CHAPTER 6. STEP 4. 6 MONTH LEFT.

Dan lay on the couch, thinking about what had happened. His mother had touched
his cock and almost jerked him off. And he loved it. It was hard for him to believe
how much his life had changed.

But victory was still a long way off.

“I can’t believe | was jerking off this week every night till morning thinking only
about Mom, using her panties and beach photo.” At the end of each powerful
orgasm, he was eaten up with shame for what he had done. He masturbated to his
own mother.

After each orgasm, he would lie on his bed, dried, fondly remembering the
precious moments from his childhood spent with Mom - birthday celebrations,
joyful years, and the warmth of family. However, despite these beautiful
memories, the lust continued to resurface each time.

He walked out into the kitchen, where Nancy, dressed in a business suit, was
getting ready to go out to work. "Good morning, Mom," he walked over, wanting
to Kiss her goodbye to re-engage step 2, but she backed away.

"Sorry, honey, I'm in a hurry," she said, avoiding eye contact and rushing out of the
house.

"Same thing the whole week," he thought with a sigh.

Dan went upstairs and
peeked into Jack's room.
His older brother was
lying on the bed,
engrossed in a book. Dan
knocked on the door, and a
piece of magazine slightly
slipped from inside the
book.

“Is he reading that
pregnancy article again?"
He thought and said.
"So...You never found out




how your friend got his mother into bed?"

Jack, making sure the magazine didn't slip again, looked at him. "I don't know
what you are talking about. By the way, | think you're doing pretty well with Mom
without my help," he said.

"Yeah. | won't argue with that," Dan grinned.

"What is your secret? How do you manage to do that with Mom?" Jack closed the
book.

"l don't know what you are talking about. Mom and | are just friends and we love
each other like Mother and Son," Dan replied slowly, closing the door and heading
back to his room. “Prick.”

A few days later, Dan strolled home, contemplating his next steps. He felt stuck at
step 3, unsure of how to make it happen.

Step 3: Make sweet loving kisses on the lips with your Mom the new norm.

Suddenly, a car honked behind him. Startled, he turned around to see his dad's old
Porsche. Frank, his father, looked out of the window and called out, "Get in, Dan.
We need to talk. I'll give you a ride home."

Dan sighed and hopped in. They sat quietly for a while, the tension palpable.
Finally, Frank broke the silence. He let out a sigh,
sounding weary and hoarse, almost like someone
battling an illness, and opened up. "Things have been y i N
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"Uh-huh,” Dan replied, unsure of where the
conversation was heading.

"Listen, Dan. Jack won't talk to me, so I'll say it to
you. You have to convince your mother to come back
to me."

"After what you did?"

Frank let out an unhappy snort. "Men cheat all over the
place. Does that mean we have to throw away years of
marriage?"




"l believe it does. You betrayed Mom."

"So what? Look, | want to handle this peacefully, without causing too much drama.
You'll come back to me eventually. You need the money, Dan. Your Mom needs
it. And I'm the one bringing in the big bucks.”

"Drop me off here."
The Porsche pulled over to the curb; it wasn't far from home anyway.

"Think about it, son. Your mom's gonna come to me on her knees begging me to
come back sooner or later anyway. Then | won't be so kind anymore. Talk to her,
be smart."

"Whatever. Bye,” Dan stepped out
and walked down the street toward the
house. The sound of a car driving
away lingered behind him. "What was
he thinking? That I’ll do as he says?
Fuck you.”

Dan entered the house, finding his
mother busy in the kitchen. The aroma
of dinner filled the air, accompanied
by the rhythmic beats of the music
playing in the background. Nancy
playfully moved to the tune, hips
swaying engrossingly in  tight
seductive jeans.

"Hi, honey. Dinner's almost ready,"
she announced with a smile, her
cooking utensils moving in harmony
with the music.

"Sure, Mom," he replied, quickly changing his clothes in the room before coming
back to the kitchen.

Upon his return, Nancy confronted him, her breasts in a grey sweater in full view.
"I saw you getting out of Dad’s car, Danny. What did you two talk about? What
did he say?"

"Yeah, we didn't talk about anything significant,” he kept staring at her breasts.
”Just his usual rant about how we supposedly can't manage without him. He thinks
you'll come crawling back, begging for money. But I told him off.”



assured her.

"You did?" she exclaimed in surprise.

