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The pictures on the laptop screen were a shock to my daddy. I've worked on my modeling portfolio while I took my college classes, and the latest were the most revealing. And the first he'd seen.
My hair is to my waist long, thick and soft and silken. At 38C I'm too busty for clothes modeling, but my hair gets me assignments. I'm going to graduate a veterinarian in a few years, so to me modeling for me is money, fun and even a bit of a turn on.
Daddy was staring at a shot of me with black lace panties and no bra. I was leaning over his shoulder, my breast pressed into him. My blonde covering my nipples, so although it was certainly suggestive, the round fullness and white soft underside of my breasts were visible. Teasing, tantalizing. I'm so sensitive there, the brush of a beard makes me moan. I was getting turned on seeing how he was reacting I'm sure daddy could feel my nipple hardening through the thin t shirt.
"You're beautiful sweetheart. Just like your mama at your age. Everything about you is like her."
She died when I was young, but old pictures show I am a reflection of her. Long silky soft hair, big breasts and tiny waist. She dressed to tease daddy back then, and I found it hot. Halter tops of gauzy summer colors that hugged her big breasts and nipples, the shadow of aureole in the sunlight. Short short cut offs riding low on her hips. Tanned bare midriff. Sexiness was less judged back then I think and they had more fun. Daddy would have his arm around her in the pictures, sometimes kissing, always touching. So intimate that the camera almost seemed as an intrusion. The bulge in his pants created my fantasies of what they did when they weren't in front of the camera. Every picture of them was so sexual, the heat between them so obvious.
"Did you want to see the rest, daddy?", I whispered. He choked out a yes and I leaned further over his shoulder to start a slideshow on the laptop. My head next to his, my hair tickling his arm, breasts fully pressed into him as I wrapped my arms around him, my hands on his chest.
The bulge in his shorts and his heavier breathing said it all. Having fantasized about the old pictures, I guess underneath it all, I thought of daddy as sexual, in a vague way. But right now he ceased to be my daddy, and became a man I want to seduce. A man I want in my bed. A daddy I want in the cradle of my soft thighs while he is deep inside me.
I made a quick adjustment on the laptop, and with my cheek against his we watched the bolder images float across the screen. His quick intake of breath when he saw the shot of me naked and kneeling on the bed, my round heavy breasts hanging. I wanted to be like that with him on the bed under me while I teased his lips with my hard nipples, my cunt poised over his hard cock. A low mmmm told me he approved of the shot of me on the bed, on my stomach, leaning on one elbow, my free hand cupping my breast. Overflowing my hand. The photographer had turned me on with his words and it was apparent by the look on my face. I was looking at the camera, at him, with a fuck me look in my eyes.
"Oh baby girl. It's like seeing your mama again. It has been so long that she has been gone, some memories faded." He sighed. "I never found another her, you know that." He chuckled. "She teased me unmercifully. Just like you're doing to me now baby girl. I know you know what you're doing. Be careful because once you light that fuse, it'll be hard to stop. We can't go back."
He never took his eyes off the images sliding across the screen. Much more revealing, sexier, teasing. "This isn't right you know." He adjusted himself in his shorts. "I'm a man, and I'm looking at you now as a woman. You're turning me on like your mama did. I have a fierce appetite baby girl. I need often. Anytime. Your mama and I had no scruples where or when." He laughed at memories. "She was a bad girl, like you have become. She also had a fierce sexual appetite," he moaned softly, "We liked variety, and nothing was taboo. If we wanted it, we told each other and made it happen. We were perfect sexually."
I kissed his neck. Sucked on his earlobe and breathed softly in his ear. He knew it was alright. What was between us was alright. I slide my hands under his shirt. Across his hot skin. Teasing his nipples. His little moan was the fuel I needed to continue.
"Just keep watching the show daddy. Enjoy." I wanted him to have visual stimulation as well as hands on. My hands on.
I slipped my hands into his shorts and felt the hot wet head of his cock. I took it out, wrapped my fingers around the throbbing shaft and stroked. He moaned and turned to take my mouth in a hot, wet deep kiss. A lovers kiss. I turned his chair to face me, pulling his shorts off as he slipped his t shirt over his head.
I stepped back, crossed my arms in front of me to grab the hem of my t shirt. Slowly, slowing slid it higher. The hem caught on my nipple. He licked his lips, his hand automatically wrapped around his cock while he watched. Tight hard nipples came into view as my hair cascaded down over my breasts.
"Oh baby girl," he moaned. "This isn't right, but I can't stop now. I need you. I need you in every way."
Kneeling in front of him, I spread his legs wide. His cock angry red, tall and throbbing. Full balls nestled between his legs. I teased my fingers under his balls and lightly scratched with my long nails. His gasp told be that he liked ball play, which I love to give. But right now, I was on a mission. I tracked the seam up to the tip of his cock, wet with precum.
I licked the tip, tasting my daddy's cock for the first time. I moaned. My hair was like a waterfall around my face, across his thighs, and over his balls and cock. I slipped the silky strands across his balls, circled his cock with it softness.
"Oh fuck baby girl you're driving me crazy," moaned.
"Just like mama did?"
"Even better baby. Even better." More fuel to heat up this seduction. I didn't mind being compared to mama. Just got me hotter.
My hair continued to tickle across his sensitive skin as I wrapped my lips around the head of his cock. Tongue scrubbing the soft smooth skin. Tasting him. Needing more.
Slowly my lips slid lower, my hot wet mouth engulfed his cock until it was in the back of my throat. He moaned louder as I deep throated him. His hips automatically started to move. Needing to fuck. Something. My mouth. My pussy. He needed more too. Time for slow play later.
Straddled his thighs. Cock straining higher, feeling the heat from my pussy. There was no stopping at this point. Anyone could have walked in and watched as I slid down his cock and locked us together. Grinding. Taking his heat deep. Pussy wet dripping over his balls. They could have gotten the scent of our steamy heat. They would have been shocked, but nothing would stop us at the point. Daddy and daughter consummating their new, different kind of love. Locked together. Kneading my breasts, hot hard nipples in his mouth. Sucking. I moan for more. Need more. We are teaching. We are learning.
"Never been like this baby girl," he moaned. "I'm going to explode in your cunt. You're going to take it all. Deep inside." He grunted hard. His cum building hot in his balls. My pussy tightened, milking him, getting ready to cum on his cock. Riding hard and fast. Not stopping for anything. Even the doorbell.
The doorbell. Fuck.
Too far gone. His face was buried in my breasts. He didn't hear it. I did, but didn't care. We were cumming. Hot, loud and hard. Both of us grunting, moaning, groans, louder, sounding like wild animals. The doorbell only adding to our rise to wild orgasms. Knowing they couldn't see, but most certainly could hear, turned the heat up. But they'd have to wait.
My daddy's cock was inside me, pulsing with each shot of cum. My cunt milking his shaft as I came.
It was hot, quick and wild, but smiling to myself I knew next time would be different. And the time after that even more different. Daddy will learn his baby girl likes it all ways too. Just like her mama.
The doorbell quit ringing. That's okay. We still had other things to do.
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Did I make you hard? Vote for me! Rate me! Give me stars! Give me some love, Daddy! I may not always have time to reply, but I love getting your communications!
____________________________________________________________
Baggage claim at Southwest International was packed with spring breakers but I could see Dad's big smile above the crowd. As I wove through the crowd, I had forgotten how similar we are in build. Tall. 'Nose to nose' I'd always say to him.
I hadn't seen him but more in passing a few times in the last fifteen years. I went from a Buckeye to a California girl when I married, and Dad moved to Naples a few years ago. To enjoy life year round, as he told me.
Recently divorced, I wanted to take some time away, and frankly, wanted to spend time with Dad. I'm not a young chickie at thirty-five, and seeing Dad's silver hair reminded me he is getting no younger either.
"JJ! I'm so glad you're here," he said along with a big hug. "Lets get out of this mess."
It's not a long drive from Ft Myers to Naples, but since it was my first visit to Florida, I enjoyed it. We stopped for lunch.
"I never eat at chain restaurants." He was a big supporter of locally owned. He explained how the money stayed in the local economy, and we may be supporting a neighbor down the street. They called him by his name, Jack, and it was apparent he was well liked. I'll admit I had a whole lot of the warm fuzzies being with Dad. Family is everything. Mom died when I was seventeen. I have no siblings. I'm child-free. He is all I have.
We pulled in the drive and I was already impressed with what Dad did with the house in just a few years. He had found a foreclosure for a deal, gutted it and redesigned the interior. I had only seen pictures and was anxious to check it out. I thought we Californians had outdoor living nailed, but I realized this was outdoor living right here.
His lot was edged with fire orange bougainvillea, that created stunning color and privacy. Can't see through that hedge, I thought, and those thorns will deter any snoopers. The back wall of his living room was glass that slid into the wall, opening the whole room to the pool and lounge area. The master had a private lounging area by the pool as did the guest room on the opposite side of the house.
"I'll give you the detailed tour later, hon," he said, bringing my luggage into the guest room. "You freshen up, take a nap, do whatever after that long flight."
I flew non-stop and felt gritty so a shower was in order. Being a beach girl in California, I had a lot of bathing suits and of course I brought them all. I picked out a one piece, high cut split front suit and intended to do some serious lounging. Catching myself in the full length mirror, I thought for 35 you look pretty damn good girl.
My breasts were, as my ex said, more than a handful. Small enough to sit high on my chest, but big enough for some sexy cleavage. My height meant I had long lean legs. Beach volleyball kept me toned. I smiled approval at myself, pinned up my long brunette hair and went in search of my Dad.
"Dad you're looking good, all tanned and fit!" He had changed into beach shorts and was bare chested. Dark tanned skin highlighted the glints of gray on his chest. Finding myself checking him out more than I should, I headed out to the pool.
"So are you baby, so are you." I knew his eyes were on me as I moved the lounger and got ready to settle in for some serious down time. Although my suit was one piece, it was cut high over my hips, which created a narrow front piece that ran between my legs before flaring out to cover a socially acceptable look at my ass. I had planned on a different suit every day, just for the fun of it. But now, maybe a little teasing would be fun.
"You know I love beach volleyball, and it's true, we Californians love our fruits and nuts," I laughed. "Seriously though, I eat well and I suspect you do too," I murmured appreciatively, taking in his well toned body. I'm sure he got out to golf more than he did in Ohio, but it appears he did more than that to stay in shape.
"You take care of yourself and it shows," he said, his eyes taking me in head to toe, giving me the same once over. "How long can you stay with me, by the way."
Like a cat, I stretched out in the sun, almost purring. "I'm on leave, so it's open really. I needed a break after the divorce, so I guess it's until you kick me out." He laughed, both of us knowing that wasn't going to happen.
Clear blue skies, sea gulls squawking above, the palms and banana leaves rustled in the wind lulled me into a dreamy nap. The scent of coconut broke through an erotic dream. Watching Dad rubbing the lotion into his skin was oddly the most erotic thing I've ever seen. My pussy gushingly agreed. Thankfully the suit was black and Dad couldn't seen the wet spot between my legs, but my hard nipples poking out would be hard to miss. Bullets or headlights my ex called them.
"Mmmm, I should do that too before I get burned."
"Yeah, Florida sun can be a bitch." He handed me the bottle. "Or would you like me to do it?"
It was time to flip, so I rolled onto my stomach. "Please!"
He rubbed the lotion between his hands and started stroking my back. My suit was cut into a deep V in the back, and the scant bit covering my ass actually left most of my ass uncovered.
Long slow strokes from shoulders to the top of my ass. It was all so sensual, the sounds, the tropical scents, the warm sun on my skin. Experienced hands on me made me squirm. His fingers stroked up my side, fingers slowed on the out curve of my breast. I bit my lip to keep from moaning. Back down and his fingers wrapped my breast more, lingering again.
"Beautiful, JJ," he murmured.
Little did he know I was anything but relaxed. I shouldn't feel this way about my Dad. His hands on my body, his nearness shouldn't turn me on like this. But right now. Right this minute. He was a man more than my Dad. A man that wasn't rubbing sun lotion into his daughter's skin, but stroking in the most seductive way. And I know he had the same feelings. At that moment I knew our relationship changed.
"Let me get your legs," he whispered, his voice quavering a bit with sexual tension.
Stroking from the knee down, to start. Then I felt his slick hands open and sliding up the back of my thighs.
"Spread your legs a bit, baby." My mind flashed to him between my thighs, soft cradle of inner thigh and hot wet pussy. My legs wrapped around him.
His thumbs caressed my inner thigh, and came close, oh so close to my pussy. My suit was soaked and wet and he had to smell my sex. His thumbs tantalizingly close. More lotion and his hands were on my ass. Seductive massage, strokes, and squeezes nearly sent me over the edge. I moaned.
"Oh baby," he breathed.
His hands on thighs up over my ass, thumbs barely brushing the needy wetness between my legs. I wanted to rip my bathing suit off. I wanted his hands all over me. His hands on my breasts, squeezing, plucking my hard nipples. Sliding down over my flat stomach and finally his hands on my cunt. Rubbing my swollen sensitive lips, wet from my juices. Moaning from his hands on my inner thighs, sliding his hands under me and squeezing my ass. Lifting me high. I wanted him to know me as intimately as he could. I wanted his face there. I wanted his cock there. No. Fuck it. I needed him there.
And I wanted my hands all over his hard body. I wanted to know where my touch makes him moan. I want to feel his hardness and his softness. I wanted my hands to map his body so when he is inside me, I know what he needs. What he wants. I am in no rush I decide. This will be he best for us both. There is no rush. Once we start being intimate, it will never end. I know this.
"I think I have you all covered." His voice brought me back. His hands were gone and he was back laid out on his lounger. I watched him through slit eyes, the bulge in his swim shorts hard to miss. He didn't try to hide it. We weren't playing games, but a slow seduction. Tantalizing and teasing each other.
I must have dozed off. "JJ hon, you need to get out of the sun. I made us a light lunch."
I went to the table, not bothering with a cover up. The V of my suit well below my breasts. The inside of the V just covering my nipples. I knew when I moved my breasts would be very visible. The soft under-curve, the hard nipple, large aureole. Seducing my own father. He no longer was just my Dad. He was a virile man. Hard and lean but with the silver of experience.
I leaned across the table and touched his hand. "Dad, I'm so glad I came here. I just realized how much I missed you not being a constant part of my life."
"JJ you have no idea how much I love having you here. Near. It has been too long. We have a lot to learn about each other. I'm thinking the discovery is going to be fun," he laughed. He knew what I wanted and we were going to make it last. Draw it out. I smiled. "I don't know about you, but I need to get this lotion off me. I haven't taken you on a tour yet, I think it's time to see my pool shower!"
I never noticed a shower but followed him around the pool to a wall of exotic plants. I never thought of Florida as being as beautiful as California, but I was learning otherwise. He took my hand and led me behind the wall.
I gasped as we stepped into the middle of orchids and other blooming plants. The walls were covered and colorful blooms over our heads along with a shower head, both ends were open but the plantings afforded plenty of privacy. Secluded. Seductive. The scent heavenly.
"What do you think? I designed it myself. I didn't think I was such a green thumb. I surprised myself!" he laughed.
"It's gorgeous, Dad! I've never seen anything like it. I feel like I'm in a secret hide-a-way."
"You are! Sort of. Totally private. I designed it that way," he chuckled, almost embarrassed.
"Yes yes. It's very, ummmm, seductive, Daddy." I saw him react. I haven't called him Daddy since I was very young, and the point wasn't lost on him.
He reached up to adjust the shower head, his body brushing against me. "So do you want to shower with or without?"
"I think I'd like without. How about you?"
He slid his hands up my arms, slipped his fingers under the straps of my suit and slowly lowered it. He never took his eyes off my body as he continued to uncover the secrets that he waited so long to see. His thumbs brushed my nipples. I gasped as they formed long hard bullets, as they always did when I was this highly aroused.
"Baby your breasts are perfect. Just like I always imagined." His hands covered my breasts, and we both moaned. He slipped my suit off and I kicked it aside. "We have to get rid of these tan lines you know," he smiled, tracing the tiny triangular outline around my aureole.
He trailed his finger down my stomach, to the Y of my thighs. "And here too," tracing the triangle around my neatly trimmed pussy.
"Yes Daddy," I nearly whimpered from his touch.
My hands roamed over his chest, tweaking his nipples for a quick intake of breath. I think his reaction surprised him. I smiled. Being nearly the same height, I found we fit perfectly. My aching nipples pressed against his chest, enjoying the hairy roughness. Sliding my hands down his back and into his swim shorts, I squeezed his hard ass cheeks and pulled him against me. His cock throbbed against my pussy. I pushed his shorts down, needing his skin next to mine. He moaned his pleasure as I took over the seduction.
I began to kiss his neck. Sucking on his earlobe, my breath light in his ear. I brushed his lips with mine. Lightly. Then nibbled on his lower lip with my teeth. Breathing harder, he was getting even more aroused. I wanted to take him higher.
"Start the shower, Daddy," I whispered. Moaning when I felt the water wash over our hot skin. "Feels so good," grinding my pussy against his throbbing cock.
I filled my hands with soap and started on his chest, working down to his cock. He growled when I took his hot cock into my slick hand, cupping his balls with my other. His cock was thick and average length, just enough for me. But his balls made his package. Big fat balls in a thick sack. I was relieved that he thought to shave the whole area, making it so nice to use my mouth on his cock and balls. Some men are thoughtful that way, and I wasn't surprised he was one of them.
I didn't know much about his dating habits. Hell I didn't even know if he had a lady friend or not. At this point, he was all mine. We needed each other and that was all there was to it. I was focused on making him mine right now.
I rubbed my body on his, slick hot skin to slick hot skin. "Baby, you're killing me. I want you to take the lead to make sure this is what you want. But I'm about to lose control." With that he grabbed my ass and pulled me tighter against him. I wrapped my leg around him, opening up for his cock. His cock head zeroed in on it's target. Dad rubbed the head of his cock on my clit. I came quick and loud.
"I need you inside me, Daddy. Here. Now." I bent over, opening my cunt that was so hungry for his cock. The scent of the flowers, the rain like shower over my skin, his hot hands on my hips were nearly overwhelming. "Daddy! Now! Please!" I nearly screamed.
I felt his cock against me, taking aim again, but this time, ready to fill me. "Yes Daddy! Fuck me! I need you now!"
One stroke and he was ball deep. He groaned so loud I was sure the neighbors heard. I knew he was out of control and let him take me how he wanted. How he needed me. He pistoned into my dripping pussy.
I rode his cock. Our bodies slammed together. Those huge balls slapped my clit rhythmically. I came again, my cunt squeezing his steel hard cock.
"Oh baby I'm cumming!" He slammed into me for one last time and shot deep inside me. I knew he'd pump loads from those balls. I wanted it all. Deep. And I got it.
I caught my breath. Enjoying every last second of him inside me. His cock slipped out and I stood up. He wrapped his arms around me from behind.
"JJ, I never expected this. You were in my fantasies, but I never thought it would ever be a reality for us. I never could have made the first move you know. I'm so happy that you did. You fulfilled my dreams," he whispered softly in my ear.
I turned in his arms, kissing him deeply. "I've always loved you Dad. I didn't know there was more. I could have more feelings for you. Different feelings than just being your daughter. This was all deep down inside me. Us, I guess?"
"The day you got married. You came to me in your wedding dress. So fucking beautiful I could barely breath. You weren't my little girl anymore. You were a grown woman. I felt you slipping away from me when you walked down that aisle. I was left with fantasies. About you and me. Not only sex, but us as a relationship beyond dad and daughter. They were dangerous fantasies and not right. I knew I shouldn't feel that way about my daughter, but I couldn't help it," he shrugged. "I admit I've seen a few women your age thinking it might get my mind off you, but it never worked. No one is like you baby."
"It's okay now Daddy. You have me now. I have you. We have a lot ahead of us."
I quickly washed my hair, rinsed off while we both tried to keep from touching each other. At least for awhile. I knew the neighbors couldn't see so I stepped out of the shower and headed towards a lounger.
"That was entertaining, Jack!"
I was shocked to see a man laying in the lounger I was heading to.
"How long have you been here you old coot," my Dad said laughing. "I suppose long enough to get the idea of what's going on," he said wryly. "JJ this is my buddy, Steve. We play tennis together and generally commit mayhem." I then noticed his white tennis attire. "He's a Buckeye too!" My Dad forever the football fan.
"Nice to meet you," I said. It was too late to cover up. Myself or with a story.
"Totally my pleasure," he smiled. "Why am I not surprised that Jack would have such a beautiful daughter."
Settling into a lounger across from Steve, I slipped my sunglasses on and checked him out while they talked. He was older, my Dad's age probably. Darker tanned, striking blue eyes, and tall. I laughed to myself thinking about the three of us walking down the street as the crowds parted. He seemed more muscular than Dad so he probably did some gym time.
I was able to take a better look at my Dad. Then I saw he had no tan lines so he was usually out here nude. Nice, very nice I thought. I wondered about Steve. That dark tan of his. Any white bits? Hmmmm. Mayhem. I just bet they do, I laughed to myself.
Both mature virile men. Thinking about them started getting me wet. Again. I hope I'm going to be a busy woman while I'm here.
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Totally exhausted from my flight from California to Florida and the fact I fucked my Dad for the first time. Just another day in the life of a thirty-five year old, right? I thought about my eventful day as I drifted off, my last thoughts about Dad's friend, Steve.
The dazzling Florida sun blasted through the glass wall. Dad had left a thermos of coffee, a mug and note saying he was playing tennis with Steve until mid morning. And to not forget today is game day. How could I forget?! Tradition was in front of the television for Ohio State football. And I loved it.
The warming sun felt good on my skin. Enjoying my private patio, I stretched out on the lounger to bask in the sun and get rid of these tan lines. Morning breeze softly caressed my body, the scent of the flowers and rustle of the palms all combined into a sensual state of relaxation.
I heard voices. A little thrill shot through me as I slipped on my shortie silk robe. My pussy was already wet thinking of Dad. And of Steve. Yes. He intrigued me. He could have commented on what he heard yesterday, but didn't. He could have given me the wink wink, but didn't. Very interesting he is.
They decided to shower and get ready for the game. I needed to shower as well, but let them each take a bathroom. I'd wait.
Steve appeared first. Hair wet, fresh smelling, a big grin and beach shorts. No chance of checking out his tan lines, or lack thereof. Yet.
"How was tennis?"
"Your Dad whipped my ass as usual," he laughed. "Do you play?"
"Rustily," I laughed, "if that's a word, it's perfect for me."
"I can give you some pointers if you'd like."
"I think I might just take you up on that, thank you," I smiled.
His grin was even a turn on. Oh my, I am getting carried away. Maybe. I noticed his glance at my breasts, and realize my headlights were on high beams. Flashing my arousal for all to see. But I didn't mind him noticing, and changed position slightly to give him an even better view. My robe parted a bit giving him a good view of my thigh and hip, as well as most of one breast. The tease was on.
"Yes, anytime I can help," he said softly. Snug beach shorts made his arousal just as obvious, and I too was enjoying the view as well as the mystery in those shorts.
I've always loved cock. While my friends droned on about being forced to give blow jobs and how gross it was, I thought about how I loved a cock in my mouth. I love the power of I have over a man's pleasure.
I heard the shower end. "I'll get my shower now." Turning, my robe fell completely open affording Steve a glance of my body. I saw a flash of lust in those pale blues.
I was surprised to see Dad sitting on the edge of my bed.
"Hi baby," he smiled. I walked over and stood between his thighs. "I'm so happy we found each other." He softly kissed my shower damp belly. "I wanted to tell you, I've felt the electricity between you and Steve." His kisses moved lower to my mound. I ran my fingers through his hair, and he planted a kiss on my pussy.
"Oh Daddy." I moaned while the tip of his tongue found my clit. My hips automatically thrust, wanting more. A few licks and I was cumming all over his tongue. My wetness all over his mouth. He had me under his control and didn't even know it.
"I want you and Steve to get together if that's what you want. I have no problem with you and him. In fact, I find it pretty hot, oddly enough. Thinking about you and Steve fucking is a big turn on for me."
"Would you watch us, Daddy?"
"If that's what you both wanted, I'd love to."
By the time I dressed in a bright little sundress, the football game was just starting. Dad took the chair, Steve the couch. A big pitcher of sangria was on the table in front of him, which helped make my decision. I sat down next to him and poured myself a glass. Steve had sangria, but I noticed Dad had something a little stronger on the rocks.
They had some fun bets going and it got louder and more boisterous as the drinks flowed and the Buckeyes scored. My boys were well on their way to another win so I snuck out for a swim.
"The game is over and of course we won," Steve came out grinning.
"Of course!" I laughed.
"Your Dad went to lay down. Old man can't take it anymore," he said, cracking up at his own joke. "May I join you?"
I was neck deep in the water against the edge, not giving out any hints as to what I was wearing. Or not. I smiled.
He pulled his t shirt over his head and hooked his fingers into the waistband of his beach shorts. "You're sure?" I nodded.
Shorts dropped revealing a thickening cock. Slightly bigger than Dad's. His balls were smaller and tighter to the base of his cock. He too kept shaved and neat. And no tan lines. His skin was dark bronze, light curls of hair, likely more bleached from the sun, a few glints of silver as well.
He jumped into the pool and came up next to me. "You cheated! You're wearing something!"
"I never said I wasn't!" I laughed thinking of the tiny bikini that barely covered anything. I came up out of the water. The crocheted top triangles barely covered my aureole and Steve's eyes bugged out.
"Mmmm pretty damn sexy Miss JJ. Let me see the rest?"
"How do you want to do that," I tempted, moving in front of him.
"Maybe I'll just feel what it looks like," he grinned, holding my waist and pulled me close.
I softly moaned when he cupped my bare ass and kneaded the sensitive globes. I tugged off my top, my nipples bulleting under his gaze. Suddenly my bottoms were gone and my legs wrapped around him. The kiss was hot and deep, almost frantic. The attraction had been strong and now it was unleashed.
"I know I should take it slower but..."
"No! I don't want it slow. I need your cock inside me. Deep. Driving into me. Filling me." I'd never been so wanton with anyone. So needy.
I don't know how I got to the lounger but he was right on top of me. I guided his throbbing cock to my hot wet cunt and he thrust in. I levered myself on the lounger, and met each frenzied thrust, groaning and gasping like animals. We hit loud, sweaty moaning orgasms together. His juice pumped deep inside me. My cunt squeezed his cock rhythmically, milking every last drop.
I grabbed his ass and kept him close, wanting to keep his cock inside me as long as I could. He relaxed but held his weight up on his arms. The kiss was wet and deep, promising for more to come. Better. Longer. Hotter.
And that's how Dad found us. Still locked together, freshly fucked, the look of our new discovery.
"I knew you guys would get along!" Dad laughed with a smirk.
Steve said, "Jack, I'm glad of your approval, but I'm not sure I could have stayed away from her. I had seduction plans if she was hesitant," he smiled, kissing me.
"I'm an easy touch," I chuckled. "I need to get a shower."
"And I need to get some things done at home," he said, slipping his beach shorts on.
I was in my room gathering clothes for the afternoon and Dad came in.
"Would you need any help in the shower? No hanky panky baby, just to be near you." His Dad smile did it.
"I'd love it Daddy," brushing my lips on his, thinking he just might get a surprise.
"We'll use my shower. I don't think you've had a tour of that side of the house, have you?"
I followed him into his bedroom. I stopped and took in what I'd never have guessed would have been my Dad's room. It was like stepping into a cocoon. A warm, cozy, dark cocoon.
The wall were navy, nearly black. Wall sconces provided the light and generally cast a warm glow around the perimeter. The king size bed was covered in a soft velveteen, a shade brighter than the walls. I ran my hand over it's softness. The sheets were black, a lustrous cotton sateen.
This bedroom was an erotic mixture of textures. The floor cool shiny terrazzo. The chips were in blues and the brighter floor keep the room from being claustrophobic. Murano glass shades in like colors hung above each night stand. Dad adjusted the dimmer on the shades.
"These lights were my big score from a restaurant in Naples that decided to redecorate," he said proudly. They were breathtaking lit.
"Daddy. Your room." I looked around. The furniture was black, simple and modern."It's beautiful. You did such a wonderful job. It's just so......" I was at a loss for words.
"Seductive?" he smiled. Yes, yes. It was seductive. And more.
"Ohmy Daddy how many have you invited to your lair," I laughed.
"Probably not as many as you'd think. I'm very picky about my ladies. Especially those I invite into my bed." To be honest, I wasn't really surprised.
His bathroom was a bright as his bedroom was dark. A wall of glass looked out on a private alcove filled with colorful orchids, greenery and other various blooming flowers. The shower wasn't huge, but had jets on 3 of the walls as well as a big rainhead. The controls looked like a jet cockpit.
"Your shower is very seductive too, Daddy. Are you licensed to run that thing," I nodded towards the water control panel.
"Nothing to it! It does more than water, wait'll you see it at night. There are lights!"
"I can't wait!" Thinking of the fun we'd have in that bed and in this shower. I was making plans in my head already.
Perfect temperature water came from above somewhere and we stepped in. It was like being outside, inside. Like showering naked in public, but private. My pussy tingled at the sensations.
I wrapped my arms around him from behind, just relishing our wet, hot naked bodies together. My hands wandered his chest, thumbs teasing his nipples. Trailing my fingers lower, down the line of his chest hair to his belly. I heard him softly moan.
"Daddy pour some body soap in my hands."
I lathered his chest first, paying special attention to his nipples, and down to his belly. I leaned around him and ran my fingers down the crease of his thigh and body, brushing his cock and balls.
"Oh babygirl, you're killing me," he moaned. I smiled.
I slid my soapy slick hands down my Dad's muscled back. Tracing my finger along his spine and down deep between the globes of his ass. He gasped. His fat balls nestled into my hand.
"Oh baby, you're wearing away my control," he moaned. I lightly teased his balls with my nails, then rolled each on in the tips of my fingers. "Damn that feels so fucking good. I don't want to know where you learned to do that. I'm just glad you did."
"I'm 35 Daddy, I've had some experience. Probably more than some of those girls you've dated."
"How do you know who I date, may I ask," he said indignantly.
"To be brutally honest, you're silver and you older guys love the younger girls, but find they lack experience."
"OK. Guilty as charged. They are somewhat of a letdown. Teaching can be fun, but not every time."
I worked on his balls and ass. Massaging, squeezing, stroking and teasing. I found his hole with the tip of my finger and slipped it in.
"Mmmm it has been a long time for that," he moaned.
Slipped my finger in deeper and found the knob. The sensitive bump that was his prostate. The thing that could give a man so much pleasure. Daddy was able to relax so I could start the erotic massage.
He moaned, his breathing louder and faster. "Damn don't stop baby, don't stop!" he nearly shouted.
I got hotter knowing he was going to have an orgasm from my massage. I wanted him in me when he did, but there was no physical way possible.
His moans reverberated in the glass walls, loud and long. His ass clamped on my finger as I kept the rhythmic massage going until the end.
"Fuck," he moaned, gasping and leaning against the shower wall. "I forgot how intense it could be."
He turned, his cock an angry red and throbbing. He needed to cum now, Ejaculate. In one move he picked me up and slid me onto his hard cock. My back against the wall. My legs wrapped around him. I came when he entered me. Kept cumming during the thrusts in deep until he came. It was short but hot and hard and wild.
My legs could barely keep me up and we were both trembling. "Daddy I've never cum that hard before." I was still trying to catch my breath.
We quickly dried off and tucked into that luxurious bed. It was nap time.
Dad and Steve came back from tennis while I cleaned up the kitchen. I little thrill went through me when I heard Steve's voice.
'You're acting like a teenager,' I told myself. 'Soooo. He turns you on. You like him. You enjoy being around him.' Hmmm maybe I had a point. Talking to myself sometimes wasn't a bad thing I thought, hiding a laugh.
"What're you smiling about?" Steve asked, chuckling. OK maybe I didn't hide it well.
"Wouldn't you like to know."
"Oh my yes I'd love to know what runs through that sexy mind of yours," he said thoughtfully. "Hey, how about spending the day at the beach?"
"Oh wow, sounds good. I've been in Florida a few days and haven't made it to the beach. I'll get my suit on!"
"You can change at the house if you want." He smiled at my quizzical look. "I have a beach house north of here near Manasota Key."
Oh boy that did put a different light on things. "Sure! Let me put a few things in a bag."
Beach house? The glass front and house wide balcony overlooked the wide swath of private beach and stunning blue of the Gulf of Mexico. The back of the house overlooked the Intercoastal Waterway with dock and boat. I know my mouth was hanging open.
He laughed. "I had good luck on the market years ago. No big deal."
"No big deal?! This house is gorgeous, Steve!"
I walked the length of the balcony noticing certain areas had thick frosted glass for privacy. Those areas had double wide loungers with thick cushions. An outdoor kitchen abutted the indoor kitchen where Steve grabbed a couple of icy drinks. The sun was warm but the breeze cooled my skin. Which wasn't all hot from the sun.
I don't know why I felt such an attraction to him. It had been just sex between us. I was more relaxed than I'd been in a long time, and this beautiful Florida weather was messing with my mind.
"Do you want to go down to the beach or stay here and enjoy the view? This section of beach is fairly private so you'll see a few skinny dippers and those wanting to get rid of tan lines." His glance went to my breasts, remembering the tan lines around my aureoles.
"I don't care. It's so relaxing here I don't even want to make a decision."
"OK then. How about we lounge around here on the balcony for awhile, then decide? Besides, "he was almost embarrassed, "I'd like to just spend some time with you." I smiled at that, wondering if he read my mind.
"Perfect!"
"You do have to decide, suit, or no suit?" I pulled the tie of my halter behind my neck and let the sundress slip to the floor. His eyes bugged when he saw I was wearing no panties either.
"You win!"
I was already on a lounger with my iced drink by the time he was naked. "I can see why you have no tan lines!" We sat so we could see the beach, which didn't afford much privacy since we weren't behind the frosted glass. The possibility of being watched was something new to me and not just a little thrilling when I thought about it. I enjoyed the view while he settled in on the lounger beside me.
"I'm glad you came here today, JJ," he took my hand and laid back to watch the water and the beach. Just then a couple spread their towels on the edge of a dune, in a more secluded area, and slipped out of their suits.
"I've never been much of an exhibitionist or a peeper, yet here I am rocking it!" I laughed. "You're bringing out the naughty in me, Steve."
"I hope so. You're bringing out a lot of new things for me too." He leaned over and kissed me, and I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him back. Between the sun, the beach, the breeze on my sun warm skin, and the dark tanned hard body so near, I felt a high as though I was drinking.
He rolled on his side and laid his leg between mine and I held his thigh against my pussy. We both moaned as he ground his hard cock against my hip. I wanted to roll him under me. Straddle his body and take his cock deep inside. I wanted to ride him. Grind down, take his cock deep. I didn't care who would have seen us.
"I need you baby," he murmured as I pushed him back to mount him. My back was to the beach, but it didn't take much of an imagination to see.
"I need you too. I want to fuck you. Ride you. I need your cock deep. I can feel it throbbing inside me. Hot and hard. I want to feel you pumping into me. Emptying your balls."
"Fuck I love dirty talk JJ," he gasped. "You're driving me crazy. Ride me. Fuck me fast and hard. I want to drive deep and pump my hot juice into you."
In the heat of this moment his words were driving me over the edge. I rode him faster, rhythmically, my clit grinding against his cock. Pussy dripping. I came loud and hard. His cock throbbing when my cunt milked him and he drove up, squirting his seed deep. I heard him cum loud through the ringing in my ears.
I collapsed on his chest, cock still tightly locked inside me. My cheek rubbing his hairy chest, he kissed my forehead.
"That was the best. Ever."
"For me too," I admitted. Before that revelation sunk in, I noticed that our bare ass sunbathers were fucking in the dunes, and they had a bit of an audience. A couple about their age had spread a towel nearby and watched while they played with each other.
"This is the most action I've seen around here," he laughed. "Looks like a porn shoot!" Although we added a scene or two to that eh?" He stood up looking out over the rail. "How about I order in some food?" I nodded admiring this silver foxes body. A wolf whistle indicated someone below did too. I laughed when he took a bow, garnering more whistles.
We ate and enjoyed evening around a flickering fire, while I tried to ignore my deepening emotional attachment to Steve. I'm in Florida for some relaxation before I get back to my life in California. A life I'll have to rebuild after the divorce. I need to focus on that. Eventually I'll have to reconcile that a good part of my vacation was spent, very intimately, with my Dad. I pushed the thoughts of leaving him to go back to California out of my head. I need to concentrate on the two hot men currently in my life.
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I reeled off more toilet paper and shoved it into the bra cup. "How in the world did women stuff their titties into these things," I mumbled to myself.
"I'd say you're going to need more TP." I jumped, the roll flew across the floor, leaving a white wake across the shop.
"You startled me." I retrieved the roll, noticing the car parked at the curb in front of my shop. "Can I help you with anything?"
I often had men come in to ogle the vintage lingerie, unique to today's undies. It was more, dare I say, titillating. Teasing. Lingerie from back then left a little mystery and I found many men preferred it. I'm sure many a man's fantasy came to life in my shop.
"My wife is at a meeting down the street and I thought I'd check out the town."
Typical for Florida, the day was warming up and it was time to close the door and fire up the air conditioning. I had noticed the perfectly coiffed woman step out of the silver blue Bentley. Coiffure. It's such an old unused word, but sometimes it's just fitting. Queen Elizabeth has a coiffure, and so did his wife, but hers was blonde over-dyed silver.
"Small town in the center of the state. March rodeo is our claim to fame. Besides the antique shops of course." My shop was right in the center of the antique shops that lined the block. People came from both coasts for a day of 'antiquing'. "We have some pretty good restaurants you might want to check out for lunch." Although Mrs B might have other plans that involved the cocktail crowd, I mused.
I finished stuffing the bullet bra and placed the mannequin in the window. Popular with the sweater girls back in the day, they created quite a projection. A pointy projection most assuredly.
"You enjoy what you do," he said, eyes skimming my clothing. Although I'd put my long hair up into moon buns, I was all 70s. Low on the hips palazzo pants and a deep scoop midriff top. Of all I think I love the 70s best. It was a time of free spirit and everything was sensual. Clothing was tight, low cut and often flamboyant. As was my pink and orange outfit.
"I do, yes. I'm lucky to make a living at what I love." Vintage clothing was more lucrative than most people would think. I started out doing online auctions and got a following because I was open minded and understood everyone has different needs. I've never been judgmental, live and let live, and my auction following has come along for the ride. Many make side trips on their Florida vacations to come to the shop. For those that wouldn't be comfortable trying on clothes, I had my upstairs apartment. I understood fetish and interests that weren't mainstream. I have all ages as my customers really, pin ups, goth girls, role play, mid century modern is hot today as is the cocktail crowd.
"I did," he said, fingering a vintage cashmere sweater, "But I'm ready to retire and enjoy my life's labor."
"They would have worn that over that bullet bra," I said. We both envisioned that at the same time and cracked up.
The Bentley chirped and Mrs B's perfect coiffure appeared and disappeared into the car. With apparently no care as to where her husband might be.
"Looks like you're leaving," I laughed.
"I'd say! By the way, I'm Ben, and you're....?"
"Rose," I replied, and poof he was gone.
"That was one powerful man," I said to my sister Lily on the phone later that evening.
"Like a weight lifter?"
"Noooooo. Like business powerful."
"Oh. Is he good looking? How old is he? He's married?! Wonder if you'll see him again?"
"Geez Lily. Yes he is good looking. I don't know... Older. Married yes. Why would I see him again? He was there with his wife on her business."
"Well crap Roz, I thought maybe you found him," stressing the word HIM. Her nickname for me because as a kid she had trouble pronouncing my name.
I had Lily on speakerphone while I went through a new lot of clothing for the store. I held up a sky blue 60s sheath dress with matching topper and wondered if Ben would like that. "What am I thinking?!"
"What? About what," Lily asked. "Ohhhhh wait. You ARE thinking about him aren't you. He really must have been hot."
"I'm nearly 30," I said slipping the dress over my head. "He had to have been late 50s," I grunted, twisting to pull up the size zipper.
"So?! Like you never see age differences in couples?! May December? DILF daddies I'd like to fuck?"
The full length mirror showed that this could have been custom made for me. They sky blue color perfect with my eyes. "Yes I have noticed, but I'm guessing one of them isn't married to someone else?!" I said exasperated at the whole subject that was really a non subject. "Hey Lil, wait'll you see this new sheath with topper I just got in. It's pretty damn cool!"
"Whatever!" My little sister was married with a baby and thought I should be at least as far along in life as her. In her opinion I was lagging.
"Ben isn't datable, Lily. Don't you get it. He's married! He was a customer! Beginning and end of story," I said in an end of story voice while I stashed that dress in my own closet.
Our local business owners breakfast was that following week. It was spring and many of the areas seasonal visitors were heading back to the northern states. The dollars were less, but it was always fun having the locals come back. Many of them stayed home during season because of traffic and crowds. We were less affected here in our little town because most of the seasonals lived in nearby cities and would make us a day trip. That worked well for everyone concerned.
Trying to balance my coffee, paperwork and get the door open, I saw 'the coif' in the window reflection. I hadn't noticed the Bentley so he must not be with her this time, I thought, sighing. Oh well. There was still had time to freshen up before I flipped to the open sign. I left my coffee in the shop and ran up the back stairs. I loved having my home above the shop.
Women in the old days were smaller than today's women, so some of the vintage clothes were not perfect for today's woman. Fortunately my five foot three inch frame was petite. Mostly. Though far from well endowed my bust was often a tight fit. This sundress squeezed a lot of deep breast valley in the strapless top. The full skirt with petticoats kept my excess cleavage to a demure level. Suitable for a business owner. Candy pink lips, a bit of blush and tiny red wedge sandals completed my look for the day.
Grabbing a pair of earrings I ran down the steps to find Mr B with his hands cupped to the door window, looking as though he was searching for life. I laughed.
"You're an early bird!" I opened the door and flipped the open sign.
"I guess I am," he grinned. "You're looking very retro today, Rose. The red suits you and your name."
My cheeks went crimson, blushing not easily hid because of my creamy white complexion. Like a schoolgirl I fiddled with my hair which I'd left down today. It flowed well down over my bare shoulders, jet black, thick with waves.
"It should be illegal to be that cute," he smiled at my blush, which only deepened.
"Thank you," I said sincerely. "And you. You're pretty cute yourself! Oh but I guess I shouldn't call a man cute??!!" I laughed. It was his turn to blush, though not as apparent on his deeply tanned skin.
I wanted to say delicious, but no way was I that brave. His hair glittered with silver interspersed with black and dark gray. And green eyes. Had I ever known anyone with green eyes? I'd surely have remembered. He wore a pale blue polo shirt and cream colored shorts, pretty typical apparel for a Florida guy. He was impeccably groomed. Delicious. Yes.
I realized I'd been staring at him. "So what brings you to town today? Your wife have a meeting?"
"Yes she does. In fact I'm really just dropping her off. She invests in real estate and today is the tour of possible developments for investments. Someone will bring her home later this evening. I was happy to get out of the boring business dinner." He rolled his eyes and I laughed. "Soooo I have some time to kill and wondered if you needed help with anything around your store. I may not look like it, but I'm pretty handy!"
"Oh gosh, I'd love it," I said, thinking hell yes! Then that annoying little thing popped in to my head saying, he's married you idiot. But I did need a few things done around here, I thought. Oh sure, like that's all you're thinking you'd like him to do, I answered my own thought. Get a grip girl, I scolded myself.
"Something wrong with your coffee?" I realized I'd been holding it the whole time I was arguing with myself. You really do need to get a grip. "Just thinking of any projects around here. Nothing in the store really. When I bought the building I had everything renovated, electric, water pipes, etc."
"Ah okay, I just thought I had time and wanted to put it to some kind of good use."
"Wait, I do have an issue with the shower upstairs. I had that renovated to but the shower head is leaking. It's pretty new so I wonder if it just needs to be tightened?"
"Sure! Be glad to take a look at it," he said seeming relieved I found something for him to do. Not like I wanted to send him away anyhow.
I locked the door and flipped up the lunch break sign and led him upstairs.
"I guess you did renovate," he said taking everything in. "Quite a difference from your shop I'd say!" We both laughed. "Retro to modern industrial in the blink of an eye... Or a flight of steps."
I'd had the whole floor gutted and had them leave as many bricks and old wood as they could. The old windows stayed, but were fitted with double reflective glass to keep the Florida sun out. All ducting stayed as well as piping. I didn't have much furniture, but it was comfortable and clean lined.
"Yes I really love it here," I said.
"I can see why. You did a great job, Rose." I took him into the bathroom. I had a top of the line shower put in with all kinds of heads above and on the sides, steam, and teak seating. "Wow wow wow, this is pretty damn awesome. I'm going to have you design my next shower."
"Okay!" We both laughed.
He had to run the shower to find out what the problem was. "I'll take my shoes and socks off."
"Yes yes I don't want you getting all wet doing this!" Yes I did. I wanted him to get soaked. I wanted to strip his wet clothes off. I wanted to take my clothes off to and step into the shower with him. I wanted his body against mine while the warm water pulsated against our skin. Rose! Snap out of it, I thought. Okay okay I got carried away.
While he was adjusting I thought about 'the coif' and if she ever slipped into the shower with him, or was she too worried about keeping that perfect hair. I smirked to myself.
"Alrighty, lets try it again," he said, stepping out of the shower. I didn't move, standing close, crowding him and looking into the shower like I was awaiting something big to happen, but it was really just to stand near him. A few more adjustments and it was done. With a sigh I led him back through my bedroom.
"Is this your private stash?" He surveyed the long rack of clothing that was waited for me to go through and prepare to put in the shop.
"I'm sure a couple of things may make it into my collection," I laughed.
"This?" He held up a hanger and my cheeks heated again.
"Maybe."
He slipped his hand under the soft sheer black fabric. "This would be a robe and gown?"
"Yes, back then they called that a peignoir," I swallowed hard watching him open the floor length robe to reveal the matching sheer black gown. The bodice was fine black lace, nearly as sheer, and deeply V'd and had delicate matching straps.
"Interesting. I'd guess not meant for sleeping?" he grinned, but that didn't help the sexual tension that was building.
"She would also have a cigarette in a long holder and a glass of champagne. She posed provocatively, showing just the right amount of leg in that slit. Totally designed to seduce."
He cleared his throat and slipped the gown back on the rack.
Standing in front of me, he rubbed his thumb on my lower lip. I leaned up for the kiss. Not wanting to wait. Not thinking about the fact he belonged to someone else. I had to taste him. I had to feel him close.
Our tongues met and we moaned, taking it deeper. The crinolines under my skirt crackled when he slid his hands to my ass and pulled me close. I could feel the heat of his cock through our clothes.
I wrapped my arms around his neck. The action of doing that pulled my breasts high in the strapless bodice, my nipples barely clinging to the edge. They ached from from the abrasion of the material. They ached because they needed Ben's mouth.
He started kissing down my neck. "Oh kitten." I felt his breath in the deep valley between my barely contained breasts. He buried his face in my cleavage, nibbling and sucking, teasing.
I willed my tits to pop up out of that bodice. Into his hot wet mouth. My breasts were so sensitive I can cum with the right attention. His hands were on my sides and he felt the zipper, easing it down. My tits then all but did pop out of their tight confines. I held his head and moaned while he suckled. I felt the orgasm building.
"Don't stop, Ben," I moaned. "I'm cumming." The nipple between his teeth sent me over the edge. I shuddered in his arms.
"Oh kitten, you're so responsive!"
I tugged his shirt up and over his head while my dress dropped to the floor. He easily picked me up and laid me on the bed.
"You're beautiful, Rose." I couldn't take my eyes off him. Sparkles of silver and black on his tanned chest. And those green eyes.
"Take them off," I commanded, looking at the bulge in his pants. Slowly, oh so slowly he teased his zipper lower. "Mmmm no underwear. I like that," I smiled provocatively. "I like that a lot."
He tucked his fingers in his waistband and eased his shorts down. "And I like that you like it. I think I'm going to like making you happy a lot." I pushed any thoughts of the future out of my head.
I gasped. His cock was standing at attention, angry red with a head covered in shiny precum. "You make me feel like a twenty year old again," he smiled.
"I want you. Now."
I guided his cock closer to my smooth lips, wet with my juices. He moaned when I rubbed the tip of his cock down my slit. He paused, then slowly entered. I dug my heels in and came up to meet him, taking his cock deep. I pushed up to meet every thrust.
"I want to ride you," I murmured and we rolled, his cock never leaving my pussy. I straddled and rode him. Grinding down. My fingers tangled in his silvery chest hair. His hands on my breasts, teasing my nipples, squeezing and massaging just how I loved it. I leaned on his shoulders, sliding up and down his throbbing cock while it rubbed my clit.
"I'm cumming," I moaned, not slowing down, my pussy clamping around his cock. Milking it. I felt the hard throb and he locked my hips down on his cock while he pumped deep inside me. Coming loud and hard.
I collapsed on his chest, his cock still inside me. He wrapped his arms around me and murmured into my hair, "I can't think of the last time I felt like this, Rose." And I never have, I thought.
I held the phone away from my ear while she squealed. "Lily, take it easy. It's just a fling. I'm the other woman now, remember," I chuckled without humor.
"Well you never know! Is he hot? I bet he is! Older men usually are. They say anyhow," she laughed.
"Well yeah he's hot. You think I'd mess around with just anyone, sis?!" We laughed and to my relief found another topic.
I had been on a buying trip to a couple of the northern states and the clothes I had chosen were starting to arrive. Most of the time vintage clothing makes it through the years quite well, and besides cleaning only might will need a repair here and there. That kept me busy and my mind off Ben. I'm a realist and have no expectations of a fling with a married man, my conscience told me. And that's all it was. Sure, you know you think more of him than that. Well maybe I do but I also know it can't go anywhere. Just don't make any rash decisions.
Retailers monthly luncheon was today and it was expected I dress vintage so they could fawn over whatever I was wearing. I didn't mind. It was fun. I opened my closet and there was the sky blue sheath dress. I remembered wondering if Ben would like it. I need to get over this, I thought.
I checked the seams were straight on my hose and left early to walk the block and a half to the restaurant. Because, to be perfectly honest, these skirts are so narrow we lose stride. There. It's out. A female secret passed down through generations is out. Tiny little short fast steps to keep up.
The place was already hopping when I opened the door. It's a locals regular hangout and you'd see anything from sand dusty farmers, to cowboys that ride their ranges, to hard working immigrants. Today was no exception but tables were slid together for our group.
A few heads swiveled to take in my sky blue sheath and topper, a real bright spot in this place, that tended more country. I'd decided on white kitten pumps and matching white clutch. My black hair in a Audrey Hepburn-esque French twist. My favorite candy pink lipstick gave me confidence.
Several of the men jumped up and offered me the empty chairs next to them. I had a little jolt, but quickly recovered when I noticed 'the coif' at another table. By herself.
Our meetings weren't formal, just giving us time to mention anything new or anything of concern. That went quickly, and our meal was served.
The walk back was slower because I spent some time wondering where Ben was, then deciding 'the coif' had driven herself today.
I rounded the corner to unlock the door and was startled to see Ben lounging. "Good morning," I said as he ushered me in. I heard the key lock click again and at the same time I was swooped off my feet and settled into his lap. I kept a nice upholstered chair in the corner of my store for men waiting on their ladies, or hanky panky. Whatever.
"Good morning to you," he murmured as he held my face for a kiss. As always I put my all into it and started squirming on his lap.
"I don't have time for too much fun and games, I'm sorry"
"That's alright. I understand." You're married. I work with that. I knew what I was getting into.
His arm was wrapped around me allowing his hand the freedom to roam. His gasp let me know he was pleasantly surprised when he slid his hand under the topper to find the top of the dress under the topper was nothing but a soft sheer. And without a bra, he came up with a handful of tit.
"Oh kitten, you're full of surprises." It was my turn to gasp from his seduction play with my breast. Now knowing how sensitive I was, he knew what to do.
I wrapped my arms around his neck for another lusty kiss. He slid his hand up my thigh and groaned loud when he felt the top of my hose and satin ribboned garter belt. He tickled my inner thighs and was even more shocked to get to my pussy and find no panties. "You are a naughty kitty! And I love it."
He spread my thighs and started stroking my well wet pussy lips, teasing my clit lightly with the tip of his finger. I moaned into his mouth, which prompted him to slip his fingers into the folds and deeper. He slipped a finger in deep and started finger fucking me. I spread wide, my dress riding up, hose tops and garter belt on full display. He took me higher quickly and I went along for the ride. With his hand on my breast and his hand on my cunt, I needed to cum. I swear fireworks went off in my head when I came, soaking his hand.
"I'm sorry kitten but I really have to go," he whispered and kissed me sweetly. "I know you're a one man band around here, but wasn't sure if you could take a day away. I'd like to take you to my beach cottage on Anna Maria.



