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  The Beach House


  


  Chapter One - Nora


  The summer of 1960. It was a summer to remember. A summer to bask in as a youth; a summer to cherish as an old man; a summer to take out and fondle throughout my whole life; a summer that I could always go back to and relive in my sunset days. It was my beach house summer.


  ~~~


  My name is Mickey Tane. I live on a farm in southern Texas. Now my best friend, Tim and I really didn’t have a lot in common. While my parents were barely scraping by on their farm, Tim’s dad, Bernard Bates was a lawyer. I didn’t know a lot about Tim’s mom as she never seemed to be around when I visited. Tim explained that his mother was a bit of a recluse and didn’t get out much. I had let it go at that and hadn’t bothered to find out any more about her.


  Now I was off to college in the fall and had planned on working all summer to save some money. Unexpectedly, I had received a letter from the University of Texas offering me a partial scholarship in football, so that greatly lessened my interest in working over the summer. Tim was also planning on attending the university as his father was an alumnus and had some connections with the faculty. Thinking back on it, I think his father may have had something to do with getting me my scholarship, but back then, it just didn’t matter. I was going to the University of Texas and that was that.


  Then I got another surprise when Tim asked me if I’d like to spend part of the summer with them at their beach house down on Padres Island. It was like being a kid promised a trip to the candy store and all the money he could ever spend while he was there. I couldn’t wait to get there.


  ~~~


  We arrived at Tim’s parent’s beach house on a Saturday morning, just before noon. I had been expecting a little house tucked back away from the beach back among the dunes. But, boy was I surprised. It was a big, two-story affair parked right down almost next to the ocean amongst about fifty other such beach houses that were strung out along the beach. I don’t know why I was surprised as Tim’s father was a lawyer and apparently had money to burn. There was even a hamburger stand down on one end of the beach. And the girls! My eyes almost bugged out of my head at the sight of all the scantily clad girls and women lying sprawled around on the beach.


  Now I’m a farm boy from a small town in Nebraska and there weren’t oodles and oodles of girls and women running around wearing bikinis in our cornfields, so I was taken aback with astonishment at the number and variety of girls and women. And the brevity of their attire. There were fat ones, skinny ones, old ones, young ones and a bunch of really nice ones.


  “Well, what do you think, Mick?” Tim grinned as we stood by the car gazing up and down the beach.


  “Wow,” was all I could manage to mutter.


  I’d been surprised that my parents had gone along with my plans for the summer and let me come along with Tim as I usually had to spend the summer helping them out on the farm. But I guess that they thought I deserved a break from college and all and gave me two weeks off. After that, I was going to head back to the farm for the rest of the summer and Tim was going to do an internship at his father’s law firm.


  “Come on, I’m starved. Let’s go get a burger,” Tim snickered, seeing my obvious fascination with the spectacular panorama of near-naked bodies spread out on the beach before us.


  “Aren’t you going to say hello to your folks first?” I asked.


  “Naw. I don’t see Dad’s car, so they’re probably in town or something. Come on, let’s go,” he laughed heading off down the boardwalk toward the burger stand.


  As we walked along, two good-looking girls wearing tight shorts and bikini tops walked by. Tim smiled at them evoking a flurry of giggles and snickers as they tried to pretend that they were ignoring us. Then, after they had passed us, I saw one of them turn, look back over her shoulder and wink. I felt a wave of heat flash across my cheeks as I shyly looked down at the boardwalk.


  “Hey, what’s with you, man? She’s flirting with you,” Tim said. “Go talk to her.”


  “I couldn’t, I wouldn’t know what to say,” I self-consciously muttered.


  “Wimp,” he laughed as he ordered a couple of burgers and cokes for us.


  We got our burgers and sat down on the sand where we could watch the women sun bathing and strolling by on the boardwalk. I saw a few girls and even women giving me the eye, but every time they did, I shyly looked away.


  “Mick, you’re going to have to get over this modesty thing, my man. You can tell that the women folk are all checking you out. Just pick out one of them and say something to her. Hell, man, even the older ones seem interested. Maybe you can get you a married one. Either that, or you might as well hang out by our pool…with my mom.”


  “I’m Sorry,” I replied. “I’m not a Casanova like you. I lived out on a farm, man. I just haven’t been around a lot of girls…or women…like you.”


  Now, I was six feet-four and all the farm work had built up my muscles. Even if I had to say so myself, I was pretty bulked up. Tim was three or four inches shorter than I was and rather average looking, but he had a devil-may-care attitude that all the women apparently found appealing. Me, on the other hand, I was a chicken. I had only asked one girl out in my whole life and when she turned me down, it had crushed me and I’d never got around to dating anyone except Mrs. Thumb and her four daughters. But I did go out with them on a regular basis.


  After we finished our burgers, we headed back up toward the beach house.


  “Enjoy the view while you can,” he grinned, looking around. “The beach is filled on Saturdays and Sundays, but a lot of the skin will disappear on Monday. Kind of like my dad. Mom stays up here all summer, but dad only comes up on the weekends.”


  Grabbing our bags out of the back of my car, we clumped up the boardwalk to the front steps and onto the porch.


  Inside the house, we walked down the hallway to Tim’s room.


  “We can unpack later. Let’s change into our bathing suits and take a swim,” he said yanking his shirt off over his head and baring his skinny, almost hairless chest.


  “Cool,” I said digging down into my suitcase and pulling out my bathing trunks.


  “Mick, I’d give my left nut for a cock the size of yours. Hell, I’ve seen horses with smaller ones,” he laughed as I looked down at his Normal-sized cock. I’d caught him jerking off one time and saw that when his cock was in full battle dress, it was around six or seven inches long.


  Looking down at my own cock, I saw that it was limply hanging down between my legs. Even in its dormant state, it was about six inches long. When it was in full battle mode, it would stretch out to a full nine inches.


  “Come on let’s go,” he said, waving for me to follow.


  Stepping out onto the patio at the back of the house, I saw that there was a woman lying on a chaise lounge beside the small pool. Surely this beautiful creature was too young to be his mother, but I didn’t see anyone else around and Tim had said she was probably in town with his father.


  Whoever she was a knockout. She had her dark auburn hair in a bun perched atop her head. She was wearing glossy red lipstick and her eyes were covered by a pair of Oakley sunglasses. But I more interested in her exquisite body than I was her beautiful face.


  Every inch of her satiny-smooth skin was tanned to bronze perfection. Her huge breasts and her nether regions were partially covered by a far-too small, pink bikini that was so thin I could see the dark outlines of her areolas and nipples under the pink material. The bikini bottom barely covered her crotch and I could distinctly make out the vaginal cleft bisecting her mons. Her legs were long and willowy, curving and sweeping in all the right places as they led down to her dainty, little feet that were tipped in dark red polish that matched the color of her pouty lips.


  “Mom—” Tim exclaimed when he saw his mother. “You don’t have any clothes on…”


  “Tim—” she yelped, pushing up onto her butt and then standing up making her magnificent breasts heave and flounder so wildly I thought they were going to pop right out of her minuscule bikini. “I wasn’t expecting you until later. If I’d known you were coming this early, I would have dressed more appropriately. I hope that I didn’t offend you…Mick, isn’t it?”


  “Uh, no, no, Ma’am, uh, not offended, yes, yes, it’s Mick,” I stammered, trying to keep my eyes off her spectacular rack but failing miserably.


  “Well, Mick, as you heard, I’m Tim’s mom,” she said, taking off her Oakleys and holding out her hand to me. “But you can call me Nora,” she said as I clutched hold of her soft, warm hand and gently shook it.


  My face felt like it was sunburned as a blush washed across it. Studying her at this close range, I could see there were a few gray streaks blending into the auburn of her hair and some tiny crow’s feet at the corners of her smoky, brown eyes.


  There was something about her that I couldn’t put my finger on, but it was almost like I had met her somewhere else.


  “We got an early start Mom,” he apologized. “I guess that I should have called…”


  “It certainly wouldn’t have hurt,” she huffed. “Well let me go put something decent on,” she said. “So I don’t offend my son’s overly-conservative sense of decency,” she softly laughed.


  “Uh, where’s Dad?” Tim asked, looking around the empty patio.


  “He called and said he won’t be able to make it up this weekend. Some case he’s working on. He said he’d be up later in the week,” she smiled, slipping her Oakleys back on. Although I couldn’t see her eyes behind the dark sunglasses, I somehow felt that she was giving me the once over.


  “Now if you’ll excuse me,” she said, turning and starting for the house.


  Tim and I meekly stood watching her as she padded for the house on her bare feet. As impressive as the front of her body was, her superb backside was equally spectacular, I told myself as I watched the firm, tight cheeks of her butt quiver and ripple with each step. And if Tim’s sense of decency had been shaken by her bikini in front, I could only imagine what was going through his head now. The back of the string bikini had disappeared down between the perfect, round cheeks of her superlative ass and if it hadn’t been for the two strings looping around her waist and the middle of her back, she might as well have been naked. My cock which was always in some state of erection was rock hard. So hard, it ached. Then suddenly, just when she was starting to step out the door, she stopped when another woman stepped up beside her. The woman, obviously older than Tim’s mom was dressed in a starched white blouse, a knee length skirt and high heels. She had a pair of black, horn-rimmed glasses perched on the tip of her nose as she peered over them at Tim and me. As we stared at the women like a couple of morons, the older woman said something to Nora and then turned and looked back over at us too. Then Nora smiled, said something back to the other woman and they both laughed.


  “Who’s that?” I whispered to Tim.


  “She’s my dad’s sister, Aunt Stella,” Tim whispered back as both women turned on their high heels and disappeared into the house.


  “Boy, she doesn’t look anything like your dad,” I muttered. “So what’s the deal with Aunt Stella?” I grinned.


  “She’s my dad’s older sister. She comes up to spend part of the summer with us every year,” Tim explained. “She’s lives in New York. She’s a writer or something, so she can come and go pretty much as she pleases.”


  “She’s kinda hot looking for an old broad,” I snickered.


  “Yeah, but don’t get any ideas about her,” Tim grinned, shaking his head and flinging water everywhere.


  “Why’s that, she a lesbian or something?” I laughed.


  “I don’t know, I’ve never seen her go out on a date or anything. She might be. But don’t cross her because she can be a terror if she wants to be,” he muttered, running his hand through his sopping hair then flicking the water off it.


  “How’s that?” I asked, cupping my hand, slapping the water and sending a spray of water in his direction.


  “One day I was kind of snooping around in her room to see if I could find any, you know, any sex stuff,” he said, furtively glancing over his shoulder at the back door as if she might come flying out through it with a hatchet or some other weapon in her hand. “Anyway, I was looking in her nightstand, and I’d found a couple of vibrators. I’d just picked one up when I heard her holler at me from the door. I nearly shit in my pants and dropped the vibrator back in the drawer, but it was too late, she’d already seen it in my hand,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper as he nervously glanced back over at the door again.


  “Come on, man, then what?” I urged, moving closer so I wouldn’t miss a word.


  “She told me to get out of her room,” he said.


  “That’s all,” I snorted. “She just told you to get out of her room?”


  “Well, before that, she told me that if I ever came into her room again, she would cut my balls off, fry them up and make me eat them.”


  “Wow,” I laughed. “You got one more mean aunt. That doesn’t sound pleasant—did she tell your mom or anything?”


  “I don’t think so. Mom never said anything about it,” he grinned and gave the back door one more quick glance.


  Laughing, I reached over, cupped the top of his head in my hand and shoved him under the water.


  “Hey, knock it off—” he sputtered when he came bubbling up from under the water. “You’re gonna drown me or something.”


  ~~~


  As we were splashing around in the little pool, Tim’s mother came back out wearing a more conservative one piece suit, but even in it, there was no way of disguising the majestic beauty that obviously lay hidden underneath it. She had a martini glass in one hand and she had also changed into a pair of four-inch stiletto heels. She looked fucking fantastic. She looked so good, I was even thinking about hitting on her. And I might have, if she wasn’t Tim’s mother…and I wasn’t the biggest chicken in the world.


  As we continued to splash and frolic around in the pool, I noticed that Nora seemed to be checking me out again, just like the girls and women down on the boardwalk had. I was getting a little self-conscious about it all, but it didn’t seem to bother her as she kept watching me and smiling every time I looked over at her.


  “Hey, would you boys like a sandwich,” she finally hollered over all the noise we were making as we splashed around in the pool.


  “Sure, Mom,” Tim hollered back as he futilely tried to push my head under the water.


  As his mother pushed back up onto her high heels, we both stopped horsing around and watched as she went strolling back toward the house. As she did, she seemed to be rolling her hips and swishing her hot, little ass back and forth a little more than was necessary.


  About fifteen minutes later, she came back out carrying a tray with two big sandwiches on it.


  “Come and get ’em before I feed ’em to the dogs,” she laughed, leaning down and sliding the tray on the table. My eyes immediately shot down to her bosom as her big, pink bowling ball-sized tits seemed destined to escape their cloth prison.


  Tim was out of the pool in a heartbeat and the way he was gulping down his sandwich, I knew that if I didn’t hurry, there wouldn’t be any left for me.


  As I climbed the ladder out of the pool, I glanced down and saw that my suit was wetly clinging to my cock, outlining it for all to see. Then I saw Nora’s eyes drop down and lock onto the obvious outline of my cock.


  As she discretely studied the bulge, I felt a jolt of energy spark thorough it as it began to swell and harden. Usually, I would have been embarrassed and tried to cover it up, but for some reason, today I didn’t. If she wants to look, look away, I brazenly thought.


  As we stood eating the sandwiches, I saw that every time Tim looked away, his mother’s eyes would dart down to my cock and lock down on it. Now all this attention was telling and it was growing harder and harder. Finally, when it was fully charged, I turned so she could get a full view and saw her eyebrows arch up as she glanced back down at it.


  “I think I’m going to go back inside and read…or something,” she said pushing back up onto her high heels and clopping back toward the house.


  “Damn, doesn’t that thing ever go down?” Tim grunted as we got out of our swim suits and dressed for a night on the boardwalk.


  “I haven’t had a chance to take care of it today,” I grinned, reaching down and wrapping my hand around it. “Maybe I can find a woman to take care of it for me. There certainly seems to be enough of them around.”


  “You got that right,” Tim laughed…


  ~~~


  “You boys have fun…and don’t do anything I wouldn’t do…” Nora smiled looking up from her book as we went clomping by her on our way down to the beach.


  “We might…” Tim snickered, poking me in the ribs with his elbow as we stepped out onto the porch.


  “Now you two behave,” I heard Nora call out from behind us.


  “We will, Mom,” Tim dutifully called back.


  We walked up and down the boardwalk a few times before Tim met a girl. I was too chicken to even attempt picking up a girl, and after a little while I decided to call it a night and head back for the beach house.


  As I strolled along, the picture of Tim’s mother in her string bikini came floating back into my head and before I knew it I had another boner. Why did she affect me so much, I wondered? I’d never been so turned on by any woman like this in the past.


  Looking in through the screen door and I saw that Nora was sitting on the couch reading her book. She had changed from her swimming suit and was now wearing a short housecoat that came down to the middle of her thighs.


  Gently rapping on the door, I started to push it open when I heard her call out, “It’s open, come on in.”


  “Mick. Uh, what are you doing home so early?” she murmured, glancing around me, apparently looking for Tim. “Where’s Tim?”


  “Uh, he met a girl…on the boardwalk,” I said, watching her cross her legs and slowly bob her foot up and down to make the insole of her high-heeled slipper softly patter against the sole of her tiny foot. “He said that he wouldn’t be home until eleven or twelve.


  “Oh,” she murmured and from the inflection of her voice, she seemed pleased by that news.


  “I, uh, I guess I’ll just go to bed and read awhile,” I told her as she sat looking up at me with a smile on her pretty, red lips.


  “Would you like to play some cards…or something?” I heard her ask.


  “Uh, yeah, sure, I guess, if you want to,” I grinned down at her, willing to do anything to spend some more time with her…alone.


  “Sure,” she smiled back up at me, extending her arm and offering me her hand to help her up off the couch.


  As I pulled her up onto her high heels, she seemed to stumble and her big breasts gently brushed against my chest. It seemed obvious that she wasn’t wearing anything under the robe to restrain her big tits the way they heaved and floundered around underneath the housecoat. The thought of her mammoth breasts being bare under her robe sent another spasm of excitement firing off in my rapidly-charging cock.


  Then to my surprise and amazement, she didn’t let go of my hand. Instead, she quietly pulled me along behind her as she led me into the kitchen.


  “It gets so lonely up here without my husband, Bernard. He only comes up on the weekends,” she said as she finally let go of my hand and stepped over to a small table that sat against the wall.


  As she leaned down to sit, the opening of her gown billowed out just enough to give me a brief glimpse of one of the beautiful treasures hidden down inside it.


  I felt my cock lurch down inside my short pants as my eyes pored over her bare breast.


  “Why don’t you sit down?” she smiled as I saw her glance down at the obvious bulge jutting out against the front of my pants.


  “Uh, okay,” I muttered. There was just something about her that made me feel more like a fumbling, bumbling ten year old.


  I was so nervous I was almost shaking. I’d never been this close to a living, breathing woman, except for my mom and of course, she didn’t count. My mouth was filled with cotton and sweat was starting to ooze out of my pores. I couldn’t keep my eyes off her big tits as they softly jiggled and bobbled under her robe while she shuffled the cards and then dealt them out. The opening running down the front of her robe was still partially spread open giving me a view of the cleavage running down between the wondrous treasures hidden down under it.


  “So, Mick, do you have a girlfriend?” she asked me as she picked up her cards and spread them out in her hands.


  “Uh, no, no, Ma’am,” I shyly muttered, trying not to be too obvious as I tried to ogle her breasts through the opening while I fumbled with my cards trying to get them spread out in my hands.


  “Why not?” she asked, laying a card down on the table. “A handsome, young lad like you? Why I’d thought that you would have to be beat the girls off with a stick.” Then she paused for a second and smiled. “Uh, you’re not gay, are you?”


  “No, no, Ma’am, uh, nothing like that,” I muttered, regressing in age and now feeling like a five year old on my first day of kindergarten. “I’m just, uh, just awfully bashful around women…”


  I’d never really been this close to breathing, talking, real live woman and it was frightening. She smelled wonderful. Kind of like flowers or something.


  “Oh, and how do you feel around me, Mick? Do I make you feel bashful?” she asked, smiling as I felt something brush against my leg.


  “Uh, yes, uh, Mrs. Bates, uh, you make me feel bashful,” I blundered on with my heart pounding a mile a minute. Was she coming onto me? I felt as nervous as a cat in a rocking chair factory and I didn’t know what to do. I’d never been in a situation like this.


  “You have no reason to be bashful around me, Mick,” she purred, reaching out and placing her hand on top of mine. Then I felt the toe of her shoe begin to slowly rub against my leg. “I won’t bite…” her voice trailed off.


  I was dumbfounded. She WAS coming on to me. Beautiful, seductive Nora Bates was coming on to ME! I was speechless.


  Just then I heard the sound of footsteps on the porch.


  Nora quickly pulled her hand off mine and laid her cards face down on the table. Then she grabbed hold of the edges of her robe and quickly pulled them back together to hide her breasts from view. Winking, she gave me a smile and I heard the clop of her high heel shoe hit scrape across the floor as she moved it back away from my leg.


  Suddenly the screen door came swinging open and Tim clomped into the kitchen.


  As he did, he abruptly came to a stop as he stood looking over at us with a funny look on his face.


  “Uh, hi…” he mumbled as a blush lit up his cheeks.


  “Did you have a good time?” I heard Nora innocently ask as she picked up her cards again and laid one down on the table as if nothing had been going on.


  “Uh, yeah. What are you two doing?” he asked stepping over to the table where we sat watching him.


  “What do you think, silly, we’re playing cards. Want to join in?” she said, looking back over at me and smiling again.


  “Uh, no. It’s been a long day. I’m kinda tired. I think I’m going to hit the sack,” he said, backing away from the table and starting across the room.


  “Night-night. See you in the morning,” Nora told him.


  We both sat motionless listening to the sound of his footsteps receding down the hallway until we heard them stop. Then we heard the sound of a door being closed.


  “Now where were we?” Nora softly murmured, her voice barely above a whisper as she held her cards in one hand while she spread open her robe with her other hand. And then I felt the toe of her shoe brush against my leg again.


  The thought that Tim was down the hallway only fifteen or twenty feet away while his mother put the make on me only gave the whole thing a heightened sense of danger and excitement. His beautiful mother was actually flirting with me. I couldn’t believe that a woman as beautiful and sexy as she was could find me interesting. As good looking as she was, she could have her pick of men. Why me?


  Then to my surprise, she dropped her hand down under the table and I felt her hand settle down on my thigh.


  She must have seen the look of surprise in my eyes as she leaned lower and her fingers crept further up my leg.


  “What’s wrong, Mick? Don’t you find me attractive?” she whispered.


  “God, yes!” I gasped. “But…”


  “But what, Mick?” she whispered, pulling her hand back out from under the table.


  “I’ve never done anything like this, uh, Mrs. Bates…” I dumbly muttered.


  “Neither have I, Mick,” she whispered, reaching over and slowly turning my hand palm up. “But I want a little excitement in my life. Bernard is so bor-ring,” she softly said as she tickled a long, red fingernail around in a circle on my palm. “With him, it’s lights out and missionary all the time. I want something different.”


  “You’ve never done this before?” I gasped unable to believe a woman as beautiful as she was wasn’t being hit on all the time.


  “I’m a married woman, Mick,” she smiled, easing her hand down inside her robe and slowly spreading it open to expose one of her spectacular breasts.


  “Uh—” I mumbled, staring down at the quivering mountain of bronzed perfection. If there was any doubt of her coming on to me before, there wasn’t now.


  “But this has nothing to do with Bernard,” she whispered, reaching across the table and grasping hold of my hand again. “This is between you and me…Mick,” she softly said as she lifted my hand and pulled it toward her breast.


  I couldn’t speak. All I could do is gawk down at the incredulous mountain peak as she gently pressed my fingers against it. I’d never felt anything soft as she slowly let go of my and leaned forward to thrust her breast against my trembling fingers.


  Then, as I gave her breast a tentative squeeze, I heard the sound of a door closing down the hallway. Jerking my hand back like I’d been burnt, I watched Nora jump back and jerk her robe closed just in time as Tim came plodding into the kitchen in his pajamas.


  “Still playing cards?” he mumbled as he walked past us on his way over to the refrigerator.


  “Uh, yeah,” I muttered, knowing that my face had to be as red as a neon sign. Nora was even blushing.


  “Well, I think I’m going to go to bed…” Nora murmured, pushing up onto her high heels and laying her cards on the table. “Night boys,” she said glancing over at Tim and brushing her fingertips across my hand when she saw that he wasn’t looking.


  “Night, Mom,” Tim said over his shoulder as he poured himself a glass of milk.


  “Uh, good night…uh, Mrs. Bates,” I mumbled, turning and watching her as she clacked across the kitchen toward the hallway that led down to the bedrooms.


  My head was whirling with thoughts of what could have happened if Tim hadn’t interrupted us as I watched her sexy, little ass sexily twitching from side to side under the cover of her house robe…


  I tossed and turned thinking about what had happened between Nora and me. My cock was so hard it ached as the picture of Nora’s big, beautiful tits filled my mind. Then I pictured her nearly naked body while she had been lying out by the pool. Turning on my side to hide the jerky movements of my hand from Tim, I began to stroke my cock. I hoped that Tim couldn’t hear me as I pumped my fist up and down my cock, but I knew that if I didn’t come, I wouldn’t get any sleep.


  At last, I felt it. Felt the burning precursor to a mammoth eruption. Then as I imagined what it would be like to come in Nora’s hot, little cunt, I felt my cock begin to jerk and spit into my tee shirt that I had wrapped around it. . Continuing to jerk my hand up and down the erupting giant, I kept it up until I didn’t have anything left in my aching balls.


