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“I want to taste it, honey,” she said.  “Can I?”

Nathan couldn’t have nodded quicker.  “Please, Mrs. Michaels.  Do it.”

Philippa pushed her butt back against the door of the car and bent over towards Nathan.  She could smell his cum as she put her face close to the action.  She ran her fist down his shaft and pointed the tip of him towards her mouth.

“Let me have it,” she hummed.

Nathan’s mouth opened wide in a silent moan as Philippa put his cock between her lips and pinched her fist up his cock.

A bead of precum bled out from the slit on his crown, claimed quickly by Philippa’s hungry mouth as she whipped her tongue over it.

She rubbed the silky sweet liquid against the roof of her mouth and then drove more of Nathan inside her until he was teasing her tonsils.

“Mrs. Michaels!” strained Nathan nervously.

He pulled at Philippa to save her from the embarrassment of taking his cum, but Philippa wasn’t embarrassed by it at all.

She could tell from his sudden swelling and increased stiffness that his climax was imminent, and she didn’t want to miss it.

Eventually Nathan stopped fighting and figured Philippa was keen to take his climax in his mouth.  He moaned and felt the ecstatic pulses as his body experienced the unique euphoria for the first time.

“Oh, Mrs. Michaels, I’m coming!” whined Nathan, looking down, but Philippa didn’t need to be told that.

She could feel it bursting in her mouth as Nathan throbbed, delivering a bountiful load that Philippa had to swallow down so that it didn’t flood from her mouth and ruin the car seat.

Nathan looked at her golden blonde hair and tried to imagine his cock in the grip of Mrs. Michaels’ lips.  Out of sight he came, pulsing out his love into Philippa’s mouth until he was empty.  Nathan had never come before and not witnessed the resulting load.  When Philippa swallowed down the evidence and moved back of his cock, it was almost as though it hadn’t happened at all.

“I—I came, didn’t I?” asked Nathan, keen to check that he’d ticked off one of his tasks of adulthood.

“You certainly did,” said Philippa, licking her lips overtly.  “Feel better?”

“I do, but I still kind of feel nervous,” Nathan said, looking down.

Philippa examined his cock and was shocked to find it as stiff as she left it.

“Are you sure I came?” asked Nathan.”

“I’m positive,” Philippa asserted.  “But if you think you’ve got another one in there for me ...”

“I might,” said Nathan, and it was music to Philippa’s ears.

“I’ve never had a guy give me two before,” she told Nathan.

“Really?”

“Yeah.  You’d be special, honey.  You’d be unique.”

“Is—is that bad?”

“Bad?  Gosh, no.  The only bad thing you can do in sex is not consider your partner’s needs,” said Philippa, hinting.

“Do—do you want an orgasm?”

“Exactly like that,” said Philippa, snapping her fingers.  “And as a matter of fact, I do.”
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Tabitha Bellamy was in distress.  Her younger lodger Gabriel had been sick for weeks, and both Tabitha and the doctors were at a loss to diagnose him.

Gabriel was nineteen, and well on his way to adulthood when the mystery ailment struck.  From nowhere he felt weak and after two days he became bed stricken.

There were no real symptoms other than a general malaise that made Gabriel fatigued.  He was still eating and drinking, although Tabitha would have to feed him from his bedside, even going so far as to guide the spoon into Gabriel’s mouth.

Tabitha had taken in a lodger when her sons had left the nest.  She liked having the energy of youth around, and enjoyed caring for someone.  She just hadn’t anticipated this level of care.

For weeks, Gabriel didn’t get better.  Tabitha had taken to washing Gabriel now too, seeing parts of him that she thought she never would.

She’d wash his naked body and try to temper her heartbeat as the damp sponge soothed his private parts.  Though Gabriel found it pleasurable, he couldn’t even summon up the power to reach tumescence.  He just kept his eyes closed and rested, hoping that one day the fog that had overcome him might lift and he’d be back to his old self again.

As the weeks dragged by, Tabitha continued to care for Gabriel.  With no end in sight, and with the doctor’s abandoning a diagnosis, Tabitha sought some alternative medicine.

