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Prolouge

“Well, I see you finally went ahead and did it—welcome to the twenty-first century, dear!” Olivia Wilson said approvingly to Donna Westbrook as she slipped her towel downward, to reveal her recently-waxed bare pubic area.

The two women were in the lady’s locker room at their country club, after taking showers before getting dressed to have lunch together. They had just demolished Paula Porter and her doubles partner, Nicole Martindale, in a not-so-friendly tune-up match, in practice for the club championships next weekend.

“I’m glad you like it. It hurt like hell! You didn’t mention that part, Ollie!” Donna shot back, touching her still-sore skin around her slit self-consciously.

“Keep using the salve they gave you at the waxing salon. The pain will be completely gone in a few days,” Olivia told her friend consolingly. “After that, they’ll just be that gloriously hair-free pussy to show off to all your beaus.”

“What beaus?” Donna demanded huffily. “Don and I have been divorced for over a year now, and during that time, I think I have had two fucking dates!”

“That’s because you’re so picky!” her friend chastised her. “The only men you’ll date have to be rich, charming, and as good-looking as a movie star!”

“Why divorce steak only to settle for hamburger?” Donna wanted to know, finishing drying her tall, statuesque body. “Don may have been a philandering shit, but at least he was a great fuck, when he was home, and he had that body!”

“Which he shared with every bimbo in town who’d give him a second look,” Olivia reminded her. “Don may have been richer than Midas, hung like an elephant, and gorgeous to look at, but he was a cheater, through and through! I ought to know, having fucked him a couple of times myself while you two were still married!”

Donna looked her lushly-built little tennis partner up and down as she also put her towel aside and began to get dressed and said, “You bitch! I should have dumped you as a friend when I found out about you and Don!”

“If you had turned your back on all your friends who fucked Don, you wouldn’t have any friends left!” Olivia whispered heatedly, not wanting to be overheard by the rest of the women in the locker room. “He even fucked Sandy! And Sandy isn’t even pretty! She was just around, available, and female!”

That caught Donna up short. It was true, Sandy Truitt, unlike most of Donna and Olivia’s friends, wasn’t very attractive. She was just in their social circle because her family was one of the richest in southern Oregon, and had been for decades. She had gone to all the right schools, was a member of all the right clubs, and had a certain societal panache about her that made her acceptable to hang out with and impossible—from an ‘in-crowd’ standpoint—to ignore.

And yet Don Billingsly, Donna’s most recent ex-husband, had fucked her anyway, for months, apparently—according to the private detective Donna’s divorce attorney had hired to get the goods on Don!

Just a convenient spare hole to deposit his come in, Donna thought dismissively. When he was too lazy to seduce someone like Olivia, or Claudia, or all the other friends of hers that he had cheated with!

“Let’s go get lunch and quit rehashing the past,” Olivia suggested brightly, after wresting her sumptuous tits into their bra and slipping on her blouse.

And a very becoming blouse it is, too, Donna thought to herself. Versace, or I’m no judge of clothes! Olivia must have flown up to Portland or down to San Francisco on a shopping spree recently, Donna thought to herself, realizing that she hadn’t seen the blouse before.

“Okay, but you’re buying. We wouldn’t have trounced Paula and Nicole so easily today without all my service aces!” Donna crowed happily, stuffing her own forty-D-cup breasts into a flimsy, underwire bra and pulling on her lightweight, spring sweater.

The two old friends got into their stylish slacks and low-rise heels, Louboutin for Donna and Jimmy Choo for Olivia, and exited the steamy locker room, heading for the club’s hair dryers and mirrors to finish their hair and make-up.

****

“Jeez, that kid is gorgeous! Who is he?” Donna whispered as they sat at their table. She was staring at a very young man standing at the nearby bar, nursing a cocktail and talking with several other young men.

“Oh, that’s Cory Winchester’s boy,” Olivia said, seeing who Donna was ogling. “You remember little Darren Winchester, don’t you?”

Donna did remember little, snot-nosed Darren. He had grown up three houses down from hers; always hanging around with Donna’s daughter, from her first marriage, Beverly. Later, when he’d been a tall, awkward teenager, he was always out back, at her swimming pool, lounging around, hoping to catch a glimpse of either Beverly’s tits or Donna’s, in their tiny little bikini tops.

If I had known he was going to look like this when he grew up, I’d have made sure to have given him a better look! Donna told herself, taking another sip of her Campari and soda, her body heating up as she watched the tall, sure-of-himself-looking young man swirl his cocktail around in the glass before he took another drink. He was checking out the women in the bar and dining room, sizing them up confidently as he bantered with his friends.

“He sure grew into a beauty, didn’t he?” Olivia asked, noting that Donna’s brown eyes still hadn’t moved off of the young man. “He’s a male model, down in LA, or so I’ve heard. He’s just home because Cory had yet another cancer scare recently. Turned out to be nothing, false positive, again.”

“Oh? I hadn’t heard anything about it,” Donna offered, looking surprised. “I should drop by and see her! See if she needs anything.”

“That’d be real neighborly of you,” Olivia said sarcastically, knowing that Donna and Cory had been on the outs since it had come to light that Cory had been one of Donna’s ex-husband’s serious flames. Olivia had been a quick roll in the hay, but Cory had been a twice-a-week, for a year sort of lover, according to the detective.

Just then, Darren’s roving eyes settled on the tall, spectacularly built brown-haired woman at the table with her short, big-chested friend. He studied Donna quizzically for a moment, then smiled and made a pistol of his hand with the thumb as the hammer and shot the two women with it, along with flashing them a confident smile. Donna smiled back before she could stop herself, and the young man began sauntering over to their table, the knowing smile still on his face.

“Mrs. Fassbender, Mrs. Roy, I thought I recognized you,” he said boisterously. He stared at Donna and said, “But I couldn’t quite place you at first, because of the brown hair!”

Of course! I used to be a redhead, back when he knew me, and I was still married to Milt! Milt Fassbender had been Donna’s third husband; a Jew with lots of money, a tolerant nature, and a small dick, Donna remembered. She’d been a redhead during most of their six-year marriage, and she’d shown that flashy red hair, with her pussy hair carefully dyed to match, to lots of other men while she’d been married to Milt!

He’d finally said enough was enough one day when he’d come home early and found her taking it up the ass in their marital bed, from Rudolfo, their nineteen-year-old, Mexican pool boy. She’d been able to keep the house, her car, and a shitload of cash in the subsequent divorce. And she’d immediately dyed her hair blonde and hooked up with Don Billingsly, who’d owned numerous car dealerships throughout the Rogue Valley.

“That brown hair really threw me, Mrs. F,” young Darren was saying, “But I like it.”

“It’s my natural color,” she told him, lying through her perfect teeth. Her natural color was a much duller shade of brown and it was now shot through with gray these days, so she had it done once a month in this newer, more flattering shade of light brown. Now that her cunt hair was gone, there was nothing left to attest to the fact that this wasn’t her natural shade!

“You’re lookin’ fine, too, Mrs. Roy,” he said to Olivia, shooting her a sexy little smile.

“I guess we’ve all aged well, especially you, Darren,” Olivia observed, eyeing his muscular young frame from head to toe with a predatory smile on her beautiful face. “I heard about your modeling career.”

“Oh, it’s nothing much; just strutting around in my underwear for the camera,” he said modestly. “But I hope to get into acting, since I’m living down in SoCal now.”

“How long are you home, in Medford, for?” Donna asked him. “I do hope you and your folks can make it to my Memorial Day swim party next week!”

“What Memorial Day swim party?” Olivia huffed. “You haven’t had one of those in four or five years!”

“I’ve decided to revive the tradition!” Donna said definitively.

Both Olivia and Donna knew that the last Memorial Day swim party had ended up with a sixteen-year-old girl’s father finding Don Billingsly with his dick down the throat of the man’s daughter out behind the pumphouse beside the pool. Donna didn’t doubt Darren had heard the story, even though he was no longer living here at the time, since half of Medford had. It was what had finally spurred Donna on to divorce Don once and for all. The shame of having her husband manhandled out into the open, in front of all the other guests, with his swim trunks still around his feet, his big cock still gleaming with the girl’s saliva, waving around while the offended father had beaten the holy living shit out of the protesting Don, had been just too much for her to put up with!

The girl’s mother—who had been a PTA friend of Donna’s back when Beverly was still in grade school—had seen it. Beverly, who was home from college for the summer, had seen it. Half the neighborhood had seen it! Donna, who had sucked and fucked half the men standing around the pool that day, had at least been discrete about her indiscretions. She’d had no choice but to finally drop the hammer on her handsome, philandering sot of a husband, taking him to the cleaners in divorce court to the tune of over a million dollars, cash, a posh ski cabin in the Sierras, and a plushily fitted out fishing boat over on the Oregon coast Don had maintained for his annual fishing trips/ocean-going orgies with his drinking buddies and a select group of paid bimbos who would “entertain” them all, once they were out to sea, “fishing”.

She had sold the boat for over half a million dollars and was still using that to live on.

“I was planning on staying here through the end of June, just to make sure everything was okay with Mom. So, I’ll be here for your party; I hear the last one was spectacular,” he told her with a knowing little wink.


Chapter Two

Party Preparations

Donna was still flitting around the deserted house, agonizing over her unplanned for, spur-of-moment pool party on up-coming Memorial Day Weekend.

Oh, get a grip, woman—you’ve thrown dozens of these drunken bashes out by the pool before! Surely, you can remember how to organize a kegger beside a swimming pool! She chastised herself mentally. You just arrange to have a couple of kegs of cold beer delivered, some ice, or course, and pick up a dozen or so party trays of hoerderves at the grocery store, set up a hard liquor bar on a card table—serve yourself, of course, and get some man to tend the grill, making hot dogs and hamburgers…

But what man? She asked herself. Don had presided over the grill for years, and even Milt could be depended upon to flip a few burgers. But just now, she had no one who could be depended on to do the barbequing honors! She hadn’t been lying to Olivia at the club today: she hadn’t been out on a real date for months! There was no man in her life for the first time in years!

Donna took the cocktail she had just made for herself and went into her bedroom. The big house was dark, except for the lights shining in the kitchen, so she turned on lamps and overhead lights all the way across the dining room and into the living room and down the long hallway leading to the master bedroom. She flipped on the switch, activating the soft, indirect lighting she preferred in her bedroom, painting the lilac shaded walls with a faint, velvety-smooth light that mimicked the dying light of the afternoon sun.

She removed the flowing peignoir she was wearing and shinnied out of her silky teddy and the sinfully sheer panties she had donned to wear to bed that night. Donna stood stark naked before her oval full-body mirror and regarded her reflection critically, wondering if it had finally happened, if she was finally…old! Her tits looked great, as usual; all round and without undo sag, even though they were substantial, and her legs were as long and well-turned as they always had been—no ripples of unwanted flesh, no hint of cellulite—and her tummy looked flat and taut, as it usually did! Bless you, Pilates machines: bless you, Yoga sessions!

Slowly turning her long body sideways and then staring back over her shoulder at her back and ass, she smiled as she saw female perfection, as usual. Well, maybe not perfection, but damn good for forty! She told herself immodestly, finishing her cocktail and placing the empty glass filled with ice cubes on the coaster of her nightstand.

So why did she have no man to delegate the hamburger-flipping to at the up-coming Memorial Day party? Could it be that Olivia had been right today about her being too picky, when it came to men? For a girl who looked like her to be sleeping by herself; it was a crime! What the fuck was wrong with the men around Medford? Were they blind?

The doorbell rang at that exact moment and Donna was so taken aback by that that she almost answered it without throwing the peignoir back on first. The floor-length garment was frilly with lace and almost see-through in spots but it was better than nothing! She glanced at her digital clock on the nightstand and saw that it was ten-thirty. Who the fuck could be ringing her doorbell at ten-thirty on a Wednesday night?

Flipping on the porch light before flinging open the door, she rose up to her full five-eight height and prepared to tell whatever Jehovah’s Witness or wandering magazine salesman who was making this late a canvassing call just where they could shove their Watchtower or can’t-turn-it-down magazine offer! Standing on her front porch, looking apologetic and ready to leave, was Darren Winchester, clutching what looked like a wet bathing suit in his right hand.

She had a flashback to when the same Darren Winchester had stood on the same spot, baseball bat in hand, to confess that he had just broken their garage window with a foul ball. His mother, Cory, had been standing out on the sidewalk that day, watching Darren offer his apologies and offering to have the window replaced.

There was no one out on the sidewalk tonight as Darren said sheepishly, “I know it’s late, but all the lights were on, so I figured you were still up, Mrs. F.”

“I am still up, just barely. I was about to go to bed, Darren. And I’m not Mrs. F anymore, I’m Mrs. B nowadays, for a while anyway. I haven’t decided yet whether to go back to my maiden name or not.”

I…uh, was just wondering if I could…use your pool, Mrs. F…er…I mean Mrs. B!” Darren blurted, holding up the soggy trunks and shuffling his feet nervously. Gone was the cocky, sure-of-himself young man from the country club this afternoon. The embarrassed, none-too-sure-of-himself, eight-year-old Darren seemed to have replaced him!

“I mean…since I’ve been home, I’ve been jogging, trying to stay in shape,” Darren rushed to explain, “But I really prefer swimming. When I’m home, in Los Angeles, I use the big pool at my apartment building to swim laps in, and often, I drive to the ocean to swim. There’s nothing like swimming in the open water to tighten up the old bod! But here, in Medford, it’s a long way to the ocean, so I’ve been jogging in the evenings. But it’s so fucking hot!”

He looked stricken, to have cursed in front of an adult from his youth, that he couldn’t bring himself to speak for a few seconds, so they just stood there, looking at one another, waiting for the awkwardness to pass. At last, he mumbled, “Sorry for my language, Mrs. F, I mean Mrs. B! But it’s so frigging hot up here! I don’t remember it being so hot up here, when I was a kid, growing up! It doesn’t get this hot in LA until August, if ever! It’s seventy or eighty degrees, max, most days!”

It had been abnormally warm in southern Oregon this year, throughout the spring. Donna smiled and said, “Come on in and change into your suit. My pool is always open to you, Darren, just like when you were a kid. And, as to your language; I don’t give a fuck!”

Feeling like a wicked old woman leading a youngster down the forbidden path, and deciding she liked the feeling, Donna said, “Can I offer you a cocktail? I’m just having a Campari and soda, but I’ve got everything.”

“I shouldn’t, after all, I’m trying to keep the weight off. But sure, I’ll have a scotch and soda, if it’s not too much trouble,” he murmured, following her into the house he knew so well from his youth.

Milt Fassbender had had a nice little wet-bar installed in one corner of the living room, right next to the fireplace. Don Billingsly had thought the bar too small and had had it replaced with a much more elaborate one, featuring an overhead teak wineglass rack, a black leather padded bar front, and six chrome and black leather stools. Donna now slid behind the much bigger bar and found the Chivas bottle, which she placed on the bar top next to the big Club Soda bottle she had used to make her own favorite cocktail earlier.

“Do you prefer a lot of ice?” she asked the young man as she got out a cocktail glass and prepared to add ice to it. “Yes, please; just a jigger of scotch and a lot of soda, if you would,” he said with a smile as he appraised the bigger, fancier bar set up.

“This bar is a lot bigger than the one I remember from when Beverly and I were kids,” Darren commented, accepting the completed cocktail from his hostess.

“Yes, Don, my latest husband, turned out to be a bit of a lush, and he was too lazy to drive downtown to a bar when he wanted a drink, which was quite often, as it turned out. So, he made our home bar more like a commercial set up,” Donna explained wryly, holding up a bar gun. “I still use bottles, because I never learned to work this thing. But Don could whip out cocktails like a real pro when he got back here.”

“It’s easy,” Darren said, stepping closer to the bar and leaning over it to take the gun from Donna. He aimed the nozzle at the sink behind the bar and demonstrated what pushing the proper buttons could do, aiming the short bursts of soda, water, and various soft drinks into the sink. “This is your Club Soda, and this is your water, and this is Coke, and this is Seven-Up, and this is, I suspect, tonic water.

He looked up at her and explained with a shrug of his broad shoulders, “I worked as a bartender for a little while, before the modeling thing really took off.”

God but he’s yummy! Donna told herself, staring hard at the tall, taut male body in front of her. She tried to remember him as the skinny, awkward little neighbor boy from a few houses down the block who had really had a thing for her daughter, Beverly, back when they’d both been teenagers and found she could barely remember how he had used to look; Darren had always been so unsure of himself, stumbling over everything, all agog over Beverly’s burgeoning teenage beauty.

She thought of Beverly’s current flame—a tall, handsome enough blond guy named Alfred, who was like a plate of chopped liver, next to the gym-sculpted, blow-dried vision of male pulchritude standing in her living room that was Darren Winchester these days! I bet Beverly would trade in Alfred in a second, if she got to run her tongue over those abs in return! She told herself, eagerly eyeing the rippling torso under the skin-tight polo shirt Darren wore.

Bev probably wouldn’t! She realized, after thinking about it. Her daughter had morphed into such a contrary young…cunt lately! They had been more like best friends than mother and daughter for a while there, borrowing each other’s lipstick, poring over the latest fashion magazines together, trading opinions on dresses and outfits, discussing men and how disappointing they were! But now that she had a few years of college under her belt, Beverly had changed. She no longer thought her fashion-conscious, trend-savvy mom to be cool and modern and “with it”. She now thought Donna to be hopelessly mercenary, petty, and bourgeois; stuck in a pointless, meaningless pursuit of hunky men and middle-class status symbols, like this house, the big pool, her flashy new Corvette, and designer clothes.