  After coming, I was finally able to drift off into a restless sleep…


  ~~~


  Tim and I spent the next day at the beach. Tim had hooked back up with the girl he had met last night. I never could understand what the girls saw in him, but they definitely saw something. He tried to introduce me to a couple of girls, but I couldn’t get his mom out of my head. I wanted to go back to the house and take up where we’d left off when Tim interrupted us, but I couldn’t think of a way to do that without it seeming too obvious.


  Tim’s mom had dinner ready for us when we got back from the beach.


  There were only three place settings on the table, so I guessed that Stella was eating in her room or had eaten earlier or something.


  “Where’s Aunt Stella?” Tim asked as he pulled his chair out and plopped down in it.


  “She had some kind of book deal she had to go back to New York and finalize,” Nora said easing down into her chair across the table from me. “She left this afternoon and she didn’t know when she would be back.”


  “Goodie,” Tim smirked, reaching across the table and spearing one of the steaks on his fork and hauling it back to his plate. “That leaves more for the rest of us.”


  Nora seemed quiet and subdued through most of the dinner and I was worried that maybe she was having second thoughts about what had happened between us last night or she was miffed at me for not making it back to the beach house during the day.


  After dinner, Tim and I went out on the front porch and sat down in the swing.


  “I’ve got a date tonight. Susan and I are taking in a movie in town…if you’ll let me borrow your car. Or you can be my chauffeur if you want to tag along,” he grinned as we sat slowly swinging back and forth.


  “Naw, you two go on alone. You know what they say—‘two’s company and three’s a crowd’,” I snickered.


  “You sure?” he asked. “Maybe I could get Susan to bring along one of her friends.”


  “Naw. I’ll just stay here and do some reading…or play some more cards with your mom,” I told him.


  “Yeah, mom would like that. She’s always complaining about dad never being around to do anything with her. I think she’s a little lonely,” he told me.


  “Yeah, that’s what she told me last night,” I grinned, thinking back to what she had said about her husband, Bernard. Bor-ring and never wanted to do it with the lights on. I’d do it with her anyway she wanted to do it. Hell, I’d do it out in the middle of Main Street at high noon if that was what she wanted.


  “Well, I guess that I’m off then. Wish me luck,” he chuckled, winking and pushing up out of the swing onto his feet.


  “I doubt that you’ll need it, but good luck anyway,” I laughed as I pitched him the car keys.


  The sun was just setting out over the ocean and there was a gentle breeze blowing in off the beach as I watched Tim drive off. I could smell the salty tang of the ocean on the breeze as it wafted across my face. I felt a strange sense of excitement and anticipation, but I was too chicken to go back inside where Nora was. What if she’d changed her mind and didn’t want to do anything?


  Just then I heard the screen door open.


  “Care if I join you?” I heard Nora ask as she stepped out onto the porch. As she did, I saw that she had a martini glass in her left hand.


  “No, uh, I’d like the company,” I grinned.


  Nora was still wearing a short, black skirt that showed off her long, willowy legs and a tight, thin blouse. It was readily apparent that she wasn’t wearing a brassiere as she strolled out and sat down beside me. Even in the dim porch light, I could just make out the dark outlines of her areolas through the thin material. And her big nipples were tenting the thin cloth.


  “Where’s Tim?” she asked, reaching over and intimately placing her hand on my thigh about halfway between my knee and crotch.


  “He—he had a date,” I told her.


  “About last night,” she started as she gave my thigh a gentle squeeze.


  “Uh, that’s okay, uh, I understand…if you don’t want to…” I muttered, expecting to hear the words that would bring our brief encounter to an end.


  “What?” she softly asked me with a playful smile. “Did you think I was going to tell you I’d changed my mind?” she asked, squeezing harder as her hand moved an inch closer to my aching cock.


  My heart was racing at the thought of having her touch my cock. “I guess so,” I gulped.


  “Now why would I want to go and do something like that?” she smiled as her hand strayed closer.


  My ears were ringing. My heart was pounding. I didn’t even know if I could talk with the bale of cotton that had suddenly sprang up in my mouth. I couldn’t think straight. What did she want me to do?


  “I don’t know,” I somehow choked out.


  Then I nearly lost it as I felt her fingers brush across the front of my crotch.


  Fighting to hold back the explosion gathering down inside my aching balls, I heard her say, “Why don’t we go back inside. Just in case prying eyes are watching. We wouldn’t want anyone to see us…would we?”


  “No—no, Ma’am,” I stammered as I watched her push up onto her high heels.


  Reaching down, she grasped hold of my hand and pulled me up to my feet. Holding onto my hand, she led the way across the porch to the screen door. “Neighbors can be such a nuisance at times,” she softly laughed as she opened the door and pulled me inside.


  “Would you like a martini,” she asked me as she clacked over to the bar.


  “Uh, I’ve never had one before, but I guess so if you’re having one,” I told her, disappointed that we had to wait until she had another drink before we did anything.


  “Seems that there are a lot of things you haven’t done before,” she softly laughed as she set about making us a martini.


  “Yes, Ma’am,” I shyly muttered.


  “Please stop calling me, Ma’am,” she fussed as she came stepping toward me with a martini in each hand. “I don’t own a brothel…”


  “Yes, Ma—uh, Mrs. Bates,” I nervously blathered.


  “Mrs. Bates—that makes me feel so old. Nora, Honey. Call me Nora,” she smiled easing down on the couch and tucking her long, shapely legs up under her.


  “Okay…Nora—” I mumbled. It felt funny to be calling Tim’s mom by her first name, but if that was what she wanted, I sure wasn’t going to risk making her mad.


  “So, Mickey, tell me, have you ever been intimate with a woman?” she bluntly asked.


  A surge of heat flashed across my cheeks and I nearly choked on my drink as I sat staring at her like a deer caught in car headlights.


  “Uh, no, no, uh, no, Ma—uh, Nora,” I stammered, blushing like a neon sign and trying not to cough.


  “I can’t believe it,” she giggled. “A handsome stud like you…and a virgin on top of that.


  “Bashful…remember…” I mumbled as she sat watching me with an amused look on her pretty face. Then she tipped her glass up and finished off her martini in one quick gulp.


  “So, Mick,” she said, leaning over and setting her glass on the coffee table. “What do you want to do?” she asked as she slowly began unbuttoning her blouse.


  “Uh, I don’t know, uh, Mrs. Bates, uh, Nora, what—what do you want to do?” I asked, unable to take my eyes off her fingers as they slowly crawled down the front of her blouse.


  “I guess that you’ve never even had a blow job, have you?” she asked as she pushed the last button through its buttonhole.


  “Huh?” I snorted, not believing my ears.


  “A blow job. You know, let a woman suck you off—” she grinned as she slowly spread open her blouse and peeled it back over her shoulders to bare the dangling treasures that had been hidden under it.


  “No, uh, never…God, Mrs. Bates, you have the most beautiful breasts in the whole world,” I groaned gawking down at the wonders.


  “Thank you, Mick,” she softly said as she slipped her hands under her breasts and slowly lifted them up off her chest.


  “You’re welcome…” I dumbly mumbled watching her gently massaging and squeezing her big tits.


  “Would you like for me to suck you off, Mick?” she purred as she tweaked and pulled at the big rubbery nipples sticking out of the darkened tips of her breasts.


  “Uh, uh, if you, uh, yeah—” I choked out barely able to even breathe.


  “Stand up then,” she told me reaching over and shoving the coffee table back away from the couch.


  Struggling up to my feet, I watched her beautiful breasts heave and lurch as she pushed up off the couch. Then she turned and slowly knelt down on her knees in front of me.


  I couldn’t believe the sense of excitement that was coursing through my body as I stood looking down at her kneeling before me. I was so fucking excited, I thought I would probably come the moment she touched my cock.


  Then I watched her pinch hold of the tab of my zipper. I could see that her fingers were softly trembling as she slowly pulled my zipper down its track. With my pants unzipped, Nora unbuttoned them and let them drop down around my ankles. As she stood on her knees in front of me, her face was only a few inches from the giant bulge sticking out against my shorts.


  Her eyes were flared wide open as she eased her fingers down under the waistband of my shorts. Then, as she slowly pulled my shorts down, my nine-inch peter slowly came into view pointing straight up in the air, hard, swollen, and stiff.


  “Oh, my, Mick…” I heard her whisper as she eyed the jutting giant. “You have such a beautiful cock Mick,” she cooed still staring at my twitching prick.


  Then she let go of my shorts and lovingly wrapped both of her hands around my cock. I gave out a soft moan as she tenderly caressed it with her fingers. Then she began to slowly work her fisted hand up and down the shaft of my cock. As she did, I could see that the head of my cock was so swollen and engorged with blood, it looked like a big, purple plum.


  Leaning back, she slowly bent my insanely-stiff cock down until it was pointing straight at her full, red lips. I could see the light from the lamp glistening off the goo that was oozing out of the head of my dick as she leaned forward and kissed the head of my cock. Then her little pink tongue slithered out from between her lips and began licking off the goo. It took every ounce of my will power to keep from coming as I felt my knees beginning to buckle while she slowly twirled her tongue the head of my cock. Then her lips wrapped around the entire head. I couldn’t believe how good it felt. Her mouth was so hot and wet. I moaned as her tongue twirled all around my cockhead and she began to gently suck on it. Struggling to hold back the massive eruption that was building down inside my aching balls, I watched as her lips began to move up and down my cock, taking more with each bob of her head.


  My knees were about to give way, but I somehow managed to stand there. I could feel cum churning and boiling down in my balls. My muscles were tensing, straining, preparing for the rush of pleasure that would soon come. I didn’t know what to do with my hands, so I just grabbed hold of her head and began jerking my hips back and forth, sliding my cock in and out of her mouth.


  I could see that Nora had one hand curled around my cock and her other hand was up under her skirt.


  I couldn’t hold it back anymore and I felt my cock explode in her mouth as it jerked and sent a giant spume of cum spewing out of it. It was the most exquisite feeling of pleasure I had ever felt. My mind went blank, overloaded by the spasms of pure, sweet joy flowing through it. I could feel the suction around my cock growing stronger as Nora sucked harder and harder. She was sucking so hard, it felt like she was trying to suck my balls up through my cock and into her hungry mouth. She didn’t seem to want to stop as she sucked and sucked, working her fisted hand up and down, milking every last drop of cum out of my cock. Then, I felt my cock suddenly go hyper-sensitive and I couldn’t stand to have anything touching it.


  “Too sensitive—” I groaned slowly backing my hips and pulling my spit-drenched cock out from between her pouty lips. “God, Mrs. Bates—”


  “Was it good for you?” she smiled, slowly running her little, pink tongue around her lips to lick away any stray cum that might have leaked out around my cock.


  “Fuck,” I muttered.


  “You have one of the biggest cocks I’ve ever seen,” she murmured as she ran her fingers over my wilting peter while it began to slowly droop its head back down between my legs. “Your cock is at least four inches longer than Bernard’s.”


  “You’re making me feel like I’m some kind of freak or something?” I mumbled, feeling a little guilty that I had just blown my wad in her mouth and had such a large cock. Would she let me fuck her with it…or was it too big?


  “You’re not a freak Mick,” she answered, “you’re just, uh, let’s just say, uh, really-well endowed.”


  “Is it too big?” I dumbly asked.


  “No, I don’t think so, Mick,” she softly laughed, gently groping the dangling monster. “But size does matter, Honey.”


  “Jeez, Mrs. Bates, uh, Nora, sorry about your husband.” I frowned.


  “Don’t be, he makes up for his shortcomings in other ways,” Nora softly laughed, grabbing hold of my hands and pulling herself up onto her high heels. Then before I knew what was happening, she wrapped her arms around me and pulled me against her.


  Her giant tits were crushed between us as our lips touched for the first time. Her lips were so soft and tasted of strawberries and semen as we kissed. It was like our lips were glued together as the kiss went on and on. I could feel her tongue pushing into my mouth. She was frenching me, I feverishly thought as I pushed my tongue into her mouth. Nora Bates was french kissing me.


  Finally, gasping for breath, we broke the kiss. I think it was at that moment that I fell hopelessly and totally in love with Nora Bates.


  “Does he, uh, Bernard, you know down there?” I breathlessly asked, not knowing what all was involved in eating pussy, but wanting to learn. All I really knew about it was what I’d heard about it from the guys at school.


  “You mean eat-eat my pussy?” she asked, seeming amused at my discomfort.


  “Uh, yeah, uh, eat your pussy?” I timidly asked.


  “Heavens no. he says that is gross and disgusting. He’s never even gotten his lips close to my pussy,” she murmured, frowning.


  “Can I?”


  “You mean…you want to eat me?” she asked as her eyes flared open and a curious little smile crept across her lips.


  “Yesssss…” I hissed, reaching down to the button on the side of her short skirt. Pushing the button through its hole, I jerked the little zipper below it down over the curve of her hip. Then as her skirt went whispering down her long legs, I saw that she was wearing a pair of wispy, black panties that were so sheer, you could see right through them. She was the sexiest woman in the whole world as she stood there in her little, black panties with her skirt wrapped around her trim ankles.


  “Why don’t we go back to my bedroom,” she murmured, stepping out of her skirt, bending down and sweeping it up along with her blouse. Bending down, I pulled my pants and shorts back up my legs far enough that I could stumble along after her. As I shuffled along behind her, listening to the clack of her high heels on the floor, I could see her gorgeous, little ass quivering and rippling with each step she took. She just had to be the most beautiful, woman alive, I told myself as she jiggled and rippled over to the big, four-poster bed sitting in the center of the room.


  Turning, she smiled at me and slowly sat down on the edge of the big bed.


  “What do you want me to do?” she whispered as she sat looking up at me.


  “Just tell me what you like,” I whispered back as I let go of my pants and kneeled down in front of her. Then I reached out and eased my fingers down under the stretchy waistband of her little panties. She smiled down at me as I began to pull the wisp of cloth down her long, shapely legs. Pulling her panties off over her high heels, I lifted them and took a sniff of their damp crotch. It was my first smell of a real, live, hot pussy, and I loved it as I felt a spark of energy tickle through my slowly hardening cock. Reaching down between her legs, I slowly pushed them apart. Staring down, I got my first look at a real, live pussy. The soft folds of pink flesh glistened wetly with the moisture oozing out of the slit between them. I moved closer.


  “Oh God,” she cried when I leaned down and gently blew on her pussy. “I’ve always wanted to do this. Bernard won’t kiss me down there. He says it’s dirty,”


  “He’s a dumbass,” I whispered. “I think it’s beautiful.”


  I felt her wince when I leaned lower and slowly drug my tongue across one of the puffy, gorged lips bordering her cunt.


  “Yes, Mick, Honey, kiss my lips…kiss my cunt,” she softy murmured, reaching out and running her fingers through my hair. Following her directions, I slowly kissed my way up and down the fleshy lips of her pussy. After a few moments of kissing, I watched her reach down and gently peel back the fold of skin that was hiding the little nub just above her pussy.


  “This is my clit, Mick,” she whispered, rubbing her fingertip back and forth across the little kernel of flesh. “Would you please lick it?”


  Sticking out my tongue again, I brushed it across her clit and felt her wince again.


  “Yes, like that Honey,” I heard her murmur. “Lick it…”


  Slowly at first, I began to lick my tongue back and forth across her clit. As I did, I could feel it swelling and hardening under my tongue. I must have been doing it right as Nora lay back on the bed with her eyes closed and grasping the bed sheets in her fisted hands.


  I liked eating pussy. There was something about the smell of her sex and the smooth softness of the vulnerable, exposed flesh between her legs. I could tell that she liked it too as she softly panted and moaned. Her head was twisting from side to side as she held onto the covers with white-knuckled tightness.


  “P-put your finger in me,” I heard her murmur.


  Gently probing the soft wetness, I found the opening to her sex and slowly eased a finger down into the clinging softness. Seeing that one finger easily fit inside her, I added a second.


  “Yes—fuck me with your fingers,” I heard her tell me, “…and lick my clit.”


  Continuing to tongue her clit, I began to slowly work my fingers in out of her tight, little pussy. As I did, I saw Nora’s legs lift and felt the backs of her thighs drop down on my shoulders. I could feel the silky smoothness of her inner thighs brushing against my cheek as I licked faster and pumped my fingers in and out of her juice-slathered cunt.


  Looking up over her heaving belly, up between her flattened tits, I saw that she was looking down at me. There was a deep grimace etched into her forehead and she looked like she was straining. Then I heard her let out a choking gasp as her pussy suddenly clamped down on my fingers and her whole body began to twitch and writhe.


  At first I was scared. I didn’t know what was happening. I’d never seen a woman orgasm before.


  “Yessssss—Oh, God, Yesssssss,” I heard Nora hiss out and I felt her sharp fingernails dig down into my scalp as she shoved my face down against her cunt.


  It was like I had opened a flood gate as the juice came pouring out of her in thick, clinging gushes. I continued to lash her clit with my tongue for the longest time as she came and came and came.


  At last, with a soft whimper, she pushed my head out from between her legs as she lay on the bed gasping for air.


  “Oh, Mick-Mick-Mick-” she whispered. “I haven’t come like that in years. Oh, God, that felt so good.”


  I felt omnipotent. I had made her come. I wanted to take her in my arms and tell her how much I loved her, but something stopped me. What would she think if she knew that I was in love with her?


  Slowly pushing up to my feet, I felt her legs go sliding down my arms and I saw her eyes immediately drop down to my stiff, jutting cock which had recharged itself while I was eating her.


  “It’s hard again…” I heard her murmur. She seemed surprised. But I wasn’t. When I was around her that was the way it stayed most of the time.


  Then I watched her lift her legs up and dig her high heels down into the mattress to push herself back to the middle of the bed. Lying there with a happy smile on her beautiful face, she reached over and patted the bed beside her.


  “Come,” she whispered.


  I didn’t have to be told twice as I struggled out of my shorts and pants and I was up beside her in a heartbeat.


  Lying on my back beside her, I felt her snuggle up against me and reach down to my cock.


  “Thank you, Mick,” she whispered in my ear. “Thank you for making me feel like a woman again. It’s been ages…” she purred as she gently fondled my cock.


  My heart was about to burst with pride and love for her as I watched her slowly push up onto her hands and knees beside me. Then she raised one long, shapely leg and lazily lifted it across me to ease it down onto the bed on the other side of me.


  Straddling me with her giant boobs dangling down over my chest, she slowly dipped her hips until I could feel her curly pubic hairs tickle across my balls. Slowly, she inched up my body as I felt her wet, sticky pussy slide over my balls. Reaching up, I filled my hands with soft, giving tit-flesh as she moved higher.


  Smiling expectantly, Nora was looking down into my eyes as she slowly, teasingly rubbed her pussy up onto the shaft of my cock. I could feel the warmth radiating from it as she rubbed her pussy up my cock leaving a trail of wet, gooey pussy-juice behind it. Looking down between our bodies, I saw that she was rubbing her clit against my cock as the fat, gorged lips of her cunt hung down along the sides of my thick peter.


  “Does that feel good?” she murmured.


  “Yes—” I grunted out, squeezing and pawing at her tits.


  I was finding it difficult to think clearly as all the blood in my head had rushed down to my achingly-hard cock. I wanted to fuck Nora so bad I could taste it, pardon the pun. The feel of her warm, wet pussy rubbing against my cock was driving me crazy.


  I could see that all this seemed to be having the same effect on Nora as she was breathing heavily and her nipples were jutting out, swollen and hard.


  Then Nora moved higher up my body and I felt her pussy slide over the hyper-sensitive head of my cock. As she stood on her hands and knees looking down at me with an excited, expectant look on her pretty face, she wriggled her hips and I felt the moist warmth of her pussy envelop the head of my cock.


  Her pussy was so hot and wet.


  Suddenly, Nora gave out a snort as she arched her back and thrust herself back down on my cock.


  “So big…” she mumbled, pushing down, taking more of my big, throbbing peter inside her hot, wet cunt. “So fucking big,” she whispered, stopping with about half of my cock buried up inside her. “This is as much as Bernard can give me,” she murmured as she backed up and took more inside her.


  A tiny frown creased her forehead as she kept pushing back, taking more and more until at last, our groins touched and my cock was completely buried up inside her.


  “So fucking big…” I heard her groan as her pussy clutched down around my embedded peter milking and pulling at it.


  “Nora…I love you—” I cried out, unable to rein in my emotions.


  A look of panic flitted across her glazed eyes as she stared down at me in shock. I don’t think she had been expecting that and looked like she didn’t know what to do about it.


  “Oh, Honey…” I heard her whisper as she pushed up and her hips began to bounce up and down. Humping up at her pounding attack, I drove up into the hot, clinging tightness of her pussy on her every downward plunge. She was taking all of me, up to the hilt on every stroke. Letting go of her wildly-floundering tits to grab her around the waist, I watched them flop up and down wildly. They were being flung about so much they slapped up against her chin every time she lunged down on my cock.


  Then all of a sudden, Nora arched her back and let out a blood-curdling scream. It was so loud, I was afraid that it would bring the neighbors over to see who was getting killed. I could feel her long, sharp fingernails digging into my chest as she screamed and ground herself against me.


  I could feel her hot, sticky pussy juice being squeezed out around my cock as it flowed out of her to coat my balls. Watching Nora orgasm was exhilarating as her whole body shook and shuddered. I wished I could see her face but I couldn’t because she had her head thrown back so far.


  I wanted it to last forever for her, but she finally began to relax and the muscles inside her cunt slowly released their choke hold on my peter. As she finished, she slowly collapsed down on my chest, melting against me.


  “Fuck me…” I heard her whisper into my ear. As she lay atop me, I began to hump my cock up into her again, but she stopped me. “You on top,” she murmured.


  Not wanting to take my cock out of her, I wrapped my arms around her and gently rolled her over onto her back. I somehow managed the rollover without dislodging my cock and now I lay on top of her with all nine inches thrust up inside her belly.


  Smiling up at me, she lifted her legs and wrapped her thighs around my waist as I began to slowly pump in and out of the tight, clutching hole between them.


  She locked her ankles and I could feel the sharp tip of one of her high heels tic against my ass every time I pulled back.


  This time I was in control. This was how it should be. “Fuck me Mick, fuck me, Honey,” she weakly told me. I could barely hear her as her lips were pressed against the crook of my neck.


  Then I felt another orgasm rock her as I began to fuck her. I felt myself getting close. Nora was matching me stroke for stroke, her hips rising to match my thrusts and she was making little grunting sounds every time I drove my cock all the way in the hot, clutching tightness between her legs.


  “Gonna—gonna come—” I wheezed out.


  “Yes, Honey, yes, come—” Nora groaned out


  I could feel her legs gripping tighter as the tips of her high heels dug down into my rocking ass. Suddenly she began to shake and shiver as another orgasm spasmed through her cunt. As it did, her pussy clenched down around my pistoning cock and began to squeeze and clutch at it.


  Then a jolt of pure, electric pleasure ripped through my cock as I slammed down into her as deep as I could. As I did, my cock began to buck and spray cum into places inside her that had never known the touch of cum. My cock was spurting cum in places that poor old Bernard could never reach. So deep, he could never touch her there with his wimp dick. I was King and I was claiming Nora as my Queen. This was the most wonderful moment of my entire life. I was a man now and I was making love to the woman I loved. The most beautiful woman in the world. It was the greatest feeling ever.


  “Nora—Nora—I love you so much…” I cried out as my spurting, spewing cock continued to twitch and jerk down inside her hot, cum-filled cunt.


  “Mick…” she sobbed, her lips finding mine as we kissed deep and hard.


  It seemed to go on forever and ever, but at last, as it is with all good things, it came to an end.


  When we finally caught out breath, I eased back and slowly pulled my shrinking cock from her overflowing pussy. It was covered with the thick frothy concoction we had just created by our adulterous debauchery. Almost as if to remind us of our flagrant act of immorality, a long, creamy strand of cum dangled from the head of my cock, dripping back down to gaping wound it had left behind.


  Laying there with her legs still spread, she looked so exposed and vulnerable. Her pussy looked so beautiful. I remembered how beautiful it was when I had first seen it. But now, it was even more awesome. Now it was covered with cum. MY CUM! And there was even more still oozing out of the gaping slit between the puffy, cum-drenched lips.


  Nora had a dazed, disorientated look on her pretty face as she lay looking up at me.


  “I think that was the best one I’ve ever had,” she murmured as I crawled up beside her.


  “I know that it was the best one I’ve ever had,” I grinned down at her as I snuggled up next to her. “I’ll never forget it…”


  As we lay basking in the warm, happy afterglow of our lovemaking, Nora lazily turned and looked over at the clock sitting on the nightstand.


  “Oh, goodness, it’s been three hours. I didn’t think it had been that long—” she fussed, pushing up onto her butt and making her grand boobs flounder and flop. “We’d better get dressed, or you need to go to your room. Tim might be home anytime now.”


  “I told him that we were going to play some cards. You wanna do that?” I asked her, not wanting to leave her as I swung my legs off the bed and stood up. Like a penitent child, my big, limp cock was now limply hanging down between my legs, jiggling and twitching with my every move.


  Stepping around the end of the bed, I watched Nora push back up onto her high heels beside the bed. I couldn’t resist the temptation to give her one last kiss before our night of debauchery was over.


  “This was the best night of my life, Nora. I’ll never forget it…” I murmured, wrapping her in my arms and pulling her against me. Crushing her wondrous tits between us, I found her lips with mine and gave her a deep, tongue-probing kiss. As I pulled her against me, her hand found my wilted peter and gave it a rough squeeze.


  “I wish we had more time…” she softly purred when we finally broke off the kiss.


  “Me, too,” I grinned, letting go of her and reaching down to my puddled pants and shorts. As I pulled my shorts and pants on, I saw that Nora was slipping into the same little house robe she had been wearing that first night.


  Once we were dressed again, she spread her robe open to bare her quivering giants. Grabbing hold of my hands, she lifted them up and thrust them against her soft, quivering breasts. Taking my cue, I began to clutch and paw the precious treasures as she gave me a deep, tongue-filled kiss. As we kissed, her hands curled around my butt and she pulled my rapidly-hardening cock against her concealed pussy.


  Breathing hard, Nora finally broke the kiss, stepped back and grabbed hold of my hand.


  “Come on and let’s play some cards,” she giggled, squeezing my hand as she tugged me down the hallway toward the kitchen.


  Sitting down, she grabbed up the cards and quickly dealt out a hand. Then she spread open her robe so that I could feast my hungry eyes on her wondrous breasts while we played. I loved watching the way they quivered and jiggled with every tiny move she made.


  I was so fuzzy-headed with love for Nora I couldn’t think straight, but I think we played a couple of hands before we heard Tim clomping across the porch.


  Giving me a little smile and wink, Nora grabbed her robe and jerked it closed just before Tim came walking into the kitchen.


  “Still at it?” Tim asked as he made his way toward the refrigerator.


  “Yes. How was your date?” I heard Nora ask him.


  “Great…how was yours?” Tim joked back.


  “Fabulous…Mick and I had a grand time. Didn’t we, Honey?” she smiled at me as I felt the toe of her shoe rub against my leg.


  “Uh, yeah, uh, Mrs. Bates, uh, we had a great time,” I stammered out. This was crazy. Not thirty minutes earlier we’d been in the middle of Nora’s bed and I’d been fucking her brains out and now we were acting like nothing had happened.


  “Playing cards all night long doesn’t sound that thrilling to me,” Tim said as he poured himself a glass of milk.


  “Oh, it can be if you play your cards right,” I heard her fire back at her son.


  “Well, I don’t think I could stand that much excitement,” he grinned back at her. “I think I’m going to hit the sack.”


  “Night-night-” she told him as he went walking by us on his way back to his room.


  “Night, Mom, Mick,” I heard him say as he disappeared down the hallway.


  The rest of the night was anticlimactic. We played a couple of more hands of cards and then declared the night officially over with a long, passionate kiss.


  I slept like a baby and awoke feeling like I was the king of the world. And Nora was my queen. But my day was ruined when Bernard called and told Nora that he would be up on Tuesday. And to cap it off, Tim had, had a fight with his girlfriend and spent the day moping around the house, preventing anything else from happening between me and Nora.


  ~~~


  Tuesday afternoon Bernard arrived. My whole attitude had changed. I was so crazy in love with Nora, I hated Bernard. He wasn’t deserving of having a beautiful wife like Nora. Short, fat, and balding, the little gnome had a personality that would have been trying even to a saint. Or maybe it was just because of the way Nora doted on him, laughing at all his crude, foul-mouthed jokes, hanging on his every word as if it were some New Testament right out of the Bible, and trying to please him.


  It was the most miserable week of my life as Nora ignored me and spent her every waking moment with the little ogre. Every day, Bernard would take her down to the beach and show her off like she was his prize heifer. Sitting in his beach chair puffing on his ever-present cigar, he would parade Nora back and forth between him and the burger stand making her bring him beer after beer and anything else he could think of. Nora was definitely his trophy wife and he wanted the whole world to know it.


  I had even heard a conversation between the two of them over that very subject. I was in the kitchen having a bowl of cereal and Bernard had been sitting on the couch puffing away on his ever-present cigar when I heard Nora come clacking into the room.


  “Why are you wearing that bikini?” I heard him ask her.


  “I thought you liked it, dear,” Nora whined.


  “I want to see some flesh. Go put on the one I bought for you,” Bernard had retorted.


  “Yes, Dear. If that’s what you want,” I heard her meekly say followed by the clop of her high heels on the floor as she headed back for her bedroom. As I sat at the table eating my cereal, I didn’t hear anything for a few minutes, then I heard Nora come clopping back into the living room.


  “Now that’s more like it,” Bernard told her. “Come on and let’s go down to the beach.”


  Then both of them came walking into the kitchen.


  “I didn’t know you were in here, Mick,” Bernard snorted as they both stopped and stood looking at me. I couldn’t believe the bikini that Nora was wearing. It was even skimpier than the one she had been wearing the day we arrived. The tiny triangles covering the tips of her big, beautiful breasts didn’t even fully cover all of her areolas as their rounded edges were protruding out beyond the edges of the black cloth. And the strip of black material covering her nether regions was so narrow, it wouldn’t have even covered her pussy lips if they’d been spread open.


  “So, Mick, old man, what do you think of Nora’s bikini?” I heard Bernard snicker.


  I didn’t know what to say. I was flabbergasted. She might as well have been naked. In fact, I think she would have been less provocative in the buff.


  “Uh, uh, cool,” was all I could mutter as I sat gawking at her.


  “See, he likes it, too,” Bernard snorted, grabbing hold of Nora’s hand. “Come on and let’s go show it off down at the beach.”


  “Yes, Honey…” Nora had timidly murmured as she followed him across the kitchen.


  I couldn’t take my eyes off her quivering, rippling ass as she clopped across the linoleum floor. The back of the bikini was hidden down in the crack of her exquisite ass leaving the cheeks bare and exposed to my leering eyes as I feasted on their rounded perfection. How could he do that, I asked myself. If Nora was my wife, I would keep her all to myself and no other man would ever get to see her dressed like that!


  All week long, while they were down at the beach, I spent my time up at the beach house and when they came back to the house, I would head off to the beach. I just couldn’t stand to see Nora belittled the way he was demeaning her. But she seemed oblivious to it all and did nothing to stop it. It made me sick to the stomach every night when she and the little troll went off to bed. I could only imagine what horrors he was visiting upon her with his vile, little penis.


  Even Tim seemed to cow down to his father, laughing at his jokes and acting like they were the best of pals. I didn’t see how anyone could be pals with such a mean-spirited, egotistical fiend. And unlike the first day, I didn’t hear a word of complaint about the brevity of his mother’s attire. In fact, the way he watched her, I would say that he was enjoying it just as much as I was.


  The week passed like pouring cold molasses out of a bottle. It seemed to last forever and I hated every moment of it. I even felt like calling it off and heading back to the farm, but I didn’t. Somewhere back in my mind, I couldn’t forget that night and there was always the hope that something would happen and Nora would come to her senses. But she didn’t and finally Sunday rolled around and our vacation was over. Well, not really over. Tim was going back with his dad for a week and I was supposed to go help my folks out during that time. Then Tim and his dad were coming back to the beach house and I was going to join them.


  Tim and I had already packed and were ready to leave. Tim was riding back with his father and I was going to head off to the farm for the rest of the summer. Everyone said their good-byes and we went out to our cars. Sitting in my car, I longingly watched Nora’s massive tits jiggling and wriggling as she stood on the porch in her little, string bikini waving good bye.


  As I reached down to start my car, Bernard and Tim drove around me and started off down the road that led into town. Turning back to give Nora one last wave, I was stunned to see that she was quickly making her way down the front walk toward my car.


  Stopping beside my car, she reached in through the window and shoved a note into the pocket of my shirt. Then before I could do anything, she turned and went jiggling and wriggling back up the walk toward the house. Stunned, I sat watching until she disappeared into the house.


  Reaching up, I pulled the note out of my pocket and unfolded it.


  “Drive off and pretend you’re heading to your farm but when they’re out of sight, turn around and come back. I’ll have a surprise waiting for you when you get back…” the note read.


  Shifting into gear, I felt a jolt of excitement spark through my cock as I drove off down the road behind Tim and his father. Was her surprise what I thought it might be, I giddily wondered? Now that Bernard was gone, was she going to welcome me back into her arms? I could only hope, I told myself as I drove along. As Tim and his father continued on into town, I turned off onto the highway that would take me to our farm. Wanting to be sure they didn’t suspect anything, I drove for another couple of minutes before I made a U-turn and headed back for the beach house…and Nora….
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Chapter Two - Returning to the Scene of the Crime


  


  I could barely breathe as I hopefully anticipated what was waiting for me back at the beach house.


  Pulling up in front of the house, I slammed on my brakes and skidded to a gravel-flinging stop. Throwing my door open, I jumped out and dashed up the boardwalk, across the porch and up to the screen door. As I stopped in front of the door, I heard Nora call out from inside the house.


  “Come on in, Honey, the door’s open—”


  With my heart racing, I reached down and jerked the door open. Stepping into the kitchen, I stopped and looked around but there was no Nora.


  “I’m in here…in the living room,” she called out as I went bounding across the kitchen toward the sound of her voice.


  My chin dropped and my eyes bugged out as I stepped out into the living room.


  “Mrs. Bates—” I gasped as I saw Nora standing by the couch looking at me with a quirky look on her pretty face. She had her head slightly turned to the side and had some kind of bolo tie looking thing wrapped around her neck. The tie had a big diamond broach on it and the ends of the cord hung down between her beautiful, bare breasts. And around her tummy, she was wearing a sheer, black garter belt with long, black garters stretching down to her black nylons. To add to her sheer eroticism, she was perched atop a pair of at least five-inch stiletto-spiked high heels. And she wasn’t wearing any panties.


  She had to be the sexiest woman in the world, I giddily thought as my cock immediately sprang to attention down inside my pants.


  “I’m sorry about last week, Honey, but I couldn’t let on anything was going on between us and risk Bernard finding out about it,” she said as she slowly clacked across the room toward me seductively rolling her hips, swishing them from side to side for my viewing pleasure. Her big, perfect tits softly jiggled and bobbled with each mincing step she took until she was standing directly in front of me. “I’ll make it up to you…wait and see,” she whispered, reaching down and rubbing my cock through my pants.


  “Oh, my, he’s already hard,” she softly cooed, gently groping me with one hand while she slowly unzipped my pants with her other hand. Then as I stood watching her in a dazed stupor, she unbuttoned my pants and spread them open. As she dug her thumbs under the waistband of my shorts and pants, she leaned against me crushing her spectacular tits against my chest while she began to push my pants and shorts down my legs.


  Before I knew it, I was standing in front of Nora with my pants wrapped around my knees and my big, hard cock waving in the air above them.


  “He’s such an impatient one,” she smiled, wrapping both hands around the shaft of my cock and slowly kneeling down onto her knees in front of me. As she stood on her knees staring at my cock, I could see that even with both of her hands wrapped around the shaft, there was still a good two or so inches of shaft and its big, plum-sized head sticking out above her hands.


  “Yeah…” I wheezed, clutching hold of her dark brown hair in my hands and pulling her head toward my twitching cock.


  Bending my cock out from my belly, she leaned down over it and placed a long, lingering kiss right on the goo-covered tip of my cock head. Then she slowly twirled her little, pink tongue around the head of my cock to lick away the coating of slippery goop that was seeping out of the slit in its tip. “Mmmmmm, tasty…” she murmured just before her lips descended down around the big, purple head of my cock.


  “Unnnnnnnnhhh…” I groaned out, letting go of her hair and cupping my hands around the back of her head. Pushing down on her head, I watched her full, red lips slowly sink down onto the shaft of my cock. She continued to suck and pull on my cock with her lips as they brushed up against the top of her fisted hands. Then I felt the bottom hand let go of my cock and slip down under my big balls. As her lips slurped and her fisted hand jerked up and down the shaft and I felt her give my balls a gentle squeeze.


  Then suddenly, she jerked her mouth off my cock and dropped down on her all fours on the floor in front of me. As she did, she spun around on her knees to face away from me.


  “Fuck me, Mick—fuck me with your big, fucking cock—” she panted, lowering her head and shoulder down onto the floor and wiggling her beautiful ass from side to side as she spread her long legs apart to open herself to me.


