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Fifteen-year-old Thomas was leaning on his window ledge watching his new neighbour's removal men move their belongings into the house. What he was looking for was to see if there was to be someone of his own age, but all he saw were a middle-aged couple and an old woman. He heard the woman calling her Gran, so he presumed the old woman was her grandmother, but the old woman looked old and thin, but there was no sign of her being frail.

Thomas really was looking to see if there was a young woman moving in as he was getting sick of getting hand jobs from his elder sister. No matter how much he tried she wouldn't open her legs to him. Every time he tried he got the same rebuff.

“If you think you are going to shove that monster cock of yours in my pussy you are far mistaken.”

Thomas had been put on a drug as his pituitary gland wasn't functioning properly and the side effect had been to enlarge his penis and sexual awareness. He has since been taken off the drug, but the damage has been done so he has to live with an overlarge penis. Surely he though there is female out there just looking for such a male.

The woman who was moving in glanced up and saw Thomas. “I'm going to be your new neighbour, I'm Mrs Lucas. What is your name?” She asked.

“Thomas Read. Have you any children?

“No my two sons are grown up and live the other side of the country.”

“I was hoping you had someone my age,”

“Sorry Thomas there is only my husband, my great-grandmother and I. Gran likes young people; you should come over and have a chat with her. We both work and she is alone during the day, she will be glad to see you.”

“Thank you, tell her I'll call round once you have settled in.” Thomas replied. He liked the look of Mrs Lucas; she was a plump woman with large breasts.

“Hello darling, where have you been?” Asked Mrs Lucas to a man who had arrived driving a new Mercedes.

“I met a friend and we had a long chat,” he replied, but he said it with a lisp and his wrist was limp on a raised lower arm. When he walked towards Mrs Lucas he didn't walk he minced, just like you see clothes designers walk.

Thomas nearly burst out laughing at the way me was walking. When he got closer he saw that he was wearing a silk scarf around his neck with the knot at the left. His trousers were pink, from a distance Thomas thought they were white, but now he was closer he saw the right colour.

“Agnes!” Thomas shouted after stepping back away from the window.

“What do you want now?” A young woman's voice replied.

“Come quickly, you have to see this.”

Agnes his elder sister by a year entered his bedroom dressed only in her panties, her breasts bare. There was no point hiding them from Thomas, he had kissed them often enough and had seen her naked.

“What is it?” Agnes asked.

“Cop the poofter from next door.”

“What!” Agnes replied and grabbing one of Thomas's shirts lying on a chair she held it against her chest and joined him at the window.

Mr and Mrs Lucas were discussing something as the men moved backwards and forwards and as they spoke Mr Lucas's hands were hyperactive both with slack wrists now.

“God you are right Thomas, he looks a right fairy, but isn't he a bit old to be dressing up like that?”

“I'm going to find out what he does. Mrs Lucas said I could go over any time and talk with the old woman, surely she will tell me.”

“You can't go asking people if their relatives are poofter,” Agnes said as the both moved away from the window and sat on the edge of Thomas's bed.

“You'll better get something on, for mum will be getting back soon,” Thomas said looking at his sisters firm lovely sized breasts. Breasts he loved to fondle and kiss. They were big enough for Agnes to rub against his cock. Ages did this for him so he wouldn't try to put his cock into her pussy. Thomas was allowed to do anything he wanted, except fuck her. He liked seeing her without a top, but his mother was a tyrant and would think nothing of lifting her hand to either of them.

“I'll be gone before she gets back, I am sleeping at Betty's tonight,” Agnes replied.

Thomas knew it wasn't Betty she wanted to see but her brother Frank for Agnes had the hots for him. Thomas was sure his sister was fucking Frank for she always had a smile on her face when she returned. Usually that evening she was all over Thomas and even called him Frank at times.

“So I'm being left with mum tonight?”

“Enjoy, at least she will keep you out of trouble,” she replied with a giggle.

Sure enough she left about five minutes later with the usual banging of the front door. Thomas went to his window and watched her hurry away with her bag slung over her shoulder. Without looking back she raised her hand in a wave, for she knew that Thomas would be watching.

“You must be Thomas, Tracy said you would be around to see me,” an elderly woman's voice asked.

Thomas turned and saw the old woman looking up at him and smiling. Her face reminded Thomas of one of Agnes's dolls it was so small surrounded by her white hair. She was leaning on a cane to steady herself and even then looked a bit wobbly.

“Yes Mrs Lucas said you like to speak to young people and maybe I could keep you company some time.” Thomas replied. Not particularly fond of keeping the elderly company, but just out of respect for the old woman.

“Why not come round now, I'm getting in the way of the people in the house.”

