
  
    
      
    
  







RAVEN BLACK







Published by Raven Black

Copyright © 2021 Raven Black

All rights reserved.

Amazon Edition, License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. This book is a work of fiction and meant for entertainment purposes only. All names, places, characters, and story lines are fictitious. Any similarities they have to real life are not on purpose. This book contains adult content depicting sexual and adult scenes.

 Readers must be 18 years of age or older.










AUNT JENNY BOOKS







Exposing Aunt Jenny

Aunt Jenny’s Guidance

Blessing From Aunt Jenny










AUNT JENNY'S




GUIDANCE

Raven Black










CHAPTER ONE




THEY SAT IN the pews quietly as Jenny’s soft, round butt cheeks grew sore from the hard angled wood of the bench. It was infuriating how close she was to god but she could not keep her mind silent. It might be her mind that wanders but it was her body that ached. Every adjustment in her seat spread her ass cheeks just a bit, every slide of her thighs parted her pussy lips, even her loose shirt as it brushed against her breasts sent Jenny’s imagination into a spiral. This time spent was meant for her to pray. She was supposed to be talking to god. Instead, lost in the silence Jenny didn’t hear God. She heard her nephew’s grunts as he pushed inside her. She heard the slosh of her tight juicy pussy as her nephew’s cock pressed pumped inside her.

Sat beside Jenny was Jane. A young woman who was 22 years old. She was skinny with a petite body, and exposed from the corner just beneath her white veil was her blond hair carefully tucked behind her ear. Jane was what Jenny would become. A novitiate. A nun in training. She was so young. Nearly half aunt Jenny’s age, it astounded her that Jane was so near swearing off sex, love, and life in general. Jenny found herself questioning how she was prepared to do that, then while sitting there, on that hard pew with her pussy lips glistening, Jenny questioned her joining the ranks of the nunnery.

They sat in pairs on the pews. Two dozen nurses sat in the auditorium of Saint Michael’s Church. There were four others Jenny counted with white veils sat in the pews in front of them while the more seasoned nuns who had years on Jenny sat behind them. Their heads were bowed in focused prayer with old rosaries clutched in their hands. 

The loose black garments Jenny wore hid the curves of her body and it was so baggy that it even hid her movements, she found. Her hands were able to slink inside the arms of her borrowed uniform and beneath it, slide down her front between her legs. 

Slowly so as not to draw any attention, Jenny fingered at her long gray skirt that draped to her ankles. Her skirt inched higher and higher beneath the nun uniform. The moment Jenny’s fingertips felt the fabric of her white panties, a kiss of heat touched her cheeks. Jenny glanced to her side and saw Sister Jane’s eyes closed in prayer while Jenny inched her finger up and down the cloth of her panties. She felt the rub on her pussy lips. The sticking of juices clinging to either of her lips as they parted. When her finger circled around her clit, Jenny’s heart began to thump in her chest. 

She felt the presence of all the nuns around her. Young and old women who were praying and devoted to god but Jenny couldn’t help but touch herself. Feeling the dampness in her crotch spread on her underwear as her finger rubbed faster, Jenny’s lips parted as she exhaled carefully not to make a sound. Looking at the benches before her at a church she had gone to a thousand times over the years, she for the first time fantasized about Collin holding her ankles wide as he had sex with her right in this pew. 

What is wrong with you Jenny? Calm yourself! You’re supposed to be praying.

But Jenny’s hand didn’t stop molesting her pussy and the images of Collin’s youthful muscular body and his hard cock didn’t abate from her mind. 

Instead, she bit her lip to keep from crying out as she felt her nipples brush against the fabric as they hardened. Grinding on her clit, the orgasm hit her fast and hard. Holding her breath she dug her teeth into her lip until she was sure the moment could pass without her crying out. Her underwear grew moist and her shoulders relaxed for the first time all day. Taking a deep breath, Jenny slowly removed her hand from her crotch as she adjusted in her seat at the same time Sister Jane did as well.










CHAPTER TWO




COLLIN WAITED ALL day and the entire next day just laying on his couch then switching to just laying on his bed. All weekend he was left waiting for Aunt Jenny to return to the house from her exploration of the nunnery at the church.

“It must be nice to have the house back to yourself,” Collin’s mother said to him in passing while he got a gatorade from the fridge. “It’s okay, you can say it. I know its a pain to have Aunt Jenny staying here, but its-”

“No, it's not,” Collin interrupted. At first he was worried his mother was on the verge of saying she was going to kick Aunt Jenny out, but after blurting out his protest so insistently, now he was more concerned of seeming over eager.

I can’t make her suspicious…

“Oh?” His mother said. “I would have thought you’d be sick of sharing the TV and upstairs with her by now.”

“Umm well, kinda, I guess,” he downplayed his enthusiasm. “But I still have my gaming TV in my room and… I always liked Aunt Jenny, she’s nice.”

A genuine smile broke over his mother’s face. “Really? Oh, that’s so sweet, honey. I’m so glad. You should tell her that, she’d like to hear it.”

“Do you know when she’s coming back?”

His mother huffed, blowing a strand of hair out of her face. “Well if she joins the nunnery then never, she’ll live there, but I hope that won’t happen. I think this is just an orientation weekend thing she’s doing now to learn about nunnery life. She should be back later tonight, I think.”

“Oh, okay,” Collin said as he snuck away with his drink.

It was about eight o’clock at night when Aunt Jenny returned. Collin stayed in his room but near the door so he could hear outside his room. She drank coffee down stairs in the dining room with his mother and talked about the experience while his father watched the evening news in the living room. Collin didn’t want to be in the same room with all three of them, afraid Jenny would tell them what had happened and he would somehow get in trouble for what happened between them.

He heard his parents go to bed around 9pm, their usual time, and Jenny stayed up watching TV until 11pm. More than once Collin thought to go down stairs but stopped himself. It was extremely easy for someone upstairs to spy on people in the living room and didn’t want his parents to overhear their conversation. When she finally came up the stairs and went into her room, Collin took a deep breath and tiptoed out of his room for her.

“We can’t- leave,” Aunt Jenny whispered harshly.

“I’m not doing anything, I’m just here to talk about... why are you joining the nunnery?” Collin asked, sitting on the opposite side of the bed from where Jenny stood. Her eyes flicked to and from the closed bedroom door. As if any moment it would explode open. 

“We’ll talk about it another time,” she said, “your parents could hear us or walk in at any minute.”