  Dropping to my knees behind her, I grabbed hold of my cock and lifted it up to her wet, seeping pussy. Slowly swabbing the big bloated head of my cock up and down the drooling gash, I lubricated it with the hot juices oozing out of her. When it seemed lubed enough, I slowly pushed into her, watching as her gorged pussy lips swallowed my cock. Then I began to work my hips back and forth, pushing in a little deeper on every thrust.


  “God, I missed your big cock,” Nora groaned out, thrusting back at me and trying to get even more cock into her hungry cunt.


  Pumping my cock in and out of the hot, sucking hole, I marveled at the tanned perfection of her smooth, round ass. I couldn’t resist the urge to slap it.


  Swinging my open left hand down against the smooth skin of her left ass cheek, I heard a loud “Smack” when it struck.


  “What th—” I heard Nora gasp as she jumped in surprise, jerking forward and almost dislodging my cock.


  Staring down at the mottled red hand print on her left ass cheek, I brought my right hand down on her right cheek where it landed with a loud “Smack.”


  “Why are you spanking me,” I heard Nora whine over her shoulder.


  “You were a bad, little girl for letting that vile, little man fuck you,” I growled, bringing my right hand back down on her ass.


  I looked down at her face and I could see that her eyes were tightly clenched like she was fighting back tears. “Yes, I deserve a spanking. I was a very naughty, little girl. Spank me, Mick, spank me,” she wept.


  “Smack”, “Smack”, “Smack”, “Smack”, “Smack”, “Smack”, went my hands as I brought them down on her quivering ass cheeks alternating the blows between them.


  I couldn’t explain the sudden surge of power I felt over her. I still loved her with all my heart, but I felt betrayed. I wanted her to pay somehow for cheating on me, even if the cheating was with her own husband.


  “Repent, Bitch. Repent for your sins—” I growled, hammering my cock into her cunt as hard and deep as I could on every tooth-rattling stroke.


  “Yes—Yes—I repent—I repent—” she cried as the smacking sound was now coming from my belly slapping up against her ass, not my hands as I pounded into her with a vengeance.


  Staring down at her red, mottled ass cheeks, I suddenly felt an urge to humiliate her even more.


  Reaching down to her ass, I dug my thumbs down into the soft, quivering flesh and pulled the cheeks apart.


  Holding the cheeks of her ass apart, I moved one of my thumbs over to the little circle of darkened flesh between them. Poking and probing at the fluted circle, I positioned my thumb on the center of the opening and pressed down.


  As my thumb began to spread the furrowed ring of tightly-clenched muscles, I heard a soft moan escape from Nora’s lips.


  Then all of a sudden I felt the little ring of muscles give way and my thumb popped down into her hot, little asshole.


  Surprised and a little disappointed, I saw that Nora didn’t seem the least bit humiliated. In fact, she seemed to enjoy it as I pounded into her with my cock and wiggled my thumb around inside her hot ass.


  “Ummmmmmmm…” she murmured, leaning back and thrusting herself back at my cock and thumb. Pushing my thumb down into her ass all the way up to the last knuckle, I began to work it in and out of Nora’s tight asshole in rhythm with the pounding her pussy was taking from my cock.


  I’d never felt such a feeling of power and domination over Nora before. Then again, this was only the second time I’d fucked her.


  “God I love your fucking cock,” she moaned.


  “More than you love Bernard’s little noodle?” I snarled.


  “Yes, a hundred times more. A thousand times more. A million times more,” she cried out. “No one can satisfy me like you can.”


  Still working my cock and thumb in and out of her pussy and ass, I reached down under her and found her clit with my finger.


  “Oh, God, Mick, you’re going to make me come—” she blathered out as I felt the muscles in her tight, little cunt begin to squeeze down around my pistoning cock. Then she shoved herself back up onto her hands and knees as her head came flying back and her back bowed. Nora lurched back against me as a long, choking gasp escaped from her lips. Her ass began to jerk and twitch as I felt the ring of muscles encircling her asshole dilating and contracting around my thumb. As Nora came, I felt a gush of her hot juice spew out onto my dangling balls while I held my cock thrust deep inside her spasming, convulsing cunt.


  Unfortunately, my week of frustration and the way her pussy was sucking and pulling on my embedded cock took its toll and I felt a jolt of pleasure rip through it as it began to twitch and spurt.


  “Ohhhh, Godddddd-” Nora screamed out as her orgasm grew even more intense and forceful.


  Feeling somehow cheated by the fact that I had blown my load far before I was ready to quit fucking her, I pulled my thumb out of her ass but kept my cock buried up inside her cunt. Then as it began to slowly shrink, I began to fuck her with it again. After a few moments, I felt the retreat begin to reverse itself as my cock began to swell and harden down inside the tight clutch of her cum-filled cunt.


  “Ummmmmm…” she murmured out, clutching and squeezing at my pistoning cock making the return to full erection even faster.


  I began to fuck Nora with slow, deep strokes as she rocked back and forth on her knees thrusting herself back at me. I don’t know how long we fucked, but it had to be more than half an hour as I fucked Nora through six long agonizing orgasms before I came again deep inside her pussy…


  “Damn, Mick, nobody can make me come like you do. I think I’ve had more orgasms this morning than I have in the last ten years,” she told me as I leaned back and slowly eased my rapidly wilting cock out of her overflowing cunt.


  Pushing up onto her stilettos, she looked down and smiled at me.


  “You look sort of silly like that,” she softly giggled as I stood on my knees with my pants and shorts still wrapped around my legs and my limp, drained cock lifelessly dangling down between them. “Why don’t you just take them off? You won’t need them since it’s only the two of us here now.”


  Grinning, I pushed up onto my feet. Bending down, hopping around on one foot, I pushed my pants and shorts off over one shoe and then repeated the process for the other leg. Then I toed my loafers off, reached down and pulled my tee shirt up over my head to bare my muscular chest.


  “There, that’s much better,” she smiled, reaching down and giving my dangling cock a flick. “You must be hungry after all your hard work. Would you like a sandwich?”


  “I would hardly call it work, but sure, I’ll have a sandwich,” I told her.


  “Well, come on then,” she softly laughed, taking my hand in hers and tugging me toward the kitchen.


  Admiring the way her sexy, little ass jiggled and rippled as she walked, I followed her into the kitchen.


  “Have a seat,” she told me as she let go of my hand and swished over to the refrigerator.


  “So tell me, Mick, how many orgasms have is the most you’ve had in one day?” she asked me as she bent down to get something out of the bottom of the refrigerator. As I admired the perfect roundness of her ass, I saw her spread her legs to bare the oozing, cum-splattered gash just below the swell of her ass cheeks. Then I saw her peek around her shoulder to see if I was looking at her.


  “Well?” she giggled.


  “Uh, three, uh, or, uh, four I think,” I blushed. I don’t know why I blushed because I had just finished fucking her so how could a simple question about the most times I’d ever come in one day embarrass me?


  “Well, it looks like you’re off to a new record day today,” she laughed. “Eleven o’clock and you’ve already shot off twice…and I have plans for many, many more of those before this day is over.”


  “Uh, cool,” I muttered, enamored with the way her big tits were bobbling as she went about making my sandwich.


  “Well, here you go,” she said, sliding the plate with the sandwich in front of me. “I’m going to lie down while you finish eating. Feel free to join me when you finish.”


  “Sure thing,” I told her, watching her tight, little ass jiggle and wriggle as she clopped across the kitchen. I was a little taken aback as she left me all alone to finish my sandwich. As enamored as I was with her, I didn’t want to let her out of my sight, but this was going to be a week to remember so I put my jealousy aside for the moment.


  It was about that time that I came to the conclusion that maybe Nora just might be a nymphomaniac. What was the term for a male nymphomaniac, I wondered. I couldn’t think of one, but I knew that whatever the term was, I had to fall in that group. Nora and I seemed to be a match made in heaven.


  Finished eating, I sat slowly stroking my cock back to hardness wondering what I ought to do to Nora next. Then the picture of her perfect, round ass popped into my head. Would she let me do her there, too, I wondered? Just the thought of sticking my cock in that tight, little hole had it hard in a heartbeat. Why not, I asked myself. She had seemed to enjoy my thumb being shoved down in her asshole. Well, let’s go find out. Even if she turned anal down, there was still her pussy, her mouth and her plans for many, many more orgasms I grinned to myself as I went strolling back to her bedroom.


  Stepping into her bedroom, I saw that Nora was lying on her belly atop the covers of her bed. She was still wearing her garter belt and hose, but her stiletto heels now lay on the floor beside the bed. Maybe it was my new fixation on her ass, but the way she was laying, it seemed that her beautiful, little butt was begging to be fucked. She hadn’t even taken the time to clean off the remnants of our first fucking and I could see my dried cum on her thighs. Who could blame her for not cleaning up because even if she had, I was just going to put more there, I laughed to myself.


  The way she was lying, her head was only a few inches from the edge of the bed, so I decided that a little cock sucking might be in order first. Walking over to the bed, I stood beside it and slowly rubbed the big, purple head of my prick across her full, red lips. Nora sleepily opened her eyes and looked up at me. Then smiling, she gave the head of my cock a soft kiss before sucking it into her mouth.


  I let her suck and pull on my cock with her mouth for a while as I studied her sweet, little ass.


  There wasn’t any hint of bikini lines on the smooth, bronze skin indicating that Nora must have done a lot of her sunbathing in the nude. The object of my new obsession was now hidden down in the crack between the perfect, round globes of bronzed perfection.


  Reaching down, I lovingly brushed my fingers over the soft, smooth skin of her ass.


  “So pretty…” I murmured, slowly running my finger down the crack of her ass. Then as my finger brushed across her asshole, I felt her gently push her ass back against my probing finger.


  As I gently tickled and fingered the rubbery, little opening, I felt her lips back down off my cock. Looking down at her face, I saw that she was looking back up at me.


  “You want to fuck me there…don’t you?” she softly asked me as she pushed back at my probing finger.


  I didn’t know what to tell her. What if I told her that I did? Would it make her mad? What if she said no and told me to leave?


  “What if I did? Would it make you mad?” I asked her, circling the tip of my finger around the puckered ring of flesh.


  She paused, looking up at me with a subservient look of submission on her pretty face. “No…but you would have to be very gentle. You’re so much bigger than Bernard,” she finally said.


  So I wouldn’t be the first to have her beautiful ass. Bernard had apparently visited it before.


  “Bernard does it to you there?” I softly asked, probing a little harder.


  “Yes…it seems to be the only way he wants to do it anymore,” she said, reaching out and pulling open the drawer in the nightstand.


  “What about him just wanted to do it missionary…like you said?”


  “Yeah, that’s right…when he’s not fucking my ass—” she softly complained.


  As I looked over at the drawer she had pulled out, I saw that it was filled with all sorts of sex toys and several tubes of lubricant. “Use one of these…”


  “Uh, one of the toys…uh, or the lube?” I dumbly asked.


  “The lube, Silly,” she giggled.


  Reaching down into the drawer, I pulled out one of the tubes that had the words “ANAL EAZE” emblazoned across it in big, bold letters. There was little doubt what the gel inside was meant for I told myself as I twisted the big, white cap off.


  With the tube in my hand I crawled onto the bed and up between Nora’s outstretched legs. Squeezing out a gob of the gel onto my finger, I reached down with my other hand and gently spread the cheeks of her beautiful ass apart.


  “Gentle…” I heard Nora murmur as she spread her legs wider apart.


  Reaching down, I began gently massaging the ointment into the little puckered rosebud.


  Another soft murmur drifted back to my ears as I felt Nora pushing up against my finger.


  I could see that the little ring of furrowed flesh was glistening with the gel as I squeezed out more of the goo onto my middle and index fingers. Then I placed them on the center of the puckered opening and slowly began to push, feeling her tight hole resisting against the incursion of my fingers. Then as I pushed harder, I felt the muscles relax and my fingers went sliding down into her ass.


  “Gentle…” I heard her whimper as I stretched the rubbery opening with my fingers and spread more of the goo around inside her ass.


  I continued to spread the slippery goo around and inside her asshole for at least a minute as she continued to push back at my probing fingers. Finally, she was as lubricated as she was going to get, so I pulled my fingers back out of her asshole. I watched as her crinkled, little hole closed back down on itself after my fingers left it. It was now glistening with its coating of gel as I squeezed out another big dollop of the stuff in the palm of my hand. Slowly stroking my rock-hard cock, I spread the slippery goo all over it.


  “Why are you taking so long?” I heard Nora ask as she lay with her cheek resting on the covers.


  “I’m just putting some on my cock, too,” I told her. “I don’t want to hurt you…”


  “Oh…” she whimpered.


  Finishing with my cock, I tossed the tube down on the bed and wiped my hands on the covers. My heart was racing as I reached down and wrapped my hands around her hips.


  “Wait,” I heard her say as she pushed up onto her hands and knees. Then she bent her legs and pulled them up under her as she leaned down over them. With her long legs tucked under her, her belly was resting on her thighs and her knees were brushing against her big, dangling tits. She was almost bent in two as she wiggled her hot, little ass and offered her lubed anus to me.


  “Now…” she softly whispered.


  Spreading the cheeks of her ass with the fingers of one hand, I grasped hold of the shaft of my lubed cock and lifted its evil, barbed head up to the puckered opening. Resting the tapered tip of my cock on the tight, little sphincter I began to push. At first the opening resisted, but as I pushed harder, I felt it stretch and expand to accept me. Staring down at it, I watched as the darkened band of flesh shrunk away from cock until it was almost invisible as the head of my dick spread it open wider and wider.


  “Gentle…” Nora murmured gently pushing back against me.


  Then all of a sudden, the head of my cock popped inside her. She groaned as I penetrated her and her tight, little asshole locked down around the shaft just below the flared crown of my cock head.


  “So fucking big…feels like you’re splitting me in two,” she complained into the covers.


  I was patient. I knew there was no reason to rush as I stood behind her allowing her delicate, little asshole get used to having my big cock in it.


  At last, I felt her start to push her hips back to take more of my cock inside her ass.


  “Slow…” she groaned out. Now that she was ready to take more, I began to push again. I pushed in slowly until I had half of my cock inside her ass. Then I pulled back and began to slowly fuck her ass easing more and more cock into her ass with each penetrating thrust.


  After about five minutes, she was able to take all nine inches without whimpering.


  Holding onto her hips, I steadily fucked her beautiful ass. I loved fucking Nora’s ass. While it wasn’t wet and slippery like her cunt, it was incredibly hot and tight. Her moans of pain were changing in tone and texture to soft, murmuring whimpers of pleasure. She seemed to be actually enjoying it as she rocked back and forth, pushing against me and taking me up to the hilt on every deep, pounding stroke.


  As I hammered her ass, I reached down under her and found her clit. Roughly rubbing it, I heard Nora murmur out her appreciation.


  “Yessssss—” she hissed out as her ass began to jerk back and forth faster. I could see the muscles in her back starting to tighten and tense up.


  Was she going to come, I frantically wondered? Could she come while she was getting it in the ass? I didn’t think that was possible. Sweat was pouring down my chest, coating my stomach as it wetly slapped up against the quivering, rippling cheeks of Nora’s delightful ass. I was euphoric and I could feel the burn growing down inside my flopping balls. I wanted to come in her ass so bad, but first I wanted to see if I could bring her to orgasm.


  Nora was making soft groaning sounds as the muscles in her back tensed tighter and tighter. I couldn’t hold back much longer—


  Then all of a sudden, Nora’s head flew back and she let out a loud, shrieking scream.


  “Fuck—I’m cominggggg—” she shrieked out at the top of her lungs as her back arched and her whole body began shake and shiver. Jerking her back against me, I sent my primed cock plunging as deep as I could inside her tight, hot ass. Then my cock exploded and begin to spurt out thick, gummy wads of cum into Nora’s rectum.


  “Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, oh, fuck—” Nora cursed as she shoved her ass against me and took my offering of cum deep in her ass. “So hot—cum so hot—”


  I lost track of time as my cock continued to spurt and spit out its frothy load into Nora’s ass until at last it was empty.


  “That was fucking fantastic,” I muttered, leaning down and giving Nora a kiss on the sweaty nape of her neck.


  Easing back, I slowly pulled my cock out of her stretched opening. Looking down at her ass, I watched as the little dark circle slowly began to close back down on itself. As it did, I saw a little stream of frothy white foam ooze out of it and drip down onto the bed between her legs just as the opening closed.


  Dropping onto the bed beside her, I watched her stretch out her long legs and roll over onto her back.


  “Never…I’ve never been able to come doing it that way,” she murmured, leaning over and giving me a kiss on the lips. “That was the first time…ever.”


  My heart swelled up with a sense of pride and accomplishment. I’d done something her wimp of a husband who thought he was such hot shit couldn’t do. Maybe it had something to do with the size of his equipment I egotistically thought.


  I was ecstatic. I had everything in the world a horny, nineteen-year-old guy could ever want. I had the most beautiful woman in the world at my beck and call. I had all the head, pussy, and ass a boy could ever want for a whole week. And I was in love…


  ~~~


  “Nora, I love you so much,” I murmured, pulling her to me and giving her a long, probing kiss.


  Nora lay snuggled up against me, her head on my shoulder, her arm draped across my chest, a long, shapely leg laying across mine as she fumbled with my limp cock. It was Friday and Bernard was returning tomorrow so today would have to last me for a week.


  “Do you love me, Nora?” I asked her, reaching across my chest and finding one of her nipples with my fingers.


  She didn’t answer for the longest time as I gently tweaked the big, puffy nipple back to hardness.


  “I don’t know, Mick,” she whispered. “I feel something for you, I just don’t know if it’s love or not. Give me some time to sort everything out…and when I do, I’ll let you know. Okay?”


  “No hurry,” I told her, pinching her swollen nipple a little harder. “I’m not going anywhere.”


  Basking in the happy afterglow of my orgasm, I felt myself drifting off. I don’t know how long I slept but I was awakened by the feel of something warm and wet on my cock.


  Slowly opening my eyes I saw that Nora was bent over me with my cock in her mouth. Reaching down, I ran my fingertips down her long, graceful back. I don’t know how long she had been working on my cock, but it was semi-hard and struggling to regain full hardness as her lips and mouth sucked and pulled on it. Then she let my cock slip out of her mouth as she pushed up onto her knees beside me.


  “I didn’t think you were ever going to wake up,” she murmured, working her hands up and down my thick, spit-covered cock.


  “Well, I’m awake now,” I grinned, cupping one of her breasts and tweaking the big, puffy nipple sticking out of its darkened tip.


  “I can see,” she softly laughed, squeezing harder as my cock continued to respond to her stroking hands.


  She finally let go of my cock and rolled over onto her back.


  “I need to be fucked again, Mick…” she whispered, throwing her legs out and opening herself to me as her hand flew down and found her jutting clit. “Fuck me, Mick…”


  I rolled over between her legs, thrust into her and drove my cock up to the hilt in one deep, penetrating thrust.


  “Yessssss—” she hissed, kicking her feet up into the air and driving her round heels into my ass. “Fuck me, Mick—fuck me—”


  This was definitely fucking, I told myself as I pounded into her with crazed abandon. It couldn’t be called making love because of the ferocity and savagery of the attack.


  After about fifteen minutes of fucking both of our sweaty bodies glistened wetly in the afternoon sunlight. I could feel the muscles in Nora’s cunt tightening around my cock as it pistoned in and out of the clutching warmth. She was going to come again, I giddily thought.


  “Oh…oh…I’m, I’m…Oh, Goddddd—” Nora screamed out as her whole body went stiff while she strained up against me.


  Just then the door came bursting open.


  “Mom, are you—OH MY GOD—” I heard Tim gasp. Jerking my head around, I saw that he was standing in the doorway gawking at us in open-mouthed shock.


  Nora was shocked out of her orgasm as her eyes flew open and she wrenched around to look at her son.


  “Timmm—” I heard her gasp as she stared at him in stunned disbelief.


  The whole world came to a shuddering stop as the three of us stared at each other in stunned silence.


  Still staring at Tim, I finally found enough courage to slowly back my juice-slathered cock back out of Nora’s pussy. Rolling off her, I jerked the covers up over us as Tim continued to gawk at us.


  “Mother—what—” was all Tim was able to choke out. He looked like he was having an apoplectic fit as his face was purple and he seemed to be having difficulty breathing.


  “Tim, what are you doing home?” I heard Nora whimper as she lay with the covers pulled all the way up to her chin.


  “I—I came back to see Susan,” he muttered. “Mick, how could you? My mother?”


  I saw that I was now the main culprit in Tim’s eyes as he seemed to have shifted most of the burden of guilt from his mother onto me.


  “I don’t know…it just sort of happened, I guess,” I muttered feeling more than a little self-conscious and even having a few pangs of guilt.


  “Mom, how could you?” Tim angrily asked.


  “I’m sorry, Timmy. I didn’t do this to hurt you,” she sobbed, tears running down her cheeks and dripping off her chin onto the covers below.


  “But why?” Tim asked, slowly walking toward the bed. “What about Dad? Don’t you love him anymore?”


  “It’s complicated, Tim,” Nora murmured as Tim stopped beside the bed and stood glaring down at her. “And yes, I still love your father…”


  That admission tore through my heart like a dagger. She had never gotten around to explaining her feelings for me, but she could still declare her love for Bernard. I suddenly found myself getting that same sick, queasy feeling I had gotten every night that Nora had sneaked off to bed with the little troll.


  “Do you love Mick, too?” Tim asked.


  What was Tim getting at, I wondered as he stood looking down at his mother? I couldn’t decipher the look on his face. It looked like a cross between love and revulsion, but I really couldn’t tell.


  “I don’t know, Tim. Like I said, it’s complicated,” Nora told him, staring up at him with her big, tear-rimmed eyes.


  “Do you love me, Mom?” Tim asked her.


  “Of course. You know I do,” Nora gushed, reaching out and wrapping her arms around Tim’s waist and pulling him against her. As she held him I saw the look on her face turn from a look of guilt to one of panic and disbelief. Then she unwrapped her arms and slowly leaned back away from him as her unbelieving eyes dropped down to the evident bulge in the front of Tim’s pants.


  “Tim—” she gasped, tearing her eyes off his crotch and looking into his eyes.


  It was rather easy to see that Tim had an erection as the contour of his rock-hard cock was outlined and jutting against his pants.


  “I’m sorry, Mom, but…” Tim murmured, reaching up to the top button on his shirt and pushing it through its hole.


  “Tim—what?” Nora whimpered as another look of panic flashed across her eyes. “What are you doing?


  “You-you let Dad and you-you let Mick. Now I-I want-I want you, too,” Tim choked out as his fingers continued to pluck at the buttons running down the front of his shirt.


  “But-but you’re my son, Tim,” Nora whimpered. “We-you-no, we can’t…” she wept. “That would be incest.”


  “You let everyone else. Why not me?” Tim accused, his fingers now working on the button on the waist band of his pants.


  “You know why-” Nora cried. “We can’t-you’re my son for God’s sake.”


  “What would Dad do if he knew about you and Mick?” Tim softly threatened.


  “No, no, no, you wouldn’t-” she gasped, watching Tim slowly unzip his pants.


  “Wouldn’t I? Doesn’t Dad have a right to know that his wife is sleeping around…and with a guy half his age? I think Dad has a right to know that he’s being cuckolded,” Tim coldly smiled as his pants went rustling down his legs to land in a puddle around his ankles.


  “Please, Timmy, don’t do this—” Nora sobbed, staring down at the outline of Tim’s rock-hard penis jutting out against his cotton jockey shorts. “It’s so wrong, Honey-so wrong.”


  “As wrong as adultery, Mother?” he asked easing his thumbs down under the waistband of his jockey shorts.


  “Worse,” Nora sobbed. “Much worse—”


  “I don’t think that Dad would think so,” Tim said as he began to slowly push his short down his hips.


  “Timmy, please…” Nora begged watching Tim’s shorts ease down off his hard, stiff cock.


  I seemed to be forgotten as the melodrama played out before my eyes. It was crazy, but Tim seemed intent on fucking his beautiful mother. Not that I could blame him.


  Tim’s cock was so hard and stiff, it was jutting straight up in the air, its barbed head rubbing against his belly as he pushed his shorts down his legs and stepped out of them. Nora was staring down at it as if it were some kind of evil serpent that was about to strike her as it slowly twitched and ticked in beat with her son’s heartbeat.


  “Timmy…” I heard her murmur as Tim slowly reached down to the bed sheet covering her. “Please, don’t, Honey, please…”


  Grasping hold of the bed sheet, Tim started pulling on it, trying to pull it down off his mother. Nora resisted clutching hold of the sheet in her fisted hands. She successfully deterred him for several seconds, but suddenly Tim ripped it out of her hands and jerked it down to expose her naked body.


  “No, Timmy—” Nora groaned as one arm flew up to cover her breasts and her other hand flew down the cover the “Y” of her belly.


  “Mother, I really don’t want to tell Dad,” Tim whispered, reaching down and grasping hold of her arm. I could see the muscles in Nora’s arm harden as she resisted. Then the muscles slowly relaxed and Tim lifted her arm up off the flattened mountains on her chest. I was surprised to see how swollen and hard Nora’s nipples were.


  What was going on, I asked myself as I watched Tim grasp hold of his mother’s other arm and lift it to bare the dark tuft of curls covering the tip of Nora’s flat belly.


  I saw that the look of defiance she had first had, had faded into a look of submissive surrender as Tim gently pushed her legs apart and slowly ran his fingers up the fleshy rift between them. Then I saw her long legs slowly spread themselves wider apart all on their own with no help from Tim.


  She’s given up, I told myself as I watched Tim stick out his middle finger and slowly ease it down in between his mother’s juice-covered pussy lips.


  “Does that feel good, Mother?” Tim whispered as he slowly worked his finger in and out of her the gooey hole.


  “Timmy…” Nora whimpered as tears began to stream down her cheeks.


  “Don’t cry, Mother. I won’t hurt you…” Tim told her as he reached up wiped at the tears with the back of his fingers.


  “But Timmy—” she blubbered out.


  “Touch it, Mother. Touch it with your fingers. See how hard you’ve made it—” Tim said, lifting her hand and leading it over to his hard, jutting cock.


  “Timmy…” Nora wept as Tim held her hand pressed against his twitching cock.


  “See how hard it is, Mother. Think how good it will feel inside your hot, little pussy,” Tim leered, spreading out her fingers and wrapping her hand around his cock.


  Expecting Nora to jerk her hand away the moment Tim let go of it, I was surprised when she didn’t. Then I saw her fingers tighten down around her son’s jutting cock as she began to slowly stroke it.


  “Yeah—Mom, like that,” Tim manically giggled reaching down and thrusting his fingers back inside his mother’s drooling cunt.


  It was insane, I told myself as I lay watching Tim finger-fucking his mother while she whacked him off.


  Shoving my hand down under the cover I found my own cock. While it had lost some of its hardness, it still retained enough for me to stroke it back to life.


  Finally, Tim pulled his fingers out of his mother’s pussy and lifted them up to his mouth. Sticking them in between his lips, he slowly sucked them clean with his tongue.


  “Ummmm, so tasty, Mother,” he grinned down at her. Then as she lay looking back up at him with her big, brown eyes, Tim lifted his knee up onto the edge of the bed. As he started to crawl up on the bed, I saw Nora’s legs slap together.


  “Oh, come on, Mother. I know you want it,” Tim sneered down at her. “Admit it, Mother. Tell me how much you want my cock.”


  Leaning down over her feet, Tim grasped hold of her ankles and roughly pulled her legs apart again. “Tell me, Mother…” he snickered, shuffling up between her legs on his knees.


  “Yes, damn it, I want it,” Nora cursed.


  Then he leaned down over her and flicked out his tongue. Dropping his face down just above her wet, oozing cunt, he licked his tongue up between the lips of her pussy, up across her clit, and up through the little nest of curls covering the tip of her belly. Keeping his tongue out, he continued licking up over her trembling belly and onto one of her big, quivering breasts. Licking his tongue around the big, rubbery nipple sticking out of its center, he circled it several times before kissing down into the cleavage between her breasts and up onto her other breast. Then he tickled and teased its nipple for several moments before he kissed up onto his mother’s long, slender neck.


  As he kissed up his mother’s neck, the head of his stiff cock nudged up against the lips of her pussy.


  “Timmy…” I heard Nora groan out as I watched Timmy grasp hold of his cock and seat the rounded tip of it head down in the juice-smeared slit between her fat, gorged pussy lips. Then as Tim kissed up her throat and onto her chin, I watched his cock slowly disappear down inside his mother’s cunt.


  “Motherrrrr—” Tim growled out as his lips found hers and he thrust his tongue into her mouth. Now his cock was buried all the way up to its hairy hilt down inside the clutching heat of his mother’s pussy. I could almost feel Nora’s tight cunt clutching down around Timmy’s buried cock as Timmy continued to grunt and thrust his cock into her.


  So much for defiance, I sickly thought as I watched Nora’s hands fly down to her son’s clenched ass and dig her long nails in to pull him even deeper inside her pussy.


  “Oh, God, Timmy-Timmy-Timmy—” I heard her grovel out as their lips parted and Timmy drew his hips back for a second thrust.


  Then Timmy began to snort and grunt like a stuck pig, pounding his cock into her as hard and deep as he could on every plunging stroke. I knew that Timmy wouldn’t last long going at the rate he was going as his mother matched him thrust for thrust.


  “Oh, Baby, oh, Timmy, oh, Timmy—” Nora babbled out as she was hunching back at her son so hard, her beautiful, little ass was lifting off the bed on every thrust.


  As I lay watching, I could feel the bed shaking while I heard the creaking groan of the bedsprings and the sick, wet slaps of their bodies smacking together echoing back off the walls. Nora was making soft, little mewing sounds as her hands flitted all over Tim’s back and butt. Her legs were splayed out to the side but her feet were arched and the backs of her ankles were hooked around behind the backs of Tim’s thighs. She was pulling on him with her legs to add to the impetus of his driving thrusts as he plunged into her over and over again.


  “Mother—Mother—Oh, God-Motherrrrrr—” Tim suddenly gasped out as his back bowed and his ass jerked forward to send his cock down into Nora’s cunt as deep as it would go.


  “Yes-yes-yes-Baby—” Nora babbled as I saw the muscles in her legs harden and strain while she pulled her son into her. Then her head flew back and her whole body began to shiver and strain up against Tim while Tim’s ass began to clench and jerk.


  “Commminnngggg…” Nora groaned out as she held onto Tim for dear life.


  Finally, I saw the muscles in Nora’s long legs begin to relax and then they flopped down onto the bed beside Tim’s calves. The thrusting jerks of Tim’s ass were growing weaker and weaker as the muscles in his ass began to soften.


  Then Tim pushed up on his arms and looked down into her mother’s teary eyes.


  “I’m sorry, Mom…” he whispered and leaned down to give her a soft, loving kiss on the lips. As he started to lift his lips away from hers, Nora wrapped her arms around his neck and roughly pulled him back down crushing her lips against his at the same time. The kiss lasted a long time before Nora finally relented and let go of him.


  What had changed Nora’s mind in such a dramatic manner and so quickly, I wondered? Then I watched Tim back his hips and slowly pull his cum-drenched cock out of his mother’s overflowing cunt.


  This was just too crazy, I told myself as I watched Tim roll over onto his back beside his mother. Looking down between Nora’s long legs I could see that the gaping hole between them was seeping out a steady stream of gooey, white cream. Her son’s cream! Lying between us, Nora reached over to Tim’s cum-drenched cock and lovingly fingered it as her other hand stole over to my rock-hard peter.


  Could it get any more bizarre? I asked myself as Nora’s fisted hand slowly stroked my cock while she was playing with Tim’s limp prick at the same time? Then she turned and looked into my eyes.


  “Fuck me, Mick—” I heard her whisper.


  “Mother—” Tim complained.


  Looking over at Tim, I could see the hurt in his eyes as he angrily glared at me while Nora turned to face him.


  “What did you expect?” she asked him, moving her hand away from his wilted manhood. “You asked me if I loved Mick. What if I did? Would it be okay, then?”


  “No, Mother, I don’t want him to fuck you,” Tim fussed, reaching for her.


  As he did, Nora flinched away from him and moved closer to me. I didn’t know what to think…or do. Did she love me? Or was she just using me to get back at Tim for what he had done to her?


  Then I felt her clutch my cock harder and tug me toward her with it.


  “Fuck me, Mick—” she said again.


  What should I do, I frantically wondered? Fuck her and make Tim an enemy for life? Respect his wishes for me not to fuck her? I didn’t know what to do as I saw Tim angrily staring at me.


  “Go ahead, Mick, do it,” I heard Tim tell me. “Give the slut what she wants.


  “Huh?” I grunted, flabbergasted at Tim’s sudden change of heart.


  “On your knees, slut,” Tim growled out. “On your hands and knees so Mick can fuck you like the bitch you are—”


  Nora looked over at her son with a confused, befuddled look on her pretty face.


  “What?” she gasped.


  “Get on your hands and knees so Mick can fuck you,” Tim snarled at her. “Or maybe you want Mick to put his big, damned dick in your little asshole while I fuck your pussy. Is that what you want, slut? Or do want me to fuck your asshole while you fuck Mick? Which one Mother? Which one do you want?”


  “I’ll fuck Mick and you can have my ass…if your cock ever gets hard again,” Nora shot back at him.


  I hadn’t been expecting that. This couldn’t be happening, I told myself as I watched Nora push up onto her hands and knees. Then as she glared over at Tim, she lifted one long, shapely leg over me and straddled me with her hot, dripping pussy poised directly above my eager cock.


  “Is this what you want me to do, Timmy?” she asked him, reaching down under herself and groping for my rock-hard peter as she continued to glare at her son.


  “Yeah, slut—” Tim snorted reached down to his cock to try and coax some life back into it as he watched his mother lift my cock up off my belly and hold it up.


  As she held the my cock up under her pussy, I saw a long, stringy drop of Tim’s cum ooze out of her pussy and drip down onto the head of my cock. Then she lowered her hips and slowly sank her cunt down on my peter.


  “Is this what you want, Timmy?” Nora muttered as her pussy slowly consumed my cock inch by inch. “Is this the way you wanted Mommy to fuck your friend’s big cock?”


  “Yeah, like that…” Tim muttered with his eyes locked on my cock and his mother’s greedy cunt.


  “Oh, Mick, Honey, your big cock feels so good inside my little cunnie,” Nora murmured as she slowly ground herself down onto my groin in a little circle. As she did, I could feel her hot, little cunt clutching and squeezing down around my cock as she slowly rolled her hips and making it slowly swirled around inside her.


  Never one to pass up an opportunity, I reached up and grasped hold of Nora’s big tits as they floundered and flailed around on her chest. Then as Nora started to push back up on my cock, I found her hard, swollen nipples. Pinching them between my fingers and thumbs, I roughly twisted and plucked at them as Nora sank back down on my cock.


  As Tim lay watching us, furiously working on his slowly hardening cock, Nora slowly pushed up and down on my cock taking it up to the hilt on every downward lunge.


  “Isn’t my hot little cunnie just about the hottest, tightest little cunnie you’ve ever fucked, Mickie, Darling?” she softly giggled, looking over at Tim and giving him a cool, condescending smirk.


  “Uh, yeah,” I grinned, knowing that she was saying that to get into Tim’s head as she knew that I had never been with another woman.


  Tim’s fist was flying up and down his cock as it grew harder and harder. I could only imagine what was going through his head as he lay watching his beautiful mother sliding up and down on my big fuck pole. Fucking your mother was just about the wildest thing I could think of as my imagination raced back out to my own mother. Seeing Tim and his mother fucking had brought about some very un-son thoughts about my mother. But fucking your mother in the ass was even crazier.


  Nora was making soft little grunting sounds as she pushed up and down taking me all the way to the hilt every time. The sick, wet slaps of our juice-splattered groins crashing together was accompanied by the patter of Tim’s hand as it smacked against his groin. Continuing to grope and claw at Nora’s big, floundering tits, I looked back at Tim and saw that his cock was now stiff as a board.


  Then I felt the bed lurch as Tim pushed up on his knees and started to crawl down around behind his mother.


  “Lube…in the drawer…” Nora huffed, but didn’t miss a beat. I could see that sweat was forming on her forehead and running down over her face as she pumped up and down on me.


  Tim jerked open the drawer and grabbed one of the tubes of lubricant out of it. With it in his hand he quickly crawled around behind his mother’s beautiful, bouncing ass.


  Nora paused in her attack on my cock to look back over her shoulder as I felt Tim’s knees brush up against the inside of my thighs. Nora leaned down over me as I let go of her breasts and felt her big, swollen nipples brush against my chest.


  “Inside too,” Nora told Tim she looked down at me and smiled. The tips of her dark hair were brushing against my face as I waited to resume my assault on her pussy from below while Tim took her ass from above and behind.


  “Put it in…” Nora panted after a few seconds.


  Then I saw Tim push up onto his feet and move above and behind his mother. Straddling his mother with his legs bent and his feet by her knees, I saw him dip his hips and a couple of seconds later, I heard Nora let out a soft groan. Then a few seconds later, I felt Tim’s balls brush up against the shaft of my partially embedded cock.


  She’d done it. I couldn’t believe it but Nora had taken both of us. Now standing on her hands and knees above me she had my cock stuck her hot, little cunt while Tim’s smaller version was stuck up her ass. I could see that Tim’s hands were wrapped around her narrow waist as he held onto her and began to pump his ass back and forth. As he fucked her tight asshole I could feel his balls nudge up against my cock as I slowly thrust up into her pussy. Then Nora began rocking back and forth while she worked her hips up and down at the same time. She was taking both of us all the way up to the hilt on every stroke.


  There was a frown on her forehead and she had her eyes tightly clenched shut as she fucked herself back on our thrusting cocks.


  