"I do have someone I trust that will cover."
"Great! I'll be in touch with when," he said excitedly. I suspected he had plans for us and I was only too fine with that.
He headed towards the door. "Wait, do you want to wash your hands?" Knowing my scent was still fresh.
"Nah, I'm driving her car." With a wink and a wicked smile he was back out the door.
A week went by of selling and restocking the shop. It was unusually busy for Florida's off season, but of course I was happy for the business. One of my favorite misunderstood fetish customers dropped by. I met him through my online auctions when he contacted me about purchasing panties for himself. I didn't know much about it before, but learned that these men aren't necessarily gay, just enjoy the feel of women's lingerie. I usually held back any larger size nighties, panties, slips, girdles and bras.
When I opened the shop, I have a few customers from my online sales. I found I was oddly turned on by seeing a hard cock and big fat balls in sheer silky panties. I've never done anything sexual in nature with these guys, but they do enjoy modeling for me and I in turn enjoy them.
"Oh Rose, I'm so glad you found this for me," Roger said, walking around in his new gown. Floor length sheer, but multiple layers so it would be peek a boo when you moved. His cock apparently approved of the soft silky material sliding over it because it tented the front of the pink gown. It was hot looking and I started to squirm.
"I thought of you when I saw these," nodding to the pile of pastel froth on the bed. "I thought you'd especially enjoy the lace gown," I said knowing he hadn't seen it yet.
"Oh?" Roger started going through the pile and pulled the virgin white lace gown out. It would be snug fitting because it was stretch lace. He tugged it down over his body, his cock reacting to the soft but abrasive lace rubbing over it. "Oh Rose, I owe you big time for this one!" He purchased everything that I'd picked out for him and almost ran out the door, anxious to get his purchases home.
I'd missed an earlier text from Ben that asked if next Wednesday would work for the beach house. Yes! That took awhile, you've been busy? Wish you were here. I'm squirmy from looking at a hard cock all evening. OH? Your shop is closed right? But he's a special customer. I'll tell you about him later. Okay kitten, I miss you. After a brief hesitation I texted, I miss you too.
It was about an hour and a half drive to Anna Maria Island, but with the company, and riding in the flashy red sports car, we could have gone forever. My beach bag was on the floor under my legs because there was virtually no back seat or even room. This was obviously a car designed for speed. Every hit on the throttle made it quickly jump forward, as though it was waiting to be unleashed. I could see Ben enjoyed driving it.
"What do you think?"
"I'm thinking I'm so happy you asked me," I smiled. "Oh, the car you mean? It reminds me of you. Silently and confidently laying in wait. The power and lust just waiting to be, ummmm, turned on."
"Ohhhh kitten that's just what you do to me. I feel like I could do anything when I'm with you. You do make me feel powerful, but you also bring out a passion I never knew I had. I'm typical male I suppose in that I don't talk about my feelings. Or rarely." He shifted hard away from the light and I could feel my body being pressed into the seat. We were on a deserted stretch of road and the speedometer started climbing. Anyone else, I'd have been scared. But I was enjoying every second of it with Ben.
"Mmmm I loved that," I said when he slowed down. He took my hand and kissed it.
"Someday we'll see how you can handle this power. I mean you do pretty damn good handling me, kitten."
Thankfully there was little traffic out to the island, which in season could take hours to move a few miles. He pulled behind an older Florida style house that sat right on the beach. The wrap porch and wide overhang to keep the sun out of the house, were typical to old Florida. I noticed it was very well maintained as we entered through the back door, directly into the kitchen.
It was beach decorated in whites with touches of blue. A large picture window opened to the beach, Tampa Bay, the Sunshine Skyway bridge and a bright red and yellow striped hammock stretched across the porch.
Colorful beach umbrellas dotted the white sand and people wandered past. The house was set back enough for some privacy, but still it was a public beach.
I changed into my bikini, and as a true smart Floridian, had already slathered sunscreen on my white skin. I'd burn quickly and painfully if I didn't. I tossed a gauzy cover-up on and was ready for the sand In my toes. Since I didn't get to the beach often, I intended to it, and Ben.
"Mmmm the suit matches the Gulf waters," he said, tracing the upper edge of my bikini top. I shivered. My breasts started aching for his attention and my nipples were hard and poking through my suit already.
"You're such a tease, Ben!"
"I have no intention of not following through. Sometime today."
"I look forward to it!" But maybe I have plans too buddy!
We walked at surfs edge, and of course I picked up seashells while he laughed at me. I chased him out into the warm salt water until we were about waist deep. It was a fairly deserted area of the beach, so I thought a little making out was in order.
I wrapped my arms around his neck and showed him my intentions by a long and deep liplock. The rhythmic waves pushed me against him every time they came in. I felt his cock harden, and he moaned, pulling me against him harder. I tipped my pelvis and ground my mound into his cock.
I pulled him a little further out into the water. His eyes were heavy with desire. I wrapped my legs around him and let the water pound us together. It was all so erotic and I wanted nothing more than to fuck him right then and there, but good sense prevailed. Especially when I noticed a few more on the beach.
I pushed away from him. "Cool off big boy, we have an audience." We played and splashed each other and headed back up to the beach once Ben was more presentable.
A quick rinse off under the outdoor shower, and I felt more human getting all the salt and whatevers off me. When I turned around, Ben was already in the hammock on the porch, in the shade, just where I wanted to be.
"Jump in kitten, just don't dump us out," he laughed. I did and I didn't.
The big hammock was like a cocoon, wrapping up each side, affording quite a bit of privacy unless someone walked right up to the house. I reached behind me and untied my top and tossed it overboard, much Ben's approval.
"I love your breasts, kitten. That they are so sensitive and can give you so much pleasure just adds to it," he circled the aureole with the tip of his finger. Smiling at my sudden intake of breath, he tweaked it to a long hard bullet.
I rolled into him and rubbed my titties on his chest while I started a hot and humid make out session. My hand slid down his chest and untied his beach shorts.
"Mmmm kitten, you drive me wild," he gasped when I reached in and took his throbbing cock into my hand.
"I haven't had a good make out and petting session in a lonnnnggggggg time," I breathed. "I'm also braver now than I was back then," I whispered, circling the head of his cock with my thumb.
Uncontrollably, his hips started thrusting, rhythmically. He held my breast in his hand, squeezing and massaging, abrading my nipple with his palm. We kissed, hot and still hungry from our play in the water earlier. I wrapped my hand around his cock and squeezed firmly, sliding my hand up and gently pinching the head wrapped my hand around his cock and squeezed firmly while sliding my hand up and gently pinching the head.
"Oh my god you're making me crazy," he murmured into my mouth. He thrust, fucking my fist. I laid his cock back on his stomach and stroked the length with the palm of my hand. The whole underside from the head to his balls. Copious amounts of precum kept my hand well lubed and I was able to stroke the sensitive underside a few times. He pulled me tighter against him, his hips grinding against my hand. I took him in a firm grip again and started stroking. Giving him what he wanted. What he needed.
I could tell he was past the point of no return and let him take the lead. Let him fuck my hand while I exerted the right amount of pressure, pinching off gently at the sensitive head. He was groaning loudly now, loud enough to alert anyone nearby on the beach. We didn't care. I was cumming with him and it wasn't going to be quiet.
Suddenly he arched, his cock started pumping, I leaned up just in time to feel the spatter of his hot cum all over my titties. So hot on my skin. AT that moment I came, loud and hard.
Our skin was hot and sweaty. I was soaked in cum, my juices all over his thigh.
"Never have I ever had a hand job like that," he gasped. "My beautiful talented, kitten."
We shared an end of sex tender kiss. I read nothing more into it. You know, the kind that happens after good sex between anyone. You think he talks to his wife like that? You think he cums that hard with his wife? I can't think about that. It is what it is. I'm still the other woman, no matter what.
We cocooned for awhile in that hammock, not talking, until he broke the silence.
"You know, I'm trying to think of a way I can keep you. I don't want to give you back. I don't want to think about you talking to other men. I can't even think of you being with another man. Yet I can't ask you for anything," he sighed. "I'm too old for your for one thing."
Forget that, I thought. The fact that you're married is my deciding factor. But it remained unsaid.
"Pffffttttt too old?!" I laughed. "Are you kidding? You're plenty enough for me. You more than keep up with my needs, and I'm hoping I do yours as well."
He laughed loudly. "Are YOU kidding?! Someone that can make me cum that hard literally jacking me off." He gathered me closer. "Kitten, you're all I need and more. You make me feel like a giddy teenager. You get me hard faster and keep me hard longer than I have in years."
"I'm so glad," I murmured holding him close. I decided to ignore that M word for now.
I knew Ben had a week full of business and I wouldn't hear from him, so I was surprised to see a text from him.
This is sort of last minute, but how would you like an overnight trip to NYC with me day after tomorrow. Before you say yes, I will be in meetings for a part of the day, but you could bring your sister if you like. We also would have dinner with someone I've been trying to get as a client for my company for some time.
Wow, it is last minute but I know I can get the shop covered. I wasn't sure about Lily going, but it'd be fun and I'll ask.
Sure! I'd love to go. I'll call Lily later to see if she can.
A few minutes later....
Wonderful! I'll give you details tomorrow.

