Angel Delight

Chapter 2

The last wedding guest had left about fifteen minutes before and at 2.30 am Angela came out of the bathroom, a little sleepy with tiredness and having had a few glasses of wine over the course of the day.

‘Did you remember to clean your teeth darling’ called her mother, who was already in bed.

‘Ye-e-ss’ called Angela, as she staggered down the hallway to her room, her Harry Potter pyjamas loose and her feet bare. In truth she had not cleaned her teeth and in fact, never wanted to clean them again. The actual taste of her uncle Tom’s big thick cock was gone from her taste buds, but her memory was fresh. Very fresh.

‘Good night then’ called her mother with a sing-song in her voice which told Angela that in just a few minutes, she would hear the noise of her latest step-father riding the life out of her mother and her mother calling out her favourites. ‘Fuck me up the bum’ Spunk up my hole’ Gimme that in my mouth’ etc. She was worse than the girls at school who called after the older boys when they were passing after rugby practice. Angela’s crowd got no more than a smile or a playful sneak look at a few muddy cocks, pulled from rugby shorts and waggled in their direction. But her mother would get it all. Right up her. Right up deep in her bum. As it was her wedding night, Angela expected her to wear her ‘Pony tail’, that little bum-hole-dildo with the long horse’s hair hanging from it. Angela had handled it and even put it in her mouth, but the idea of having it up her bum frightened her.

As she climbed into bed Angela had an idea. She slipped off her pyjamas and lying naked, whispered out loud ‘Please uncle Tom, do that thing with both hands again. You know, the front and back thing.’ She recalled how she’d felt as he wetted his finger and pressed it firmly into her bum hole. It was the first time she’d had anything in that hole but her own finger; and it had electrified her. But when his hand massaged her clit and cunny slit as well; then her cum had welled up from somewhere unknown. Somewhere deep that only now, she realised, came from her mother’s genes. ‘That must be how Mummy cums’ she thought. ‘But with her pony-tail in her bum and Jack’s cock up her pussy’. Angela ran her hands through her soft dark pubic hair and instantly brought to mind her mother’s hair. She never shaved and long black pussy hairs always stuck out of her panties. It was one of her earliest memories – that of her mother coming into her bedroom to say goodnight. Standing above her – with bushy pubic hair sticking out either side of her knickers, the bulge of her pubis and often a wet patch in the shape of her pussy lips. Sometimes too, when her mother bent down to kiss her goodnight, Angela would smell something on her breath. Not the usual liquor but something else that now had the same smell as her own fingers when she slipped them into her pulsing cunny. That smell.

On their beach holiday, last summer, Angela even had to point and say ‘Mum. Will you do something about that? Please! All those boys are looking.’ But her mother just laughed and rolled her already tiny panties down another half inch so that her bushy pubic mound was now pouting over the top of the material. The boys who had been looking from only a few yards away, now rubbed their cocks and whistled. When Angela had turned over onto her front and pulled her swimming panties into her crack, her mother had rebuked her, but Angela protested that what was exciting for mothers was also good for daughters. It had been at that moment her mother knew that, although her pretty daughter was only 11, she would probably not be a virgin for very much longer. Angela noticed from the corner of her eye that her mother had looked one boy of about 17 right in the eye as she ran her finger up her slit then turned over and pulled her own swimming pants into her crack. There they lay, mother and daughter, with only 17 years between them, their bare cheeks exposed for all to see – and wank over later. They both pretended to read but each was grinding her clit into their towel for the boys to see. Angela had been careful not to let her chest rise from the towel because she did not want her mother to see that the little budding nipples on her flat chest were rock hard. But when her mother ran her hand up her own exposed hard-apple breast a few times and lingered at her dark hard nipple while looking at the same boy, Angela felt a deep surge of sexual lust in her groin. She was dying to suck that nipple while rubbing herself between the legs. It was a memory she liked to recall when she was rubbing her lips at night, thinking that it was probably the same boy she heard riding her mother that night after tucking her in and making her promise not to leave her adjoining room. Angela wondered if the boy thought about her body when he was riding her mother and would have loved to slip in between them, sucking her mother’s nipple and taking that boy’s cock up her tight virgin hole. In fact it had been the same boy who had rode her mother that night but it had not been the boy who thought of Angela as he rode her mother. It was that horny 28 year old mother with her legs wrapped around the boy’s neck, his cock deep up her bum and his mouth around her tit who imagined her little daughter sleepily coming into that adjoining room, slipping between them, kissing her rock-hard nipple and guiding the boy’s cock into her bum. After that first time on holiday, little Angela soon began to feature frequently in her mother’s fantasies and her wedding night was no exception.

End.