Online she found a webpage that documented patients with a similar condition.  She was led to a forum on alternative medicine in the comment section at the bottom, and the journals there were beyond belief.

Tabitha read through a case of a guy in China who was finally roused by an elixir of ancient origins that one weary woman had concocted in desperation.  It had worked better than expected on her patient, and with curious side-effects.

Tabitha decided the side-effects were worth it if she was going to get Gabriel back, so she set about sourcing the ingredients.

They were tough to come by.  The ginger and turmeric were easily sourced, and even the arrowroot powder could be purchased online, but ingredients like the nectar of the carnivorous nepenthes plant were much more difficult to come by.

Nevertheless, Tabitha persisted, and finally her resourcefulness paid off.  After three weeks she had assembled all the ingredients necessary to concoct the experimental elixir.

In the meantime, Gabriel stayed just as he was.  His muscles didn’t wither or atrophy, and his hair or nails didn’t appear to grow.  It was as though he was suspended in stasis, frozen while Tabitha provided the sustenance he needed just to exist.

“You have to drink all of this down if you want to get better,” she said assuredly, but she had no idea if the mystical potion would work.

She put the steaming cup to Gabriel’s lips and tilted it slowly.  His eyes were closed; opening them had become too much effort, but the second he smelt the broth it was obvious that things were different.

Tabitha’s eyes widened as Gabriel’s face twitched to life.  It had been the most she’d seen his facial muscles move in weeks.

Gabriel’s mouth opened wider to take in the liquid.  As it passed his lips he began to reboot.  His eyes opened and he looked at the euphoric face of Tabitha who nodded proudly.

“All of it, Gabriel, that’s it,” she urged.

The fiery ginger warmed his innards, and the mysterious ingredients breathed life back into the weary young man.

Gabriel’s hand lifted to hold the cup by himself, causing Tabitha to step back, awestruck.  A tear ran from her eyes as she looked at her patient sitting upright and pouring the last of the cup’s contents into his hungry mouth.

His beautiful throat swallowed down the life-breathing potion, and his eyes began to sparkle and dazzle.

“This is incredible,” Tabitha said.  “Don’t get up.  Just rest.  Keep resting.”

Gabriel lay back in the bed, breathing heavily.  The drink’s contents had caused his brow to sweat, and Tabitha was on hand quickly with her sponge.

“Look at you,” she said.  “You almost look yourself again.”

Gabriel smiled.  “How long have I been out?”

“Nearly two months,” Tabitha said, fighting back the tears.  “I thought I’d lost you.”

Gabriel’s eyes closed peacefully.  It was a delight for Tabitha to see a contentment in his expression, as opposed to the anguished frown that she’d grown accustomed to as Gabriel’s body fought off its mystery ailment.

“I should take this opportunity to wash you,” Tabitha said.  “It’s been hell lugging your body around.”

Gabriel laughed.  “I’m not that heavy, Mrs. Bellamy.”

“Yes, but you have to remember I’m not that strong.”

Gabriel’s laughter made Tabitha break down.  She put her head in her hands and let herself sob for a few seconds.  She thought he might never be happy again.

“Hey,” Gabriel said, putting a hand on her back.  “Hey, it’s okay.  I’m here.  You did it, Mrs. Bellamy.”

“I thought I’d lost you,” she repeated, her lip quivering.

“I’m not going anywhere.”

Tabitha left to fill up a bucket of soapy water and returned with a clean sponge.

“I’ve done this every two days,” she said, setting the pail of water at Gabriel’s bedside.

“So, you’ve seen ... everything?”

“Everything,” Tabitha said, with wide eyes.  “Nothing could shock me anymore, so there’s no need to be nervous, okay.”

Gabriel swallowed.  He was nervous.  He knew something that Mrs. Bellamy didn’t.

Tabitha began, moving the sponge at first around Gabriel’s handsome face and then down to his shoulders and pecs.

Gabriel studied Tabitha as she nursed him.  It was so attentive and pure.  Her brown hair was up in a loose bun, and her t-shirt hung off her far enough for Gabriel to see her bra inside.

Tabitha looked up and smiled, not knowing that Gabriel’s eyes were exploring her like she was brand new to him.