Well, fuck that snooty little bitch and all her high-minded college friends! Donna thought bitterly, and not for the first time. Beverly and most of her college galpals had never had worked a day in their lives.

Let’s see how they feel about middle-class affluence after they’ve flipped a few burgers at Micky D’s, or bussed a few tables for minimum wage!

Donna knew that would never happen—not really! Woody Lawson, her first husband and Beverly’s father was still around to see that it wouldn’t. He had indulged his daughter’s every whim since she had uttered her first word—a da-da that had sounded so tentative and pleading for attention that Woody, the big softie, had been enraptured by her from the start! He, and his big checkbook would never let his precious little girl want for a thing! One phone call to daddy and all was solved for Beverly; that was for sure!

She smiled a bittersweet smile, thinking of big, brawny Woody. He had never denied her anything, either! His support checks still arrived right on time, even though they hadn’t been married for years now. Milt’s and Don’s support checks were all over the calendar. They always showed up—eventually, but you could never tell just when that would happen. Donna glanced around her big, one-story sprawler of a house and remembered begging Woody to buy it for her…There hadn’t been any other completed houses in the subdivision back then, just this gargantuan, ranch-style paean to middle-class excess. The streets had all been laid out in the ambitious development, and the electrical and plumbing had been run up to the sites of the projected houses; the slabs all poured, and even a few walls had been framed in atop them, here and there.

The pretentious, wide open, wrought iron gates were in place at both of the winding streets leading into the proposed, toney, too-upscale-for-a-rural backwater, like Medford, Oregon, town and yet no one was buying. No one was interested in plopping down a hefty down payment to live in a rigidly restrictive, homeowners’ association-ruled development so far from downtown Medford. No one except rich Woody Lawson, scion of an old-money cattle-ranching family and his new bride, Donna Lawson, already pregnant with their first child.

“Hey, pretty lady, what happened to you?” she suddenly heard Darren’s concerned young voice saying. “You kind of went away there, for a minute.”

Donna smiled at him and said, “It’s nothing. Just having you back in the house again got me to thinking about how long I’ve lived here; past history, and all that.”

“You have lived here quite a while, I guess. Mom has always said you were the first one on this block,” Darren said.

“Yes, me and my first husband, Woody. Do you even remember him?”

“Vaguely; I remember Mr. Fassbinder better, he was here when Beverly and I first started hanging around together,” Darren answered, his youthful face pinching in on itself as he tried to remember Donna’s first husband from his earliest days in this world.

“Woody was Beverly’s real dad; Milt Fassbinder was just her step-dad, like Don Billingsly was,” Donna clarified.

“I seem to remember that he was a big guy, like my dad,” Darren offered helpfully.

Donna stepped up to him and ran her hands over his broad shoulders as she said, “Yeah, Woody was big, like you and your Dad, Jack. I’ve always favored big, strong men.”

She felt Darren go stiff under her light caress, and wondered if his youthful dick was similarly affected. She hoped so! She was really getting horny, touching this young god of a man, and longed to draw him in even closer, run her fingers up into his tawny locks of dishwater-blond hair, and her tongue into his pouty lips as they kissed!

“Well, if you’re going to swim in my pool, I guess you’d better get into that wet suit you’re still holding, young man,” she challenged him, wanting to see him without his tight shirt.

“Are you going to join me in the pool, Mrs. F…I mean Mrs. B?” he corrected himself quickly, stepping away from her, clutching the damp swim suit in his left hand.

“You can use the guest bathroom to change in; it’s still right where it was when you were ten, and went swimming with Beverly,” she replied, pointing down the nearby hallway. “And I might join you, who knows?”

Darren pulled his polo shirt over his head as he turned to go down the hallway, and she was treated to the sight of his broad, muscular back and those impressive shoulders as he retreated toward the bathroom.

She shook her head in wonder. Darren had been such a tall, skinny boy when he was always hanging around the house with Beverly. Who’d have thought he’d morph into such a dreamboat as a young adult?

Lots of hours in the gym for that young man, lots of laps in the pool! She thought to herself as she watched him walk away. He’s done some serious weight-training since he was a teen.

She wondered if Beverly had ever fucked him, before their long childhood friendship had cooled once they’d hit high school? She doubted it. Beverly’s taste had always run to football team heroes and other big men on campus, both in high school and in college, and Darren had still been a tall, slightly-built youth in high school. She remembered him, shirtless, washing his dad’s car out in the driveway, some summers ago.

She had remarked to Beverly what a skinny frame he had had as they had returned one day from a shopping trip to the Rogue Valley Mall.

“Yeah, Mom, he’s just a skinny nerd!” Beverly had remarked as they unpacked their shopping bags from the trunk of the Mercedes.

Darren Winchester is a skinny nerd no longer! She told herself as the bathroom door opened and a young Adonis emerged from it, dressed in a tight pair of red Speedos that accentuated his formidable sexual package! He’s inherited Jack’s big cock! Donna observed excitedly. She was intimately familiar with the boy’s father’s large dick from ten summers ago, when she’d sucked it one night, after a particularly drunken mi-summer’s pool party. Cory and Darren had gone home an hour earlier, with the bulk of the guests. But Jack and a few other couples remained, drinking and still having a good time.

Donna had been playing hostess, making more cocktails and helping consume them, while Milt had gone back into the house. She and Jack had paired off by the cabana bar, sucking down drinks and sizing each other up. The other couples had gradually drifted off, leaving them together. She had long admired her tall, handsome neighbor’s great physique, and seeing it mostly revealed in the baggy board shorts that he had used as a swim suit, had done nothing to dampen her ardor.

Knowing that Milt, her voyeuristic husband wouldn’t mind, she had let Jack kiss her passionately and then remove her bikini top, palming her sumptuous tits hungrily as they continued to kiss. She had led him over to the chaise lounge just below the glass slider leading into the living room and slipped his shorts down, revealing his massive, club-like erection in the moonlight. Jack had tasted vaguely of chlorine, from the pool, and that familiar musk a man’s fully erect cock gave off as she’d slipped it between her lips and begun to suck. She had seen Milt, swim suit down around his ankles, fisting his less-than-fulsome cock as he watched his wife service a much bigger, much manlier man in the moonlight, so she knew she was alright in doing this! “Oh, God, that feels so good!” Jack had burbled excitedly. “Cory quit sucking my prick ages ago.”

Stupid bitch! Donna remembered thinking. Cory should have known that a handsome hunk like Jack was going to get his big hard on gargled somewhere!

She’s been eager to do it for him, but Jack had wanted more! Long before he felt the urge to come down her throat—which Donna would have accepted enthusiastically—Jack had eased his hard-enough-to-pound-nails-with wanger out of her mouth, peeled down her bikini bottoms and fed it into her gushing slit! Donna shifted her weight from foot to foot in the living room, feeling her slippery cunt lips gliding against one another at the memory of that torrid fuck out on the patio. Darren approached her in his Speedos and gestured to the glass slider as he said, “Last chance to throw on a bikini and join me in the pool, gorgeous!”

“Gorgeous?” I wonder what happened to “Mrs. F”, or” Mrs. B”? She asked herself as the grinning boy stepped past her and flipped open the lock on the slider.

“Oh, well, your loss!” Darren told her, opening the heavy door and stepping out onto the patio.

She watched him skip over to the pool and dive in, a flat, practiced motion that spoke of many such dives in pools just like this one. He glided nearly to the other end of the long pool before breaking the surface and starting a smooth, steady stroke that took him to the far wall of the pool in seconds. A professional-looking kick-turn sent him hurtling back towards the house and the long, self-assured swimming stroke reappeared, as Darren settled into a rhythmic cleaving of the water that propelled him forward like a human torpedo.

Donna watched the luscious boy swim laps as she recalled how wonderfully his father had loved her on the nearby chaise lounge all those years ago. She felt her clit begin to throb with need, even as her bare nipples pulsed beneath her silky peignoir. She longed to take them in her fingers and twist them as she watched the boy swim, but she didn’t, in case he suddenly glanced up and caught her toying with her pronounced nubs.

“Fuck this; it’s my house and I’ll do what I want, when I want!” Donna whispered under her breath. But she didn’t do anything right away.

Instead, she stepped over to the bar and quickly made herself another Campari and soda, and took it back over to the slider to watch Darren swim and recall her night with the boy’s father out on that patio.

She’d been hoping that Jack would have a cock to match his hairy chest, chiseled pectoral muscles, and broad shoulders, but she hadn’t been able to tell much about it in the loose-fitting board shorts. Once they’d been gone and she’d held the throbbing nine-incher in her experienced hand, she had found all her hopes about Jack Winchester’s manhood to have been fulfilled!

He looked yummy and he tasted yummy! Donna recalled, savoring the memory of her neighbor’s erect dick gliding into her sucking lips, the way he had stroked her hair as she had blown him.

I wish I had sucked him off once, before we fucked that night! Donna remonstrated herself.

Oh, well; sometimes Life gives you a second chance! She thought, her mood brightening as she undid the peignoir and slipped it off her shoulders, leaving her totally nude as she stood behind the slider. She slid the door open and stepped out into the warm night air. The warm breeze caressing her bare flesh didn’t feel that strange—she often swam in the nude, at night, during the day; it didn’t matter. The fencing surrounding the patio and pool area was ten feet high and there were lots of towering plants and trees, too, and that made her backyard, by design, a very private venue!

But she had to admit, it did feel a little weird to be standing stark naked before Darren Winchester, a boy from down the street that had been a childhood playmate of her daughter! Because that’s just what she found herself doing, as Darren broke off his laps, when he looked up and saw his hostess for the evening standing next to the chaise lounge as naked as the day she had been born! He reached the shallow end and stopped to just stare at her, the pool water splashing against his swim trunks as he stood rooted to the spot.

“I didn’t have a bikini handy, so I hope this is okay,” Donna told him nervously, her normal alto voice raising to a soprano level with her sudden unease.

What if this boy rejected her, didn’t want to see her nude, middle-aged body? He was, after all, otherworldly handsome, so he no doubt had a steady stream of much younger, beach-bunny type women trooping through his bedroom down in LA! What if he didn’t want a forty-year-old, dried up old bitch from Medford, Oregon?

That didn’t appear to be the case, however! Donna was gratified to see his already impressive cock outline getting longer and fuller as he gazed at her bare nipples and recently waxed-bare pussy lips. She was suddenly glad that she’d followed Olivia’s urging and had her pubic pelt yanked out. It struck her that a young stud like Darren was probably much more attracted to the bald-cunt look that was all the rage now than he might have been to a hairy, untamed muff!

Seeing that that’s where his gaze had settled, Donna spread her stance a little, so he could see her glistening-with-arousal cunt lips in the pale moonlight and the light rising up from the pool’s underwater lighting. She stared fixedly at his burgeoning hard on and murmured, “It appears you’re not offended by female nudity and that you like what you see?”

“You’re spectacular woman, Donna. You always have been!” Darren said almost reverently, continuing to stare at the very seat of her womanhood.

Donna noticed how easily the handsome young man started calling her by her first name, instead of the much more awkward “Mrs. F or B”. She imagined a guy who looked like Darren had been around a lot of women, both naked and clothed, in his short life and had little reticence about calling them by their first names.

She sat down on the lounger as she said, “Why don’t you come up here and join me before you get waterlogged?”

He waded his way over to the shallow end’s concrete steps and exited the pool, his hard on more evident than ever now that he was clear of the water.

“That looks uncomfortable, being all bound up that way,” she purred up at him raising both hands to his waistband and tugging downward on the tight swim suit. It came down slowly, revealing his lush blondish male bush with a very thick cock base nestled into it. She kept on tugging and more of the impressive shaft, and two very round, very heavy testicles came into view. “My, my, you are a big boy now, aren’t you, sweetie?” she murmured happily.

“Too big?” he sighed as his lengthy cock sprang free of the clingy suit at last.

“No. I think you’re just right!” Donna said as she leaned forward on the chaise lounge and licked all around his bulbous cock head before popping it in her mouth and starting to suck.

She slowly took all of it into her lips and throat, judging him to be right around nine inches in total—just like his dad’s had been—but not deterred at all by his length or sizable girth. She simply adored a man who could fill her up, and she was sure that young Darren was up to the challenge!

“Oh, God! You’re way better at that than Beverly ever was when she was a kid!” Darren moaned appreciatively as Donna’s tongue caressed his buried stalk. Darren seemed to realize that praising a mother’s skills as a cocksucker over her daughter’s was somewhat gauche. She felt him go as stiff in her arms encircling his taut ass cheeks as his cock was in her mouth! She licked all around his prick tip again and began bobbing her head in and out, fucking him with her mouth, to let him know it was alright with her that he had fucked her daughter, and Darren seemed to relax once more and just let it happen.

Actually, it was kind of a relief to know that Darren and Beverly’s relationship when they’d been kids had evolved into a sexual one! They had been best pals, nearly inseparable, since they were something like four, so Donna regarded it as only natural that they would find out about “the birds and the bees” together. She wondered how that had come about.

She didn’t have to wonder for long, as Darren—obviously feeling expansive—said in the next moment, “She started sprouting tits when she was twelve, and naturally, I was wicked curious about them.” Luckily for me, since we always shared everything, she wasn’t shy about showing me what was happening with her chest. I got hard as I touched them, she noticed. And one thing led to another.”

He glanced down at the mother of the girl he was reminiscing about, sitting on the edge of the lounger, sucking his cock, and smiled. “This is ironic,” he said. “She blew me for the first time on this very chaise lounge. We had been watching porn on her laptop in her bedroom earlier, and come out here to swim. You and Mr. F. had gone into town to do some shopping, so no one was home. We were naked; we swam nude all the time back then, when you were gone, and I was still hard from the porn. We had been discussing how those porn girls got something as big and hard and long into their mouths and throats and Bev was eyeing my cock, which wasn’t nearly as big back then as it is now. I knew she wanted to try sucking a cock for the first time ever, and mine was handy. And I sure as hell wanted her to suck it…so, we went ahead and tried it!”

Donna’s experienced lips continued to go in and out on his swollen shaft. He smiled down at her and said, “She wasn’t near as good as you are, even after we’d done it a few times. She had no tongue work at all, unless I reminded her to lick me while she sucked. And when I came--which was embarrassingly fast, back in those days; I was so excited about having someone as pretty as Bev slurping on my dick—she always looked so surprised and downright…disgusted when I went off in her mouth! She almost never swallowed; she usually spit it out almost immediately. The only time she’d willingly swallow my load was late at night in the living room. It was a long way into the bathroom with a mouthful of spunk, and she was always afraid either you or Mr. F would get up and catch her halfway to the john with a big mouthful of come.”

The mental picture of her voyeuristic ex watching his stepdaughter glug down a big wad of semen to keep from getting busted almost caused Donna to laugh out loud, and the ensuing vibrations around Darren’s gliding dick caused it to jerk in her sucking mouth. All at once, a deluge of hot male cock cream filled her mouth and, remembering Darren’s recent rant about Beverly’s inability to swallow, Donna dutifully glugged it down, having to swallow numerous times to get it all to slide down into her belly.

God, young guys come a lot—I’d almost forgotten how much jism they shoot, when they finally unload! Donna told herself, almost not blaming her young daughter for not wanting to swallow such a voluminous mass of come.

“You really spunked me!” Donna gasped up at Darren when he finally stopped spurting.

“Sorry, but it’s been a long time since I came. Medford ain’t exactly LA, when it comes to finding hot young babes to help take the edge off a guy.”

“Well, I’m not exactly young anymore, but I’m hot and willing. And I only live a few houses down from you,” Donna told him hopefully, licking the excess come off her lips and swallowing it as he watched.

“You do, at that, lovely Donna. And I’ve lusted after you since I was a boy,” he told her with a sultry wink.

“Well, shop isn’t exactly closed up for the night!” she flirted with him right back, lying back on the lounger and opening her legs so he could see how downright…juicy she was.

Fingering her bare cunt suggestively, she added, “I was wet before, from just seeing you in your swim suit, swimming laps. But after sucking that fat cock of yours off…”

She let her voice trail off and hunched her lush hips up to meet her frantically-working finger.

Darren’s eyes went wide, then lapsed into heavy-lidded, “bedroom eyes” interest in the way her slim finger was sluicing in and out of her glistening pink depths. She noted his cock was stirring to life once more already and said a silent prayer of thanks, both for the perpetual horniness of young men and their rapid recuperative powers.

****

Donna awoke the next morning alone, as per usual, Darren having left the bedroom at around two in the morning and driven the few hundred feet to home. She had thought about urging him to stay the night—she hadn’t had any rousing, good-morning sex in so long now! But reason had prevailed at last over lust, and she had bidden him a long, sloppy blowjob as a good-bye instead.

Since both Jack and Cory Winchester already thought her a slut, having Darren sleep over had been out of the question, really. Now, they might reasonably suspect she had seduced their baby boy, but they couldn’t prove it! Had Darren’s Camaro remained in her driveway until morning, the cat would have definitely been out of the bag; they might have their lingering suspicions about what had transpired during Darren’s little swim party but there was no proof!

Besides, Donna had gotten most of what she wanted out of Darren’s visit! Last night he had fucked her every bit as well as Jack had ten years ago, and she had sampled his hot ball juice orally, also. In addition, she had learned more than she knew before about Beverly’s formative teen years. And Darren had agreed to man the barbeque at her up-coming Memorial Day bash!

And he was definitely hot for more of her forty-year-old pussy! He was coming back for dinner and a swim tonight, and she knew he was expecting another visit to her master bedroom to be part of the evening’s festivities!

