against his hand. He rolled closer and pressed his mouth to hers, kissing her deeply as he began to tickle her clit-bud with a fingertip.
Deirdre instantly began to vibrate beneath her husband's touch. He always knew exactly what she needed, and suddenly she needed to get off. But she preferred something a little more substantial than his finger right then.
"Take my pants off," she mouthed into his lips. Geoff didn't need further encouragement, and quickly he moved to the foot of the bed. As he went, he peeled the tight leggings from her, with her assisting by lifting her hips high. The leggings hit the floor, followed closely by her panties, and seconds later, Geoff was hovering above her as she fumbled at the front of his Dockers to get at his manhood. Once in hand, she found him to already be quite stiff and ready, and as his mouth found hers, his cock slipped into her vagina smoothly.
Erika had finished up in the bathroom and curious, opened the connecting door. She stifled a gasp as she saw the figures of Geoff and Deirdre making love on their big bed. The sight came as quite a shock to her, as unexpected as it was. She pulled the door closed, and yet not completely. She had never watched another couple having sex, spying on them as it was, and here she was presented with the opportunity. Erika knew she should close the door and leave the couple, her mother- and father-in-law as it were, to enjoy their moment in privacy. Instead, standing in the darkened bathroom, she couldn't help but watch.
"Your pussy feels so warm and velvety," Geoff huffed as he drove his hips downward against her with steady, deep thrusts. "You really were lubed up for me. Thinking nasty thoughts about me, I hope?"
Deirdre found his eyes with hers and smiled. "Geoff, just thinking about you gets me hot and bothered, you know that." That was true in of itself, and yet having taken a hot load from Geoff just a few hours before might also have had something to do with it. How many times had she given herself to Geoff as "sloppy-seconds" in the last couple of years, she wondered? Equally, how many times has Geoff had the scent of another woman's pussy all over his cock as it slipped between her thighs, or her lips?
Their mouths again found each other, but only briefly, as Geoff began to slam into her deeper and harder, and within moments his soft grunts had turned into deep groans. Erika watched as Geoff pushed up fully onto his outstretched arms and silently growled, holding his hips hard against Deirdre's crotch. He was cumming, she recognized, filling Deirdre with his hot seed. In that moment, Erika also realized that she had her hand down the front of her pants, and a finger working circles around her clit.
Geoff collapsed atop Deirdre and pressed his face into the curve of her shoulder and neck. He kissed her lightly as his cock pulsed its last within her warmth. "That was wonderful," he whispered into her ear, one of his many post-climax phrases he always uttered into his lovers' ears. He was habitual that way. "I love you, Deirdre," he added.
Stroking his back with her hands, Deirdre replied, "I love you, too, Geoff," before adding, "I really needed that. Thank you." To punctuate it, she gave his cock a squeeze with her vaginal muscles, which served to push him out. Both of them sighed as his spent manhood slipped free, and Geoff climbed off of her to lie on his side of the bed, while pulling his Dockers back up and securing them.
"I'd better get back downstairs, before anyone comes looking," he told Deirdre, and then rolled to give her a quick kiss. "You'd better clean up a little before you come down. You smell like you just got screwed!" Geoff laughed as he climbed from the bed and headed for the door. As he pulled it open, he was met by Teagan, who had been about to knock.
With a sly grin on his face, he nodded back towards the bed, and told his sister-in-law, "She's lying down. I left her exhausted." He passed by, adding a quick pat to Teagan's ass as he went. Teagan playfully kicked at him as he retreated down the hallway, and then joined her sister in the room.
"Damnit, one of these days I'm going to kick your husband's arse!" Teagan laughed as she bounced onto the end of Deirdre's bed. She picked up the discarded leggings and then tossed them across the room, towards the partially open bathroom door. Inside, Erika backed away, wondering if she could slip back out through the guest bedroom without being caught.
"He'd probably deserve it, as well," Deirdre laughed. She pushed up onto her elbows to tell her sister, "I had thought you and Shelby we're coming until later."
