a protective mother
I arrived exactly at eight o'clock, as arranged, and Mrs. Heward opened the door. She looked ravishing in a plain black dress which hugged her body like a glove. The skirt wasn't short but it had a slit all the way to mid thigh which, when she moved, revealed that she was wearing sheer, black hold-up stockings on her long legs. She was wearing very high heels which flattered her narrow ankles and shapely calves. As she preceded me into the house I watched her rollicking buttocks and, from the total absence of a pantyline, wondered whether she was wearing any panties. I already knew, by the way her boobs were jiggling wildly, that she wasn't wearing a bra. It was the first time I'd ever seen her hair loose and it made her face seem softer and much younger than her forty odd years. She led me into the living room and asked me to sit down and offered me a drink. She poured herself a generous whisky and a Coke for me then came to sit next to me. Her fingertips brushed against the back of my hand as she handed me the glass and I felt a shiver of lust sweep through me which made me feel ashamed because she was my girlfriend’s mother.

“I'm sorry to interfere with your evening, Adam, but It seemed a good time for us to talk while Catherine is away.” She said as she twisted to face me.
It was the first time we'd really been alone together. I’d wondered what her reason for asking me the house was although I knew that it must concern my relationship with her daughter. I'd always thought that she was very sexy, for an older woman, but being Catherine’s mother I’d never imagined anything else. However now that she was so close that I was able to breathe in her strong, exotic perfume it was making me feel really horny and I was having trouble restraining my cock from swelling in response. I was very aware that her thigh was pressed against mine, and that her hand was resting on my arm, as she asked me if I’d had sex with Catherine. I replied, well stammered, that we had not gone all the way and reminded her that her daughter had only just turned sixteen. I was nearly three years older than her daughter. She started telling me a long story about her sister having become pregnant when she was only sixteen and how it had ruined her life and that she was determined that it wouldn’t happen to Catherine. I actually didn't take in most of what she was saying because her hand had moved from my arm to my thigh and was resting only a couple of inches away from where my erection was tenting my trousers. The heat seemed to be travelling along my thigh and invading my cock so that it soon reached its full size.
I think that I was blushing as I felt my cock throbbing only a few inches from where her hand was resting on my leg. I wanted to tell her that her daughter was sex mad and had begged me to take her virginity more or less since we’d started going together but I’d prefabricated, out of fear mostly, but wouldn’t be able to resist for much longer now that she’d reached the legal age to have full sex. We’d done everything but fucking and Catherine was a hottie.

I was thinking of all these things, as she continued her lecture, while trying hard to contain my arousal. I saw her eyes drop to where my cock was twitching wildly within the confine of my trousers and she seemed pleased with what she saw. She was leaning closer to me and I could feel her soft right breast pressing against my left arm. I was in a quandary not sure whether she was coming on to me or whether she was just being friendly and was unaware of how sexy she was acting. I had to keep reminding myself that she was as old as my mother beside being my girlfriend’s mother but there was really nothing motherly about Roseanne and my cock certainly didn’t believe in ageism.
My eyes wandered down her body and I noticed that the slit, on the side of her skirt, had parted so that I could see where the stocking-top ended and the white flesh began. Is there a sight more potent to arouse a man than the contrast between silky flesh and stocking-tops, if there is I don’t know it?
Her sheer, black stockings had lacy tops which gripped her slender thighs causing the flesh above to bulge slightly. There was something incredibly sexy about that slight bulge as if it was inviting caressing. As if reading my mind Catherine slowly ran her fingertips along the rim of her stoking-top. 

“You’re a naughty boy staring at my legs like that. Do you like stockings, Adam? I do and never wear anything else. It makes me feel good that my legs can still interest such a handsome young man. But what would Catherine say if she saw you looking at her mother like that?” She asked. “I always buy the best because I can't stand anything rough against my sensitive skin. Feel how silky these are.” She purred as she took my hand and swiftly guided my fingers to her stocking-top.
I felt as if I was on the verge of a heart attack as my fingers slipped along the silky material then slid onto the warm flesh of her thigh. My cock twitched wildly and I felt precome dampen my boxers.
“You like my stockings then? You don't think I'm a silly middle aged lady trying to be cool?”
“You are not too old, you're very sexy. I like your...” I stammered as her hand slipped up my leg and covered my erection, pressing down so that my engorged cock was trapped tightly between my thigh and her hand.
“I see that you really do like my stockings. You have such a big one maybe too big for my virgin daughter!” She said, with a lilt in her voice. Then she shocked me rigid by unbuckling my belt then slipping the zip of my trousers down. While I was still wondering what was going on she'd pushed my trousers and boxers down so that my cock was sticking up completely exposed. Her hand closed around my shaft and softly stroked it.