She rolled out of bed, gloriously nude, with a faint trail of Darren’s semen painting one thigh, and resisted the temptation to belt out a verse of Gene Autry’s old trail ballad about being “back in the saddle again”! All she had to do today was order the food and beer for her Memorial Day party, inventory her bar, and plan dinner for tonight. Maybe she’d get a special bottle of wine? Did kids Darren’s age care about such things? Did they even drink wine that didn’t come with screw caps?
Marijuana, she thought. They smoke marijuana!

The stuff was now legal in Oregon, she knew. She had passed several retail marijuana shops around town in her travels, but she had, of course, never been inside one of them. She’s smoked a few joints in her life, at parties back in the nineties where people were trying extra hard to be hep and cool. There had been cocaine at a few of them, too, and she had to confess, she had enjoyed the ecstatic feeling engendered by the white powder far more than she had the spacey feelings smoking pot had given her.

But cocaine wasn’t legal and marijuana was. She looked up several of the retail places she was familiar with on her tablet and saw that the stuff wasn’t expensive! She could swing by one of the stores and get tonight’s cannabis party goodies while she was out shopping for her more conventional party supplies this morning without bothering to stop off at the ATM for more money. She already had five hundred dollars or so in her wallet in anticipation of paying for the party trays and beer kegs.

****

After checking the bar, she found she was low on Scotch, so she bought a couple of bottles of Dawson’s at the state liquor store. Her husband, Milt, had been a cheap bastard, even though he’d been a millionaire, and he had showed her how to take empty Chivas bottles and refill them with a less expensive scotch, saying that most lushes at parties drank their Scotch with Club Soda or water, so they’d never know the difference. He had served real Chivas when he was having business associates over for dinner and was pouring cocktails before dinner.

Donna had thought him a real cheapskate, back in the day, but now that she was paying for the hooch at the big parties she infrequently threw, she looked more kindly on Milt’s little foibles. She had unthinkingly served Darren some of the cheaper, substituted Scotch last night and he hadn’t noticed, or if he had, he hadn’t complained about it, so the Dawson’s would do for the Memorial Day poolside, blowout, as far as she was concerned! She picked up a big bottle of Black Velvet, intending to substitute it for Crown Royal. It was much less expensive but it was also very smooth, just like real Crown Royal. Unless a guest was a confirmed Canadian whisky connoisseur, she doubted anyone would notice, especially if they were using the whisky to make a Cuba Libre or a whisky and water, or Seven-Up!

She got the party trays ordered at Harry & David’s, knowing the local gourmet distributer would put out a much better tray of hoerderves than the local grocery store would. But she did go to a local grocery store to get the items for tonight’s dinner, two thick fillet mignons, a package of Knor bearnaise sauce, some fresh asparagus and two baking potatoes, along with a pound of butter. She suspected an up-and-coming young model like Darren Winchester would prefer to use margarine on his baked potato, but she wanted to have butter on the table just in case. It tasted so much better on potatoes than any artificial spread she had ever tried.

And besides, tonight was special! She intended to bang young Darren so thoroughly that he’d burn off whatever extra calories the butter might provide!

Donna was chuckling with joy at the thought of working off Darren’s extra calories as she put the shopping bag in the back of her latest Corvette and closed the trunk. Her new baby was yellow, with a midnight black leather interior. The last one had been screaming red, but the thing had proven to be a cop magnet. Donna had gotten, like, a speeding ticket a month, until she had gotten rid of it! It was her longtime practice to get a new Corvette every other year. This didn’t cost nearly as much as it might have, since Don Billingsly, her most recent ex-husband owned a Chevy dealership. And she always managed to sweet talk or dragoon him into ordering her a new Stingray, with all the options she wanted, for his price, which was thousands below sticker. It gave her an added jolt of pleasure to pay for her new toy with Don’s own money, garnered from the sale of his party boat, a few years ago.

She now adjusted the bill on the black baseball cap she was wearing—the one she had bought at the local Grange store that just said “Rogue” in big red letters across the front; not Rogue River or Rogue Valley, just “Rogue”, which perfectly suited her mood on days like this—and slid behind the wheel of the powerful roadster. The huge V-8 engine roared to life, throbbing sexily through the special-order exhaust system she had specified when purchasing it, and she just sat for a moment in the glorious, southern Oregon sun of early summer and basked in it. Donna was casually dressed in one of her favorite outfits, a simple long-sleeved black crew-necked, pullover sweatshirt, devoid of insignia of any kind but clinging tightly to her big breasts encased in her skimpiest bra, and a pair of cheap, but oh, so tight-fitting black jeans, worn with a pair of new Nike trainers that were bright-white and stood out against the dark outfit. Her light-brown hair had been pulled back in a tight ponytail, which dangled out of the hole at the back of her cap formed by the plastic adjustment strap.

Donna knew she looked like a hot, spoiled, rich-bitch wife as she tooled around in her expensive yellow Corvette, her ponytail fluttering straight out behind her on the freeway, her lightly-applied make up perfect, her pretty patrician-looking face smiling smugly as she changed lanes and flitted around slower moving traffic. She felt like the Queen of Southern Oregon as she drove, and looked the part, as she sped from favorite watering hole to favorite shop, to spend lavishly, without a thought of how much it was all costing.

And now she had delicious Darren and his studly young body added into the mix! It was all too perfect and she hoped it would never end.

She breezed into the unfamiliar cannabis shop and bought two ounces of what the hippie-looking clerk assured her was “kick-ass weed”, perfect for tonight’s party with Darren! She couldn’t wait to fire it up, not because she was especially anxious to get “high” but because smoking marijuana was very out of the ordinary for her. She hoped it would mark her as “cool” with her much younger new beau, and would be something that would both surprise him and delight him!

She bought some rolling papers, to make joints with, at the suggestion of the clerk, who seemed to realize she was out of her depth, but also purchased a small dope pipe. The parties she had attended back in the nineties had all featured pipes, rather than rolled up joints, so she was more comfortable with it than she was the papers. She’d be so embarrassed, if Darren proved to be just as much of a klutz as she was, when it came to rolling her own cigarettes! And she very much wanted tonight to go as perfectly as this afternoon had.

****

Donna stripped off her favorite flitting-around-town outfit as soon as she returned home, kicking out of the trainers and removing her white socks and lightweight underwear at the same time. She walked naked into the living room, made herself a drink at the bar, and unlocked the slider, leading out onto the patio. She stood in the bright, late-afternoon sunlight, clad only in her black ballcap, sipping her cocktail, remember how neat it had felt to be sucking such a fine, young cock last night, swallowing come as she’d heard all about her daughter learning to suck cock on this very patio, all those years ago.

The phone rang inside the house at that moment, Donna hearing its ring projected through the outside speakers spread around the patio—a holdover from Milt’s wheeling and dealing days, when he’d been afraid that a missed phone call could cost him thousands of dollars. Donna gulped down the last of her drink and dashed back inside to answer it out of years of reflex. No one calls with anything important, nowadays, Donna told herself wryly, as she jogged back inside the house, her big, unfettered tits jiggling and bouncing.

She slammed the empty cocktail glass down on the bar, causing the ice cubes to tinkle noisily inside the short glass, and snatched up phone near it on the bar top. “I’ll be coming home for the summer after all, Mama!” Beverly’s familiar voice announced as soon as she had said, “Hello.

Donna scowled and asked, “What happened to touring Europe with Mr. Wonderful this summer?”

There was a long, awkward silence until Beverly said at last, with a voice Donna could tell from long experience was choking back sobs, “You were right all along. He’s not so wonderful—I found him banging my roommate yesterday, on the last day of school! All the classes were over, so I came back to our apartment early and found them in bed together. It was an awful scene!”

“When are you going to be here?” Donna asked, dreading the answer. She could see her romantic, candlelight dinner with pot and wine for dessert, going down the drain!

“I’ll be at the airport at ten-thirty tomorrow morning,” Beverly told her. “I’m getting into Portland late tonight and I’ve got a connecting flight tomorrow morning.”

Thank God for small favors! Donna found herself thinking. At least tonight isn’t ruined. And thank God she called, instead of just showing up out at the airport in the morning!

Not for the first time since her head-strong daughter had made her college choice, Donna was glad Beverly had eschewed Oregon and northern California schools in favor of the East Coast. If Bev had gone to Oregon State or the University of Oregon, as her doting father had wanted her to, she could have been home tonight instead of tomorrow!

Beverly was studying Animal Science, so she could be a greater help in her daddy’s cow ranching business. Cornell University, in faraway Ithaca, New York, had been East Coast enough to satisfy their daughter’s desire to attend college in someplace that wasn’t as small-town as Medford, the way College Station, Texas, might have been, had she opted to study at Texas A&M, which also had a topnotch Ag school. Luckily for Donna, it took a long time to fly from Medford, Oregon, to Ithaca, New York! And vice versa. First, you had to get to New York City, which took a while. And then you had to fly from New York to Portland or Seattle, which also took a while. And then you had to catch a connecting flight down to Medford, which usually meant flying out in the morning, and arriving at ten-thirty at Medford’s Mickey Mouse regional airport.

“What about your car and all your stuff?” Donna asked, getting practical for a moment.

“My name is on the apartment lease, so I thought I’d just keep it for the summer and live here again next fall, with a new roommate, of course!” Beverly explained. “My car is about shot anyway. These upstate, New York winters are brutal on cars! I thought I’d talk to Daddy about buying me a new SUV to drive back in for the next semester. I’m sure Don could get us into something appropriate for pennies on the dollar!”

He probably could, but your old car is only two years old! Donna thought exasperatedly.

It infuriated her, the way Beverly maneuvered her dad and stepdad! Both of them were twisted around her little finger! The thought that Beverly had learned how to manipulate them from her was something Donna pushed aside for the moment. Not for the first time, she wondered if Bev had some sort of perverted, sexual relation with Don or Milt, or even--God forbid—with Woody, her real father!

The thought of Bev sucking cock for Darren, when they were both kids, had seemed almost cute and endearing last night. The thought of her doing the same thing to wangle cars and college tuition, and fancy apartments out of Donna’s ex-husbands definitely did not seem cute or endearing!

“I have to go now, they’re calling my flight,” Beverly suddenly announced into her phone. “See you in the morning, Mommy!”

“Love you, baby girl,” Donna said by rote, just before the connection was broken.

****

“So, Bev is coming home for the summer?” Darren asked, after sipping his wine once more.

They were eating dinner out on the patio, in the nude. Donna had answered the door in a diaphanous pool wrap with a barely-there orange bikini under it. And Darren had been dressed in only his Speedos and a loose Hawaiian shirt. They had embraced and she had felt his manhood hardening against her belly as they’d kissed and he had felt her nipples getting stiff against his bare chest. The scanty costumes hadn’t even made it out of they small foyer. The two of them had ended up fucking for the first time that evening right on the living room rug.

Later, when their initial mutual hunger for one another had been temporarily slaked, they had strolled, hand in hand, still nude, into the kitchen, where he had ended up bending her over the kitchen island and ravishing her again from behind, as soon as his seemingly perpetual hard on had returned. Donna hadn’t minded a bit. She laid the thick filets she’d bought out on the counter to rise to room temperature before cooking, and she hadn’t seen anything wrong with letting them sit a few minutes more while she’d been enjoying a glass of the excellent cabernet she’d gotten for dinner and the wonders of Darren’s seemingly insatiable young dick!

In between bouts of sex, she’d filled him in one Beverly’s summer plans and her impending arrival. “That’s going to make the rest of my stay awkward,” Darren said now, sitting out on the patio, slicing off another big mouthful of steak and dipping it in a pool of Bearnaise sauce sitting on his plate.

“How So?” Donna wanted to know.

Darren grinned and answered, “Well, unless a few years of college have made Bev a lot more worldly than she used to be, she’s not going to take well to me slipping her mama the meat a few bedrooms down from hers, now is she?”

She might not! She might covet some of that meat for herself! Donna thought as she ate some of her baked potato, knowing something more about her daughter’s sex life than she had a few days ago. She’d long suspected that sex had been going on with some of Beverly’s football player beaus, back in high school, and Bev had been unembarrassedly forthcoming about her and Alfred, her recently-dumped fiancé, sleeping together frequently at the university. Donna hadn’t been concerned about it. Bev was a bright, out-going twenty-one year old girl, with a pretty face and a thinner, more svelte figure than her mother’s, but it was, nevertheless, a figure that had been attracting male attention since Bev had been on the pill since she was sixteen—Donna still remembered her father and her and Milt, who got into the discussion as Beverly’s step-dad, going round and round over her need for birth control while she was still in high school—so Donna knew her attractive daughter was free to fuck whomever she wanted, whenever she wanted, without worrying about the consequences, other than nasty diseases.

“No, I’m afraid Bev isn’t some free-thinking college bimbo these days,” she told Darren with a wry little smile. “She knows her way around the bedroom, no surprise to you, you young cad! But she’s far from what I’d call…promiscuous!

So, no mama-daughter three-ways in the offing?” Darren asked with a lascivious answering grin.

Donna made a disgusted face and said, “Ewww, No way! How can you even imagine something like that?”

“LA is a different town than Medford,” Darren answered enigmatically. “Some interesting things happen down there.”

Donna looked at the extraordinarily handsome young man, realizing for the first time that he might be even more sophisticated than she was, when it came to sexual experiences!

“Did I ever tell you about the year I spent as a companion to wealthy older ladies?” Darren asked just then. “I got to see Paris and Rome and London, of course, as well as Tahiti and the Mexican Riviera.”

I imagine you got to see a lot of bedrooms in five-star hotels as well, in addition to lots of saggy old tits and gray-thatched pussies! Donna told herself a little disgustedly, remembering how she’d initially been afraid sexy young Darren would reject her own forty-year-old body as being too old to interest him. “No, I don’t think you did. All you mentioned was some bartending, before the modeling.”

“It was the bartending that led to both the companion gig and the modeling,” Darren rushed to explain. “I was lucky enough to land a busboy job at a really high-end LA restaurant and watering hole. After a few months, the manager, who was a woman, and who liked me, started training me as a relief bartender. Once I moved up to working behind the bar regularly, I met the well-heeled customers who regularly came in for a few cocktails in the afternoon. One of them, Anastasia Greer, and I got really close. She was sixty years old, but you’d never know it to look at her, especially in the nude! She could suck cock like a sex goddess and fuck like a bunny! Somehow, she still manages to have a pussy as tight and wet as a twenty-year-old girl’s.”

“You’re just like her,” Darren said as he stared across the table at Donna. “I know you’re as old as my mom, but you’re still so sexy…so vibrant! You always have been! Some women are just…hot! No matter how old they are!”

“Even when Bev was sucking me off when I was fourteen, I was thinking about you, Donna! I probably shouldn’t admit it to her mother, but as young and sexy and hot as Bev was in her teens, you’re even hotter, in my book!”

She glanced away from him, down at the tabletop, and through the glass, she saw that Darren’s formidable dick was hard as a rock again, throbbing away above his delicious young balls as he stared, transfixed, at her bountiful naked tits. He wolfed down the rest of his steak and chased it with the cabernet, then extended his hand toward her, saying: “Let’s go into the bedroom. I want to be with you on a real bed again, not this old chaise lounge.”

****

“Tell me more about this Anastasia women, her name sort of rings a bell,” Donna said minutes later, as the two of them made out naked on the bed in her room.

“It ought to, she was a big-time model back in the eighties; she made a fortune and managed to keep most of it,” Darren whispered as he nuzzled Donna’s breasts in between sucks at her very erect nipples. “She was married to a famous sports star, Kwame Usman, the Olympic sprinter who won a gold medal and parlayed that into a movie career. She was a contemporary of Cindy Crawford and Christie Brinkley. One of the first supermodels.”

“Oh, yeah, I remember her now!” Donna recalled excitedly, “tall, like most runway models, only she had big tits to go along with those long legs!”

“She had a great ass, too!” Darren assured her. “It’s still pretty tight, even though she’s nearing seventy.

“Great to slip a dick up, eh?” Donna prodded him as he began to feed on her tits again.

“Do you do anal?” Darren asked her, letting her breast slip out of his sucking lips for a moment.

“Do fish swim? Do birds fly?” Donna countered, cramming her needy tit back into his shocked mouth and sighing loudly as he began to nurse once more on her sensitive flesh. She managed to keep her breast in his mouth as she maneuvered her way over to the nearby nightstand and opened the top drawer, reaching in and withdrawing a big tube of Astroglide.

“It’s been a while since I had one as girthy as yours, or as long, up my ass, but I’m willing to try if you are, sweetie!” she murmured as he switched tits and began to suck her other nipple.

“You’re such a hot bitch, Donna!” he murmured eagerly as he took the tube from her and turned her over onto her belly so he could lube up her butthole.

****

“It’s so big! Donna hissed minutes later, up on her hands and knees in front of Darren. “Please fuck my pussy for a little while and finger my asshole a little more before you take me back there, won’t you, darling?

Darren immediately stopped trying to breech her snug little anal opening with his greased-up cock head and instead, crammed it into her dripping-wet pussy mouth. It went in easily, all the way up to his larger-than-average balls, which she felt bounce off her clit, sending a little jolt of intense pleasure through her whole lower body.

“Oh, you hot baby!” she moaned aloud. “Give me that huge dick!”

Darren fucked her hard and fast for several more strokes, but he slipped two greasy fingers into her lubed-up asshole as he did so, finger-fucking her in time with his pistoning pussy strokes. Soon the magical pulses issuing from her stretched out anus felt so good, she didn’t protest when he eased the two fingers out of her, using them to massage her throbbing clit while he fed his wide cock head into her recently-vacated, gaped-out asshole.