  ~~~


  When I woke, Tim and Nora were nowhere to be seen. Stretching and yawning, I wondered why the light was so bright. Looking out the window, I realized that I’d slept the whole night through and it was Saturday morning. Saturday morning meant that the little troll, Bernard would be rolling back into town in the afternoon to reclaim Nora.


  Pushing out of the bed, I clomped over to my suitcase and pulled out a pair of trunks. Pulling them on I became aware of the sound. Stopping, I listened and made out that it was coming from somewhere above me. It was a soft thumping sound that seemed to be growing louder and louder.


  I’d never been upstairs so I didn’t even know what was up there. Maybe it was a weight room or something, but the sound was a little too regular for that. But as I stood listening and trying to figure it out, it came to me. Was it a bed thumping against the wall or the floor? Was it Tim and Nora upstairs renewing their incestuous vows? Quickly pulling on a tee and my loafers, I closed my suitcase and latched it up.


  Tiptoeing, I crept over to the stairs and slowly sneaked up them. Pausing at the top of the stairs, I listened and I could barely make out the thumping sound. It appeared to be coming from a room down the hallway. Still tiptoeing, I carefully made my way down the hallway and stopped just outside the doorway. Up this close the thumping was much louder and I could make out the soft grunts and moans accompanying it.


  Leaning forward, I peered around the door into the room. Sure enough, there were Tim and his mother, Nora. Nora was on her back in the middle of a bed and Tim was on top of her. Nora had her legs wrapped around Tim’s waist and Tim’s ass was a pink blur as it worked back and forth at a furious pace. Now above the thumping of the bed on the floor, I could even hear the wet smacks of their groin slapping together as they fucked. It certainly looked like they had worked out any differences they had, had last night, I laughed to myself, turning and starting back down the hallway to the stairs.


  I was a little jealous of Tim, but after all, I’d had Nora all week long, so how could I be so selfish. Let him have his time with his mom. Besides better him getting caught with her, than me, if Bernard shows up early like Tim had…
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Chapter Three – Aunt Stella


  The next week passed at a snail’s pace and I never even got in another kiss as Tim claimed his mom every second she was away from his dad.


  I’d found out about Nora’s niece, Denise’s wedding a couple of days ago. It was taking place in Lubbock and the Bates were all going. They had invited me, but, not knowing Denise I had politely declined. They had planned on leaving Monday and wouldn’t be back until Thursday. I was heartbroken. As much as I hated to see the way Bernard was treating Nora, at least with her around, I got to see her, but she would be gone for three whole days. I was like a kid who’d just been given an all-day sucker, then had the sucker thrown on the ground and kicked around in the dirt and now they were going to take it away from me. I wanted to cry. I wanted to scream! I wanted to beat the crap out of Bernard.


  And to top it off, Tropical storm Beatrice was bearing down on the island. That’s why the Bates were scurrying around like chickens with their heads chopped off trying to get packed as they had changed their plans and were leaving today before Beatrice hit. I would be left alone to batten down the beach house and fend for myself while they were off partying in Lubbock. Well, partying as much as one could in Lubbock, Texas which wasn’t noted for its glimmering night life. About the only thing I could think of when I thought of Lubbock was Texas Tech University so that tells you a little bit about how glamorous it was.


  Just then I heard a car horn out in front of the house.


  “Our cab’s here,” I heard Tim holler out from the living room.


  Starting down the hallway toward the bedroom Tim and I shared, I saw Nora’s head peek out of her room. “We’ll be right down—” she called out, giving me a coy little smile before ducking back inside.


  About that time, Bernard came charging out of their bedroom dragging one suitcase and carrying another one. Stepping out of his way, I watched him turn and start down the stairs without so much as a ‘how do you do.’ It was like I wasn’t even there. What an asshole.


  Then I heard a suitcase being pulled along and heels clacking on the hardwood floor behind me. Turning around, I saw that it was Nora pulling a bag down the hallway toward me. God, she was so fucking beautiful. A spasm of silent rage and jealousy fired off in my head as I watched her big tits bobbling and jiggling while she came stepping toward me. I hated Bernard. How could he take her away from me? And that hatred was beginning to include Tim.


  I wanted to take her in my arms, drag her into my bedroom and fuck her. I was so horny, I could fuck a Billy goat. Fortunately, the Bates didn’t own one or I’d probably been out back with it instead of watching Nora come flowing down the hallway toward me. I could hear the thump, thump, thump of Bernard’s suitcase clumping down the stairs as Nora suddenly stopped in front of me.


  No one could see us as she wrapped her arms around me and crushed her lips against mine. It took my breath away as I grabbed her and pulled her against me. The fiery, passionate kiss seemed to last for hours as I felt Nora grab my cock through my pants and give it a rough squeeze just before she finally broke our lip lock.


  “I’ll be back,” she whispered, stepping back. Then she grabbed my hand and shoved a key into it. “Take this, you may need it someday,” she laughed, then reached down and gave my peter another squeeze. “Wipe your lips…my lipstick—” she mouthed then turned and went clopping down the hallway for the stairs. Even though the kiss had been brief and frantic, it had gotten my heart pounding, pumping blood down into my rapidly-hardening penis. I was stunned. I hadn’t been expecting it and it had taken me completely by surprise.


  When she reached the landing, Nora turned and blew me another kiss before she went clomping down the stairs with her suitcase thumping along behind her.


  Not knowing what the key was for, I shoved it in my pocket, stumbled into the bathroom, grabbed a washcloth and rubbed my lips until they were glowing red from the friction, but I removed every last trace of Nora’s scarlet lip gloss.


  Tossing the washcloth on the sink, I quickly made my way down the stairs and out onto the front steps just in time to see the Bates climbing into the cab. Then the doors slammed shut and the cab driver slid under the steering wheel. As the cab slowly puttered away from the beach house, I saw Tim and Nora waving at me through the back window of the cab. Waving back at them, I watched as the bright, yellow cab disappeared around the bend leading away from the beach.


  Suddenly, I was alone. The only sound was the rustling of the leaves in the trees as the wind freshened in advance of Beatrice’s arrival. Shoving my hand down in my pants pocket, I pulled out the key Nora had given me. It looked like a house key. But why had she given me a house key. The Bates rarely locked the house and everyone more or less came and went as they wanted. Puzzled, I turned around, stuck the little key into the lock on the front door and twisted it. As I did, I heard the tumblers click into place apparently locking the door. Grabbing the knob, I tried to turn it and found that I had indeed locked myself out of the house. Perplexed by Nora’s gift, I twisted it again and unlocked the door. I had no idea why she had given me the key, but she wasn’t here to explain it so I just dropped it back in my pocket and looked back out at the gulf.


  I could feel the wind in my face and smell the salt as I watched white caps beginning to form on the waves rushing ashore. Turning around, I stepped onto the porch and closed the door behind me. Bernard, Tim and I had spent the better part of Saturday battening down for the storm so at least I didn’t have to do that.


  Now what, I asked myself as I aimlessly wandered through the eerily-quiet beach house. The drone of the wind and the occasional creak of wood against wood were the only sounds. Meandering into the kitchen, I opened the fridge and checked it out. It looked fully-stocked so at least I wouldn’t starve to death, I told myself as I checked out the pantry. There was everything but sweets. Tim had told me that his mom was always on some kind of diet and sweets were forbidden in the house. That was disappointing as I had a real sweet tooth.


  But wait. I was here by myself. Who would know if I brought sweets into the house? There was a little bakery in the town up the road and I could run get me some doughnuts. Yeah, doughnuts sounded great. Doughnuts for supper and doughnuts for breakfast. That ought to satisfy my sweet tooth.


  It seemed as if the wind was getting stronger by the minute as I drove along. Driving up in front of the bakery, I saw that it was boarded up, but there was still a red and white ‘OPEN’ sign fluttering in the wind on the front door. Pulling into a parking space, I saw one of the bakers, still dressed in his long, white apron, stick his head out of the door and grab for the sign.


  “Are you still open?” I hollered at him, hoping to catch his attention before he ducked back inside.


  “Hurry—” he shouted back, holding the door open for me.


  “You’re lucky,” he grinned as I stepped into the store and he let the door slam shut behind me. “Five minutes later and I would have been gone.”


  “Thanks for keeping it open for me,” I grinned back. “You have any doughnuts?”


  “Got a dozen filled ones,” he said pointing to a box of doughnuts sitting on the counter beside the cash register.


  “What kind of filling,” I asked, studying the glazed doughnuts through the cellophane window running down the side of the box.


  “All kinds, strawberry, raspberry, lemon, chocolate, and a couple of crème-filled ones,” he told me.


  “I’ll take ’em,” I grinned, digging for my billfold in my back pocket. They were perfect. I could pig out on the doughnuts and not have to share them with anyone.


  “Four-ninety,” he said, stabbing one of the keys on the cash register. As the drawer came chinging open, I laid a five dollar bill on the counter and grabbed up my doughnuts.


  Thirty minutes later I was sitting at the kitchen table with a tall, cold glass of milk and one of the chocolate-filled doughnuts in my fist. The poor doughnut didn’t stand a chance and within seconds it had disappeared down into my belly. That hit the spot I told myself as I chased the pastry down with the milk.


  Getting up from the table, I ambled out into the living room and over to the front door. Pushing the door open, I stepped out onto the porch. All the windows had been boarded up but I could still see out through the little opening in the storm door. The wind had been joined by rain and all I could see was a blurry streak of street lights glistening off the rain-washed street in front of the beach house.


  It was a lonely feeling looking out on the desolate scene. I felt like I was the only person left on the island to face the storm. And I might as well have been as there were no signs of life anywhere outside. All I could see was rain, wind and the surging surf.


  Then, out of the corner of my eye, I saw a pair of headlights coming down the street. The beams of the headlights were cutting through the rain like the twin prows of a catamaran as the car came splashing along toward me. As it drew closer, I could finally make out that it was a cab.


  The next thing I knew, the taxi splashed to a stop in front of the beach house. Why was it stopping in front of the Bates’ beach house? Who was it? Had the Bates’ flight been canceled and they were coming back home? Crap, what about the doughnuts, I crazily thought. That was a stupid thing to worry about, but I didn’t want to make Nora mad or anything and ruin any chance I might have with her.


  Then the back door of the cab slowly swung open and a long, shapely leg snaked out through it, immediately followed by another equally-curvaceous leg. Was it Nora? I couldn’t see who else was in the cab through the rain. Then as the hunched figure stepped out of the cab I saw that it was Stella. As I watched, I saw her holding her purse over her head trying to block some of the rain as she and the cabbie hopped out of the cab. Then the cab driver went running around the trunk of the bright yellow cab and jerked it open.


  Maybe I won’t have to spend the next three days alone after all, I lewdly thought watching the cab driver pull out a couple of suitcases and set them on the curb.


  Now’s your chance, lover boy, I told myself as I pushed the door open, went bounding down the stairs through the rain out to the cab.


  I remembered what Tim had told me about Stella. How she could be a terror if she wanted to be. She didn’t strike me as that kind. Maybe she was a lesbian. Or maybe Tim was trying to keep me from hitting on her because she was his aunt. Or maybe he had a thing for his aunt. Who knows? None of that mattered at the moment. The only thing on my mind was getting her and her suitcases in out of the rain before we all drowned in the onslaught.


  Coming to a sliding stop on the wet sidewalk by the suitcases, I watched Stella hand the cab driver a twenty and then turn to me.


  Neither of us spoke as she turned and went splashing up the walk toward the house. I was drenched as I followed along behind her, eyeing her butt through the wet cloth clinging to the curves highlighting every delightful detail.


  Stumbling up the steps, Stella was finally able to get the front door open as I staggered in behind her and the wind slammed the door shut.


  “Well, hello, Mick,” Stella smiled, standing looking at me like a drowned rat that had just washed in off the beach. “Are you my welcoming party?”


  “I guess so,” I grinned back at her, setting her suitcase on the porch, reaching down and pulling my soaked tee shirt up and off over my head.


  Then I quickly wrung what water out of it I could and offered it to her.


  “Maybe this’ll help until we get some towels,” I grinned, running my hands down my arms and chest to wipe away some of the rain.


  “Thanks,” she laughed, momentarily checking out my pecs and arms before rubbing my tee down her arms and patting her face with it. “Where is everyone?” she asked, leaning down and running the shirt down her long, shapely legs.


  “Gone to Denise’s wedding,” I explained, wondering why Nora hadn’t told her sister-in-law about the wedding.


  “Denise’s wedding? Nora’s niece?” Stella mumbled, handing my shirt back to me.


  “Yeah, that’s the one,” I said taking my shirt back and draping it across my shoulder.


  “No one told me,” she grinned, seeming pleased that we were all alone.


  “Well, let’s get some dry clothes on before we catch a cold or something,” I said, picking up Stella’s suitcases again.


  “My, my, so strong,” she purred, reaching over and running the tips of her fingers down my bulging bicep. Was that was a flirt, I asked myself. Had Stella just flirted with me? Maybe she wasn’t a lesbian after all.


  Before I could respond, she turned on her high heels and went clacking into the house.


  Tagging along behind her following the wet trail she left across the carpet, I lugged her suitcases and ogled her ass as it provocatively swished from side to side while she made her way across the living room. Her drenched blouse was clinging to her like a second skin and I had been able to see the outline of her bra under the almost-transparent cloth.


  “How was your trip?” I asked, trying to make conversation as I studied her from behind.


  It appeared that she had a nice figure under her clinging blouse and skirt. She was wearing nylons and high heels which did some rather dramatic molding of her long, willowy legs. Why she didn’t wear a shorter skirt to show off her legs, I don’t know. They were to kill for.


  “Tiring,” she churled over her shoulder as she climbed up the steps.


  “Well, looks like you’re going to have plenty of time to rest up,” I offered, following her up the steps. “The tropical storm was due to hit tomorrow, but as you can see, I think it’s already here. Won’t be much going on around here what with Bernard, Nora, and Tim gone.”


  “Yeah, I heard about Beatrice,” Stella said over her shoulder. “I was on the last flight in. They closed the airport just after we landed.”


  Following along behind her like I was her little puppy dog, I ducked into the bathroom and grabbed a couple of towels then carted her bags down to her room where she stood waiting for me.


  “You’re such a darling,” I heard Stella tell me as she reached down and slipped her room key into the lock. “I have to keep my door locked when I’m not around.” She softly laughed as if I knew the reason why. “Some of the residents around here have a tendency to snoop if I don’t.”


  That barb was obviously aimed at Tim, I laughed to myself. Maybe there wasn’t anything going on between Tim and his aunt after all.


  Pushing the door open, Stella stepped into her room and pitched her purse on the table.


  “Uh, where do you want these?” I asked her following her into her room and looking around.


  “There by the bed,” she said, reaching up and unsnapping her earring off one of her ears.


  The room smelled all of perfume and had a definite feminine décor. It was decorated in just about every shade of pink you could think of. Pastels, dark garish ones, midtones, they were all around me. Not what I had pictured, but then I didn’t know what I had really expected. I’m afraid my expectations were tainted by Tim’s appraisal of his aunt.


  “Thank you, so much for carrying those heavy, old suitcases up to my room for me,” she purred, putting her earrings on the top of the chest of drawers that sat by her vanity. “Do I have to tip you?” she laughed.


  “Uh, no, no, Ma’am,” I grinned, setting the cases on the floor beside the bed and laying the towels on her bed before I stepped back. “It’s all part of the service here at the Bates’ Beach House Hotel…”


  “Well, maybe I can think of another way to tip you later,” she smiled, reaching out and slowly running her fingertips down my forearm. As she did, I felt goose bump pop out everywhere. Was she coming on to me? I couldn’t believe it. I had arrived at the Bates’ beach house a virgin and now I had two women fawning over me like I was the best thing that had come along since sliced bread.


  “That would be nice…” I grinned, standing there like an oaf. What was I supposed to do now? “Uh, is there anything else, anything else I can do for you?” I volunteered.


  “Flying is so tiring,” she smiled, yawning and covering her mouth with her hand. “I think I’m going to call it a night.”


  “Uh, okay, uh, I’m just down the hallway…uh, you know, if you need anything or you know…” I mumbled.


  “I’ll keep that in mind,” she said.


  “Okeydokey,” I inanely muttered, backing toward the door and tripping on the carpet. “Oops, nearly fell,” I self-consciously snorted, grabbing hold of the doorframe to catch myself.


  “See you tomorrow,” she laughed as I clumsily stepped out into the hallway and closed the door behind me.


  I was visibly shaking as I stood out in the hallway outside her door. What the fuck was wrong with me? I was acting more like a snotty-nosed ten year old than an eighteen year old. Stella probably thought I was a fucking fool. “Uh, okay, uh, I’m just down the hallway…uh, you know, if you need anything or you know…” I’d actually said that? How fucking lame could you get? She’s probably sitting on her bed laughing her head off at me right now. “Okey-dokey?” That sounds like something a three year old would say.


  Well, Casanova, you finally got Stella all alone, I sarcastically told myself. Yeah, all alone. Her alone in her room and me in mine. Maybe she was a lesbian after all, I fumed. Great. Locked up with a good looking woman with a storm lashing the countryside so you can’t go outside and she has to be a lesbian. That was like getting a free meal and finding out it was liver and onions. I hate liver and onions.


  Mumbling to myself, I moped down the hallway. It looked like I was destined to spend the night all alone in my own bed. Well, there’s still Mrs. Thumb and her four daughters, I disappointedly told myself. Then I remembered Nora’s panties.


  Creeping into my bedroom, I could still hear the wind buffeting the beach house. And the sound of the rain beating against it was getting louder.


  Undressing, I tossed my clothes on the chair by the bed and crept over to the chest of drawers where Nora’s little, black panties lay hidden under a stack of my Jockey shorts. Stopping, I guiltily looked back over at the door, and then dug my hand down under the shorts. There they were, I told myself as I felt my fingers brush across the slippery silk.


  Treating the panties as if they were made out of the finest, most delicate silk money could buy, I eased them out and lifted them to my nose. “Yessssss—” I hissed as the pungent fragrance Nora’s pussy welled up into my nostrils. The night she had given me her panties was the greatest night in my life and it all came swimming back into my reeling brain.


  Lying in my bed, holding Nora’s panties against my nose, savoring the pungence of her sex, I played the memories of that night back through my mind as I slowly stroked my hand up and down my cock. Nora coming out on the porch and sitting down beside me. Her inviting me inside; the blow job; me eating her sweet snatch; and finally fucking. My head was spinning my hand working up and down faster and faster. I was going to come. I could feel it. I could feel the burn start in the head of my prick. My balls were aching. If only Nora was here now to take my creamy load in her mouth, her pussy, or even her ass, I didn’t care as long as it was somewhere inside her.


  All of a sudden, I felt a spasm of pleasure fire off down inside my cock as it bucked and sent a giant spume of the stuff flying half way across the room. That’s what you get for holding it back, I fussed at myself as my cock twitched again and sent another thick, gooey wad of cum spurting out onto the sheets. I couldn’t stop whacking my peter as more and more cum gushed out of it onto the sheets. Damn, I cursed. It felt like I’d shot out a whole gallon of the stuff. Have to wash the sheets tomorrow, that’s for sure.


  Finally, it was over and I lay listening to the drum of the rain beating against the house as I tried to catch my breath. Leaning my head back on my pillow, the next thing I remember was waking to the howl of the wind and the house creaking. It was still dark outside, but the darkness was caused by the clouds as I looked over at the clock sitting on my nightstand and saw that it was nine o’clock. I must have been tired. I’d slept the whole night through.


  What was I going to do today, I groggily wondered? The storm outside was certainly going to put the damper on just about everything. Wait, Stella! Stella had come back home last night. I’d almost forgotten. Yeah, a lot of good that’s going to do. She certainly hadn’t shown much interest in me last night. Why would it be any different today?


  Kill her with kindness, I hopefully thought. Maybe I could win her over that way.


  Scrambling out of bed, I took a quick shower, threw on some trunks, a tee and my flip-flops before I went bounding down the stairs taking them two at a time. Brewing a pot of coffee, I put the coffee, my precious doughnuts, two cups, two saucers, some sweet and low, sugar, a little carton of cream and some napkins on a tray and started for the sitting room just off the patio. I had spent a lot of time there lately reading, so I thought it was the most comfortable room in the beach house. There was a little fireplace there so I could make a fire to chase away some of the humid dampness that was accompanying Beatrice.


  As I started across the living room, I spied the book of cocktail recipes lying on the bar. Tim had told me that his father was keen on trying new cocktails all the time and kept the book there for that purpose. Was there a recipe for coffee? I’d heard about Irish coffee once somewhere, but I didn’t have a clue what was in it.


  Flipping through recipe book, I found the one I was looking for.


  


  Irish Coffee recipe


  1 1/2 oz Irish whiskey


  1 tsp brown sugar


  6 oz hot coffee


  Heavy cream


  Combine whiskey, sugar and coffee in a mug and stir to dissolve. Float cream on top.


  


  I’ve got everything but the Irish whiskey, I told myself. Looking down the row of bottles behind the bar, I spotted a green one with JAMESON emblazoned across the top of the label. And just below the Jameson was “IRISH WHISKEY” and the number 18. I didn’t know what the eighteen stood for, but I guessed it had something to do with the liquor’s age. I didn’t know how much the stuff cost, but Bernard was footing the bill so I really didn’t care.


  Setting the carafe of coffee on the coffee table, I put the tray with the doughnuts. Now I was ready. When, or if, Stella came down stairs, I would offer her one of my beloved doughnuts and a cup of Irish coffee.


  Opening the box up, I picked out the last chocolate-filled one for my breakfast. Pouring myself a cup of coffee, I finished it off with some Irish whiskey and cream just like the recipe book had instructed. Taking a little sip of it, I found that it tasted pretty good.


  Then, just as I was about to take a big bite out of my doughnut there was a big crash out on the patio behind the house. Jumping, I nearly spilled my spiked coffee as I put the cup down and laid my doughnut on a saucer. What the fuck was that, I wondered? Getting up, I went clopping over to the back door in my flip-flops? Looking out onto the rain-drenched patio, I saw a tree limb about the size of my leg lying up against the back of the house. And there was a big ragged gash in the bark of one of the trees lining the pool where the limb had apparently been torn off by the wind. I didn’t see any real damage to the house and the limb was lodged in such a way that it wouldn’t do any further harm.


  Stepping back away from the door, I turned only to find Stella standing in the doorway. She had a sleepy, dopey, almost-frightened look on her pretty, unmade face.


  “What was that?” I heard her ask as she looked like she was having trouble focusing her eyes. “It woke me up—”


  “A limb blew off a tree,” I told her, “and hit the house.”


  “Oh,” she mumbled, looking down at her pajamas. “Oh, look at me,” she fussed, “I look a mess,” she said, reaching up and fluffing her hair. “I must look frightening. I’m going to go get dressed.”


  “No, no, don’t leave. You look great,” I blurted out. “I’ve got coffee, doughnuts, and, and there’s a fire,” I told her pointing to the coffee table and the fire in the fireplace.


  “Are you sure?” she asked, fluffing her hair again. She seemed uncomfortable about her long, dark tresses. The few times I’d seen her around the house, she’d had her hair gathered up into a bun sitting atop her head. It had given her a rather stern, serious look, but this morning, it was a disheveled mess, streaming down beside her face giving her a much softer, mellower persona.


  “I’m sure,” I smiled trying to put on my best imitation of a George Clooney look.


  “Well, okay, just for a little bit,” she smiled, looking over at the fire in the fireplace and then to the coffee table.