“So you are living in the Granny flat?” Thomas answered. He knew about the granny flat next door, but it had stood vacant as long as he could remember.

“Yes it is nice and private and quiet, I'll be waiting,” she replied and shuffled off before Thomas could answer. Anyway he was better out of the house when his mother returned, for she would find something to do around the house. He quickly dressed, well pulled on a clean teeshirt and shorts and pulled a comb through his hair.

He knocked on the door of the Granny flat and the woman's voice cried out,” The door is open, come on in Thomas.” Which he did.

The granny flat was a self-contained unit with everything from the small kitchen to the two rooms, one being a bedroom, the other a lounge.

“Come sit down Thomas, sit by me. You can call me Sybil when we are alone, but call me Mrs Thompson when Tracy is around, she doesn’t like young people using forenames to older people.”

Thomas sat in one of the TV chairs alongside her as she asked and had been patting when she asked him.

“Now tell me all about yourself,” she continued.

Maybe it was the way she smiled and talked in her soft soothing voice, but Thomas started telling her all about himself, even the affects of the drug they had put him on. He never mentioned anything about how he and Agnes carried on though.

“So you are still a virgin, a bit out of the ordinary these days,” she said after he had told her his life history without interrupting once.

He had also told her about how his mother kept on saying 'He was the man of the house.', and what for, he still got a slap if he did anything wrong.

“Yes, but I told you why,” he replied and strangely not embarrassed as he couldn't even talk to his mother about how he felt.

“You have to learn to be more assertive Thomas. By your mother saying you are the man of the house she is looking for someone to take the load off her shoulders, someone she can lean on and comfort her.”

“No, I can't see that, you don't know my mum she is very aggressive and keeps my sister and I on the straight and narrow.”

“Thomas it is the man who is aggressive, the woman is passive by nature. Show her you are a man, I'm sure you are taller than her, for you are a well-built young man.”

“Well-built you say, but I'm a freak.”

“No your not, sure you say you are a lot bigger than normal, but I doubt there is a woman alive who wouldn't be able to satisfy you.” She replied

As was said earlier Thomas had told her everything and without any embarrassment. “That's not what my sister says. She says no woman could ever take me.”

“What does your sister know, she is young and inexperienced. Now do as I say and you will be surprised, I can vouch on that.”

“Thanks Sybil, but it feels strange calling an elderly woman like you by your forename.”

“Maybe at first, but you wait you won't feel that way in a short time if you keep coming to visit me.”

“I have to go now, my mother will be wondering where I am.”

“Tell her where you have been, be aggressive.”

Thomas rose then bent down to kiss her on the offered cheek, but as he was about to kiss her cheek she turned towards him and their lips met. For some reason Thomas didn't pull his head away and the kiss was a lingering one. When he did pull away Sybil had a smile on her face, as if she knew the turmoil that was going inside Thomas's head, by that encounter. He even had a twitching in his penis, but luckily it hadn't hardened, for he would have been really embarrassed if it had.

He left with a wave and walked back home, his head in a spin wondering why he had opened up to the old woman so much. He was even afraid by the feeling he had just by kissing her, something he never did, not even to his own mother. Surely the old woman didn’t want that kind of company.

“Where have you been, you know what time I get home,” barked his mother as he entered the house.

“I've been next door talking to the old woman who has just moved in with her grand-daughter. Why are you shouting at me anyway? You keep saying I'm the man of the house, but I get none of the privileges, so get on with what you were doing and call me when dinner is ready.” Thomas replied in a determined voice, and then went upstairs to his bedroom.

His mother said nothing, but watched her son climb the stairs to go to his room. Even though she didn't like to admit it, she was glad that Thomas had stood up to her. She did as he said and returned to the kitchen to prepare there evening meal.

She was still standing at the sink when Thomas returned downstairs and stood behind her with his hands around her waist, again something he had never done before.

“I thought you wanted me to call you when dinner is ready?” She said in a quiet voice.

“I thought I would come down and help you,” he replied talking to her with her hair pressed on his cheek an d his mouth close to her ear. He liked the smell of her perfume, something he hadn't even noticed before.

Thomas was a head and shoulders taller than his mother, so he was bent forward as he held her. For some reason she pressed her well-rounded bottom back and felt the large bulge pressing against her. The task she was doing stopped and the knife she held in her hand was stopped in midair.

“I like the smell of your perfume, wear it all the time from now on,” Thomas again said in her ear.

As he felt her press back his hands slid up and was now holding in his hands her firm breasts, far bigger than Agnes's are.

“What are you doing Thomas?” She asked as she dropped the knife and placed her hands over his, but making no attempt to take his hands away.

“Do you like what I'm doing?” He asked as he gently squeezed her breasts through the layers of material.