“Ugh! That’s better; that monster cock of yours feels just right in my ass now, baby!” she groaned as he penetrated her anal sheath all the way.

And it did feel just right! Donna had always loved anal sex; from the first time she’d tried it at eighteen. Her boyfriend back then, two years before she met and married Woody, was a slim young guy named Jim Monroe, James Monroe, just like the early president!

She stifled a giggle, looking back on it. This James Monroe had been nothing but a horny little dweeb, not presidential material at all! He had been bowled over by Donna’s natural voluptuousness and sexiness, and he’d wanted to fuck her badly, but he didn’t have much money for rubbers, so she ended up sucking him off a lot and learning to take it up the ass, where she wouldn’t get knocked up!

Jim was a horny young guy, so they fooled around a lot, she remembered. Load after hot load of slimy spunk flowed down her throat, and there were a lot days she couldn’t walk quite right after Jimmy riding her tight little ass for the better part of an hour before he’d come in it the night before!

Reflecting back on those exciting, naughty times—when sex had been brand new back then and oh, so forbidden—she reveled in the fact that she was now a grown-up woman who could feel free to indulge in fucking, vaginal or anal, virtually anytime she chose! She contrasted her old boyfriend’s frantic lunges into her butt with the long, smooth, unhurried anal loving she was experiencing now, from Darren’s exquisite dick, and smiled, almost purring beneath him. Donna rolled her practiced hips back to meet his stroke and marveled at how well he was massaging her clit as he ass-fucked her.

“You’re very good at this,” she murmured back over her shoulder admiringly, tightening her anal sheath around his plunging meat just as a tease.

“So are you, but then I just knew you would be,” Darren breathed back excitedly.

She looked quizzical for a moment, so he added, “You’re such a hot woman, Donna. I knew you’d know everything there was to know about sex. I’ve known it since I was fourteen and saw you in a bikini, out by that pool for the first time.”
“Maybe not everything!” Donna giggled like a schoolgirl. She couldn’t help herself: it wasn’t every day that a young sex god like Darren confessed that she was his ultimate male fantasy come to life!

“I just want to eat you up! You’re so fucking hot!” Darren fucked her butt even harder and really bore down on her clit. He shifted his free hand up onto her dangling tits and tugged at her nipples in time with fucking her ass and teasing her clit.

Donna sensed the boy was about to cream her asshole! She mashed her clit down onto his greedy fingertip and mewled helplessly. She was about to come too! The first hot splash of jism deep within her pulsing ass canal would trigger a huge orgasm—Donna knew that!

And she wanted it! She wanted to come hard with young Darren far up inside her; she didn’t care which hole it was!

All at once, he went rigid behind her, after burying his long cock as far up into her guts as it would reach. She felt a searing blast of spunk deluging her innards just as her clit spasmed into full orgasm and her tits seemed ripe to explode in his hand from his savage tweaking!

“Oh, fuck! Give it to me! Give me that fiery stuff! Drown me with it!” She wailed, quivering from head to toe with blissful shivers of joy. Darren grunted in ecstasy and she felt his big log of a cock buck within her grasping ass sheath again and bathe her bowels anew with come.

He started fucking her again after that, his large cock gliding in and out of her gripping hole on a rich cushion of slick man-cream. The two of them seemed to merge into one hunching, groaning, writhing mass as he emptied his balls into her ever-clasping ass tunnel!

The steamy union went on for what seemed like forever, Donna moaning and pressing her exploding tit down onto his fingers, grinding her clit against the pad of his fingertip, jerking her lush hips to drive his spurting manhood deeper into her forbidden recesses. At last, he stopped coming and so did she. He eased his deflated cock out of her still-opening and closing anus and a big wad of jism oozed out after it. Donna felt it run down her taint and begin dripping onto the sheets.

She shifted her weight and slid out of his embrace, flipping over onto her back, carefully avoiding the messy wet spot she had just created on the sheets. He grinned down at her, the same embarrassed little “I’ve-been-a-bad-boy” half grin on his handsome face as had been there when he’d confessed to breaking the garage window all those years ago.

“I made a mess,” he whispered, staring down at the big lake of slightly-darkened spunk on the sheet.

“We made a mess,” Donna corrected him with a forgiving smile. “Not the last one we’ll make tonight, if I have my way about it!”

****

“Oh, man, you’re good at that!” Darren sighed, easing his rock-hard dick out of Donna’s sucking lips.

“Better than Bev was, eh?” she panted up at him, slightly out of breath from the ten-minute blowjob.

They were in the shower off the master bedroom, after their marathon session of butt-sex. Donna was on her knees, the warm water cascading off her body and Darren’s recently-revived appendage. They had been taking a cleansing shower, Darren sluicing the come out of her gaped-open ass after he’d soaped up her butt cheeks and sudsed off her puckered nipples. She had, in turn, soaped up his manly young chest and moved her hands on down to his cock and balls, getting them squeaky-clean once more.

When he’d started to get hard from her diligent scrubbing, she’d dropped down onto her knees in front of him and taken his well-washed cock into her mouth and started to suck, her brown hair getting soaked and clinging to her skull as she moved her head in and out, occasionally lapping at his freshly-washed ball sac with her devilish tongue in between head bobs.

“No contest.” He stated, answering her awkward inquiry as to the difference between her ability to suck cock and her daughter’s. “So, she’s really coming home tomorrow?”

“That she is,” Donna affirmed, stroking his prick to full hardness. “Maybe you ought to let her suck this magnificent thing again, just to see if she’s any better now? After all, she’s older and so are you. She must have picked up a few tricks at college!”

Darren laughed shortly, as if he couldn’t quite believe that they were really having this conversation and said, “You wouldn’t be jealous, if I started balling Bev again?”

Donna glared at him and said, “I didn’t say that! I’d be plenty jealous, I’m sure.” She got to her feet in the shower and reached over and turned it off.

She shifted her weight from foot to foot, causing her big, wet tits to roll provocatively on her chest. She noted with satisfaction that the young man’s eyes followed every jiggle and bounce. “But I’m not afraid of the competition,” Donna hissed, wondering if that were true or not.

Bev was just barely twenty-one, tall, coltish, and unsure of herself. She had inherited some of her mother’s great looks, but she wasn’t nearly as sexy. Or, at least, she hadn’t used to be! Donna hadn’t really seen that much of her in recent years. A trip, with Woody, back East, to set her up in the apartment and check out Cornell. A Christmas return visit home, here and there. Meeting up for a shopping spree in New York City a few summers back—what a disaster that had been, with Bev turning a cold eye to her mother’s infatuation with the latest styles, from the biggest designers, going on and on about buying responsibly, from manufacturers who cared about saving the planet, while Donna had been more concerned about buying from fashion houses who knew how to make her ass look good! –to a Spring Break meeting with Bev’s now ex-fiancé in Aspen, last year. Most of their meetings had been short, with no time for those heart-to-heart, mother/daughter conversation they’d had back when Bev had still been in high school and living at home.

Even the summers she’d spent back in Medford since starting at the university had been spent mostly with her father, out at the ranch, helping him round up cows and feed them, and give them injections of antibiotics, and all those other…ranch things that Woody had tried to teach Donna about when they’d first been married, and that she had so rejected out of hand. They had just seemed so…dirty, so much like real, sweaty…work, that Donna had been repelled by them.

But not Beverly! She had always been a Daddy’s Girl, learning to ride a horse when she’d still been in diapers, it had seemed, trooping around with her father and a bunch of roll-your-own smoking old cowboys who drove beat-up old pick-up trucks with rifle racks in the back windows. Watching with interest as they cut the balls off of young steers, branded them, and loaded them in big trucks to haul up to the summer pasture.

Bev had taken right to all the gross things about cow ranching that Donna had turned her back on. And, of course, Woody had loved her all the more for it!

Along the way, Donna had grown up, leaving her awkward, teenage self behind, growing a nice, though not lush, set of breasts and developing some roundness to that once-bony little ass of hers. She had soulful brown eyes, that melted the hearts of boys and men alike, Donna was sure. And her hair, though not as thick and gorgeous as her mother’s, was long, brunette, and pretty enough.

She could suck a cock—Darren had attested to that—but she couldn’t do it as well as her mom. And even though her bottom was more alluring than it had been when she had been a none-too-sure-of-herself teen, Donna doubted Bev could match her prowess as an enthusiastic, take-it-up-the—ass sort of bed partner.

So, no; she didn’t really worry about winning a sexual competition with her daughter. If Darren wanted to fuck her, so be it! Donna told herself she didn’t really care one way or the other.


Chapter Three

Beverly Comes Home

“That naughty little tongue of yours wander everywhere, doesn’t it?” Darren asked a few minutes later.

They had dried themselves off in the bathroom and gone back into the bedroom. The couple was no lying on the bed, Darren on his back with Donna between his legs, on her tummy, her big tits pressed flat against his thighs and his crotch. She had been sucking his manly nipples for him, but her roving tongue had abruptly moved down his chest to trace the deep crevasses of chiseled abs, running up and down the deep cuts of muscle playfully, moving ever downward, toward his hard cock, which was now nestled up against her left breast, its mushroom-shaped head burrowing in right below her nipple.

“Absolutely everywhere, darling!” she agreed mischievously as she scooted down on the mattress further, so that his erection could spring upward and she could suck the tip into her mouth.

Darren drew in his breath excitedly as her tongue ran all over his sensitive cock head, licking and swirling her hot saliva all about. She swallowed a mouthful of her own spit, tinged with his pre-come and sucked for more, making him reach for her clean, brown hair, to intertwine it around his fingers as her mouth started to go up and down on his delicious cock.

“Oh, Donna-baby, suck it! Suck my hot dick! I don’t know what feels better around it, your tight little asshole or your mouth!” he moaned as she blew him so expertly.

How about my pussy? Donna thought as she sucked. Doesn’t it feel divine, too?

Donna wrested her head free of his fingers and sat up between his legs, letting his dick slip from her mouth. She moved forward, straddling him before he could even protest the loss of her wondrous lips around his granite-hard cock, and centered his prick tip between her hungry pussy lips.

“Oh, fuck but your cunt’s hot!” Darren gasped as she impaled herself on him and began to ride.

Beverly may be a better horsewoman than I am. But I’m Queen of the cockriders! She thought triumphantly as she began to move her hips up and down over her young lover’s buried prick.

****

“I still don’t know if this is a good idea!” Darren groused as they waited for the passengers to deplane the next morning. “My folks are getting awfully antsy about how much time I’m spending with you, all of a sudden.”

“Fuck ‘em! We had dinner and a swim last night, and I told you Bev was getting in this morning,” Donna said to her reluctant companion. “What could be more natural than a boy being anxious to see an old friend?”

Just at that moment, the glass, turnstile door spun and a lost-looking Beverly Lawson stepped through it and saw her mother waiting for her with a very tall, good-looking young man. “Mama!” she shouted, throwing open her arms to Donna. The two of them embraced and Donna saw that her daughter was every bit as tall as she was now and felt that she had a nice set of boobies as they were pressed up against her own sumptuous rack.

Beverly looked overjoyed to see her, but her pretty young face clouded over with doubt as she eyed the movie star-handsome young stranger with her as they embraced. “Darren? Is that you? She managed to croak as she finally took a guess as to the stranger’s identity.

“It’s me, Bev; home to visit my Mama and to see you again, while I’m at it!” Darren shouted back excitedly, throwing open his own arms widely.

****

“Okay, you can come home now,” Darren’s voice came through Donna’s cell phone. “She’s in the shower, washing my come out of her pussy.”

“Was she any hotter than she used to be?” Donna wanted to know.

“Not over the phone,” Darren protested. “You’ll be home in a few minutes, and we can talk in person.”

Donna couldn’t argue with that. Olivia lived right around the corner from her and Darren knew that as well as she did.

“Well, the coast is clear at home. Thanks for the drink and the sympathetic ear,” Donna said, holding up her empty cocktail glass and rattling her ice cubes at Olivia, who sat across the living room watching her stuff her phone back into her purse.

“I still think it’s weird, competing with your own daughter for the boy’s affections,” Olivia said, favoring her best friend with a wry little smile.

“What’s weird about it?” Donna wanted to know, getting to her feet. “She was bound to get with Darren anyway—he being such a stud muffin and her having recently broken up with that male waste of time, Alfred! Why not encourage them to go to bed together, so that he could know who was hotter, who was sexier?”

“It’s weird; you, a forty-year-old woman, wanting to fuck a twenty-one-year-old boy in the first place. Why not let your daughter have him: he’s more right for her than he is for you!”

“Says the woman who was eyeing Darren like something good to eat in the country club that day!” Donna chortled dismissively. “You’d fuck him yourself in a minute, if you got the chance, and you know it!”

Olivia, who was a short woman with red hair, freckles, and very white skin blushed crimson. As the embarrassment she was feeling spread down her neck and onto her sumptuous chest, shown off today by a

Vee-necked sweater/ blouse of emerald green, which she wore to emphasize the large canyon of her breast cleavage and the fiery red of her piled-up tresses, she squirmed in her recliner and nearly choked on the vodka tonic she was sipping.

“I’m not a cradle-robber, unlike some women I know!” Olivia protested.

“He has abs to die for and a very thick nine incher,” Donna shot back readily enough.

“No kidding, to go with that face and the rest of that tall, hunky body!” Olivia asked eagerly.

“And he eats pussy like a lesbian!” her friend added, giving her a catty smirk as she readied herself to leave.

“Sign me up!” Olivia sighed as Donna opened the front door.

“You wish!” She shot back at Olivia. “I think Bev and I are going to be all young Mr. Winchester can handle.”

****

“Well?” Donna demanded of Darren the minute she saw him standing by the slider in the living room, looking out over the big pool. “I’m here, let’s talk.”

“Why don’t you slip into a swim suit and we’ll talk out by the pool?” Darren asked her gesturing toward her fully clothed body. He was wearing his Speedos and nothing else, his tawny blonde hair still wet from the shower.

Donna had on her favorite outfit, the black sweatshirt, jeans, and black ballcap that said “Rogue” across the front of it in big red letters. She stripped off the ballcap and with a toss of her long, brown mane, threw it on the nearby sofa. Pulling off the sweatshirt as she retreated down the hall, she heard the shower still running in the bathroom in Beverly’s old bedroom. She popped off her skimpy bra as soon as she entered the master bedroom and threw both it and her discarded sweatshirt in the middle of the bed.

She sat down on the edge of the bed and made quick work or her trainers and socks, stripping off her tight jeans and panties as she stood back up. Her bikini was about half-dry in the master bathroom as she pulled it on, and the cold, wet cups against her sensitive nipples made them pucker with goosebumps as she tugged it into place.

Good, it will make my nippies stand out a little! She thought as she reached around behind herself and snapped the bra closed, admiring the twin bumps her nipples made against the fabric of the cups as she examined herself in the bathroom mirror. Bev’s got a few decades on me, as far as being young goes; some prominent nipple-bumps ought to keep Darren glancing at my bigger, but older tits!

“Oh, we’re doing swim suits? I didn’t think we’d need them—Darren told me all about him revealing our little nude swim parties back in grade school,” Beverly said as Donna walked back into the living room, clad in her semi-wet bikini. Beverly and Darren were standing by the slider, him still in his tight Speedos, her naked, except for a fluffy, white towel. She had it draped strategically around her naked torso while she used the end of the big bath towel to dry the long, dark locks of still-wet-from-the-shower hair hanging down onto her bare shoulders.

I wonder how much of everything that happened between us in the last few days he’s told her? Donna thought as she watched her grown up daughter’s nice tits peeking out from the moving towel as Bev dried her hair.

“He sure has a nicer cock than he did back then, Mom!” Beverly told her mother, eyeing Darren’s crotch openly. “It was so small and…underwhelming back then. And it’s so downright…awesome now!” She grinned naughtily at her somewhat taken aback mom and then added, “I don’t really blame you for wanting a piece of it now! It’s utterly dreamy to suck; and to ride!”

Beverly laughed and said, “It was tiny when we first got to high school! I mean; Daddy-Milt’s was nothing to write home about, and poor Alfred’s was disappointingly average! Now, Daddy Don’s is nice and big, I’ll grant you that!” Beverly stepped closer to Darren and palmed his cock through his swim suit. “But this one is something special—it’s nicer than any I had in high school or college, before Alfred!”

Donna stood rooted to the carpet Her worst suspicions had just been realized: Beverly--the little tramp! –had fooled around with both her ex-husbands, plus a myriad of other guys, apparently!

“What? You hadn’t guessed, about Don and Milt?” Beverly sounded surprised.

“I had my suspicions, but I wasn’t sure, until now!” Donna told her daughter stiffly, giving her that disapproving Mama-fisheye that had used to make her squirm.

This time, Beverly just laughed and dropped the towel down, so that both of her youthful tits were on display as she said, “Milt couldn’t seem to keep his hands off of me, once these started sprouting! He said he’d buy me whatever I wanted if I’d do for him what I did for Darren out by the pool that day—he’d come home and spotted me giving Darren a blowjob out by the pool one afternoon, it seemed.”

“Did you? Did you suck his fat dick for him?” Donna demanded, outraged by her ex-husband’s treachery.

“He’s the one who taught me men like it better when you swallow,” Beverly replied defiantly. “He’d reward me with a hundred-dollar bill, when I’d swallow it all for him. He’d only give me a fifty when I’d spit it out.”