"Shelby wanted to hang out with Sarah," Teagan explained. "They hadn't seen each other in a while, and they use to be very close, remember?" Teagan let her eyes wander down to where her sister's naked crotch was still on full display. The curly red hairs were slightly dark from dampness, and her sister's labia were puffy and swollen, and covered in Geoff's white creamy semen.
"Jesus, Christ! You're a friggin' mess, you know that sister dear?" Teagan laughed. She twisted around and leaned onto one elbow between Deirdre's still-parted legs. She was looking straight into her sister's recently fucked and well-filled pussy, a sight she'd seen on numerous occasions over the years. "You're starting to leak. Maybe you'd better get cleaned up before you mess up these pretty sheets of yours."
Looking across her belly to her sister, Deirdre gave her a wicked smile and asked, "Why don't you do me the pleasure, you little cunt-slut?" She slowly drew her knees up and parted her feet all the wider. The look on her sister's face was beautiful and erotic all the same. Since they first discovered the joys of sex as teen-agers, Teagan had rarely turned down such an offer, even if Deirdre had so recently been fucked, as she was that afternoon. In fact, Teagan had developed quite a hunger for cleaning up Deirdre's "cream-pies" over the years.
"Ya know, dear sister," Teagan began as she settled onto her belly between Deirdre's feet, "one of these days I'd like to try a helping of Geoff from the source." She ran her hands lightly along the insides of her sister's thighs, down to the sides of her sister's pubic mound. She pulled the sticky labia apart with her thumbs, and then teasingly flicked her tongue along the wrinkled folds.
"Aaaahhh, I'll think about it," Deirdre sighed. The feel of her sister's breath on her damp pussy, followed by the tickle of Teagan's talented tongue, sent a shiver up her spine.
Erika had heard the exchange between the two sisters and found herself drawn back to the slim opening in the doorway. She gasped into her hand as she watched Teagan, Deirdre's own sister, crawl up between her legs and lower her face. Erika couldn't believe what she was seeing, as Teagan began to lap happily away at Deirdre's cum-filled pussy, and Deirdre let her head fall back with an expression of pure delight on her face. Erika pushed her hand back into her own leggings and resumed her digital attack while watching the Sapphic scene play out, just feet from her.
"God, damn! That feels so good, Teag." Deirdre reached down and twisted her fingers into her sister's auburn hair. Gently, she tugged and pulled at her sister's head until Teagan had her mouth pressed hard against her pussy, and her tongue thrust up into her recently fucked hole. "Aaaahhh, yeeeesssss!" she moaned as Teagan began to suck hard on her pussy to draw Geoff's spent load back out. Teagan was a cum-whore and enjoyed the taste and texture on her tongue, as well as the feel as she swallowed.
Deirdre's little sister was well known among the Matrons of Regal Bay, and had serviced many of the women of the club. Teagan wasn't known to engage with many of the young men about the city, but that didn't mean she didn't have a few men of her own. She was adamantly bisexual, though she had never had an on-going relationship with another woman, outside of her sister. Her daughter Shelby was the result of a one-night stand and Teagan had taken precautions to avoid such an issue again. First and foremost, Teagan had insisted her male lovers always use a condom. Other than that, she usually enjoyed giving head more than getting laid.
"Oooohhh, Jeezus! I'm going to cum if you keep that up!" Deirdre huffed. She was panting heavily and still held her sister's face tight to her overly-stimulated cunt. Teagan's tongue continued to lance through her folds to lap up every drop of thick cream she could. She didn't care if it was male semen or female ejaculate. Teagan craved it all.
Erika was very near to cumming as well. She had her two middle fingers of her right hand running in and out of her pussy hard and fast. She was also panting quite heavily and bit down on her lower lip to keep from crying out as her orgasm started to flow through her. Her fingers squished loudly between her thighs, so loud, she thought the women in the other room would easily hear her getting off right along with them.