Collin smirked, “it’s 11pm. They’ve both been in bed and asleep for over two hours... here.” Collin put his hands up defensively and walked to the door. Relief came over Jenny’s face until she saw Collin leave the door closed and only switch on the door knob lock on the door. “That better?”

“What? No. You can’t be in my room this late. It’s not- it doesn’t look good. I’m sorry about last night. It shouldn’t have happened. I-I was weak and… I’m going to be a nun of the church so I can’t… we can’t…”

Aunt Jenny shook her head flustered as she sat on the bed and covered her face with her palms as if she was trying to think. She wore a baggy cornflower blue shirt that was unflattering and hid all of her natural and sexy curves while it hung so low it nearly touched her knees. Collin was on the verge of leaving the room, his confidence nowhere near the point to override his aunt’s protesting words to shove her down on the bed. But then he noticed she had sat down on the edge of the bed right beside him. So close in fact that her shoulder pressed against his and her thigh, her bare thick thigh pressed against his. It was then he smelled a peculiar odor in the air. It wasn’t a bad odor by any means, but a unique one. One he hadn’t smelled but once before. At first he couldn’t place it until he realized the smell was making his mind go wild with fantasies of his aunt’s naked body and the things he wanted to do to her.

It’s her. The odor is her juices. It's what I smelled when I felt how wet she was before…

Collin turned to face his aunt and her body turned into his. The mature woman’s posture shifted into him like a possible doll that was under his control. When her lips turned to Collin, he saw her eyes bounce between his mouth and his eyes. He hesitated a moment before leaning forward the final few inches and kissed his aunt’s lips sliding his tongue inside her mouth and feeling her lips part to take him immediately. Cupping her cheek, they kissed for a long moment and he felt the desperateness in her lips. She tasted amazing and cooed as though his lips were enough to make her orgasm.

His hand brushed down to her chest and the push was enough for her to fall back on the bed. Like she was a sex doll following her commanded position, but in a weird way it felt as though Collin was the one being directed. Aunt Jenny put her heel on the edge of the bed and slid her butt backwards deeper onto the bed. Collin’s hand cupped her thigh as he crawled to her and he smelled the familiar odor that drove him wild.

Collin parted her tense trembling thighs revealing the mature pussy his fingers were inside of just days ago. It was hairy but not very, just a small patch above her sex. The smell he was hit with was unique and arousing. It enticed him to want to taste his aunt’s sex. 

Jenny laid back, resigned to the moment as she held one hand over her eyes as if she didn’t see what happened, then she couldn’t be blamed. Her large fat breasts lifted by her bra nearly surrounded her chin as they pulled her muted blue shirt up away from her sex. Collin remembered seeing her breasts under the shadow of night and longed to see them in the light but he had his priorities.

Gently, he traced his index finger over his aunt’s pussy lips feeling how slick they already were. The warm, clammy inner thighs beckoned him to touch and rub up and down as he parted her legs. Pushing his finger inside her warm pussy, he immediately felt how wet she was as his finger slid in without resistance. The small innocent penetration was greeted with the cooing sound of Jenny’s gasps.

“Ohhh…” she purred.

Collin acted on instinct as he was in uncharted territory for himself. Kissing up her tender thigh, Aunt Jenny’s thighs parted wider the higher kissed and her moans grew higher in pitch the closer he came to her sex. 

“Oh god, oh please, oh no…” she cried as Collin’s lips pushed a long passionate kiss on her clitoris. His tongue pushed out and slid down the length of her juicy pussy before hooking inside her. “Ohhh Ohh Ohhhh…”

Extending his tongue he tasted the electric taste of his Aunt’s pussy lips as her lips surrounded his taste buds. Taking long, deep laps, Collin dragged the flat of his tongue from bottom to top of her pussy lips again and again.with each pass of his tongue, Jenny’s hips jittered and bounced and wiggle beneath him. Collin’s hands slid around her hips, palming her waist as his tongue rose to her clit. 

“Ahh gah- don’t oh god…” she clenched.

Sensing her tenseness and how close she was, Collin pushed forward. His tongue took long laps on the hood of her clit over and over. Her hips raised and protruded from the bed, meeting his tongue in the air. Jenny’s arm swiped a pillow beside her, clawing it over her mouth to muffle her moans. The more his tongue agitated her the more he enjoyed doing it. 

“Oh, Collin… oh, baby…” Aunt Jenny moaned.

His tongue snaked beneath her clit as his lips surrounded it and gently sucked on the nub as his tongue flicked it over and over. From the top of his eyes he could see his Aunt’s breasts, bound in her bra, shake and bounce up and down as her body writhed. His hand to press down on her inner thighs to keep them from clamping shut on his cheeks her juices leaked freely from her pussy and all sounds stopped coming from Jenny. 

“Ahhh ahhh oh god…” Her body went rigid as she held the pillow to her own face before finally releasing a long muffled scream into it.

It took several minutes for her to come to her senses. After her powerful orgasm, Aunt Jenny pressed Collin’s kisses away as she recovered. Pulling away the pillow, she rolled in the bed and mumbled to herself. Her eyes looked as though she tried to figure out where she was at. Stumbling to her feet, she pulled her blonde hair back and seemed to orient herself in her bedroom. 

Walking over to the door, she unlocked it, opened it, and pointed in silence at the dark hallway without looking at Collin. Collin sat on the edge of the bed for a long moment before he saw her insistence and left the room. Hearing his aunt’s door click behind him Collin shook his head as he walked back to his room.

What is going on with Aunt Jenny?










CHAPTER THREE




THE REST OF the week went by much like the weekend. With either an absentee Aunt Jenny who spent most of her time at the church, or with her downstairs with his parents and Collin avoiding them all. At night when Aunt Jenny would go to bed, she would lock her door the moment she closed it. Collin could hear the click on the door handle. Twice even he still went to her door and lightly knocked on it hoping she would let him in, but there was nothing. 

Instead, Collin was resigned to using his own hand. It was the most frustrating thing he had experienced. Being so close to such a sexy woman who would fuck him but doesn’t. Who teases him but that’s it. Collin was masturbating three times a day minimum to keep himself sane.

He began to resent being used as he was. By the end of the week he had convinced himself he was done talking to Aunt Jenny. he wasn’t going to be toyed with any more. Now he was just going to ignore her.










CHAPTER FOUR




JENNY WENT TO the church on friday as she usually did at night for the nightly mass and sat in the back benches with the dozens of nuns. Perhaps it was a coincidence but every time she came for the past week, the free seat was always beside Sister Jane. They had spoken on a few occasions and Jenny had learned she was a nice girl. She grew up an orphan and was taken in by the church. While she did spend three years at a christian college, ultimately she returned to the church with the desire of becoming a nun. Another two weeks, about the time it would take for Jenny to begin the process of becoming a nun and Sister Jane would be finishing her year-long process. She would become a child of god forever. The notion was strange and impressive considering how young the girl was. 