I started planning immediately. Business dinner called for a cocktail dress and I knew just the one I'll wear. I had one in mind for Lily already.
"What?!" she all but screeched. "New York city! Of course I'll go. Overnight won't be a problem with the baby because that's what husbands are for," she laughed.
We excitedly started to talk about shopping in the city. I have not been, but Lily had been several times so Iet her plan the shopping. I told her I'd take care of her cocktail dress.
Ben texted the time he'd pick us up. We'd take Dolphin out of Sarasota airport and a car would be waiting to take us to the hotel. I knew Ben would be efficient with planning.
It was a perfect morning to fly out, I thought looking down at the bluest Gulf of Mexico I've ever seen. Dolphin catered to business and those celebrities that wanted to remain anonymous. They were interspersed around Florida, knowing that for the most part, we didn't pay them much attention. We even had some big names in my little town. Sarasota was a playground for retired and not retired rockers. I had gone to a bar with a bunch of friends to watch AC/DC's Brian Johnson and half the Allman Brothers band jam. I wanted to scream like a teenage girl, but didn't. But I wanted to, I laughed to myself.
Lily was chattering away at Ben. I was going to save him but he seemed like he wasn't minding at all and chatted right back, so I leaned back in my luxurious seat to enjoy the flight.
I thought the jet was pretty luxurious until I walked into the two bedroom hotel suite. "Wow!" Lily and I said at the same time.
"I'm off to my meetings. The driver will remain available for you both to go wherever you want. I probably won't be back much before our dinner meeting. Just enough to clean up and dress." And out the door he went.
We only had a few hours to shop so we shopped local. I let Lily take the lead, since this was a real getaway for her. She'd had the baby a year ago, but hadn't taken any time away. I appreciated Ben inviting her.
We got back in time to take leisurely showers, get shaved, creamed, softened, and whatever else we could think of. We did each others hair in upsweeps, perfect for our vintage cocktail dresses.
"I hope you found something that these milky boobs can fit into!" Lily hefted her titties in her hand, that I think had tripled from her usual size. Her skin was even more white and fragile looking than mind. Thin blue veins trailed around her breasts making her skin almost translucent. But her nipples. I didn't know nipples could be that large and I was almost jealous of them. They were a dark rosy pink. As large as her breasts were, they still sat high on her chest, with no sag from the weight.
"I did!" I pulled the dress out of the garment bag and she gasped her approval. The royal blue plunging halter top of ruched chiffon would cover just about any size breast. But now I think hers might even be a challenge. The bodice was the same ruching and color, but in satin, and it wrapped snugly around. The skirt was a super full gathering of the same chiffon.
"I love it!" She danced around like a child, and I laughed.
"I'm so glad sweetie. I wanted you to have a good time on this getaway. We don't know what the guy is like we're meeting, but it's not like he's going to be your date." I went on to fill Lily in on what I knew about Ben's new, hopefully, client.
I pulled my own dress from the bag and decided to get dressed so I could help Lily. I smiled at my own reflection because this lingerie was all for Ben. I'd chosen tiny black lace panties. A black lace garter belt held up black sheer hose with seams.
I slipped the dress on. Yes. Perfect, I thought. The entire dress was black lace underlined with flesh colored taffeta, so at first glance it appeared that nothing was under the dress. It had a demure boat neckline and three quarter length sleeves. I swirled to look at the back view. Although the front view was demure, the dress was backless to my waist.
They'd notice me coming, but be shocked to see me go.
Lily came in and gushed. "Come on lets get you dressed, sis."
Lily wore red silk bikini panties and chose to go sans hose because of her sandals. I helped her slide the dress over her head and it floated down around her. As I thought the halter top didn't cover as much as I thought it would. She was thrilled because it had been some time since she felt sexy.
I zipper her into the dress and she was in fact, stunning. The blue was perfect for her complexion and blonde hair. The halter would have been scandalous back in it's day, today it was really perfectly fine.
I slipped clear peep toe shoes on, the rhinestone rosette glittered in the light. We were ready.
True to his word, Ben came in at the last minute, and but for a shocked face after taking us in, went to get himself ready.
Our dinner companion, Robert, arrived at the club just before us for perfect timing. Turns out he was quite charming, not the stodgy businessman I expected. Surprisingly.... No.... Shockingly enough, Lily was smitten. But I could understand. Robert was sensual in every sense of the word. From his demeanor, to his voice, to his clothing to his well taken care of body. A real New York man.
Dinner went well without a mention of business. I wasn't sure if that was Ben's plan or not, but he went with it. Robert was appearing to be as smitten with Lily as she was with him.
I watched them dancing on the shadowy edge of the dance floor. "I hope Lily didn't distract from business."
"Are you kidding?! The way to a man's whatever is through a sexy woman, or whatever that saying is," he laughed.
I laughed. "Hey, I think he has his hand under my sisters dress!"
He slid his hand up my thigh. "Did I tell you how beautiful you look tonight?" I clamped his hand between my thighs.
"A few times!" and kissed him thanks. "Is he married I wonder. She's married you know," stating the obvious, almost indigently. Then just as quickly realized what I'd said. And just as quickly changed the topic to a drink refill.
They came back to the table, sexually super charged. Their air was electric. Lily ignored my looks and had her hand on his lap under the table. His arm was around her and I could see he had slipped his hand in the side of her halter top to get to those huge titties.
Getting turned on myself, my hand went under the tablecloth to Ben's lap. I heard his quick intake of breath as I squeezed his growing erection.
"Lets dance," he said, pulling me up.
Finding the same shadowy edges, we danced. I don't think we could have gotten any closer. My pumps put me on level, to grind my mound against his cock.
"Kitten, kitten, kitten," he murmured in my hair. His hands were on my bare back and edged lower. Cupping my ass he pulled me harder against him.
"We have all night together," I whispered, remembering that this would be our first night together. It would be a rare occasion I'm sure. "I can't wait to feel your body against mine. Your hot skin against me. I need to feel the heat of your cock. The hardness," as I whispered dirty talk, he softly moaned.
"Yes, I want you in my bed. I want to roll over and have you next to me. I want to wake up in the morning and you'll be there."
I didn't know what to answer to all that. I wanted to blurt out all my feelings, but it wouldn't be fair to him or me. So I just softly kissed him my answer.
When we got back to the table, Robert and Lily were ready to leave. Not surprisingly, I laughed to myself.
"C'mon back to the suite for a nightcap if you like," Ben said. Robert was quick to agree. Not surprisingly, and I had to laugh again.
It was a quick nightcap with us and Robert said, "Ben, I'll have my office assistant call your office in the morning and set everything up."
"Great!" But neither Robert nor Lily heard because they'd already disappeared in her room.
"Well this wasn't exactly what I envisioned," I said. "But if Lily wants this fling then I'm happy for her. I think their age difference is about the same as ours," I mused.
"I'd guess," Ben said distractedly, pulling me up from the chair. "Lets go to bed, kitten. I need you close to me."
Although we couldn't take our eyes off each other, we undressed ourselves Like we'd done it a million times. Hotel staff had folded the bed back and I slipped in on my side, him on his. We met in the middle.
"Kitten, kitten, there's so much I want to say. Need to say."
"Shhhh, not now. Lets not bring reality in. This has been my fantasy since I've met you. Us both in the same bed for the night.
".... gimme those milky tits..."
"What the?" Ben said, as shocked as I was, at the same time realizing that even the walls couldn't contain the lust between Lily and Robert. The LOUD lust.