“This is wrongful Thomas, I'm your mother and we shouldn't be doing this,” but now she was pressing her bottom hard against him and the combined actions started the blood pumping into Thomas's large penis.

The feel of the lump hardening against her body brought a shiver throughout his mother's body and she felt the dampness soaking her panties as though she was having her periods. She hadn't felt this way for many years and this seemed more intense than at any time she could remember, but Thomas was her flesh and blood. The feel of his cock against her body was just too much to take.

She quickly turned round and Thomas eased his arms then when she was facing him he tightened his grip once more. Now she was pressing her breasts against his chest. She pressed her hips forward and felt him against her soft belly. The feel of him against her made her feel dizzy and a need to get that lump inside her, rather than pressing against her stomach. The turmoil of her son seemed to vanish, here was a man and he obviously wanted her so what is the wrong in that.

Thomas felt his mother press her body hard against him and even felt the urgency in her breathing. Even though he was inexperienced his natural instincts came to the fore and he knew exactly what he had to do. One hand he slid down to her thighs and gently lifted her up. His mother had her hands around his neck and her eyes were closed he noted, but she had a calm look on her face as he carried her up the stairs to her bedroom.

He gently laid her on the bed and she lay back and looked at him. Thomas undid the button and pulled down the zip of her tight skirt and pulled it down. She lifted her hips so it would slide down more easily. Folding the skirt he hung it up and then pulled down her half slip which had come down halfway when he removed the skirt. He didn't hurry, but his erection was now hurting, but he was determined to keep cool.

His mother was wearing a high hip pair of panties and they too were pulled down, but just dropped on the floor. His mother’s pubic hairs were the same colour as her mousy brown hair and had been trimmed short. Her legs were still together so he could see nothing of her mound, but as he watched he dropped his shorts and underpants and moved closer.

As he moved closer his mother raised her knees and spread them wide allowing him the full view of her womanhood.

Why am I allowing my son to undress me and now I'm letting him see my most secret part of my body. I just can't stop now, for I must feel a man inside me, no matter what relationship he has with me.

She raised her hands as though begging him to come to her and that was exactly what Thomas did. Instead of moving into her arms he placed one hand under her hips and the other under his penis as he guided the massive purple head towards her glistening vulva.
Gently guiding himself he pushed aside her plump lips, which guarded her vagina and the head slid easily in. Sybil had been right he thought as he started sliding into the inner being of his mother’s body.

His mother felt her lower body being filled by a penis larger than the one of his father, which was the only other man whom she had been with. Now she felt her whole insides were being pushed aside as Thomas's penis slid into her. To help him she pushed her hips forward and soon their bodies touched, but when they did she raised her legs higher so more of him could be taken. It was the most wonderful feeling she was experiencing as he had stopped and was looking down at her.

As he entered her, his virginity days were over and he loved the feeling of being encased by her warm grasping pussy. Sliding up was even better as more of his cock was encased, then he felt his mother thrust her body into his and he how was hard against her. He felt her legs lift so he moved his arms on the outside her legs and held them tight to his chest and a slight push and now their pubic hairs touched.

The act had been entirely intuitional and Thomas started moving his hips back and forth as he had seen on the porno movies. They were nothing compared with what he was feeling now and they both got into the rhythm and the squelching noise and slap as their bodies came apart and then slapped together again. It was his mother who started moving faster they she let out a cry he was sure would be heard in the street and at the same time tried to reach him with her hands.

Thomas was a bit worried, for he thought he had hurt her, but then he saw that his mother had been experiencing the same feeling when he masturbated and just before he ejaculated. Still he pumped into her and then without warning he felt his sperm rising up his penis. Quickly he withdrew and half a second later he spurted his load all over her bare stomach.

“Thomas, you shouldn't have withdrawn, I'm on the pill, for that was the most pleasant experience as long as I can remember.”

“I love you mum and I hope you don't feel bad about me for what we did.”

“Oh Thomas I don't feel bad about you quite the opposite and call me Jean since what we did gives you the privilege to do so.”

“No you're mum and will always be so.”

As they talked Jean dropped her legs and pulled Thomas down beside her. She leant over and kissed him on the lips with a hand either side of his head. A flash of memory he remembered he got the same feeling of the kiss which Sybil had given him.

“Now you are truly the man of the house, and I hope you won't forget me now we have made love.” Jean asked smiling meekly at her son.

Not fucked, made love, Thomas was learning, maybe women thought of it differently, so making love was what he would call it from now on, well until he discovered differently.

After they lay there for twenty minutes Jean sat up. “I had better get up and prepare my masters dinner.” To which she laughed and patter Thomas's limp penis all sticky with her lubricant.