“I saved you a seat,” Sister Jane whispered with a smile as she scooted over. 

“Thanks,” Jenny smiled back. 

Sitting in the pew as mass started, Jenny felt as she always did. Cleansed and pure. The first minutes of church were always her favorite. She felt connected to those around her as much as to god. She thought of all the nasty things her husband used to say and do to her. She thought of him leaving her and took stock of all her possessions. She was a middle aged woman who had nothing. Nothing but friends and the church. This will be her home. This could be her family. 

Sister Jane placed her hand on Jenny’s thigh to point out the process the nuns completed to assist the priest. With the preparation of the holy sacrament. Jenny nodded and smiled, pretending to pay attention when in fact her mind was focused on Sister Jane’s hand that still rested on the middle of her thigh. Her fingertips pressed down on Jenny’s skirt, rubbing her inner thigh. After a moment her hand retreated to her own lap, but Jenny’s mind had stayed between her legs. 

It was the same for every service. Half way through the service, it was like Jenny’s body sensed the restriction from this lust she felt. Her body knew the words being spoken were meant to keep her from sex, keep her from orgasm, keep her from… Collin… Her mind went back to his body against hers. She thought of his tongue being inside her. She imagined him cumming inside her… licking her lips she looked over and noticed Sister Jane staring at her intently. She was studying her expression. It was as if Sister Jane could see right through her.

Adjusting herself, Jenny shook her head and apologized. Standing, she saw the other nuns look her way as she left the church. Her cheeks flushed, she ran to her car.










CHAPTER FIVE




FRIDAY NIGHT WAS pizza night. When Collin came home ‘early’ from his friends at 10pm, he was surprised that his mom and aunt were still awake in the dining room. The kitchen counters were full of three pizza boxes with a few slices missing from each and two dark bottles empty beside another. He heard his mother and aunt before he saw them. They sat in the dining room laughing as they pawed at another trying to stay in their seat.

“Oh, honey, hi, I didn’t see you come in,” his mother said.

“There-there's pizza on the count-counter and wine- no, not wine, you can’t have wine,” his mother laughed with aunt Jenny. “There's soda in the fridge.”

Collin shook his head, almost laughing at how ridiculous his mother was. She never got this drunk. 

“Thanks, I ate with my friends,” Collin said. “Where’s dad?”

“Oh, asleep,” Aunt Jenny said. “He’s no fun.”

Collin decided it was best just to go up stairs as the two women started their absurd laughter again. 

He played video games for another hour in his dark room before laying down in bed. Swiping through memes on his phone he heard his mother go to bed and then a short minute later his aunt’s door closed. Letting out a long sigh, he looked at his phone and considered going to his favorite porn site to complete his nightly ritual. Just when he was about to type the link in, he saw his door open in his dark room. 

“Oooo… it’s dark in here,” Aunt Jenny said as she stepped inside. Collin sat up from his bed but Aunt Jenny waved him back down. “Lay down, lay down… it’s okay…”

Collin could tell by her movements that she was even drunker than she was before as she closed the door behind her. 

“Don’t even mind-mind me,” Aunt Jenny giggled as she stumbled over to his bed. “Wow this place is a mess…”

Falling in her last step, Aunt Jenny caught herself with one hand on Collin’s pillow and the other hand on his shoulder. Looking up at his aunt, Collin saw the gold crucifix dangling from her neck and then noticed her purple blouse had the top buttons undone as she hung over him. Her breath smelled sweet like wine but her skin smelled like a lavender lotion.

“What are you looking at, huh?” Aunt Jenny asked with a raised eyebrow.

Collin’s eyes raised from her breasts to her face as he felt his aunt’s hands grope at the belt buckle of his jeans. After several tries she undid them and slid his boxers and jeans down in one slide revealing his half massed cock with already a spot of precum on the tip.

“Hmmm, ah ah ahh,” Aunt Jenny smiled deviously up at Collin from above his crotch. “Such a-a naughty boy. I can just see all the naughty thought you were having just looking at me…”

As she spoke his cock flexed and stood up, pointing at her mouth. It took him by surprise when Aunt Jenny did a playful slap to his hard cock that made him freeze. 

“You can’t- you can’t even control your- oh, I’m sorry, honey, that wasn’t very aunty like it was. Here,” Aunt Jenny pressed her red, wet lips down and kissed the tip of his cock. When she pulled her lips away, Collin saw a string of pre-cum reach from the tip of his shaft to her lips. Sitting on the edge of the bed beside his legs, she noticed the string of cum and quickly caught it with her fingers and licked her fingers dry. “mmm… is that better. Huh? Was that what made my nephew’s dirty cock hard in the first place? Imagining his slut of an aunt bending over and kissing it and making it better?”

She unbuttoned her shirt more than halfway revealing she had already removed her bra and her large heavy breasts dangled beneath her purple shirt as she hung over Collin’s lap.

“Or were you thinking of your aunt’s breasts, hm?” Aunt Jenny said as she shifted her weight from side to side and let her breasts sway and clap together.

Collin wasn’t sure what to say. This intoxicated Aunt Jenny was different from the quiet and meek woman he knew. Laying half naked before this woman had him feeling small and less confident. He felt less in control than he might have earlier in the week.

“It’s okay, you want to touch them? Go ahead, touch them…” Aunt Jenny offered as she leaned forward with her breasts.

Collin reached his hand out to slip inside the opening of her shirt and just before he could, Aunt Jenny slapped his hand and he jumped back.

“Ah ah ahh…” Aunt Jenny glared deviously at him. “That’s a bad nephew… oh, I’m sorry, did I hurt your hand?”Aunt Jenny crawled on top of him straddling his hips as she grabbed his hand. Collin was at a loss for what to do. He was scared to do anything wrong at this point which could be anything.