  The pajamas Stella was wearing looked like they were about two sizes too big for her. They were all rumpled up and I could barely see the tips of her fingers poking out of the sleeves of the oversized pjs. And the cuffs of the bottoms were scrunched up around her ankles leaving her tiny, pink tipped toes peeking out from under them. Oddly, it somehow reminded me of a little girl just waking up with a sleepy look on her face wandering into the kitchen to see what was for breakfast.


  Then she stretched out her arms, yawned and slowly padded over toward me. As she did, I was quick to notice that the top three buttons of her baggy pajama top were unbuttoned.


  “Where did you find the doughnuts? Nora doesn’t allow sweets in the house.” She smiled, stopping by the table and looking down at the open box of pastries.


  “I bought them last night…for you,” I lied.


  “Oh, and how did you know I was coming home?” she laughed. “No one else did?”


  “Premonition,” I grinned, knowing I’d been caught in a little, white lie.


  “What kind are they?” she asked, leaning down to look closer. When she did, the front of her pajamas fell open a little and I found myself staring down at the tops of a beautiful pair of big, saggy tits.


  “Uh, all kinds,” I muttered, feeling a flash of heat fan out across my cheeks and a sizzle of electric excitement trickle through my cock as it began to firm up down inside my trunks. “You know, strawberry, raspberry, lemon, and a couple of crème-filled ones or chocolate,” I told her, pushing the saucer with the untouched chocolate-filled doughnut on it across the table.”


  “Oh, I couldn’t take that one,” she smiled, standing back up. “That’s yours.”


  “No, no, it’s yours if you want it,” I told her, disappointed that her breasts were once again hidden by her pajamas.


  “No, I’ll have strawberry, please,” she laughed, making her unrestrained boobs jiggle and bob against the front of her pjs.


  “Coffee?” I asked her, using a napkin to pick up one of the strawberry-filled doughnuts and putting it on her saucer.


  “Sure, with just a tiny bit of…” she paused, seeming to decide as she glanced down at the table and then let her eyes brush across my crotch before looking up at my face and finishing her sentence, “…some of Bernard’s precious Irish whiskey and…cream.”


  I felt another wave of heat flash out across my cheeks as I reached down and picked up the carafe. I could feel my hand trembling as I held the carafe over her cup and started to pour. As the warm, brown java flowed out into the cup, I could hear the carafe lightly chattering on her cup.


  “You seem nervous,” she smiled as I set the pitcher back down on the table. “Are you afraid of me?”


  “Uh, afraid, uh, no, no, I’m not afraid of you,” I lied. I was shaking in my fucking flip-flops and I didn’t know why. “Uh, say when,” I said, holding the bottle of Jameson over her mug.


  “Okay,” she smiled as I began pouring.


  I filled the cup with whiskey until it was within about a half inch from the top. “When—” Stella smiled.


  Tilting the bottle back, I set it back down on the coffee table and reached for the little carton of heavy cream.


  Filling her cup to the top with the cream, I set it down beside the bottle of Jameson and pushed the cup toward her. I could still feel my cheeks glowing as I leaned back and looked up at her face.


  “Why are you blushing?” she asked me, picking up her cup and lifting it up to her lips.


  “Uh, I don’t know,” I mumbled, growing more and more confused and anxious with each passing moment. This wasn’t how it was supposed to go. I’d thought I would be James Bond. Calm, cool, and collected. I thought I would impress her with the new-found confidence Nora had given me. But here I was once again, the frightened panicky ten year old trying to make conversation with a woman who was old enough to be my mother. I was definitely out of my league.


  “Just relax, I won’t bite…” Stella smiled, taking a sip of coffee, leaning forward, making her pajama top spread open just enough to give me another brief glimpse of the dangling treasures under it.


  “So, tell me,” she said, picking up her doughnut, leaning back against the couch, pulling her long, pajama-clad legs up under her and taking a nibble off the pastry, “Just what did little Timmy tell you about me?”


  “Uh, I, uh, what do you mean?”


  “Surely he told you something about me,” she said, slowly chewing and running the tip of her tongue across her lips to lick away the dusting of powdered sugar.


  What should I tell her, I nervously wondered? Should I tell her the truth…or make up something to save Timmy’s hide? My parents had told me always tell the truth, but in the grownup world, I found that wasn’t always a good idea. But in this case, I decided that they might just be right. Stella seemed able to read me like a book.


  “Well, he said…he said you could be a real terror, if you wanted to be,” I mumbled, picking up my saucer and stepping around the coffee table.


  “Oh, he did, did he?” she laughed, watching me sit down on the other end of the couch.


  “Uh, yes, that’s what he said,” I told her, trying to conjure up a grin from somewhere.


  “He’s such a little wimp,” she said, taking another bite off her doughnut. As she did, a little of the gooey, red filling trickled out from between her lips and onto her chin. She didn’t seem to notice as she took a quick sip of coffee to wash the bite of doughnut down.


  It looked like the filling was going to drip off her chin and down onto the front of her pajamas, but she seemed oblivious. Setting my saucer down on the table, I scooted toward her and reached out to wipe away the errant dribble of strawberry filling.


  As I moved toward her, I saw her flinch back away from me, nearly spilling her coffee and dropping her doughnut. “What are you doing?” she gasped.


  “The filling—” I inanely mumbled, brushing my finger down her chin and catching the wayward ooze of sticky, red goo before it dropped down onto her pajamas.


  “Oh,” I heard her chuckle as I lifted my finger up to my lips and licked the gooey stuff off it. “I’ll have to be more careful,” she softly laughed, making her substantial breasts roll and jiggle under her pajamas.


  Scooting back down to my end of the couch, I watched her dab at her chin with a napkin. I don’t know what it was about touching her chin, but it seemed to break the ice and I sensed a new intimacy settle down over the room.


  “Well, isn’t this all comfy cozy?” she softly laughed. “Just the three of us all alone by ourselves…”


  “The three of us?” I mumbled, wondering who the third person was. Did she have a cat or something secreted away down in her room?


  “You, me, and Beatrice,” she murmured, popping the last, little bite of her doughnut into her mouth and then wiping her lips with the napkin.


  Then she set her coffee cup on the table and leaned back against the couch.


  “So,” she said, stretching her legs out and rubbing her little toes against my leg, “what else did Tim have to say about me?”


  When she moved, I caught a faint whiff of her perfume. It smelled like flowers. Not one singular flower, like a rose, or lilac or anything you could put your finger on. It was just floral, with undertones of a kind of musky, woody, citrus fragrances. I didn’t know what it was, but it smelled, well, sexy and sensual.


  Should I tell her about the lesbian thing? After all I’d been the one to bring it up. But what the hell, Tim wasn’t here to defend himself.


  “He said, uh…” I suddenly lost my courage. Telling a woman that you thought she was a lesbian just might not be the appropriate tack to take, especially if you wanted to get in her panties…that is if she was even wearing any, I lewdly thought.


  “Well?” she asked digging her toes into my leg. “What did he say?”


  “He said…he said he thought that maybe, uh, maybe you might be a…” I mumbled, unable to finish the sentence.


  “A lesbian?” she laughed.


  “Yeah, that’s what he said,” I grinned, relieved that I hadn’t had to say the ‘L’ word.


  “So, Mick, what do you think?” she smiled, slowly rubbing her toes up and down my leg. “Do you think I’m a lesbian?”


  Serve, volley, and now the ball was back in my court.


  “Uh, I don’t know…are you?” I lamely asked.


  “What if I am? All this would be for naught, wouldn’t it?” she teased.


  “What do you mean?”


  “The doughnuts, the coffee, the whiskey, the cozy little fire, all so warm and cozy,” she laughed drawing my eyes back down to her softly-bobbling breasts.


  “I—I don’t know what you mean,” I lied. “I just thought you might like some coffee and doughnuts when you woke up. I didn’t mean to imply anything else,” I blushed.


  She didn’t say anything for several long, pregnant seconds as she leaned back against the couch studying me with her smoky, gray-blue eyes and rubbing her toes up and down my leg.


  “Well, for your information, I’m not a lesbian…I’m bi—” she finally said, drawing her foot back then kicking it against my leg. “What do you think of that?”


  Bi? She was bi. She went both ways? I didn’t know what to think. It was something I’d never considered. Bi. I’d never had any dealings with a bi woman before. Actually, I’d never had any dealings with any woman before, Nora, so I didn’t really know how to take this new tidbit of information.


  “I, uh, Wow, I don’t know,” I stammered as the little ten year old raced back into the room and took charge again.


  Then she pulled her legs back up against her breasts, curled her arms around them and sat with her chin resting on her knees while she looked at me. She looked like she was trying to decide what to do next. I was suddenly aware of the raging erection down inside my trunks as it was caught in an awkward position, straining out against my trunks. It was so hard, it was beginning to ache.


  “So, what’s on your docket today?” she smiled, reaching up and brushing an errant curl away from her eye.


  “I don’t know, not much with our friend, Beatrice dancing around outside…you?” I mumbled, wishing there was a way I could fix my cock without her noticing. I was no longer the dashing, debonair young lad I thought Nora had changed me into. I was the bumbling, fumbling dolt I’d been when I arrived at the Bates’ beach house.


  “I was going to write a little,” she smiled at me and I thought I detected her bat her big, blue eyes at me, but wasn’t sure. “I wasn’t expecting to have to entertain a house guest,” she laughed. “I mustn’t let down the Bates’ reputation as the best hosts on the island, now can I?”


  “Uh, no, no, I guess not—” I mumbled, not knowing what else to say…or do. “Uh, you don’t have to, to entertain me, though,” I mumbled, caught in a conundrum. I didn’t want her to lock herself away in her room all day, and yet, I didn’t want her to think that she had to babysit me or anything.


  “Well, I guess we could play a game,” she purred.


  I didn’t want to play any fucking games. I wanted to fuck her. Disappointment washed over me like I was standing under a waterfall of the stuff. And it must have shown on my face.


  “What’s wrong? You don’t like to play games? Nora says you’re quite a good card player,” she said.


  Nora? Nora had told her about our card game? What else had Nora told her sister-in-law? Had she told her about the other stuff? Had Nora told her sister-in-law that she had let me make love to her? My head was spinning again. Was Stella just teasing me? Leading me on?


  “Did Nora say anything else about me?” I asked, fidgeting, turning and trying to get my insubordinate prick to cooperate. When I turned, I felt my dick spring free of the restriction and lurch out against the front of my trunks.


  As it did, I saw Stella’s eyes dart down to my crotch. Then she looked back up at my face, smiled and looked over at the back door.


  “Wow, it’s really beginning to…BLOW, isn’t it?” she snickered, adding a lot of emphasis on the word “BLOW.”


  Following her eyes over to the door, I saw that the wind was indeed still blowing, but I didn’t notice any difference in its velocity. Then it hit me right between the eyes. Nora! I could hear every syllable in the question Nora had asked me on that night. “I guess that you’ve never even had a BLOW job, have you?”


  Is that what Stella was referring to? Or was it my overactive, oversexed teenage-mind playing tricks with me. Deciding to charge on, I chose to see where the BLOW reference would take me.


  “Yes, it certainly is BLOWING isn’t it?” I grinned. “I like a good BLOW every once in a while. Don’t you?”


  “That would depend on which way the wind is BLOWING don’t you think?” she smiled, making no secret of batting her smoky, blue eyes at me this time. “You know, the yin and the yang of it all. What’s good for one is good for the other, right?”


  I was confused. She was talking way over my head. Yin and Yang? Trying to remember what I knew of yin and yang, it suddenly came to me. It was Chinese. Something about dark and light, female and male, low and high, cold and hot, water and fire and that kind of stuff. What did that have to do with a blow job? Wait. Female and male? Did she want me to eat her? Eat her just like I’d eaten her sister-in-law? Had Nora told her about that too? I was swimming in waters way over my head.


  “Which way is the wind BLOWING?” I asked, continuing the charade, wanting her to take the lead, so I wouldn’t blunder into a trap she had laid for me or something.


  “Oh, it could be BLOWING in the right direction…if you played your cards right,” she chuckled. Now we were back to the card game. It was all a tangled mess, but I thought it was all heading in the right direction.


  “Well, I think I’m going to my room and change into something a little more appropriate,” she smiled, slowly spinning on her butt, unbending her legs and putting her feet back down on the floor. “I imagine that you’re tired of looking at a frumpy, smelly, old broad running around in nothing but her pajamas.”


  “There is so much wrong with that sentence,” I smirked, as she pushed up onto her tiny, bare feet. “First, you aren’t “frumpy” whatever that even means. You certainly don’t look “old”. And if you’re smelly, it’s in a good way. I think you look cute in your pjs. You look like a little girl who just woke up.”


  “Well, I feel frumpy, old, and certainly not cute in these old things,” she laughed, pinching her pajamas and pulling them out away from her. “I’m going to change.”


  “I guess that I don’t have any choice,” I grinned. “I’ll be here…waiting.”


  “Good,” she smiled, starting toward the door, stepping carefully to not trip in the oversized pajamas. Then she stopped at the door. Turning back, she just looked at me and smiled before she disappeared out into the hallway.


  Things certainly seemed to be progressing in the manner I had hoped they would. Outside, the wind was still blowing, sounding like beehive off in the distance. And the rain was peppering the house. And inside it was almost electric with the anticipation of what might happen. It was all crazy. Eighteen years a virgin and then Nora. Now, there was a distinct possibility that Stella was actually coming on to me. I was astounded.


  Topping off my coffee with some more of Bernard’s “precious Jameson”, I stepped over to the door to watch the storm outside. As I did, over the drone of the wind, I heard the shower come on upstairs. Stella was taking a shower? In my mind, I could almost picture her standing down in the shower. Naked, the water splashing off her running down her body. Down over her big, naked tits; down over her belly; down onto the “Y” of her belly; on down her long, shapely legs; finally over her tiny feet and down the drain. If only it were my hands instead of the water, I giddily thought.


  What was she going to do? Was she going to come back and walk into the room naked, I lewdly hoped? Or was it all just in my head and she was going to come back wearing clothes?


  I didn’t know what, but I did know that I had a hard on that I could drive nails with. Finally, I heard the shower go off. I couldn’t even hear the wind outside over the roar inside my head. My poor heart was doing flip flops as I stood at the back door waiting for her to return.


  What was she doing? She was sure taking her sweet time, I anxiously thought, taking another sip of my Irish coffee. This was all so fucking new to me. I was just a hick kid from the farm and Stella was intimidating. She was a sophisticated, mature New Yorker. I just knew that I was going to do something to embarrass myself. Hell, I’d never even had a date with a girl. Nora was my first. But this was different. I was in love with Nora. I didn’t know what to expect from Stella.


  I was working on my third Irish coffee and I wasn’t feeling much pain when I finally heard a door close upstairs. About time, I tipsily thought as I heard the clump of shoes on the stairs. High heels? I wondered if Stella was wearing high heels. That would be promising. Turning, I stood watching the doorway waiting for Stella to make her appearance. My heart was beating a mile a minute. My mouth was drier that the Sahara. My cock was aching. In other words, I was a nervous wreck.


  Suddenly Stella stepped into the room. Wow, I thought to myself. This was the Stella I was used to seeing, but dressed to kill.


  “Hi, I’m back,” she said, as I stood gawking at her like I’d never seen a woman before.


  “What’s wrong?” she laughed, mincing over to the coffee table and retrieving her coffee cup.


  “Uh, wow, you, you look nice, uh, great,” the ten year old that was now driving the bus babbled. She had changed all right. Her long, black hair was once again neatly swirled into a bun and perched atop her head and she was wearing makeup. Not much, but just enough to make one take notice. Her plump, hour-glass figure was now sheathed in a long, flowing, black charmeuse gown that covered her ample curves from her neck down to her tiny feet that were encased in a pair of little black and red house slippers with three-inch heels.


  “Better than my pjs?” she grinned, picking up the bottle of Jameson and topping off her cup.


  “Yeah, you, you look slinky,” the ten year old snickered.


  “I’m going to take that as a compliment,” she softly laughed, easing down on the couch and pulling her long legs up under her while she balanced the coffee cup in her hand.


  I didn’t know what to do so I just stood there grinning at her like an oaf.


  “Well, are you going to stand there all day…or are you going to come over here and join me?” she smiled, running her hand down her charmeuse-encased thigh.


  “Yeah, I, I, yeah,” I inanely muttered starting to take a step toward the couch where she sat watching me.


  Then all at once, there was a loud crash out on the patio. Both of us jumped and looked at each other for a second, before I spun around and looked out the back door. As I surveyed the patio, I couldn’t see anything but a rainy blur, but I could hear a thumping sound. Something was banging up against the house. Stepping closer to the door, I peered out it but still couldn’t see anything but a blur. The thumping was getting louder.


  “What is it?” I heard Stella ask as she set her coffee mug down and pushed up onto her house slippers.


  “I don’t know—I can’t see anything,” I mumbled, leaning closer to the door to improve my perspective but still seeing nothing amiss.


  I moved to the side and let Stella step up to the door. I could smell her perfume again. The same as before but just a little stronger. It smelled fantastic.


  “I don’t see anything either,” she said, taking a step back. “I hope it doesn’t damage the house,” she said as the thumping sound seemed to be getting louder and louder.


  “I’ll go look,” I volunteered.


  “You’ll get drenched,” she warned me.


  “Don’t want it to wreck the house,” I explained, setting my coffee cup on the little lamp stand by the back door.


  “Be careful,” Stella cautioned me as if I had to be told.


  “I will,” I smirked. “Stand back so you don’t get wet. Wouldn’t want to ruin your gown,” I mumbled, reaching for the door handle. Slipping the lock, I felt the door surge back against me almost knocking me to the floor as a gust of wind and rain crashed against me. Leaning into the wind, I somehow made it out the door, pulled it closed behind me and locked it. Then I saw the culprit. There, lying against the house was the mangled remains of what had once been someone’s aluminum and white plastic deck chair. One of the legs had been ripped asunder and was now swinging back and forth, banging up against the house.


  I had to move it or it was just going to go on slamming against the house or break loose and do even more damage. Staggering over to the jumbled mess, I wrapped my arms around it the best I could and pulled it away from the house. It came free a lot easier than I thought, but now that I had it in my arms what was I supposed to do with it? If I left it out in the wind, it was sure to blow somewhere else and do more harm.


  Standing there, being buffeted by the wind and rain, I decided to take it in the house. At least that would keep it from blowing around and banging into something else. Reversing course, I stumbled over to the back door and unlocked it. As I did, the wind jerked the door out of my hand and flung it open. Another gust of wind and rain blew into the house. Struggling inside, I slid the mangled deck chair onto the tile floor by the pool table and somehow got the door closed and locked again.


  “Wow, you look like a drowned rat,” Stella laughed, handing me a towel then leaning down to spread a couple more towels around the ruined chair to keep the water from running over onto the carpet.


  I was already shivering as I wiped the towel down my arms and legs.


  “You’d better get out of those wet things before you catch a cold,” Stella told me as she stood back up. As she did, I could see that she hadn’t totally escaped the water either as her long gown was wetly clinging to her, the cloth caressing and highlighting every curve and sweep of her long, curvaceous legs.


  “What about you?” I remarked, pointing down to her legs. “Your gown looks awful wet to me.”


  Looking down at her gown, she pinched the damp cloth and pulled it out from her leg. “I think you’re right,” she smiled. “Well, I certainly don’t want to catch a cold,” she said, slowly lifting her hands up behind her neck to the knot that secured the two straps snaking around her long, graceful neck.


  What was she doing? Was she going to take her gown off? I was bowled over as I stood like a moron watching as she fumbled with the knot for a couple of seconds. Then I saw it unravel as she held the ends of the straps pinched between her fingers and thumbs.


  Pausing with her arms upheld holding onto the straps of her gown, she smiled.


  “Aren’t you going to take off you wet clothes?” she asked me as I saw her tease the gown down a couple of inches.


  I was a drowning man. I didn’t know what to do. There was no life preserver to hold on to. It was either sink or swim as I slowly reached down to the hem of my tee shirt. Tugging my drenched shirt out from under the waistband of my trunks, I slowly pulled it up my chest, over my shoulders and finally off over my spinning head.


  When I was able to see again, I saw that the neckline of Stella’s gown was now draped across the upper slope of her magnificent breasts, only a couple of inches above the tent of her big nipples thrusting out against the thin material.


  “That’s better,” I heard her laugh making her big tits bobble up and down under their filmy covering of cloth. Pitching my wet tee shirt on top of the towels spread out around the mangled chair, I looked back just in time to see Stella glance away from the silhouetted outline of my cock sticking out against my drenched trunks.


  Then I saw her slowly ease her gown down until the darkened tops of her areolas came into view. But then she stopped again with the neckline just brushing across the tops of her nipples.


  “Oh, me,” she murmured as the tops of her nipples finally broke free of the filmy material. “I thought my bra covered my nipples.”


  I couldn’t take my eyes off the plump berries jutting out just above the top edge of the tiny brassiere she was wearing. I gulped, trying to swallow my Adam’s apple which was bobbling up and down, trying to escape out through my mouth.


  “Now how did that happen?” she innocently asked, easing the gown down off her big tits that were resting down inside a tiny shelf brassiere whose only purpose seemed to be lifting and supporting the melons, because it certainly didn’t hide them. “I think I put on the wrong brassiere.”


  “Uh, I, uh, wow,” I gulped, openly ogling the pale globes of flesh that were jiggling and trembling like two unturned bowls of jiggly Jell-O.


  Then all of a sudden, she let go of the gown and it went whispering down over her belly, over her hips and finally down her long, willowy legs. I was stunned by what I saw underneath the gown. Around her waist, she was wearing a sexy black and red garter belt of lace and silk with little red satin bows at the tops of the six long, stretchy garters stretching down to the reinforced tops of the black nylons that stretched around her thighs. And over the elastic garters she was wearing a pair of sheer black thong panties that barely hid anything. It appeared that unlike Nora, Stella was proficient in the use of a razor as the mons underneath the transparent black silk seemed to be a bald and smooth as a billiard ball.


  Expecting the gown to continue its journey down her long legs, I saw it stop just above her knees. The soaked cloth was clinging to her legs like a second skin and refused to slip any further down without assistance. As she leaned down to push her gown down her legs, I saw her big tits bobble inside their lacy prisons. While her breasts weren’t as big as Nora’s, they were definitely larger than most, and more than enough to make me want to hold them in my hands.


  Holding onto the arm of the chair, Stella balanced on one of her little fuzzy house slippers, bent one long, svelte leg at the knee, lifted it, and peeled the clinging charmeuse down it. Then she gracefully stepped out of the gown before repeating the process with her other leg. Finished, she looked over at me, swept up the damp gown and tossed it on top of my crumpled tee shirt.


  “Do you want to catch a cold?” she grinned, glancing down at the outline of the growing bulge jutting out against the front of my drenched trunks.


  “Huh?” I muttered, unable to tear my eyes away from the spectacular display of bare flesh Stella was presenting to me.


  “Your trunks,” she smiled, easing her hand down inside the brassiere and repositioning one of her big tits so that more of it stuck out above the top of the bra. “Aren’t you going to take them off?”


  “Oh, oh, yeah,” I mumbled, reaching down and easing my thumbs under the stretchy waistband of my pants. Then, emboldened by Bernard’s Jameson and Stella’s near nudity, I began to push them down over the curves of my hips. The cold rain had taken a toll on my poor dick, but it was valiantly struggling to revive itself as the waistband slipped down over it and it flopped out into the open.


  “My, My, oh, goodness, Nora was right,” Stella exclaimed as she stared down at my peter with apparent appreciation. “She said you were big, but I never imagined…” she praised, ogling it, seeming awestruck by its size and girth. I must admit I was a more that a little proud of my prick. And it must have impressed Nora, too, for her to brag about it to her sister-in-law.


  “Nora told you about it?” I asked her, stepping out of my trunks and kicking them over onto the growing pile of discarded clothing.


  “Yeah,” Stella grinned, seductively rolling her hips as she slowly stepped across the room to where I was standing watching her. “She said you were a virgin when you got here. Is that right, Mickey?” she purred, reaching down and running her fingertips up the length of my rapidly-hardening peter.


  “Uh, yeah, I was,” I smirked, reaching out, cupping one of her big tits and lifting it out of its lacy cup. “But I’m not anymore,” I laughed, squeezing the soft, supple breasts and tweaking its big, swollen nipple.


  “Yeah, Nora said that she took care of that for you,” Stella smiled, letting her fingers curl around the thick shaft of my almost-fully hardened cock.


  It was an odd feeling knowing that Nora had apparently shared all of our secrets with her sister-in-law. I had thought I was in love with Nora, but this? It was almost like I was some kind of toy that she had found and was going to share with her sister-in-law. Had all this been planned? Is that why Stella returned home so unexpectedly? Had Nora told her that I would be at the beach house all by myself?


  “Do you and Nora share all your secrets?” I asked, feeling a little taken aback, even a little peeved that Nora had told her about what we had done. It somehow cheapened the thing I had thought we had between us.


  “Why, you aren’t angry are you?” Stella smiled, her hold on my penis tightening as I felt her long, sharp fingernails dig down into the sensitive skin.


  “No, no, uh, not at all,” I muttered, realizing that Stella had my life in her hand…literally.


  “Good, I wouldn’t want anything so trivial to ruin our day before it even got started,” she laughed, letting go of my prick, turning and clacking back over to the coffee table where her cup of spiked coffee sat.


  “Me, either,” I told her, picking up my coffee cup and padding back over to the couch on my bare feet, leaving a little trail of wet footprints on the floor behind me. As I did, Stella eased down on the couch with her cup in her hand and glanced down at my prick that was sticking out in front of me slashing from side to side as I stepped toward her.


  I didn’t know what to feel now as I stopped by the table while Stella continued to openly study my manhood with her smoky gray eyes.


  “Are you just going to stand there gawking at me?” she finally laughed, breaking the tension that seemed to be growing between us. I wasn’t the one doing the gawking, I embarrassedly thought as I nervously coughed and shuffled down around the coffee table.


  “There’s an awful lot to gawk at—” I grinned, sitting down on the end of the couch.


  “Are you insinuating that I’m fat?” she accused.


  “No—no—you’re not FAT!” I emphatically declared, seemingly unable to keep my foot out of my mouth. “You’re gorgeous…”


  “Well, that’s nice to know,” she snickered. “I would have been devastated to go to all this trouble and then find out that you thought I was fat,” she smiled, stretching a long, shapely leg out and brushing the tip of one of her sexy, little house slippers against my thigh. As she did, my eyes were drawn down to the little, black triangle of silk at the tip of her slightly-rounded tummy. I could see that the silky panties were wetly clinging to the folds of flesh underneath them.


  “So, Mickey,” she purred, reaching down and running her fingertips over the little damp triangle, “which do you like best?”


  What did she mean? Which ‘what’ did I like best? Which pussy? But pussy was pussy wasn’t it? I was puzzled.


  “Uh, what do you mean?” I mumbled, frowning.


  “Silly,” she smirked, reaching over and setting her coffee cup on the table. Then she swung her leg around off the couch and slapped it against her other leg. With a mischievous grin, she hooked her thumbs underneath the tiny, elastic waistband of her almost-nonexistent panties, pushed her butt up off the couch and quickly shoved the little wisp of black silk down her long, svelte legs. With the tiny, black thong wrapped around her ankles, she eased foot out of one leg hole and then hooked the panties on the toe of her house slipper. With the tiny wisp of silk dangling down from the tip of her slipper, she flicked her foot and sent the panties flying up into the air. There was something so fucking sexy about the little gesture as the panties fluttered to the floor by the pile of damp towels.


  Then, she turned on her butt spreading her legs apart, lifting one back up and stretching it along the bottom of the back cushions of the couch. There it was! Her bald, shaven pussy was staring back up at me from between her legs. It was so fucking sexy as the muted light glistened off the dew covering the folds of flesh.


  “So, now Mickey, let me ask you again. Which way do you like best?” she giggled, brushing her fingers over the delicate, exposed folds. “Au natural like Nora’s or shorn, like mine?”


  “Uh…” I stammered, not knowing how to answer her. I liked them both. The hair didn’t really make any difference to me. Pussy was pussy. Maybe Stella’s was cooler looking without any fur, but whatever I said, I knew that it would probably make it back to Nora. I could just hear Stella now. “Well, Nora, Mickey said he liked my pussy better than yours, so maybe you ought to shave yours, too.” But wait, how did she know how Nora’s hot, little cunt looked?


  “How do you know how hers looks like?” I asked.


  “When Bernard and Tim aren’t around, Nora and I have a lot of time on our hands,” she smiled. “We’ve gotten to know each other quite well…if you know what I mean. I told you I was bi…remember?”


  “Oh, I see,” I sheepishly muttered.


  “So, Mickey, which way do you like your pussy? With fur or without?”


  “Do I have to make a choice?” I asked. “I like both of you. Both of them.”


  “Maybe if you touched it, it would help you make up your mind,” she smiled, spreading her legs apart a little wider and scooting down the couch toward me. “It won’t bite…much,” she laughed at her little joke making a little trickle of juice ooze out from between the fleshy, pink lips.


  “Uh, okay…” I mumbled, slowly reaching my hand out toward her pussy. I could see and feel my fingers trembling as I timidly ran them down over the soft, moist petals of flesh. “So soft,” I croaked.


  “Why don’t you see how soft…and wet it is… inside,” she cooed, scooting closer to me, reaching down and fingering the goo-covered folds of flesh apart to expose the weeping core of her womanhood.


  My poor heart was going pitter-patter and the roar in my head was drowning out the storm raging outside the beach house as I gently probed the slippery softness. Then she moved her hips ever so slightly and my fingers were suddenly enveloped in her moist warmth.


  “Deeper—” she whispered, tilting her hips and scooting down closer as my fingers slowly slid down into the clutching tightness of her cunt.


  It was so soft and warm and smooth, like a sheath of liquid silk wrapped around my probing fingers.


  “See how wet you made me,” she softly growled, tightening the silken sheath around my fingers.


  “Yeah,” I panted, not knowing what else to say.


  “So, which one?” she asked me, squeezing my fingers tighter.


  “Both,” I muttered. Maybe I ought to just give in and say hers. A cunt in the hand was worth two in the bush, so to say.


  “Maybe if you looked a little closer,” she purred, slowly lifting her leg up and hooking the back of her ankle on the cushion, spreading herself even wider open. “Real close—” she whispered.


  Now Stella was lying on the couch with one leg hooked on the back of the couch and her other leg splayed out, her dainty foot inside her house slipper resting on the floor. Her head was lying on the arm of the couch as she lay watching me to see what I would do next.