He nodded, and Nancy hugged him
warmly, pressing his head right against her
soft and warm breasts. "Oh, Danny. | knew
you wouldn't betray your sweet mom.
Thank you."

"Yeah, sure, Mom. Anything for you,” he
swallowed nervously, feeling the blood
come up to his groin. "You're not mad at
me anymore?"

"At you? | wasn't mad at you," she pulled
his face away from her soft chest. "I
was...mad at myself."

"But we didn't do anything wrong," Dan

"Yes, we did, Dan. We did a lot of wrong and bad things."

"We just leaned on each other more after Dad left. Sure, we had a couple of drinks
that one night, but that's it. You did nothing wrong."

"And | still feel bad."

“You are overthinking it, Mom,” Dan hugged her, remembering the step 1 and 2.
"We don't need Father. I won't let him manipulate us, and | won't betray you,

Mom. We'll get through this
together."

"Thank you, sweetheart. |
appreciate yo-," Dan pulled
away and kissed her on the lips,
not giving her a change to talk,
"Mmmm?" she mumbled.

He dug into her sweet mother’s
lips; Dan could taste the wine
and her sweet saliva, with the
hint of something delectably
sweet she had eaten. He gently
moved his tongue into her
mouth, hoping for a shared




moment, but she hesitated and didn't reciprocate the tongue-to-tongue contact.
Nancy broke off the kiss, still holding him in her arms. "Daniel!?"

"Yes, Mom?" he said as casually as possible.

She was ready to get mad and scold him once more for his indecent behavior
toward his poor, lonely mother. But then she thought maybe he deserved that Kkiss
after what had happened with Frank. Why not, if he wanted it so badly? After all, it
was just a kiss. What harm can it do?

"Nothing. | need to finish making dinner, honey," she said, releasing him and
returning to her cooking with a small, knowing smile.

Nancy sat at the table, casually enjoying a glass of wine, wearing a purple
seductive nightgown. She had a bunch of things on her mind - her divorce, debts,
money matters, work stress, and, of course, Dan, her little Danny. Since Frank left
a few months ago, her youngest son has been acting differently. Ever since that
incident in the bathroom, he started trying to kiss her on the lips, pretending it was
innocent. Over time, she got used to it and started seeing it as normal. After all, she
thought, it was just a Kiss. Yes, mothers and sons shouldn't kiss like that, but why
not?

The most important thing was not to do
it in front of Jack.

It was silly to deny that she enjoyed
being in Dan's company. He was always
there for her, offering help and making
her feel better in any way he could.
Those kisses were just her way of
saying him thank you for being such a
great son. Still, sometimes he would go
quite far as if casually touching her ass
between kisses or gently hugging her
thighs. That was too much.

"What's wrong with that boy?" she took
a sip of wine, remembering how he took
her beach photo to his room because, as
he said, she was pretty there. "Is that
something sons are supposed to do?"




The front door creaked open, and Dan stepped inside, returning home after a long
day.

"Hi, Mom. Is Jack home?"
"No, dear. He's likely at work right now."

"Dummy thinks he can outsmart me and make enough money to win back Mom's
favor," whispered Dan, entering the kitchen. Gently bending down, he intended to
give his mom a friendly peck on the cheek. However, true to his usual style, he
ended up planting a soft kiss on her lips, inadvertently tasting the wine she had
been enjoying.

“Tasty,” he thought.

His mom, wearing a playful smile, teased him when he broke the kiss, "Wow, you
really seem to love kissing me, huh?"

Dan chuckled, a bit embarrassed, "I'm not really sure what are you talking about.
It’s just a kiss. You are my Mom. Of course | love kissing you. Shouldn’t I?"

"Not like that... But | have to confess; you're actually a better kisser than your dad
ever was." It seemed like the wine was loosening her tongue.



Dan, a bit caught off guard, glanced away, but then a small grin appeared on his
face. “l think he wasn't and still isn't great at being a partner, you know, in every
way."

She let out a little hiccup and nodded. "Yeah, you're right. He was bad."

"l wonder how often he made the whole process... enjoyable for you. If you know
what | mean," Dan teased, earning a playful scold from her.

"Daniel! You're getting too personal now. I'm definitely not discussing that kind of
stuff with you," she said, taking another sip of wine.

He glanced lightly at her neckline as she took a sip. At this time of year in early
winter, the skin on her tits was especially pale, but that only made them prettier
and more appealing. "Yeah,
I'm sorry. | just can't imagine
how you lived with him for so
many years. It must have been
very lonely for you."