“Here, baby, here. Give me that hand. Let me apologize…” Aunt Jenny said taking his hand and extending his two lead fingers, he slipped them into her mouth and slowly sucked on them inches above his mouth. Slowly sliding his lips up and down on them over and over again she squeezed her lips around his fingers as if it was his cock. “Mmmmmm… that’s good baby… oh, is my nephew getting hard? Oh, what’s this I feel poking me, huh? Poking your aunt’s princess… let’s see…” 

Aunt Jenny reached between her thighs and gripped his hard shaft and made slow massaging strokes on his member. “Oh, god, baby you’re so hard. You’re so hard from your aunt, don’t you know that’s wrong… huh?” Jenny pushed his throbbing cock down so it pressed against his stomach and lowered her bare pussy lips down onto his shaft. Biting her lip with a focus and intensity in her eyes, Aunt Jenny squinted as she grinded her pussy on his cock over and over again. “Oh, god… you like that, nephew? You feel how wet I- oh, oh my god- you like how wet you make me, huh? How much of a sinner you make me be?”

Her fingers gripped his wrists and pinned them down above his head. Her thick thighs squeezed on his sides as her soaked lips dragged on his shaft. 

“Oh- oh- oh, baby…” she gasped. “This is what you do to me. You make me a bad girl. You make your Aunt Jenny a-a bad girl-oh god-”

The long grinding drags of her pussy on Collin’s shaft became wild and deep. Collin felt her juices spread over him and began bucking his hips to opposite her. There was a sudden shift in their hips when he felt the swollen bulb of his throbbing cock rise from her slit as she did and in one thrust of her hips meeting his, Collin’s cock shoved inside her dripping vagina. 

Aunt Jenny gasped. Her eyes went wide just as her lips did. The look of shock and ecstasy frozen into her face as she stared longingly down into her nephew’s eyes. Collin bit his lip as he pressed up with his hips and felt the warm grip of his aunt’s pussy massaging his cock.

“Oh, god, baby…. Is-is this what you wanted? Is this what you wanted to do?” Aunt Jenny gasped trying to focus. “You wanted to make a slut out of your Aunt Jen-ohgod!”

Collin flexed his legs and started to pound his 18 year old cock into his aunt’s mature pussy. He felt her drenched lips swallow him whole with every thrust as her thick, fat ass began falling on his hips in perfect timing. The sound of her fat ass clapping down on his flexed hips filled the room. 

Aunt Jenny covered her mouth with one hand as she braced herself on the bed’s headboard with the other. Her eyes quivered as the muffled screams escaped through the corners of her hand. Collin’s hands went to her ass then gripped the meaty side of his aunt’s hips as he pushed inside her.

“Oh, god!” Aunt Jenny cried out from behind her hand. “Yes, yes, baby! Make your- oh Jesus… make your fucking aunt cum baby!”

Forcing his cock deeper inside her, he watched her heavy breasts bounce so wildly that they freed from her shirt. Her heavy tits smacking another before bouncing into her own chin as she rode her own nephew hard.

In an instant, Aunt Jenny’s body seized and tightened as her body froze in place.

“God-I’m ah! I’m gunna… you’re gunna make me…. Ahhh! Oh god I’m cumming!” Aunt Jenny cried as she folded into her nephew’s chest, burying her face into his muscular pecs.

Squeezing her ass cheeks hard in both hands, Collin gritted his teeth as he continued to fuck up into her. Her ass bouncing with every thrust. Her body went rigid as the only sound for a moment was the wet sound of his cock penetrating pussy. Finally, after a long second Aunt Jenny released a protracted groan into Collin’s chest and her body went limp. 

“Oh god… oh god… ohhhhh…” Aunt Jenny continued to moan into his chest as Collin continued pumping his hard cock into her hole. He felt his breathing quicken and the edge of no return near. His throbbing cock begged for release. 

“Oh nephew… oh nephew…” Aunt Jenny moaned mindlessly as she raised her head from his chest. “Yes, fuck me… fuck me… oh, god… oh god… make your aunt a slut… make your ah ah yes, make your fucking aunt a slut…”

Collin gritted his teeth as he let out a grunt as he thrusted up into his aunt’s pussy as hard as he could feeling himself push over the edge. Her thick breasts squished against his chest as he stuffed his cock inside her.

“Yes, yes, cum inside me baby,” Aunt Jenny cried. “Cum inside ah ahah oh god, I’m- I’m gunna cum again- again ahh oh, shit!”

Aunt Jenny’s arms wrapped around her nephew’s body just as his wrapped around her’s. Holding each other tight Collin groaned as his throbbing cock flexed deep inside her and released streams of warm cum as her pussy pulse around his shaft. Milking him dry as she continued to slide up and down on him. 

Collin felt his cock slowly fall out of his aunt as she laid on top of him. He laid there for several minutes as he felt his aunt’s wet mouth kiss his neck and cheek. Moments passed and they slipped off to sleep with her straddling him.










CHAPTER SIX




SATURDAY MORNING FELT like a painful blur to Jenny. She separated from her nephew who was still deep asleep. Sneaking back to her room she had to quickly change before rushing outside to the church. Her hands fumbled for everything as she stumbled her way to the church for another weekend stay and introduction as a nun. She had difficulty putting on the nun gown that she borrowed and zipping it up. It had been years, decades even, since she had last had a hangover. Her head throbbed and her hands trembled as she made it through morning mass. 

After that she completed chores with the other nuns and sat through an educational seminar on the life and expectations of a nun. After lunch she was feeling much better. The hangover had passed and her body felt back to normal. This caused other issues, though. 

In late afternoon, prior to even mass, the nuns and priest go in the basement and pray there for three hours straight; it is an act that is meant to focus their minds. Jenny sat there after fifteen minutes and knew that she was going to have a problem. She had to sit on her hands to keep herself from touching herself. The last time was an embarrassment she refused to ever be part of again. After a few more minutes of attempted prayer, Jenny went up stairs to the empty main hall of the church to calm herself. She sat in the back of the pews, with her head in her hands, and stared down at herself. strands of her dirty blond hair fell around her face as she looked at her black and white nun uniform she borrowed and thought, Jenny, what are you doing…

“Are you okay?” A voice asked.

Jenny startled straight and saw Sister Jane calming her with her hands.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you,” Sister Jane said.

“Oh, no,” Jenny smiled, catching her breath as she held a hand to her chest. “I, um, didn’t hear you come in is all.”

Jenny stood as Sister Jane approached between the benches.

“It’s okay, you know, to be scared… to have doubts… everyone has doubts… I still have doubts.”

“You do?” Jenny asked.

Sister Jane nodded looking down for a moment. When she looked back up the eyes that stared at Jenny seemed different. More focused. Seductive even. Jenny felt a reaction in her body even before Sister Jane stepped forward and groped at Jenny’s chest.

Feeling Sister Jane’s hands rubbing down her chest. Through the clothes Jenny felt sister Jane's hands cup her breasts and press them together. Jenny was frozen where she stood. The number of things her mind had fantasized about in the past weeks and this was never one of them. She never considered herself a lesbian nor did she think of herself as a bisexual. But here she was being fondled by a soon to be nun.