“You have such a hard cock that it would be unfair if you had to keep restraining yourself because my daughter is too young. It is a mother’s duty to make sure to remove temptation from her children so let me take care of this little problem!” She muttered while her hand was softly stroking up and down the shaft as her eyes followed the progress of her slim fingers.
Though I was extremely aroused by her, and the way she was handling my cock, I felt rather uneasy. After all she was much older than I, my girlfriend’s mother, and I didn't want to screw up my relationship with Catherine.
Maybe it was woman's intuition, or the expression on my face, but she said that I should relax and that no one would ever know about what we did beside which we would be doing it to protect Catherine. Then she leant forward and kissed me full on the lips and her tongue snaked into my mouth while her hand continued stroking up and down my cock. By the time she pulled away I was breathless and my cock was leaking like crazy making it easier for her hand to slip up and down the shaft. She released my erection and swiftly stood up, did something to her dress and it floated down to the carpet revealing that I'd been right, she wasn't wearing anything else but the sheer stockings under it and her figure was stunning, curvy in the right places and I was startled to see that her pussy was hairless so that I could see that the fat lips were gaping open and allowing me a glimpse of the bright pink passage.
She elegantly slumped down on the couch and, taking my hand pushed it against her pussy. I cupped it and felt sticky wetness coat my palm as she shifted and spread her thighs wider apart. My fingers slid up and down the moist folds, as her other hand exerted pressure around my cock, and occasionally I pushed my fingers inside her vagina and used the juices to facilitate the sliding of my fingers deeper inside her cunt. Each time my fingers reached the top of her slit, and brushed against her clit, she squirmed and sighed with obvious pleasure and this was repeated when I traced the rim of her anus at the other end of my strokes.
We remained that way for sometime, not saying anything, as we worked each other up into a frenzy of sexual arousal then she sat up causing my fingers to slip out of her pussy. She took my wrist and guided it to her lips and her tongue licked her juices off. 

“Very creamy tonight, it must be my excitement from being with such a good looking young man.” She mumbled, “I wonder whether your cream taste as good and there is only one way to find out!”
I was disappointed, when she released my cock and slipped off the couch, but soon was delighted when she bent down so that her mouth was hovering only an inch or so above the swollen head of my cock. I looked down hardly believing that such an elegant woman, my girlfriend’s mother, was gripping the root of my cock in her fingers as the tip of her tongue was removing the clear drop of my sex juice, which had popped out of the small slit. I shuddered all over as her mouth came down and her lips slipped over the head then my whole cock seemed to be bathed in the warmth of her saliva. She seemed to be totally focused on slipping her lips up and down my cock taking more and more of my cock inside her mouth until her lips were buried in the crispness of my pubic hair. This was quite a feat as my cock is nearly eight inches long and quite thick and her daughter had never managed such a feat.

I was still in a daze as I watched such an elegant and educated lady acting like a vulgar slut under the pretence that she was doing it to safeguard her daughter’s virginity. I must confess that it added an extra almost obscene component to the situation. I just lounged back not thinking about anything else as her lips slid up and down my shaft and her tongue swirled around the head of my cock. Her daughter had become a reasonable cocksucker but her mother was in a class of her own. 

I reached down and cupped her bobbing breasts in my hands and squeezed them hard. The nipples were exceptionally long and had hardened so that I could feel them punching into the palms of my hands as she continued enthusiastically gobbling my cock. She didn’t seem to mind my rough handling so I continued to molest her heavy breasts.
Not surprisingly I was incredibly aroused and was busy wondering whether I'd be able to hold back as I felt my cock leaking more and more precome into her sucking mouth while my balls began to tingle announcing that they were ready to release their precious load. Catherine’s mother must have been aware of my problem because her fingers gripped the root of my cock extremely tightly, causing an obstruction, while she paused with the head of my cock still inside her mouth. It worked and I felt my arousal abate as she held my cock very tight and very still as the tingling left my balls.
She pulled me down onto the floor then knelt on all fours and presented her backside like a bitch waiting to be mounted by a dog. I did not need a verbal invitation so I knelt behind her and she reached back, grabbed my cock in her hand, and guided my knob to her slit. There was nothing tentative about Roseanne, she knew what she wanted and didn’t wait for me to initiate the action. 