"Ummm, it's kinda hot," I whispered.
"Naughty kitty," he smiled running his hand over my hip."I think so too. Like our own porn movie without the visuals. Thankfully!" We both laughed.
I toyed with his nipples and they hardened. Nuzzling his thickly furred chest my tongue flicked out to tease them. His response was he liked so I continued on kissing down his chest to his belly. I kissed over to his hips. His cock laid hot and hard on his stomach, twitching as I came close, but I ignored it. I nuzzled between his balls and thigh, finding the sensitive areas on his body. I wanted to learn every one of them. I think he knew that and didn't rush me or make any move to take over.
I caressed his balls with my lips, my kisses. Shaving bare is such a nice thing for a man to do for their woman. I wondered if he initially did that for his wife. Where the fuck did that come from. Go away! Take your reality and go. He's my man tonight.
He reacted with a groan when he felt his balls in my hot wet mouth. I gently sucked and toyed with them with my tongue. I licked the perineum, and trailed my tongue up between his balls until I got to the base of his cock. It was pulsing, needing my attention, but that wasn't going to happen quite yet.
".....ride me like.... ohyeah baby just like that... your bouncing tits hot cunt.... "
"... you're my bucking bronco you stud... I'll ride you hard and long...."
Hearing the words subconsciously, I moaned. I pulled the pin from my hair and let it drop onto his cock, creating a curtain around my face.
"Oh god kitten, oh my god," he moaned louder. Their words having an effect on him as well. "I need your mouth on my cock. Suck it. Your mouth is so hot and wet. Fuck me please. I need your cunt on my cock."
I flipped my head so my hair tickled across his stomach and chest. His sound effects were getting louder as I took him higher. I teased the hole with the tip of my tongue and he jerked up. His cock was red, throbbing and angry and I took that hot meat into my mouth. He jerked again and started thrusting. I let him fuck my mouth, taking his cock deep in my steamy mouth. I tasted his precum.
Quickly I let his cock go, straddled him and took his cock deep into my pussy. I knew my sister was riding Robert and somehow that I was riding Ben made it that much hotter. I could see Lily's big tits bouncing. He said how he'd latch on to her big fat nipples and suckle, relieve her of all the milk overload. We could hear her louder moans, how his cock filled her, how fat his cock was.
I rode Ben harder and faster, leaning forward and letting the hard shaft of his cock rub my clit I came hard and loud. I screamed out my orgasm and at the same time heard Lily scream out. Male groans were loud and I couldn't tell where it was coming from. My ears were ringing with all the dirty talk and lusty sounds.
Ben's hands went to my waist, lifting me higher, his cock nearly coming out of me only to slam back down and grind. My skin was wet with perspiration, as I took long strokes on his cock.
"Oh my god kitten yeah ride me like that," he shouted. My pussy clamped around his cock unwilling to let it go just yet. "Fucking me so good oh my god. My balls are aching and full for you kitten. I want to cum deep inside your pussy and with that he arched up, drove into me nearly bucking me off, and pumped hard and deep. Vaguely hearing my sister and her lover cumming with us.
I collapsed on Ben's chest. Our skin was hot wet and sticky but I didn't care. I'd never had hotter sex in my life. Between Ben in my bed for the night and my sister and Roberts background lustiness, it was over the top for me.
The next morning we had room service for coffee and light breakfast. Robert and Lily came out of the bedroom. She had a robe on, Robert was dressed. Unashamedly, they only had eyes on each other. His hands were under her robe at the door and I didn't think he was going to make it out the door.
When she walked by, she whispered, "Can you say beer can," with a smirk.
"What'd she say," Ben asked.
"Nothing. Never mind." I laughed to myself. My sister was smitten but not sure if it was with him or his cock.
"Lets take a shower."
"Mmmmm I'd love to."
Soapy slick hands all over each other fired up the heat. Again. He was behind me, his hands on my titties, doing what he knows I like best. His cock slipped into my ass cheeks, and probed my rosebud.
Maybe. Just maybe.