The three of them stood unmoving in the living room for long seconds after that revelation, both of them staring at Beverly’s naked tits and imagining her gulping down heavyset, out-of-shape Milt Fassbinder’s spunk and getting a crisp hundred-dollar bill for her efforts.

“Now Daddy-Don rarely gave me money, but he bought me lots of things most teenage girls don’t get,” Beverly went on. “Of course, I already knew how to swallow by the first time I sucked Don’s cock and I could fuck like a bunny by then, too. Remember my seventeenth birthday, when I got that neat old Mercedes convertible from him? I’d let him have my ass for the first time a week before that, right on that old chaise lounge! We used suntan oil as a lubricant.”

Donna had heard enough; she flipped the lock on the slider open and stepped out onto the patio, right past the chaise lounge, and dove into the pool. I’m burning that fucking thing! She thought to herself as she hit the water.


Chapter Four

The Match

He’s really fucking her lights out this afternoon! Donna thought, half jealous. I hope he’s got something left for me!

Beverly’s room was the one next to hers, so she could plainly hear the headboard of her daughter’s queen-size bed banging rhythmically against the wall as Darren slammed into her again and again. She could hear the younger woman’s screams of pleasure, too, as the thick cock nailed her to the mattress.

All at once, the banging stopped and Donna heard the peculiar squeaking little scream Bev made when she came, accompanied by Darren’s masculine groan of pure ecstasy as he fired wad after wad of jism into Donna’s daughter’s climaxing cunt.

Donna was toying with her own cunt right at the moment. She lay back on her bed, her right hand flitting from her erect nipples down to her juicy quim, to tickle her throbbing clit, mashing it, flicking it shamelessly, until her ass was moving up off the mattress, seeking more of maddening stimulation, keeping herself hovering near the brink of a climax almost as explosive as the one Beverly was experiencing in the next room! It felt deliciously wrong to be jilling off to the sounds of her own daughter being ravished by Darren and his super-cock, but delicious was the key word here!

It was all about pleasure between her and Darren and the once-mousy little Beverly. The girl had obviously inherited a good deal of her mother’s adventurousness, when it came to sex and having a good time! Darren had practically been living here, ever since Bev had returned home. He had gotten into a huge fight about it with his parents and threatened to return to southern California early if they made him come home every night. They had backed off, reasoning that it would be better to have their headstrong, grown-up son a few houses away than it would be to have back down in Los Angeles, hundreds of miles away. This way, he still stopped by and saw Cory, his mom, at least once a day for an hour or so, maybe to share a meal with her or run some errands.

And every night, he swam in Donna’s pool and fucked both her and Bev—not at the same time, of course; that would have been gross! –any time now, Donna’s bedroom door would open and Darren, still nude from Beverly’s bed, would step into the bedroom and nail her just as hard as he had just fucked Beverly! It was kinky, and wild, and oh, so much fun! All of them loved it for its inherent naughtiness and outright…wrongness! Sometimes he’d do Donna first and end up sleeping with Beverly; some nights, like tonight, he’d do Bev first and end up spending the rest of the night in Donna’s embrace.

Then the three of them would all have breakfast in the morning, as if nothing was amiss; everything was perfectly normal! It was fantastic fun for all three of them. They didn’t talk about it. They just lived, loved, and fucked like one big, perverted happy family!

Sure enough, just then, the door opened, and a slightly sweaty, still-struggling-to-catch-his-breath Darren sidled into the room. His flaccid cock, Donna saw at a glance, was still wet with both his own come and Bev’s girlish cunt juice. She licked her lips suggestively and motioned him closer to the bed. The prospect of tasting her baby’s pussy on the limp prick didn’t discourage her at all. She’d tasted them before during this week of unbridled sexuality. Bev’s cunt was sweet and reminded her of her own pussy’s taste. She had experienced it many times over the years, when a man she had been with had sought a little oral encouragement in getting hard enough for a second go-round with her, after their first steamy fuck had been completed.

She plopped the sticky cock head and a few inches of the shaft in her mouth and twirled her tongue around them, savoring the pungent tang of Darren’s semen and the sweet, nectar-like taste of her daughter’s pussy oil.

“Oh, Mama; you’re such a nasty bitch—no wonder all the men love you so much!” she heard Beverly’s slightly-shocked-sounding voice say from the hallway. Glancing around Darren’s slim waist, Donna saw her nude daughter, a small stream of Darren’s white come still leaking from her pussy lips, standing in the hallway, peering into the dimly-lit bedroom.

“Darren fucked me great tonight; really made me orgasm,” Beverly said, stepping into the room. “But I’m still horny, for some reason, so I thought I’d watch a real master in action; maybe pick up some tips from the best? I hope you don’t mind!”

Beverly had inched her way into the room now and was standing right next to Darren as he got his cock sucked by Donna. The girl came to the foot of the bed, leaned forward and put her hands out to help take her weight as she got onto the mattress just behind her mother and nestled into the messed up covers to better watch the blowjob that was in progress.

“No, baby, I don’t mind. Watch and learn,” Donna let Darren’s stiffening dick out of her mouth for a moment to answer Beverly, jacking its saliva-glistening length in her right hand as she spoke, glancing back at Beverly, as if she was a professor at a blackboard.

“Now, the balls are very important,” Donna lectured as she snaked her tongue out and began to tease Darren’s hairy nut sack with its tip. She sucked one of his balls into her lips and nursed noisily at it as she continued to lave it with her tongue. Darren sighed at how nice that felt, and his prick got appreciably harder in Donna’s gliding fist.

She changed nuts and repeated her teasing antics with the new testicle, Darren moaning with excitement and his cock swelling to fullness in the older woman’s grip.

As soon as he was swollen to capacity, Donna let the round orb slip from her saliva-filled mouth, winked knowingly at her daughter, and guided the spongy tip of Darren’s now very hard cock back between her lips and swallowed him all the way down to his recently-teased balls. “Ooh, Mama, you’re quite the cocksucker!” Beverly complimented her mother breathlessly.

Donna shivered with excitement. She loved performing before an appreciative audience—she always had—even if that audience was her own twenty-one-year-old daughter! Her clit sang as she sucked Darren’s

luscious cock meat and worried its sensitive head with her tongue while Beverly watched. Spurred on by the sound of Beverly’s excited breathing so close to her ear and the exquisite feel of her hot breath on her cheek, Donna took the big meatball of a cock head further down her throat than she ever had before. Beverly had moved closer and closer to her fellatio-driven mother as the lurid cocksucking had gone on, until now she was nearly spooning with Donna, her very erect, youthful nipples dragging across her mother’s naked shoulder and her cheek right next to Donna’s.

“Want a taste, baby; he’s so delicious tonight?” Donna whispered to her daughter, who was staring, wide-eyed, at Darren’s cock as though she had never seen it before.

“S-Suck it Bev!” Darren pleaded, thrusting his rigid dick toward Beverly’s mouth as Donna held it out to her. “Show her how good you suck!”

Tentatively, eyes still wide with nervousness, Bev engulfed the spit-shiny head with her lips. Darren sighed and fucked her mouth as Donna released her hold on the throbbing monster of a cock. The older woman felt Darren’s wet ball sac gliding across her naked shoulder as all of the pulsing shaft disappeared down Beverly’s mouth and throat. She saw the outline of Darren’s fat cock head deep in Beverly’s swan-like neck, moving up and down as the boy greedily fucked her lips.

“Oh, fuck, that’s hot! “Donna whispered, stunned by how sexy it was to be so close to her own daughter while she was mouthing the girthy cock. Donna unself-consciously went back to playing with her own tits and fingering her pussy as she watched Beverly suck cock. Soon, she was leaning in and licking Darren’s tightening balls as they dragged across her skin as Beverly slurped and sucked at his dick.

“This is so fucking great; I can’t last!” Darren cried out less than a minute into the incendiary mother/daughter blowjob. His thick cock bucked in Beverly’s throat and then she was swallowing noisily while his balls jerked together beneath Donna’s teasing tongue, sending more and more of the searing fluid into Bev’s gulping throat.

Donna saw the panic hovering in her daughter’s big, brown eyes and wrested Darren’s cock from her sucking lips. The thick obelisk of male desire wasn’t spurting anymore; instead, waves of curd-like semen were bubbling out of the tip and running down the pulsing shaft, like the tide coming in. Donna fed the fat prick into her own mouth and licked the gooey spunk off eagerly, swallowing it noisily.

Darren sighed and murmured, “You two are really something! I don’t know who’s sexier, mom or daughter!” he shook his head and fucked his ebbing hard on into Donna’s mouth, reveling in the feel of her tongue gliding all around his cock, licking off every curd of spunk. 
“I’m still horny,” Donna complained as he grew soft and pulled his spent dick from her sucking lips moments later, “And this thing is useless to me now!”

“Yeah, but my tongue isn’t soft, now is it?” Darren answered her defiantly, bending over to lap at her right nipple and to tweak it with his fingers to show he was still interested.

Donna sighed and rolled onto her back, forcing Beverly to back up and make room for her, as Darren got down onto the mattress and slid between Donna’s legs, his wet, limp cock gliding over her belly and then her juicy quim as he settled into place to suck her breasts. He held himself off of her, mostly, putting his forearms down flat on the bed on either side of her and balancing his weight between them and his knees, as he sucked at and kissed her nipples loudly, his lips making smacking sounds as he moved from nipple to nipple.

“You do have nice titties, Mama,” Beverly complimented her mother, lying off to one side and watching as Darren worshipped them with his mouth hungrily.

“You’re getting a great set, yourself,” Donna smiled at her, reaching over and feeling Bev’s bare breasts exploratorily, as if they were ripe fruit she was considering purchasing in the supermarket.

“Yeah, but yours are way bigger and rounder. Mine are perky and firm, and men like that, but they like big ones better,” Beverly insisted, sliding her torso further away and out of her mother’s reach.

“Oh, I don’t know about that. Let’s ask, shall we?” Donna said, looking down her chest at Darren. “Which do you prefer: perky or big?”

“They both have their good points,” Darren whispered with a naughty grin, mashing Donna’s big tits together, so that they stood up on her chest so he could suck her nipples easier.

“Mmmmmm, that feels so nice, lover!” Donna moaned softly as Darren’s tongue lashed at her sensitive nipples like a supple, licking snake, hunching her gushing slit up at his firm belly and rubbing her erect clit against his satisfyingly scratchy-feeling pubic hair. “Eat me. Eat my hot pussy while Bev watches!”

“I’m liable to do more than watch!” Bev growled, moving close to her mother once again, surprising both Donna and Darren. “Diane and I were more than just roomies!”

Donna remembered tall, gorgeous, red-haired Diane, the girl Bev had caught in bed with Alfred, her ex-fiancé, just last week! She moaned loudly as Bev dipped her head in to sample a nipple while Darren slid lower and started running his tongue up and down Donna’s glistening pussy slit.

This is nothing but hawwt! Donna had the thought, while Bev did a marvelous job on her titty and Darren ate her snatch. Like at lot of women, Donna had always been bi-curious, but had never acted on her suppressed desires. She had the chance a few times, but the obviously gay girls who’d hit on her had been too Butch for her taste and she’d turned them down.

But this had just sort of…. happened, from out of the blue! And Bev being her daughter made it even more unexpected and kinky than it already was! And, besides, Darren was a really good pussy-eater and Donna was really horny, after listening to him fuck Bev right next door, and watching Bev suck dick, and tasting Darren’s forbidden young spunk herself just minutes ago…

****

“Oh, Mama! Your pussy’s so sweet!” Beverly sighed disbelievingly as she tore her lips away from Donna’s ready-to-orgasm cunt and murmured up at her across her mother’s lush little tummy.

Darren was hard once again, and his stiff dick was all the way down Donna’s throat as he knelt beside her head on the mattress, fucking her mouth and throat while Bev lay on her stomach between Donna’s legs, eating her pussy exquisitely. Darren toyed with Donna’s fully stiff nipples as he skull-fucked her, adding to her excitement.

Oh, fuck! This is really WRONG! The words reverberated through Donna’s brain as she sucked and sucked, but Beverly’s mouth was like Heaven on her aroused pussy and Darren’s light touch on her erect nipples was like electric jolts that fed right into her exploding clit!

Donna licked frantically at Darren’s swollen-beyond-belief cock head and was rewarded with an extra-large dollop of clear, sweet pre-come, which she greedily swallowed and licked for more. At the same instant, Bev sucked her mother’s clit into her needy mouth and began batting it with the underside of her slippery tongue.

Donna mewled around Darren’s throat-buried prick and began to come. It wasn’t like a normal orgasm at all! She came in shuddering, spasmodic shivers of total release that seemed to roll through her keyed-up body like waves, and seemed to last forever. She just kept coming and coming, flooding her daughter’s mouth with hot oil, which Bev gulped down hungrily, licking for more!

“Don’t wanna come in your mouth this time,” Darren mumbled almost incoherently, dragging his ready-to-explode dick from her sucking lips and shuffling down the mattress with it waving up and down like a spit-covered battering ram. “Wanna come in your cunt!”

Semi-reluctantly, Beverly got out of his way, kneeling behind him, reaching around him and centering his girthy tool in her mama’s juicy cunt. “Fuck her! Fuck her hard, baby; she really needs it!”

Because she was so wet and ready, Darren had no trouble penetrating Donna’s tight pussy in one savage thrust. He nailed her to the mattress and began fucking her again and again.

The boy’s fat cock felt so good breeching her already-climaxing cunt, Donna screamed and screamed as he took her. She raked his back with her long fingernails and locked her ankles behind his plunging ass! He didn’t even seem to feel her clawing at him, lancing his prick single-mindedly into wet warmth as fast as he could spear her!

“That’s the way to give it to her! That’s the way to fuck my slutty mama!” Beverly urged him on frienzedly. “Fuck her! Fuck that hot cunt of hers!”

Donna felt spurt after spurt of lava-hot spunk splashing deep in her pussy! Darren’s eyes rolled back up into his head as he jizzed her wildly! She heard Bev’s palm smacking against Darren’s bare ass cheeks and knew her daughter was driving him to fire still more come into her mother’s insatiable cunt!

“Ohhhhh, fuck me, baby! Give me more of your hot stuff, won’t you?” Donna growled, knowing it would spur all three of them on to even nastier depths of depravity …

****

“L-Lick it, just like that, Mama! Lick your baby’s cunt!” Bev squealed excitedly as Donna’s tongue tip danced up and down her juicing pussy furrow. “Oh, you do it so good for your little girl!”

Donna didn’t know about that; she had no idea how good she was eating Bev’s pussy, but she knew she was loving it! Dragging her tongue up and down the smallish, waxed-bare slit was exciting, the juice it was gushing out was sweet as honey-water, and it was thrilling, hearing Bev urge her on and knowing Darren was also watching intently as this most obscene, incestuous drama was being played out!

Every once in a while, she would glance over at the kneeling boy and see his spectacular cock throbbing back to life as he stroked it absently and watched Donna going down on Bev. Her daughter was on her back, her long legs splayed out so that her mother could lie between them on her stomach, licking and kissing her tender pink flesh while Darren leaned forward and watched.

“Oh, baby, your little clit is so cute!” Donna huffed, lapping at the tiny nubbin of female sensitivity right after she spoke.

“Eeeeeeeee! Lick it, Mama! Suck my clit for me!” Bev wailed, her trim little ass springing up off the mattress, mashing her pussy against Donna’s saliva and girl-come gleaming lips.

Donna sucked the small pink pearl into her mouth and swirled her tongue around it experimentally. Bev screamed out her pleasure and tugged at her mother’s light brown hair as she did so. It felt to Donna that her daughter was trying to pull it out, but realized Bev’s passion was so aroused, she no longer had control over her actions.

Let’s see if I can make her come as hard as she made me come, Donna thought as she redoubled her tongue’s efforts on the moaning girl’s clit.

Bev didn’t scream; she stopped breathing altogether, her body quivering from head to toe beneath Donna’s hot licking. At last, the tiny little squeak Beverly emitted just before she came escaped the girl’s lips and then she was shouting, “Eat my pussy Suck my clitty, you hot bitch! I’m going off so fucking hard!”

A bubbling wellspring of cunt oil erupted from Bev’s cunt lips as she began to orgasm and Donna lapped it down hungrily, like a kitten going after cream, but before she could swallow more than half of it, she felt Darren’s strong hand around her waist, yanking her away from her daughter’s gushing cunt!

“Want to fuck her while she’s coming—just like I did you,” Darren grunted as he scooted in between Bev’s thighs and plunged his once again hard cock into her weeping cunt lips. Bev tensed up, halting her scream of ecstasy in mid-squall as the thick cock slid into her all the way.

Donna eased off the bed as the couple began to fuck in earnest, heading for the bathroom. She glanced back over her bare shoulder at the rutting young people and the sight was almost hot enough to keep her rooted to the spot, watching. But the country club doubles finals started in a few hours and then there was the party at her house afterward she had to get ready for.

Let them have their fun! She thought as she snapped on the bathroom light. You’ve already gotten yours!

She could still taste her only child’s sweet cunt nectar on her lips and she shivered as she remembered how well Bev had licked her earlier, and how well Darren had fucked her. The hot memory of all that sweet sex helped offset the effect of her image in the bathroom mirror when the lights came on.

Donna’s light brown hair looked almost blonde in the harsh light, and it looked as if it had been styled by someone using a Mixmaster! It stuck out at odd angles around her flushed face, which had small patches of pussy oil and male come dried on it. Her tits looked to have been properly mauled; with red splotches around her nipples from where both Bev and Darren had gripped them hard as they’d had their way with her! Teeth marks ringed her right nipple, and she remembered Bev biting down hard as Donna had come while riding Darren’s big cock.