Standing in the back portion of the church Jenny didn’t know what to say as she felt her nipples harden and Sister Jane’s fingers strum her nipples with her thumbs as if they were strings on a guitar. Her mouth hung open and reacted to every rub she gave Jenny. As if her touch gave her more pleasure than it did Jenny. This was difficult to believe as Jenny could feel her panties quickly dampen between her thighs.

Sister Jane’s hands palpated down Jenny’s sides and held her hips in place as Sister Jane moved forward, her eyes fluttering up to Jenny’s just before she pressed a lingering kiss on Jenny’s lips. The deep kiss was a foreign thing. Jenny stiffened as she was held in place by Sister Jane’s hands and felt her small, gentle tongue push between her lips and enter Jenny’s mouth. Turning her head, the kiss continued and grew into more as Sister Jane’s hand cupped Jenny’s cheek and hooked around the back of her neck.

“Hmm mm,” the small moan escaped Jenny’s mouth between breaths.

Jenny couldn’t back up any farther as the back of her legs were leaning over the bench. When Sister Jane’s hand gently closed around Jenny’s throat, Jenny gave in, falling backwards into a seated position on the hard bench. Sister Jane followed her, sitting beside her as she cupped Jenny’s hair and kissed her harder. Jenny could feel Sister Jane’s eagerness and her horniness in how she cooed and pulled Jenny to her. Jenny became worried about not doing the right thing to please Sister Jane.

I just want to give her what she wants… how do I make her happy?

But while she thought that, she realized Sister Jane’s hand had slid up her ankle and her fingertips were not only pressing inside the used nun robe she wore, but also her long skirt. Jenny could feel Sister Jane’s fingers rubbing along the warm, soft, untouched flesh of her thick inner thigh. A jolt of adrenaline pounded in Jenny’s chest as her heart quickened and her hips became squirmish. Suddenly, Jenny felt self conscious of this 22 year old woman touching and seeing her thick thighs that were marked with age and small white lines of stretch marks. 

“Nn-no, oh don… please sto– ahh… oh god…” Jenny gasped as her back pressed against the back of the bench, bending her backwards.

Sister Jane’s finger slipped underneath her panties and scooped inside her pussy lips. Immediately being covered in the thick slippery juices oozed from her pussy. Jenny’s whole body writhed as her eyes rolled back in her head.

“Shhhh it's okay… it's okay…” Sister Jane whispered as she kissed Jenny's throat. Ripping off the cover she had on her head, Jenny looked down through blurry eyes and saw Sister Jane’s gorgeous long black hair flowing down her back. In her eyes were a focus and ferocity that Jenny hadn’t seen before. “It’s okay… just relax, just relax…” Sister Jane repeated in a whisper reassuringly. Her long finger piecing Jenny’s pussy lips as Jenny could see Sister Jane reposition herself and work her entire arm inside Jenny’s skirt.

“Oh…oh…oh…g-g-godd…” was all Jenny could cry through watery eyes as she felt the pressure building with every penetration inside her.

Sister Jane’s hand combed through Jenny’s hair as  she pressed her lips to Jenny’s neck, cheek, and ear. The wet kisses turned to the smallest whispers of encouragement.

“Come on, Ms. Jenny. I want you to come for me. I need you to come for me, Ms. Jenny. Ohhh… that’s it… oh god, I feel how wet you are. I feel you dripping down my arm. I feel your pussy clamping down on my fingers. Are you close? I want you to come hard for me…” her words were interspersed with wet kisses on her earlobe along with licks and nibbles on it.

Jenny’s shoes that slipped on had fallen off when her toes began to curl and her legs began to spread wider and wider. Jenny didn’t realize but her thick thighs were very nearly doing the splits on the pew she sat on. Her robe and skirt pulled up so high on her waist it looked as though she wasn’t wearing pants at all beneath her nun robe. 

Jenny couldn’t speak. She couldn’t move beyond what her body did without her control. Her pained eyes were full of concern and panic as she felt the build up growing inside her. It was as if she was about to pee in public while still full clothed and there was nothing she could do about it. 

“Nnnno nnnnah! Oh god! Oh my god! Oh please… please!” Jenny bit the back of her hand as her hips raised and fell with every thrust of Sister Jane’s fingers inside her. Her head lolled and her eyes pushed to the back of her head as she panted. The world closed in on her as soon all she could hear was her deep panting breaths and the wet thumping sound of Sister Jane’s fingers slamming inside Jenny’s pussy.

“I-I-I’m Oh god-oh god oh god oh god oh!” Jenny cried.

Her eyes fluttered shut as Jenny’s legs, still spread wide, raised. The powerful flood of juices gushed from Jenny’s pussy as Sister Jane grinded her palm on Jenny’s pussy lips. The splash of juices soaked her panties and robe, dripping onto the floor and Sister Jane’s rubbing sent more drips onto Jenny’s face.

Jenny didn’t care. The moment struck her so hard and true, she thought her heart had stopped in that instance. Gasping for air Jenny let out what would have been a scream for all to hear if Sister Jane hadn’t cupped her other hand over Jenny’s mouth.

“Oh god I’m cumming!” Jenny cried as her thighs trembled and her body seized in ecstasy. 

Sister Jane stood and looked over her shoulder and in all directions as her hand continued to massage Jenny’s pussy lips. Slowly, Jenny started to come as Sister Jane. The euphoric high followed by the tingling numbness that permeated her body subsided and Jenny started to feel Sister Jane’s fondling again.

It was at this time that Jenny started to come to grips with the fact that they were in the main sitting area of the church and anyone off the street or any of the other nuns who were in prayer in the basement could come in at any moment. 

Hands gripped at Jenny’s chest and she realized Sister Jane was unzipping her robe and let it fall to the side. Jenny tried to protest but her words were overpowered by the younger woman who was in control.

“Shhhh shhh… it’s okay… it’s okay,” Sister Jane reassured as Jenny kept her hands to her chest.

Jenny closed her eyes and tried to think.

This is a house of god, this can’t be happening. I came here to become a nun, I can’t be doing this. What if we’re caught? What if someone finds out? This isn’t you Jenny, you’re not a lesbian… are you?

By the time Jenny opened her eyes, Sister Jane had manipulated Jenny’s hands to the side and had completely unbuttoned her white blouse revealing her bountiful breasts hugged by her white bra. 