  Pulling my fingers out of the wet, sticky hole between Stella’s legs, I eased down onto my knees in front of the couch. Looking up at her beaming face, I smiled and then dropped my eyes back down on her pussy as I crawled up the couch until I was even with it. I was beginning to waver in my choice. There was just something about Stella’s shaved pussy. There it was. All out in the open. Nothing hidden. Nothing but wet, pink flesh. No hairs to get in the way.


  “I think your right. I like yours best,” I murmured.


  “Maybe just a little closer…you know, just to make sure,” she purred as I felt her hand curl around the back of my head and gently push my face down toward the wet, oozing gash.


  Letting her push my head down, I could smell her excitement. Her rich, pungent musk was welling up from her sex filling my nostrils with its cloying enticement. I loved the smell of pussy. There was just something about it that made me feel all hot and tingly down inside my belly.


  “Closer…” she whispered when I gently blew on her pussy.


  As she pushed me closer and closer to the wet, weeping succulence, I eased my long, thick tongue out and slowly teased it up the juice-slathered slit between her pussy lips stopping just before I touched her clit.


  “Yes, Mick, Honey, lick me, Honey, lick my little cunt,” she softy murmured, still pushing on my head, keeping my tongue pressed against her sex. Complying with her request, I slowly licked my way up and down the fleshy lips of her pussy savoring the sweet pungence of her juices.


  Then she reached down with her other hand gently fingered back the little fold of skin that partially concealed her clit.


  “My clit, Mick,” she whispered, rubbing her fingertip back and forth across the little kernel of flesh. “Please lick it—”


  As I licked up her pussy, she moved her finger off her clit but kept the hood peeled back away to expose it. Slowly teasing the tip of my tongue around the swollen nub, purposely avoiding touching it, I lifted my hand up under my chin and slowly pushed my damp fingers back into the clinging warmth of her pussy.


  “Don’t tease me, Mickey…lick it,” Stella growled as I felt the sharp tips of her fingernails bite down into my scalp. Deciding that discretion was the better part of valor, I quickly lashed my tongue across her clit and felt her wince.


  “Oh, yeah, Honey, like that—” Stella bubbled, rolling her hips and rubbing her clit against my lapping tongue.


  I began slowly at first, licking my tongue back and forth across her clit while I fucked my fingers in and out of her. I could feel her clit getting bigger, harder as I ravaged it with my tongue. This was only the second time I’d done it to a woman, but I must have been doing it right, the way Stella was murmuring and groaning. Then I felt something heavy land on my back. It was Stella’s leg. She must have moved it down off the back of the couch and was now pressing down with it giving her leverage to grind herself against my insistent tongue and lips.


  I loved Stella’s sweet, bald pussy. But I loved Nora’s hot little cunt, too. I loved looking at pussy. Eating it. Fucking it. Smelling it. There was just something about the smell of a woman’s sex and the smooth softness of the vulnerable, exposed flesh between their legs that made me a little crazy inside.


  Stella seemed to be enjoying what I was doing to her. Her breath was coming in soft little pants and moans. Her head was twisting from side to side on the arm of the couch as she grasped hold of the edge of the cushion and dug her fingernails down into the cushion, with white-knuckled tightness.


  “Fuck me, Honey, fuck me with your fingers,” she moaned, her hips rolling and writhing on the couch.


  Keeping my tongue lashing back and forth across her clit, I began to slowly work my fingers in out of her tight, wet pussy. As I did, I could feel the slippery smoothness of her nylon stocking rubbing against my back while I licked faster and pumped my fingers in and out of her juice-slathered cunt.


  Looking up over her heaving belly, up between her flattened tits cradled in the minuscule bra, I saw that she still had her head thrust back against the arm of the couch. Her eyes were clenched shut so tightly I could see little tears leaking out of the corners. Her muscles were trembling as she strained up against me. There was a deep frown on her brow and I could see beads of sweat on her upper lip.


  I had been surprised by Nora’s orgasm, so I knew what to expect this time and I could see that Stella looked like she was going to come any second now. My tongue and lips were all over her sex, licking, lapping, kissing, sucking. As my fingers slid in and out of her I could feel the muscles inside her pussy clutching, squeezing tighter and tighter. I could feel the hard, round back heel of her slipper pushing against my back as she strained up against me. She was having trouble breathing, her breath coming in gasps.


  Suddenly, she twitched and her muscles stiffened as she let out a long, choking gasp while her pussy clamped down around my fingers and her whole body began to twitch and writhe.


  She was coming. She was having an orgasm. Knowing that I had made her come gave me a sense of power, I couldn’t explain. All I knew that it made me feel good. Real, real good.


  “Yes—Oh, God, Yes,” Stella screamed out as her hips bucked and twitched making her wet, spewing pussy patter all over my lip and my chin leaving them drenched with her thick, hot juices.


  It was like a broken water main as the juice came pouring out of her in thick, clinging gushes and it wouldn’t stop. I couldn’t stop either. Not until she was finished. I continued to lash her clit with my tongue for the longest time as she came and came and came.


  At last, with a soft whimper, she pushed my head out from between her legs as she lay on the couch gasping for air.


  “Oh, Mickey, Honey,” she whispered. “That was fantastic. I haven’t come that hard in ages.”


  Now I was embarrassed. I didn’t know what to say as I slowly lifted my juice-lathered face out from between her legs and smiled up at her.


  “I did good?” I grinned, slowly licking my tongue around my lips to lick away the some of the warm, sticky goo covering them.


  “Good? That was fucking awesome,” she grinned back, reaching down and ruffling my hair. “You’re a prize.”


  Now it was my turn, I giddily thought as I felt her lift her leg off my back and hook it over the back of the couch again.


  Suddenly, the warm, satiated look of fulfillment in her eyes changed. It was replaced by a wild, mischievous look I hadn’t seen before.


  “Uh, what?” I asked, knowing that she had something on her mind and I didn’t think it had anything to do with us fucking.


  Reaching down, she put her hands on my shoulders and shoved me out from between her long, lovely legs. Still standing on my knees, I scooted back a little while I watched her swing her leg down off the couch and slap it against her other leg.


  “I feel like doing something wild and crazy,” she giggled, clutching hold of the edge of the couch and pushing up onto her house slippers. Then she offered her hand to me to help me get up. As I staggered up onto my feet, my hard, stiff cock angrily slashed back and forth slinging prefuck everywhere. “Don’t worry about him,” Stella laughed, grabbing my cock and giving it a rough squeeze. “I’ll take care of him in a little while.”


  “Uh, okay,” I muttered deciding to go along with whatever “wild and crazy thing” she had planned for the moment. After all, we had three whole days by ourselves. I could wait a few minutes to get my rocks off if it made Stella happy.


  Then with another little giggle, Stella stepped out of her slippers, reached up between her jiggling breasts and plucked at the little red bow on the tiny brassiere. As she did, the bra sprang apart and her spectacular tits spilled out into the open. Stretching her arms out behind her, she let the bra go sliding down them to land on the couch. With a little chuckle to make her big tits dance and wiggle some more, she grabbed hold of my hand.


  “Come on,” she chirped, tugging me toward the door.


  “Where are we going?” I grinned, tagging along behind her, admiring her big, bare butt ripple and quiver with each step she took while my rock-hard cock jutted out in front of me leading the way.


  “The beach—” she snorted pulling me through the doorway out into the hallway that led to the front of the beach house.


  “The Beach?” I muttered, pulling back, trying to stop her determined flight down the hallway. “The beach? Really?”


  “Yeah, the beach. Haven’t you ever wanted run down a beach naked?”


  Was she joking? There was a frigging storm swirling around outside. And we were both naked! Well she was almost naked. All she had on were her garter belt and nylons, but I was naked as a fucking jaybird.


  “Uh, no, I can’t say that ever really crossed my mind,” I told her, still trying to hold back.


  “Oh, don’t be a fuddy-duddy. If you want any of my pussy, you’d better behave and come along, pardon the pun, like a good liddle boy,” she laughed grabbing my hand in both hands, walking backwards as she pulled me down the hallway.


  Stella’s big tits were floundering around like a couple of beached Beluga whales as she tugged across the living room and out onto the porch. I could hear the rain and wind lashing against the boarded up windows as we stumbled across the porch to the storm door.


  “This is crazy—” I complained. “What if somebody sees us?”


  “So? With all this rain and wind, nobody would recognize us,” she laughed and I could detect an almost maniacal note in her voice. “They’ll just think we’re a couple of crazy teenagers acting out on the beach. And they’ll be half-right,” she cackled.


  Letting go of my hand, Stella put both hands on the door and pushed. Nothing happened as the wind kept the door shoved shut.


  “Come on, Casanova, give me a hand,” Stella urged.


  Deciding that if I wanted any of her sweet little pussy, I was going to have to go along with her crazy little game. Stepping up behind her, I reached my arms around her, shoving my steel-hard cock against her plump, soft ass as I put my hands beside hers and pushed.


  The door resisted, but slowly swung open under the force of both of us pushing. But as it did we were suddenly lambasted by a gust of rain and wind slamming into us and nearly knocking us back on our butts. It was like getting slapped across the face with a wet rag as we staggered down the steps and onto the boardwalk.


  “Wow—” Stella hollered, grabbing my hand again and pulling me down in the direction of the beach. I could barely hear her over the surf washing on shore and everything was blurred by the onslaught of rain and wind slamming into us. For those of you who have ever run through a car wash buck naked, you know what I’m talking about. It felt like we were being sandblasted by some diabolical demon standing out in the waves aiming the gun at us.


  Somehow, we made it down to the shoreline without being drowned as the rain and wind lashed us with a fury. The foam-flecked waves were rushing on shore, swirling around our ankles as we splashed along, trying to keep our balance and not fall.


  Stella’s long, black hair had come down again. Half of it was wetly clinging to her back while the other half streamed out whipping in the wind while the wind lashed her beautiful body with raindrops. As she stumbled along with me running beside her, her big, rain-streaked tits bounced up and down like a pair of big, pink beach balls. It was crazy!


  I could just picture some old guy up in one of the beach houses with his binoculars trained on Stella watching her big tits flopping up and down as she floundered down the wind-ravaged beach. He would probably have his cock in his hand jacking off as he watched her, and I couldn’t blame him. She was breathtaking as she slogged along the beach. Her whole body seemed to be jiggling and shaking as it dully glistened in the storm-muted sunlight while she struggled along.


  How much further were we going to go, I irately wondered? My question was quickly answered as Stella finally stopped to catch her breath.


  Standing with her legs spread apart to brace herself against the wind, she bent over at the waist with her hands on her knees gasping to catch her breath. Then she looked over at me and I could make out a smile on her rain-streaked face.


  “I think I’ve had enough,” she hollered at me, trying to make herself heard above the howl of the wind.


  “Me, too—” I hollered back, wiping the water out of my eyes and looking back toward the Bates’ beach house. “Race you back—”


  “Okay—” I heard her grunt as she reached out and gave me a shove. Losing my balance, I went staggering backwards, arms flailing the air just before I landed on my butt in the wet sand with a loud “Ommmpfff—” the air momentarily knocked out of my lungs.


  As I sat in the sand, the surf streaming around my butt, I saw Stella laugh and then head up the beach at a trot. She was fucking poetry in motion as she ran along with the wind at her back her long black hair streaming around her face. Scrambling up to my feet, I went chasing after her but didn’t catch her until she had reached the front door of the beach house.


  “I won—” she giggled, grabbing hold of the door handle and trying to pull it open.


  Panting, trying to catch my breath, I reached around her and grabbed hold of the edge of the door. Between the two of us, it took us several moments to finally get the door open enough to squeeze in around it as the wind continued to pummel the beach house.


  We were drenched with the rain running down our bodies, leaving two big puddles on the porch floor as we stood trying to catch our breath.


  “I won,” she panted, stepping up and wrapping her arms around me. “What’s my prize?”


  “I had one in mind, but I’m afraid the rain washed it away,” I grinned as my wilted prick now lifelessly hung down between my legs. The cold, the rain and the wind had done a job on it, leaving it a shriveled up shell of its former self. Letting go of me, Stella stepped back and looked down at the limp, dangling lump of flesh hanging down from my hairy groin.


  “Oh, my, I guess it did,” she giggled, reaching over and flicking it, making it jiggle and flop. “I guess that we need to do something about that.”


  “I guess so,” I smirked cupping one of her big tits and giving it a squeeze.


  “Well, come on, I know just how to fix that,” she laughed, grabbing my hand and pulling me across the porch. I willingly stumbled along behind her leaving a trail of damp footprints behind us as we went hurrying across the living room and down the hallway to the sitting room.


  The next thing I knew, we were in the sitting room again standing on the big rug in front of the fireplace. Stella let go of my hand and quickly tossed a couple more logs on the fire and then before I could move, she was on her knees in front of me with her face right in front of my shriveled, lifeless peter.


  “He looks so silly like that,” she snickered, wrapping her hand around the shaft of my drooping cock and lifting it out from between my legs.


  “I think he needs a nice, warm place to hide and change back into his work clothes,” I heard her mumble as she opened her mouth and quickly sucked my cock inside her warm, wet mouth.


  “Oh, yeah,” I groaned as she began to suck and pull on my recharging penis.


  As I’d never had a blow job before Nora gave me my first one, I could hardly claim to be an expert in the field, but the Bates women certainly seemed to know a thing or two about the art of fellatio. And I found that odd since Nora had told me that Bernard didn’t even like it. But that was neither here nor there at the moment as I had other things on my mind.


  It was like gulping down a bunch of energy drinks all at once as I felt the strength flowing back into my cock while Stella worked her magic on it. She was doing things to my cock with her lips I didn’t think were possible.


  Then, as I stood watching her plump, red lips sliding up and down the shaft of my rapidly-recharging penis, she grabbed hold of my hips with both hands and dug her fingernails in. Suddenly I felt the head of my prick thud up against her tonsils as she gave out a soft, choking gag and jerked me toward her. The head of my cock was lodged in the opening of her throat as she strained against it until all at once it overcame the resistance and went sliding down into her throat.


  I felt her gag, the muscles in her throat clutching at my prick as my belly bumped against her nose. I couldn’t believe it as I stared down at her in disbelief. Her lips were buried down in the swirl of curls encircling the base of my cock. She had somehow taken all nine inches of my cock inside her mouth and throat. Nora hadn’t even done that. My first deep throat ever. I’d seen porn flicks where women did it, but I had thought it had to be a trick. But apparently it was no trick as Stella was proving to me.


  My legs were about to give way. And then Stella gave out another soft gag as she backed herself back down the spit-slathered shaft of my almost fully-reenergized penis.


  “God, you’re big,” she whispered, backing off my prick as it twitched and bobbed up and down with long, stringy strands of spit hanging down from it. Then I watched as Stella seemed to melt down onto her back in front of me.


  As I stood dizzily gazing down at her, I saw smile back up at me and slowly spread her long, stocking-encased legs apart. Two of the long, black garters on one leg had come undone sometime during the gambol down the beach and now the rumpled stocking was being held up by only one garter. All of the garters attached to her other nylon were stretching down from the little garter belt that was askew, pulled down around her hip on one side and still around her waist on the other side. There were long, dark streaks of mascara staining her cheeks and her long, disheveled black hair was a tangled mess. But to me, she was beautiful as she held her arms up to me to welcome down between her legs.


  I was her slave. I would do anything she asked as I dropped down onto my knees between her legs.


  “Fuck me, Mickey, fuck me—my Love,” she softly growled, reaching for my prick as I crouched down over her on my hands and knees. Anxiously gawking down between us, I watched her push my rock-hard prick down until I felt it brush against the soft, slippery flesh of her sex.


  “So fucking big—” Stella groaned as I felt the head of my penis find the warm, moist opening of her pussy. She was so wet and slippery, I began to slip down inside her without even trying. It was like being sucked into a sheath of warm, sticky honey as I felt her hot, little pussy molding itself around my prick. It was a thousand fingers pulling on my cock, sucking me deeper and deeper into the all-consuming emptiness between Stella’s outstretched legs. Eighteen wasted years I cursed, clenching my ass and pushing ever deeper into the clutching core of Stella’s sex.


  As our groins finally ground together, I felt Stella’s thighs clamp up against my hips, trapping me, imprisoning me down inside the damp, fleshy crypt between her legs. I was her captive, trapped by her sweet allure and would gladly spend the rest of my days locked away in the dark, sodden depths of her sex, if that were her wish.


  “Fuck me, Mickey—” Stella growled as she hooked her heels around the backs of my thighs and pulled me against her. “Fuck me—”


  “Yessssss—” I snarled, jerking back, straining against her the pull of her legs and then ripping my cock back into her balls deep.


  “Fucccckkkkk—” Stella grunted, her fingernails digging into my ass as her ravenous pussy devoured my prick.


  I was God! Nothing could compare with it. Fucking. I loved it as my ass began to bounce up and down driving my cock in and out of Stella’s insatiable hole. Eighteen years wasted, but I was determined to make up for every single squandered moment as I drove in and out of her with fevered abandon.


  Nora was forgotten. I had found a new love. Stella. Sweet, lovable Stella. I was smitten for the second time in as many weeks. This time I was in control. This time there would be no little troll to steal her away from me. She was mine and Bernard couldn’t have her. Even if he wanted her, she was his sister and he wouldn’t go there. Would he? But none of that mattered now. Not at this moment. I had Stella and nothing else mattered.


  This was how it should be, I giddily told myself.


  “Fuck me, Mick, fuck me, Honey,” she weakly panted, her muted voice barely audible over the storm swirling around inside and outside the beach house.


  Suddenly, I felt her stiffen against me as another orgasm rocked her. I was a god. I had never felt such power; such control; such passion. I wanted to go on and on and on. I wanted it to never end. Our bodies were working together in unison. Every muscle, every fiber of our being working together like a well-oiled machine. A fuck machine, driving back and forth, our bodies lubricated by sweat and rain sliding together in harmonious rhythm, never missing a beat as I plunged in and out of the wondrous hole between Stella’s legs. I felt myself getting close. Stella was matching me stroke for stroke. Her hips were rising to match my thrusts and she was making little grunting sounds every time I drove my cock into the tight, clutching tightness between her legs.


  “Come—Baby—come—” I wheezed out.


  “Yes, yes, yes, oh, yesssss—” Stella hissed.


  I could feel her thighs gripping tighter as her legs flexed and pulled, taking me deeper inside the churning inferno on every plunging thrust. Suddenly Stella gasped as her whole body began to shake and shiver while yet another orgasm spasmed through her cunt. As it did, she clenched down around my pistoning cock and began to squeeze and clutch at it.


  A jolt of pure, electric pleasure ripped through my cock as I slammed down into her as deep as I could. As I did, my cock began to buck and spurt cum into her pussy in thick, gummy gobs. I knew that it couldn’t be, but it felt like I was pumping out gallons into her hungry hole. I gloated. I was King and I had claimed Nora and now I was claiming Stella as my lover. I had taken them both from Bernard.


  I was in love again! But can a man love two women at the same time, I giddily wondered? I did! Or was it lust? I didn’t know and I didn’t care at the moment. The only thing I knew was that I loved Stella and I wanted her to know it.


  “Stella—Stella—I love you so much…” I cried out as my spurting, spewing cock continued to twitch and jerk down inside her hot, cum-filled cunt.


  “Oh, Mickey, Honey…” she bubbled, her lips finding mine as we kissed.


  At last, it was over. We were done. Finished.


  “Oh, God, Mickey,” Stella gushed, clamping her legs tighter, imprisoning me between her legs as she stared up at me in post-coital bliss. “That was fantastic,” she sighed as I finally felt her legs begin to relax and release their hold on my hips.


  Pushing up, I felt my softening prick slither out of Stella’s cum-filled cunt. Looking down, I watched my prick flop out of her followed by a gush of creamy-white cum.


  The next three days we never strayed far from Stella’s bedroom as we tried every imaginable position we could think of and even a few we accidently stumbled on. Then the wedding party returned and things around the house returned to a semblance of normalcy. Thankfully, Stella had just about worn me out, so seeing Nora degrade herself in front of Bernard didn’t have the sting it had before Stella had taken me under her wing.


  Then I got a phone call from my dad asking me to come back to the farm to help him out for a little while. I was reluctant to leave, but Tim had extended my invitation and told me to come back after I had finished helping out around the farm.


  With a sad heart and even sadder cock, I went heading back to the farm….
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  Turning up the road running along the row of beach houses, I saw that there was only one car sitting in front of it. A Cadillac. And I didn’t recognize it. It didn’t belong to any of the Bates unless one of them had bought a new car while I was back on the farm helping my mom and dad out. I couldn’t see Nora trading in her little Porsche on a Cadillac, and surely Bernard, the little gnome wouldn’t be seen dead in something as crass as a Cadillac. Especially when he owned an Aston-Martin One-77. Hell, he wouldn’t even let Tim drive it. And Stella didn’t even own a car. Being from New York, she probably wouldn’t have known how to drive one it if she did own one.


  So whose car was it?


  Letting my car coast to a stop behind the bright red Caddie, I turned the engine off and hopped out. Walking up beside the other car, I peeked in to see if there was anything that would tell me who owned it. I saw nothing that would give away the identity of the secret visitor.


  Climbing up the boardwalk to the beach house, I stopped in front of the door and twisted the knob. It was locked. That was odd. Like I said, the Bates rarely locked any of the doors. So now what was I supposed to do. I was locked out. Whoever it was inside the house had apparently locked the front door for some reason.


  Stepping back, I looked up and down the front of the house. I guess that I could sneak around to the back of the house and break in, but that would make noise and whoever it was inside might shoot me or something. I was in a quandary.


  Wait—the key! I had put the key Nora gave me on my key chain. Shoving my hand in my pants, I pulled the key chain out and fumbled with the keys until I found the house key. Grinning to myself, I stuck it in the lock and twisted it. There was a soft “thunk” as the tumblers disconnected. Twisting the knob again, it gave way and the door swung out when I pulled on it. A quick look up and down the beach, to see if anyone was watching, I slipped inside the house.


  Quietly closing the door behind me, I eased out of my loafers and crept across the porch to the door leading into the house. While the porch door leading out to the street in the front of the house had been locked, the living room door was wide open. I almost felt like a burglar as I stealthily made my way across the living room, stopping to peek into the kitchen to see if anyone was there. When I saw that there was no one in the kitchen I made my way toward the stairs. Passing the bar, I saw that someone had made themselves a drink earlier as there was a glass sitting on it with about a finger of water in it. Stopping, I picked up the glass and sniffed it. Bourbon.


  Putting the glass back down I made my way over to the stairs.


  Tiptoeing, I crept up the stairs one by one until I was nearly at the top. Suddenly, one of the steps let out a loud creak and I froze. Listening, I suddenly realized that the shower was running. Whoever it was visiting was taking a shower. I slowly made my way down the hallway to the door leading into the room Tim and I shared. The door was slightly ajar so I pushed it open. No Tim, but I hadn’t expected to find him in his room.


  Standing outside my room, I heard the shower shut off. I didn’t know what to do as I stood looking down the hallway in the direction of the bathroom. Breathlessly waiting for whoever it was to show themselves, I heard a few thumps and then I heard the door handle rattle.


  Suddenly out stepped a naked woman that I’d never seen before. I was dumbfounded as I stood gawking at her while she stopped and stood with her arms raised up, trying to get a towel wrapped around her head. As she stood fumbling with the towel, she had her eyes closed and obviously didn’t have a clue I was watching her.


  As I let my eyes traverse the vast expanse of bare skin, I saw that the woman appeared to be in her forties or fifties. Her short, gold-flecked brown hair was mostly hidden by the towel she was trying to wrap around her head. Her bare breasts weren’t as big as Nora’s or Stella’s but were nothing to sneeze at either as they quivered and jiggled while she fought with the towel. She could have stood to lose a couple of pounds here and there, but she definitely wasn’t fat. More like pleasingly plump, I told myself as I let my eyes wander down over the slight paunch of her belly to the nest of brown curls covering her sex.


  “Fuck—” I heard her finally curse as she angrily jerked the towel down off her head and took a step down the hallway toward me. As she did, I saw her eyes flutter open. When she saw me, her eyes flew wide open and her chin dropped down on her chest as she stared back at me with that deer caught in headlights look on her pretty face. She looked like she didn’t know what to do as her arms flailed about trying to cover herself with the towel.


  “What thu—” she gasped, spinning around, giving me an unobstructed view of her delightful backside as she went jiggling back into the bathroom. Then I heard the door slam shut. After the sound of the door being slammed shut stopped reverberating through the beach house, you could have heard a fly fart for several long, tense seconds.


  “Who are you?” I finally heard the mystery guest ask through the closed door.


  “Uh, Mickey—Mickey Tane. I’m Tim’s friend,” I hollered back to make myself heard through the closed door. “Who, who are you?”


  There was another long, pregnant silence before I heard her answer.


  “I’m Marsha. Marsha Bates, Tim’s aunt. My husband is Harold Bates. Bernard’s brother,” I heard her explain through the closed bathroom door.


  “Oh, uh, hey, look, I’m sorry I barged in on you like this…I didn’t know you were here. Where is everybody?” I asked her, feeling a little foolish caring on a conversation through a closed door.


  “Just a minute,” she hollered back. Then a few seconds later, I saw the door slowly open and Marsha peek out around it. As she stepped out wearing one of Nora’s fleecy, white bathrobes I saw that she had the belt tied around her waist, but I guess as a precaution, she had her collar tightly gripped in her fist. “Pardon my appearance,” she apologized, “I wasn’t expecting company.”


  “Uh, that’s okay,” I smiled starting to tell her that I liked it better the way she had been dressed before. Or rather undressed before. But I decided that might be just a little presumptuous.


  “Harold, Bernard, and Tim are out in the gulf somewhere deep-sea fishing,” she explained still holding the collar of her bathrobe clutched shut. “They’re supposed to be back tomorrow afternoon. Nora and Stella took off to New York yesterday for some kind of book-signing thingie for Stella. They’re supposed to be back sometime tomorrow afternoon, too.”


  “So,” I said, smiling again to try and put her at ease. “I guess that we’re here all alone, huh?”


  “It looks like it,” she said as I finally saw a hint of a smile tug at the corners of her mouth. “I thought you might be a burglar or something,” she softly laughed.


  “Why, do I look like a burglar?” I grinned.


  “Uh, no, I guess not, but then I don’t know what a burglar is supposed to look like,” she smiled as I saw her fist unclench ever so slightly.


  The conversation suddenly turned to an awkward silence as we stood looking at each other for several long seconds.


  “Well, I, uh, I think I’m going to go put some clothes on. You’re probably tired of looking at a fat, old woman running around half naked,” she said, blushing, her fist tightening again.


  “No, no, not at all,” I grinned, “and you’re certainly not fat,” I ventured, still trying to put her at ease. “I can vouch for that—”


  “Oh, that’s not what Harold says,” she laughed, turning and heading down the hallway back toward the guest room by Stella’s room.


  “Is Harold blind?” I shot back at her, reveling in my new-found confidence gifted to me by Nora and Stella.


  “Well, he is getting older,” she said over her shoulder while I admired her rather-ample ass twitch from side to side under Nora’s bathrobe as Marsha strutted down the hallway. “Maybe it’s affecting his eye-sight…too—” she added almost as an afterthought.


  His eye-sight, too? Was that an inference that old Harold might be losing it somewhere else, too? Things might be looking up, I grinned to myself as I heard the door close down the hallway. Maybe a quick shower myself might not hurt. I’d been driving for three hours and a guy could build up a little odor in that length of time.


  It was three o’clock right on the button when I’d finished showering and slipping into a clean pair of trunks and tee. Padding over to the door in my bare feet, I peeked out into the hallway. No Marsha, so I went hurrying downstairs to retrieve my loafers from beside the front door. Slipping them on, I went walking back into the living room only to find Marsha standing behind the bar. She was wearing a black sarong with prints of big, white hibiscuses sprinkled around on it. And coincidently, or not, the knot between her breasts was bordered on each side by two of the big, white flowers that covered her breasts, emphasizing them and making them seem even larger. In coordination with the hibiscus prints on the sarong, she was wearing a big, silk Hibiscus in her short, brown hair. In addition she was apparently wearing a bikini under the sarong as there were two straps snaking up over her shoulders to the knot that held them together behind her neck.


  “Well, hello there,” she smiled as she lifted the bourbon bottle over the glass I’d seen sitting on the bar earlier. “I tried to make myself a little more presentable,” she softly laughed, making her breasts freely bobble and jiggle under the sarong.


  “You look great,” I beamed, slowly stepping across the room toward the bar.


  “Why thank you,” she smiled. “I get so few compliments anymore. Especially from Harold.”


  “You’re sure rough on the old boy,” I chuckled, sliding onto one of the barstools lining the front of the bar.


  “Wait until you meet him,” she warned, “you’ll see why. Can I make you a drink?”


  “Sure.”


  “You are old enough to drink aren’t you?” she coyly asked, batting her big, blue eyes at me.


  “Of course. Don’t I look old enough to drink?” I asked her.


  “Barely…” she grinned. “What’ll it be?”


  “Whatever you’re drinking will be fine.”


  “Bourbon and Coke?”


  “Great—”


  I watched her tits bobble again under the thin, black material as she reached under the bar and pulled out another glass.


  “Tim tells me that he’s attending UT this fall,” she smiled, splashing some Coke in the glass and then plopping in a couple of ice cubes before topping it off with bourbon. “Are you going to be a Longhorn, too?”


  “Hook ’em,” I laughed, holding up my thumb and little finger in the longhorn salute.


  “Hook ’em,” she laughed back, making the horn symbol with one hand as she slid my drink across the bar to me with her other hand. “I’m a Longhorn, too, you know.”


  “No, I didn’t know, but cool—I’ll drink to that,” I chuckled, reaching over, tapping my glass against hers and lifting it up to my lips. Taking a sip, I struggled to hold back a cough as the liquid fire trickled down my throat. I didn’t think she’d made it that strong.


  “Too strong?” she giggled, making her tits flounder up and down.


  “Uh, naw, I, I just wasn’t expecting it,” I lied, coughing.


  “I like my drinks strong,” she smiled.


  “I can see—” I agreed.


  “So—” she said, picking up her drink and slowly strolling out from behind the bar. “What is there to do around here? This is my first time at the beach.”


  “Not much during the middle of the week, I’m afraid,” I told her, spinning on my stool and watching her as she promenaded over to the couch. As I did, I saw that now she was wearing high heels. Odd combination, I thought. I don’t think I’d ever seen a woman wearing heels with a sarong. But then again, I was a hick kid from a farm in southern Texas. What did I know? Maybe they did it all the time back where Marsha came from.