Her pussy was very sticky so that my cock cleaved through the lips and sank into her sticky hole as she pushed her bottom back to facilitate entry. At first it was agonisingly slow, as if her cunt was resisting my cock's invasion, but, as her copious cunt cream coated my cockhead, it slipped in easier. I could hear the squelchy sounds accompanying my cock’s invasion as it forced some of her pussy juice to ooze out and trickle onto my balls.
My experience with women was limited but I had definitely never met a girl who took the lead the way my girlfriend’s mother did.
Roseanne’s breathing had become ragged and loud, as my cock pushed further and further into her mature cunt until finally it was fully buried in the tightest, hottest, wettest most energetic cunt it had ever experienced.
I was kissing the back of her neck as my hands reached under her to grip the large, dangling breasts. The nipples were fully engorged and I pinched them between my fingertips as I savoured the sensations of having my cock so wonderfully sheathed inside the damp grotto. Her inner pussy muscles rippled along the length of my cock as I held still enjoying the triumph of mounting such an elegant lady.  Suddenly, as if someone had tripped a switch, Roseanne began to rotate her hips as she moved her bottom back and forth while I held on to her breasts, for dear life. She thrashed about, pushing her pussy back hard along my cock as if straining to make my cock reach even deeper inside her cunt. When she slid away it was all the way so that the head of my cock felt as if it would slip out but, before that could happen, she'd move back taking all of my erection inside her as deep as it would go inside her churning chasm. I’d never experienced anything like it before. I could feel her pussy juices drooling all over my balls as once again I felt my sperm begin its journey toward freedom. She was bashing her buttocks against my pelvis so hard that it sounded as if I was slapping her flesh with my open hand. This was not lovemaking but brutal all out fucking and there was nothing I could do to stop my spunk from surging up my cock and jetting out against her cervix as her pussy thrashed around my cock even more wildly. I was vaguely aware that she was orgasming, at the same time as I was, and it made my climax even more exciting and powerful. She kept rotating her hips, squirming against me as if wanting to wring every nuance of excitement from her orgasm, until she collapsed onto her front which caused my cock to slip out of her pussy. I watched my sperm begin to dribble out of her still gaping open cunt and I can’t describe what it did for my ego.

After a short while she turned around and pulled me down with her so that we lay side by side on the lush carpet. We embraced and fondled each other's bodies for sometime but not speaking. I closed my eyes as one of her hand gripped my cock and began slowly manipulating it until it was fully stiff again. She moved away then I felt her warm breath on the head of my cock. I kept my eyes closed, fully concentrating on the sensations, then almost imperceptibly I felt a soft wet touch and realised that the tip of her tongue was gathering up a drop of my spunk, which had oozed out of my slit from the stroking. Then her mouth slid down my cock and I felt her teeth lightly brush against the shaft as my cock was bathed with the wetness of her tongue. I was surprised that she didn't seem to care that my cock was coated with a mixture of her cunt cream and my spunk.  I lay back and gave my girlfriend’s mother the opportunity to do what she wished with my revitalised cock. Her lips slipped up and down my erection and I could hear her breathing heavily through her nostril as the head of my cock butted against the back of her throat. I loved what she was doing and wondered whether there would be any sperm left because I had not had much time to recover, however her sucking was so delicious that I felt a stirring in my balls as she kept me at an unbelievable height of sexual excitement before she removed her mouth, from my cock. I was disappointed but her hand continued to grip my cock as I felt her clamber on top of me. I opened my eyes and saw that her cunt was poised above my face. It was so near that I could smell the heavy musk of sexual juices and could see that the lips were partly opened and a slow trickle of white sperm was still oozing out. A fat drop broke away and landed on the bridge of my nose and I shuddered in disgust.