“Wait, no!” Jenny tried to sit up but Sister Jane pressed between Jenny’s legs and pushed Jenny back down, her arms sliding around Jenny’s back as if to hug her. “What if someone comes in? This is wrong this is-this isn’t right.”

“It’s okay, Ms. Jenny, I’ve got you. I’ll take care of you,” Sister Jane said as Jenny felt a sudden comfort release from her chest as her bra was undone.

Pulling the fabric to the side, Sister Jane’s eyes lit up as she saw the round, full breasts of Jenny. Her pink hard nipples pointed at Sister Jane as she licked her lips. Jenny’s protests became lost in the moment as she began to fantasize then ache at the anticipation of Sister Jane’s lips sucking on her nipples. She didn’t realize it, but Jenny’s hands had slid to her chest and were fondling herself. Groping her breasts and pinching her nipples.

Sister Jane lowered to her knees and quickly took Jenny’s nipple in her lips. The wet saliva coated her already tender nipple and Jenny felt the warmth of Sister Jane’s mouth as the young woman began to suck and groan on Jenny’s nipple as if  she was attempting to get milk from her.

“Ahhh ahhhh oh godd ohh godd… just like that,” Jenny moaned the words without thought. She didn’t know what she said. Her body had taken on a mind of its own. She felt her drenched panties stick to her sex as Sister Jane’s hand inched back down to her crotch. “Ohh god… oh my…. Ahh ahh!” 

Sister Jane’s teeth bit down on Jenny’s left nipple making her spike in pain but a flood of juices gathered between her pussy lips. Sister Jane’s hands slowly worked Jenny’s panties off and down her thighs with Jenny’s help. When Sister Jane’s lips left her nipple, Jenny was angered at first. It felt so good, so right. It was a comforting feeling to have a mouth nuzzled on her breast like that. She could go all day with that feeling. But then she realized that they needed to stop. How risky this was. It was time to end it.

Opening her eyes, Jenny saw Sister Jane on her hands and knees like a dog between Jenny’s thighs. Her lips inches from Jenny’s pussy lips.

“No, no, no,” Jenny tried to protest. “This is wrong. It’s so wrong. Its against. God wouldn’t want us to. We can’t- ahhhmmm…”

Sister Jane’s hand swatted Jenny’s hands to the side as her lips moved forward and kissed Jenny’s pussy. She did so with such passion and tenderness, it was as though Sister Jane was kissing Jenny’s mouth. 

“Ahhhmmm oh my… oh, lord… oh my god…” Jenny panted. Her hands cupping her breasts.

Sister Jane’s hands pressed on Jenny’s thighs, widening them before pulling Jenny’s butt farther from the bench and closer to her mouth. Her warm tongue slid in and out of her pussy and took long laps at her slit.

“Ahhhh ahhmmm we should… we shouldn’t… Ahh oh shit,” Jenny tensed and her thick thighs clapped together.

Sister Jane pressed her legs open as Sister Jane’s tongue lapped at Jenny’s clit. The jolts of pleasure that went through Jenny were intense. She felt them in her sex at first, but soon they traveled her entire body. Her heart quickened with every long lick she felt on her clitoris. 

“Ohhh fff… oh god…” Jenny cried. “Please… please ahmmm!”

She saw Sister Jane’s mouth work vigorously on her pussy. her black hair was pulled back over her shoulder as Sister Jane’s lips and tongue moved side to side on her clit.

“Ohhhh fucck….” Jenny moaned as she clapped a hand over her mouth. Her breasts jiggled and bounced together as her body trembled. It wasn’t until she felt Sister Jane’s hands slide up and clamp down on Jenny’s nipples did Jenny think she would scream. Squeezing both her palms over her mouth, Jenny cried out a muffled moan as Sister Jane shook her breasts from side to side by her pinched nipples. 

Jenny’s breaths became deeper and her body became more erratic. The pressure she felt from Sister Jane’s wet tongue was strong as her lick spread her lips and circled on her clit. Jenny’s eyes fluttered backwards as her muscles tightened and flexed and her heart hammered her chest. 

“Oh god oh god, I’m gunna cum again!” Jenny cried into her palms as the middle aged woman stopped breathing and the only sound made was the wet slurping sound from Sister Jane’s lips sucking on this older woman’s drenched clit.

Jenny’s thick thighs jiggled and bounced almost as much as her breasts did as a squirt of juices soaked Sister Jane’s mouth and chest. Her nun uniform clinging to her own curvy breasts as she refused to relent and pressed her mouth harder on Jenny’s squirming pussy.

“Oh god yes!” Jenny half yelled into her palm as her hands fell away from her mouth as the second orgasm washed over Jenny’s body and pleasure filled every inch of her body.

Sister Jane’s hands fell away from Jenny’s breasts allowing them to sway from side to side as Sister Jane took long licks at Jenny’s pussy. She swallowed as much of her juices as she could as slowly Jenny’s body relaxed.

That is until the thudding sound of a heavy door latching shut filled the room. Sister Jane and Jenny’s head both shot up and to the main entrance door to their side and saw Collin standing with his mouth hanging open. The shock in his eyes and frozen presence was almost as strong as the shock Jenny and Sister Jane felt.
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Stephanie Modders laid on her bed with her cellphone in her hands hovering over her face, clicking away at her texts. Her pink, spaghetti strapped under shirt was half riding up her belly revealing the belly button piercing her mother nearly killed her for getting last year. Even though she was 18 when she got it, her mom didn’t like piercings that were anywhere, but the ear and she didn’t like tattoos, period. Which is why Stephanie was taking this time while her mother was out running errands to wear as little clothes as possible and air out her recent tattoo she got on the small of her back. Every other waking and sleeping minute she spent at her mom’s house she would have to wear some oversized sweatshirt or a baggy t shirt that wouldn’t risk revealing her tattoo any time she bent over.


Matt didn’t mind in the least. He sat balancing on a large blue sit-up ball in the corner of the room and pretended to type on his phone. In reality though, his eyes couldn’t keep from creeping up and down his stepsister’s body. Her long tan legs that stuck out from the small black with pink trim, loose fitting shorts she wore. 


Why even wear those? They cover no more than panties would. 

Matt knew how wrong it was to be so attracted to his stepsister. It’s not like he didn’t try not to be. His father had married Mrs. Modders 4 years ago and divorced 2 years ago so he could move on to his third wife and Matt’s 2nd stepfamily. It was becoming a sick joke. The collection of step siblings and parents Matt was collecting. Ironically, he had no biological siblings and after his mother passed away from cancer as a child, that only left him and his douchebag father. Of course, all of his stepsisters and mothers were incredibly/unfairly attractive. It was one of the perks of having a absurdly rich and asshole-inclined father. Plenty of attractive women somehow fall in ‘love,’ with him magically.