“Just relax,” she said, moving the sponge down to his flat stomach.  “Relax for Mrs. Bellamy.”

She whispered the words, tenderly sponging Gabriel and moving the sheet further down over his naked body.  Suddenly she stopped and gasped.

Gabriel looked away into the far corner of the room, staring as though he were entranced.  He was unable to look back at his carer as she froze before him.

“Th—that hasn’t happened before,” Tabitha said.

Gabriel’s cock had stiffened, and the tip of it was resting just below his bellybutton.  It was all bulbous and ripe, like fruit ready to burst with sweetness.

Tabitha took a calming breath and continued to down the sheet, marveling as Gabriel’s erect cock sat on full display.

He was one of the biggest she’d ever seen.  His true size hadn’t been apparent in the preceding weeks when Tabitha had bathed his flaccid cock, but now he seemed virulent and primed for release, and it was making the older woman want him.

“I suppose I should wash it all the same,” she said, looking to Gabriel who still couldn’t make eye-contact.

He stared off as Tabitha brought the sponge to his stiffness, caressing the underside gently.  When she touched it, it twitched, and Gabriel let out a whimper.

“It’s just me,” Tabitha said.  “That’s all.”

Tabitha moved the sponge up, squeezing it so that the water dripped onto Gabriel’s cock and turned it wet.  It looked even more impressive with the light bouncing off it as it glistened.

“I have to clean all of you, Gabriel, I hope you understand that.”

Gabriel’s hands made fists into the sheets as Tabitha moved the sponge slowly over the underside of his stiffness, tickling at the sensitive nerve-endings.

“I understand, Mrs. Bellamy,” he said.  “Please don’t stop.”

Tabitha was grinning with relish now as she moved the sponge over him.  She turned her hand so that her fingers touched his bare flesh, teasing herself just a little more.

She could feel her pussy begin to flood with wetness as she stared at the forbidden sight of Gabriel’s beautiful cock.  She noted how his balls seemed taut and full.  It would have been months since his last release.

“I can care for you, you know that, Gabriel.”

“Uh-huh,” Gabriel replied, swallowing.

“Look at me.”

His head turned slowly, setting his sights on Tabitha’s hazel eyes finally.  She smiled a naughty smile, and Gabriel found his heart racing as a result.

“I think I might be particularly dirty down there, Mrs. Bellamy.  It might need your attention.”

Tabitha turned faux-serious.  “Of course,” she said.  “We must make sure you’re clean, mustn’t we?”

Gabriel looked down and the two of them watched as the sponge moved delicately up and down, catching the thin skin and shifting it just enough to excite Gabriel.

Tabitha set down the sponge and her soft hands did the work now, moving slowly along the barrel and pinching it slightly.

Gabriel’s nostrils flared as he took deep breaths to temper his excitement, but Tabitha didn’t want to temper it.  She wanted to nurture it and make it grow.  She wanted Gabriel to explode and show her how much he wanted her.

“Look at it, Gabe,” said Tabitha, picking it up off his stomach and testing its weight.

She moved her thumb under it and then wrapped her four fingers around his girth.  Plenty of Gabriel’s cock remained unclaimed by Tabitha’s dainty hands.  She shuffled up his length with a gentle pinch and looked to his expression.

Gabriel was visibly aroused.  His cheeks were flushed, and his jaw seemed tense.  He took several deeper breaths and looked at Mrs. Bellamy’s smirking face.  He smiled with her for a moment, but then Tabitha shuffled her fist over him, and he moaned again.

“I bet you’ve got so much cum in here for me, haven’t you?”

Gabriel swallowed.

“I bet you’ve got more than one load for me, haven’t you?  How should I get it out of you?”

Tabitha thought for moment, idly jerking Gabriel’s cock as she did so.

“I could keep doing it with my hands, or I could try my mouth.”

Gabriel whimpered.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?  You’d like to be in my soft, wet mouth.”

He nodded and then let his head fall back into the pillow.  He pushed his hips skywards and Tabitha jerked him faster, looking with relish at his stiffness.  It was under her command now and she felt powerful because of it.  Gabriel was hanging on her every movement.