        The Secret Life of Artists

        Older woman younger man, artists get creative with sex.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-secret-life-of-artists

Title: The Secret Life of Artists

Author: Daddysgirlfl

Category: Mature

Description: Older woman younger man, artists get creative with sex.

Tags: creative sex, artists, shower sex, painter, older woman, older woman tease, photographer, younger man

Series: The Secret Life of Artists


Older woman and younger man, both in the arts, and use their creativity in a most erotic form of foreplay and sex. Hope you enjoy!
Breakfast on the deck that overlooked my backyard was my favorite time of day. After moving to Florida twenty years ago, I never tired of the outdoors and year round outdoor living. Family and friends still couldn't believe I'd ever leave Pennsylvania.
I couldn't go on with my life there without my husband. He was only thirty and we had plans. A lot of life to finish yet. After his death I just could not stay and wallow in those constant memories.
The coffee steamed in the morning air, and I pulled my robe tighter around my nude body. I didn't mind it cool because I knew heat was coming. Leaves were wet from the fog, and the beads of water on the banana leaves glittered under the rising sun. The scent of jasmine was heavy in the damp morning air. That there was no breeze was rare as we usually had constant coastal breezes. We will enjoy them later though, once the day heats up.
I had created a little oasis of my backyard. Neighbors surrounded me, but I had designed it that I had total privacy without using fencing. The foliage was thick enough to obscure their view, yet they enjoyed my tropical border on their side.
Gaudy bright painted buntings gorged themselves on the feeders and I never tired of watching them. Mockingbirds were the morning vocal entertainment.
I didn't want to take up too much of my haven with a large pool, so I opted for a small aqua glass tiled pool. Big enough for exercising and afternoon cool offs. I loved water exercises and kept in shape playing tennis and occasional rounds of golf with some neighborhood women. Yoga after breakfast always started my day.
The sun was warm on my skin after the coolness of the fog. I pinned my hair up and rolled out my yoga mat to began my series of poses. I loved the freedom of no clothes when I was outdoors.
Dragging a trailer full of my belongings from Pennsylvania to Florida was a huge step of independence for me. It became easier as I found the perfect house and location for my art studio. The workmen had it gutted and rebuilt more quickly than I thought, so I didn't have long in the local motel.
The entire length of the side of my house was glass and housed my art studio. The private entrance allowed me to have shows and private buyers in without invading my private space.
They argued that this house configuration would not be best for resale value, but since I intended to live my life here, I really didn't care. I had decided early in life to be childfree, so I had no concerns about grown children arguing over their inheritance.
After a quick shower, I slipped into my favorite painting outfit. Bib overalls and nothing. I loved the freedom and no constriction of clothing when I painted as well. Granted, the bib over my 36C knockers and side open to below my waist left little to the imagination, there was no one here anyhow. I kept them on a hook by my studio door so I could get ready to paint at my whim.
I'd started working with large, five foot by five foot canvases, but they were fairly difficult for me to stretch. Holding the canvas taut and stapling proved to be a challenge, but I did get a few done ahead.
The paint flowed with my brain and it seemed like only a few minutes and I was losing my daylight, when it fact it'd been hours. I did a few stretches and went to the kitchen to feed my starving self. The knock on the door came at the same time my brain registered I still had my overalls on. Too late because the full view door hides nothing. I peeked and it was my neighbors son. Fortunately he's plenty old enough that I don't have to worry about being the neighborhood perv.
Nonchalantly I opened the door, trying not to lean either way so the bib covering my tits wouldn't move.
"Hey Mike! Long time no see, how's college," I asked, motioning for him to come in.
I'm not sure how he could talk because once he spotted the open side of my overalls, he couldn't take it his eyes off. "Great Mrs M! I'm home on break."
"Nice. I was just making a sandwich, would you like one?" I was contemplating whether I should act as though I'm fully dressed and continue on, or to run and really get dressed. Which at this point seemed a little silly.
"Sure," he mumbled, still pretty well locked on to the side of my bib. I'm sure he was willing the straps to break.
"So," I said trying to divert his attention, "what brings you by?"
"Huh? OH! Yes, well you know I'm wanting to be a photographer and I know you're an artist and I was wondering if you had any tips for me on breaking into the arts."
He's finally regained his composure and helped me take drinks and food out to the deck. I carefully sat down, trying to watch so the bib didn't gape open. Mission accomplished. Although he still had a full view of my side boob nearly to the nipple.
"First thing I'd say, is believe in yourself because you are going to have to market yourself." We went on to discuss various ways he could start his photography business.
"Your yard is like a tropical island," he said.
"Thanks! I put a lot of work into it, but it was all worth it."
"Do you paint outdoors ever?"
"I have, but mostly use my studio. I don't like to drag all my supplies out plus a big canvas. And the wind...."
"Yeah yeah, I can see that."
"Hey one of these days before you go back to school, would you like to help me stretch some canvas? They're so big it's tough for me to get them tight."
"Sure! Anytime! Just let me know. I'm not working this break. I want to get as much shooting in as I can. I'm looking for some studio space to rent. Would you know of anything available?"
"I don't, sorry," I said sincerely, then thought... .should I or shouldn't I? Without giving myself time to answer I said, "But my art studio is huge and can be divided off by a wall partition. If that'd be something you'd be interested in?"
He had a handsome face, adult but with a youthful charm. Overgrown thick brown hair and chocolate brown eyes gave him that boyish look. I was tall so he must be a little less than six foot. I wouldn't mind having this eye candy around for awhile, I thought.
"I think that might work but can I see the space?"
I led him through the house into the studio space. "This partition pulls closed so you can have complete privacy. Unfortunately the windows have no covering so you'll just have natural light. Maybe that won't work for you."
"I don't think that'll be a problem really. If I need darkness to shoot I can do it after sunset. If that'd be okay with you."
"Sure. I'll give you a key to the studio so you can come and go as you like."
"Wow, that'd be great! I really appreciate this. I'll be able to really get some stuff done for my portfolio." This is going to work out great, I thought. The company will be nice for me.
In came some lighting and a few pieces of furniture the next day while I was painting. Once I got into my zen thing, I didn't notice much.
He peeked around the corner and said quietly, "Knock knock."
"C'mon in! I'm not one of those kind of arteeests," I said exaggerating it. I noticed that he was distracted by my bib overalls again. "I hope seeing this old lady like this isn't a problem," I said smiling and indicating my attire.
"OLD?" He laughed. "Hardly old!" He smiled. "You are hot for your age and I don't even consider your age. If it doesn't bother you that you might arouse me," he said, blushing. "I'm more than good with it."
"I'm 51 and if I can arouse someone your age, I'm thrilled," I said laughing. "So that's that. I shall continue to paint comfortably, and you can look all you want. How's that?!"
"YEP!" And with permission, he made a show of looking right into my overalls and we both laughed.
He went back to his studio and I continued to paint. Him telling me that I aroused me was a bit of a turn on for me as well. He'd come back around the wall again.
"By the way, I was planning on doing some nudes for my portfolio, would that bother you if I brought models in?"
I laughed. "I haven't for awhile, but often had models in to pose nude. So no, I'm quite alright with it." I could tell he was getting more used to my attire, but caught him glancing down to take a peek. He grinned at getting caught and disappeared into his studio. Yes, I think I'm going to enjoy his company, I thought.
The next morning he showed up with coffee. "You know I'm now yours forever," I said laughing. "Coffee is the they key to my heart!"
"So now I know the secret!" We laughed. "Hey I was wondering if you had an hour or two today sometime to help me. I want to set up the lighting in the studio and need a model."
"Sure, I have nothing pressing. Just say the word." I was ready to paint but didn't have my zen on yet.
"Now?"
He had his studio nicely laid out with furniture in each corner with a specific shot in mind. One corner was a navy wing back chair, which I suspect would be for portraits. Another corner had various height stools, for family shots. The center held a single bed frame with the two mattresses. There were a number of drop down backgrounds that hung from the ceiling behind and a stack of fabric on the floor to cover the bed.
"Looking good, Mike! Very professional!"
"Thank you. Means a lot," he said blushing.
"Okay where do you want me."
"How about the chair first." He went about adjusting lights and taking some test shots. Checking them out on his laptop he was able to adjust the light heads immediately. "You're very photogenic," he said quietly.
"Really? I hadn't thought that of myself." He smiled warmly. I felt myself relaxing. Until then not realizing I was tense.
"Okay, can you move to one of the stools? They'll be moved by the size of the family but I can at last get my lighting close."
I did and moved to the various heights of stools until he was satisfied. The only thing left was the bed so I moved over to that, waiting to see if he was going to use a background or cover.
He spread out black velvet. He swallowed hard and said, "Could you lie down?" I laid on my side with my head propped on my hand.
"Like this?" It was then I realized the bib on my overalls had slipped a bit to the side and Mike now had an unobstructed view of one plump breast. I also realized the rise on the front of his shorts. I chose to ignore it all and gave no indication I noticed his tantalizing erection. I was older than him but not dead, I thought to myself, almost laughing out loud.
"Yes, that's perfect." I knew it would be.
He took quite a number of shots, adjusting me as well as backdrops and various lighting. "I hope you're not getting tired," he said.
"Not at all," I said. "I know you want to shoot nudes here. Would it be better if I was nude so you could set everything up the way you want."
His eyes nearly bugged out, but he quickly replied, "That would be perfect! If you don't mind that is!"
I stood up, slid the straps off my shoulder and let my paint spattered overalls puddle around my feet, and laid back on the bed.
"Okay?" I asked.
"Uh yeah. Sure," his voice gravelly. "You're really beautiful Mrs M."
"Since I'm naked and you're hard, why don't you call me Cassandra or anything close?" I smiled.
"Cassie?" I nodded and smiled.
He began arranging things in earnest now that he had a live model. Luscious red silk pillows appeared. "Could you hold them in front of you." I did with a teasing smile, a couple of blasts of light when the studio lights fired. I moved a bit more provocatively. They fired off again.
"Is this what you want?" I asked.
"Yeah! Don't stop. You look so sexy, Cassie," his voice low.
"Mmmmm, thank you," I purred seductively.
I had fun with it. I came up with poses that were kittenish and pretty mild, but as I got into it, more raunchy. He started giving me some encouragement and direction.
"Oh yeah, that's so fucking sexy, Cassie, keep going..... Arch your back a little... Yes!.... Flip your hair over your breasts... Oh my god yes that's beautiful.... Shoulder back... Yessssss your breasts are so hot... so big... your nipples look like chocolate kisses." I tweaked them harder and longer and heard his moan. "Yesss I want to get some close ups... squeeze those big breasts together.... yeah yeah that's it."
I pressed them together, perfect for titty fucking because they were the perfect size for a hot cock to slide through. I was got myself so turned on I couldn't quit touching my body.
All I wanted to do was put my hand between my legs, rub my dripping pussy and cum. He leaned over the bed adjusting the cover and his bulging hard on was right in front of me. I wanted to grab him, pull him down and ride him to a screaming orgasm. The camera kept clicking and the lights flashed constantly. I could hear his hard breathing as he worked, as he got more turned on too.
He cleared his throat. "I was thinking it will be dark soon and we could wait a little and shoot with the studio dark and hot lights."
'That's a great idea. I'm going to go get us something to drink." When I stood up I didn't know if I should put my overalls back on, which seemed silly, or just go nude. I opted for the latter.
I brought some raspberry lemonade I'd made fresh this morning. What Mike didn't know was that I downed a large glass of wine in the kitchen. Just to relax I thought, then laughed to myself. Right.
He was gone when I got back and I noticed on his return he no longer had an erection. Whether he took care of himself or not, I couldn't guess. Interesting fantasy though.
We talked a bit while the sun went down and the studio went shadowy. He changed the bed cover from black velvet to midnight blue velvet with a matching background. This time it surrounded three sides of the bed, almost a cocoon. Very intimate. I was feeling pretty mellow with the swiftly consumed glass of wine.
"What do you want me to do? How far can I go?"
He blinked and took a moment. "As far as I'm concerned, there's nothing you can do that would be too much. I know I've gotten some great shots of you and I'm learning a lot. I won't stifle either one of us. It seems we have a pretty good thing going," he said, smiling.
And I don't want to take it too far this early, I thought. I'm not even sure where I'm going with this thing. He's to young for me. Certainly I'm too old for him to be interested.
The rest of the shoot went pretty much the same. I didn't push any unspecified boundaries and he didn't encourage. Maybe I need someone my own age to play with. It had been ages since I'd been out with anyone. Mainly because no one ever quite clicks with me.
I was up early, had breakfast and was in the studio painting early. I lost a day of painting yesterday and I had an upcoming show I had to prepare for. My creativity takes a dive if I'm pressured or stressed.
I heard Mike in his studio for a brief time today but that was it. The heat was pretty intense yesterday in his studio. It was best that we had a cool down time. Probably more me that needed a cool down time.
I got into my zen painting mode and the day flew by.
I was up early for tennis. My regular partner had pulled a muscle and was out of commission for a bit, so I was glad she was back.
"So tell me about this new boarder!"
I loved Jeannie, but she doesn't listen. "I didn't say he was living with me, just using part of my studio. He's a photography student and needs to work on his portfolio. Not like I can't spare the space," I said. I only used the complete space when I had gallery showings.
"So he's young eh," she mused.
"Yeah, he is. College student," I replied, ignoring her insinuations. "He's not interested in an old lady like me."
"Yeah, you old. You can run rings around thirty-somethings and I'd put your body up against twenty-somethings any day. You've taken care of yourself, Cass, and it's obvious." And with that she proceeded to whip my ass in tennis.
"Mike, when you get some time can you help me stretch some more of these large canvases?" We'd both been busy on our own projects and hadn't talked in awhile.
"Absolutely! How about now?"
I'd showered and changed into my painting overalls after tennis, so I was ready. "Sure thing."
The stretcher bars were prepared since I had them special made for the size. I rolled the canvas out across the floor. I noticed Mike looking at my heavy swaying breasts as I bent over to unroll the canvas. The loose fitting bib easily gaped each time I'd move. I'll admit, I liked his attentions and probably took more time bending over to adjust than needed. I hoped he was tantalized by the show.
He stood looking down at the canvas. "So how do you do it, cover yourself in paint and roll around?" he asked, laughing at his funny.
"I haven't but it has been done," I said, amused when he was surprised how right he was.
"Wow," he mumbled, obviously contemplating that. "But you haven't done it yourself?"
"Nope. Never. Do you want to try it?" I asked. He looked up surprised and I thought he'd turn me down flat.
"Yeah, I think I would."
"I have non toxic paints and you'll have to be naked of course. I'll apply the paint and direct your movements."
"Okay! Sounds like fun!" In a flash he was naked, his dick unashamedly at attention. "Seeing you like that does it to me." He shrugged. I smiled and enjoyed his enticing show.
Vivid color paints filled trays and pots. I added a roller or brush to each. "This paint will eventually dry on your skin but will be easy to wash off. It's non toxic, so no worries." I had to take a moment to decide the how's and try to ignore the temptation of his hard cock waving in my face. "I think the best way will be for me to paint you and you can lay on the canvas. From there I'll direct your movements. Does that work for you?" He nodded eagerly.
I stood in front of him with a roller of royal blue and a brush loaded with yellow. "Ready?!" He grinned and nodded and I started stroking and rolling the paint on, starting with his chest and arms. The lower I worked the heavier his breathing and I knew the brushes were like light caresses on his skin. The action of the roller on his skin was even more arousing.
I knelt before him, his cock literally throbbing in front of me. I rolled the fronts of his legs starting at the top of his feet and working up. His thighs were well muscled and I stroked various colors using muscle structure. I contemplated how much to cover but as I got to the top of his thighs, I ran the small roller lightly down his rock hard cock. He gasped, but didn't flinch.
"You okay?" I asked, knowing.
"Oh yeah."
"I think you should just carefully lay face down on the canvas and I'll guide your body. Sort of like you're a paint brush I guess," I laughed.
I thought I heard a soft moan when I dabbed paint on his balls with the soft brush. They would be touching the canvas, so I had to do it, I thought. Right?
He lay spread eagle, already bits of paint smeared on the white canvas. I was loving what was happening already. I started moving his arms. I held the back of his thighs and slid his legs in the paint.
"Okay now can you just squirm your body around to move the paint on the canvas?" He did and it looked fantastic already. Surprisingly so. He rolled a bit and rocked his pelvis into the canvas while the muscles in his delicious ass squeezed hard. It was my turn to catch my breath.
I had him roll on his side to apply more paint. He propped his head on his hand watching. He moaned a little louder when I started stroking on the paint near his cock.
"You know this is really erotic," he said quietly.
"I noticed. And that's just fine I think. Do you?" I loved exciting him.




