
    
  
    
      
        
      

      The Birthday Gift

      Something different, this time, a memoir from a distant time. I'll let you decipher how much was extremely fortuitous circumstance, and how much fantasy. All participants were over 18. Expect a few more chapters--I don't know how many yet, because I haven't finished, and haven't decided how much to divulge. Mostly the Queen's English (at the time it was the Queen).

      "So, Gunnar, have you told your mum yet what you want for your 18th birthday?" Vera Robinson had been best friends with my mother, Maggie Nielsen, since forever. Friday nights they blew off steam at the Duck and Fox, our neighbourhood pub. (Its proximity to the Thames earned it the late night sobriquet of Fuck'n Docks.) On nights like tonight, when I found myself date-less, I'd join them for a Coke. Of course, given my nerdy tendencies, that meant most Friday nights.

      Neither Vera nor mum were skinny, especially not Vera. Not that they were grossly overweight, but both would make the Weight Watchers founder salivate. Not to mention moi. With her dark hair, blue eyes and eye catching boobs, Vera was as perfect to me as they come. (Oops, no pun intended. But yes, most of my fantasies featured her and that feminine, curvy body of hers.)

      Sheila, the pub owner's wife, and my secret employer (more about that later), had taken to slipping a drop or two of rum into my Coke since she learned a few weeks ago I stood at the verge of adulthood. Tonight, her hand must have slipped more than usual, because after two "Cokes" I had a bit of a buzz going, fuelling a boldness rare for dorky me.

      "No, Vera, I've told nobody yet what I want."

      Raising an eyebrow, she said, "Do you know what you want?"

      "Oh, yes." No doubt in my mind about that.

      "Well?" My mother's full lips formed the question beneath her light brown hair and dark brown eyes.

      "You've heard the latest trend, right? More and more people opt for experiences rather than objects."

      
        "That's right," Vera enthused. "I've read about it. Hiking trips to places like Machu Picchu or beach trips to Barbados, that sort of thing?"

      Before I could agree, my mother chimed in. "Don't even think of those kinds of things, buddy boy, there's no way we can afford any of them."

      Perfect opening. "Right on, mum. The good thing is, many experiences are free, or almost free."

      "Okay, now you're talking," Vera said with a big smile. "So, what did you have in mind as the experience to launch you into adulthood?"

      I waited a few seconds to build the tension. "After I turn eighteen, for my birthday present, I want to lose my virginity."

      My mum's G&T spewed all over the low, round table we sat beside. Looking up, I spotted Sheila and pointed to the mess.

      "Maggie, what's the matter with you?" Sheila fussed as she wiped the table.

      "It's not her, it's him," Vera said, pointing at me.

      "Why, what did the young rascal do?" Sheila looked at me with a wink.

      "It's not what he did, but what he said he wanted for his birthday." Vera began to grin.

      "Oh yeah?" Sheila stopped wiping and looked from Vera to me. "What does he want?"

      Sitting up straight, I looked Sheila in the eye. "For my birthday I want to lose my virginity."

      Eyes wide, Sheila dropped her rag. "Oooo, there are so many things wrong with that. I can see why your good mum would be shocked."

      "Oh yeah, like what?" I asked.

      
        
      

      "Like how come a good looking lad like you is still a virgin?"

      "Hey you, keep your mouth shut," mum squeaked with mock outrage. "He's a fine lad, our Gunnar is."

      "Wanting to become even finer," Vera laughed. "And who, young stud, did you have in mind to offer you this grand gift?"

      "I don't know yet," I confessed. "Vera just asked what I wanted, not who from."

      "How about Becky Daffer?" Sheila offered. "She's in your class, isn't she? I'm told she's not too stingy with her charms." She should know, she knew just about everybody and everything in our corner of Greater London.

      "Uh no," I said, shaking my head. "I don't fancy any of the girls at school."

      "I see," Sheila said with a sly grin. "Looking for someone with experience, are you? Someone to teach you the ways of womankind?"

      A warmth crept up from under my collar, and I could only nod, embarrassed.

      "Oh, look at him blush," Vera crowed. "How old did you have in mind?"

      The rising heat told me my blush was intensifying and I lowered my head. More than a few drops of rum, had to be.

      "Come on, son, Vera asked you a question," mum said with tilted head.

      Sheila was the first one to cotton on. "Ooooh, I say. He's wanting someone our age to show him the ropes, someone mature. Aren't you, Gunnar?"

      My illicit-rum-fueled bravado evaporated, and all I wanted was for the floor to open up and swallow me.

      
        
      

      "Well, well, well," Sheila said. "I see your glasses are empty. The next round's on the house for the birthday boy."

      As she scurried away, the two mature ladies regarded me in silence. The heat above my neck told me my blush was still going strong. In a soft voice, my mum asked, "I don't know who you were thinking of, but I just want to say for the record I am your mother, so don't even think of--"

      "I know, mum," I blurted. "I know how you feel, and I respect you far too much to propose anything like that." I managed to keep my sneaky glance at Vera to under a second.

      Before we could continue, Sheila appeared and set our glasses on the table, her ample breasts jiggling and a naughty smile on her lips as her eyes flicked from Vera to my mum and back.

      --

      After she had me, my mum had become what they called a housewife (yes, that long ago). So, when my cheating dad left us, she had to start a career all over again. Vera organized her a job in her department, and, while we made it financially, money was tighter than a guitar string. The budget did not include a car, so Vera's Hillman Minx was our transport when the tube or bus didn't go when or where we needed to.

      The taxi ride home was silent as the two women apparently were still digesting my bombshell.

      --

      Over the inevitable cup of tea at our place, the grilling started. It didn't take them long to figure out that Vera would be the logical bearer of my gift. Their relentless grilling and teasing left me mortified, but her reaction eased my fear. Her breathy giggle and pats on my leg assured me she, if anything, was stoked that someone my age would find her treasures desirable and worth pursuing. What doubts her giggles left, her hard nipples dispelled.

      Even my mum got into the fun. "So, how long have you had the hots for my good friend?"

      I had a choice: continue trying to hide under the coffee table in embarrassment, or fire back. If I wanted this to happen, it was time to man up and, if possible, add a little fuel to the fire. I hadn't been shot down yet, which gave me some courage. "For longer than you want to know. Both of you are very, very attractive and, yes, sexy. Whenever I play with myself I think of you two."

      "Oooh," mum cackled as she shifted in her seat.

      It was Vera's turn to blush. She uncrossed and recrossed her legs, letting her skirt rise up further over her ample thighs.

      "And I bet all the men in your department wish they could have their way with the two of you," I continued.

      Scoffing, Vera set her teacup down in its saucer. "I wish. They're only after the young dollies with their little Twiggy titties. I would think they'd chase after your mum, but I'm afraid we're becoming old maids."

      "Well, you can tell I'm not working there! Have you gone to a night club? I'm sure many of the younger men would like to take a chance with both of you."

      "Keep on using your imagination, young man." Vera paused. "That is what you're becoming, aren't you? A young man."

      Stepping up the attack, I said, "With a good eye for fine-looking ladies."

      "Oh, I wish. It's been so long since..." she let the sentence fade.

      Suddenly, she recovered and picked up her tea again. "So, young man, were you serious about your birthday wish, or just pulling our legs?"

      "Pulling is definitely not what I had in mind with your legs." I wiggled my eyebrows.

      "Oh, yeah? What then?" With a cheeky grin, mum decided to pipe up.

      "You'd have to wait until you're over 21 before I can tell you," I smiled.

      
        Gales of laughter ensued. "So, where did you think you came from, then?" mum asked.

      Pushing ahead with my bold gambit, I looked from Vera's crotch to my mum's. "From a very special place, somewhere soft, loving and hot."

      "Whooo, look at you," Vera hooted. "Maggie, you're raising a charmer, aren't you?"

      I looked at Vera. "Charming enough?"

      "We'll just have to see, won't we?"

      Her wink gave me hope.

      --

      Two weeks later, the big day arrived. As luck would have it, my birthday fell on a Friday. As unluck would have it, the day was cold and dreary, pretty usual for February in greater London, so no sexy attire showing off a lot of the girls' skin as we headed out to dinner. Mum and Vera decided a nice steakhouse would be worth the splurge to celebrate my milestone. No mention was made of my birthday present, so I went with an attitude of expecting the worst, but hoping for the best.

      Steakhouses generally don't have dancing, and that helped me set my expectations nice and low. When we arrived, though, I saw a section, which they walled off by day, had been opened, showing a small dance floor. Given that I was now of legal drinking age, the two women ordered a bottle of red wine, which all three of us set about to demolish with gusto. And surprising success. By the third bottle our heads were buzzing, and the jokes descended into ribaldry. Not surprising given the requested birthday present, I guess. I was surprised to hear my conservative mother laughing it up over dirty jokes.

      A basket case, that's what I was during dinner. To this day I can't tell you what I had to eat. What I do remember, though, was Vera's outfit. She had massive tits and a dress that put them on display for all to see and drool over. The dress itself was midnight blue, and the top consisted of two halves that folded over each other diagonally from over her shoulders. Underneath she wore a built-up bra that lifted those delicious mammaries high for the world to see... and me to salivate over. No matter how I tried, I couldn't keep my eyes off them. From time to time mum would catch me staring and she'd smirk. Vera pretended she didn't notice, which of course gave me more freedom to stare and get hard.

      
        
      

      Speaking of which, my dear mother had also departed from her usual demure wardrobe. Her top came lower than any I'd seen her wear before, showing more than a sliver of her lovely breasts' upper swells, and her skirt, while not obscenely short, displayed enough thigh to raise any male's 'interest,' if you know what I mean. I loved seeing my mother feel confident enough to display that much of herself.