As she prepared their meal she was all warm inside and happy that a dream had come true, one most women dream of, being seduced by a man with a large penis. Granted she had been apprehensive when she saw for the first time Thomas's almost donkey sized penis advancing towards her, but once inside her body she loved the feeling, which still lingered. He was hers and she was sure that she will have many happy experiences in the future with her son, but she wished he would call her Jean. It didn't sound right calling her mum when his hard massive penis was lodged inside her pussy.

His mother’s attitude had changed and instead of the snarls and groans she was all smiles and fussed over him.

At bedtime Thomas made no attempt to go into his own room, but got into his mothers bed and waited on her getting in beside him. Now it was Thomas's turn to see his mother’s naked body and he wasn't disappointed by what he saw. They pressed their bodies together as only lovers do and started the feel of each other’s bodies, examining every part of each other. Thomas who had only felt his sisters body so wasn't unfamiliar with a female body nevertheless loved the feel of his mother's body even better.

Thomas's hand slid down between them and he slid his finger into her crack. Firstly moving up and foundd her clitoris just protruding from under its protective covering and with gentle rubbing became as hard as his penis was now. His finger dropped and as he skirted her warm entrance to her vagina Jean took a deep breath, but he moved just past it and rotated his finger. Jean squirmed and pushed herself hard into his hand, he had found a G spot which he read was where many women have one.

It was Jean who started the next move as she pushed him on to his back and straddled his hips. She had to raise herself up so she could insert his cock into her warm pussy and then slowly lowering herself down so she was sitting on his thighs. Thomas held her waist as she did this and loved the warm grasping feel of his mothers vagina massage his rampant rod of bone.

Jean once again felt the lovely filled feeling as her son's man meat slowly expanded her already stretched vagina. Here at last she was getting what she always dreamt about, right  here within her own family. She knew it was wrong, well in western society, but this practise of mother and son has been going on since the beginning of time and why not animals do.

Thomas lay back and except for an occasional thrust of his hips on her decent he let his mother bring him on. After she reached her climax, this time Thomas spurted his load into her tight-fitting love-nest. She then dropped forward on to his chest and they both fell asleep to be awakened by a banging on the front door. The bolts and chains had been put into place and Agnes couldn't get in. It was she who was banging on the door.

Thomas got out of his mothers bed and walked over to his own and left his mother to go and open the door to let his sister in. As usual she came bounding up the stairs and into her room, presumably to drop off her bag. Then Thomas's door was thrown open and she called out, “Come on lazy bones, come and have breakfast.” Then he heard her noisy descent and calling out her mothers name.

That was close Thomas thought to himself as he swung his legs out of the bed and moved into the bathroom where he showered to remove the perfume and earthy sex smell from his body. He then returned to his room and changed into his usual shorts and teeshirt, he then went downstairs.

His mother had a dressing-gown on and he knew she had nothing underneath as she sat and had her usual cup of coffee before going for her shower. Agnes sat at the opposite side of the table looking at her mother with her tussled hair, puzzled that she was smiling, not the usual sour face she had got used to. Thomas sat down beside his mother, again something he never done before and ate his cornflakes, but as he was he was playing footsie with his mother. They had become lovers in just over 12 hours and they tried to hide it from Agnes.

When their mother left and Agnes heard the water running she looked at Thomas. “What has come over mum, she is away in the clouds and have you noticed she is actually smiling and hasn't said a thing to me, except wish me a good morning.”

“Maybe she has found something she has always been longing for,” Thomas replied, he too with a smile on his face. He then continued eating his breakfast.

Jean came down all dressed for work in her skirt suit, kissed them both on the cheek, but kissed Thomas longer, “See you at the usual time, behave yourselves.” Then she was off to catch her usual train.

“There is definitely something going on, was she like this when she came home last night?” Asked Agnes, but the turning up of Thomas's mouth's sides made her wonder.

She sat back and looked at him all smug and somehow more manly and confident.

“I went to see the old woman Mrs. Thompson after you left, she lives in the granny flat. She is very nice and we had a long chat, in fact mum was getting worried about where I was,” Thomas said trying to take Agnes's mind off the subject she had been pestering him about.

“Did you find out about Mr Lucas, is he queer?” Agnes asked now more interested in Mr Lucas

“Hell, I forgot to ask. Mrs Lucas's name is Tracy, but she doesn't like people younger than her calling her that.”

“God another bossy bitch, we have enough of them at school, now we have one next door as well,” she said rising from the table.

“Here, take my dishes and wash them,” Thomas said to Agnes. The way he said it, it was like an order. Agnes was going to tell him to fuck off, but something in the way he said it made her do as he said. Funny, Thomas didn't have that commanding tone in his voice before, I wonder if I'm just imagining it she thought as she washed the breakfast dishes.