I’m such a mess—only a long, hot shower will help! She told herself, leaning into the shower and starting it. Donna shampooed her hair thoroughly, then used the expensive French body wash she’d bought at Nordstrom, in San Francisco, during her last shopping spree in the spring. She wanted to look perfect for the doubles finals in a few hours, and she really hoped the red tooth marks on her tits would be faded away by the time she and Olivia showered with their two opponents, post-match!

It would be so embarrassing if they didn’t; explaining them to Olivia after recently assuring her that she hadn’t had a date in months! She’d know that Darren had made them—and she really couldn’t tell her friend that it hadn’t been Darren. It had been Beverly who’d sucked her Mama’s tits so hard that she’d left marks!

Beverly and Darren were awake when she finally emerged from the bathroom. “Be dears and start setting up for the party before you come over to the Club today, won’t you?” Donna asked the sleepy-looking young duo as they sat up in bed and stared at her naked body as she crossed the room toward her closet and began selecting today’s outfit.

“Why are we coming to the Club later?” Beverly asked.

The doubles finals are today! Don’t you want to see your Mama and Aunt Olivia kick ass on those two sluts we’re playing?” Donna asked in return.

“Oh, Mama, Olivia’s not my real aunt,” Beverly insisted. “And I’ve seen you win lots of trophies over the years. The mantle’s full of them! I don’t know where we’ll put another one!”

“Always room for more glory, child! We’ll find room for it, I promise you!” Donna assured her, coming over to the bed to kiss her girl’s cheek with a tiny air-kiss, so as not to spoil her carefully-applied make-up.

“See you at the Club, at around one?”

Donna didn’t wait for an answer. She hustled into the new pants-suit outfit she had picked out for today’s festivities and slipped into a pair of Jimmy Choo flats, headed for the kitchen and a quick English muffin, coffee breakfast before she left for the club.

Outside, the southern Oregon sun was coming up and promised a gorgeous, though hot, day. She hoped Beverly and Darren wouldn’t spend the whole morning in bed and would take the time to at least set out the banquet tables on the patio and put the colorful paper tablecloths she had found at the Dollar Store on them and tape them into place before the match started this afternoon. It would be so much easier to set up for the late afternoon party if they did! She’d just have to set out the various party trays she was picking up on her way home, put out the tubs of ice for the loose bottles of beer and for those who favored cocktails or chilled wine, slip into her new bikini, and find a place on the mantel for her newest trophy, before the guests started arriving at four.

****

Donna and Olivia were enjoying a very light lunch in the Club dining room at noon, before they adjourned to the locker room to change into their tennis outfits. It was a ritual they’d practiced for the last five ladies’ doubles competition, which they’d won with ease, and not one they were comfortable with varying from.

“I saw Nicky and Paula earlier today, out by the pool,” Olivia offered. “That Paula’s been dieting…she must have lost fifteen pounds this month! She’s looking positively svelte!”

“Won’t help her, unless loosing weight has improved her backhand,” Donna replied confidently. “That cow can’t volley worth a damn!”

“No, but Nicole can, and she’s been practicing with the club pro up in Eugene from what I hear, honing her game,” Olivia said pointedly, eating a small forkful of her tuna salad.

“Fuck them! We’re gonna’ win today! I feel great and I’m going to play great, too!” Donna bragged, swilling down a big mouthful of the one glass of chilled white wine she’d allowed herself with lunch.

The great, unexpected three-way she’d shared with her daughter and Darren had her feeling confident and relaxed today. She was a little tired, but the anticipation of the Club Championship match overcame that to a large extent. She swallowed the tasty wine and took a bite of her French bread and butter to chase it.

“Bring those cunts on! We’ll demolish them!” Donna toasted Olivia with her almost empty wineglass and Olivia, who didn’t believe in drinking alcohol before important matches, smiled uncertainly and toasted her back with her waterglass.

“Well, well, drowning your sorrows before we kick your out-of-shape asses? Nicole, “Nicky” Martindale chirped happily as she sidled up to the table and stared disapprovingly at the wineglass in Donna’s hand.

Nicole was tall and blonde and self-assured; the way only being raised in an “old-money” family can make you. She glanced down at Donna and Olivia, whom she considered her social inferiors, and went on to add, “You always were a guttersnipe and a lush, Donna, but this is a new low, even for you. Drinking like a sailor an hour before a Club Championship? How do you ever expect to win?”

“Just like I did last year and the year before that, Nicky, you cunt! I’m better than you are! And I intend to prove it out on the court today!”

“We shall see,” Nicole retorted, still looking uncomfortable with Donna’s language. People simply did not call someone as refined and well-bred as Nicole Barrington Martindale a…cunt! Not in the exclusive country club her father had helped to build, back when Medford was still a lumber and cowtown, striving for an identity!

But Donna did. She leaned forward, resting her elbows on the table and offered, “I’m having a little Memorial Day soiree over at my house later this afternoon, Nicky. I hope you’ll stop by for a few drinks, a swim in the pool, perhaps a hamburger?”

Nicole Barrington Martindale gave her a look that said she had never eaten something as pedestrian a hamburger in her life and simply strolled away, without even bothering to answer. Donna looked at Olivia and asked, “Do you suppose that means she won’t be coming?”

****

“C’mon, babe, this is match point!” Olivia huffed at Donna under what breath she had left, still panting from chasing down that last shot of Paula’s and lobbing it back across the net successfully, giving them the serve.

“Don’t you think I fucking know that already?” Donna whispered exasperatedly, getting ready to launch her serve. This match had been way harder than she’d ever imagined it was going to be! Paula’s recent weight loss had resulted in an increase in foot speed that Donna hadn’t counted on. And Nicole was good, like always. She should have been: she’d been playing on these clay courts ever since she’d been a little girl, her influential father and patrician, holier-than-thou mother making sure she was properly tutored in all things tennis and vital to the upper classes since she’d first been able to walk! Horseback riding--dressage—which fork to use for what course at the dinner table; Nicole had been well-schooled in them since birth.

Donna, in her youth, had been just naturally athletic. She had excelled at softball and soccer, and been a great swimmer. The first time she had picked up a tennis racket, in her teens, she had taken naturally to the game; being lightning-fast on her feet and possessing a God-given sense of balance that few of her peers seemed to possess.

Now, she had learned to use her rapidly-approaching-middle-age weight gain to her advantage, throwing her weight behind each serve, really blistering the ball across the net! She gathered herself as she tossed the ball high in the air, and shifted her weight when it came down to the perfect service height, putting all her frustration at the way this match was going, all her skill as a player, all her years of experience, all her dislike for Nicole as a spoiled little bitch behind it, and cannonaded the ball across the net!

The tennis ball rocketed to the corner of service box, ricocheted off the clay and sped off the court, leaving Nicole chasing its ghost with her ineffectual racket, like a little leaguer trying to hit major league pitching. “Game, set, and match to Donna Westbrook and Olivia Wilson,” the line judge sang out. “Congratulations to the triumphant team!”

The sparsely-peopled stands erupted in a round of polite applause and Donna winked at her late-arriving daughter and her date, Darren Winchester, who had sat down a few rows back at the start of this set.

“It’s too bad there aren’t more people today, to witness your triumph, Mom,” Beverly said when Donna approached the smiling couple moments later. “I’d have thought there would be; Club Championship and all!”

“It’s going to be a hot summer in Medford this year,” Donna said, by way of explanation. “I bet it’s already a hundred degrees. And besides, everyone knew we were going to win anyway. This is the sixth year in a row we’ve trounced Nicky and Paula’s ass!”

“I don’t know. They gave a pretty good account of themselves this year,” Olivia, who had come up to the trio in the last minute, said. She smiled at Beverly and added, “I’d hug you, kid, but I’m sweating like a pig out in this sun!”

“Let’s hit the showers and then swill some champagne,” Donna suggested brightly to her partner. “I want to look presentable at the trophy presentation.”

****

“You know, Paula; all that weight loss did make you faster out on the court, but you still look all flabby and out of shape! That loose skin just hangs off you!” Donna said, rather unkindly as she studied Paula’s nude body from across the wide shower room. “Nicky still looks tall and perfect and…blonde, but you just look skinnier and more shapeless than ever!” She shook her head, tossing her wet brown hair around, pelting Olivia with droplets of water. “I don’t know why you don’t just take up knitting, with all the other grannies, and leave tennis to those who are younger and more vigorous?”

Paula looked over at Nicky, who was showering next to her, and started to sob. Olivia leaned into Donna and whispered vehemently, “She’s only a year older than the two of us! You win all the time; why do you have to be such a bitch?”

“Granny Paula deserves it! Going on some sort of crash diet just before the finals; in a desperate bid to beat us out of our rightful trophy! The nerve of some people, I swear!” Donna answered cattily, completely ignoring her friend’s question about her being a bitch.

It was true that Paula was only a year older than Donna and Olivia. She was forty-one and they had both just turned forty. But Paula’s daughter, Kimberly, had married at seventeen—much to Paula’s displeasure—and she had given birth to a baby at eighteen, making Paula a very young grandma! Donna had never let her forget it, either!

That was still another reason she had been so down on poor Alfred, Beverly’s fiancé until recently. If Bev had gotten married and followed in Kimberly’s footsteps, it would have made Donna a grandmother, too! And that was an occurrence that she didn’t even want to contemplate!

She didn’t want to be thought of as a hot granny, driving all over the valley in her racy yellow Corvette, trying to outrun Father Time! She soaped up her sumptuous breasts and rinsed them off, glad to see the red toothmarks from last night had faded away to nothing and were no longer visible,

I’ve got nicer titties than Nicky, but then, I always have! She thought to herself, staring across the shower room at the lithe blonde. Olivia’s got bigger ones than I do, but she’s a fat, squatty little thing; a dumpling-girl that has plump thighs and a poochy-looking pussy. Not many men would pick her over me, unless they were real titty-hounds!

She ignored the thought trying to creep into her brain that that’s why she had always been friends with Olivia, that most men would choose her over her heavyset, humongous-titted friend, and went back to planning today’s party.

I’ll put the beer kegs, on ice, over on the left side of the pool, right next to the barbeque and food tables, she decided. The shadows from the big trees on that side of the yard will keep the ice from melting quite so fast and keep the beer colder, for longer. And the people will like eating in the shade too. I bet it’s going to be a hundred-and four today, by four o’clock! Fucking sun’s going to be a nightmare! But it won’t stop people from coming—they’ll always show up for free food and free booze, especially if there’s going to be a big pool to cool off in…

****

“For this year’s reigning champions,” Denny Lang, the current Club President intoned, as he handed Donna the big, brass-plated trophy and a flute of cheap champagne, and Olivia a matching glass of bubbly.

Denny was a big, strapping guy; all perfect, shiny-white teeth and broad shoulders beneath his summer-weight brown sport coat. Donna had seduced him, out of curiosity, a few years back. But his cock had turned out to be a disappointment, relatively small and quick on the trigger, so Denny and her had never gotten to be a thing. She accepted the trophy, bussing him politely on the cheek as she did so, and took a big drink of the cold, but not very good wine.

Tom Chapel and Vanessa Winters were also on the small raised dais in the Club’s ballroom. They were to receive the Men’s and Women’s Singles Championship trophies this year. Donna had won the Women’s trophy back in the day, but she now stuck to competing in the Women’s Doubles event. Vanessa was closer to Bev’s age than hers and looked to be in marvelous shape. Donna had spent a night with Tom several years ago, after attending a Club dance and had never been tempted to repeat the experience. He had a great body, and a far better cock than Denny, the Club president, but he was a bit of a braggart, full of himself. Everything was about him! He had acted like a girl ought to be honored to suck his dick and swallow his load! He had done an okay job of eating Donna’s pussy before they’d had sex, but she’d gotten the feeling it was just to make sure she was good and ready for his nice-sized cock!

He was the kind of handsome, popular man Donna made it a practice to avoid whenever she could, and she did so now, handing the trophy to a surprised Olivia, stepping down off the dais to hustle across the floor to the bar to greet her first husband and Bev’s father, Woody Lawson! She hadn’t expected to see him here today! He, like she, was a charter member of the Club, but he rarely made an appearance. He was as rich as the richest member, but he was too much the stalwart, tall-in-the-saddle, John Wayne type to ever fit in here, in this bastion of upper middle-class snobbery. Even today, at this Memorial Day salute to red, white, and blue pseudo patriotism and alcoholic excess, he wore a cream-colored, western-style suit with dark brown piping running down the oversized lapels and a pair of highly-polished Tony Llama cowboy boots, with pointy toes that Donna doubted had ever seen the inside of a stirrup, unless Woody had worn them when he rode in the Sherriff’s Honor Guard in some parade somewhere.

A ten-gallon Stetson that was the same color as the suit completed his outfit and he tipped it back so that he could kiss her on her offered cheek as he swept her into his arms and said, “Damn, honey, you’re looking great today!” Donna knew she was looking great. She had on a brand-new outfit she’d bought up in Portland the last time she’d visited—a sort of pants suit affair in light pink that featured a pair of matching shorts that showed off her tanned legs, rather than a traditional pair of ankle-length suit pants, worn with a white, lightweight pullover sweater top that was really too hot for a Medford early-summer’s day but fit her like a second skin and highlighted her bountiful chest.

“I didn’t expect you to show up here today,” Donna gushed as the cheek-kiss ended and her ex-husband pulled back. She noticed that he kept his strong right arm around her slender waist as he leaned back against the bar and said, “I wanted to see you win that trophy again, and I heard that Bev was going to be here.” He smiled across the crowded room at his only child, standing with Darren’s arm around her shoulders, sipping champagne.

“She sure is getting pretty…just like her mama!” he said, favoring Donna with a sly wink. “And she seems to take after her mother, as far as attracting men. Is that the Winchester boy, hanging all over her? He grew into a likely-looking man, didn’t he?”

“He sure did!” Donna answered enthusiastically, remembering Darren’s substantial cock in her mouth last night and her daughter’s lips on her clit at the same time. “He and Bev seem closer than ever nowadays. He’s up here visiting Cory; she had another cancer scare recently. He’s been spending a lot of time with her, and at our house, once he learned Bev was back for the summer.”

“She called me and told me she and that no-account Alfred had broken off their engagement,” Woody said in his laconic, easy drawl. Woody had always been polite to Alfred, but Donna has sensed he hadn’t liked him any better than she did. Alfred was too East-Coast, too refined for Woody’s taste; not a man’s man! They had all gone horseback riding one day in Aspen and Woody had later groused that Alfred rode…” like a damn Englishman!” All that stiff-backed bouncing around in the saddle, not laid-back and easy, the way Woody was used to.

“Maybe Bev and Darren can get something going between them, like when they were kids,” Woody mused. “I always liked that boy!”

I bet he’d like him a lot less, if he knew about Darren’s young cock being in Beverly’s mouth, out on the patio, back in the day! Donna thought to herself, recalling all Darren had shared with her about Bev’s formative years.

Still, you couldn’t tell: Woody was a man, after all, and he probably subscribed to the theory that a man had to learn about sex somewhere! She didn’t know whether that theory extended as far as his own daughter and she didn’t want to! Donna remembered, with horror, her daughter’s revelations about Milt, her second husband, and his fifty and one-hundred-dollar lessons about memorable blowjobs—fifty for spitting; a hundred for swallowing!

What a fucker he was: even worse than I remembered! Donna cursed Milt and stared up at Woody, wondering how she could have traded her Cowboy for a low-life grifter like Milt?

“Would you mind if I crashed your Memorial Day bash this year?” Woody was asking her bashfully just now. “I have my swim suit out in my car, just in case you said “yes”, and I’m dyin’ to spend some time with Bev, and her mama again!

“You’re always welcome at my house, cowboy; you know that. And I’m sure Bev would love to see her daddy!” Donna burbled happily, anxious as hell to spend more time around Woody all of a sudden. His arm around her waist just felt so…right! And she couldn’t seem to get enough of staring up into those gorgeous eyes of his—the same eyes she’d fallen so in love with when he’d been a dashing, romantic thirty and she’d been a relatively inexperienced girl of twenty!

They had a few more drinks with mutual friends at the bar, and then Donna excused herself, saying she had to go home and finish the party preparation, and made her way across the still-crowded ballroom floor to Darren and Beverly, to ask them about what they’d done by way of getting the patio ready for guests this afternoon before coming to the club.

“The delivery guys got there with the kegs at just after eleven, Mama,” Beverly assured her. “They set them up on the right side of the pool, just like you said, and iced them down. Darren checked the propane tank on the barbeque, and said there was plenty. And we set out the long banquet tables and taped the paper tablecloths down, so they wouldn’t blow away in the wind.”

Donna glanced out the sliding doors leading out to the Club swimming pool and said, “Well, that’s good, baby. But there looks to be damn little wind this afternoon. It’s still hot as hell out there, from the look of it, and there’s not a hint of a breeze.”

“Ooh, it’s going to be so hot out on the patio!” Beverly sighed. “I hope it isn’t too hot, so that it spoils the party, especially now that Daddy’s coming!”

Donna chugged down the last of her Campari and soda, and then said, “a little heat never spoiled a pool party. People will just drink more cold beer and chilled wine and stay in the pool more. We’ll have to worry more about people passing out and drowning more than we’ll have to worry about them staying away because of the heat.”

“That could really happen, you know,” Darren contributed. “People do get drunk and drown at backyard pool parties.”

“Well, you’ll just have to keep a weather-eye out for that sort of thing,” Donna kidded him. “You’ll make a real yummy lifeguard in those tight Speedos of yours! I may have to have you drag me out and give me mouth-to-mouth today myself, handsome!”