      As the meal wound down, and the bottle count increased, the flirting escalated. Vera's hand started just above my knee, which I took as a green light, and mimicked. Her dress's hem wasn't as high as I would have liked, but one takes what one can get, and I played with her stocking-clad inner thigh. She spread her legs a little, all the dress would allow. On one hand, I was disappointed at the limits to our fondling in the restaurant, but on the other I was delighted at the hope her moves had given me.

      Seeing my overtures were not rebuffed, I let my other hand venture to my mum's upper leg. She pretended to ignore my move, but her breathing hitched for a second and then she continued to listen to Vera talking. Her lack of reaction added tungsten to my steel, if you get my drift. What a night this was turning into!

      By the dancing floor, a piano player played easy, jazzy music. After finishing our main course, I asked Vera for a dance. The pianist had just started a set of slowish songs, so Vera stepped in close as we began swaying back and forth. Fortunately, the dance floor was reasonably full so I wasn't too self-conscious. Moreover, it gave me the perfect cover to press closely into her delicious full body. At the few teenage parties I'd been to, I'd done the twist and other 'separate' dances, and a few 'hold together' ones, but never did it feel like this. Vera, knowing the main agenda, gave full meaning to the adage of dancing being little more than vertical foreplay. Her body rubbed softly and tightly against mine, and, with our heads close together, I nibbled on her earlobe to test the waters, so to speak.

      "Hmmm," she whispered in my ear, emboldening me to press my hardon into her and stick my tongue into her ear, while my hands softly explored her full ass.

      "Ooh, nice," she murmured and pushed her lower body into me.

      I let my lips descend from her ear to her neck, something I'd read in the Letters section of 'that' porn magazine. It worked. Her breathing sped up and and her arms pulled me deeper into her huge, soft bosom.

      As the dance ended, she gave me a short, soft kiss on my lips, but pulled away. "You can't let your mum sit there all alone. Take her for a dance, too."

      
        
      

      When I offered my hand to mum, she surprised me with how eagerly she accepted. Wasn't she the one who kept reminding me that "I'm your mother," and therefore off limits? But, as they say, actions speak louder than words. The dance floor had become even more crowded, so we had no choice but to dance very close, too. I'd never had any sexual thoughts about my mother before, but I'd never been eighteen before, either, had I? Nor had we swayed together, holding each other so close, for so long. She felt every inch as sexy, soft and, yes, eager as Vera, and I let her feel the steel below, watching closely to see how she reacted. Her eyes closed, she increased her breathing... and she pressed back! No mistaking it, she knew I was hard and she did nothing to avoid it--on the contrary, she started humping it ever so subtly. No crap about "I'm your mother" now! Wow. My hardness escalated to a level I didn't know I had, and I let my hands rub over her back and ass like I did with Vera. If anything, she seemed to want more.

      Deciding to push my luck, I nibbled on her ear, like I did with Vera. At first, she gave a nervous giggle. "Careful, young man," she scolded in a whisper, "I'm your mother, remember." There it was... but our bodies continued to sway together tightly to the slow dance, and when I pulled her ass into me, she went along with clear eagerness. Like with Vera, I kissed down from her ear to her neck, like I saw some of the other dancers do, too, and back up.

      "That's right," I whispered back, "the sexy, desirable mother of a randy teenager who's now eighteen." Before she could respond, I continued, "A mother any man would be proud to have on his arm. Who smells delicious," I took a deep breath in her ear, "sounds wonderful, even when she whispers she's my mother, who feels unbelievably sexy and delicious," I cupped her ass harder and pressed her whole body tighter into my erection. No resistance. I pulled away and looked into her eyes, so full of surprise, and continued, "Who's the most beautiful woman in this room," Before she could respond, I leaned in and kissed her lips, pushing them open with my tongue. Whether it was out of reflex or desire, her tongue met mine ever so softly before retreating. I backed up and continued, "And tastes sweeter than honey. You, mother, are a feast for every one of my senses, the most beautiful woman in the world."

      Her arms tightened around me and her mouth found mine again. This time her tongue took the initiative and we kissed for the rest of the dance, tongues swirling, teasing and chasing each other. Eyes closed in bliss, her breath raced, matching mine.

      "I love you mum, even though you are my mother," I said with a grin as the song ended.

      With a playful grin, she slapped my shoulder. "I love you too, you charmer, but I'm still your mother. Go, take out your hormones on Vera, she can't wait."

      "Wait for what?" I asked as we made our way through the dance floor crowd.

      
        
      

      Mum took my hand, paused and turned toward me. "For my stud son to fuck her brains out tonight and become a man."

      My body reacted as if my mum's words were a lightning strike. Both her language and what she said struck a chord deep, deep within me. Was this my strict, conservative mother? Good thing nothing was required of me, because she literally left me speechless.

      When the next song started, Vera and I joined the other couples kissing and working themselves up toward the sexual feast we all had planned for later. With no shame, I let my hands rest on Vera's ass as we snogged our way through the song, dry humping each other like several other couples were. When we found a dark corner, I cupped a breast and squeezed where I thought a nipple might be. Our kiss continued unabated, and I heard a hum coming from her throat, followed by her hand rubbing the front of my pants. There was no way she could have missed the bar of iron salivating for her.

      As the song ended, she said, "I think it's time to get home to unwrap your present, young man."

      --

      After the taxi dropped us off at our flat, the two gave me my 'official' presents: two of the latest LP records and the seemingly inevitable tie. "You're a man now, and you'll need to start dressing like one," Mum said with just a hint of a slur.

      After she put on one of my new records, she stepped into the kitchen, probably to give Vera and me a bit of privacy. Vera held out her hands for me to dance. It was a slow song so we started close, even closer than at the restaurant. One of the reasons I like full-figured women is in order to get my arms around them our bodies need to be very close, and I love the feeling of rubbing close to a soft, sexy woman. Vera apparently felt the same way and it wasn't long before we were doing nothing but rubbing up close and swirling our tongues together, setting them on fire. She was taller than my mum, and with her heels we were almost the same height.

      Like at the restaurant, I moved my lips up her jawline, nuzzled her earlobe and she squeezed me tighter. Gently, I moved my lips around her ear shell and down her neck, moving the fabric of her crossover top, and her bra strap, down her shoulder. A low moan escaped her as I caressed her now opened back and continued my mouth's explorations down her shoulder and collarbone.

      
        Swaying to the music, she kept rubbing her lower body against mine and my hardness. I dropped a hand to below her hem and rubbed her thigh, pushing her dress higher.

      "Mmmm," she encouraged me as she dry-humped my leg. I let my hand slide up to uncover her ass. When I encountered no objection, I lowered my hand inside her panties, rubbing and squeezing her soft, ample ass flesh.

      Our kiss turned even hotter, and she let out a soft moan into my mouth. Pulling together all my courage, I let my hand inside her panties slide forward around her hip, waiting carefully and slowly to see if she raised any objection. Feeling none, I continued, until I could feel the first curls of pubic hair, warm, matted and soaked with her desire.

      My mother cleared her throat, and emerged from the kitchen to set a tray with three sherry glasses on the coffee table. Out of breath, Vera and I broke apart after I extricated my hand from her wet panties and she pulled her dress down.

      Taking her glass, Mum stood, and held it up. "To my good son's drinking age."

      Vera and I walked to the coffee table, picked up our drinks, and clinked glasses with her and each other. After taking a sip, mum leaned toward me and planted a soft kiss on my lips. "Welcome to the age when you have to take your own care. I'm officially retiring as your police patrol."

      "Hmm... hear that, Gunnar?" Vera giggled. "I think it's time for you to unwrap your birthday present. But first, a birthday kiss for the young man."

      Turning to Vera, I drew her delicious body close to me as we resumed our slow swaying to the music. Her perfume filled my nostrils. When our lips touched, she opened her mouth and our tongues resumed their soft duet of touches, rolls and elusive back and forths. Her eyes closed and her arms drew me closer, reviving my rod of iron. "Hmm..." she hummed into my mouth as our tongues began a more urgent game.

      One hand slid up up her back, still partly exposed. The other slipped inside her panties to resume my fondling of her soft, full ass.

      My mum surprised me by stepping closer and pulling down the side zipper of Vera's garment, letting it fall to the ground, leaving Vera to continue dancing in her bra, panties and stockings. Because of the size of her breasts she had a serious bra with an equally serious clasp. I'd never been this far with a girl before, so this was new territory. Holding my breath, I tried to visualize my task while sliding my kiss down her neck to her shoulder again. Fortunately, my loving mother saw my dilemma and next thing I knew, all five of Vera's bra clips were undone. My mum, also swaying on her own to the music, caught my eye with a sly smile and a wink.

      With the loose bra hanging from her shoulders and breasts, Vera broke our kiss and unbuttoned the top button on my shirt. I gently rubbed her sides and tummy while she unbuttoned a few more. My hands reached up and rubbed the lower halves of her aureolae, which crinkled up under her loose and dangling bra.

      Her breathing picked up, along with the speed with which she unbuttoned my shirt. To help her, my mum reached in and unbuckled my pants then pulling them down. I almost choked in surprise when she "accidentally" but slowly stroked my bar of steel through my underpants as she slid off my pants. I kicked off my shoes, and eased Vera down on the sofa, with me taking my place beside her. Our lips and tongues reconnected, resuming their mutual rubbing, now with increased fervor. As I caressed her breasts and played with her nipples, I slid my lips to her ears, down her neck and to her collarbone.

      My mother drifted back to the love seat with a glazed expression in her eyes. She opened her legs and rubbed her white panties while watching us with her mouth half-open. The thought of my mother being turned on and playing with herself while Vera and I made out in the same room fried my mind. I was turned on beyond belief. How far would my mother go? Would she pull down her panties and let me see her private treasure? While her friend fucked me? How wild would that be?