"Yes, it was... And | hardly
ever enjoyed the process. If
that’s what you wanted to hear
from me."

Dan smiled and took a seat.
"Hardly ever?"

“Maybe three or four times
over all these years. He was
always more concerned with
pleasing himself than me.
Typical Frank. Goodness, why am | even talking about this? You're taking
advantage of tipsy Mom, you cheeky boy. | won't say anything more."

"Sorry, Mom. | just think you deserve someone better than Dad. You deserve
someone who treats you well. I'm just worried about your happiness."

"Don't worry about me, focus on yourself, “she took another sip, her boobs slightly
jiggling behind the nightgown. “Have you found the right girl?"

“No, not yet. I'm looking for a pretty, loyal, and kind-hearted girl. Someone as
amazing as you, but, well, it's a bit challenging.”



“That’s very sweet, Dan,” Nancy blushed, appreciating her son's sentiment. She
was touched by his words but also felt a bit uncomfortable.

“Listen, Mom. What if... you know, we made another video? We could make
more money? Just one last video. Mom and Son.”

She looked at him, mulling over his words. "Well, I..." her response was cut short
as the front doors buzzed again. Jack stood beside her. He entered the room
wearing his jacket and gave them a stern look.

"Mom, don't believe a word he's saying. He's just trying to deceive you. It's crystal
clear to me."

"I have no idea what you're talking about,"
Dan replied.

"I can handle things on my own, dear. But
thank you. Why don't you go change, and I'll
take a short break. | think I've had a little too
much wine," Nancy said, standing up with
boobs forward. Her dress pulled up and Dan
got a good look at her slightly chubby pale
hot thighs and legs before she covered
herself and headed upstairs to the bedroom.

"Jack messed it up again,” Dan sighed. "Was
she going to agree or not?"

She'll agree one way or another. The last
few weeks Dan had been taking money
meant for the house payments, keeping it for
himself. Their debt will grow and she would
have to accept his offer on the video.

He had already put all the money aside, including the money for the bathroom
video, to pay off all debts at once. "I'm still gonna get you, Mom. You can't escape
me."



—

All night long he thought about the next
step.

Step 4. Make her feel like a woman again.

This step involved the first serious
intimacy. He'd been sitting on various
websites, learning how to properly pleasure
a woman with fingers. It was horrible; he
couldn't imagine pulling something like that
off with his Mother. And the step didn't
provide the details of how to pull it off.

He studied everything until the wee hours
of the morning, trying to figure out how to
locate the G-spot and bring a woman to
orgasm. "Yeah, it's going to be hard without
practice."

He spent countless nights at the computer
looking up every possible tip. And so the days and weeks went by.

"l can't give up," he pictured lovely Mom in her sexy purple nightie, pictured her
coming to his room, ready to do THAT (despite his lust he still wasn’t ready to say
the word, when talking about Mom).

"We'll do it, Mom. We have to," he whispered falling asleep right in from of the
monitor.

Someone was knocking on the door and he woke up. The morning light dazzled.
"Dan, can you come downstairs? We have something important to discuss™ said
Nancy.

The bills kept piling up, and their Mother took a break from work to face the
mounting debt. This morning she gathered them around the table and addressed the
issue directly. "We're in trouble, boys. | had time to think and | keep wondering if
going back to Dad might be the only solution to deal with everything."

Immediately, Jack responded, "No! We don't need him."

Dan, silently thinking that maybe Jack had some usefulness, agreed, "For once, I'm
with Jack. We'll find a way to get through this, Mom."



Relieved by her children's support, Nancy sighed, "Fine."

Jack, determined to contribute, said, "I'll work even harder, Mom. For our sake."
He planted a kiss on her cheek and left the room.

Dan, sitting quietly across from her, observed Nancy nervously fiddling with her
fingers. “His money won't cut it for us... What was that you mentioned about the
video?" she said.

Dan yawned and smiled, “Video? Are you ready for a new one? It's going to be
harder this time, Mom."

"How much harder? | already guessed you got us into a weird and gross venture.
What you said about “exploring mother-son relationships” doesn't make sense. I'm
not stupid and figured it out.”

"First of all, Mom, | just want you to know that I'm not thrilled about what we have
to do either. | assure you it won't affect or change our relationship in any way.
We'll handle it, move on, and forget about it. | promise,” Dan said earnestly,
reaching across the table to hold her hand.