She lowered her hips and, even if I'd wanted to, there was no way I could escape. Her entire genital area was very wet and the sticky moistness was smeared onto my face and compressed lips. Not thinking about what I was doing I flicked my tongue out and licked up the slit tasting the slightly salty taste of the blend of our sexual juices and there was something almost sea-like about the taste.  She stopped moving after manoeuvring her slippery cunt folds cover my mouth and face. Once I started licking she resumed licking the head of my cock while I licked her pussy no longer fazed that my mouth was constantly filled with cloying, sexual juices. My tongue located her clitoris and I sucked it into my mouth and imitated what her mouth was doing to my cock. 
We weren't in a hurry and continued pleasuring each other for sometime.  Then she pulled her mouth away and lifted herself off my face. I felt her pussy sliding down my body leaving a wet trail on my skin. She lifted up my cock up and I felt the head probe between her splayed sex lips as she rubbed it against her clit. She did this for sometime and I could hear the loudness of her moans increasing before she settled her cunt around it till it was lodged deep inside her tight sex channel. She began to rotate her pussy around it as she thrashed around more and more wildly. I had nothing to do except steady her body as she did all the work. I did lift my bottom, off the floor, so that my cock could reach even deeper inside her pussy and butt against her cervix. Her boobs jiggled like floating balloons caught in the wind as she lifted herself up only to come crashing down against my pelvis, again and again. I could see that she was manipulating her clit as she rode my cock like a rodeo rider. She kept this up for a little while then a strangled cry came from her open mouth and her body came crashing down on mine for the last time. I realised that she'd climaxed!
A little while later her body fell limply on mine and her breasts rolled against my chest, as she kissed my face tenderly, before she rolled off and lay down next to me. She continued kissing me and holding me tight and I realised that she was as starved of pure affection as sex.   
Eventually she pulled away from me and, grabbing my cock, pulled me so that I was on top of her spread-eagled body. Still holding onto my cock she pushed it against her clit and began to breathe very hard again as she teased her love bud. After quite sometime she moved the head of my cock along her slit till it was swirling around the bubbling moistness of her vagina. I tried to urge my cock inside her but she held me away as she stroked my cock all the way from her clit to her tight anus again and again. Without warning she aimed and I felt my cock, at last, sinking into the velvety and very wet sheath of her cunt. Once it was fully buried, to the hilt, her naked body pushed urgently upward as if she wanted also to swallow my balls inside her cunt. She wriggled which had the effect of squeezing my cock upward so that only the head remained buried in the wetness then the cunt sucked it slowly back inside again. For such a lady she was displaying the skills of an experienced whore but I wasn't complaining and I allowed her to set the pace enjoying the slow sensations of my cock being sucked in then pushed out again so that I could feel every ripple inside her vagina. She began to increase the pace and I matched her movements so that my cock flashed in and out of her cunt at great speed. Her mouth captured mine and my tongue slid in and out of her lips in rhythm with my cock sliding in and out of her cunt. It was as if we were perfectly in tune, moving as one body, as the pace increased until my cock was a blur as it plunged in and out of her sex. 
A high pitched scream, followed by a strangled moan, as her cunt muscles rippled around my cock, like some sea creature, alerted me to the fact that Roseanne was orgasming again. This was my chance to take over and I started pounding my cock into her cunt as if I was trying to drill my way right through her body. It didn’t take long before I jetted my spunk deep inside her spasming cunt as she held me fiercely against her sweaty body. When it was all over we rested, still joined together, then she gently pushed me off her body before leaning down and placing a gentle kiss on the end of my cock. She used her tongue to lick me clean then we stood up and dressed.
She told me that if I promised not to take Catherine’s virginity, till she was eighteen, I could make love to her whenever and however I wanted. It is not surprising that I promised and meant it. That woman knew every kink and deviation and she showed me how to enjoy the most lurid sex imaginable. However I forgot how stubborn and devious Catherine could be and it was only six weeks later that she tricked me into fucking her. Somehow Catherine managed to keep her mother from knowing so I continued to enjoy fucking both mother and daughter for a long time until the day Catherine, now seventeen, forgot to take her contraceptive pills and became pregnant. Almost at the same time Roseanne, who’d declared that she was in love with me and wanted a child by me, contrived to also become pregnant.
I won’t go into details about the weeks following those discoveries but eventually we came to an arrangement. I became engaged to Catherine and when her daughter was born her mother, who’d given birth to a son, looked after the children while she continued her studies. I visit frequently but no longer enjoy having sex with Roseanne mind you I have passed on what I learned from her and Catherine is now the best and most imaginative lover any man could wish for.