      As her panting increased, Vera's hands rubbed my chest and inexorably slid downward to where my underpants were pitching a massive tent. Leaning over, I pulled the closest breast into my mouth and gently sucked. For a few seconds her hand stopped moving, her mouth opened into a big O and she uttered a long sigh and moan. "Yes, Gunnar. Oh, yes. Don't stop."

      Gently, I massaged the other breast. It felt so soft, cloudy, billowy, so feminine, so perfect. My teenage brain blew all its circuits, as my lust and adrenaline took over. Yeah, I know I said I wanted to lose my virginity, but if this was all I got, I would still have been happy beyond belief.

      Vera leaned down and whispered in my ear. "Use your tongue more, and don't suck so hard." The affection in her voice overcame any embarrassment I felt. I could tell she cared and wanted to teach me how to do it right. Which is exactly what I wanted.

      Leaning over her, I applied the lesson to the other breast, after pulling off the bra and letting it fall to the ground. "Ahh, yes," she sighed. "Just like that. Oh, it feels so good." Her body began moving in a fucking motion and her hand rubbed up and down my back. While feasting on her nipple and rubbing her breasts, my mind raced. What next? This was the days before the internet, which meant my knowledge was scant, to be kind.

      
        
      

      To regroup, I rose myself back up and kissed her mouth again. Her kisses were incredibly arousing--soft, warm, her tongue probing and withdrawing, inviting me to come play with her. While I kissed her, I dropped a hand down her stomach, softly caressing her folds, all the way down to her panties. She opened her legs to give me better access. Her breathing became rasped and faster.

      Across the room, my mother had pulled up her dress and spread her legs wider. I could see the darkened spot on her panties she continued rubbing herself. Her eyes alternated between closing for several moments and gazing at the foreplay across from her.

      I moved my hand further down inside Vera's panties to the treasure between her legs.

      The record stopped, and my mother rose to turn it over. In the silence, I stopped my progress to Vera's pussy, but we kept kissing up a wet, sloppy snogging storm.

      The other side of the LP began, and Vera's body continued humping as her sighs began to turn into occasional moans. Again, I kissed one of her nipples. She grabbed my head and pushed it in closer. I stepped up my suction and the undulations of her lower body became more pronounced.

      My hand eventually reached the junction of her thighs, now wet and slick, and moving with urgency. I pushed her panties down for better access. More out of hesitancy than anything else, I let my hand slide down her thigh on the far side.

      To my surprise, she gave a groan of disappointment and pulled my hand back up. Once again, as if choreographed, my mother appeared beside Vera, who lifted her bum for my mum to pull her panties down, leaving her totally naked. Mum guided us toward the sofa, which mysteriously now had a thick towel on it.

      Vera settled onto the prepared seat and, to make it easier for me, slid forward on the couch until her pussy hung over the edge, letting the aroma of her arousal fill my nostrils.

      With her ample legs almost spread 180 degrees, her engorged pussy lips were fully parted. She was giving my mother a complete view of her arousal and me full, unfettered access to her most personal space.

      
        I slid forward and knelt on the carpet before her, my head next to my mother's legs. I had never touched any of those parts on any woman, so I wasn't sure what to do. I leaned forward and smiffed the husky aroma from Vera's aroused pussy.

      For lack of knowledge, I followed the wetness. Gently, I unfolded her outer lips and caressed them. From books and magazines I'd read, I knew there would be a set of inner lips, and I gently explored with my tongue until I found them.

      Vera laid back, sighing and moaning, clearly wanting more. Pressing my advantage, I slipped a finger in. Vera grabbed my wrist and pulled my finger in deeper.

      In a loud whisper, my mother said, "Two fingers, Tarzan."

      Happily I complied. The feeling inside Vera's pussy was like nothing I'd ever experienced. Wet, slippery, warm, intimate, it almost felt like I was fingering her very soul. Nothing I'd heard or read prepared me for how awesome her slick, warm wetness felt and smelled.

      She was into what I was doing, no doubt about it. Every movement of her lower body now was accompanied by a grunt. "Yes, yes, yes, my boy. Right there." She pulled my wrist out and pushed it back into her warmth until I got the tempo and did it on my own. Vera was transported into a world of her own. Forget giving Gunnar his present, she became hell-bent on just getting off. However, I didn't mind at all. The satisfaction of bringing pleasure to my partner was something I'd never even heard of, but it was off the charts for me.

      She laid back on the sofa and pulled up her legs until her knees were beside her ears, humping and moaning and soon cussing. "Of fuck, Gunnar, so good. It's been so long, so long, so long. Yes, fuck me with your fingers. Deeper. Yes like that. Just like that." After another, longer set of moans and sighs, the pitch of her voice began to rise. "Don't stop, young man, don't stop, keep going, just like that. Faster now, faster, yes, like that." By now she was fucking my fingers at full speed with her head thrown back, eyes closed and mouth wide open. I was loving every second. Not just the new experience but the ecstasy of seeing my friend's pleasure brought me so much joy, and kept my cock hard as steel.

      In the meantime my mother had gone back to the love seat across the room. She slid forward in her seat, like Vera, and took off her panties, then opened her legs, too, exposing her curls to me, matted with her own juices. Two fingers moved around her clit in a circle as she played with herself seeing me fingering her best friend.

      
        Still holding my wrist, Vera suddenly stopped. Alarmed, I looked up at her, but nothing had changed. Her eyes were squeezed shit and her mouth hung open. Suddenly a loud grunt escaped. Her thick thighs clamped my hand so tight I thought all the bones were going to break inside. Then her entire body convulsed like she was having an epileptic attack. With every convulsion, she uttered a guttural groan, "yes, yes, yes." Finally her motions slowed and the pressure from her thighs eased. "Ohmigod," she groaned. "I haven't felt that in years. Gunnar, come here." She drew me up for a hug against her naked, sweating body. I felt like I was in heaven. I reached up and kissed her again, happy to bring such joy to someone without even knowing what I was doing.

      "Thank you, but now it's time for your present. Take off your shorts."

      I stood and, allowing both my mother and her to see Big Gunnar pop up, slid off my underpants. My mum's eyes almost bulged out of her head as I knelt and positioned my cock at the entrance to Vera's pussy. She slid it up and down her slit to get it more slickened.

      "Maggie," she called. "Come here, come put your son in me to give him his birthday present."

      With no hesitation, my mum sprang up and crossed the room. No "I'm your mother" now, I noticed happily. Mum reached out and gave my painfully hard cock a gentle squeeze. She reached down, gave the tip a quick kiss and lick, and then aimed it at Vera's opening. "Now you're a man," she whispered. "Push it home."

      Oh, and what a home! Vera was so wet. When I had jacked in my room off I'd seen some precum ooze out and I understood that was for lubrication, but that was NOTHING compared to the warm, slippery fountain between Vera's legs now enveloping my virgin cock. Oh, that feeling! I will never forget it. The first time I slid into her love tunnel, the welcoming warmth, wetness and slipperiness are impossible to describe. Back then nobody gave any thought to condoms, but she'd been on the pill forever and given how little sex she'd had, she was as clean as a whistle.

      Mum leaned in and gave my lips a soft kiss, complete with tongue. When she broke the kiss after several seconds, she asked, "How does it feel to be inside a real woman, son?"

      I was speechless. Kissing my awesome mother with my cock inside her sexy friend was indescribable. All I could think of for a response was, "Happy to be eighteen."

      Mum laughed and withdrew to sit next to Vera. I put one hand on mum's now uncovered leg and gave it a gentle squeeze. Then I ran it up her thigh to her wetness. She shifted closer, which allowed me to slide two fingers inside her slick wetness. She closed her eyes and moaned, her hand on my wrist to get my rhythm right.

      
        
      

      Vera began the natural rhythmic movements, which I picked up quickly. I had no idea anything could feel as good as the warm slippery bliss as I moved in and out, fucking a wet pussy for the first time, savoring the new feeling, all while fingering another slick pussy.

      "Faster now," Vera panted.

      Answering the call to adulthood, I thrust in harder and sped up. The feeling of her warm wetness engulfed my hungry cock, as I fucked and fucked her mature pussy.

      Again, the pitch in Vera's moans rose and I surmised she was approaching another climax.

      While Vera continued taking my virginity, my mum started moaning too. Then she reached out and squeezed one of her friend's nipples. That dialed up Vera's moans and babbling as she threw her head back again and surrendered herself again to the spasming peak of her passion.

      From masturbation, I'd learned the value of trying to delay the big moment, which is why, during the dinner, I had made a trip to the men's room to "take the pressure off." That allowed me to ride it out when Vera tensed up, her body convulsed and her moans became shrieks. I felt her vaginal walls pulse around me again as her climax overtook her.

      She came down, collapsing back on the sofa, sweating and panting.

      Deciding to take a chance, I pulled out and shuffled over so my glistening hard rod hovered near my mum's soaking wet pussy. Looking her in the eye, I whispered, "Slide it in for us, mother."

      Lust replaced my mother's concern for doing the right thing. Still locking eyes, she slid me up and down her slit a few times, then positioned my steel bar at her opening. I could see the conflicting emotions still race around her face. Love and lust won. With a loud moan of surrender, she wrapped her legs around me and pulled me in. If anything, she was wetter than Vera. As if to block out the guilt, she squeezed her eyes shut, even while reaching out and pulling my body closer.

      Vera, evidently recovering, saw me slide inside my mother and smiled at me. "That's right, Gunnar, you're a man now, fuck your hot mother. Fuck her now. Show her how much she means to you." Then she reached over and reciprocated, squeezing my mother's nipples one by one.

