
        
            
                
            
        

    
HIS
GIRLFRIEND’S CRAZY MOTHER





Kirstie Taylor



© 2013 Kirstie
Taylor



First
Edition



The author asserts the
moral right under the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988 to be
identified as the author of this work. All Rights reserved. No part
of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrievable
system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the
prior written consent of the author, nor be otherwise circulated in
any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is
published and without a similar condition being imposed on the
subsequent purchaser.



Cover Image ©
Fotosmurf/yaymicro.com





This story is not attributed to the cover model. The
cover is an illustration for viewing only and there is no
association with the cover model and the story.





None of the submissives in these stories are actually
being forced to do anything against their own will. They all have
their own safe

words, and signs should they be unable to speak, so they
can stop the action any time they want to. They all do what they do
because they enjoy it.





All
characters and terms including ‘boy’ ‘lad’ and ‘girl’ refer to
people age 18 and over.











It was a Saturday
night and Lincoln went round to his girlfriend’s house. When he got
there his girlfriend’s Mother told him her daughter had gone out
with a friend and wouldn’t be back for an hour or so. She said he
could come in and wait for her if he wanted to. So he did. She made
him a cup of coffee. They sat down on the sofa and had a chat. He
was glad his girlfriend was out as it gave him a chance to get to
know her Mother a bit more and for her to get to know him. He’d
only been going out with Lilly for three months and this was the
first time he had got the chance to really chat with her
Mother.

“I’m very much in love
with your daughter, Mrs Pendleberry.”

“You make sure you
look after her now.”

“I will, Mrs
Pendleberry. Don’t you worry.”

“Well I do worry, you
see.”

“I know. All parents
worry.”

“It’s not been easy,
you know. Bringing her up on my own.”

“I can
imagine.”

“He was a right
bastard, her Father was.”

“I’m sorry to hear
that.”

“Has she ever spoken
about him to you?”

“A couple of
times.”

“He was a very violent
person.”

“I’m
sorry.”

“I hated him. I don’t
hate men, just hated him.”

“I’m sorry to hear
that, Mrs Pendleberry.”

“Yes well, we’re
better off without him. He fell down a manhole.”

“Oh. Your daughter’s
not told me that, Mrs Pendleberry.”

“Broke his neck. Died
instantly, more the pity. The Council had left the manhole
uncovered. I’ve been told I can put in a claim but I can’t be
bothered. I did think about writing a thank you letter to the
Council though.”

Lincoln
sipped his coffee.

“It can get very
lonely you know, not having a man in your life,” Mrs Pendleberry
said.

“I’m sure you’ll find
somebody, Mrs Pendleberry.”

“It’s been almost
three years now.”

“Really?”

“Hmm. Three years
since I had a bit of cock.”

Lincoln
almost choked on his coffee and went bright
red.

“I’m sorry if I’ve
embarrassed you,” said Mrs Pendleberry. “Sometimes I just open my
mouth without thinking.”

Lincoln
laughed.

“That’s
ok.”

“With some women it’s
their legs, with me it’s my mouth.”

Was there something in her coffee or
what?

“I’m sorry,” she
apologised again. “I bet you think I’m a right potty
mouth.”

“It’s ok.”

“Don’t tell my
daughter what I just said.”

“I won’t, Mrs
Pendleberry.”

“She’d be mortified if
she heard that her Mother was craving for a bit of
cock.”

Lincoln
almost choked on his coffee
again.

Will you stop saying cock, Mrs
Pendleberry!

“Daughters don’t think
about things like that, do they?” said Mrs Pendleberry. “About
their Mother’s having a bit of cock fun?”

This really was
getting a bit uncomfortable now. Lincoln changed the
subject.

“So, are you going on
your holidays this year then?”

“But just because you
get older it doesn’t mean [...]
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