“Mama! You have to be on your best behavior today, what with Daddy there and everything! Later, after everyone else goes home, the three of us can…play again, if you want. But until then, I want you to promise me you’ll be good!”

“Oh, I will, darling. But right now, I’d best find Aunt Olivia and spirit her off home to help me set up for the party, before she OD’s on cheap champagne!”

Sure enough, when she finally found Olivia nestled in the Club cloakroom with an equally drunken Denny Lang, she was three sheets to the wind and ready to fuck him right there. “Come on, you slutty bitch; you’ll thank me later,” she stage -whispered to the tipsy redhead as she steered her out of the cloakroom and into the main hallway leading out to the parking lot. “Denny has a tiny dick with a hair trigger.”

“Hey, you interfering bitch! That isn’t true and you know it!” Denny’s inebriated voice followed them down the hall. “It’s not my fault you’re such a good cocksucker and that you’ve sucked a bunch of porn star-sized dicks!”

“You’re less than six inches long when you’re fully erect, Denny! And you come in, like, thirty seconds!” Donna called back over her shoulder, shocking the good judge Abernathy and his conservative bitch of a wife—who had just turned into the hallway---right down to the soles of their expensive trainers!

“Sorry, Judge, but what’s true is true,” Donna apologized somewhat drunkenly to the startled couple as she threw open the double doors to the parking lot. The Judge looked offended by her inebriated display but his wife looked as if the five inches and Denny’s hair trigger was good information to have.

Donna laughed and guided the even drunker than her Olivia across the parking lot to Donna’s screaming yellow Corvette.

She burned rubber leaving the lot, after stuffing Olivia into the passenger seat, and prayed that she never came up before Judge Abernathy on a speeding ticket.


Chapter Five

Party

“Jesus, how is that skimpy bra going to deal with holding in those two beachballs?” Donna asked Olivia, who was busily stuffing her unreal tits into a much-too-small-for-her green bikini top that was straining from the effort of keeping the huge round mounds of womanly flesh in place.

“When you’ve had boobs like mine since you were twelve, you learn how to move, how to bend over slowly, how to walk, rather than run,” Olivia confided, testing the cups tentatively, before smiling confidently and slipping into her flip-flops. “Besides, yours aren’t what I’d call small!”

“They’re petite, compared to yours, dear,” Donna assured her, slipping on her own, much more modest seeming bikini top and adjusting her breasts within the roomier cups. “Mine are a much more manageable forty D’s.”

“Mine are forty-four, triple D’s,” Olivia admitted. “I’ve lost weight. You should have seen them when I was twenty pounds heavier!

“I did; they were like a pair of dirigibles!” Donna giggled. “Men were always running into walls and lampposts around you!”

“Yeah, big hooters do tend to get their attention,” Olivia laughed along with her. “It’s embarrassing, having guys practically slobbering over you!”

“You’d know,” Donna chided her friend, smoothing out her bottoms and making sure the small triangle of cloth covered up her pussy lips fully. The back of her bikini bottoms, like Olivia’s was more of a thong than anything else. Olivia’s disappeared down into her deep ass cleavage, but Donna’s rode up high, giving the illusion that the red strip of material covered her ass crack.

As dressed as they were going to get, the two women went back down the hallway into the living room and opened the slider leading out to the patio. The late afternoon heat hit them like a curtain of baking-hot air, unstirring and all-enveloping. Donna shuddered and Olivia gasped, “This is fucking awful! Let’s get a beer and get in the pool to drink it.”

She made her way over to the shade-covered beer kegs, took a red, plastic cup from a stack of them on a nearby table and filled it with the cold, frothy liquid. As she sipped it, the statuesque redhead made her way over to the three concrete steps leading down into the cooling water. Olivia didn’t stop walking until the blessedly cool water was lapping at the tops of her ball-like tits. The twin spheres of flesh threatened to float right out of the restraining bra cups, like the two beachballs Donna had compared them to in the bedroom.

“Ah, that’s better!” Olivia sighed.

Donna followed suit, the beer tasting crisp and hoppy as she waded into the pool, the water feeling refreshing and restorative. “It sure is!” she agreed with her redheaded friend, finishing most of her hastily-drawn beer and smacking her lips at how good it tasted. “Nothing like a really cold beer on a hot day, is there?”

Olivia shook her head that there wasn’t as she made her way back over to the steps to exit the pool and get herself a fresh draught from the keg. “I wish some of the other guests would get here, so I could shake my big titties at some guy and get him to fetch me a beer without me having to get out of the pool!”

“You manipulative little slut!” Donna replied, mentally biting her tongue as she said it, knowing that she and Bev were much bigger manipulative little sluts than Olivia would ever be.

She asked herself if all really beautiful women weren’t natural manipulators of men at some level, decided that they were, and put it all out of her mind. Today was all about getting buzzed, celebrating her latest triumph on the court, and having fun; she could ruminate about her sins later!

The doorbell rang at that moment and she chugged what was left of her beer and made her way out of the pool to answer it as fast as she could. “Help me lay out the food and lug out the hard liquor bottles and arrange them on that card table, you hefty, big-titted slut!” she called out to Olivia as she heaved herself up the concrete steps and out of the pool…

****

The Carstairs arrived first, almost as soon as the ice had been set out, along with the bottles of hard liquor and the mixers. It seemed like the Carstairs always arrived first, hungry as a pair of starved locusts, and thirsty, as if they hadn’t had a free cocktail in ages—which Donna knew wasn’t true! Len and Jean Carstairs were perpetually on the hunt for hosted soirees featuring lots of free hoerderves and serve-yourself cocktails. Though Len had several successful retail operations spread around the southern part of the state, and was rumored to have millions of dollars in his accounts, he and his wife, Jean were the biggest pair of mooches Donna had ever met. If it had not been for Jean’s membership in one of southern Oregon’s most prominent pioneer families and Len’s acerbic, off-the-cuff wit, their names would never have appeared on anyone’s guest list, but among the small, tony, clique that Donna ran with, the couple’s presence was considered essential. A party just wouldn’t be a party without dear old, freeloading Len, and his wife, Jean!

“Well, look who it is; everyone’s favorite mongrels!” Donna said with a big, insincere smile as she flung open the front door and motioned them inside.

“I do hope we’re not too early!” Jean said just as insincerely. “I told Len you weren’t expecting people until after four…but you know how he is; always anxious to be among the first to arrive!”

And the first to leave, when the prime booze and food runs low! Donna thought to herself, taking the cheap red wine that the couple had brought as a hostess gift and putting it on the bar in the front room. I ought to open this and pour them a glass! Serve them right for bringing such a marked down, never-heard-of it-wine as a gift!

But, of course, she didn’t, wanting to spare herself a quarter hour of Len’s wincing jokes about the nondescript wine’s “fine character filtering through” and “hints of blackberry, if you’re attuned to them”. She made them, instead, their requested favorites, a Grey Goose screwdriver for Len and a Campari and soda for Jean.

The doorbell rang again, and before she could answer it, Darren Winchester pushed through it as though he lived here—which for all intents and purposes, he did—carrying a big carton of frozen hamburger patties and several packages of hamburger buns. “I stopped by the meat market and got the burger stuff, just like you asked me to.” He shouted in Donna’s direction. “Bev is right behind me with the hot dogs.”

Donna glanced at the living room clock and saw that it was barely three-thirty. The party officially started at four, so all was going according to schedule, except for the ultra-early arrival of the Carstairs! She nodded toward Darren and said, “Put those in the garage freezer, if you would, all except for one stack of them. Those, and a fistful of hotdogs should go in the ice chest out by the barbeque. We can refill it from the garage freezer as our guests consume the first stack.”

Darren nodded his understanding, as did Bev, who had come in the front door right behind him, carrying a big box of hot dogs and some buns. They were staring quizzically at the Carstairs, who were leaning on the bar, sipping their cocktail. “You remember Len and Jean Carstairs, don’t you? This is Darren Winchester, Len. His mom and dad have a house just down the street from here. He’s an old school chum of Bev’s. He’s agreed to do grill duty this afternoon.”

“You’ve grown quite a bit since the last time I saw you,” Len said, taking in Darren’s broad shoulders, tall frame and rippling muscles.

“You look just the same,” Darren observed eyeing the tall, reed-thin man with the longish, greying hair and the spectacular suntan.

“Clean living and the right diet!” Len grinned, raising his highball glass and taking a long sip. “Not really, I’m just as profligate as I always was, young fella’!”

“Nothing wrong with that, I’m a bit that way myself,” Darren said, hefting the hamburger box and heading for the garage. “I tend to have a good time, whenever I can.”

Bev was following along in Darren’s footsteps. Len looked hard at the thin, tall beauty, with her long, elegant legs exposed in her bikini and said, “I see that and I thoroughly approve, let me tell you!”

He turned his gaze back at Donna as Bev disappeared into the garage and said, “Bev is turning into a real beauty, like her mother. Anything serious between her and young Darren?”

“Too soon to tell,” Donna murmured, watching the pair of youngsters retreat from her view. “Too soon to tell.”

****

“This is a real fine party,” Woody observed, sitting back on the lawn chair in the shade. He wore his new swim suit and his cowboy hat. Other than that, his long sinewy body was bare and pale in the shade of the oak that overhung this side of the pool.

He still has that horrid Farmer’s Tan! Donna thought, eyeing his strong but ghostly white body. Ghostly white, that was, except for his face, neck and forearms. Woody, she knew from long experience, tended to wear short-sleeved shirts in the summer as he took care of his chores around the ranch. His long hours in the hot, Oregon sun turned his exposed skin a dark, mahogany color; while his chest, legs and the rest of him remained a pale white. The big straw cowboy hats he favored shaded his face and neck a little, but his hours in the saddle eventually made his neck and face as dark as his forearms.

He’d look like a beach god, if he ever let himself take a day off here and there and laid out by the pool out on the ranch. It was still there, she knew from talking to Bev; a holdover from the early days of their marriage, when he’d thought he could eventually talk her into moving out there. His folks had thought having a swimming pool dug was a huge waste of money and effort, but Woody had prevailed and Donna had even swum in it a few times, back in those early days, before she’d wheedled him into buying this place and moving closer to town; before the divorce.

No one used the ranch pool now except Bev, on her infrequent summer visits. Woody and his grizzled ranch hands never set foot in it, but he kept it well maintained in case his east coast daughter were to make a sudden appearance in the spring or summer. It stood, sparkling, blue and inviting, but largely unused out by the side of the sprawling ranch house his parents had erected back when they first married back in the 1950’s.

Donna hadn’t been out to the ranch in years. She’d always thought of the place as belonging to Woody’s parents, who hadn’t liked her. They hadn’t said so, of course; but she could always tell they’d thought Woody had chosen the wrong girl to marry, a city girl who couldn’t ride, rope or do anything else of use on a ranch. Woody’s dad had been a man who had an eye for a good figure, just like his son had, so he knew why Woody had been so entranced with voluptuous, young Donna. She had seen the elder Westbrook man taking in her ass in a particularly tight pair of jeans or ogling her chest in a close-fitting sweater! He had never done anything overt, so there had been no overtures for her to respond to.

Would I have fucked Woody’s dad, if he’d made a move? She asked herself now, ten years after the old man had followed his wife, Woody’s mom, into the ground.

Sitting out beside her pool in the shade, sipping a Campari and soda while Woody drank a glass of cold beer, she knew she probably would have, if the elder Mr. Westbrook had asked. Woody’s dad had been a tall, handsome older version of his son. She’d no doubt have sucked his old cock, if he’d asked and then let him mount up and take a wild ride on her pussy, just the way his son did. She could imagine it even now, Woody and his mom occupied in the house after dinner, cleaning up the big kitchen while she and Woody’s dad took a stroll around the property, ducking into the barn for a discreet roll in the hay—quite literally!

I’d have fucked him even more bowlegged than he already was! Donna admitted to herself, draining the last of her Campari and soda, remembering her sexy, somewhat aloof father-in-law. I’d have sucked him like a Hoover and swallowed every drop—bet his wife never did that for him in all the years they were married! I bet he’d have liked me better then—thought me a better match for his precious son!

“Hey, babe, you want me to make you another drink, or what?” Woody was saying impatiently, and she knew she had been zoning out—thinking so intently about the past that she had been ignoring him.

“Always, lover; you know me,” Donna said, handing him her empty glass.

“Do I? It’s getting to be a long time since we were married,” Woody said slyly.

“That’s your fault more than it is mine,” Donna said. “You know you always had a standing invitation to come by and see me.”

“Old Milt and the others would have liked that!” her ex-husband replied. “Having me drop around to watch them chasing you around this pool!”

“Most of them quit chasing me after the first year or so we were married,” Donna told him ruefully. “That was part of the problem. They always found some younger woman to chase after, unlike you. You never lost interest in these, did you, cowboy?” She stuck out her chest, straining her bikini bra to its very limits and shook her big tits for him.

“Not for a second,” Woody said with a leering smile. “Finest tits I ever saw on a woman!”

He set the empty glass he was holding down on the small table next to Donna’s lounge chair and took both breasts into his hands, kneading them right through her bra as he leaned in to kiss her. Her mind reeled. No one; no one had ever kissed her like Woody! All of her ex-boyfriends and ex-husbands paled in comparison. She realized, in an instant, that this man had her number the way no one else ever had; the way no one else ever could!

“Daddy! Bev’s shocked, disapproving, yet delightfully surprised voice trilled from the back step leading out onto the patio. “Are you really here? And getting…frisky with Mommy?”

Woody broke off the kiss and released Donna’s breasts, looking embarrassed, contrite and bashful all at the same time, as he turned to face his daughter and the tall, muscular boy she was with. “I was at that, I must confess, kitten!” He stammered. Turning back to look longingly at Donna, he mumbled, “Your mom is just too beautiful to resist. She’s always had that effect on me.”

“She’s a looker, alright, even at her age!” Bev agreed with a huge smile at Donna’s obvious unease at the situation as well as the crack about her age. Bev stepped down onto the patio, hand in hand with Darren, both of them dressed to swim, her in a tiny bikini and him in the tight Speedos and an unbuttoned, short-sleeved shirt.

Woody picked up Donna’s cocktail glass and stood up, shifting his weight from foot to foot to help hide the large, half-hard dick in his own baggy swim trunks from his daughter’s view. Donna was pretty sure that Bev had noted the bigger-than-average bulge, knowing her daughter’s proclivity for big cocks, but she was relieved that Bev ignored it, saying, “You can make me a drink, too, Daddy, if you’re going into the house: vodka, tonic for me and a beer for Darren, any kind will do.”

“Darren Winchester?” Woody said, appraising the tall, well-built young man at Bev’s side, and then extending his hand for Darren to shake. “You’ve grown up into a strapping young man; you used to be such a skinny young beanpole when you lived just down the road!”

“Lots of protein shakes, weights, and swimming, Mr. Lawson,” Darren assured him, shaking hands vigorously.

“You should have just come out to the ranch and gotten a job with me,” Woody responded, “You could have saved yourself a lot of money and effort and even earned a little cash. Wrangling cows is good exercise and gets a man into great shape, if it don’t kill him!”

“Darren isn’t a cowboy, Daddy,” Bev proudly informed her father. “He’s a male model for clothes, down in Los Angeles, and he’s going to be an actor!”

Woody looked the younger man up and down dubiously, and said, “Well, that’s a lot safer than wrestling steers, I’ll grant you that. And I imagine it pays a lot better, too!”

“Oh, sometimes it gets a little thin,” Darren admitted quickly. “I’ve had to tend bar and take some other jobs just to get by. LA is expensive!”

“Every place is expensive, nowadays,” Woody commented dourly, looking at his daughter. “Bev pays a fortune for a hole-in-the-wall apartment in New York and its not big enough to swing a cat in!”

He gave the couple a curt nod and stepped past them and into the house to fetch the round of drinks. Bev and Darren went over to Donna’s lounger and Bev asked, “How did you get Daddy to come today? He never comes to these things!”

“It’s a mystery. You could have knocked me over with a feather when I saw him earlier at the country club,” her mother admitted. “He never goes there either.”

“Here’s your beer, Darren. I hope Coors is alright.” Woody said, opening the screen door on the slider and handing out a cold bottle of Coors.

“It’s great,” Darren assured him, hopping over to take the beer.

“Vodka and tonic coming right up,” Woody said as his arm disappeared back inside.

The screen door slid open seconds later, and Olivia, accompanied by Len and Jean Carstairs emerged. Olivia was carrying Bev’s requested vodka and tonic. Olivia handed it to her and smiled down at Donna, saying, “The Lonesome Cowboy must be more lonesome than usual, showing up at one of your Labor Day parties.”

“I guess he must be at that,” Donna commented. “I was just telling Bev it’s a mystery why he came.”

“Not much of a mystery,” Olivia rebuked her moving her eyes up and down Donna’s well-tanned, bikini-clad form. “He still looks yummy, too, except for that awful white skin.”

“I’ve told him time and again to take off his shirt sometimes when he’s outside, to even out his tan, but he never listens; never did,” Donna complained.

“Men never listen,” Olivia agreed. “That’s what makes them men.”

****

Donna had decided that everyone who was coming was probably there by five-thirty, so that was when Darren and Woody fired up the grill and began cooking hot dogs and hamburgers. There were about thirty people in attendance by then, all wearing summer gear or swim suits, scattered around the crowded pool, standing by the bar in the house, and generally all drinking and having a good time. The snack trays sitting on their card tables out by the pool all looked picked over and well-ravished, and a lot of the top shelf hard liquor bottles were now less than half full.