“Look at that powerful, big cock, Gabriel.  Oh, it’s beautiful.”

Tabitha tugged, wafting her loose t-shirt and shooting air up over her breasts.

“Or maybe I could put you between my soft tits,” Tabitha said.

“Y-yes!” strained Gabriel.

Tabitha pulled at his big hard dick, yanking it with purpose.  Gabriel was rigid.  It was as though Tabitha was tugging on a firm piece of wood the way she worked his rolling-pin cock.

“It sounds like you want my titties,” Tabitha said, and she let go of his cock and let it slap back against his naked stomach.

Gabriel lifted his head, watching as his mature carer took off her t-shirt to reveal a full, busting bra.  The cups were huge.  Tabitha reached behind herself and unclasped the garment.

It fell forwards off her shoulders and Gabriel propped himself up on an elbow to watch as it was pulled away from Tabitha’s big tits.

They were so round and full, hanging tenderly on her chest.  Tabitha swept them up and rubbed them together, looking at her boy.

“You’ve not seen these before have you?” she said.  “Let them caress you.”

She mounted the bed and moved over Gabriel’s cock, letting her tits hang.  She dragged her nipple slowly over him and felt it stiffen as Gabriel twitched again.

Gabriel sat his cock upright, squeezing at the base so that it enflamed his veins further.  He watched wide-eyed as Tabitha pushed her breasts around him and squeezed him in their embrace.

She rocked her tits steadily, touching her chin to her chest and spying the fiery pink tip as it burst out the top of her cleavage.

“Look at that,” she swooned.  “Oh, honey, look at that!”

Gabriel’s hips were working all by themselves, as though they were running on instinct.  His body knew that his cock was being stimulated, and it began to simulate the act of fucking by jolting his stiffness through the embrace of Tabitha’s big tits.

Tabitha saw a bead of precum arrive through the narrow eyelet.  It was a pearl of clear fluid, looking like a rounded, polished gemstone that sat on his tip like a prize to be claimed.

“Look what you’ve got for me,” Tabitha wowed, and she took her tits from around Gabriel’s cock and moved her face close.

“Oh, Gabe,” she said, staring with her face no more than an inch or two away.

To Gabriel the sight was jarring.  He’d known only the nurturing side of Mrs. Bellamy in his time living with her, but now he was tuning in to how sexual she could be.  He hadn’t had an orgasm in so long, and the image of the mature woman, yearning for his seed was enough to get him off.

“I have to taste it,” she said.

There was no protestation from Gabriel.

Tabitha leaned forwards and opened her mouth.  Gabriel had expected her tongue to swash the bead of precum up, but instead Mrs. Bellamy thrust his cock deep into her mouth and used her tongue around the barrel instead.

“M—Mrs. Bellamy!” he hissed quickly, leaning up off the bed.

Tabitha pushed him back and started to jerk him as she sucked his cock, not realizing just how close Gabriel was to release.

His precum tasted sweet on her tongue, but the ensuing lashing had a different taste and texture.  It bolted into her mouth with a groan from Gabriel, all salty and hot.

Tabitha was shocked at first.  The cum shot down her throat and forced its way out of her nose.  She rubbed it off her face and back onto Gabriel’s cock, pulling her gasping mouth off it and looking down.

Another burst of cum leapt from him, scattering across her face.  Tabitha flinched again as the warm cum bathed her.  Gabriel was showing no sign of stopping, so Tabitha put him back in her mouth and let his cum fill her up.

She had to swallow him down in several mouthfuls as his seed continued to fire into her.  The sensation of his throbbing cock in her mouth was making her pussy sodden.  She could feel the wetness bleeding into the crotch of her panties.

She started to rub at her sweatpants, jerking Gabriel slowly and calming her breaths as he came out the other side of his climax, unaware of the mess he’d made.

Gabriel was breathing hard as he looked down at Tabitha.  Her face was strewn in his cum.  It hung from her eyebrow and nose.

Tabitha looked past the dangling glob of semen to Gabriel’s astounded face.  She started to smirk and then closed her eyes, cleansing the cum from Gabriel’s cock until there was no more left on him.