  “That’s too bad,” she frowned, curling one of her legs up under her and causing the sarong to inch further up the tanned perfection of her thigh. “I was kind of hoping that there might be a club or something on the beach.”


  “I’m afraid not,” I told her, pushing off the stool and walking over to the couch.


  “So what is there to do?” she asked me, tipping up the pack of cigarettes that had been sitting on the end table and letting one of them slide out. Pinching the cigarette between her finger and thumb, she gave it a few thumps to pack it and lifted it up to her lips.


  “Cigarette?” she asked me holding the pack out to me.


  “Uh, no, don’t smoke,” I said, watching her pitch the pack back on the end table.


  “Smart boy,” she smiled, holding the lighter up to the end of the cigarette and flicking it.


  Holding the flame on the end of the cigarette, she puffed a couple of times and then took in a big, tit-thrusting breath. Snapping the lighter shut, she set it down on the table and blew out a big puff of smoke in my direction.


  “I’ve been trying to quit for years,” she complained, “but something always comes up to keep from quitting. So…since there’s no club or anything, what does one do for entertainment around here?” she asked me, resting her hand on her thigh and letting her fingers play with the fringed edge of her sarong.


  “Well, we could look for sea shells,” I suggested. Or we could fuck, I lewdly thought to myself. I knew what I wanted to do, but I didn’t have the balls to tell her.


  “That doesn’t sound like much fun,” she laughed, creating an upheaval of activity under her little black sarong.


  “Go for a swim?”


  “Maybe,” she smiled, taking another deep drag on her cigarette.


  Just then, the cell phone laying on the end table began to buzz and vibrate.


  I watched Marsha reach over, pick it up and look at the screen.


  “Harold,” she frowned. “Checking up on me and making sure I’m being a good, little girl.” I could hear the annoyance in her voice as she lifted the phone up to her cheek and spoke.


  “Harold,” she said, then stopped to listen.


  “No, Nora and Stella are in New York…for one of Stella’s book signing thingies,” I heard her say.


  Then she looked over at me and smiled as she listened.


  “All by my lonesome…” she said into the phone, winking at me.


  There was another long pause before she spoke again.


  “A swordfish. Wow. I guess that means we’ll be having swordfish when you guys get back, huh?”


  A few more seconds of silence as she tapped her cigarette on the ashtray seemingly annoyed by Harold’s intrusion into her privacy.


  “I might read a book…or I might just go to bed,” she said, looking over at me and smiling again. I felt a spasm of excitement fire off down in my half-hard prick. Go to bed? With me? Was that a hint for me? Or subterfuge for Harold? I didn’t know but it sounded promising.


  “Yes, Honey, I’ll be a good, little girl,” she baby-talked. “And you don’t do anything either,” she warned.


  More silence…


  “Bye-bye, Honey…see you tomorrow,” she said into the phone, pushing the off button and setting it back down on the end table.


  “He’s so jealous,” she fussed, irately stubbing her cigarette out in the ashtray. “Always checking up on me. Makes me so mad sometimes. Makes me want to…want to…oh, never mind…” she threatened, pouting out her lower lip.


  What did she want to do? Punch him? Or maybe cheat on him to teach him a lesson, I hopefully thought.


  “Let’s just forget about him,” she sighed, turning back to me and giving me another heart-melting smile. “So where were we?”


  “Uh, trying to decide what to do,” I grinned as hope sprang eternal.


  “And we had it narrowed down to looking for seashells or going for a swim,” she laughed. “I can see that we’re in for a thrilling afternoon.”


  Or we could spend the rest of the day in your bed, fucking, I lewdly suggested…to myself, of course.


  “Well, let’s go for a swim,” she said, grabbing hold of the edge of the couch and pushing up onto her high heels. Then before I could move, she reached up between her tits and untied the knot holding her sarong together. As she did, the black sarong suddenly went whispering down her body to land in a muddled puddle of black silk on the couch.


  I think my eyes googled out at least a foot as I gawked at her in stunned surprise. The bikini she was wearing could have fit inside a thimble with room left over. The tiny triangles of black material covering the tips of her big, saggy tits couldn’t have been more than a couple of inches across at the bottom and tapered to almost nothing before the strap swept around behind her neck to the bow in the back. And down below, covering the tip of her belly, the brevity of material was just as evident as I could see several unruly curly brown pubic hairs peeking out of the leg holes of her bikini.


  “Uh, nice—” I muttered as she stepped around the coffee table. She might as well have been naked as she strutted toward the bar with her empty glass in her hand. From the back, the bottom of her string bikini had disappeared down in the crack of her plentiful rear end, leaving both of the bare cheeks of her ass on display for my gawking stare. Like two smooth, round beach balls, the cheeks of her behind quivered and rippled with each mincing step she took.


  “Thank you,” she said over her shoulder as she slid in behind the bar and picked up the bottle of bourbon. “Harold says it makes my butt look big and that I look like a slut in it. What do you think, Mickey? Do you think it makes my butt look big?”


  I was dumbfounded. I didn’t know what to say. What did she want me to say?


  “Uh, I, I think that’s a bit harsh,” I muttered.


  “Does it make me look like a slut?” she boldly asked.


  “Maybe Harold needs to get an eye examination,” I chuckled.


  “Want me to top you off?” she smiled, tipping the bottle and refilling her glass with the amber liquor.


  “Uh, yeah, yeah, uh, sure—” I stammered, clumsily struggling to my feet and almost spilling what little there was left of my drink in the process.


  I couldn’t take my eyes of her big tits as they lay nestled down inside the minuscule cups of her bikini top while she looked back at me with a playful smile on her pretty lips. Her areolas couldn’t be much bigger than a quarter, I lewdly thought, because the little, black triangle of cloth completely covered them.


  “Well, are you going to stand there gawking…or are you going to bring your drink over so I can top it off?” she grinned, reaching up and plucking at one of the tiny cups of cloth cradling her big tits, spreading the material wider.


  “Uh, oh, yeah,” I mumbled, starting to step over to the bar but tripping over my own two left feet and nearly falling.


  “Careful. Don’t trip and break something,” she softly laughed as I thought I saw her eyes dart down to my rapidly-hardening cock. I was getting a boner and I could feel it thrusting itself out against my swim trunks. But who could blame me. Just look at Marsha. I think Harold might be right in his assessment of how she looked in the tiny, black bikini, but I would never admit it to her.


  I finally made it over to the bar without tripping and breaking my fool neck. Setting my glass down on the lacquered surface, I watched Marsha tip the bottle and let a stream of the amber liquid trickle down into my glass. Then as she set the bottle back down and dropped a couple of ice cubes into my drink, I turned my attention back to the beautiful quivering bowls of Jell-O on Marsha’s chest.


  They were even more fantastic up close and now I could see that her nipples were tenting the tiny black cups of cloth.


  “You don’t think they’re too saggy, do you?” she asked me, easing her fingers under the edge of one of the cups and letting the backs of her fingers brush down the curve of the trembling globe of flesh.


  “Huh?” I grunted, jerking my eyes up to her face to find that she was smiling at me with an amused, almost teasing look on her face as a wave of heat flashed out across my blushing cheeks.


  “My breasts,” she laughed, making the topics of conversation bobble and jiggle down inside the little cups as my eyes dropped back down to them. “You were staring at them. Do you think they’re too saggy. Harold says they are…” she smiled, cupping one of them and lifting it up off her chest.


  I couldn’t believe it! We hadn’t known each other for more than an hour and here we were discussing the buoyancy of her big tits. And she was a married woman. I was speechless.


  “Oh, did I embarrass you?” she smirked, easing her hand out from under her breast and letting it sag back down on her chest. “I’m sorry.”


  “Uh, I, I—” I stammered, swallowing, trying to get my Adam’s apple to go back where it belonged. And to top it off, the imbecilic little ten year old had come dashing back in and taken charge again.


  “Cat got your tongue?” Marsha laughed as she lifted her glass up to her lips and took a sip.


  Mimicking her, I guzzled down a mouthful of bourbon and Coke hoping to gain some courage from the alcohol. Was she trying to embarrass me? Or was she just teasing me? Maybe I ought to fight fire with fire, I decided.


  “Uh, no, I, I just couldn’t tell…you know, about your breasts,” I mumbled. “Your bikini seems to be holding them up, so I can’t tell just how saggy they really are,” I was somehow able to choke out.


  “What?” she chuckled, making her breasts jiggle and ripple again.


  “But they don’t look like they’re too saggy to me,” I added, appreciatively glancing down at them.


  It looked like my answer had taken her by surprise as she gazed back at me with an undecipherable look on her pretty face. I could almost hear the gears in her head turning as she decided what to do next.


  “That wasn’t a ploy just to get me to take my top off was it?” she volleyed back, sending the ball back into my court.


  “Uh, no, I, well…” I stammered. I didn’t know what to say now. She had parried my thrust with a thrust of her own and I felt the tip of her rapier nip me as the temperature in the room suddenly shot up another fifty degrees.


  “It was…wasn’t it?” she laughed, tipping her glass up, downing the rest of her drink before setting her empty glass down on the bar with an emphatic clunk.


  “Uh, yeah, I guess…” I halfheartedly apologized. “Sorry—”


  “I can’t imagine why you would want to look at these old things,” she giggled, brushing her fingers across her breasts. “And besides I’m a married woman. I can’t be going around showing my titties to just anyone, can I? So I guess you’ll just have to use your imagination,” she snickered, cupping her breasts, giving them a squeeze before she stepped out from behind the bar and started for the patio. Perplexed by Marsha’s sudden change of heart, I quickly gulped down the rest of my drink and diverted my attention from her tits to her big, bare butt as it seductively twitched from side to side while she strutted her way across the living room on her high heels.


  My poor cock was confused too. It didn’t know whether to stay hard or go soft, play ball or go home. She had been flirting with me and then like flicking it off a light bulb. I didn’t know what to think.


  Then Marsha reached the back door, stopped, and turned back toward me with a playful smile on her lips.


  “Well, are you coming?” she laughed, sliding the door open and making her tits lurch and flounder as they threatened to flop out of the tiny bikini. Give me a few minutes in bed with you and I might, I fussed to myself.


  Setting my empty glass on the bar, I started after Marsha only to see her disappear. Just as I stepped out onto the patio, I saw her do a perfect swan dive off the end of the pool barely making a ripple in the water.


  Stepping up to the edge of the pool by her discarded high heels, I watched Marsha take a couple of strokes under water and then come bubbling up to the surface at the opposite end of the pool.


  “Come on in, the water’s great,” she laughed shaking her head from side to side and sending water flying everywhere.


  “Where did you learn to dive like that?” I asked her.


  “I was on the swim team at UT,” she grinned. “Of course that was quite a few years ago.”


  I wasn’t going to dive and show my ineptness, so I just jumped into the pool. While the pool wasn’t very big, there was a slope to the bottom and the water was only waist deep where I was standing. But down at the other end, where Marsha was standing, the water was lapping at her chin obscuring most of her body as she stood watching me.


  Then I saw her slowly wading toward me. As the water receded down her neck, off her shoulders the tops of her spectacular boobs came floating to the surface of the water.


  “Look, they’re not sagging anymore,” she laughed, cupping them in her hands and lifting them out of the water.


  “I still think it’s the bikini holding them up,” I snorted, taking a step toward her.


  “Oh, really?” she smiled, easing her breasts back down into the water and slowly curling her hands around behind her neck.


  “Uh, yeah,” I grinned watching her big tits undulating and softly bobbing on the surface of the water as Marsha fiddled with the little knot holding the straps of her bikini together.


  “Wanna bet it isn’t?” she dared me.


  “What kind of bet?” I asked her, watching her as her hands came curling back out from behind her back with the straps of her bikini pinched between her fingers and thumbs.


  “If my titties float,” she teased, lowering the top of her bikini a tiny bit lower, “you have to let me see if your balls float…” she grinned.


  Finally, the pretense was over. I now knew where it was all heading. She was going to let me fuck her!


  “Deal?” she smirked easing the little black cups lower, exposing more of the tanned perfection under them.


  “Deal,” I grinned, watching her tits as she slowly peeled the clinging cloth back to expose the ripe, plump berries tipping them. Then she let go of the straps and quickly reached back around behind her to the knot in the middle of her back that held her bikini top secured around her chest. a quick tug and the little, black pair of triangles slowly floated away from her bobbing breasts leaving them totally exposed to my leering eyes.


  “See—they float—” she giggled, rolling her shoulders from side to side making her tits splash and flounder on the top of the water.


  “I see,” I smiled, taking a step closer. “You win…so how do you propose that I pay off my debt?”


  “Well, let’s see,” she said, pinching her chin between her finger and thumb and pretending to think. “I guess the first thing you need to do is take your trunks off,” she finally said, reaching down, cupping her tits and teasingly tweaking the big, rubbery paps sticking out of the darkened tips.


  “I don’t know if my balls will float,” I told her, reaching down under the water and easing my thumbs under the elastic waistband of my swimming trunks. “They’re pretty full…been a while since I, uh, you know, since I’ve used them.”


  “Oh, really?” she laughed, easing her tits back down into the water and peering down at the murky image of my body under the shimmering water.


  Bending down, pushing my trunks down my legs, I felt my peter slip out into the water. Continuing to push my trunks down, I saw that the refraction of the water distorted the image of my cock and made it seem smaller.


  “Okay, that’s done,” I told her, standing back up and stepping out of my trunks. As I did, they came slowly floating up to the surface of the water.


  “Okay,” Marsha smiled, stepping closer and taking hold of my hand. I had expected her to take hold of my cock, but she didn’t as she tugged me over to the steps leading up out of the pool. Spinning me around until I was facing her, she let go of my hand and told me to “Step up—”


  Blindly I lifted my foot backwards, found the first step with my heel and slowly stepped up onto it. Now my cock and balls were only about four inches under the water as I saw Marsha’s eyes widen with surprise. Finding the second step, I stepped up and watched as my drenched peter slowly rose out of the water, dripping wet and still stiff as a surf board as my cum-laden balls floated on the water below it.


  “Oh—My goodness—” she gasped, staring down at my cock with a shaken look on her face. “You’re big…really, really big,” she said, reaching out and running her fingers down the length of my erect penis, touching it as if to make sure it was real.


  “Bigger than Harold?” I smirked, tensing the muscles around the base of my prick and making it twitch.


  “Yes…but look, your balls do float,” she smiled, easing her hand under them, gently cupping them and lifting them out of the water.


  “I guess I was wrong,” I grinned, stepping down off the steps and dragging my cock and balls back under the water again.


  “Twice—” she giggled.


  Then I reached under the water and curled my hands around her waist. “What are you doing?” Marsha asked me as I turned, grunted, lifted her up out of the water and plopped her down on the edge of the pool. As I did, her ample behind landed on the tiled pool border with a soft, wet splat.


  “I showed you mine…and I didn’t get a very good look at yours when we met,” I smiled, slowly running my hand up her slippery-wet thighs as rivulets of water streamed down her body to form a puddle around her butt. Now the water was lapping around Marsha’s knees as they brushed against my chest while I stood looking up at her.


  “Oh,” she softly murmured as I eased my fingers down under the taut waistband of her bikini bottom. I could see that the little triangle of black cloth was wetly clinging to the flesh under it as I tried to pull it down off the treasure hidden beneath it. But her bikini was trapped under her ass and refused to slip any lower. Then, as I continued to doggedly pull, Marsha reached down, stiffened her arms, spread her hands out on the wet tiles and pushed up off her butt to free her stubborn bikini.


  As I tugged the black bikini bottom down her hips, the nest of mahogany-colored curls covering her sex slid out from under the dark material. Staring down at the tangle of curly pubic hairs, I saw that there was the occasional gray hair intermingled with the other darker curls. I don’t know why, but that made Marsha seem older, more mature, and somehow sexier all at the same time.


  Now Marsha was leaning back on her stiffened arms watching me as I pulled her bikini down over her knees, downward over her shapely calves, well-turned ankles and off over her little, red-tipped toes.


  Pitching the tangle of string and cloth on the tile beside her hip, I heard it land with a soft, wet splat just like Marsha’s ass had made.


  “How old are you?” I heard Marsha ask me as I lovingly ran my fingers up the slippery smoothness of her inner thighs.


  “Eighteen…” I told her, easing my hands down between her thighs and gently pushing on them. “How old are you?” I dumbly asked.


  Her legs had started to part until she heard me ask her how old she was and then I felt her slap them back together with my hands trapped between them.


  “Don’t you know, you never ask a woman her age? It’s impolite,” she chastised me. “If a woman wants you to know how old she is, she will tell you, but you never ask,” she lectured.


  “Uh, sorry, I, I didn’t know,” I muttered, pushing again but finding her stubbornly holding her legs together.


  “How old do you think I am?” I heard her ask me as I felt a tiny bit of the resistance in her legs let up.


  Watch it, I told myself. You’re on dangerous ground here. Marsha was apparently very sensitive about her age, so you’d better go low—real low.


  “Uh, thirty?” I lied, looking up into her icy-blue eyes, trying to read them.


  “Now you’re just trying to sweet-talk me, aren’t you?” she smiled, reaching out and running her fingertips through the damp hair on my temples as I felt the resistance in her legs melt a little more.


  “Thirty-five at the tops,” I smiled, pushing harder.


  “I wish…” she murmured as I felt the muscles in her legs suddenly go slack.


  When I felt her legs go limp, I stopped pushing. I’d won the battle, but I wanted to win the war.


  I decided to bring out the trowel and lay it on heavy. I recalled a line some guy had used in a movie I’d seen sometime and it had seemed to work, so I was going to try it on Marsha. I just hoped that it didn’t backfire on me, because I didn’t have anything to follow it up with.


  “Women,” I smiled, “like fine wine. They only grow sweeter with age,” I whispered.


  The smile that tickled across her lips also lit up her eyes as I felt her legs part on their own.


  “That was the perfect thing to say,” she whispered, leaning toward me and placing a soft, lingering kiss on my lips.


  I was at a loss for words as I watched her lean back onto her stiffened arms and spread her legs a little wider apart. Leaning down, I curled my hand around her ankle and lifted her leg up out of the water. Taking a step back, I lifted her dainty, little foot up in front of my face. Easing my tongue out, I licked it across the soft roundness of her heel and slowly up the velvety smoothness of her inner sole.


  “Tickles…” she murmured as I felt her arch her foot and gently rub her toes against my cheek. Kissing over the ball of her foot, I found her little toe and pursed my lips around it. Softly sucking and teasing with my tongue, I made my way up her toes one at a time until I had paid special attention to each of them before I kissed back down the sole of her foot to the crook of her ankle. Softly kneading her leg, I kissed up the curve of her calf, over the inside of her knee and onto the slippery-smooth skin of her inner thigh. Kissing and softly licking as went, I slowly moved higher up her thigh until my lips were only a few inches from her furry pussy. Looking up over the pink gash and the tangle of curls above it, I saw that Marsha had eased down off her arms and was lying on her back. Her arms were stretched down along her sides and her fingers were curled around the edge of the pool. The thick, puffy lips of her pussy were protruding out from the swirl of auburn curls wetly clinging together. I could smell her arousal now as the pungent perfume of her sex welled up into my nostrils.


  Pussy! The guy in the fucking movie was right. There was something about older women that girls didn’t possess. And Marsha was a perfect example of that, I giddily thought as I lovingly teased the tip of my tongue up and down the gorged lips of her pussy. What was it about older women? Why was I drawn to them more that girls my own age? I couldn’t explain it. That was just the way it was. Girls were so up with themselves. Older women weren’t that way. At least Nora and Stella hadn’t been, and now I was about to find out if Marsha was the same way.


  Could it be, I feverishly asked myself? Could I be falling in love with Marsha, too? How could I be in love with three women? Then it came to me. I wasn’t just in love with Nora…or Stella…or Marsha. I was in love with womankind! In love with all the lovely creatures. Was it a curse? Or a gift from the gods? But none of that mattered to me at the moment. I could try and figure that out later. Right now there was a woman who needed my attention.


  Crouching down over her pussy, I slowly swirled my tongue around the slippery softness between Marsha’s splayed out legs. Softly sucking and pulling on the slippery folds of flesh, I moved higher. My nose was buried in the tangle of curls and my chin was pressed against the soft, wet flesh below as I sought out her clit.


  Then I knew I’d found it when I felt her wince as my tongue raked across the hard, swollen nub.


  “Yesssss—” Marsha hissed as I felt the muscles in her belly tighten just before her soft, smooth inner thighs clamped against my cheeks. Now I was trapped. Trapped between her thighs, my face buried in her sex, reveling in the smell, the taste, the feel of her. Then her fingers curled down around the back of my head, pushing, guiding me to where she wanted me to lick.


  “Kiss me, Mick, Honey, kiss me, lick me, Baby, make me come—” she demanded, her soft, round heels digging into my back, pushing off me as she ground her cunt and clit against my lapping tongue. I wanted to bury my face inside her pussy. I wanted to swim in her warmth and bring her the happiness she wanted. I could hear her making little whimpering sounds as I lashed her clit with my tongue. Everything between her legs was so soft, so wet, so warm except for the hard, stiff nub jutting out above her pussy. It was like a precious pearl that had been hidden away down inside her slippery flesh, but I had found it. Found it and coaxed it out of its hiding place.


  Marsha’s hips were rolling, squirming on the tiles as she ground herself against my insistent tongue and held my face buried down between her straining legs. Her heels were pushing harder and harder against my back, the muscles in her tummy trembling from the effort as her moans grew louder.


  “Oh—Baby—oh—Baby—oh—Baby—” she babbled as I snaked my arms around her hips and lifted my hands up to her gravity-flattened tits. Digging my fingers down into the soft, squishy flesh, I roughly kneaded them and felt Marsha arch her back and thrust them against my clawing fingers.


  I loved it! It was exhilarating to know that I was bringing pleasure to her this way. I wanted her to come. To come and come all over my tongue, my lips, all over my face. I wanted her bathe me in her sweet juice. I wanted to drown myself in the sweet nectar of her sex.


  I could feel it.


  It was like every muscle in her body was squeezing down into tight, little knots. Her ragged breath was coming in pants. Her eyes were clenched shut by the deep frown cutting into her brow.


  “Yessssss—Oh, God, Yesssssss,” I heard Marsha hiss out and I felt her sharp fingernails dig down into my scalp as she shoved my face down against her cunt.


  Suddenly her whole body twitched. Then twitched again. She had stopped breathing as a long, tortured groan croaked out of her mouth.


  Her whole body was trembling, shivering like she was freezing to death as her orgasm undulated through every fiber of her being. Then my prayers were answered as I felt a gush of sticky, hot juice splash out on my chin and run down my throat. She was coming. I loved it! She was coming all over my tongue, my lips, my face, bathing me in her sweet juice.


  I was a god! I had made her come! There was something so exhilarating about making a woman come. It was almost as good as coming myself…almost!


  Wanting to see the look on her face, I lifted my mouth off her spewing pussy.


  “No, oh, God, No—Don’t stop—Don’t stop—” Marsha pleaded, digging her sharp fingernails down into my scalp and pushing my face back down between her trembling legs. “Eat me—eat me—eat me—” she babbled.


  I immediately began to lash her squiggly clit with my tongue again as another breathy “Yessssssssss—” leapt from her lips while I ravaged her sex.


  I was drowning in the succulence pouring out of her pussy as finally I felt her muscles begin to soften. Her sobbing moans were softening into whimpers and I could feel her nails easing out of my scalp.


  “Oh, God—” she groaned as her hands lifelessly dropped onto the patio beside her hips. Leaning back, I lifted my juice-slathered lips up off her drenched sex. She was covered in juice from her belly button half way down her thighs. I’d never seen a woman come so much before.


  “Mickey…” she whispered, trying to raise her head to look down at me, but giving up after a couple of seconds and letting it drop back down onto the patio. “Fucking fantastic…”


  It was impossible to believe that four hours ago I hadn’t even known that Marsha Bates existed and now here I was standing between her legs staring down at her big, hairy cunt, reveling in the fact that I had just eaten it. It was mind boggling.


  “Help me up,” Marsha murmured, holding her hand up for me to take hold of. Grabbing hold of her hands, I took a step back, pulling her up as I did. As she sat up, I admired the way her big tits rolled and bobbled. I could see that her nipples that had been so hard and stiff now looked soft and puffy.


  “Where did you learn how to do that?” she asked me holding onto the edge of the pool and scooting toward me.


  “I had a couple of pretty good teachers,” I smirked, wrapping my hands around her waist to help her back into the pool.


  “Well, you tell them thanks next chance you get,” she smiled pushing off the edge and letting me ease her down into the water in front of me.


  “I’ll do that,” I laughed, “the next chance I get.” What would she think if she knew that it was her sister-in-laws that had taught me?


  “Well, Mickey, what would you like to do now?” she grinned, rubbing up against me and letting her fingers curl around my rock-hard cock.


  “You have any ideas?” I smirked, reaching down, cupping one of her big, soft ass-cheeks and giving it a squeeze.


  “A couple…but the pool is hardly the place. I’m not a fish,” she giggled, squeezing harder.


  “Neither am I,” I said, reciprocating and squeezing her butt harder. “Shall we retire to dry land then?”


  “Lead the way.”


  Wrapping my arm around her waist, I guided her up the steps leading up out of the pool.


  “Where would My Lady like to retire to?” I asked her, letting go of her waist and taking hold of her hand.


  “Let’s stop off and get our drinks and then we can go to my room and take care of this thing,” she suggested, smiling and running her fingers down my jutting manhood. “I have just the place we can put it.”


  “Your wish is my command, My Lady,” I beamed, watching her big tits, swing and sway, bumping up against one another as she leaned down, swept up her high heels then padded across the patio to the back door.


  “You know it’s kind of funny,” she said, sliding the back door open and stepping inside.


  “What’s funny?” I asked her, following her across the living room to the bar where our empty glasses sat.


  “You’re young enough to be my son,” she said, setting her shoes on the bar and picking up the bottle of bourbon.


  “Uh, yeah, so?” I mumbled, wondering if our age difference was bothering her. She had been awfully sensitive about her age earlier.


  “Maybe this is all just some Freudian no-no,” she laughed.


  “What do you mean?” I asked, puzzled by what she was talking about.


  “You know the mom and son thing Freud was always writing about. I think the old fart had a thing for his own mom but wouldn’t admit it,” she smiled. “What do you think?”


  “I don’t know. Maybe,” I agreed, just going along but still lost. They didn’t teach much Freud in Texas high schools.


  “Did you ever want to do it to your mother?” she teased, seductively rolling her hips as she promenaded around behind the bar.


  “My mother?” I muttered. This was crazy. Fuck my mother? I didn’t know what to think. That thought had never crossed my mind. I had never thought of my mother in that context. She was just Mom and you didn’t do things like that to Mom—


  “Well?” I heard Marsha ask at the same time I heard the gurgle of her pouring bourbon into our glasses. “Have you?”


  “No…I haven’t,” I said, feeling my cock begin to wilt a little.


  “Oh, come on, Mickey, don’t be bashful,” she snickered, setting the bottle down and dropping a couple of ice cubes in the glasses.


  “No, really, I haven’t,” I told her as she pushed my drink across the bar to me.


  “I always wondered what it would be like to have a son,” she purred.


  “I’ll be your son…if you want me to,” I told her, picking up my glass and taking a sip. “Your pretend son…”


  “You will?” she murmured, leaning over and running her fingers down my arm.


  “Yeah, Mommy…or would you rather I call you Mother…or Mom?” I asked, feeling a strange sense of perversion tickle through my mind. Maybe there was something to Freud’s deductions after all. Maybe there was some deep, dark, hidden impulse locked away down inside my psyche and Marsha had accidently stumbled upon it.


  “What do you call your mother?” she purred, slowly running the tip of her finger around the top of her glass and making a little squeaking sound.


  “Mom—” I said, feeling a spark of excitement fire off down inside my prick.


  “And what does she call you?” Marsha asked, slowly easing out from behind the bar and stepping up beside me.


  “Mick—” I said, curling my arm around behind Marsha’s back and pulling her against me.


  Everything stopped. We stood pressed against one another staring into each other’s eyes as a mystical, magical transformation took place. The earth tipped, tilting everything out of kilter. Marsha suddenly became my Mom!


  “Mom—” I whimpered unable to explain the sudden, overpowering rush of passion I felt.


  “Mick, Baby—” Marsha gushed just as our lips softly touched and then crushed together. I’d never felt anything like it. It was like being born again. Emotions I’d never felt before were swirling around inside my head, bumping and banging against one another, mutating and metamorphosing into new ones I’d never experienced.


  Finally our lips parted as we stood gasping for air and staring deep into each other’s eyes. What was happening, I frantically wondered? Marsha had tears in her big, blue eyes. Was she crying? Why was she crying?


  “Why are you crying?” I asked her, wondering if I’d done something wrong.


  “I don’t know, it’s silly…” she whimpered, sniffing to hold back the tears as she stepped back away from me and grabbed her shoes off the bar. I heard her high heels land on the floor with a loud clunk as she grabbed hold of my arm to help balance herself while she toed them on.


  “Get our drinks,” she told me as she grabbed the bottle of bourbon and went clopping over to the end table where her cigarettes lay. Picking them up, she started toward the stairs.


  What had just happened, I woozily wondered as I grabbed our drinks, trying not to spill them as I followed her across the room. There was something different about Marsha now. She wasn’t the same woman as before.


  It was like there had been a cosmic shift or something and I found myself ogling my mother’s big, bare butt as she climbed the stairs in front of me. What was happening? Maybe I’d had too much to drink. Maybe it was the light. But Marsha looked just like my mother. Not that I’d ever seen my mother naked. But I just knew.


  It was surreal. I could hear the clop of her high heels on the stairs; the creak of the boards under our weight; somewhere outside there was a dog barking; a car horn suddenly honked from down the street; someone was grilling; dusk was stealing into the beach house, lengthening shadows and making them darker.


  Stumbling down the hallway, we made our way past my room, then Nora’s closed door, by Stella’s and finally to the guest room Marsha had claimed as her own. Holding onto the neck of the bottle, Marsha stopped and looked back at me as I came shuffling up beside her.


  “Baby…” she whispered, running her fingers down my arm. I could see that her cheeks were glistening with tears as she reached out and pushed the door open. She was still crying! Why? Was she drunk? Did she really think I was her son? Alcohol could do strange things to a person. Maybe she did believe it.


  Stepping into the room, I saw that the bed hadn’t been made as the cover was thrown back and the sheets lay in a rumpled mess. There was a pair of sheer, white pantyhose draped across the headboard of the bed along with a frilly, white brassiere. It looked like a party had gone on last night and Marsha had discarded her clothing not bothering to straighten up this morning.