She only sighed tiredly and asked. "Just spit it out, Danny. What do we need to
do?"

"We need to do a hand job video."
Nancy pulled her hands away in shock. "What?"

"But our faces won't be
seen. It's only once and
we'll get the money. We'll
be able to pay off our
debts..."

"Danny. Listen to
yourself! That Kiss
between us was already
too much for me, and now

you're
suggesting...suggesting
this... 1 can't even bring

myself to say it out loud."

"We can just do it and
move on, like | said. We're




not crossing any lines, Mom."

"It sounds to me like we're crossing some pretty huge red lines, Danny. This is
over the line; I can't do that. We can't. | don't want to hurt our relationship."

"But you've already done it. That time in the bathroom. Did our relationship
change in any way after that?"

Nancy gasped, covering her mouth in shock. "How can you even say that, Danny?
| wanted to forget about it... | was drunk, and | made a mistake."

"We didn't do anything wrong, Mom. And it was insanely good. | enjoyed every
second of your touch. It doesn't ruin our relationship in any w... Mom?"

She rose, leaving the room.

"Damn it. You fucked up, Dan. You fucked up so badly."

CHAPTER 7. “I KNOW, DAN”. 5 MONTHS LEFT.

In the weeks that followed, Nancy seemed distant and preoccupied, growing apart
from Dan and increasingly spending more time with Jack.

One day, Dan entered Jack's room while he was away, searching for the pregnancy
magazine.

After a brief search, Dan finally held it in his hands. “He still keeps it in the same
place where I found it last time. Moron.”

Flipping through the pages, he discovered the very page Jack had been fixated on.
The pages were sticky, which he found quite unpleasant. "Gross,” he ran a quick
glance over the text.

“The Best Days for Pregnancy. Women are most fertile at the time of ovulation
(when an egg is released from your ovaries), which usually occurs 12 to 14 days
before your next period begins. This is the time of the month when you're most
likely to get pregnant.

Determining the best days for pregnancy often involves understanding a woman's
menstrual cycle and identifying her fertile window. The fertile window is the
timeframe during which there is a higher likelihood of conception. This typically
occurs around the time of ovulation, which is when an egg is released from the
ovary and can be fertilized by sperm.



To increase the chances of conception, couples often focus on having regular
intercourse during the woman's fertile window. Some use methods like tracking
basal body temperature, monitoring changes in cervical mucus, or using ovulation
predictor Kits to help identify the most fertile days. Aim to have regular intercourse
during the woman's fertile window.

Sperm can survive in the female reproductive tract for several days, so having
intercourse leading up to ovulation can increase the chances of conception.”

For some reason, the thought that had apparently visited his brother's mind became
interesting to him as well. A shiver ran through Dan’s body at the mere thought of
it. “Me and Mom? Pregnant? I'm not sure
how far this is going to go and if she’ll
ever let me do it, but... How do | know if
Mom is ovulating? Or what if she's already
gone through menopause?" Dan rubbed his
chin thoughtfully. If only Dan from the
past could see him now.

A message from Blackmailer came
through on his phone. "Tick-tock, Dan.
Tick-tock. Time is ticking.”

"I know it without you, asshole,” Dan
whispered, hiding his phone and magazine.
And just in time.

"Dan," he turned around, feeling a sense of
déja vu as Nancy appeared in the doorway.
"What are you doing here? Again?"

"Nothing. Just dropping by."

"Are you sure you're not taking anything
without asking?" she sighed. "Sometimes | wish that your weird actions were due
to money challenges rather than something related to our relationship.”

“I need to do something.” He walked over to Nancy and hugged her tightly, feeling
her soft boobs against his chest. "I'm sorry, Mom, for everything; for asking you to
do...these things."

"It's okay, honey. I’'m not mad at you."

"l didn't mean to hurt you. I just know how badly we need the money," he turned,
savoring the scent of her hair.



"l appreciate your help. We've received enough money already, and | understand
your intentions were good, Danny. So | forgive you."

Dan rushed and kissed her softly on the lips. Again. This time she tasted salty; he
guided his tongue right into the depths of her sweet mommy's mouth and for the
first time her tongue instead of avoidance - responded to the gesture. Their mouths
melded together, sharing saliva. He was sucking on her saliva, engulfing his tasty
Mom, his hands down her thighs, barely touching her ass. He moved up left hand
up, gently caressing the underside of Mom’s left breast, but right then, she paused
and ended the kiss.