"Yesssss," he hissed, when I coated his cock and balls. I dabbed the brushes, rolled at the top of his cock, generally teased him. I knew he was enjoying it and wanted him to get more pleasure out of this.
"Roll forward and just move," I said, guiding his hips. I'd noticed the bare canvas on each side of the paint blob that his cock and balls would have painted. "Can you rock your hips side to side?" He did, moaning a little louder as he dry humped the canvas, the paint lubricating his cock against the texture of the canvas.
I had him roll back on his side to check the progress and his cock flopped forward, angry and throbbing. The tip of his cock rested on the canvas and I couldn't resist. I painted the tip of his cock and let it rest on the canvas. He thrust his hips and painted with his cock. "Oh my god I can't believe how good this feels." The wetness of the paint on his cock and the abrasion of rubbing it on the canvas nearly drove him over the edge.
"I"m happy with it! I think we're done!" I gave him a hand up, and noticed him give his cock a quick squeeze and stroke. "What do you think?"
"Wow, I did that??" He stood, paint covered, surveying the colorful canvas. It was obvious IF you knew how it was painted, anyone that didn't know a naked man was the paintbrush, would never guess.
"Pretty cool huh?"
"Yeahhhhh, sorta like fingerpaints only my whole body," he said looking down at himself.
I'd had a small bath added to the corner of the studio with a shower. Models would use it as would I if I was exceptionally paint covered. "Better go jump in the shower, Mike."
I was washing the rollers and brushes when I heard him calling my name. "Cassie? Cassie? I think I'm going to need help."
I went in and the shower door was open. I could see he had his arms, and upper chest cleaned off."This is tough to get off and needs to be scrubbed. Would you mind helping?"
I had one of those shower puffs in the drawer, used liquid shower soap and started on his chest. "This is a little tougher to get off than I thought it'd be," I said. The water ran down my arms and dripped off my elbows, but I found the more water the easier it removed.
"You're getting yourself and your floor wet. Would it be better to just get in the shower too?" I was so concentrated on getting the paint off him, I didn't consider what I was doing. I dropped my overalls and stepped in.
The shower wasn't all the large so we were intimately close. That's when it occurred to be what I'd done. Too late. I was an adult. I could do this. I turned to retrieve the soap and brushed my nipples on his chest and I stifled a moan when I felt them harden. I can do this like an adult yes, I repeated to myself.
It turned out to do we both had to move a lot and this shower wasn't designed for two. Well not two that wanted to keep any kind of space between them. Voluptuous knockers sitting high and outstanding didn't help. Turning in the shower to rinse the shower puff and dripping more soap on, only rubbed my ass against his throbbing erection. He gasped and held my hips against him for a moment, until I turned and ground my titties against his arm.
I slipped in all the soap and he instantly grabbed my waist and pulled me against him. I looked up and our lips were inches apart. "I just have to get the paint off your cock and balls now, unless you want to do it," I whispered, almost breathless. He smiled and his cock was in my slick hands as I started stroking and rubbing.
"Umm, you know I don't want you to stop," he said. "And in another couple of seconds I won't be able to keep my hands off you. So if you don't want this to go further, we should stop now."
"Do you want this?" I had to ask, willing my hands to stop doing what they were really loving to do.
"Oh baby, like nothing ever in my life. I want you. I always have. I could barely keep my hands off you. I wanted to ravish you so many times...." And I didn't hear any more because I was kissing him. Deep and hot.
He grabbed my ass and pulled me high against him, my pussy grinding on his cock. My tongue was in his mouth, stroking in and out, showing him how much I needed him.
He groaned and backed me against the tile wall. My legs wrapped around him, opening my steaming cunt to him. I needed it hard and fast. We'd had days of foreplay and it was time to fuck.
"Fuck me, Mike," I all but shouted. "I need that cock. Thrust it in, Deep. Hard. Fuck me hard and fast." And he slams in. Deep. And I had a groaning orgasm on his cock. First stroke in.
"Ohmygod," he groaned and fucked me hard. Fucked me hard and fast against the wall. Wicked and dirty fucking. Just what we needed. What we were leading up to.
My nails dug into his shoulders, legs wrapped, his hands on my ass holding me up while he drove it home.
"Yeah baby, your cock feels like red hot steel inside me. I squeezed the shaft with my cunt and he moaned louder. I knew he was close. "Want you to cum deep inside me. Pump your balls into me," I ground out. I could feel his cock throbbing. "Ohyeah fuck me baby. Cum inside me," I moaned. And with that he shoved me harder against the wall, drove deep and exploded in my cunt.
Our gasping breaths echoed in the glass shower. The water was off. By someone at some time.
I let my legs slide down, hoping they would hold me. He didn't let go, probably thinking the same thing. We kissed. Lingering heat ignited again and we were all sucking tongues in more arousing kisses.
"Baby, lets get out of here," I said, turning the water back on. I made sure all the paint was off him, he made sure that his hands covered every square inch of my body with the slick soap.
We toweled each other off. I wrapped mine around me, and his around his waist. We needed sustenance so we headed to the kitchen. I got the sandwich ingredients out and a bottle of wine. We couldn't keep our hands off each other and soon the towels were on the floor. We took the sandwiches and wine to my bed.
I had little furniture in my bedroom. Just what was needed. We had a picnic on the bed.
"This must be awesome at night," he said, laying back and looking out the skylight. "You'd see all the stars."
"It is yes. I always wanted a skylight over my bed so I could see the moon and stars."
He held his arms open and I happily stretched out next to him, my head on his shoulder. "You're really something you know."
"Oh?"
"You are so... I don't know... Sure of yourself I guess. Confident. You have no idea how much of a turn on that is to men." He hugged me closer. "Not just a sexual turn on, but it's just so fucking attractive to see a woman so self assured."
I didn't know what to say to that. I guess I've always been that way and didn't realize all women weren't. I was a little sad about that.
He went on. "I date a lot, but have sex with few. I'm very picky. I like to know a woman first," he said, twirling my hair around his finger. "I've never so quickly responded to a woman like I did you. The first day I saw you in the kitchen, I wanted to take you in my arms and kiss you senseless. I wondered that first day what you'd taste like, how your body would feel against mine. I wanted to slip your overalls off, lift you on the counter and bury my face between your soft thighs. I wanted to taste your sweet juices until you'd cum all over my face."
His words were again igniting the fire deep inside me. I could have told him the same. I'd never met a man to affect me like he does. If he was older or I was younger, I'd make sure he was in my bed every night. He'd have body rocking orgasms. We'd tantalize and tease until we'd fuck hard and fast, taking what we needed from each other. We'd make sweet lingering love. But, I can't be younger, and he can't be older.
"You and those damn overalls," he went on. "I always wanted to slip the straps off your shoulders and bury my face in those gorgeous breasts." He lightly circled my nipple and I gasped with pleasure. "How you teased me with these. Mmmmm," he moaned.
I arched my back which offered my breasts to him. He tasted, suckled, nipped and tongued. He held my breasts, massaging and fondling. He squeezed them together and pinched my nipples together, and drove me insane.
"I want to fuck them," he whispered in my ear. "Watch my cock sliding between those luscious globes."
He straddled me and I wrapped my titties around his cock. Already hot and hard. His balls, full and soft felt so good against my skin. He stroked his cock through the tunnel, I flicked my tongue across the wet shiny cockhead on each stroke.
He watched, groaning louder and pinching my nipples together. Stroking higher so I could catch the tip between my lips. I held his hips and lifted my head to take his cock into my steamy wet mouth.
"Ohmygod baby yeah," he moaned, starting to fuck my mouth. Kneeling above me, I grabbed his ass, controlling, keeping that hot piece of meat in my mouth. "I'm going to cum," he groaned. As soon as I felt the first throb of his cock, I slipped my mouth off and he blew his hot seed all over my tits. I rubbed his cum all over them.
"Mmmm," I moaned. "I didn't know if you had it in you this soon."
"Me either but you seem to be helping with that," he said, pulling me against him. "I do think I need a nap now though. You've worn me out, baby." And with that, he was sound asleep.
We slept for hours and it was almost dark when I woke up with him spooned against my back, his arms around me. It felt so nice. Been a long time since I've had a man in my bed. A younger virile one even, I thought chuckling to myself. I heard a sleepy sigh and he snuggled closer, his hardening cock nestled against my ass. Oh yes, young and virile absolutely.
I slipped out of his arms and started pulling together something for dinner. I had a steak and pork chop I'd just picked up at the grocery, perfect for the grill. I tossed a salad and stashed it in the refrigerator.
Suddenly that delicious hard body was behind me. He kissed me on the neck when he nudged my ass with his cock. "Mmmmm, you are a naughty boy aren't you," I murmured, getting wet.
"You do it to me," he whispered in my ear, nudging me again.
"Eat! We need to eat and I have pronounced you the grill-master for this steak and chop!"
"Well I do have to keep up my strength, you're tough on a man just keeping up with you," teased, laughing.
"Yes you will need your strength for later. The day is not over yet," I threatened, laughing.
It wasn't until we were done eating, tableware stashed in the dishwasher and kitchen cleaned that I realized we were both still naked. Maybe I've always been a closest nudist, I thought, laughing to myself.
We snuggled back in my bed again and Mike flipped on the television. Somehow, after a search of the movie channels, he found a racy bawdy movie. Some of the scenes must have slipped by the censors because they were pretty steamy.
I loved he was getting horny from the movie and started toying with his cock. "Mmm baby, that feels so good."
"You like that girl girl action huh," I asked.
"Umm well yeah, I do. Something about girls together. I think most of us guys get turned on by it... Say, you never..."
"No, sorry. Never had an interest in another girl. Hate to disappoint you." I kissed my way down his chest to his stomach. By that time his cock was fully engorged and laying heavy on his stomach. He moaned when he felt my breath on his meat.
I didn't touch it, but licked from the base of his cock to the tip, teasing the underside of the tip and hole with my tongue.
"Ohbaby," he moaned.
I always prided myself on my champion blow job abilities. It has been awhile and I might be a little rusty, but I'm sure it'll all come back to me. Another moan, he arched and gathered my hair in his hand. I guess it is coming back to me, I thought, smiling to myself.
We fell asleep watching the moon and stars above. It seemed fitting tonight.
I really had to kick it in gear on my paintings and started putting the hours in. I know Mike was doing the same by the people he had coming and going in his studio. I was glad he would have a lot to choose from for his portfolio.
A few days later we had time for breakfast with each other.
"I've been missing you," Mike said, pulling me onto his lap and kissing me. I returned the kiss squirming, letting him know how much I missed him. "Mmmm, I think we're going to have to schedule some time together. Soon."
"That'd work," I said, smiling.
After a bit of hesitations he said, "You know break is almost over and I'll have to think about going back to school."
"Yes," I said sadly. "I knew it was coming soon. Won't be long and you'll be back on your next break."
"I don't want to leave you though," he said, not making eye contact.
I knew I was attached, but I was honestly surprised about him. He cannot quit school so that's out of the question and I wasn't about to nurture any thoughts about that. We can't stay together forever. He needs someone his own age to create hopes and dreams about the future. I never had illusions that this would work in a relationship beyond the fun and sex we had.
"I know baby, but we don't have a future together. Not in a real relationship anyhow." I laid my head on his shoulder. "Not just our age difference, but our future dreams are at different points in life. But we can spend time together during your breaks. If you don't have a girlfriend that is... " I trailed off, smiling.
"I might, but no one will be as good as you and you'll have have priority in my life. For anything."
We kissed, not really knowing what the future held, but knowing our time together was an experience neither one of us would forget.
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I spaced the six easels surrounded the posing bed Mike had left in the studio.
Just in time because the first student had arrived. After everyone arrived and made introductions, I began.
"Welcome to the first in a series of six painting classes you'll have with me," I smiled, looking around at the variety of people that had signed up for my first class.
"I know you are all at different levels of experience, but don't worry, we'll work at your pace. I kept the class small to enable me more time one on one you."
I had them prepare sketch pads and art pencils. "No paint yet. Since we will be doing figure work, we need to have our proportions down before we can pick up a brush." I sensed some disappointment at not getting to dive into the paint, which didn't surprise me. "You'll have five more classes where you will pick up your brushes. Soon!" I said laughing.
The model arrived and I situated her on the bed. I'd chosen experienced models so I didn't have to worry about them and could concentrate on my students.
"Okay, you all can move your easels to whatever angle you'd like to sketch her from." Interestingly enough the three women chose to sketch the back of our model, the men the front.
I walked around to judge their individual skill, pleased at how well they were doing. Figure drawing was tough to start.
Ted was probably a little older than me. Graying at the temples, but a well worn cowboy hat hid the rest. By his more muscular build, he wasn't a weekend cowboy. This area in Florida has many small and massive beef and horse ranches, and it's not unusual to see them riding their ranges on horseback.
"Doing very good, Ted... I didn't think you've had much art experience?"
"Thanks," he said stopping to survey his work. "I had art back in college but as you'd guess that was a longggg time ago. I needed a mental get away that wasn't all about my work and thought I'd see how I did with a brush again."
"Proportionally you've done a wonderful job," I said and pointed to the area of her breast. "The radius is off between the two. Right here on the underside of her breast." I pointed to the model. "See the curve isn't fully round but drops from the nipple, then into the curve. And the undercurve is hidden on the other." He nodded, and began redrawing.
"How's it going, Millie?" I said to my most inexperienced student. She sat directly across from Ted and was drawing the back of the model. She came across as a bit meek, but nice.
"I think I'm doing okay?" She had done a wonderful job of the sweep of her back, the curve of her hip and the round ass.
"You're doing more than okay! Continue on!"
I helped a few others, but overall I had a very talented class. The timer on my watch went off and I called break, going to get snacks and drinks. When I got back Millie was intently talking to Ted. Several others engaged me about my art and the others grouped off to chat.
I did notice a student talking to our model. I'm very protective of models. They most always get unwanted advances. Some men think because they pose nude, they're all sex fiends. They pose because they either love to show off their bodies, love the money they make, or both.
"Okay people, I want you to move your easel to the opposite side you were on." I heard some groans and laughed. "Yes, that's why you're doing it! I know you have your preferences."
"May I see your final sketch, Ted?" He flipped the paper back over the pad. "You really got this! Very nice. Very very nice." He had gone back and reworked her breasts and got everything right.
As I suspected, more had difficulties with the second half of the class. They chose the angle of the model they most liked, and now had to sketch the model from a persepective they probably didn't like. As I pointed out problem areas, they understood and were able to get it right on rework. I felt good that they were all ready for paint next session.
"Thank you everyone, I hope you all were as pleased as I am. I see some real talent here and am anxious to let you loose with paint! Your time is up but feel free to stay and work on your sketches."
Three left with sketchpads under their arms, one guy lingered, the model stayed a bit longer for him. Her choice, so totally fine by me. That left Millie and Ted, both concentrating on their work. At least Ted was, I thought, laughing to myself.
The student and model left. It was apparent Ted was uncomfortable from Millie's attentions.
"Say Cassandra, if you have some time I have a few questions if you don't mind."
"Absolutely have time, Ted. Just let me help Millie out." She started gathering her supplies and shoved them into her portfolio. "You did a great job today Millie! See you next week!" I locked the door behind her.
"I hope I don't look too much like a schmuck," Ted said ruefully.
"Not at all, It's hard to gracefully turn down unwanted advances sometimes." And I bet you get more than your share, I thought.
"Yeah, I'd guess you get more than your share of those," he said at the same time.
"Unwanted advances?" I laughed, a little flustered. "Never been much of a problem." Thinking that the first one to ever come on to me was Mike. My husband and I were high school sweethearts, so that never happened with him either.
"Well I find that difficult to believe. You are one sexy lady. And a nice one at that," he smiled. "I haven't run into many like you and when I do, they're taken. I suspect you are as well."
"No no, I'm a widow twenty years. I haven't really dated much, and just..." I trailed off, not wanting to go into my relationship with Mike, which was not exactly a romance.
He nodded. "I'm a long time widower myself and with the ranch, just don't have time to go out and meet anyone at a bar or whatever." He hesitated. "That's sort of why I'm here, I decided if I was going to take time away, I wanted to do something for me. I loved painting and always wanted to get back to it."
"Yes yes," I nodded, "no bars for me. Not that I'm a teetotaler by any means. I just don't go for the bar scene. And at my age even..."
We went on to establish that he was only seven years older than me, had similar backgrounds and similar tastes.
"Hey, I don't suppose you'd be interested in coming to dinner at the ranch? I make a mean steak and I'm sure we could find some wine, beer or whatever your pleasure." I hesitated and he went on. "I hope you don't feel I'm rushing us. It's just that I've never been the type to play games. If I'm interested, I'm up front."
"I'd love to see your ranch."
Later I thought, are you nuts?! You just met the guy and you're going on a date for gods sake. Yeah well, it's not officially a date. No you're going to his house! Yes I am. And with that I shut down the nag that at times took up residence on my shoulder.
"Sorry I don't have a fancier ride, but most everything I do requires a pick up truck," he said as we bounced back the quarter mile driveway.
I surreptitiously tightened my seat belt and said, "That's okay. I don't require anything fancy anyhow." We laughed. "This is quite the ranch you have here." Ranches in Florida are mostly vast expanses of a good deal of acreage. It's all flatland in my area, so I could see seemingly for miles and not know where one ranch ends and the other begins.
"I started from scratch, a few head at a time, now there're abouts a thousand head." He slowed as we took a turn and the house appeared. "Here's my abode. Nothing fancy here either so you're in luck!" We laughed again.
"This is real Florida," I said and he knew what I meant. The house had wide metal clad roof and overhangs on the west, east and south sides to keep the sun from shining in directly during the heat of the day. Hammocks and chairs dotted the porches invitingly.
"Yep. I built this house to fit the landscape but with new modern amenities. Installed a whole house generator just in case a hurricane decided to take down our electricity. .engineered wood for exterior siding as well as flooring. And... but this isn't of any interest to you."
"But I'm actually very interested in how you build a new home to look like it has been part of the land forever." He smiled, helping me down from the high truck.
"Okay but enough of that for now. Lets get out of this heat."
"Oh those doors!" I exclaimed when I saw the wooden double entry doors."They gorgeous!"