      
        I closed my eyes and drank in the delight of fucking the pussy I had lusted for so long. I opened my eyes to see my mother's body and tits shake with every thrust, her mouth open in pleasure. Mum began moaning and grunting as her body began rocking me with her escalating horny passion. Whereas Vera seemed more to lie back and enjoy our sex, my mother almost seemed determined to fuck me back. Her heaving sighs and moans escalated, letting all of us know she, too, was approaching her peak. This so turned me on I was not going to be able to hold back much longer.

      "Gunnaaaaaar!" Loudly screaming my name, my mother's eyes flew open and with a stormy glare in her red face she came, her entire body shaking. That made me cum too, and I erupted, spurt after spurt, emptying my balls inside of her. My pulsating cock sent my mum into an immediate encore. This time her eyes squeezed shut again. "Oh Gunnar, fuuuuuck!" she shouted.

      I leaned forward and kissed her breasts. "I love you, sexy mother."

      Vera leaned across and gave me a big, open-mouthed kiss. "Congratulations, Gunnar, you got your wish--you are no longer a virgin! Happy birthday!"

    
  
    
      My new life as an adult

      That night, Vera slept in my bed and I mean slept. Like a friend's mother used to say, sleeping together is never a problem--staying awake together is where the problems start.

      I awoke the Saturday morning spooned behind her, with my woody safely ensconced between her generous bum cheeks and my hand over her body and resting on her soft boob. I was eighteen and well-fucked, what a combination! Not to mention spooned behind the woman who had taken my virginity, my birthday present from heaven. As quietly as I could, I just lay there and savored the luxury.

      Little Gunnar, of course, was wide awake. It didn't take him long to sense the soft femininity before him and expand more to fill it. His growth must have woken Vera, because she put her hand over mine and made me squeeze her tit.

      After a few minutes of soft cuddling, she rolled onto her back. Opening her legs, she whispered, "Good morning, young man. Come and lie between my legs and show me what you learned last night."

      
        Oh wow. I rolled over to continue my dream cum true, and slid my erection up and down her slit, which must have retained some moisture from our night before and slickened up again.

      "Slowly," she said as she positioned it at her entrance.

      I did as I was told and her soft wetness enveloped me like the night before. Heaven all over again. I couldn't imagine ever taking this sensation for granted. Her eyes closed, and an expression of bliss played on her face. "Oh yes, young man, you are good."

      Then she opened her eyes and grinned. "I have something new for you. Pull out for a second."

      Nonplussed, I did, feeling the cool air against my erection, wet with her juices.

      She flipped over and got on all fours. "Now, do me from behind. Put it in and tell me how it feels."

      Wow, my next lesson, the very next day! I slid into her gaping wetness. To my surprise, I was able to slide deeper into her than the night before. My next heaven!

      She groaned as I filled her again. "Yes, can you feel it?"

      "It feels unbelievable," I grunted.

      "It's called doggy style, for obvious reasons. Now grab my hips and do me hard and fast."

      Ever the eager student, that's what I did. Looking down I could see my glistening dick piston in and out of her. Her inner lips gripped me on the outstroke, clinging to my slickened erection, and disappeared back into her pussy when I thrust back in. Her thick hips felt soft but firm in my hands. As instructed, I sped up, and before too long felt myself approaching my peak.

      "I'm getting close," I panted.

      "Me too, stud. Now fuck me, give me everything you got."

      
        As I got closer, she cried out and I felt her womb clamp and unclamp around me repeatedly. She was coming, and I was the one causing that! The thought pushed me over the edge and I filled her with matching pulses, ejecting my teenage sperm into her with force. Oh fuck, that felt good!

      After a minute or so, we collapsed side by side. She looked at me and rolled over to give me a kiss. "Good morning. For a beginner, you can really fuck," she giggled. "I'd love to feel you when you've gotten a few more sessions under your belt."

      "Good morning to you, too. Any morning beginning like this can't be bad," I muttered, still panting, "but all credit to my sexy instructor. I'm looking forward to her other lessons."

      "Me too. But now I need to shower and get home. I had a wonderful night with you, young man." She tapped my now wet and flaccid member. "I look forward to taking you under my wing."

      She got out of bed and padded to her overnight bag she'd surreptitiously parked in the corner. I didn't see it last night, so she must have brought it over earlier, or handed it to mum to bring home when I wasn't looking.

      The shower in our flat was too small for two. Besides, it was the only shower we had, so she probably didn't want to run the risk of mum barging in on us.

      After she finished I took my turn.

      When I was done, too, I descended the stairs to find the two of them smiling and giggling. Probably recounted the events of my introduction into adulthood. Breakfast was lighthearted--oatmeal porridge, toast and coffee.

      When we were done, Vera retrieved her overnight bag and left. She apparently had left her car in our street before we all took the taxi to the steakhouse.

      --

      After her departure, silence descended in our home. I helped my mother clean up the kitchen, and every now and then we bumped into each other. A few times I snuck in a little kiss on her cheek and whispered, "I love you."

      
        Every time, she blushed and smiled.

      When we were nearing completion, she asked, "Well, birthday boy, what did you have planned for the rest of the day?"

      I took her hand and looked into her eyes. "What's wrong with staying here with you, and maybe celebrating my newly acquired manhood?"

      Her eyes widened as the pulled in a breath. "Do you mean what I think you mean?"

      Pulling her into me, I put my arms around her waist and back. Looking straight into her eyes, I replied. "I don't want to waste a whole week waiting. We don't want my new knowledge to evaporate now, do we?" Capitalizing on the element of surprise, I leaned down and gently kissed her on her lips, but with no tongue.

      Her eyes closed, her arms wrapped around my neck and she pressed into me. "Have I unleashed a monster?" she whispered with a giggle.

      "Nope," I whispered back into her ear. "You've unleashed a man, who loves his sexy mother so much it hurts." I pushed my wood into her so she could feel it. I let my hands slide under her long sleep shirt and felt nothing but her naked soft bum. I pulled it into my hard dick.

      "Oh my, I feel it," she chuckled. "Yes, that has to hurt. Whatever shall we do about that?"

      Delighted with the disappearance of her old "I'm your mother" mantra, I kissed her again, and softly pushed my tongue to her lips.

      With a deep sigh, she opened them and our tongues lovingly played with each other as our breathing increased.

      She pulled back. "We really shouldn't do this, you know."

      My only reply was to kiss her again. This time her tongue betrayed her unlocked passion and we kept on kissing. "Your bed isn't made yet, so let's go to mine," she said, and took my hand.

      
        With Vera gone she didn't have to play second fiddle to her friend, so we took our time snogging on her bed as we rubbed our hands over each other's bodies, first above and then beneath our clothes. Her skin felt cloudy soft and smooth. I bent down and took a nipple into my mouth.

      "Oh, sweetheart," she said in a soft moan. "I really shouldn't let you do that."

      In response, I slid my hand up her inner thigh, and sucked a little harder on her nipple, then the other one, before scratching around it with my teeth to crinkle up her aureola. Her legs opened, welcoming my probing hand. Then I switched nipples again and she drew in a breath to protest again, but all that came out was another moan. Her lower body began to undulate as it strove to get my hand higher, toward her now drooling treasure.

      I sat up, threw off my unbuttoned shirt and lifted her shirt off. She undid her bra and it joined our shirts on the floor. I stood and slid off my jeans, leaving only my boxers with a massive tent. All she had on was a thong, with a dark spot from her moisture. Looking her in the eye, I reached to her waist, and started pulling it down. With an expression of desire, she lifted her ass in eager surrender.

      When I tossed her thong on the pile of clothes, she opened her legs again without a word. I slid down down and let my tongue wander up her inner thigh and then aimed for her heaving pussy. Clear drops of her love dew had started collecting on her trimmed pubic hair. She reached down and with a moan/grunt, pulled my face to the center of her pleasure.

      When my tongue touched her opening, she opened her legs even wider and pulled up her knees. "Yes, my sweet darling. Eat your randy mum. I loooove your tongue down there."

      But I didn't. Instead, I teased her with slow licks along her puffy outer lips, coaxing her shy inner lips further out. Her rasping breath told me what I needed to know. It took concentration to keep my tongue connected to her inner treasure as it heaved up and down to the age-old rhythm of desire. Her hands clasped behind my head and tried to pull me up to her now swollen, erect love button.

      I ran my tongue up her folds and around her clit, then back down to her opening. She cried out, tapering off into a moan. "Yes, like that, honey. More, more. It's been so long. Don't let me down, baby."

      Unable to resist her pleas, I moved my tongue through her now slick folds and flicked it back and forth just under her clit, now hard and straining out from its hood.

      
        Her moaning became more urgent. "I love you, my young man. Love me, love my little pearl, baby. I neeeeed it!" Her humping escalated, along with her breathing and the pressure behind my head.

      I took her shiny clit between my lips and sucked. At the same time, I slipped two fingers inside her slick love tunnel.

      With a loud howl, she exploded. Her entire body thrashed in a series of thrusts, and her tightened legs almost crushed my skull. Good thing I remembered last night with Vera, and had taken deep breaths, so I was able to last out her shaking climax. When it subsided, her legs relaxed, she exhaled and softly rubbed my head. "Oh, baby! That was incredible. Nobody has ever brought me to such a peak. Are you sure you've never been with a woman before last night?"

      "No, but being inside of you was without a doubt the highlight of my life so far. I just want to make love to your entire body the whole time."

      "Come kiss me. I haven't felt a man really kiss me for years. I have a lot of catching up to do."

      I slid up her body and our lips met. She either liked or didn't mind her taste on my lips. Her tongue was in my mouth immediately, seeking out mine. While our mouths made love to each other, my hard and straining manhood slid up and down her slit, drenched with her love dew. Her body moved, too.

      In one magic moment, we accidentally moved to the right angle, so when we moved forward again, I slipped inside. In the most natural way imaginable.