"Danny, wait... Can I ask you? Would you like to join me tonight and watch TV? I
wanted to talk about something important. About us."

Slightly surprised and expecting a reprimand, Danny, licking off her saliva, said.
"Yeah, sure, Mom."

They were sitting on the couch, as
usual, watching her show. He kept
thinking about what she wanted to
talk about.

"l wanted to ask you something,
honey. | remember you said you
took my picture to your room."

"Uh...did I? Yeah, | guess | did.
"And you said | looked pretty in it."
"Well...yeah?"

"I'm going to ask something
important, Dan. Do you like me in
terms of attractiveness...?"

Dan, confused by this question,
looked at his Mom, examining her
dark braids, her ample pale bush
peeking out from the robe and bare
seductive palm crossed legs.

“What are you talking about, Mom?”



“Do you like me as a woman, Danny?” she said seriously.
“No, of course, I’'m not, Mom.”

“I remember how you said you took my vacation photo to your room because, as
you said, I was pretty there.”

"Geez, Mom. | was drunk at that time. I didn’t..."

"Don't think I'm some kind of fool. I'm not clueless. | can see what's going on, and
I can imagine what you might be doing with my photo.”

"I wasn't doing anything. Ew, Mom. That’s gross."

"I'm very serious, Dan. I've noticed that you might have feelings for me that aren't
appropriate, and it's important we address this before it affects our family and our
bond. I think it would be helpful for you to speak with a therapist."

"A therapist? Mom, | thought we were just hanging out and watching TV."

"Watching TV can wait, but taking care of your mental well-being can't. I'm
genuinely worried about you."

"I'm not going to any therapist, Mom! | don't have any of what you're talking
about. Close the subject.”

“I found my stolen
lingerie in  your
drawer, Dan. When
were you planning
to give them back to
me?”’

He felt his face
flush with shame.
God, how he'd
gotten himself into
this situation in the
first place. “What?
I didn’t...”

“Don't make
excuses. Jack told
me he noticed you
stealing it. I
couldn’t believe my




ears, but then | found one of my panties yesterday while you were out. How could
you do that, Danny? I'm suggesting a therapist for your benefit, Daniel. It might
not seem like a big deal now, but..."

"I don’t want to talk about this. Gosh. It’s just one big misunderstanding, Mom."

"What do you want me to do? How can | help you understand that this is for the
best? Tell me?"

He suddenly had a gleam of an idea. "What do | want you to do? You'll do what |
ask you and in return, I'll agree to your.... Request."”

"Fine! What do you want? But please, no games, Danny."

"No games. I'll agree to see a therapist if we do the video; if you jerk me off on
camera. Jack's is not home and..."

Nancy grimaced in shock. "No! | can't, Danny. Don’t make me..."

"l thought you were worried about my health. Just one video, our faces won't be
seen. That's it. I'll agree to anything you say. As long as it helps me."

She folded her arms across her chest grudgingly, turning off the TV. Her hands
lifted her pale breasts slightly. "Will you promise to seek help if I...do...this?"

"Yes, | promise, Mom."
She sighed. "Okay... Bring the camera."

Dan could hardly believe what he heard. He immediately ran off and came back,
setting the camera in the right direction. "I'll cut out the extra noise so we can talk,"
he turned it on and took the seat next to her, she never moved, folding her legs and
hands.

"You forgot... napkins," she said, sighing.

“Sorry,” he walked back into the room with the napkins and sat down again. "I
turned it on...we can get started."

“Get your...stud out.
Quickly! Before I changed
my mind,” she whispered.

Dan pulled his pants down
slightly and slowly, very
nervously pulled his cock
out. Nancy squinted at




him, it was still flaccid. "l can't believe I'm
doing this," she sighed.

He wanted to hold back, make it flaccid to
convince her to show him her breasts, but he
failed the moment her soft hand touched the
shaft. “Ughhh,” he couldn't resist the
incredible sensations and immediately had a
full-blown hard-on.

"Ohhhhhh, fuck, Mom," he barely held back a moan, her warm, soft hand
encircling his immediately swollen cock.

"Watch your language. If I do this, it doesn’t automatically make it okay for you to
use strong language,” Nancy whispered, moving her long, dark curls away from
her face. She gently and carefully pulled the skin taut, it was a million times better
than his own hand. His Mom was gently pulling the skin up and down, up and
down. Dan had to hold back from cumming immediately. This was going to have
to last longer.