Thomas looked in to his mother's room as he walked to his and saw she had made the bed and tidied up, no panties lying on the floor where he had dropped them. He then moved into his room and glanced out of the window and saw both the Lucas's leave. It was a bit early to go and see Sybil, for he wanted to see her and not just to ask about Mr Lucas's sexuality. He would wait until the afternoon and go round then. So to pass the time he went for a walk in the park.

He had only sat down on one of the park benches, watching young men and women of his own age. The mating  game was so obvious when viewed from outside, each of the young lads trying to compete against another for no doubt just to hold hands. Of course most of them when they pair off will try to get what he enjoyed last night, but he doubted as easy. A grey-haired woman sat on the bench beside him.

“Why aren't you down there chasing the young women?” The woman asked no doubt because she saw him watching them.

“Not interested,” Thomas replied, glancing at the woman who was well-dressed and had a wedding ring on the ring finger plus a few more.

“That is strange, I thought all lads of your age were eager to meet the young women.”

He felt that comfortable with his new-found confidence he replied straight out, ”I would rather have a more mature woman, not so many hassles.”

The woman drew her head back and looked him up and down, then rose and walked away. Thomas wasn't worried that he may have offended her by his reply and stretched his legs out and continued watching the pantomime going on in the cafe area. He never saw the woman return, or felt her sit down where she had been sitting for his head was turned away from that side. It wasn't until she spoke that he realised she had returned.

“How mature a woman?” She asked. He glanced at her more seriously now and saw a woman who was submissive, by her voice and her posture. She was no way like his mother who still retained the composure of a dominant female. This woman almost cowered as he looked at her.

“I'm not particularly worried, as long as that is what she wants and doesn't mind being with a young lad like me,” Thomas replied, he was going to say who liked a big cock, but changed it to young lad. Maybe later he will mention that, but for now what he said was enough.

Why am I speaking to this young man, granted he is big and not slovenly dressed as some of the others I see. Most of the young people completely ignore me as if I wasn't there. At least this young man spoke right out and told me what he preferred, but I expect it is only for sex. Could I invite him to my small unit, what excuse can I give him to just get him there, I would feel more comfortable talking with him in familiar surroundings.

“Would I be in that category? She whispered.

Now was the time to see if she would be offended. There was no-one with hearing range so he turned and faced her. “Lady if you have a pussy that is functional, then you are within that category.”

Her face definitely became red, but she managed to stammer a reply, in such a soft voice that Thomas had to ask her to repeat it. To say it the second time she moved closer to him. “There is nothing wrong with me, all my systems are functioning as they should, except I can no longer have children.” She said this looking him straight in the eye.

Thomas knew it took much effort for her to say these words, but it also confirmed what Sybil had told him. He had been assertive and now he was offered pussy on a plate, but how could he find the time?

“Would you like to come and have a coffee with me. I usually have one about this time.”

“Sure if I'm coming with you I had better tell you my name it's Thomas Read.”

“Is that your real name or is it one you have made up just for me?”

Thomas took his student travel card out of his wallet and handed it to her. “See!”

“Thank you Thomas for doubting you, my name is Martha Simperton, so now we have introduced ourselves we are no longer strangers. Let's go then for the coffee will be ready by now.” She said rising off the bench.

“Do you invite many men to your unit Martha?”

“I wish; as I told you I am one of the great unseen, well by the younger generations. The ones who would come back with me, the ones my age have lost their libido, so they are no good.”

“So it's cock you are looking for, not company. Don't be offended but it is better to tell the truth and then we both know where we stand.”

“You young people say things openly what we would never have the courage to say them.”

“Well Martha is what I said true?”

“Yes, I have the longing to be with a man, if it is only for the last time.”

“You have a good many years ahead of you yet, but do you like a big cock?”

“By the way you asked that I know that you know the answer to that. Have you a big cock?”

“Just you wait and see,” Thomas answered, feeling more confident every minute. He was treating this woman as a sex slave, for he was sure that was what she wanted to be to a young man.

Her unit was neat and tidy and she had told the truth about the coffee for he smelt it immediately they entered her unit. She closed the door and dropped the latch and turned, she was standing in front of Thomas. He placed his hands-on her shoulders and bend down and gave her a light kiss on the lips. She bust out crying and buried her head on his chest. Thomas placed his hands around her and held her there. The sobbing had stopped but the tears still run down her cheeks. This time Thomas took her head in both hands and pressed his lips hard on to hers. This time she hugged him and returned his kiss with open lips.