      Heaven enveloped my hungry member as her slick and warm pussy engulfed me. To this day it's impossible to describe the quiet yet immense feeling as my mother's womanhood embraced and welcomed me. Her long drawn-out moan into my mouth confirmed she was feeling the same.

      Our eyes opened and gazed lovingly into each other as I pulled out almost all the way, then sank back deep into her. And again. our bodies began to move, fucking deeply, drinking in the total love we both felt for each other.

      After a while nature, though, took over and we both began to move with goal-directed urgency. "Ugh, ugh," she grunted as our bodies slapped together. "So good, so good. Fuck your mother, young MAN."

      
        Given that she'd never used bad language, her cussing turned me on even more. My conservative mother was urging on her son into fucking her even harder. What a moment!

      "Come for me, mummy," I responded, deliberately using language from a young boy. "Your pussy is so wet, so delicious."

      Her eyes closed and then she shut them super-tight, presumably to concentrate on reaching another orgasm.

      I was close to coming and warned her.

      "Yes, Gunnar," she panted in reply, "me too. Fuck your mummy, make her cum for you." And then it happened. Her body went into convulsions again as her climax wracked her entire body. Her wail was loud enough I almost expected the neighbors to call the police.

      Feeling the rhythmic pulsing of her pussy walls pushed me over the edge, too, and I burst forth into her climax.

      She obviously felt it, because that provoked either an extension or another round of her loud and almost violent orgasm.

      After a few minutes, both our peaks passed and I flopped onto the bed beside her. I kissed her ear and said, "You are fantastic--the sexiest woman this side of Mars. I love you so, so much!"

      She turned on her side to face me, a satisfied smile on her face. "You're not so bad yourself, my young man. You make me feel like I'm an attractive teenager again. Thank you."

      We kissed, and fell asleep--the sun, or what we could see through the clouds and smog, still high in the sky. She lay facing me, a hand and a leg thrown over my body, and I pulled a throw blanket from the foot end of the bed over us.

      When we woke, the sun was setting and the dusk heralded the coming of another night. Lazily we kissed and caressed each other's bodies.

      "Shower?" she said.

      
        
      

      --

      Dinner was relaxed--it seemed we were settling into a new normal, a close together normal.

      I broke the silence. "Question for you, mum."

      "Uh-huh?"

      "Last night, you and Vera were both naked and touching each other--"

      "No," she interrupted quickly. "Don't even think in that direction. We'd never done anything like that before. I can only imagine it was a combination of the wine and the excitement of giving you your birthday present."

      I nodded. "I can understand that. I wasn't critical or anything, As a matter of fact, I was about to say that really, really turned me on."

      "You're just a randy teenager," she laughed. "Any woman showing you anything will get you hard as a rock."

      I chuckled. "Guilty. But two sexy women, touching each other, that was hot, hot, hot."

      "And...?"

      "Any chance we can do that again?"

      "You mean a threesome?"

      "Is that what that was?"

      She thought for a second. "Well, probably not in the usual sense where all three make love with each other, but still... three people naked? That would probably be called a threesome of sorts."

      
        
      

      "It looked like you enjoyed it, though?"

      "What I enjoyed was seeing you all grown up, losing your virginity to my best friend."

      "And how about when I entered you?"

      She blushed and paused. "Yeah, I can't lie, that felt fantastic. If I'm totally honest, that was something that had crossed my mind a few times after you told us that night at the pub what you wanted for your eighteenth birthday."

      "Really? You were so quick to tell me not to even consider losing it to you."

      She nodded. "I know. That was my first reaction, off the top of my head. I am your mother, you know, and I had to. It was afterward, when I rolled the thought over in my mind, that I realized how wonderful it would be to have your strong manhood inside of me." She closed her eyes and breathed deeply at the memory.

      "And when I entered you, was it as good as you expected?"

      Another nod, this time accompanied by a blush. "Better, even. For someone just starting out, you are a wonderful lover. With you inside of me I feel so full, and satisfied."

      "Want to do it again tonight?"

      Another blush, then a giggle. "I can't wait. What are you turning me into?"

      After the dinner cleanup, I drew her close and kissed her. Our tongues entwined and softly wrestled together. Soon, she was moaning. "Feel how wet you make me," she breathed, taking my hand and positioning it at her opening.

      It was true, she was beyond moist. "Well, let's go do something about it," I said, taking her hand and leading her back to her bed.

      
        This time, she wasted no time. "Talking about you being inside of me has turned me on. No foreplay now, just take your depraved mummy. Now."

      After we undressed, I knelt between her legs and she placed me at her entrance.

      "I'm going to fuck my mummy," I whispered, "The hottest, sexiest mummy in all of England."

      "Yes, my young man with his cock of steel. Take me, make me yours."

      I loved hearing my mum use dirty language. Slowly I entered, then began the rhythmic motion of delicious sex. Her eyelids hung at half-mast as she enjoyed my cock pistoning in and out of her.

      I leaned down and kissed her. Then I lifted my head and, while fucking her slowly but methodically, I murmured, "We are one now. My sexy mum and I are one. I love you, and I'm going to fuck you until you beg me to stop."

      "Yes, my baby. Fuck me. Bang your randy and depraved old mummy." As she spoke, her voice rose, signifying her approaching another climax.

      "Come for your son, mummy," I panted as I, too, got closer. "I want to cum with you."

      "Yes, darling. I can feel it coming."

      I did my best to time my climax with hers. Because I'd cum so often during the past weekend, I knew I could last. I only hoped I could cum when she did. Apparently, her recent orgasms made her last longer, too, so we just enjoyed each other's bodies and our closeness as our bodies slapped together in passion.

      Then I suggested we try doggy style. She agreed with enthusiasm. Again, seeing my cock pistoning in and out of her fat pussy turned me on like with Vera. I grabbed her hips tightly and sped up, boffing her in earnest. It didn't take too long after that before I felt her pussy walls constrict around me and she screamed my name. I shot pulse after pulse of my teen seed into her, not believing how fortunate I was to have such a sexy mum who loved to fuck as much as I did.

      --

      
        
      

      From then on, our life settled into a new rhythm. I slept in her bed every weeknight, although I left all my stuff in my room... just in case, she said. The first few weeks we had sex every night, but, as usual I guess, that evened out and we settle into a rhythm of three times a week, leaving the weekends for me to spend time with Vera.

      When my mom's next birthday arrived, Vera and I conspired to take her on a weekend by the coast, all three in one room with two queen beds. Saturday night we celebrated mum's birthday with dinner in the hotel's dining room, so we didn't have to drive anywhere. And yes, we treated her to a proper threesome. While I fucked Vera from behind, she ate out mum's pussy, after which I pummelled mum doggy style until she came, and fell asleep right there. However, after that, both women said that, while that was unique and enjoyable, neither wanted a repeat, sober or not.

      Did I complain? Does a bear use a flush toilet? I was in seventh heaven, certainly happier than any boy in school.

    
  
    
      Memoir cont'd: Further Developments

      While my mum and I slept together and had sex as an expression of our love, Vera and I met at her flat once a week, usually Sunday afternoons, as she took me under her wing and taught me the ins and outs (ahem) of bringing happiness and fulfilment to women.

      The first thing she taught me was the value of a 69 as foreplay. She loved my licking and sucking her fat pussy lips, and she taught me how to play with her clit, alternately circling it and flicking my tongue across it. And how to finger a woman. "You'll find many women come easier and harder with your fingers than your cock. Don't be offended, it's just how their bodies work. So, it's in your interest to know how to use your fingers." Practice, as they say, makes perfect. Or at least better.

      She had a mirror on the dressing table beside her bed, and I loved seeing her whole-body bounce and flip when I fucked her from behind. Her tits flopped back and forth as I plunged my hard cock into her wet schlupping pussy. Sometimes she would look, too, and exclaim, "Look how you're banging this old bag, you're making me jiggle all over."

      "You like that?" I asked.

      "Like you wouldn't believe," she replied. "Now shut up and fuck me. Make me cum again."

      
        
      

      She taught me the various erogenous zones and how to play them. And we had the best times after our sex with pillow talk.

      Mum initially was happy for my good education at the hands (and other body parts, of course) of someone she could trust. And herself, because I slept with her, in her bed, during the week, applying what I was learning with Vera. Boning two hot mature women, what more could a horny young man ask for?

      However, after a while my mother became more and more nervous that our incestuous affair might be discovered, and began insisting that I apply my newfound confidence to girls my age. "If you never date anybody your age, people will start talking. Far better to stay ahead of that and keep what we have going."

      A nerd herself, she knew how important it was to get self-confidence at an early age and put it to responsible use. One of the things she drummed into me was to stop being intimidated by the girls at school. "They're as skittish of you as you are of them. More, if anything: they're afraid of damage to their reputations, because guys talk, and often lie about their conquests." That realization made it easier to talk to them, and, to my surprise, Kelly Butterfield, a cute blonde, asked me one day if I wanted to go to a movie with her.

      Yes, it was good for my ego that a cute girl wanted to hang with me, but on the other hand, there was still the risk of being rejected when I did something wrong. Why take a chance when I knew with Vera and my mum I was guaranteed success and a good time? So, when the initiative came from a girl, a cute one no less, I wondered if I should take the plunge (no pun intended).

      Both my mature squeezes insisted I go, as part of my growing up to be a 'real man.' Mum pushed me over the edge to go with Kelly when she put some money in my hand, saying, "That should be enough for the tickets, as well as popcorn and a cool drink. Just go. You're a man now, make us proud." Since I was making money working for Sheila at their pub, I gave her the money back, but she'd made her point.

      So, off I went. As agreed, Kelly and I met at the theater, where I bought the tickets as well as the goodies to eat and drink. I made sure to be early enough in case Kelly wanted to chat. She came early, too, and to my surprise, we connected easily and talked about things like the movies of the day, the Beatles and a variety of other topics. Inside, I took her hand and she left it in mine until intermission. (Yeah, that long ago.)