It was fine. Matt has made his peace with it after his father divorced Stephanie’s Mom. It helped that all of his stepfamilies seemed to genuinely like Matt. He was a good-looking boy. Polite, funny, and outgoing. He had just graduated high school and was set to attend college in the fall. But unlike the heartless business tycoon his father was, Matt planned to study medicine to become a doctor. He liked helping people. He liked making them feel better.

Matt picked up pieces of Stephanie’s clean and dirty clothes that littered the ground around him and threw them at her playfully one piece at a time. At half speed she batted the clothes away with one hand, her eyes still not leaving her phone. “Stop it, freak,” Stephanie whined.

“Pay attention to me,” Matt did his best to annoy her and he was succeeding. “What are you even doing? Writing your memoirs?”

“A friend of mine just hooked up with this guy in a hotel she works at,” Stephanie smiled biting her lower lip. “So naturally we’re all discussing the pros and cons of marriage at this point.”

“She made a vid of them hooking up?” Matt asked.

Stephanie glanced down over top her perky breasts at her stepbrother. She gave him a measured look as if deciding between a repulsed response or one of humor. She went with one somewhere in the middle. “Ugh. Freak. And no, I already asked.” She gave him a devious smile through her pink sparkling lip-glossed lips that made Matt’s cock pulse under his jeans.

“Damn, I could use some new vids- watched all the good ones on the internet,” Matt boldly joked. He felt heat rise to his cheeks. They had an odd relationship. Having met when they were both teenagers, they developed a friendship early on. Since they were both going through a phase of learning about their sexuality, naturally, their humor had tested sexual boundaries. They used to talk more like teenage friends would back when their parents had been married. Now, it had been almost a year since Matt had seen Stephanie. She had disappeared to college for her freshmen year and never visited her mom when he did. So, hanging out today was especially awkward since they hadn’t seen each other in some time. Stephanie’s eyes flicked down to him and she silently shook her head as if to say You’re stupid.

He might have been reading too much into things, but she did use this moment to adjust her position. She tucked her feet closer to her butt, so her knees were in the air and slightly parted. The thin shorts- the only thing keeping him from her warm, tight lips, were tucked into her ass crack and flush to her pelvis. He could almost see an outline of everything.

Matt could feel the flushness in his cheeks. He took deep breaths in attempt to quell the flaring heat to his face that ultimately did nothing. He wasn’t thinking logically anymore. He wasn’t thinking at all. The blood flowed far from his brain to the growing shaft between his own legs. He knew he should not have pursued this flirtatious side of things, but he couldn’t help it. Everything about her was intoxicating. 

He remembered how they would play outside as younger teenagers. They’d get into wrestling matches over everything. Every time it ended in a chorus of giggling. But once his asshole father divorced her mother a year ago that all stopped. Now Matt came to visit Stephanie’s mom once a month for a day or two over the weekend. Enough time so Stephanie’s mom could get extra child support money from Matt’s dad. 

Matt didn’t have to visit. He was 18 now, but he liked doing these little visits just to be around Stephanie. He kept the visits up while Stephanie was in college so that it wouldn’t seem suspicious when she returned home over the summer and Matt started visiting, again. He especially liked times like these where her mother was out getting groceries or with her friends. It made his fantasies more powerful. Even though he knew nothing could ever happen between them, just the possibility of it was enough to make him get a hard on.

He threw a series of shirts from the floor at her. Each one getting closer to her face. Each one making her more and more perturbed. His final throw of a dirty pair of jeans that covered her face put her over the edge. 

In one motion she tore the jeans from her face and smacked her phone down on the bed beside her. “That’s it!” She yelled as she lunged from the bed and dove for him. Matt tried to brace himself but the shock of it toppled him off the sit-up ball as she tackled him. The pair of her jeans in hand, she shoved it in Matt’s face with a smile and giggle on her lips. 

“You like that? Huh? How you like it?” Stephanie yelled half mounting Matt. His hands scooped under Stephanie’s bare thighs and lifted her easily, rolling her to the side. At 18 years old he was quite athletic. First baseman on the Baseball team in the spring and running back on the high school football team in the fall. Matt had at least 50 pounds of muscle on her and he could see that she realized how much he had grown in the last year, instantly.

“How do I like it?” Matt asked as he had her on her back. His fingers spidered up and down her ribs tickling her to no end. “How do you like it, huh?”

Stephanie’s high-pitched scream broke into a helpless giggle as she tried to squirm away from her stronger stepbrother. “Stop,” she tried to cry between laughs. “Oh my god, stop stop stop.”

Stephanie crawled back onto the bed she had leapt off of and tried kicking Matt off of her, but Matt slipped around her flailing legs and threw his own leg over her thighs, mounting her. She slapped and pushed playfully at his hard chest, but she couldn’t move him. 

“Yeah, now you realize you fucked up,” Matt smiles down on her as she squirmed helplessly. For the briefest of moments Matt’s hands relented their attack on his stepsister enough that she stopped wiggling beneath him. The moment lingered uncomfortably long while their eyes met.

“You need to stop getting between a girl and her phone,” Stephanie broke the silence. 

It’s a dangerous thing to do, you know?” She picked up her cellphone from the bed and with Matt still mounted on her went back to texting. “Now if you don’t mind, I have some texts to catch up on.”

“Well, maybe I’ll just hang out here then if you won’t pay attention to me,” Matt said, jokingly rocking back and forth on top of her hips. 

“Sure, I don’t care. Do what you want,” she said quickly.

If Matt had been thinking right, he probably would have stopped his hands before they did it, but they moved before he could think. “Fine, how about this? I’ll just do this then,” Matt’s hand reached forward and gently but playfully poked at her left breast through her thin top. 

But to Matt’s surprise, Stephanie’s only reaction was to shrug while her fingernails clicked away on her screen. “Sure, go ahead.”

Matt continued to poke and rub playfully and nonchalantly for a minute. Trying to make it look more like he was being a goof than he was loving every moment of it. But then he somewhat accidentally, lightly pinched a patch of her shirt with the intention of lifting it from her chest, only to pinch her nipple and pull up on it. Stephanie let out a short quiet but high-pitched sound. It was a sound that roamed the mysterious land between pleasure and pain. It startled Matt at first. He almost apologized, but then realized his lower half had a completely different reaction. He was worried she might feel or see his erection growing in his jeans. He considered dismounting his stepsister, but then he also realized that she was still laying there. Her cellphone in both her hands floating a foot above her now pointed nipples and her eyes locked on the phone and not her stepbrother straddling her.