"They were hand carved by a craftsman. I'm not surprised an artist would recognize another's art."
"That fireplace," I exclaimed, like an excited child. The fire place took up the entire wall of the living room, a heavy beam for the mantle and a high hearth.
He chuckled. "I appreciate those that are good at their art I guess. The stones were hauled in and hand set, the beam was rough sawn at a mill and everything was hauled down from Georgia."
"We can have a fire later if it cools down." I wandered the room as he went on. The furniture was sturdy leather, but softened from use. The kind you want to curl up in with a book in front of a blazing fire.
He went into the kitchen and began getting dinner together. "Feel free to look around, Cass. Everything is ready, all I have to do is put the steaks on the grill when we're ready to eat."
As I slid onto the stool at the island where he was working, I noticed the kitchen had all the higher end amenities. "I have friends that would kill for this kitchen. I would if I could actually cook!" We laughed.
"I confess, I love to cook," he said shrugging. "My Mama taught me young to be self sufficient or carry my share of the load," he said proudly. "I have to say it's more fun to cook for someone else than just myself. I'm glad you are here, Cass."
"Me too," I replied softly as a little charge shot through the air.
The ice tinkled in the glasses of scotch he'd poured as he began to walk me through his home. I hadn't had much more than wine in years, so I had to be careful. I took another sip of the cold smooth alcohol and shivered when it spread through my body, tingling in my arms and legs.
"Are you cold, Cass??" He put his arm around me and rubbed my arm up and down. Cold, I thought. Cold?! No, that's not the word I'd use.
"I am, a bit," I said and he pulled me closer. The top of my head came just under his chin, so we were a perfect fit.
He set our glasses on a hall table and wrapped his arms around me. Yes, we were a perfect fit. I snuggled in like I belonged there, and I felt the vibration of a moan in his chest.
"Feel warmer?" Warmer?! I'm melting for gods sake. I'll be a puddle carnal goo at your feet in a minute.
"Yes, a little." He started stroking his hands up and down my back. I'd worn shorts and a low back tank top, so some of those strokes were his hands on my skin. Oh yeah.
Cassandra, have you turned into a nympho for crying out loud?! He's simply holding me because I'm cold. Right. You're ready to jump his bones. Never! Not on a first date... Right?
First mistake was I looked up as he looked down, and as you can imagine our lips were in kissing proximity. I closed my thoughts to the nag, stood up on tiptoe and brushed his lips with mine. It was as though the flood gates broke. He lifted me higher into a deeper kiss. I wrapped my arms around his neck. And let the flames burn hot.
He cupped my ass and pulled me close. "What you do to me, Cass. I wanted to kiss you like this in your studio. I've been so drawn to you, I haven't been able to think straight."
I wanted to say a lot, but the words wouldn't come out and he slowly lowered me to the floor. I didn't want him to take my silence as rejection. 'Ted, I've wanted to do this since you were at my door this evening. We're not kids and I don't know what's etiquette for dating anymore because I haven't really had a date in a long time and the one I had wasn't..." I rambled...
"Lets take it as it comes, Cass," he said, smoothing my hair back from my face. I think we can leave all that what to do or not on our first date for the teenagers to worry about. Us, we can do as we damn well please, as long as we both want the same thing."
Geez this guy could read my mind already. "Yes, okay. I will do what I want to do!" He laughed and I realized what I said. "Sort of." I blushed like a teenager.
"I like your attitude woman," he kissed me tenderly. I held the side of his face, and tipped my head to nibble on his lower lip.
He moaned and said, "Lets eat. I have a feeling I'm going to need some nourishment." I blushed but didn't reply.
By the time we finished the fabulous meal, I'd also had time to cool off and think rationally. Take it slow, Cassandra. I know I know but I'm so attracted to him. He'll still be here, he doesn't seem to want to run away. Right, if nothing else I'll see him at my art classes.
He threw some kindling and logs in the fireplace. "Since it's still a little warm out, I'm not going to build a big fire so the heat runs us out."
"Yeah, we don't need any more heat in here," I mumbled and he turned and laughed. I didn't think he'd heard me. Yeesh Cassandra, get it together.
We both opted for iced tea after dinner he brought it in and sat next to me on the leather sofa.
"I'm glad you enjoyed your meal Cass. Maybe I can talk you into coming back for more." He realized what he said and added, "Dinner."
Pretty lame but good save, the nag said. Oh shut up. He's a gentleman, obviously. He could have taken advantage of me earlier but didn't. Okay you have a point there but don't get carried away again tonight!
"Of course! I want to see the rest of your house next time." Him warming me up in the hall had curtailed the rest of the tour.
"Would you like to see it now?"
"No!" I said too quickly. "Next time is fine. Something to look forward too." Talk about lame. But I wasn't about to tour his bedroom. Poor guy probably wouldn't have seen the sun tomorrow. Shush.
The next day felt normal because I was back in my paint splotched overalls and painting in my studio in zen mode. The hours flew by and I realized I hadn't eaten. Or thought about my dilemma with Ted.
Am I attracted to him just for the sex... I needed to figure that out. I surely didn't need a relationship, I was a busy woman and had no time for romance. I picked up a pickle spear and tapped it on my lips, thinking. I'm sure he is only interested in a few hours of fun in the sack. I nibbled the end of the pickle, realizing what I was doing I threw it on my plate.
Class day was here and I was ridiculously nervous. Ted was the last to arrive and was greeted immediately by Millie. She might be the answer to my quandary... Millie obviously was interested in Ted. She was a little mousy, but they say those kind are tigers behind closed doors. To her delight, the only easel open was next to her, so Ted settled in.
I addressed them all as to what we were doing in today's class. "Today you can get your paints out. We have a new model coming in that you'll find is quite different than the last." I smiled. "In fact you'll find each model we have will be much different from the others."
There was a method to that. The males in the class wouldn't get 'hooked' on a model which would be a distraction. And it was the same for the model. Just kept things fresh besides being a challenge every week.
Suze came in and I helped situate her on the bed. I told her I had no particular poses in mind and to do what she wanted. She was an experienced model, was an artist herself so knew what artists needed. She was also quite Rubenesque. She had flaming red hair that hung like a cloud over her ample breasts. Any breeze moved her hair, which could be a challenge when you're painting her.
Ted asked, "Can we paint from another place?"
"Sure, move your easel wherever you like. Any of you."
To Millie's disappointment Ted moved away. Two others moved and I wandered, looking over shoulders. They were wisely blocking in with pencil first. I noticed one of the guys had caught the model's eye and smiled, and she winked back. Everyone was doing extremely well and I was able to offer ideas to improve their painting.
I stood behind Ted and he turned and smiled. "You're doing an amazing job of getting her skin tones," I said. Along with the wild free red hair, came the creamy white skin that was hard to mix paint for the contouring.
"Thanks! I'm really enjoying this." He was painting in her smoothly shaved pubes and I wondered if that's what he preferred, but immediately snapped back to reality. Seemed as though he read my mind, he looked at me and winked.
I prepared lunch and brought everything into the studio. More comfortable this time, they all dug in chattering away and laughing.
Ted walked over and whispered in my ear, "Missing anyone?" I looked around.
"Yes! Wonder where they went?"
Ted motioned for me to follow him. We cut between some of Mike's photo equipment and stood where we were hidden from the couple on the chair. What I saw was so hot the room began to spin and Ted pulled me back against him.
Our curvaceous model was seated in the wing back chair, with her legs spread wide and hanging over each arm. Her admiring student had his face buried between those silky thighs having a private lunch. His hands were full of her voluptuous tits. Kneading and pinching her long nipples.
Ted's arms went around me and I realized my chest was heaving and I was trying to catch my breath. I'd never seen anything like that before and I was aroused beyond comprehension. Then I realized I was grinding back against Ted's erection.
"Oh baby," he whispered in my ear which only served to inflame me further. Waves of heat rolled through my body as I watched.
He stood up, his face wet from her juices. She sat up, yanked his pants to his knees and sucked his cock into her mouth in nearly one motion. He threaded his fingers through those bedeviled curls while he fucked her mouth. Her fingers were gouged into his ass as though he would run away. Just as he was ready to cum, Ted pulled me away and back through the equipment.
"Take a moment before you come out, Cass," he said, straightening my disheveled hair, which made me wonder how it got that way.
I walked over to the table and started cleaning up what was left of the food, practically running it back to my kitchen. I splashed some cold water on my face and went back to the studio.
Ted painted but watched me. I couldn't look at him and went through the motions until the class mercifully ended.
Hot surprisingly Ted was the last to go. He walked to the door, locked it and came back. "Do you have any wine in your kitchen?" I nodded.
He held my hand and made his way to the kitchen. I sat on the island stool unsure of what just happened. He set a big glass of wine in front of me and I downed it.
"Easy, Cass," he said pushing the empty glass aside. "Are you okay?"
"I'm just so embarrassed. I've led a pretty sheltered life and I've never seen anything like that before. I mean it's not like I haven't..." I trailed off.
"It's okay honey," he stood beside me and held my head against his chest and softly rubbed. It was so relaxing.
"I mean it really excited me to watch. I'd never thought that of myself," I murmured against his chest.
"It's okay to discover new things about ourselves. I've never watched anything like that for any length of time, just a glance. It was a pretty new feeling to me too, honey, and just as arousing."
I looked up and being on the stool put me almost at his level. I stroked the side of his face.



"Honey, make sure you know what you're getting into," he warned. "The way you were grinding into me while we watched just about did me in. And I haven't cum in my pants since I was a teenager." He chuckled.
I teased his lips with my tongue and nibbled. He groaned and pulled me against him for a hot wet kiss. I wove my fingers in his curly hair and let myself go.
"I need you," I whispered, leading him to my bedroom.
Clothes were off. To needy for lengthy foreplay we were inflamed body to inflamed body. He cupped my ass and laid me on the bed, following me down, between my open thighs. His cock was pinned between our bodies, against my tingling pussy. I rocked and squirmed trying to impale myself.
"Please," I moaned. "I need..." He groaned at my words and lifted so his cock dropped between my legs, tip at my entrance.
He started slowly sliding in. "Oh honey, damn you feel so fucking good," his voice raspy with control.
I dug my heels in and pushed up taking it deep in my cunt. My hands splayed on his ass, fingernails denting his skin. He started pounded into me and I met ever thrust. Our bodies banging together and rough breathing sounded obscene. This was pure raw sex. We took what we needed from each other.
I moaned my climax and he groaned as my cunt gripped his cock. He kept slamming his cock into me so deep and hard I felt it touch my cervix. I clamped on his cock for another orgasm.
"Oh ffffffuck," he shouted and slammed deep and pumped his hot seed deep.
He rolled to my side and pulled me against him. We were hot and sweaty, and I felt nearly exhausted from exertion.
"Oh my god, honey," he wrapped his arms around me.
"That was some kinda fuck, eh?" His laugh boomed off the walls.
"Yes it was honey. Yes it was."
A shower together, some dinner and he was back next to me in bed. Our shower was enough foreplay to light the flames again.
He rolled me on top of him, long steamy kisses my nipples digging into his chest. He sighed, held my ass and pulled me tight against his hardening cock.
"Look what you're doing to me! It has been a long time since I've been ready to go again this soon." I thrust against him. "Mmmm, you are the amorous one."
"It's you doing it to me!" I laughed. "I never had sex like that before. Sex. Raw wild sex."
"And..."
'It was AWESOME!" I shouted and he we both laughed.
"I don't know if I have the stamina to do that too often. You'd need a younger lover for that I'm afraid."
Thinking of how wonderful it was with Mike, but nothing ever this close I said, "You'll do just fine Mister." He smiled. "Can you stay or do you have to get back to the ranch?"
"I already texted for them to cover in the morning."
I pulled him down for a thank you kiss, and talked him into making out til we fell asleep. I knew he needed to recharge and I didn't want to pressure. Besides, I love making out.
"Mmmmm," I purred sleepily when I felt his body against my back, his arm wrapping around me.
"You're purring like a kitten, honey," he breathed in my ear and I shivered. His hand cupped my tit, thumb tweaking my hardening nipple. I pushed back and his cock nestled in between my cheeks. "Oh baby, you drive me crazy you know." He rubbed his cock back and forth and it slipped between my legs.
I reached between my legs and pressed his cock between my leaking pussy lips. "Ahhhhh, that feels so good."
He rocked his cock through my soft cunt lips, but the tip pushed at my opening. I tipped my pelvis back for his cock to angle in, and he lifted my leg over his hip, opening my cunt wider and allowing his cock to slip in deeper.
"I love morning sex," I murmured, pushing back to ride his cock. It was so slow and sensuous, nearly the opposite of the animal sex we had last night.
"Mmmmm, I love any sex with you honey."
He trailed his fingers across my breasts, down my stomach to to my pussy. He slipped his finger in next to his cock to find my clit. He caressed it in time to our our rhythm and it was only seconds and I felt the first wave crash through me.
"Yessssss don't stop!" I ground out as wave after wave crashed over me.
My cunt milked his cock and Ted followed me into a loud grunting orgasm.
"Damn. Fuck," her murmured into my hair. "You're killing me Cass." His cock finally slipped out of me along with all his seed and my juices.
"Mmmm, you're pouring out of me." I loved the feeling.
"Hmm?"
"Your seed. My juices." He crawled down between my thighs and licked it off my smooth cunt lips. He nibbled and tugged and teased my pearl with the tip of his tongue. A couple of quick flicks of his tongue and I was off again.
He looked in my eyes. "I think you're all cleaned up now."
"You. YOU are bad!"
"But you love it!"
"I do."
Would this become a regular thing, I wondered after he left. Cleaning up the breakfast dishes gave me time to think where we were going. I needed to clear my head and decide what I want for my future. I know I could quickly get involved with Ted and I'd be down the rabbit hole. But did I want to do that.
But I had my weekly tennis game with Jeannie, who was also my sounding board. I told her about my dilemma.
"Do you have feelings for him, or is it just sex?" Levelheadedness. Just what I need.
"I'm just old fashioned enough that I couldn't have sex with someone I had absolutely no feelings for. But. But. That's part of my dilemma. Do I have maybe forever feelings or are they more just for awhile feelings?"
"I think that's only something you can answer," Jeannie said. I nodded. She was right.
We stopped for cold drinks after and continued the discussion. "I just don't know Jeannie. I really enjoy being around him. He's fun and funny. Protective. Cares for me."
"Yeah, does sound like quite a problem," she laughed, rolling her eyes.
"Right but do I want that forever. That's the question. We have fun the way we are now, but will he be happy with that down the road. Will I?"
"Maybe you should just continue seeing him for a bit to see if your feelings change. Either way."
"I suppose you're right. It's too early to tell. And I don't even know how he feels. .This all could be a fling for him."
I spent the rest of the day accepting art for a show I'd scheduled here in the gallery. I often did that. It was a good way for the community to meet the local artists. Discover art isn't the crap they find in Wal Mart and it really can be affordable. It's win win.
I carefully stored the show art until after this weeks class. I'll have plenty of time to hang it before the show. I still had to talk to the caterer for opening night. And I wanted to get a new dress. That was always difficult because I tended to be a bit Bohemian in my dress.
After everyone settled at their easels, I walked to the center of the room.
"You all did wonderfully well with last weeks model. Red hair and creamy white skin such as her can be somewhat challenging but you all did very well. As I said, each model will be different, and this one will be no exception. Don't get your paints out yet, she will be here soon."
"Nellie is quite experienced as an art model and I've often painted her myself, so I'll allow her to pose as she likes." I hugged her and she arranged herself on the bed.
Everyone had their heads down nervously sorting through their paints, choosing, changing their minds, getting their challenging palettes set up.
I'd asked Nellie stop by earlier in the week to arrange background and lighting. She had the most remarkable chocolaty cocoa skin I've ever seen. She was also a Rubenesque model but proportionally perfect and was a knockout as a swimwear model. Long braids dropped from the crown of her head, over her shoulder and across a breast.
This was probably the most provocative pose they'd had from a model. Nellie had arranged pillows behind her that enabled her to lay back some, which gave the artists a view of nearly the complete front of he body. Her knee was cocked up at bit allowing a good view of her trimmed bush.
As I wandered behind the artists, I noticed all the men were dealing with erections. A hazard of being a male artist painting a nude female. It was nothing unusual.
"You sure can pick them," Ted whispered in my ear. I noticed the lump in his lap too. Because of the backdrop, all the artists were on one side and Ted's easel was slightly behind, offering a bit more privacy.
"I'm glad you're UP for the challenge," I breathed in his ear and nipped his earlobe. I felt him shudder. "Are you cold?" I asked, smiling.
"No" he ground out. "You'll find out what I am later. Later honey."
Nellie had such dewy moist skin that this time during break it was the women in the class talking to her about her skin care. Much to the disappointment of several of the guys that had planned on having a chat.
We worked on more abstract figure work and would be starting with a fresh canvas after break. They'd all done quite well for the first painting. Surprisingly well. I appreciated this class because they were all of fairly equal talent.
Nellie was a model that liked to interact with the artists and I was only too happy to let her do it. She walked around looking at their first painting, commenting on each one. She was an artist herself and could offer some new insight. She had told me she might choose an even more suggestive pose and I encouraged it.
Nellie artfully arranged the pillows and lay back. She again was leaning back against the pillows giving the artists a view of the front of her body, but this time she cradled her breasts in her left arm, thumb on her nipple. Her right leg was bent a bit, and the other was off the bed. Her right hand between her legs, not quite covering her furry pussy. Her head was thrown back, mouth open slightly. It was highly erotic.
I enjoyed the reactions of the artists immensely. Some studied her body before sketching, some squirmed around choosing paint, some started sketching, and one moved his easel to another angle and behind the others. That one I wasn't the least bit surprised about.
I wandered over to the now sketching Ted. His left hand slid up the inside of my thigh under my skirt and let his fingers dance on my wet panties.
"I'm glad to know this is affecting you as much as it is me," he whispered. Glancing around he took my hand and covered his pants. I could feel his cock pulsing and I squeezed. "Don't press you luck, Cass. I'm about ready to take you right here and now."
"Mmmmhmmmm," I vibrated in his ear and quickly walked away, not knowing how real his threat was.
The students were doing unbelievably well at capturing the warm cocoa tones of her skin. Today's poses were more sexy than they'd had to this point. This pose was bordering pornographic, but not really because it was all just an illusion.
"This is really exciting, I hope I can paint," one whispered to me. Another, "This is really turning me on!" Even Millie seemed to be affected. She had given up on Ted and caught the attention of another man. Younger but he seemed to be interested. I liked that. Even mousy women deserve attention.
"I've never seen a naked woman before," Millie whispered. "Well myself, but not a stranger."
"Does it offend you? Seeing her like this?"
"No, no, not at all really. If I'd known beforehand, I probably wouldn't have come," she admitted. "But walking out would be ridiculous of me. I am enjoying painting her and actually watching the reactions of the guys."
I smiled. "Yes, it does seem to be affecting us all. Nellie is seductive and a beautiful model. The fact that she's plus size and that comfortable with her body is sexy too."
Millie thought about that for a moment. "It is really the attitude more than the looks isn't it?" I squeezed her shoulder and nodded, knowing she had some food for thought.
The class ended and the students filtered our chatting among themselves. They were becoming friends and I loved that. Ted was lingering and I knew he'd lock the door behind them and ran into the bathroom to pee.
The bathroom door banged open and Ted burst in mid pee. Shocked but I couldn't stop. He was just as shocked but recovered.
"Wipe it and stand up."
I slowly pulled my panties down to my ankles and over my black pumps and tossed them to him. He wadded them up and put the min his pocket, looking extremely impatient. His cock was poking out of his pants lewdly.
"I had to give him his freedom. My balls are aching thanks to you."
"Me?!"
"Don't look so innocent and if you're done wipe and stand up." He sounded menacing but I knew him well enough to not be afraid. "That sexy model, you coming around me with those wet panties, those heels, and you breathing in my ear. You're a menace!"
He grabbed me into a lusty kiss, and I knew he meant business. I was soaking wet and ready. I pushed away, pulled my skirt up and leaned over the bathroom sink baring my pussy and ass to him.
"God damn honey you're going to kill me one of these days!" His pants dropped around his ankles and he grabbed my hips. Our eyes locked in the mirror.
"Fuck me," I commanded. In one motion he shoved in ball deep and locked against me.
"Oh god honey, that feels so good. I needed your steamy pussy around my cock. I love the way you clench your muscles, like a fist squeezing my cock."
I leaned further over the sink and pushed back, riding his stiffness. His hands were under my top to fondle my swaying tits, pulling at my nipples, driving me crazy.
He started slamming into me and I pushed back, meeting him. Our sweaty bodies slapped together. Our eyes locked in the mirror, reading each others emotions. His cock could tap my cervix when he drove deep, sending me over the top each time. I just kept cumming on his cock.
Finally he drove deep and stopped at the first hard pulse of his cock. He pulled back shooting hot seed all over my ass and pussy. His eyes were black with desire, telling me how fiery hot this was for him too. Our raw fucking sex was as blazing hot as our morning sex was gentle and sweet.
We were a perfect match on that level. I know I'd never had this. Not with my husband and not with Mike. This was different. We could read each other.
I was sweaty. My hair hung in damp string across my face. My chest still heaved. My skirt was bunched at my waist. I was a lewd mess.
"Damn honey, look you in those fucking high heels. You gave every guy a boner today. You drove me fucking crazy. Those long legs and short skirt in those spike heels." I turned and leaned against the counter and he stared at my exposed pussy. "You're trying to kill me aren't you?"
I smiled a wicked smile and his eyes went darker. He ripped open my shirt, buttons bounced off the bathroom walls, pulling it down to my elbows, essentially locking my arms behind me. He set my bare ass up on the counter top and spread my thighs.
He dropped to his knees and pulled my ass to the edge of the counter top and lifted my thighs over his shoulders. His breath hot on my cunt. His mouth locked onto my cunt, growling and vibrating my clit while tonguing and licking our juices. He grunted and growled and the vibrations sent shockwaves through my body. I shook with ongoing orgasms, waves that peaked and crested until I was limp.
He picked me up, laid me on my bed and disappeared. I was too exhausted to wonder. Soon though he was back. He was naked and I bit my lip seeing his hot masculinity, solid arm muscles, thick thighs.
He picked me up, carried me into the bath,and stepped into the tub. He sank down in the deep jasmine scented water and pulled me down in front of him. I was nestled between those sexy brawny thighs leaning back against his chest. His arms were around me under the water.
"I like this deep made for two bath tub, honey."
"You're going to smell like flowers you know."
"I don't give a damn. It's for you. All for you my love." He tipped my chin and kissed sweetly.
The water cooled and he toweled me off with a big fluffy towel, put me naked in sweat shirt and pants and led me to his pick up truck.
"Where're we going?"
"The ranch." I noticed he tossed my overnight bag in the truck so apparently I was staying there. I shrugged it off, enjoying someone else making all the decisions.
"Nice," I said sleepily. He held my hand all the way out to the ranch.
Next thing I knew I was sinking into an oversize bed, soft cotton sheets against my skin, and a light coverlet floated down and settled on my body. "Mmmmmmm." And that was the last thing I remember.
I woke with a middle of the night urge to pee. I'd forgotten I was at Teds, and I didn't even know where to find the bathroom. I moved and bumped into his big warm body snuggled in behind me.
"Cass?" he said softly.
'I have to pee and I don't know where the bathroom is." I heard him stifle a chuckle.
"C'mon, I'll show you honey."
Dim nightlights leading the way, I padded back to the huge bed and climbed in. I thought I'd moved to the middle so I was close to Ted, but a strong arm wrapped around me and pulled me into his arms. I sighed and went right back to sleep.
I woke up to a note and a thermos of coffee on the nightstand.
Had to check some fence line. I shouldn't be gone long. Make yourself at home. Maybe we'll ride when I get back. xoxo
Ride? Ride, I thought, as in horses? Uh oh. Last thing I did close to that was the ponies that went in circles further back than I want to remember. But the xoxo gave me the warm fuzzies anyhow.
Sipping the perfectly brewed coffee gave me a chance to look around. The impossibly huge bed took up center wall space directly across from a raised hearth fireplace. Ohmy could that thing get my fantasies going, I thought.
Dark wood dresser and bureau and a big walk in closet. I had to peek in and saw his collection of boots, most well worn from working. A couple of pair were beautifully tooled leather and obviously for dress.
I wandered down the hall to the next room. A guest room that had all the amenities as did the next two rooms. The last door I opened surprised me and I walked in.
The outer wall was glass sliders that opened out onto a deck. Exotic plants and flowers surrounded it for privacy, Florida style. The room lit with natural daylight. Canvases were stacked against a wall. Several easels stood in the middle of the room under a big skylight. A pedestal, large enough for a person to recline on was on the opposite wall. Colorful palettes of dried paint sat on nearby tables with wrinkled tubes of paint. Another table held a pile of pristine white canvases, ready for paint. I ran my hand over the brushes jammed in a tub. Many of the bristles well worn and soft.
"You caught me," his voice rumbled behind me.
"You've been holding out on me."
"Welllllll, I never told you I didn't paint, just that it had been a long time. And that is the truth." He went over and picked up some of the rolled up tubes of paint. "Most of these are probably dried up by now."
"Why did you stop painting?"
He looked at me. "I didn't know until I met you that I had lost the joy in painting, thus lost interest. Only after I started your classes did I feel the thrill of picking up the brush again. You brought it back for me."
"This is a beautiful room to paint in. So much wonderful light." I walked over to the pedestal. "You used models?"
"I did, yes. You can see them if you want in the canvases against the wall."
I flipped through, noticing the same model. "Was she your lover?"
"No, why do you think that?"
"She's beautiful. Someone I'd think you'd like."
"Well you're beautiful and I like you, and you're my lover, so I suppose I can see the connection you're trying to make."
"No matter really. Just curious but it was really none of my business. I'm sorry."