      
        Afterward, she snuggled in and lifted my hand over her shoulder. Clueless as to how to proceed, I pulled her closer for a kiss. Lucky me--that's exactly what she had in mind, so we spent the rest of the movie snogging. She didn't hold back in the least--her tongue tangled eagerly with mine. By the time our breathing had gained a good head of steam, I laid my far hand on her breast and she sounded like that was a good move. I probably could have pressed my luck further, but my nerd brain calculated the downside of a mistake outweighed the benefit of a lucky guess. Besides, as Vera taught me, always better to leave them wanting more than to have them fight you off.

      Since I'd enjoyed Kelly's company, I invited her a week later for a dance one of our classmates was having in their garage. His parents would be home and there would be no alcohol, so it seemed safe. Fortunately for us, there were almost no lights either, so in the dark we did a goodly amount of fumbling, above and beneath our clothes. I didn't score with Kelly, but during the following week she must have spread the word I was an okay date, because two other girls invited me out.

      My good fortune, though, presented me with a problem: finding a place to, well, consummate the deed. I didn't have a car. Back in those days few of us had, but the ones that did almost always attracted the hot birds. Other than most of my classmates, I wasn't content with just a bumbling fumble any more, my standards had evolved all the way to full-out fucking. Why settle for less when I had two hot mature ladies with soft beds? But with no car I was facing a dilemma.

      Then I had a brainwave. Mum didn't mind me hooking up with Vera at our flat or hers, so one night I told her I wanted to take Kelly or one of the other girls out. She was very happy about that, but I acted hesitant.

      "What's the problem, Gunnar?"

      "No privacy." That was when I took a chance. "So... how would you feel if I brought the girl home? I know you don't mind if Vera and I go to my room, and you said you prefer me seeing girls my age. So, would it be okay if I brought them to my room like Vera?"

      Stunned silence. It was obvious my mum hadn't thought that far, and wasn't all that keen, but what could she say? So she agreed that as long as I used condoms and we didn't make too much noise, I could make 'full use' of my bedroom. I knew that was way better than most of my classmates, so I wasted no time asking Kelly out for a banana split with 'more' to follow in my bedroom.

      At first Kelly thought I was putting her on, but we snogged under a bus stop shelter until her youthful hormones overcame her skepticism, and she agreed to come home with me.

      
        True to her word, my mum stayed out of the way and the two of us ended up in my bedroom unchallenged. Our kissing resumed until Kelly, breathing heavily, allowed me to take off her top and bra. Her firm milk-white breasts jutted out toward me, while her arms drew me in to give them more attention. I sucked the pert pink nipples atop her taut B-cups, squeezing one stiff nipple while sucking the other. She moaned softly while her body began humping for more pleasure. Rather than me being aggressive, I took my time, wanting her (as Vera coached me) as close to desperate as I could get her.

      While sucking her deliciously hard nipples, my hand slid down and fondled her panties. She began moaning a little louder and her underwear became damper as her slickness began oozing through. I lifted her skirt and slipped my hand into her panties. Her bush was slippery with her juices, and she groaned into my ear. "Oooh, that's nice, Gunnar, so nice."

      I unhooked her skirt and laid her back down on my bed. Then, using what Vera and my mum had taught me, I kissed up her inner thigh while using one hand to rub her wet panties and the other to squeeze first one nipple then the next. Her body rocked up and down in a slow rhythmic fucking motion, and her breathing grew faster and louder, punctuated by more and louder moans. When my mouth reached her treasure, she grabbed hold of my head and pulled it into her bucking pussy. "Fuck me, Gunnar, fuck me."

      Instead, I slid my tongue up her slit over her panties. From her reaction, I gathered it was her first time, because she moaned and writhed like she was wrestling a snake. I wondered what my mum thought of the sounds.

      When I inserted two fingers around the edge of her panties and flicked her clit with my tongue, she elevated with groaning and came with loud hisses and grunts, thrusting her forearm across her mouth to stifle her scream. She jerked four or five times and her moan crescendoed as the orgasm rocked her entire body. Breathless, she fell back to the bed. "Fuck! Fuck, that was so good! Now, please. I need you to fuck me. I want to be fucked! I want to feel your big cock inside of me. Now!"

      Raising myself up onto all fours, I tugged at her panties. She lifted her bottom to help me get them off. Then she pulled up her knees and opened her legs wide in invitation. The thought of fucking one of my classmates had me so hard I knew the moment my cock touched her I would blast off. So I leaned down and lovingly kissed this little pussy so hungry for me, again. My mother couldn't have missed Kelly's noisy cries of lust, as I drove her closer and closer to the edge for the second time. Finally, her whole body jerked again as another big climax consumed her.

      Then, using what I'd learned from Vera, I rolled on a condom and eased my hard rod into her slick young pussy. It slid in like on a greased rail, and her moans of appreciation told me I was hitting her mark. She looked into my eyes and whispered, "Take me, Gunnar, fuck me, fuck me." Nature took over and soon I felt her convulsing walls as she climaxed yet again, prompting me to fill my raincoat at the same time.

      Coming down, she looked up at me and smiled. "That was fucking incredible! Do you have a washcloth for me?"

      Quickly, I dismounted and fetched some tissues and two damp washcloths from the bathroom. I noticed a smidgen of red on one of the tissues. She saw me notice it and blushed. "It didn't hurt, but yes, you were my first."

      "Wow, I had no idea." I had no idea what to make of that, except to feel honored that she had let me be the one to take her cherry.

      She paused, giving me the opportunity to say the same, but instead I took off the condom and tied a knot.

      I let her use the shower so her parents wouldn't smell the sex on her.

      After she left, I knocked on my mum's door.

      "Come in," she said, sounding breathless.

      I found her, naked, on her bed, rubbing her pussy. With a shy grin, she said, "I couldn't help it. The girl's screaming made me randy and I have to get off."

      "Want me to help?"

      "Oh gosh, yes! Do you have enough left in the tank for your old mum?"

      "Always, mum. You're the sexiest woman of all--never forget that."

      With that, I dove between her legs, pushed her hand out of the way, and began lapping at her soaking kitty. She was already halfway there before I started, so it wasn't ten minutes before she began convulsing and wailing, louder than Kelly. I slipped two fingers in and she erupted.

      
        
      

      "Inside me, Gunnar, do me, I need you inside, baby. Fuck me like you did that little girl. Make me scream like her," she grunted hoarsely.

      I slid into the second wet pussy of the night. Because I had already come, I knew I could ride this one as long as I wanted. Besides, without a condom her insides felt so much sweeter. When mum struck oil, I simply kept going, taking her almost immediately to her next orgasm. And two more. By then I felt the familiar stirring and I panted, "I'm ready to cum, mum. Cum with me."

      Our sweaty bodies slapped together and she exploded one more time, dragging me with her. We crested together with loud groans and I flopped down, supported by my elbows. I reached down and kissed both nipples. "Mum, you are the sexiest woman on earth. I don't think I will ever get enough of you."

      "Hmm, must be," she giggled, "if you can punish me like that after bringing off a randy young girl like you did."

      "Thank you for letting us use my room so I can keep up appearances, and I hope you can see you are my number one girl, and I will always have more than enough left over for you."

      We laughed and kissed. I slid off to the side and we drifted off to blissful sleep.

      --

      Kelly and I hooked up a few more times, but I got the feeling that for some reason it disappointed her that she wasn't my first, too. That, or she felt compelled to gain a few other notches on her bedpost, now that her barrier was out of the way, so to speak.

      With my confidence boosted, I tried my luck with Lucy Nash, a good-looking brunette with a truly bodacious bust. She must have checked my references with Kelly, because the day after I asked her out, she was on board with a big smile. No movie, no banana split, just straight to my bedroom. Lucy wanted to fuck, nothing else, and made no secret about it. It was the beginning of my understanding that no two women are the same. While Kelly was inexperienced and preferred missionary, Lucy had been around the block a few times and knew what she wanted, which mainly was being ridden doggy-style. No affection, just hard-core fucking, hard and fast. And a lot. She had a fluffy ass, lovely to hold onto while driving my boner into her again and again. The first time, we started late on a Saturday afternoon, and put not one, but three condoms to good use before she also left with a broad smile and a spring in her step.

      
        
      

      --

      Life settled into a steady rhythm, where I didn't get lucky with girls at school every week, but a few times a month. It helped my confidence a lot that with two mature women schooling me I wasn't desperate. By everyone's reckoning, I wasn't the most handsome guy in high school, or the most athletic, but when it came to quiet confidence I was up there, thanks to Vera's birthday gift. It seemed also my willingness to eat girls out set me apart from other guys who either didn't like it, or know how to do it. Oh, and of course the fact that I had a warm, soft bed to do the deed on, not the cramped back seat of a car, or some other cramped or uncomfortable place. Having that bed caused more than a few girls ask me out, not the other way around.

      Bottom line: mum and I felt reassured that my "outside" activities were sufficient to prevent any suspicion of the delights we shared every night in "our" bed. Cuddling with her soft body in what was now our bed remained the highlight of my life. The way she kissed and responded to my caresses was more than anyone could have asked for. And the way she fucked! It was like a monster, chained up for almost twenty years, got unleashed. She initiated sex as often as I did. Regardless of who started, she was wetter than anyone else I bedded, and quickly, too--she was built for sex, and I was fortunate to be the one she could use to make up for lost time.

      Her comfortable body felt wonderful to cuddle against, and soon we learned how each other's bodies responded. Kissing her while sliding in and out of her super-wet pussy was the highlight of my days. She, too, had a smile on her face every day.

      My birthday gift, then, turned out great. But it was soon to get even better.