Matt slowly moved his right hand back down to his stepsister’s breast but this time there was nothing playful about it. His palm and fingers wrapped around her and massages her breast slowly. His fingertips brushed against her bare skin as they push up her chest. His thumb circled her hard nipple through the thin fabric that restrained it. He switched to her other breast only this time he brushed his fingers down inside the shirt and felt her bare breast in his palm. Her nipple grew so hard it felt like a small blade against his skin.

Stephanie didn’t move her eyes from her phone. Matt could feel her chest rise and fall as her breathing sped up. He leaned back and brought his hands onto both her breasts. He pulled them out from her shirt and made long rubs across her skin. Giving her chest a deep massage as he mashed her breasts together and into her chest. They felt glorious. Matt was beside himself. He couldn’t believe this was real life. He had never felt breasts so full and perfect as these. And they belonged to his stepsister.

She was panting quietly now. Her mouth hung open and she pushed and pulled air through her lips silently, like Matt might not notice. Like her nipples weren’t getting harder by the moment and she wasn’t getting more and more aroused.

Matt scooted himself to the side of Stephanie. Enough that his hands could slide down her taunt belly and brush over her tiny pair of shorts she wore. His fingertips dipped over her sex enough that he could feel the groves of her lips. His middle finger found the center and wiggled a little deeper into the crevasse of his stepsister’s pussy before he pushed down between her thighs. Matt dragged his fingers back up and pushed down again. He could hear Stephanie struggling to keep from moaning. Air whipped in and out of her mouth between her sporadic breath holding as she bit her lip. 

While Stephanie’s eyes may have had the discipline to stay on her phone screen, her thighs seemed to have a mind on their own. They begged to open up to her stepbrother. He felt her open some to make room for his hand as it dipped deeper between her thighs, then when he took his free hand and pulled on her inner thigh it spread wide with ease.

This time when his hand pushed down and into her pussy lips, he felt his middle finger disappear along with a part of her shorts inside her lips. It was too much for Stephanie. A surge of brief high-pitched coos escaped her. Inside her, it was warm and tight, just like he had always imagined. Matt pushed the opening of short’s leg hole to the side. The fabric was loose and stretchy. It was easy to expose his stepsister’s bald pussy lips. A string of her juices stuck to the crotch of her shorts as he did. 

She’s not wearing any panties, Matt marveled.
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Helen





Helen swiped her fingers over her pussy lips slowly and in a wide circle. She licked her fingers and immediately brought her moist finger tips back to her pussy. Her thick thighs spread with one leg on top of an arm of her couch. She watched the porn video that played on her laptop, the light being the only thing that illuminated her in the darkness of the living room. 


It was late, at just after midnight. With darkness blanketing her neighborhood, Helen closed the blinds on the living room windows but not all the way. It was always an added thrill that while she masturbated in her open living room that perhaps a passerby outside might catch a glimpse of her fucking herself. 


She wasn’t sure if a man would even be attracted to what they saw, it had been so long since she had been with a man. Her husband passed away in a car accident 5 years ago and she hadn’t been with another man since. She did go on a date once, maybe 3 years ago. A man from her book club. It never went anywhere because she saw the look in Jake’s eyes when she told him she had gone on a date. 


He was supportive and encouraging, and Jake said he was happy for her, but there was something in her stepson’s eyes that told her it hurt him to see her moving on. Jake had always been so close to his father and his death was a weight for both Jake and Helen. Over the years they had bonded more because of it. But Helen decided it was best not to date anyways. At 44 years old she wasn’t quite the knockout she once was and after having two kids of her own who now are grown and have families of their own, Helen was now considered a curvy lady. 


Her heavy breasts were thick with small stretch marks on the side, she didn’t have much of a tummy but her ass was round and her thighs were thick where here weight had gathered. She had found comments on women online with similar bodies to here’s that say they’re ‘sexy’ or ‘thick’ but in Helen’s mind she wasn’t sexy unless she became a size 4 again.


Brushing her blond hair to the side, Helen started to push two fingers in and out of her pussy. Slowly, at first, to keep pace with the young man fucking the woman on the video. Her lips oozed with juices now as Helen felt her cheeks go flush and breathing increase. She was completely naked and cupped her large breast with one hand lifting it up she rubbed her nipple over and over.


Helen had done her best to put her stepson out of her mind right now, but it wasn’t entirely possible. It was passed midnight on Friday night and she still hadn’t heard from Jake. He was supposed to come over around 8 or 9 and stay the weekend, but he never showed. Helen texted him a bit ago but he didn’t respond. Helen figured Jake ended up having more than just a couple celebratory drinks with his friends is all. He has said they wanted to take him out for a beer or two after work to celebrate him making Senior Associate. It was a long time coming and he worked so hard for it. She was happy for him even if it meant one less night to spend hanging out with him.


Helen gave up on her stepson’s arrival at midnight and closed the curtains for some fun before going to bed. Wine always made her extra randy. And accidentally while waiting for her stepson she finished off a bottle by herself. With red cheeks, her eyes half opened and closed under the dazing intoxication. 


“Ohhhh...” Helen moaned to herself as she watched the young man snarl as he fucked the curvy woman from behind. He slapped the girl’s ass so Helen smacked her inner thigh as she fucked herself.


The excitement hit her in waves. Like she could feel the flood of endorphins shooting up her spine and soaking her brain. Her whole body rocked as her eyes glanced to the black corner of the window that was exposed. She bit her lip imagining a man outside the window stroking his shaft as he watched her finger herself. The thought was electrifying but false. 


Truly she didn’t want a creepy guy spying on her just like she truly didn’t want her stepson to fuck her which is what the porn she watched was. It was a young hard body man fucking a curvy mature woman who was supposed to be his stepmother. It was fantasy and a sexy one at that. It had clung to her these past few years and she had found all of her favorite videos online. 


“Oh god- yes,” Helen moaned as she bounced. Her breasts bounced wildly on her chest. She grabbed one of her nipples and lifted it to her mouth to suck on as she circled her clit. The feeling was overwhelming as she panted. 


“Yess... cum inside me...” she moaned to no one. “Cum inside-”


The knocking at the door startled her stiff. She tried to cover herself but there was nothing to cover herself with. At first Helen worries it was coming from the living room window. But then the slow knock came again from the side door. 


It must be Jake.
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