She sat back and scooped his nut carefully from her nose and brow, placing it on her tongue and letting Gabriel watch her eat it.  It was so thick and white and to Tabitha it tasted amazing.

“Good boy,” she said to Gabriel, picking up his cock and kissing it.  “What a good cock.”

She jerked him slowly and kissed him, noting that his cock’s stiffness wasn’t going away.  She looked over at Gabriel with a raised eyebrow.

“Have you got more for me?”

“That doesn’t usually happen,” he said, but he felt confident that he wasn’t finished.  “But I think I do have more ...”

“Oh, Gabe, that would be wonderous,” Tabitha said, standing up at the side of the bed.

She licked more of Gabriel’s cum off her face as she downed her sweatpants nonchalantly.

“Mrs. Bellamy needs to be satisfied too now,” Tabitha said.  “I’ve spent so long caring for you that I haven’t been caring for myself.”

Gabriel watched from the bed, dumbstruck as Mrs. Bellamy got undressed before him.  He watched her big, motherly tits bounce on her chest as she took down her panties without ceremony and stepped out of them.

Tabitha’s pussy was sculpted in a thick line of fur that went down to her clit.  She’d waxed close around it so that Gabriel could see all the good stuff.

“Mrs. Bellamy wants you inside her,” Tabitha said.  “Look how wet I am.”

Tabitha sat on the bed too, pinning Gabriel’s legs down with her butt.  She opened her pussy and leaned back, staring down over her naked body at her lodger who looked longingly into her snatch.

“That’s what you’ve done,” Tabitha said, touching at the stickiness of her pussy.

Gabriel watched as her dainty, mature fingers moved her cum around herself, teasing it up over her slender petals and targeting the pink pearl that sat beneath the hood of her clit.

“Look what you’ve done to me, Gabriel,” she said.  “All because of that big, beautiful cock of yours.”

It flexed as though it knew it was being addressed.  Gabriel took it up in his fist and started to work it.

“Good boy,” hushed Tabitha, rubbing her pussy and watching him play.

Tabitha toyed with herself slowly, with every intent of just watching Gabriel play.  But instantly she was overcome with excitement.  She’d been tempering her own arousal for so long that it only took the smallest of touches to bring her to climax immediately.

She teased around the outside of her gasping O, then she thrust her fingers inside and felt the clamp of her muscles around them.

“Oh, Gabriel, I’m coming!” she cried, and Gabriel paused to stare.

He held his cock and watched as Mrs. Bellamy came in front of him, writhing and undulating like a woman possessed.  He’d never seen her so unreserved and primal before.  It was like witnessing a rare sight of nature.  Gabriel felt blessed.

“That’s it, Mrs. Bellamy,” he hushed, goading her on.

Tabitha’s eyes were wild as she stared at Gabriel and his cock.  She fluttered her fingers over her clit and worked out her climax so fiercely that bursts of juice began to spatter Gabriel.

As it hit him, he started to jerk his cock again, watching the gush of fluids that exploded from his excited carer.

She leaned forward, leaking everywhere.  Tabitha moved like she was possessed.  With purpose she squatted over Gabriel and took his cock from him, then she buried him into her contacting core and strained a groan.

Gabriel watched Mrs. Bellamy’s pussy swallow him up.  He looked to the spot his cock should have been and saw her pussy gripping the hilt of him tightly instead.  He was buried deep, bathing in the creamy warmth of Tabitha like she was hugging him.

“You feel so good, Gabe,” she said, bouncing slowly.

She put her hands on Gabriel’s chest and bounced, moving her pussy up along his shaft.  She looked under herself and between her deep cleavage to see the lower inches of his cock.  A ring of her cum sat around the hilt of him.

“I want that next load, Gabe,” said Tabitha, grinning close to his face.  “Can you give it me?”

Gabe nodded.  “Yes.”

She fell forwards, putting her knees either side of Gabe and grinding her hips so that her pussy rocked over his stiffness.  But Gabriel wanted control.

He put his hands around Mrs. Bellamy’s back and brought her close to him, preventing her from moving.  Tabitha swooned, at first as a joke.