But the beer keg still had not run dry and a half dozen men stood around it on the shady side of the pool, drinking endlessly, refilling their red cups at will and commenting on the women who sauntered by from time to time to walk down the concrete steps into the cooling blue water. “That Olivia Wilson is sure packin’ the titties, isn’t she?” one man sighed as Olivia shuffled by, her bodacious mounds jiggling in their straining-to-keep-up bikini bra with each gliding step. “I fucked her once, just after her husband, Rob, left,” another man, a pear-shaped guy in a ballcap and baggy swimsuit commented. “How was it? Are those boobies of hers as big as they look?” another man, a recent resident of the neighborhood asked quickly. “Bigger,” the guy in the ballcap assured his new neighbor. “But she’s pretty sloppy, pussywise. Half the guys at this party have banged her over the years. And she was pretty loose with her favors even back at high school. I should know: I was in her graduating class and knew her as far back as middle school.”

“Yeah, that’s true,” a pot-gutted man in a luau shirt agreed. “Olivia has been loose and easy since she was twelve; Donna Westbrook is the real class piece of ass at this party, like always!”

The small circle of middle-aged men nodded rapid agreement and sipped their beers, some of them stealing a glance at Donna, who was still reclining in her lounger beside the shade-covered gas barbeque, where Darren and Woody were flipping burgers and rotating hot dogs on the grill.

“Used to be, Donna would get real drunk and pull a little train, late into the evening, at parties like these,” still another neighbor said somewhat wistfully.

“Yeah, I was lucky enough to tap that ten years or so back at one of these Memorial Day blowouts,” Jack Winchester, Darren’s father sighed, remembering that long-ago, shrouded -in-booze night. “That woman could suck a golf ball through fifty feet of garden hose, and—for a girl who has been around as much as Donna has—her pussy was as snug and juicy as a teenager’s!”

“Speaking of young girls…” the man in the ballcap murmured almost under his breath as Beverly Westbrook sauntered up to the keg, got herself a red cup from a stack of them on a nearby table, and drew herself a beer, delighting them all when she bent over and her youthful tits threated to spill out of her bikini top as she opened the tap on the keg and then shut it back off.

“The apple sure didn’t fall far from that tree!” the man in the ballcap remarked, watching Bev walk away. “Her ass is almost as nice as her mom’s!”

“Nicer,” said the recent arrival in the neighborhood. “She’s younger.”

The men laughed good naturedly and began arguing over who had the nicer ass, Bev or her mother.

“I’d be happy with either,” one guy said. “But it looks like Donna is off the market for tonight. She seems to have eyes only for Woody!”

All eyes in the group of horny men turned to the tall, taciturn cowboy at the grill, and to Donna, who was staring up at her ex-husband with a come-hither smile that was unmistakable.

“Looks like those two have finally realized what a mistake they made when they got divorced,” someone said.

“Woody’s gonna’ get all of that he wants tonight,” Ballcap said with surety in his voice, and the others agreed with him.

****

It was just on the cusp of dusk. Most of the party guests had gone home hours ago. There was just the usual cadre of men still drinking and hoping to get lucky with Donna or some other lonely, horny woman who had stayed too late and got too drunk at the party.

Jack Winchester was among them. His wife, Cory, had gone home a while ago, after first admonishing him not to drink any more and not to make a fool of himself. Jack had already consumed countless cocktails and glasses of beer over the course of the afternoon and evening, so such advice didn’t faze him.

I can handle my booze! Jack thought impatiently, his eyes on Donna’s bedroom slider, leading out to the pool. The light was on in there as it had been for several hours, ever since Donna had gotten up off her chaise lounge to give Woody a tour of the house just after the grill had finally been switched off for the evening. The big cowboy had taken some razzing about that from the crowd of old neighbors around the keg—a tour of the house he himself had built—but Woody had pointed out that it had been well over a decade since he’d lived there and said he was anxious to see what changes Donna had made to the place.

“Come on, we’ll miss our chance, Jack!” Mel Simmons, the guy in the ballcap, said to Jack excitedly as he grabbed Jack Winchester by the arm and attempted to drag him toward the rear of the pool area.

“Our chance for what?” Jack asked him belligerently, still staring towards the lovely Donna’s bedroom.

“Turns out daughter’s just like Momma!” Mel answered with a leer. “She enjoys train rides, when it’s late enough at night and she’s had enough hooch!”

Mel dragged the bigger man across the concrete surrounding the pool and Jack saw what he meant. Beverly Westbrook lay totally naked on a lounger, her long legs spread wide. Her bikini lay on the concrete beside the lounger, wet and discarded. A man—the light emanating from the lit up swimming pool caught his face just right at that moment and Jack saw that it was Jim Hawley, another neighbor from two blocks over—was standing over the lounger, his swim suit gone and his dick long and floppy and gleaming in the pool light from Bev’s pussy juice and his own come. And it was obvious to Jack that Jim had just fucked her and gotten up off the lounger!

Another man, nude and hard-cocked in the dim light stepped forward and Bev didn’t say “no”. She didn’t say anything, just spread her legs wider and held out her arms to her middle-aged, pot-bellied suitor, and he eagerly clambered aboard, lancing his stiff prick into her slick depths fully in one thrust.

“Oof, Mr. Haralson, you might give a girl a little warning!” Bev whispered loudly as he started to fuck her. But she didn’t seem too put off by his rapid entry. She wrapped her long, coltish legs around his plunging ass and pulled herself up against him tighter, driving his quite average-sized cock into her deeper with each thrust.

Jack didn’t hesitate even for another second! He slipped his swim suit down and walked out of it as he approached the chaise lounge, his long, fat dick now hard as a rock and bouncing out in front of him as he walked. Bev looked up at him through alcohol-blurred eyes.

“Mr. Winchester! Your… c-cock looks just like Darren’s!” Bev blurted, staring at Jack’s hard on. “Come down here and let me take care of it, just like I take care of his!”

She licked her lips suggestively and Jack got the hint and knelt on the edge of the chaise lounge so she could lick and suck his stiff prick while she fucked the other man’s.

Beverly Westbrook’s young mouth felt like pure heaven on his dick! He hadn’t had a really good blowjob in so long…he couldn’t really remember the last one. Once in a great while Cory would go down on him before they fucked, but that didn’t happen all that often anymore, so even those half-hearted, uninspiring blowjobs were few and far between.

Now this fresh-faced young girl was sucking him as if she just couldn’t get enough of his middle-aged dick! He remembered her as a little girl, playing in his driveway with Darren. He recalled how she’d looked in her first bikini, when she’d been barely a teenager and had just started to get her tits! Out in her own driveway, studiously washing her step-daddy, Milt’s Jaguar. Later doing the same for step-daddy Don, washing one of his Corvettes.

He remembered the way Donna, Bev’s mom, had sucked him at that long-past Memorial Day party, just before they’d fucked. He almost lost it just then, and came in Bev’s mouth, but he pulled out just in time. He wanted to fuck this lovely young creature and come in her pussy, as he had in her mom’s!

“Ooh, baby, aren’t you going to come?” Bev pouted. She glanced over at the man pounding his dick into her cunt and murmured, “Aren’t either of you going to cream me?”

“I’ll cream you!” Jim Hawley howled, rutting hard into her girlish pussy. “I’ll cream this little cunt of yours so much you won’t believe it!”

He rammed her deep a few more times, making her breasts jiggle on her chest, and came in her; the pearly jism gushing out of her cock-filled slit and running down her ass crack.

“Oh, God, Mr. Hawley! Give it to me! That’s the way to spunk my pussy!” Bev shrieked as Jim Hawley drained his nuts into her.

Jack waited until Hawley was all done, then peeled the other man off her and pushed him away, taking his place.

“Oh, man! You’re full of come, little girl!” Jack growled, kneeling between her wide-spread legs and running the head of his swollen prick up and down her semen-smeared slit. “How many of these guys did you ball?”

“All of ‘em!” Beverly sighed. “I want to be just like my mama and fuck them all!”

“Okay, then,” Jack said with a big grin and shoved his cock into the girl’s tight, juicy confines.


Chapter Six

Fireworks

“This room is just about the same as when you and I were together,” Woody said, glancing around the master bedroom after Donna had switched the light on.

“It is,” she agreed, her hand sweeping over the king size bed. “Even this bed is the same one we shared, but I did buy a new mattress set a few years back.”

“Yeah, I guess that old mattress took quite a beating, what with all the ex-husbands and lovers you’ve collected since we split up,” Woody said with a sly smile.

“Oh, there haven’t been that many, not really.” His ex-wife grinned mischievously at him. “But you know me. I’ve always delighted in male companionship.”

“Male companionship…is that what we’re calling cock-chasing now?” he offered her a wan smile as he asked the question.

“I didn’t chase them; they chased me,” she shot back smugly.

“And a good many of them caught you, from what I’ve heard!” Woody said accusingly.

She stepped closer to him and he automatically put his arms around her near naked body. Donna threw her arms around his neck and said, “What if they did? Don’t you know you’re the only one I ever really cared about, cowboy?” just before she kissed him.

He took off his straw cowboy hat and tossed it onto the nearby bedpost as they kissed, just the way he had done it when they’d been married, all those years ago.

She was naked in a few seconds, her bikini bra undone and on the carpet beside them, her bottoms pushed off her lush ass and puddled around her bare feet. His swim trunks joined them on the carpet and then they were on the bed, kissing passionately, exploring each other’s familiar bodies with their fingertips, fitting together as easily and surely as only a married couple can.

“Oh, God, you’ve got a nice dick!” she whispered in his ear as he took her for the first time in years. “Some of the others were nice too—new, exciting, forbidden; but none of them felt as right as this one does!”

“I’ve had other women, too, but none of them could compare to you,” Woody said as he powered up and back in her snug little hole. “I love you, Donna, and I never loved them!”

Donna’s heart felt like it was exploding in her chest. She’d kidded herself about loving Milt and Don and all the others but she knew now that it had just been a sham! This was her man; her guy; her one and only!

Woody fucked her like a god! Like a Western hero! She felt he might spring up, put on his hat, and run out the slider to mount up on his trusty cayuse and ride away in a cloud of dust!

Ride ‘em, cowboy! She thought to herself jubilantly as she thrust her ass up off the bed to meet his every lunge. Fuck me silly with that beautiful cock of yours that I’ve missed so much!

“Jesus, Donna! What tits you’ve got!” Woody huffed just then, as her big boobs rolled and shook with each thrust. “I think they’re even bigger than they used to be!”

She half giggled as she panted, “Well, I’m not twenty anymore, Woody! I’ve gained a little weight in the last twenty years. Is it okay?”

“More than okay with me,” he managed to gasp, still fucking hard. Dear God; you’re luscious! That’s what you are…luscious!”

God, I love being luscious! Donna told herself, fucking furiously. I adore being luscious in my man’s eyes!

The mad, delicious reclamation sex went on for nearly two hours, with short breaks for blowjobs and bathroom visits. When Woody staggered out the slider with his swim trunks hastily pulled on to survey the last of the party’s shenanigans, it was nearly nine-thirty in the evening.

He saw immediately what had happened. The far end of the pool held identical yard sheds; one housed the pump and filter for the pool, the other was filled with the various hoes, rakes, and clippers Donna employed to keep the backyard looking well-tended. A chaise lounge had been moved beside each shed. The one on the left held Olivia Wilson—there was no mistaking those monstrous tits, that well-upholstered frame, that low moan of hers that signified she was getting fucked—and a slender, muscular young man, Darren Winchester, if he wasn’t mistaken. He was really laying the pipe to old Olivia, making those unbelievable utters of hers shimmy and shake as he plowed her pink furrow!

From the step outside Donna’s bedroom, Woody couldn’t see the other chaise as well, but he could see a group of beer drinking, mostly naked guys gathered in a semi-circle around the lounger. Curiosity piqued; Woody drifted over that way until he heard a familiar female voice imploring someone to… “fuck me harder! Fuck me deeper!”

It was Beverly; no doubt about that! His own sweet daughter was getting raped by some miserable son of a bitch, right at that very moment!

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing, Jack?” Woody thundered as he ran up on the scene and reached down to wrest Jack Winchester off the chaise lounge.

Jack looked stunned, confused, ashamed and vastly surprised, standing there with his hard dick still gleaming from Bev’s pussy and Woody’s big hand on his shoulder. He didn’t answer right away, so Woody slid his hand over around Jack’s neck and squeezed. His other hand shot down to Jack’s bare genitals and, slapping the man’s hard dick out of the way momentarily, he grabbed Jack’s scrotal sac and tightened his grip around it.

Both men were roughly the same size, tall, muscular and strong. But Jack worked in an office and worked out sporadically at a local gym, while Woody regularly wrestled steers to the ground as part of his ranch chores. So, he was able to lift the two-hundred-pound Jack over his head and drop him, struggling, over the nearby fence between Donna and her neighbors’ yard.

“Daddy, what the fuck are you doing?” Beverly squealed as Jack disappeared over the fence.

“Saving you; that’s what!” Woody growled at his naked daughter. “Now get dressed and get back in the house!”

Beverly obediently hopped up off the lounger and maneuvered her way back into her discarded swim suit amid the sounds of Jack Winchester crashing his way though the garden next door while cursing and running his bare feet into various sharp objects. The men in the semi-circle around the lounger discreetly pulled up their swim suits and adjusted their junk so their varying degrees of hard ons would be less evident.

“You guys get the fuck out of here!” Woody snarled at them as they shuffled back toward the keg. “Party’s officially over.”


Epilouge

One Big, Happy Family

The wedding had gone well enough, since it was a double wedding: Woody and Donna; Beverly and Darren. There had been so many decorations, such a big celebration, with most of the members of the country club invited and the whole club venue devoted to the wedding and the reception.

But Thanksgiving that year was the strangest dinner any of them had ever been to. Even though Jack was just a big as Woody, he managed to cower down in his chair at the dinner table until he almost disappeared behind the huge turkey. And Donna found herself fighting to keep from bursting out with hysterical laughter at the thought that she knew what both her son in law and her brother in law’s dicks tasted like and how they’d felt inside her wet pussy! Woody had remained stoic at the head of the table, managing to get through the whole dinner without talking directly to Jack even once, except to ask him to pass the stuffing.

Beverly and Cory had been their usual blithe, cordial selves, laughing and talking as if nothing was out of place. Donna had had her moments, behaving like a good little hostess at times, recalcitrant and untalkative at others.

“It didn’t seem like Thanksgiving to me without Olivia being here,” Donna told Woody as they put the left overs in the fridge.

“Didn’t seem prudent to invite her, with Darren here and all,” Woody answered, remembering the sight to his son in law’s ass going up and down between Olivia’s meaty thighs out on that chaise lounge; the way her otherworldly tits had jiggled when Darren had fucked her. He hadn’t said no to her being a bridesmaid at the wedding, but he had drawn the line at inviting her to Thanksgiving Dinner. It had been awkward enough with Jack’s being here. Woody had barely been able to put the mental image of Jack’s big dick lancing in an out of Beverly’s pussy out his mind enough to get through dinner. Olivia sitting at the same table as Darren and Beverly would have just been too much…

“You know, LA is a lot closer than New York was, I realize, but sometimes I miss having Bev closer, like right here, in Medford,” Donna suddenly said to Woody.

“I know what you mean, especially now that she’s pregnant,” Woody responded, putting his arms around his wife’s neck and drawing her in for a kiss. “But maybe it’s for the best. We don’t know what she’s getting up to down in SoCal, just what she and Darren tell us. If she lived here, in town, we’d hear about every move she made.”

Donna had heard about Bev pulling the train for all the neighborhood men, and about Woody going berserk and peeling Jack off her and heaving him over the fence—the whole neighborhood had heard about that! So, she knew what Woody was saying. Their daughter could be a real wild one, as wild as her mother had been. The coming baby might not even be Darren’s! Not if Beverly had been sleeping around down in LA!

“I wish they were staying with us, rather than at Jack and Cory’s,” Donna sighed.

“Well, it’s only three houses away,” Woody responded automatically. “Maybe they’ll stay with us at Christmas.”

“Maybe they will,” Donna agreed, knowing they probably wouldn’t. It was just too awkward, Darren having so recently fucked Beverly in that bedroom, before going just down the hall to Donna’s room to fuck her! She had never mentioned that bit of family history to Woody, but he seemed to have figured it out. He hadn’t brought it up, but she could tell that he knew, just from the way he looked at Darren and at her sometimes.

Maybe Woody and Cory should fuck, so this family could be a complete clusterfuck? Donna thought to herself acerbically.

“Let’s adjourn to the bedroom,” she told her husband after they finished cleaning up the kitchen.

“It’s not even seven o’clock at night yet, you can’t want to go to bed already!” Woody protested.

“I don’t want to sleep. I want to fuck!” Donna told him.

“You’ve got quite a mouth on you, there, Mrs. Lawson,” he told her with a big grin.

“It’s about to be around that big cock of yours, Mr. Lawson,” she replied. “We’ll see what you say about it then, cowboy!”

The two of them walked hand in hand through the rec room, down the hall, and into their master bedroom.

The End


Author’s Notes

All of the characters and situations described within this book are fictional and not based on any actual, living individuals. Astute observers will note the absence of condoms in this story, and the total disregard our characters have for the prevention of pregnancy or the possibility they might contract a sexually transmitted disease during their various couplings in this book. That’s because this is a fantasy, a work of fiction. If you choose to participate in such behavior, please use protection. Like this book? Hate it? You can always drop me a line at ckralston@gmail.com to let me know what you thought. I’d love to hear from you, either way.
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