      --

      One Thursday, Sheila surprised me at work. The pub owner's wife, remember? When I was under age, I wasn't allowed to work in the pub, but she liked me, and gave me menial work like sweeping the floors before they opened, unpacking the arrivals, crating the empties and the like, for which she paid me cash under the table. Half of it I kept for my pocket money, and the other half I gave to my mum to help with expenses.

      A few months after Vera had brought me into adulthood, I found Sheila waiting for me one day when I arrived for work, with tears running down her cheeks. I gave her a long hug and asked, "What's the matter?"

      
        "I found Greg yesterday with Anika in the storeroom." (Greg was her husband, and Anika one of the barmaids.)

      That did not sound good. "How 'with' was that?"

      "Buried inside her sloppy you-know-what."

      "Oh shit, I'm so sorry, Sheila." I deepened the hug and held her a while longer. "What are you going to do?"

      "What else? I'm going to divorce his fuckin' arse and ruin him."

      Figuring she'd cornered me for a reason, I asked, "Is there anything you want me to do?"

      "Yes, there is, my boy. Would you take pictures next time he bangs her? That way he won't be able to bulldoze me under by claiming he-said-she-said. I'm also going to fire the little bitch who stole him from me. I have the camera here, loaded with film. Will you do it?" (This was obviously before the days of digital cameras and smartphones.)

      I owed Sheila. She had bent the rules when my mom was hard-up for money. Besides, I was younger, stronger and leaner than her dirtbag husband, who was way out of shape. I wondered what Anika saw in him. Admittedly, she wasn't model material herself, but she did have a healthy pair of tatas and a delicious-looking ass, so I thought she could do a whole lot better than him. Maybe he paid her extra under the table, or, more likely, she was just desperately horny. Hmm, I'd never considered that before.

      "When do you expect them to get together again?" I asked.

      "They do it seems like Wednesdays and Fridays. Your mum and Vera come by every Friday, so if you sneak into the storeroom next Friday, early afternoon, you might be able to catch them if you wait in the liquor storage cupboard. You can use the small window above the door to take the pictures through. I'll leave a chair for you to stand on."

      That Friday I arrived at the pub sometime after lunch and did some cleaning. By three I took the chair, closed the cupboard from the inside and waited. Sure enough, the two cheaters arrived and started doing their bunny thing. I noticed that he used a condom, so at least he wasn't risking Sheila's health. Getting pictures was easy, and when they left I took the camera, still loaded with the film, to Sheila's office in a trash bag to hide it.

      On the way out, though, something funny happened. Whatever reasons Anika had to screw Greg, getting an orgasm wasn't one of them. I heard her whining after Greg had cum that she didn't get off. He didn't care. My guess was either he added a bonus into her pay or gave her some other compensation, so he evidently didn't feel he owed her anything. I'd never really liked him, and that just added another reason.

      Anika must have still been horny and seeing me a few minutes later must have given her an idea, because she sidled up to me and softly asked me if I had a key to the storeroom.

      "What for?" I asked.

      "There's something I was looking for in there, but no matter how I looked, I couldn't find it. I have a little extra time and I was wondering if you could open it up and help me look for it." It wasn't lost on me how she loaded her request with hidden meanings.

      I let my eyes slide down to her healthy chest where her lack of a bra made her nipples pretty obvious. Slowly sliding my eyes back up, I said, "Right, with two people I'd imagine it would be easier to find what you're looking for. Let's go."

      Her naughty grin told me she knew I understood the real agenda. When we got into the storeroom, she went right ahead to the desk, turned and in a husky voice said, "Gunnar, I've heard rumors that you know how to take care of business. I am in great need of having some business taken care of at this moment."

      Looking at her with fresh eyes, I wanted to see her whole body, so I told her to strip naked. With a teasing smile, she did a strip tease for me, moving her sexy young body as if music were playing. I loved that. Clearly a bit of an exhibitionist, she took the time to hold her C-cups out to me, licking her nipples. Then, when the time came to slip off her panties, she did that ever so slowly, trying to provoke Little Gunnar to attention... and succeeding.

      Her pussy lips were still pouting and red from her unfulfilled sex session with her boss, and she rubbed them over and over while looking me in the eye. "See how hot I am, Gunnar? Do you want to fuck me?"

      Despite my distaste for her cheating with Sheila's husband, I couldn't help getting fully aroused. Just a normal teenage hormone-driven lad, I was.

      
        
      

      She noticed and moved closer. "I can see you want me. I want you, too. So come on, big boy, come and show me what you got and shag this hot little pussy, all nice and wet for you."

      With that, she bent over the desk, and thrust her hungry cunt toward me, her inner lips still dark pink and open, crying out for satisfaction. I couldn't believe my eyes--this was the stuff porn stories were made of, but here it was, live and in living color. Oh and the delicious smell of her arousal in that confined space! Not wanting to take any chances with her, I rolled a condom onto my hard member and slid right into her from behind with a single thrust.

      Neither of us made a sound, except for huffing and puffing as both of us boarded the train to ecstasy. This was little more than a horny little tramp who wanted simple, hard fucking to get the orgasm she missed out on earlier. In a hoarse whisper, she urged me, "Fuck me, Gunnar, ohhhh yes!" I saved my breath for my speeding up pumps into her somewhat loose twat. For some reason the lightened friction actually increased my stimulation and I felt my nether regions begin to rumble for the explosion. I reached around and pinched a taut nipple, which pushed her over the edge. I loved the rhythmic squeezing her pussy made as she came, and that pulled me over the edge with her.

      After catching our breaths and my deflated member slipped out, she straightened, and turned around. Holding her hands behind my neck, she pulled me close and kissed me softly. "Just exactly what the doctor ordered. Thank you for indulging me."

      Fortunately I wasn't there when Sheila dropped the hammer and fired her a week later.

      When I told Vera about the episode, she smiled and said, "My work here is done. I hope you enjoyed your birthday present. I'd like to stay in touch, but you're old enough to go out on your own and find the right person for you."

      --

      Two weeks later, Sheila again cornered me. "I had the bastard served his divorce papers, and kicked him out. I've also fired him--my father actually still owns the place and let Greg manage it. I've started looking for a new manager. How can I thank you for your help?"

      "Sheila, I'm the one who has to thank you, because you helped my mum and me out at a time we really needed it."

      
        "Oh no, I was the one taking advantage of you, getting cheap labor to do what my lazy husband should have done, but didn't." She paused. "There is one way I can think of to thank you."

      Her facial expression gave me a clue, but I played dumb. "Yeah?"

      She reached up, pulled my face down, and landed an open-mouthed kiss on my lips. Before I could recover from the shock, her tongue was in my mouth. Not wanting to disappoint my boss, I reached around her, pulled her in and returned the kiss with as much passion as I could. This woman was more than just a boss--I felt a genuine affection for her. Despite our age difference, she was a true friend. My hands rubbed her back and cupped her ass, which she began pressing in to the ever-ready Little Gunnar.

      After about five minutes, she said, out of breath, "Let's take this to the storeroom. It locks."

      Once we were inside and she'd locked the door, she turned around. "Gunnar, you have no idea how long I've wanted you. But I take my vows seriously. Also, I didn't know what your mother might think. But after I heard of your 18th birthday present, I couldn't help thinking how it would be. And with Greg out of my life, I'm finally brave enough to ask you. So, young man, will you do me here and now?"

      "Only with the greatest pleasure, boss. I'm glad to hear I'm not the only one to want this. I know you don't think so, but you're a very sexy woman, and I would love nothing more than to fuck the crap out of you!"

      With a giggle, she promptly unfastened her skirt and let it drop to the floor. As she unbuttoned her blouse, she frowned. "What are you waiting for?"

      By the time I had undressed, she was naked and climbed onto the same table her husband and I had entertained Anika. I pushed her back and leaned over the edge. I started kissing and licking her inner thigh. Despite her age, her thighs were soft, white and creamy smooth.

      A moan escaped her. "What are you doing?"

      "Sheila, I'm going to eat your delicious pussy."

      "What? Nobody's ever done that to me."

      
        
      

      "Always a first time, boss," I grinned and let my tongue slide over her pouting lips. The dew of her arousal shone in the illumination from the overhead light. I licked it off and moved to her other thigh. By the time my mouth reached her heaving pussy, I laid a long lick on her, from her perineum to her clit.

      She about passed out. "Oh, fuuuuuck, Gunnar, do that again."

      With no rush, I took her to nirvana. She arched her back and let out a low growl while pulling my head into her steaming cunt. Letting her ease back down, I licked around her pubic area.

      Then I renewed my attack on her fully pouted inner lips, sliding my tongue up and down, and playing with her clit every time it reached there. Her moans became non-stop. "Oh fuck, Gunnar, what are you doing to me?"

      I slid two fingers into her now soaked pussy and she came immediately, bouncing her ass off the table. "Oh fuck! Fuck, fuck, fuck!" she wailed hoarsely.

      I continued my attack, but she pushed back my head. "No, too sensitive. That was incredible. I need you inside me now. Fuck me, young man, fuck this old bag with that big fat sausage of yours!"

      I pulled her to the edge of the table and lifted her legs over my shoulders. Slowly, I savored the look of my cock entering her wet, wet pussy. Her head tossed from side to side with pleasure as I began to plough her, slow at first, but then faster and faster. All that could be heard in the storeroom was the schluppy sound from her super-wet pussy. She said nothing, just closed her eyes with a dreamy expression on her face and panted.

      The only sign of her next orgasm was a rhythmic clasping of her inner walls, which pushed me over the edge, making me spurt into her.

      Out of breath, she lay back onto the table. "Gunnar, that was without a doubt the best I've ever had."

      I tore off a paper towel and cleaned myself off and wiped her dribbling pussy. "Sheila, you're one hot babe. That was fucking fantastic."