“Fuck me,” she insisted.  “Take charge.”

Gabriel started to thrust up into her and Tabitha soon realized that this was no joking matter.  Her younger lodger was fucking her powerfully, smacking her clit as he burst upwards and sending his inches firing through her aching pussy.

“Gabe!” she cried, instantly close to the edge of ecstasy again.

“Come for me, Mrs. Bellamy,” Gabriel said again, fucking up into her until her pussy began to burst again.  Her juices streamed down over him, soaking the sheets.

Gabriel had a hunger that wasn’t easily sated.  He fucked through Mrs. Bellamy’s climax, feeling the tight grip of her pussy muscles as they contracted around him again.

“Oh, Gabe,” whimpered Tabitha, quivering into the nook of Gabriel’s shoulder.

Gabriel pulled at Tabitha’s ass cheeks, spreading her wide and thrusting through her.  His fingers danced closed to her forbidden asshole, touching the sensitive outsides.

“Come for me,” demanded Tabitha.  “I want your load, honey.  Please!”

Gabriel turned over, moving with Mrs. Bellamy in a tight hug and keeping his cock inside her.  They settled in a dried part of the bed and Gabriel continued to fuck, rediscovering himself.  He was like a man reborn.

He held Mrs. Bellamy’s hips and jack-hammered into her, making her tits bounce up and almost hit her chin.

Tabitha held them and looked up into Gabriel’s eyes, falling in love with the demon that she’d released inside him.  It was as though she’d unlocked another side of him, and she wanted to keep the key to it forever.

“I’m gonna come!” Gabriel cried, and Tabitha became impossibly excited.

“Come inside me!” she demanded.

Gabriel went right to the edge.  His eyes closed and his head dropped.  His thrusts faltered and he buried himself all the way deep.

“Come!” cried Tabitha.  “Come in my pussy!”

“Mrs. Bellamy!” moaned Gabriel, then his cock pulsed just as it had before.

Gabriel picked up his pace as his cock ejaculated.  He used his own cum as a lube, firing his nut into Tabitha and then dragging it out with the bulbous crown of his cock.

Tabitha hadn’t known anything like it.  Cum filled her pussy and ran out, dribbling over her asshole as the young stud let off a second load.

The elixir was doing more than its job.  It had filled Gabriel with an immeasurable amount of virulence that he was working hard to exorcise.

He’d already given Tabitha’s pussy a bounteous cumshot, but Tabitha was about to discover he wasn’t finished yet.

Gabriel pulled his soaked cock free, gripping the glistening length and tugging it over Tabitha’s naked body.

She breathed heavy and looked at his cock.  It was no longer coming but Gabriel was jerking it like there might be another eruption.

To Tabitha’s glee a flash of hot cum burst from Gabriel again and he looked down, guiding it over her stomach and then crawling up to fire it over her tits.

It was as though he was trying to color as much of her body as he could in his spunk, and Tabitha was here for it.

She rubbed his love over her, swooning and giggling as his cock continued to dribble, and he continued to ascend her body.

The cum leaked free at times and then spurted in others.  Both of Tabitha’s tits were covered in Gabriel’s seed, but more was still firing free.

He targeted Tabitha’s moaning, eager mouth and she opened wide to let it rest on her tongue.  She swallowed and when her mouth closed Gabriel targeted her face.

The cum made a latticework over her, crisscrossing like it was icing on a bun.  Gabriel’s third cumshot came to an end eventually, and both he and Mrs. Bellamy were spent.

Tabitha blinked through the cum and stared up at the powerful sight of Gabriel, his abs flexing and his big chest rising and falling dramatically like a conquering hero.

He took several large breaths and then dropped his cock into Tabitha’s open mouth.  She let him flood into her, desperate to claim all of him.

Gabriel poked at the top of her throat and Tabitha didn’t even flinch.  She tried to force him into her neck, shaking her head left and right to try and send him deeper as though it was a sign of her gratitude.

Eventually Gabriel pulled out and it seemed as though he was finally sated.  His thick cock began to relax and drop, no longer as hard as granite.  Tabitha was covered.