Still standing there Thomas slid his hand down following the curves of her back down to her well-rounded bottom and squeezed she came forward her soft belly now pressing hard on to his now erect penis.

“Please don't tease me, do what you want with me, but don't tease, please,” she asked just moving her mouth from his and then returned them to his lips.

As he had done with his mother he picked her up and carried her to what he guessed was her bedroom, but it wasn't it was a single divan bed, not made up. Thomas couldn't care less what kind of a bed it was and this one was as good as any. Again like he did with his mother he laid her down and she too lay back, but Martha immediately lifted her dress up. She was wearing a pair of cotton panties. Sliding his hands up either side of her hips he searched for the top, which was somewhere, near her waist. Then he pulled them down and like his mother she lifted her bottom off the bed so he could slide them down her legs.

Martha’s pubic hairs were the same colour as her head – grey and the lips of her pussy were a lot thinner than his mothers and sisters, but that wasn't the part Thomas was interested in. He lifted her legs up and spread her knees wider than she had them. In doing so her pussy's lips opened showing him the bright pink of her inner vulva. The hollow where the opening to her vagina was visible.

Thomas just pushed his elastic topped shorts to the ground and took his heavy penis in his hand. The way Martha’s legs were she couldn't see him as he guided the tip to the hollow. But before he introduced his cock into her he used a finger to see if she was oiled. Her secretions must have been dammed up, for once his finger entered her juices just tricked out. That was proof enough for Thomas all he did was lean forward and half the length of his cock slid up her pussy.

“Oh, Thomas, that feels wonderful, you were right about being large, I just love it,” she told him as he peered at her while driving his cock even deeper into this old woman. He was liking this she was as good as his mother, but he supposed that all pussy was the same. He had to change his opinion by the way Martha acted while he pounded his meat into her getting the lovely feeling of being allowed to enter her body. This was the most any woman could give, he wanted to honour that privilege so he could return any time.

Since she admitted she was no longer fertile when he felt his spunk rising his penis he sunk it as deep as he could and just let it spurt inside her. Martha smiled up at him, “Thank you Thomas, you don't know how grateful I am. Will you be coming back to see me, or is this a quickie and fly?”

“Thank you Martha, it is I who should be grateful and I will definitely be back to see you, any particular time of day. I'm on holiday just now, but once back at school it is evenings or weekends.”

“We will see, if you come back I'll give you a key so you can come and go as you like. Now will you be so kind as to carry me to my bedroom, I want to lie down, for this has been a hectic half-hour and I'm not used to it.”

After pulling up his shorts he carried her into her bedroom, which was a lot bigger and mare feminine. He laid her on the bed, took off her shoes and using the soft blanket which was at the bottom of the bed covered her up.

“You are also a kind young man and I appreciate your kindness.”

Thomas bent down and kissed her, “Now go to sleep, I'll let myself out and I'll be back, I promise.” As he rose he kissed her forehead and moved softly to the door and let himself out, checking the door to check if it was locked.

He returned home, made a sandwich and a cup of coffee, which he was promised and never got. He glanced up at the clock and was amazed that it was only ten thirty. He had only left the house at nine and he had met and fucked an old woman in that time. With plate and cup in his hand he sat in the TV room and watched a movie on Showtime.

He was only in there about fifteen minutes when Agnes entered the house; he knew it was her, by the banging of the doors. She must have heard the TV for she came into the room and just flopped down on to the lounge. Her head was furthest away from him and when he looked he saw that she wasn't wearing any panties and her dress was real short.

“What is it with you, not wearing panties, flashing your pussy for all to see,” Thomas chided her.

“I can flash it to whom I want, you won't get anywhere near it you freak,” she replied.

“I just don't want to see you get hurt, by some sex maniac.”

“Thinking of your poor sister are you, trying to be man of the house as mum keeps saying.”

“Well I am, I can't see any other man here.”

“Call yourself a man, you are still a virgin, a little boy. You may be big, but that means nothing.”

“Am I, are you sure about that?” Thomas replied with a smile on his face.

“Who then, do I know her?” Agnes probed.

“I had a woman, not some slag of a teenager, who don't know how to act like a real woman.”

“You have been dreaming little boy.”

Thomas stood up and dropped his shorts, “Want proof, you know what pussy smells like come and smell me, I still have her smell on me.”

Agnes did come closer and she recognised right away the smell of another woman. “You have been holding out on me, letting me think, poor Thomas, with the big dick, can't get a woman and all the time you have been fucking someone. How did she manage to take that monster?”

“As easy as pie, I told you she is a real woman, not a has to be.” He answered pulling up his shorts and leaving for upstairs where he went for a shower and change of underwear.