  Her suitcase lay open on an old sea chest by the window and a skirt and blouse had been haphazardly tossed on it. A gentle breeze was softly fluttering the curtains above the chest as the salty tang of the gulf filled the room.


  I heard the bottle and her cigarette lighter clunk down on the nightstand as I turned back to Marsha to find her standing by the bed looking at me with her big, teary eyes.


  “Come to Mommy…” I heard her whisper as she invitingly held her arms out to me.


  My poor cock didn’t know what to think and had begun to droop back down between my legs as I stumbled over to where Marsha stood waiting for me. As I stepped up to her, Marsha wrapped her arms around me, making me spill some of the drinks before I could set them on the nightstand by the bottle.


  “Sorry—” she mumbled, pulling me against her and crushing her lips against mine. Feeling a spark of excitement spasm through my cock, I returned her kiss, driving my tongue into her mouth, cupping her plump ass in my hands and pulling her against my belly. I could feel her sharp nails digging into my own ass as we stood kissing and rubbing against one another. My cock was trapped between her legs, firming and trying to resurrect itself as her big, pillowy tits ground against my chest. I could tell that her big, rubbery nipples were hard and swollen again as she rubbed them against my almost hairless chest.


  Her high heels were brushing against my bare feet as I felt her pulling me toward the unmade bed. Then our lips broke apart as we fell onto the bed in a tangled mess of arms, legs and various other body parts.


  “Baby—” Marsha breathlessly panted as I felt her hands find my resurging maleness.


  “Mother…” I groaned out, mauling one of her flattened breasts, pulling and pinching the big, swollen pap sticking out of her tiny areola. It was crazy. Everything was all mixed up inside my reeling brain. Why had I called her mother? Was I conceding to the sick perversion? But that was what she wanted me to call her, wasn’t it?


  “Make it hard, Baby,” I heard her pant as her fingers mercilessly pulled and plucked at my hardening cock. “Mark it hard and fuck Mommy with it, Baby…” she wheezed.


  With one arm trapped under her back, I let go of her tit and ran my hand down over her belly, over the tangle of pubic hairs covering her mons and down to the sticky warmth between her splayed-out legs. God, she was so wet.


  Probing the slippery softness with my fingers, I found the juice-lathered opening of her sex. Pushing into the clinging warmth, I felt Marsha’s pussy clutch down around my fingers as a soft gasp escaped out between her lips.


  “Yessss—” she hissed, squeezing my cock harder as her legs crept farther apart. “Make it hard, Baby, please, Baby…” she urged as her fingers frantically pulled and tugged on my cock.


  Pushing deeper into the cleaving tightness of her cunt, I curled my fingers up and explored the slippery flesh. As I did, I could feel Marsha rolling her hips, moving her pussy around, guiding my fingers as I probed the clutching flesh. Then I felt her flinch as the tips of my fingers brushed across a little rubbery crinkle of flesh just inside the opening of her sex.


  “Ummmmmm…” I heard her murmur.


  By now, my cock was hard and stiff as a two by four as it jutted up from my groin ready to do battle. Then I felt Marsha’s fingers uncurl from around it as her hand clutched my hip and tried to roll me over between her legs.


  “Fuck Mommy…” I heard Marsha whisper as she clawed at my hips. “Put your big fucking cock in Mommy’s pussy and fuck her—”


  I loved it when a woman talked dirty. It somehow made her more complicit in the whole thing. It was almost like her dressing up for sex. Maybe even sexier.


  Easing my fingers out of the clinging, wet hole I lifted them up and wiped them across Marsha’s lips coating them with her own pungent stickiness. Then, as I lifted them up to my mouth, I saw the tip of Marsha’s little, pink tongue peek out between her lips and lick around them while I sucked my fingers clean.


  “Fuck me, Mick—Fuck, Mommy,” she softly urged.


  Grunting, I rolled over and up between her outstretched legs. As I did, I felt her thighs clamp against my legs while I inched higher, slowly kissing my way up over her soft, cushy breasts. Then the head of my prick brushed up against the soft, juice-slickened lips of her cunt. Digging my toes down into the mattress, I pushed higher and felt her warmth envelop me.


  “Oh, God, yesssss—” Marsha hissed as she lifted her legs up and hooked the backs of her ankles around the backs of my thighs just below the jut of my ass cheeks. Then I felt the muscles in her legs tighten as she pulled me down into the sucking heat of her sex.


  Arching my back, I curled my hips and sent my dick plunging into the depths of her femininity. She was woman. I was man. She was mother. I was son. And now we were lovers!


  “So fucking big—” Marsha growled out as our groins slapped together. Grunting, I thrust into her, trying to get my peter deeper inside her hot, wet hole.


  “Oh, fuck, so big, so fucking big,” Marsha blathered out, rolling her hips, twisting and writhing under me. “Oh, God, so big, stretching Mommy’s pussy, Baby, so big—” she groveled.


  “Yeah, a big cock for Mommy—” I grunted, jerking back and then ramming my cock home for a second time.


  “You like Mommy’s little cunt?” Marsha wheezed, clamping her pussy down around me as I began to slowly pump in and out of her.


  “Yes, Mother,” I panted, playing my part up to the hilt. “I love Mommy’s hot, little cunt. It’s so hot and tight. Does Mommy like my cock?”


  “Oh, God, Yes,” she crooned, digging her fingernails into my ass. “It’s so fucking big. Mommy has never had a cock as big as her little Baby’s big, bad cock.”


  “Is Baby’s cock bigger than Dada’s?” I snorted, jerking back and driving in all the way to the hilt inside the silken sheath between Marsha’s uplifted legs.


  “Oh, God, Yes-yes-yes—” Marsha hissed. “So fucking big—bigger than Dada—so much bigger—” she purred.


  It was funny in a way. I had bested the old bastard. I had outdone old Harold and I hadn’t even met him. First I cuckolded his brother, Bernard and now I was cuckolding Harold. That just made it all better. Fucking Marsha in itself was fantastic, but all the added layers made it unbelievable. First, there was the mommy thing with her. That made it more perverted and exciting all by itself, but fucking another man’s wife just added to the perversion.


  As I fell into a rhythm, I could hear the bedsprings creaking under Marsha, accompanying the rhythmic, wet tap of our groins slapping together every time I drove into her. We were both sweating, lubricating my hips as they rubbed against her thighs while I pumped in and out of the tight, wet hole between them.


  Marsha’s eyes had a dreamy, glazed look as she looked up at me like an adoring mother would look at her son. There were beads of sweat on her wrinkled brow and I could see the tip of her tongue peeking out between her lips. Her big tits were heavily sloshing up and down in cadence with our fucking as streams of sweat, hers and mine, trickled down the rocking melons and soaked into the sheets below her. She had her arms stretched up around my neck, locked at the wrists, lovingly holding on as we rocked back and forth in carnal harmony. I could hear her softly panting over my own vulgar grunts while I tirelessly fucked her.


  “Are you going to come, Baby?” I heard her whisper as the muscles in her pussy pulled and caressed my pistoning cock trying to suck out its load of creamy semen. “Mommy wants Baby to come in Mommy’s pussy…” she purred.


  I could feel the burning precursor to my eruption building down in the head of my prick. Hearing her tell me that she wanted me to come in her pussy only added more fuel to the fire.


  “Yeah, Mommy, gonna come in your tight, little cunt—” I panted, kicking my ass up into another gear. “Gonna come in Mommy’s cunt and make a baby in her belly. Is that what you want, Mommy? You want me to make a little baby in your sweet, little pussy?”


  “Oh, Fuck—Yes—Yes—Yes—Ohhhhhh—Fuck, I’m comingggggg,” she groaned out as I felt her thighs slap against my hips and her pussy lock down around my cock. “Commmminnnggg—” she squealed as her big butt began to bounce up and down on the bed. Her crazed eyes were now squeezed shut, the frown on her forehead etching deeper and deeper as she strained up against me. “Come—Baby—Come—” she begged, her hands dropping down to my hips and her nails biting into my skin as she pulled me into her.


  It was too much and I felt a jolt of pleasure rip through my cock as it jerked and blew out a massive wad of cum into Marsha’s seizing cunt. This only seemed to drive Marsha deeper into her orgasmic convulsion. My big balls were scrunched up against the base of my prick, thudding against Marsha’s butt every time I lunged into her and loosed another spurt of semen deep inside her gluttonous cunt. It was fantastic as I reveled in the sheer perversion of it all. I was wallowing in the dominance of it all. Marsha was my third conquest in less than a month. And each one was a little sweeter than the one preceding it. Except for Nora.


  Nora was my first! She would always hold a special place in my heart. Just like your first puppy love. Your first kiss. Your first date. Your first girlfriend. Nora was all those rolled into one. She was my first piece of pussy. I would never forget her!


  “Oh, Nora…” I groaned, not even realizing what I’d had said. Suddenly I felt Marsha stiffen under me.


  “Nora—” she gasped, looking up at me with an angry look on her pretty face.


  “Nora?” I grunted, wondering why she was bringing Nora into the mix of things.


  “You called me Nora,” she muttered, pushing on me, trying to get my wilting penis out of her cum-filled pussy.


  “I…I did?” I mumbled, pulling out and rolling over onto my back beside her.


  “Yes, you did,” she accused. “You fucked Nora?”


  “Uh, I, I—” I stammered not knowing what to do, what to say. I’d fucked up, as usual. “Uh, yeah, I fucked Nora.” I confessed, feeling that somehow I’d betrayed Marsha. But why did I feel like the villain? She was the one fucking around on her husband. I was just the lucky recipient of her philandering ways.


  Suddenly the look of anger seemed to turn to one of amusement as a little smile crinkled the corners of her lips.


  “You cuckolded Bernard, too?” she grinned, scooting back and leaning against the headboard as she picked up her cigarettes and shook one out. Quickly lighting it, she dropped her lighter on the end table and picked up her drink.


  “Uh, yeah, I guess,” I told her, leaning across her legs and getting my drink. “But I have to confess that Nora was the one doing the cuckolding. I was just fortunate enough to be around when she decided to do it.”


  “Oh?” Marsha laughed, making her big boobs jiggle and dance as she blew a puff of smoke in my direction. “Sweet, innocent Nora. Who would have guessed? But it was about time someone cuckolded Bernard. What a prick. I don’t know why Nora and I married the Bates brothers. Talk about birds of a feather.”


  “Yeah, Bernard treats Nora like she was his prize heifer or something the way he parades her around. Does Harold treat you that way?” I asked her, taking a sip on my drink.


  “He tried to, but I straightened him out in a hurry,” she snickered, reaching over and giving my wilted peter a rough squeeze.


  Then I watched Marsha slowly scoot down the bed until her head was even with my chest.


  “Don’t move,” she grinned, reaching out and setting her glass on my sternum, “or you’ll get wet,” she laughed.


  “That’s cold,” I complained, being careful not to spill her drink as I watched her dip her finger down into the amber liquid and stir it around. Then, with a smirky smile on her lips, she held her finger over my dick and let a couple of drops of bourbon and Coke drip down onto it. Luckily, her finger had warmed the liquid and it was lukewarm by the time it dripped down onto my prick.


  “That cold, too?” she laughed, shaking the bed and making the bourbon/Coke mixture slosh around in her glass.


  “A little, but be careful, I don’t want you to spill your drink or burn me with cigarette.”


  “I will,” she smiled, leaning down and slowly licking her little pink tongue up the underside of my lolling penis to lick away the bourbon and Coke.


  After doing this a couple more times, she stopped and took her drink back.


  “You don’t have to stop…” I grinned, reaching over and gently tweaking one of her big, plump nipples.


  Then, out of the blue, she looked up and me and asked, “Did you fuck Stella, too?”


  “Huh?” I muttered, surprised by her question, thinking I’d somehow sidestepped her anger about me fucking Nora. But apparently she wasn’t through grilling me.


  “Did you fuck Stella, too?” Marsha laughed, scooting back up the bed and rolling over onto her back.


  “Uh, yeah, I fucked Stella, too,” I sheepishly grinned, not knowing whether to expect anger or amusement this time.


  “Which one of us did you like the best?” she grinned and I knew that I’d painted myself in a corner again.


  “You—” I blurted out, figuring that discretion was the better part of valor.


  “Really?” she asked me, reaching over and setting her glass on the nightstand and setting her cigarette in the ashtray.


  “Yeah, uh, really,” I mumbled wondering if I’d convinced her.


  “Good…because I want some more of that oversized organ of yours,” she cooed, reaching over and wrapping her hand around my slowly stiffening penis. “You want Mommy to fuck you this time?”


  “Does Mommy want to fuck me?” I asked her, cupping one of her big tits in the palm of my hand and softly kneading it.


  “Yes, Mommy wants to fuck her little baby boy,” she purred, slowly pushing up onto her hands and knees beside me. As she did, I watched her big tits swinging and swaying underneath her, bumping and banging against one another when she lifted her long, shapely leg over my legs and dropped it down on the other side of my leg. Now she was straddling my legs with her big, hairy snatch poised above my knees.


  “Why isn’t he hard again?” she fussed, leaning down over me and lifting my half-hard peter up off my belly. “I thought you said he liked Mommy’s pussy the best.”


  “Mommy took a lot out of him,” I apologized as my dick struggled to lift its big, purple head.


  “He doesn’t look like he’s trying very hard,” she giggled, squeezing my cock, and adding, “pardon the pun.”


  “He is, believe me, Mommy,” I contritely mumbled. “But maybe he just needs a little encouragement.”


  “Oh, he does, does he?” she smiled, leaning down over my semi-compliant cock.


  “Yeah,” I grinned, leaning back against the headboard to watch Marsha try and revive my cock.


  “Well, let Mommy see what she can do,” she sighed, blowing a warm little breath across my prick. Then she began to lick and softly suck on my balls. I could feel her hot, little tongue wetly slurping all over and around them as she sucked them into her mouth and the let them slither out again. The energy was flowing back into my cock as it continued to firm up under her expert tutelage. All three of the Bates women seemed to be experts in the art of fellatio, I surmised, watching Marsha cradle my cock in her hands and slowly lick her way up the shaft of my cock to its head.


  “How come you’re so fucking big?” Marsha mumbled, licking the tip of her tongue back and forth across the sensitive little cleft just below the head. “You’ve got at least two or three inches on Harold and…” then she stopped talking and sucked the head of my prick into her mouth.


  “Uh, and?” I asked, wondering why she hadn’t finished her sentence.


  “Oh, nothing,” she smiled, letting the head of my cock slip out from between her lips as she slowly swirled her tongue around it.


  “And who?”


  “It was ages ago,” she mumbled.


  “Who?” I persisted.


  “Bernard…” she finally admitted.


  “Bernard…you and Bernard?”


  “Yeah, it was crazy. We invited Nora and Bernard up to spend a weekend with us in the Adirondacks. Something came up and Nora couldn’t come and, well, things got a little out of hand,” she explained.


  “You and Harold and Bernard?” I grinned.


  “Yeah, me and Harold and Bernard…A threesome,” she laughed. “Crazy, huh?”


  “I wanna hear more,” I told her.


  “Later, it’s hard again…” I heard her say. She seemed embarrassed, so I decided to let it drop.


  “Yes, it does seem to be hard again doesn’t it,” I snickered.


  I somehow couldn’t picture Marsha with the two gnomes. I hadn’t seen Harold, but by her description of her husband, I imagined him to be a spitting image of his brother, Bernard. Well, enough about that, I told myself. I had a beautiful, horny woman on my hands at the moment and I need to take care of her before we discussed her previous misadventures…


  Still straddling me with her giant boobs dangling down over my prick, Marsha leaned down over me. Reaching out, spreading her fingers, she supported herself on my chest as she inched her way up my legs. Then I felt her curly pubic hairs tickle across my balls followed by her wet, sticky pussy. Reaching up, I filled both of my hands with soft, giving tit-flesh as she moved higher.


  Smiling expectantly, Marsha was looking down into my eyes as she slowly, teasingly drug her pussy up the length of the shaft of my cock. I could feel the warmth radiating from her hot little pussy t as she rubbed it up the length of my cock leaving a trail of wet, creamy goo behind it. Looking down at her pussy, I saw that she was rubbing her clit against my cock as the fat, gorged lips of her cunt were hanging down along the sides of my thick peter.


  “So fucking big…” she murmured, slowly working her hips to up and down to slide her juicy pussy up and down my cock.


  “Yeah—” I grunted out, gently fondling her big, droopy tits.


  This was so different from earlier.


  Night was settling in over the beach like a nice, comfy blanket. Everything was relaxed and calm now. There was no need to hurry. We had all night.


  “This is nice…” Marsha cooed, slowly working her hips back and forth, rubbing her clit along the underside of my prick as she thrust her tits against my clutching hands.


  Finally, her hips slowly ground to a stop. I let my hands drop down onto the bed beside me as I expectantly watched her push up off my chest onto her knees. Her big tits were softly bobbling and quivering as she lifted her hips, pulling her pussy up off my lolling prick. As she did, I saw that there was a long stringy strand of juice stretching between my cock and her pussy lewdly connecting the two of them.


  Looking down, I saw Marsha reach down between her splayed out legs and lift my penis up off my belly.


  I could feel the wet slippery flesh brush against the head of my cock as I watched her slowly rub it up and down between her pussy lips to coat it with her creamy essence.


  Then her eyes fluttered shut as I felt the head of my peter slide inside the enveloping warmth of her pussy.


  “Sooooo biggggg…” she crooned as she relaxed the muscles in her legs and slowly slid down the length of my cock until her pubic curls were intertwined with mine. This was indeed heaven, I told myself as I reached out and curled my hands around her waist to push her down on my embedded penis.


  I was in love again! It was the same every time. I couldn’t help myself. I was addicted to pussy!


  I could see that all this must be having the same effect on Marsha as her breathing had increased making her big tits heave up and down while her nipples were jutting out, swollen and hard once again.


  As she stood over me on her knees, her thighs were clamped against my hips and waist. Her hot little pussy was clutching down on me, squeezing and milking me as her eyes opened and she looked down at me with a happy, excited look on her pretty face.


  “God, I love your cock,” she cooed, wriggling her hips and clamping her thighs tighter. Then she leaned down over me. As she crouched over me my senses were awash with the very essence of Marsha.


  I could feel her rose-petal soft lips on mine, kissing, touching; the wet warmth of her tongue on my lips, between them as it forced its way inside my mouth; the brush of her long eyelashes on my eye lids as we kissed; the tickle of her hair on my brow; the feel of her soft breasts lying on my chest; her stiff, swollen nipples digging into my skin; her legs clamping against me; the silken sheath of flesh clutching my cock; and the sides of her high heels pressed against my legs.


  The air around me was filled with the smell of her; the clean smell of shampoo in her hair; the smell of bourbon and undertone of cigarette smoke on her breath; the faint acridness of sweat on her skin; and overriding everything was the pungent, earthy smell of her overripe sex.


  I could hear the raucous caw of a seabird from somewhere outside; inside there was the soft creak of the bedsprings as Marsh undulated back and forth atop me; her quiet pants; the pat of our groins tapping together; my own pounding heartbeat; and even the roar of blood rushing through my reeling brain.


  The tart taste of her saliva filled my mouth; along with the almost chemical taste of the bourbon she had drunk; and I could taste the lingering smokiness of the cigarette she had smoked earlier.


  Then our lips parted as she pushed back up onto her knees and I opened my eyes.


  The glow of the little lamp was glimmering off the faint sheen of sweat on Marsha’s body; every scintillating curve and sweep of her body was emphasized and highlighted by the faint light; the glint of gold in her short brown hair; the ruby red of her lips; the dusky mauve of her areolas and big, puffy nipples; the contrast of her tanned skin and the untanned skin of her breasts and pubes were all muted by the gathering darkness. Still, at this moment, in my prejudiced eyes, she was a goddess.


  Then my reverie was broken as I felt her hot, wet pussy clutch down around my cock and give it a squeeze


  Suddenly, Marsha gave out a snort as she arched her back and thrust herself back down on my cock.


  “So fucking big…” she gurgled, pushing down, taking every last millimeter of my hard, stiff penis inside her. “So big,” she whispered.


  A frown creased her forehead as she kept pushing down, keeping my cock thrust up inside her belly.


  “I love it…” I heard her groan as her pussy clutched down around my embedded peter while she began to milk and pull at it.


  “Marsha…I love you—” I cried out, not caring if it sounded corny and trite under the circumstances.


  She looked at me with a puzzled look on her face for a few seconds before a smile flitted across her lips. I don’t think she had been expecting that and looked like she didn’t know what to do about it.


  “Oh, Honey…” I heard her whimper as she pushed up and her hips began to bounce up and down.


  Rolling my hips, I thrust up into her, matching her thrust for thrust as I drove up into the hot, clinging tightness of her pussy on her every downward plunge. She was taking all of me up to the hilt on every deep, plunging stroke. Seeing her wildly-floundering tits flopping up and down wildly, I grabbed hold of them and dug my fingers into their soft pliancy.


  “Oh—Baby—Baby—” Marsha gurgled out as she savagely attacked my cock with her cunt.


  The earlier quiet calmness of the night was being broken by the vulgar, obscene sounds of our fucking. The bed was banging against the wall. Marsha was grunting and groaning, filling the air with coarse curses as she rode me like a bareback cowgirl in a rodeo. My belly and balls were covered with the hot, sticky evidence of her obvious arousal as she bucked up and down on me.


  Then all of a sudden, Marsha arched her back and let out a loud, piercing scream. It was so loud, I was afraid that it would bring the neighbors running over to see who was getting killed this time. Her head was thrown back and her whole body was trembling as she clamped herself down around my body and cock. It was like being enveloped in melted silk.


  I could feel her hot, sticky pussy juice being squeezed out around my cock as it flowed out of her to coat my balls. Watching Marsha orgasm was just as exhilarating as it had been with Nora and Stella, if not more so. It was crazy hot and I could feel myself losing it. I was going to come, too. I couldn’t hold it back.


  “Come—Babyyyy—” I heard Marsha groan out as her pussy coaxed my load up out of my aching balls.


  I began to hump my cock up into her again and felt her clamp her thighs tighter against my hips as I frantically pumped my cock up into the tight, clutching hole.


  I was such a fool. Nothing felt better than fucking and coming in a hot, wet cunt. And I had wasted eighteen years. I’d never imagined it feeling this good.


  Then I felt another orgasm spasm through her cunt. I felt myself getting closer and closer. Marsha was matching me stroke for stroke. Her hips were bounding up and down, taking me balls deep inside her, splashing her hot juices everywhere as we pounded down the stretch driving for the finish line. She was riding me like a jockey, urging me on with her hands and legs. Thank God she didn’t have a whip or she would’ve probably whipped me senseless.


  “Gonna—gonna come—” I wheezed out.


  “Yes, Honey, yes, come—” Marsha groaned out


  I could feel her legs gripping tighter as her hips jerked back and forth at a frenzied pace. Suddenly she began to shake and shiver again as yet another orgasm rocked her. As it did, her pussy clenched down around my pistoning cock and began to squeeze and clutch at it.


  A jolt of pure, electric pleasure ripped through my cock as I curled up into her as deep as I could. As I did, my cock began to buck and spray cum into places inside her that had probably never felt the touch of cum. My cock was spurting cum in places that old Harold, or even Bernard could never reach. So deep, neither of them could ever touch Marsha that deep with their wimp dicks. I gloated. I was King. I was a god. Marsha was mine.


  “Marsha—Marsha—I love you so much…” I cried out as my spurting, spewing cock continued to twitch and jerk down inside her hot, cum-filled cunt.


  “Oh, Mickey, Baby…” she wailed, dropping down and crushing her lips against mine.


  It seemed to last for hours but at last it was finally over.


  Then I heard Marsha give out a tired little grunt as she lifted her leg and rolled off me. As she did, my limp, wasted prick slithered out of her and landed on my belly with a wet splat.


  


  It was after ten when I woke up the next morning. As I groggily came to from my languorous sojourn, I was greeted by a happy, smiling and almost naked Marsha.


  “Well, it’s about time, Sleepy head,” she grinned, leaning down and sliding a tray on the nightstand. As she did, my sleepy brain was inundated with the smells of breakfast welling up from the tray. The aroma of coffee and bacon ruled the roost and were joined by several other delectable fragrances I couldn’t put my finger on.


  “I’m sorry,” I snickered, watching the delightful way her big tits jiggled and bobbed when she stood back up. “If I’d known this was waiting for me,” I told her, reaching out grabbing hold of a handful of soft, giving ass cheek, “I would’ve been up at the crack of dawn.”


  “Apology accepted,” she laughed, “but you’d better get a hurry on if you want dessert, because the guys are supposed to be back home by three o’clock this afternoon.


  I wolfed down my breakfast like I hadn’t eaten in years as Marsha sat on the edge of the bed smiling and toying with my cock.


  “Wow, you were hungry,” she laughed, pushing the tray back so we wouldn’t knock it off the nightstand.


  “I’m impressed,” I praised. “Not only are you fantabulous in bed, you’re a great cook, too.”


  “Oh, shush, now,” she chuckled. “It was just breakfast and no one can fuck that up.”


  “I could,” I grinned.


  Then she quickly stood up and lifted her knee up onto the bed. Before I knew what was happening, she was standing on her knees straddling my chest with her big, hairy pussy right in front of my face.


  “Dessert?” she asked, rolling her hips in a little circle.


  “But, of course,” I said, reaching out and cupping her big, soft ass cheeks in my hands and pulling her pussy down on my lips.


  “Ummmmmm—” I murmured out, twirling my tongue all around the big, fleshy lips of her pussy.


  I felt Marsha’s fingers pressing against the back of my head as she thrust her cunt against my licking tongue. “Mommy’s clit, Honey—” she whispered, pushing and guiding my tongue up to the swollen nub of her jutting clitoris.


  I didn’t hesitate and attacked it with a vengeance slashing my tongue back and forth across it as fast and hard as I could.


  “Oh, yes, Baby, like that, like that,” Marsha gurgled.


  Just then I heard a “Brzzzzzt—Brzzzzzt” noise coming from the tray.


  “Fuck, who can that be?” Marsha angrily snorted, reaching over to her cell phone. “Don’t stop what you’re doing, Honey,” she told me, looking down at the screen.


  “Fuck, it’s Harold—Oh, God, yes, Honey, like that, like that,” she babbled, punching the talk button and lifting the phone up to her ear.


  “Harold, Darling—” Marsha purred, holding the phone against her ear with one hand and pressing my face into her pussy with her other hand.


  There was a pause in the conversation as I eagerly lapped away at Marsha’s sweet little pussy.


  “An hour,” she blurted out. “You’ll be here in an hour? I thought you said three o’clock.”


  I could hear the panic in her voice as she pulled her pussy back out of my tongue’s range.


  “No, no, nothing is wrong, I was just expecting you in an hour,” she bumbled on, throwing her leg back across me and stepping down onto the floor.


  I didn’t know what Marsha wanted me to do as she waved her hand around in the direction of the tray, then pointed downstairs.


  “That just means I only have an hour to make myself pretty for you,” she said into the phone. “Go—hurry—” Marsha mouthed at me, pointing downstairs again.


  Trying not to make any more noise than necessary, I slipped out of bed and picked up the tray.


  “Yes, Dear, I can’t wait either,” she purred in a deep, sultry voice. “Bye-bye…”


  Stabbing the off button, Marsha turned to me with an exasperated, irritated look on her scowling face.


  “Hurry, get dressed and make yourself gone,” she ordered me. “We can’t let them catch us alone together. I would never hear the end of it.”


  “Where? Where do you want me to go?” I muttered, holding the tray in front of me and wondering what she wanted me to do.


  “I don’t care as long as you’re not here when Harold gets back. Just go somewhere else,” she huffed. “Put that tray on the kitchen table and I’ll take care of it. Now go!”


  Thirty minutes later, I was sitting in my car at the local park wondering what to do next. Marsha had said that they would be back in an hour. Should I show up at the same time as they did? Later? I didn’t know? Even though I was getting a lot of experience in it, I wasn’t very good at this cuckolding game and I was afraid I was going to get caught. Especially now that I had three women to juggle. There were so many ways this could go wrong on so many levels.


  I got back to the beach house about an hour after everyone got back. When I arrived the whole family was sitting around the living room having a drink and sharing tales of their trips to New York and the Gulf. I felt like a fifth wheel, but I tried not to let on.


  The next morning Marsha and Harold headed back to Atlanta. Marsha and I never even got a chance to say good bye. All I had left of our little soiree were memories. I’d hoped there would be more. But I still had Nora and Stella, I told myself. But that plan was dashed too when I found out that Bernard and Tim were going back home and Stella was heading back to New York. Crushed, I knew that there was no way I could stay behind with Nora. So it looked like my beach house summer holiday was over.


  But it wasn’t the last time I would visit the Bates beach house. I returned to the magical, mystical place several times during the next few years. Sometimes at Tim’s insistence, but more often than not at Nora’s and even Stella’s. But that is a whole other story all by itself….


  


  The End
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  I hope that you liked The Beach House. If you did, perhaps you would like to read some more of my stories, these are the titles…


  


  Black Friday - Erotica


  Whore Queen - The Garden Gates


  Trailer Trash - Oreo


  All Hail – The King I and II


  Father Gander’s Naughty Tales – I & II


  Mother’s Milk - Love Potion


  Different Names - Teacher’s Pet


  The Voice - Boob Job - Escort Service


  Everything is Wrong - Cockball


  Teacher’s Tales - The Cheerleader Squad


  Daddy’s Little Secret - Confession


  The Island of the Goddess - Evergreens - Alien


  Home Again – Home from the War


  Marooned - Nipples - The Voodoo Doll


  Airey Putter and the Golden Dildo


  Airey Putter and the Wishing Mirror


  The Train Ride - The Wedding


  Andria’s Dream - Nymphomania: A desire to…


  Tornado - The Colonel’s Wife - Family Secrets


  Déjà Vu: All Over Again… - Affliction


  The Evil Within - House of the Rising Sons


  Infatuation - The Ride - Trading Spaces


  The Voyage of the Molly Be Bad


  Sledge Hammer –Private Dick (The Cold Case)


  All Alone - Panties - Love-Thirty


  Birthday Girl - Best in Show


  The Queen and the Prince - Safari


  Forbidden Love - The Prostitute - Recipe for Disaster


  A Visit to the School Nurse - The Last of the Dragons


  The Stash - Heaven…or Hell… - Something Pretty


  Prescription for Pleasure - My Sister’s Milk


  The First Time - Back from the Beyond - A Love Story


  Blackmail on the Prairie - Home on the Range
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