She looked down at her body at the sticky goo that covered her.  Gabrial was like a one-man-bukkake show and Tabitha was coated in his glaze.

“Sorry,” Gabriel said, staring.

“Don’t you apologize,” Tabitha said.  “I loved every second of that.”

She rubbed the cum out from her eyes and shook off her hands, letting the seed fall on her stomach.

“I’ve never came that much in all my life,” Gabriel said.  “Honestly, it’s like I’m possessed.”

“I fucking loved it, Gabe.  Really.  Every woman wants to please her man, and you were very pleased.”

Gabriel laughed and then fell off to the side, hitting the mattress heavily.  He could feel Tabitha’s squirt in the sheets against his back, but it seemed a small discomfort when compared to how Tabitha looked.

She got up slowly, feeling the hot cum running all over her into nooks and crevices.

“Time for a shower, I think,” she said, keeping her arms away from her body.

Gabriel watched as Tabitha left the room, her firm butt bouncing.

She scooped the cum off her face with a tissue and tossed it into the toilet before looking at her reflection in the mirror.  She shook her head.

“You’ve done it now, Tabitha,” she said, but despite her caution, she already knew she’d be doing it again.

No sooner was her shower finished than Tabitha was sourcing another round of ingredients to make more potions for Gabriel.  She’d be bathing in his cum again in no time ...

THE END
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Sharon Hampton was camping with her ex-boyfriend’s son Blake, who had decided that it’d be good to show Sharon that life outside wasn’t all that bad.  The two had become close during Sharon’s relationship and saw no reason to go their separate ways after it ended.  At nineteen Blake was old enough to make his own choices, and one of those choices was to keep in touch with Sharon, despite his father’s protestations.

Blake had been taken camping plenty of times by his father, but he and Sharon had split up a few months back.  Hoping to maintain their friendship, Blake figured he could show Sharon a thing or two about the outdoor lifestyle she’d been excluded from.

Sharon was happy to go.  It’d get one over on her ex for one thing, and Blake was a good kid.  It seemed fruitless to punish him too.  Sharon knew it wouldn’t be long before Blake was working a fulltime job and dating women and he’d have less time for her then.

Blake had picked a spot to camp, not far from a freshwater source and with enough dry wood around to collect for a fire later.  He set up his burner stove and poured some fresh water into a pan.

“Do you wanna make a coffee while I go collect some firewood?” Blake asked.

Sharon rubbed her arms and looked around her.  “Are we safe out here?”

“Of course we’re safe,” Blake said.  “You’ve got the bear spray, haven’t you?”

“Bears?!” Sharon said, wide-eyed.

Blake started to laugh.

“Bears, Blake?!”

“I’m teasing!  We’re not in bear country, don’t worry.  Cougars on the other hand ...”

He looked wryly at Sharon and did a wolf-whistle.  It was completely lost on Sharon who searched the brush for predators.

“Relax,” Blake said, walking off into the woods.  “There’s no cougars out here either.  It’s just you and me.”

“Hurry back,” Sharon said, looking at the pan of water and biting her lip.

Blake was gone for some time.  The water boiled and Sharon made two cups of coffee, holding hers in two hands and sipping it nervously.

It was still bright out with the sun breaking through the trees, but Sharon felt a chill in the air.  Her shoulders rattled and then a twig snapped off in the distance.

“Blake?” she called.

She stared off in the direction of the noise and heard nothing.

“Blake?” she called again.

Still nothing.  Sharon got up from her camping stool and backed away from the sound, heading off in the direction that she’d seen Blake leave.

She walked briskly, calling out for Blake and keeping one eye behind her.  Before long she was lost.  With no compass and zero survival skills, Sharon couldn’t hope to find her way back to camp, or the road where they’d left the car.

She called for Blake louder, and eventually stumbled upon a stream that she decided to follow as it meandered back the way she’d walked.  She remembered the water being close to camp, and she’s also walked a long way uphill.

Sharon traveled quickly with no aim.  She figured if this was the wrong way, it was better to find out sooner rather than later.

She heard another noise off to her left and slowed her pace.  She could hear a soft whimper coming from the trees, as though an animal had been snared in a trap.
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