He brought all his dirty clothes down and placed them in the automatic washing machine. Returned to his bedroom and lay on his bed, A few minutes later Agnes turned up in his room, but she wasn't the stormy young woman of yesterday.

“Sorry Tom, I have made a fool of myself saying those things about you, when all the time you are more of a man than I am a woman.”

“So you haven't been having it off with your friends brother?”

“I only said that to tease you,” she replied with her head held down to hide her embarrassment.

“Come over here, you are still my favourite sister, come and give me a hug.”

Agnes climbed on the bed and nestled in his arms and hugged him as she had done in the past. Thomas slid his hand into her shirt and grasped her breast, circling his thumb around the nipple.

“You still trying to get between my legs, don't you ever give up?” She asked smiling and making no attempt to take his hand away.

“I don't want you to give in, as I don't like any other guy laying a hand on you.”

“You really mean that, don't you?”

“Yes I do and that is why I don't want you going around naked under your skirt.”

“Oh Tom, I love you more than a sister, didn't you know that. What sister would allow a brother to fondle her as you do me. Why I stop you is that I don't want to get pregnant, but I'll do anything else you want. We have, so you should know how far I will go.”

Thomas pulled her close and without fondling any part of her he held her close, Agnes lifted her head and kissed him and smiled. “You have changed Tom in the last couple of days, I like you even better now.”

“Well get your knickers on woman,” he said and burst out laughing.

In those few minutes they had returned to their normal skylarking. Agnes rushed out of his room and appeared a few minutes later, lifted her dress so he could see she was wearing panties and opened the top to show she was also wearing a bra. “Satisfied now master?”

That was both of them who had said that to him and he liked it.

At one he went next door and knocked on Sybil's door. She opened it and was smiling, “I thought you would have come round earlier.”

“I had no idea when you rise, so I left it until now.”

Sybil looked at him and remarked, “You have changed, more mature since I last seen you.”

“My sister said the same thing only an hour ago. What I came round for was to ask you about Mr Lucas.”

“That faggot, his marriage to my great grand-daughter is for convenience only. It's men that Paul likes and you know the fashion industry it is full of the likes of him.”

“Well we were right then,” Thomas replied, but stopped and looked at Sybil for at least a whole minute and that is a long-time being stared at. It was making Sybil worried by the intense look Thomas was giving her. “I want to fuck you Sybil.” He said straight out to her.

“Thomas, you know how old I am? No-one wants to fuck me. Why do you?”

“I just do, it just came to me a short time ago, but almost from the first time I saw you.”

“I am honoured that you think so highly of my body, but what makes you think I will condescend to your request.” She replied and sat down so Thomas was standing over her.

“For you want me to, I bet even though you are old as you put it that your pussy is flowing with your juices.”

“You are right about that at least and you may be right about the other, but why me, surely you can get a younger woman. Tracy would love your attention, just approach her and she will drag you into her bed in a moment.”

“No you, I know you want to, you are just trying to put me off, but you won't.”

“Thomas, look at me, I could never bear your weight on top of me.”

“Well there are other ways that wouldn't put any weight on your body.”

“Now who is trying to persuade me. “she said with a smile as she started undoing the front buttons of her dress, then the buttons on the sleeves. “Close the door and make sure it is locked and pull the curtains,” she said to Thomas as the black dress fell to the floor. Her slip came off and made a circle of silk around her ankles. She stepped out of them as Thomas picked up the articles, putting them to his nose to smell her perfume, then folding them.

Sybil was thin, but not as thin as he expected, her skin was like parchment though and when she removed her bra her breasts just flopped down on to her stomach. The only article of clothing she wore was a pair of knickers, waist-high and wide legged.

“Has the sight turned you off yet, if not get your clothes off, there is only one way to fuck and that is naked, there is no other way,” as she said that the knickers were thrown at him. “They are yours, a trophy if you want.”

“I want no trophy, who do you think I am, I just want you with my cock buried in your body, that is trophy enough.”

She was looking at his enormous cock bouncing in front of him like an elephants trunk. “You did say you were big, but wow am I going to love this.” She turned and walked into her bedroom. When Thomas got there she was kneeling on the bed with her arse up in the air.

“Remember, don't flop on top of me.” She said with her head on the pillow and her voice muffled.

Thomas prepared to bury his monster into his third woman and was loving how easy it had all been. He just put the head next to Sybil's pussy when she pushed back and he was buried almost to the hilt. He hadn't noticed that she was kneeling and leaning forward. Just sitting back was enough to almost bury his cock in her very moist pussy, but Thomas suspected she had used a lubricant maybe before his arrival. Was he that predictable?

Grasping the ridges of her hips he gently pulled her on to him and she pushed back at the same time, now her bottom was squashed against his belly and it was there they stopped.