"Aaaahhhh, yeeeesssssss!" Deirdre cried out suddenly, and bucked hard against the mattress and her sister's face. Her orgasm rocked her and sent a fresh load of thick cream onto her sister's tongue. "Uuuuuummmm!" she groaned as the final ripples washed through her, to be lapped up be Teagan. After three or four more minutes, Teagan slowed to a stop between her thighs as Deirdre relaxed heavily into the bed.
"That was an awful lot of creamy goodness, dear sister," Teagan smiled. She licked her lips again before adding, "Either Geoff had a serious case of blue-balls going, which I highly doubt, or he wasn't the first to defile my beautiful sister this day. Which is it?"
Deirdre grinned and shrugged in response. "I thought I tasted a hint of Conor up there!" Teagan giggled as she crawled up her sister's prone form. She settled atop Deirdre before lowering her mouth to her sister's. They lovingly kissed unaware that Erika was watching them, and when they finally parted lips, Teagan energetically jumped up and off the bed. "You'd better at least rinse that tasty twat off. You still smell like a French whore, dear sister!" She blatantly licked her lips one final time and casually tossed open the door, leaving it standing wide as she exited her sister's bedroom.
Erika panicked as Deirdre also rolled out of the bed, headed for the bathroom, she knew, and would surely catch her in the act of spying. As quickly and as quietly as she could, Erika raced through the opposite door and into the guest room beyond. She didn't close the door behind, just went through the room and out into the hallway, catching a glimpse of the bathroom light coming on as she went. She turned to find Teagan still at the top of the stairs, looking directly at her.
"Oh, hi!" Erika gasped. "I was, um, looking for a bathroom that wasn't occupied."
Teagan gave the younger black woman a raised eyebrow look before telling her, "I think the master bath's being used now. But the one down by the kitchen should be free, I'd think, if everyone's in the basement watching the game."
Erika said, "I guess I'll try that one," as she passed, but in the back of her mind, she knew that Teagan was skeptical of her excuse for being upstairs. In fact, she figured that the older woman knew exactly what she had been doing, and might have confronted her had she not rushed down the stairs. Erika didn't stop in the kitchen, however, and headed into the basement entertainment room. She saw her husband sitting off to the side in an easy chair, watching the game, along with his brother Conor sprawled along the length of the sofa, and Geoff, who was reclined back in his big chair.
Erika went to stand beside her husband and laid a hand on his shoulder. Failing to get his attention, Erika leaned down and whispered into her husband's ear, "Can talk to you a minute?"
Brian turned his attention from the game and asked, "Can it wait? It's almost halftime."
"I guess," she replied, but Brian looked up at her and, seeing a hurt expression on her face, he sighed and got up from the chair anyway.
Erika led him over to the basement's tiny cubby-hole bathroom, and then on inside. Brian pushed the door closed behind him, shutting out the sounds of the game and his father's groan of disbelief as yet another false-start penalty was called on the Navy team. The bathroom was very small, holding only a sink and toilet, and they were close together. Brian draped his arms across his wife's narrow shoulders, looked down into her beautifully exotic features, and asked, "What's so important that we have to meet in secret?"
Erika looked up into her husband's face, and after a brief self-debate, she related to him what she'd just witnessed between his mother and her own sister, as well as what led up to it.
"So, you were spying on my mother, is that it?" Brian laughed. "I told you that we've got some pretty interesting people in this family. I thought I'd mentioned that Mom goes both ways at times."
"Not with her sister, you didn't," Erika hissed. "That was something of a shock! I mean, just doing what they did. And with everyone in the house, the chances they took. What if they got caught?"
"Evidently, they did get caught," Brian pointed out with a poke of his finger to her chest, right between her firm breasts. "By you!" He leaned in and kissed her then, briefly, but with a bit of passion. In the room behind the door, he could hear the television. "Sounds like it's gone to half-time. Everyone's probably going upstairs for the pizza I'm beginning to smell." Brian grinned into Erika's gaze. "I wonder...did you get a bit randy, watching my mom and Aunt Teagan?" As he asked, he gave Erika's tiny butt a firm squeeze, as well as pulling her tight to his chest. He breathed in deeply, and asked with a wide smile, "Do I detect a hint of your passion in the air?"