      "Better than Vera?" she asked with a sly grin.

      
        
      

      "You know better than that, boss. A gentleman never tells."

      Leaning up on her elbows, she lifted her head. "Well I'm no gentleman, so I don't mind telling you. Greg is the only man I've ever been with. He knocked me up, so we had to marry before either of us were ready. But if this was any indication, I'm going to enjoy exploring other men now that he's done. Thank you for opening me up, so to speak. I cannot imagine a better way to start my new life."

      "And you'll do well, Sheila. You're sexy as hell, and that wet pussy of yours is heaven in panties. You're going to make lots of guys very happy. Starting with me."

      --

      Sheila recommended me to Dora, one of her older friends who had also never received oral sex. Dora was married, and when Sheila told her of my tongue, she suggested it to her husband, who rejected it flatly. What an idiot! Worse, he insulted her pretty badly for wanting such "perverse nonsense." Undeterred, Dora told Sheila she wanted the tongue experience. So determined was she they decided to press the store room desk, unromantic as it was, into service again.

      Dora arrived one afternoon, dressed in a plain blouse and skirt, concealing her lack of underwear.

      After we spent some time French kissing, I pulled up a chair and settled Dora on the table with my face between her ample thighs. I'd learned by this time no two women tasted the same. Dora had a bit of a nutty taste, which I enjoyed, so I took my time with her, bringing her to the brink a few times before letting her careen over the edge. Did she explode! Her body levitated off the table and thudded down several times. It sounded like she was giving birth, and ended with a guttural wail. "Fuck, fuck, fuck," she kept exclaiming. When she came down, she grabbed my cheeks with her hands and pulled me up. Kissing me furiously, she ripped my belt off and kicked off my jeans. "Fuck me, boy, give it to me, hard."

      Despite Sheila standing next to us, I gave Dora what she demanded. Because my mother had taken excellent care of me the night before, I lasted long enough for Dora to cum twice more, before she collapsed backward into the table.

      Sheila hopped onto the table and pulled off her panties. "This has turned me on so, Gunnar, now take care of me, too."

      
        I scooted the chair over, put Sheila's legs over my shoulders and began lapping. She was not kidding, her cunt literally was dripping lube juice all over the table. I lapped her pussy and twirled my tongue around her clit, bringing her closer and closer. Two fingers slid in easily with her wetness and in less than a couple of minutes she came, too. Not having cum myself, I stood and, without any invitation, slid my cock home into her slick, mature pussy. Heaven.

      Two pussies in less than an hour. I looked over at Dora, who sat there with a goofy, satisfied smile on her face, watching her friend getting done. Sheila caught my glance, looked at Dora, and said, "Pinch my nipple, D."

      She leaned over and obeyed, which pushed both Sheila and I past our peaks and we came together, hard.

      As the three of us recovered, Sheila asked her friend, "So how did you like getting eaten?"

      "Oh darling, I fucking LOVED it! I can't believe I had to go without that for so many years! Fucking Brett Glover, selfish pig. I'm never touching his dick until he mans up and does me this way, too."

      --

      Life continued pleasantly, until one day a pretty girl cornered me at school. "Are you Gunnar?"

      Picking a line from a movie, I asked, "Who wants to know?"

      She snickered. "I'm Robin, Dora's daughter."

      "Hi Robin." We shook hands, and I waited, because she clearly had something on her mind. She resembled her mother, complete with large boobs, plump ass and thick-ish legs. I prefer girls with solid meat over stick figure Twiggy wannabes, so sue me.

      "Umm," she looked around to see if anyone could hear us. Satisfied that we were alone, she looked down, clearly embarrassed. "Look, I accidentally overheard my mom talking to Sheila on the phone." She hesitated.

      "Yes, and?" I asked, hopefully encouraging.

      
        
      

      She giggled. "Well, umm, shit, I'll just come out and say it. It sounded like she was talking about being eaten for the first time, and from the sounds of it, you were the one who did it."

      "And if I was? I'm not saying, but if?"

      She blushed a deep red. "I want to be eaten out, too. None of my boyfriends will do it."

      "Aren't you going steady with Albert Hughes?"

      "Yes, but he won't do it, either."

      "Wait, so just to confirm: you think I ate out your mother, and now you want me to eat you out, too?"

      "No, yes, um, no, that's not how I wanted it to sound. I just want someone to eat me out, and you're the only person I know of who does that. I don't want to break up with Albert, but I want to find out what it's like. Since you do it, well..."

      "Correction: you don't know that I do it, you're just guessing."

      "Yes, okay, whatever, but... will you do it for me?"

      "What's it worth?" I asked, feeling cheeky.

      "What?? You want me to pay you? What are you, a gigolo or something?"

      That made me laugh, hopefully not in a mean way. "No, I wasn't thinking of money, although that's something maybe I could keep in mind. No, I was just saying if I give you what no other boys will give you, what's in it for me?"

      "What would you want?"

      
        "An introduction and recommendation to Stella Hughes, maybe?" Stella was a friend of hers, and the acknowledged beauty queen in our high school, way out of my league, and who so far had never even looked in my direction. I'd made peace with that--my life had become more than interesting enough without her. That meant I had nothing to lose, so what could it hurt to put it out there?

      Robin laughed. "You too, huh? All the boys in school have their tongues dragging on the ground, salivating over her."

      "Mine, as you might note, is not dragging on the ground exactly," I smirked. "I have a better use for it. So, do we have a deal?"

      "Okay, deal... if you can bring me to an orgasm eating me out."

      Nice. I got hard thinking of having my way with my previous conquest's daughter. After all, how many guys have wanted to do a mom and her daughter?

      I looked at her. "Where do you want to do it?"

      "Kelly tells me your mom allows you to entertain girls in your bedroom?"

      I nodded.

      "Lucky devil. So, why not there?"

      Why not, indeed? And so, two nights later, Robin ended up on my bed. Just for the hell of it, I made her strip completely, for no reason other than I wanted to see Dora's daughter, fully naked. She was pretty, no question about it. Great tits, beautiful full ass, a flat tummy and nicely trimmed pubic hair. (This, of course, was in the days before shaving pussies smooth became a thing.)

      I stripped, too, and we lay on the bed, snogging and making out. I loved taking my time, stroking her firm tits, and playing with her hardening nipples while we kissed. When I let my lips trail down her throat to those luscious nipples, I let my hand wander down her stomach to the treasure below, feeling it grow slicker and slicker. After rubbing her for a while, I moved down and slid my tongue and lips up her inner thighs. Her sighing and panting turned to hungry moans when my mouth reached her wet fountain. She spread her legs wide open for more.

      
        Splitting her inner lips with my tongue, I lavished attention on her opening and her clit, which, I discovered, was much larger than her mother's.

      Her moans swelled when I stuck two fingers into her humping pussy and stroked in and out while my mouth feasted on her clit. By accident, my pinky finger touched her little rosebud, and it was like I'd set off a cracker. Her reaction was not anger or aversion, rather the opposite. Testing the water, I touched it again, this time on purpose, and I was rewarded with a whispered moan. "Oh, fuck, do that again."

      Ever eager to please, I did. And we both discovered this young woman had an extremely sensitive asshole. She didn't like it when I ventured a finger inside there, but stroking the rosebud struck a nerve... in the best possible way.

      A few minutes later she came for the first time. It almost sounded like she was sobbing, but when I looked up, there were no tears, just the most blissful expression with tightly shut eyes. Before she'd fully come to her senses, I slipped on a condom and pushed into her pussy, which was still moving in the fucking motion so typical.

      Her eyes shot open at the sudden intrusion. That wasn't what she'd asked for or agreed to, but I just acted like me taking charge was the most natural thing in the world. Obviously I wasn't too bad because she got into it within seconds. Then she flipped us over. "I like being on top," she said and proceeded to ride me like a stallion. She came twice before we raced together to the finale and she clamped down on my cock as it filled the condom inside of her.

      She rolled off and lay next to me, panting. "Holy mackerel, Gunnar. My mom was right... you can FUCK!"

      "Thank you for that compliment," I said smiling.

      "And rest assured," she continued, "I will give my wholehearted endorsement to Stella. She's between boyfriends now, so don't be surprised if she makes herself a nest in here."

      "Thanks."

      "Oh, and I trust you to not breathe a word of tonight to anyone, least of all Albert."

      
        "Of course," I said, "A gentleman never tells. Oh, and if he still refuses to eat you and you get desperate, you know where to find me."

      --

      Stella Hughes, the hottest girl in school, was another lesson I never forgot. No, not what you might think. Yes, my reputation for eating pussy apparently made her reach down to accept my invitation, and we did end up in my bed, but... this chick introduced me to the ugly face of "the beautiful people." She fully believed the hype that she was the hottest thing since the atom bomb, but rather than fuel the fire of fun, it made her an arrogant bitch. Everything had to be her way, the only thing she was concerned about was her appearance and what people thought of her but, worst of all, she was no fun in bed. I ate her out and she loved coming, but afterward, she had no interest in giving me any satisfaction. I had served my purpose and therefore was discarded before I could even reach for a condom. Since then I've steered away from those with model looks--not worth the hassle when gals who look quite fine are so much better to be with.

      Fortunately, I had no need to stew over the little bitch's arrogance. Besides other girls at school, both Dora and Robin made themselves available to me, both knowing about the other. My high school days passed with more pleasure than I could shake a stick at. And no, mother and daughter never wanted to do a threesome. Neither minded that I ate and fucked the other, but it always had to be separately. Oh well. You can't have everything.

      Sheila kept me on her payroll, which was a nice source of income, but she never required much in the way of labor. Other, of course, than manning the storeroom, which, for some unexplained reason, was furnished with a folding rollaway bed which got stuck in a hidden corner.

      
        To be continued…
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