“I'm doing this for you, honey," she skillfully used her right hand, her azure nail
polish gleaming in the light, Mother's left hand gently rubbing and massaging his
balls, delivering unimaginable bliss. She gently parted his scrotum, rubbing his
balls while her right hand was actively thrusting in spurts, increasing in speed, then
decreasing.

He gasped softly when precum oozed out at the tip. Nancy stopped, picking up the
skin at the very tip, and with her other hand wiped the tip with a clean tissue. "Just
like when you were little," she whispered, not realizing Dan heard everything.

He was breathing heavily, throwing his arms over the back of the couch, keeping
his eyes on her face.

"Are you coming soon?"

Dan only nodded. While there was still time, he prepared to make his move. But he
was hampered by the fact that her legs were crossed.

"Am | bigger?"

She smiled with the corner of her mouth. "Maybe." Finally, she parted her legs,
spreading them slightly. He could see her breathing heavily as she gradually
became aroused by the process. He slowly and stealthily reached for her, his hand
advancing into Mom’s panties. It was wet. "What the hell are you doing, Daniel?"
she whispered.



"Making you feel good."

She wanted to move his hand away but froze.
The touches of Dan’s fingers stroke her like
lightning, “Ughh, dear, please... don’t...”

He touched her private area through the azure
underwear, exploring Mother’s sensitive part,
his birthplace. It was a risk he was willing to
take. "No, Danny! Stop it...No...Ohhhh."

How did she let it happen? How could she let
her son touch her... pussy?

Dan fumbled with her vagina for the first time
and began to move his fingers. "Ahhhh, how
do you...," she wriggled on the couch, going through different stages of pleasure.
Her pussy was so wet and cuddly.

He didn't stop, and neither did she. His balls were shaking from the movements of
Mommy's hand, sometimes she squeezed his cock too hard unable to cope with the
rush of pleasure. She rubbed his cock furiously, hitting his balls and lifting it up to
the tip, milking her own son.

She threw back her head, closing her eyes. "Ohhhhhh, God...ahhhhh.... yeah, that's
it." Her hand gripped his cock even tighter, squeezing out the remnants of precum,
while her left hand cupped his testicles.

Dan could barely keep himself from stopping because of good she was jerking him
off, because of his mother's blissfully soft hand. But he couldn't, he had no right to
make a mistake. It was so damn painfully hard to resist and not to cum too soon.

He could see she was close. She shuddered, not noticing the shoulders of her robe
falling down, half-exposing her tits. Damn it. He kept his gaze on her tits, the
beautiful pink swollen nipples, boobs that quivered with every movement of her
hands. It was impossible to hold back at this point.

"Oooooh, Danny!!!" Nancy squealed, closing her eyes and going through her first
real orgasm in many years. His hand became extremely wet as her body shook
under the strain of orgasm. “Ugh, ughhh, oh my God,” she was shaking wildly
from the overwhelming sensations coursing through the nerves.

It was about time. Going through heavenly bliss, she thrust even harder and harder,
squeezing his dick with all her power.



This time he finally gave in.
"Ohhhhhh, Mom,
ughhhhhh, FUCK!I™ he
looked at her face, his cock
in her hand shook and
streams of cum flew out of
the tip right onto the couch,
her arm, wide spread legs,
even her boobs. Dan’s
whole body was riddled
with incredible sensations,
pain, euphoria, mixed with
a sense of heavenly bliss. He shook his legs and collapsed, completely exhausted
and drained, his hand still in Mom’s panties. She was still jacking his quivering hot

cock, slapping his swollen drained balls. His cum was like lube on her hand.

"What have we...done?" She was breathing hard, not noticing that her dress was
wet with bits of cum and drops were
rolling down her exposed palm boobs
under the dress inside the neckline.

"Enjoyed the process... And had fun."

She finally removed her completely
cum-drenched hand and wiped it with
a napkin. "No one ever touched me
there...I can’t remember when was
last time when... How did... "

Dan remained silent, savoring his
small triumph.

"Now I'm ready to go to a therapist,

Mom. Anywhere you want to go," he turned around, watching the droplets of
semen still dripping down her half-open breasts onto the dress. The droplets
reached the aureole and disappeared right at the spot where her nipple was.

“I’ll go. | need to make a call.” Nancy stood up slowly, pulling on her robe.



Dan looked at his fingers. "Is that...blood?"
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