Looking up into his face, she returned his grin. "Maybe. I might have enjoyed myself while watching." She kissed his chin. "I could use a little of what your mother got, you know." Erika moved her hand down to rub hard across his crotch. He was a big man to begin with, and she could feel him already starting to grow.
"What did you have in mind?" Brian whispered. Erika reflected his butt-grab with one of her own. His ass was much tighter than hers was, given that he still ran five miles five days a week when he wasn't deployed.
"So..." Erika looked around his hulking torso and asked, "Did you lock the door?"
"Why? Afraid someone might walk in and watch? Or maybe want to join in?" he laughed. Still, he reached back and pushed the knob-button lock. "There. Happy now?"
"I'll be happy only when your torpedo is thrust into the tube and ready to fire, sir!" she giggled, and pulled his mouth down to hers.
When she allowed him to pull back, Brian grinned, "Damn! Somebody's worked up. I guess watching my mom and dad fucking, or maybe my aunt cleaning my mom up, got you horny as hell!" He kissed her again and lifted her up bodily onto the sink. "God, you are one sexy woman!" he complimented her. "How did I get to be so fucking lucky?"
"Maybe it's got something to do with this fine piece of tube-steak you bring to the table, dear husband!" she purred while tugging at her husband's jeans in an effort to release his manhood. As she ripped open his fly and reached in to take hold of his manhood, Brian tugged Erika's leggings down, around her tight ass, and down the length of her legs. She pulled her left foot free and spread her legs open while Brian took hold of his cock and gave it a quick spit-lube. With one hand she pulled the damp crotch of her panties aside to present her dark slot, and with the other she used two fingers to pry her labia apart. Her pink inner sex flashed and Brian pushed forward, entering his wife to the root along her well-greased chute.
"My goodness! Someone is seriously fucking ready for some dick!" he whispered into her ear after a quick kiss. "I don't remember the last time you were this wet!"
"Stop the bullshit, sir, and start taking care of this hot girl's pussy!" she hissed back at him. Although he had out-ranked her throughout their Navy careers, Erika always enjoyed taking a verbal command of her lover when in the bedroom, and Brian never failed to follow her orders.
"Yes, Ma'am!" he growled as he began to work his cock in and out of her tight, pink pussy. He planted his mouth to hers as their grunts began to grow in volume, hoping that those outside the tiny bathroom would remain oblivious to the act going on inside.
Five minutes later, having pumped a thick load of his cream into his beautiful young wife, Brian finished tucking his cock away and joined his family upstairs, where the pizzas had been sliced and served. Erika followed a few minutes later. Everyone was filling plates with slices of pizza or any of the other finger-foods and snacks that had been laid out by Allison, Shelby, and Sarah. The men all had heaping plates and beers in hand, and headed back into the basement for the second half of the game. Deirdre joined the group a few minutes later as the women also filled their plates, though not quite as high as the men had.
As Erika headed with her plate to join Brian in the basement, Teagan took hold of her arm gently. She looked at the Irish woman and Teagan leaned close to whisper, "Let me know if you'd like me to clean that up." Erika took in her eyes, and saw the sly smile on the older woman's mouth, as well as the subtle flick of her tongue. In that moment, Erika felt her pussy tingle, and for the first time realized that marriage to Brian had indeed come with some interesting perks.
"Okay," was all she could say before Erika left her to join the men.
"Teagan, I saw that," Deirdre warned. "Let her be until she gets more comfortable around us."
"You know she was watching us," Teagan said.
"I do," Deirdre smiled. "And I was hoping she'd join in."
Teagan laughed. "Before the weekend is over, I bet she will."
Other than Erika, the rest of the women gathered in the dining room and turned their dialog to local gossip, the girls' studies, and eventually to boys and sex. A typical family holiday gathering in Regal Bay.



        