Sybil sat up and was now sitting and leaning back against him. Thomas put his arms around her and she moved his hands up so they held a breast in each. “Let's just sit here a while, for I am loving the feel of your wonderful pecker almost up to my throat. After today this may be the last time we will do this.”

“What do you mean?”

“Will you want to come back to this bundle of old bones, I think not.”

“Sybil, now cut this crap out, it will be you who calls the halt not me. I'll fuck you every day if that is what you want.”

“That is exactly what I want, if you do, I'll get Tracy for you.”

“I need no prizes or trophies, just your pussy.”

“Well is it to your approval oh master.”

“It will do just fine, for you are lovely and tight, but why did you use  a jelly?”

“I wasn't sure I would have managed without it.”

“Well will you now?”

“Now I'm stretched, you will have no worried from this end.” She fell forward on to her hands and Thomas started pumping slowly into her. Sybil thrust harder and harder, causing Thomas to really slam his body into hers, then they both let out a sigh and fell sideways on to her bed.

“Oh God that was heaven, you have planted the seed of life into me. Oh I wish I could give you a baby Thomas.”

“Your pussy is the most precious gift you can give me, I'm happy with that.”

“We will see,” she said as Thomas extracted himself from his warm comforter.

For six months he fucked his three women two or three times a week, much to the pleasure of Sybil. It took a month before she realised Thomas meant what he said and she was happier than she had been in years.

Martha had given him a key to her unit and she really appreciated his visits. Thomas spent a whole weekend with her when he was meant to be away on a camping trip and by the weekends end Martha had had every hole in her body filled with Thomas's cock. She could never get enough.

The change in his mother was a total reversal to her old attitude and now all three of them joked and laughed with never a harsh word said. Agnes too had quietened down, now she knew how Thomas thought of her, yet he never actually said he loved her.

Then two things happened that made his life even happier. Tracy who always looked stern had admitted to Sybil her desire for a man. Sybil told her about Thomas and how he was built and she couldn't get him into her bed quick enough. She was the most energetic among all of them and the most vocal as Thomas sunk his large cock deep into her body. She knew about Thomas and Sybil and even encouraged them. Something happened with Tracy that never should have happened, for she thought she was past child-bearing age. 


Soon after she and Thomas started meeting she started to show every month, but only slightly and then they stopped again. The reason they stopped was she was pregnant and she was going to have the thing she most wanted in life a child, no matter who the father was, it was going to be from her own womb. The day her pregnancy was confirmed her romp with Thomas stopped.

Agnes followed Thomas around the house and when they were alone she hugged him and responded to his every whim. Then one school holiday as they were lying on her bed she got on to her elbows and looked down at Thomas.

“Tom, I want you to fuck me, I want to be a woman, I feel I am missing life. I know you would never do anything to hurt me and I would prefer it was you who plucked the cherry.”

“Are you sure, there is no turning back,” Thomas replied. Deep down he was glad she had made her mind up herself, for it was becoming more difficult each time the lay in bed to stop from just forcing himself on her.

“I don't want it to hurt, I know  the first time it is, I can stand that, but no  other time.”

“I know what, I’ll get some KY jelly and rub it all over my dick and you straddle me and lower yourself down, then you can stop whenever you want.”

“Can I, then that is great, let's do it now.”

“I have to get the jelly first.”

“Let’s use Vaseline we have plenty of that.” She replied, “I'm frightened I'll change my mind if I wait any longer.”

So five minutes later both naked Agnes was positioning herself over Thomas's cock. He felt the heat of her as she got the head in to her tight vagina. Then she slipped and  sank down in one fluid motion and was now sitting on his thighs with a grin on her face.

“Sorry Tom that wasn't meant to happen. I feel like I need a shit I'm that full, but it's nice, I like it.” She answered once she got over the shock of no pain. Starting to move her body back and forth then up and down Thomas could see she was starting to reach an orgasm, but he too was on the very edge, brought on my the new tightness of her pussy. He held back until she obviously did orgasm and he lifted her off quickly and spurted his load on her stomach. At least he hadn't spent inside her and she has had his spunk on her belly a few times in the past.

Now that she had tasted the fruit she always wanted more, but she met a boy she liked and their encounters just faded away.

Long after Thomas left school and university he was still living with his mother, but now sharing her bed as a permanent arrangement. Tracy had a baby boy and she and her husband were over the moon with their new family addition. I still went over at least once a week and let her taste a bit of man meat and of course to see my son,

Martha who thought she would never survive for long was still just as eager to have Thomas visit her. He had a key and came and went as though he was her partner. Sybil died soon after young Tom was born, but she got to be a great-great-grandmother before she went.

The End