He came over and put his hands on my shoulders, looking me in the eye. "I want you to feel free to ask me anything you want. Anything. I have nothing to hide and in fact would like to share whatever interests you."
He sat on a nearby chair and pulled me down on his lap. "I was married young and divorced young. I knew I wanted to own a ranch here in Florida when I was young and I knew It would take hard work. I worked hard but didn't take time for anything or anyone else." He stroked my cheek. "I got what I worked hard for and now I want someone to share this all with."
"What do you say we take a run to the art supply store to pick up some paints? While I'm here I'd like to paint, and I'd like you to paint with me." I avoided responding to his heartfelt confession at this time. I needed time to process what he said.
After awhile he replied, "Sure, lets do that. Tomorrow morning?"
Oh my tour, I hadn't gotten to the pool so it was a real surprise.
"Oh shoot, I didn't bring a suit." The water looked so inviting on this hot day too.
"Ummm, do you really need a suit? It's just you and I, unless..."
"No!" I cut him off. "I don't need a suit. I wasn't thinking." I smiled.
"You don't have any tan lines!" He said when I'd gotten undressed.
"Well no, I do morning yoga nude and often hang out on my deck sans clothes."
I laid back on the lounger and slipped my sunglasses on to freely check out this fine bit of masculinity. He was well muscled, not from any gym, but by hard work on his ranch. His body was furred with glints of silver glittering in the sun. He neatly sliced into the shimmering water and began swimming laps.
"I'm impressed," I said when he came to the edge of the pool.
He laughed. "I try to swim every morning but it doesn't always work out. I'm a little out of shape." He pushed off for a few more laps and I stretched out in the warm sun.
I must have dozed off because I jumped when sprinkles of cold water hit my hot skin from Ted standing over me chuckling.
"Wakey wakey sleeping beauty. Do you want to cool off in the pool with me?"
"Ain't no cooling off when it comes to being around you dude," I teased.
He swooped down, I picking me up off the lounger and jumping into the pool with me shrieking and laughing.
I came up, still laughing and wiping the water out of my eyes."I can't believe you did that!"
"Ha ha!" He said, coming after me again.
I swam away but not fast enough. He caught me by the waist and spun me around. I wrapped my legs around him and my arms around his neck. We were laughing like children. I can't think of the last time I had so much fun. I kissed him and got away, diving and swimming between his legs. We played until we were worn out.
"Phew." I sprawled on the lounger. "You wore me out!"
"Good! It's usually you that wears me out," he grinned wickedly.
Having had enough of the sun we made a quick lunch. After, I gathered a basin of warm water and retrieved a razor from my overnight bag.
"Hey Ted, you have any shaving cream?"
I took the can, the basin and razor and set it on the nightstand. "Now lay down," I said spreading a towel on the bed.
"Uh oh, should I be afraid," he chuckled when he saw the razor.
"Very afraid. Now lay down," I commanded.
He hesitated a moment, but did as he was told. I laughed to myself. I wrung out the washcloth in the warm water and laid it over his cock.
"Mmmm. So far so good," he said, enjoying it so far. Watching him, I shook the can of shaving cream. "Uh oh." I squirted it on my fingers and dabbed it on the fur at the base of his cock.
"I'm manscaping you!"
"Whaaaat? What the fuck is that??"
"Cleaning all the hair around the base of your cock."
"But why?"
Seriously? I thought. "Because there's isn't anything much worse than to be enjoying a cock in your mouth and also getting a hair, or two along with it. Yak."
He looked a little stunned at that. "Okay."
I held his cock to the side and started shaving. As I shaved around the base I had to empty the basin several times.
"You're a hairy dude," I murmured, "It's like mowing the lawn." He laughed hard. "Better be careful moving, I have a sharp instrument next to your cock!" We both started laughing then.
I sat up to admire my handy work. "Very nice!"
"Okay so you're done then," he started to get up.
"Oh no, not so fast dude, I'm not done."
He laid back and breathed, "Oh my god." I spread the thick white foam on his balls."Oh be careful there please Cass!"
"No worries, I got it under control!" I admit I was enjoying this immensely. "This will be like the dentist's office. At the end, you get a treat." I had to hold in my laugh.
Took me a little longer to get his balls shaved smooth, but I did it! I dried him off with a towel.
"You're ll done!"
"Phew, you know I held my breath all that time don't you?!" I laughed.
"It wasn't that bad was it?" I leaned over and nuzzled his freshly shaven cock and balls.
"Mmmmm... Yeah well maybe not so bad." He moaned when I sucked his cock into my mouth. "No not bad at all."
I traced the ropy vein up the length of his cock with my tongue, twirling my tongue around the rim. Holding the base of his cock the skin was taut, and I wrapped my lips around the head. He moaned and started rocking. Needing more.
I slid my lips down to the base, using my teeth to lightly scrape and my tongue to tease. I learned what he liked and what he loved by the intensity of his moans and movements.
I balanced his balls on the tips of my fingers and lightly jiggled, which sent him a level higher. "Oh honey, fuck, that feels so good." I pressed my fingers at the base of his balls in known male erogenous zones while I sucked his cock in my greedy wet mouth.
The moans increased and movements got faster and I let him take over and fuck my mouth. Suddenly he clutched the bed covers and arched up. I felt the first pump and took his hot spray of seed all over my tits. Rivers of white pearls ran down my titties and off my nipples.
"That was your treat for being a good boy while I shaved you," I said, smiling at him trying to recover.
"You're gonna kill me, Cass, but what a fucking way to go."
After showers and more soapy groping fun, he decided we should ride. I didn't want him to see that I was less than enthused and went along with it, warning him that I hadn't really ever ridden a horse. Other than the ponies that go around in circles and that didn't really count because I was 10 and the ponies were attached.
Because I practice yoga, I didn't have any problems with the saddle and getting sore from riding. It actually went better than I expected. Ted had a gentle horse for me and we pretty much went in slow motion, which was fine by me. Ted promised we'd stop on the way for paint at the local western shop for proper attire for me. My smile at that was weak, but he was too excited to notice. Just as well.
The next morning we had cuddle sex, which I'm calling it because I love it first thing. Lazy slow sex. So different from some of our other frantically wild sex. My orgasm was rolling waves through my body and so relaxing I fell back asleep again.
"Get up lazy bones. I've been out, got some things done around the ranch and here you are still sawing logs!"
"Mmmmm," I murmured, sitting up to take the cup of coffee from him. "Thank you my love." Did I just say that, I thought. Yes you did and you better be sure before you go blundering in to something. Well it wasn't as though I said, I love you! No, but close enough for him to take it that way. Ugh. The nag was back.
I got fitted for boots and all the other proper riding attire. Nothing fancy because this is a working ranch and I planned to help when I could. Next stop was the art supply store where we got a little crazy with art supplies. But that's normal for any artist, I thought! Next stop was my house. I'd been gone for a few days and needed to check things and pick up some clothes if I was going to be at Ted's for much longer.
"We finished stowing a few of my oversize canvases in the back of Ted's truck. "Anything else, honey? Did you bring enough clothes? And anything else you might need?"
"Geez, how long do you want me there?!" I laughed as he helped me up in his truck.
"Maybe forever," he whispered, brushing his lips across mine. I took the kiss deeper to distract him so he'd not notice my lack of reply.
After many trips to unload the truck, we were done. I fumbled a lunch while I learned the kitchen.
I got the dishwasher loaded and running and went to look for Ted, finding him in the art room.
"These paints really were dried up. That's why I got the small set to take your class."
'Fresh start fresh paints."
"Yes, fresh start in many ways," he said, smiling and I nodded.
While he set up the art room I went to change for painting. I was anxious to get back to it since it had been a few days since I'd picked up a brush.
The lighting was better than it was in my studio and I was immediately inspired. I was situating my easel when he came back.
"What the fuck," he bellowed, making me jump.
"What?!"
"Exactly what are you wearing," he ground out, pointing to my painting overalls.
"My painting overalls! I don't want to get paint on all my clothes so I wear this!"
He plucked at the bib. "You're not wearing anything under it." He slipped his hand in and ran it down my side to where the overalls started at my hip.
"Well no, you're right. I'm not. I like being comfy when I paint!"
"How am I supposed to get anything done with you half naked?! I can barely function when you're clothed, for cripes sake," he sputtered.
I patted his chest. "You're a big boy. You can deal with it." And I went back to adjusting the easel.
With a background of sighs and other disapproving sounds I had to laugh to myself. It was then I had to admit to myself that I loved this guy. He made me laugh, he made me crazy, he made me want to jump his bones, and best of all he made me feel loved.
I walked over and grabbed him in a long lingering I-love-you kiss.
"Wow honey! But what was that for?"
"Just because."
Just because I was realizing a new future for me with a man I loved. Just because you're never too old for something new. You're never too old to find a love when you least expect it. And best of all... you're never too old for hot wild sex!
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"There's some eye candy in 4A," my coworker whispered, "but there's also a screaming brat alert four rows back." She sighed.
A lot of us flight attendants hated flights into Orlando and the parks, and it was just the luck of our crew to do just that. It was usually full of kids that were sugar bribed to behave, that tossed it all back up at the first sign on turbulence.
I finished my preflight check and had a look at 4A. "He is a hunk," The shock on her face was priceless as she watched me walk back and say a couple of words to him before giving him a kiss.
"Alessia! Whaaaaat," she said somewhat astounded.
"My Dad, it's my Dad," I said, laughing.
"Yes, I can see the resemblance but he doesn't look much older than you!"
"He's not really. Let's see, I'm 28 so that makes him 46."
"Whoa, he was a young Daddy at 18."
He was young but always cared for me. Watched out for me. Mom got knocked up and resented us both for ruining her life. Dad more than made up for her lack of love. I lived with her, but saw him more. Definitely depended on him more.
I had a few moments to talk to him while we passed out drinks from the cart."Dad it's great to see you. We are always like two ships passing in the night," I said sadly.
"You look great, honey. I'll be in Orlando for a week, but I suppose you'll be off into the skies again right away."
"Actually no I have a few days off! Can you wait for me when we land?"
"Of course!" He was busy with having his every whim met once my coworkers discovered it was my Dad. That he was drop dead gorgeous helped too, I thought, laughing to myself.
He was waiting for me at the end of the jetway. "I have a place near downtown Orlando if you'd like to stay with me. I know you're working but you can have a key to come and go."
"Oh honey I can't turn that down. We have a lot of catching up to do." He texted to cancel his hotel reservations and we headed to my car.
I pulled into my parking slot next to the Spanish inspired building. My apartment was a real find and there was a constant waiting list for the twelve units. We walked through the lush tropical courtyard and past the shimmering pool.
"It was love at first sight," I told Dad. "Not huge so we all know each other. The U shape gave us privacy and security since we could see all the other units, six up six down. We're all relatively close in age and some are also flight crew."
A couple of the girls at the pool checked him out. That was pretty common growing up. He is tall and tanned, black hair with silver temples. The type of presence that commands attention and success in business.
"I can see why you love the place," he said, as I unlocked the door. The interior followed the same Spanish influence with arches and heavy architectural touches.
I led him to the guest room. "Only two bedrooms and unfortunately one bath."
"I don't mind. It's very nice and you've done a wonderful job making it home. He hung his suit jacket in the closet. "Would you like to go out or eat in?"
"Out? I have a fav Mexican place I think you'll love!" I said. "Oh, Friday evenings we all cook out and hang out by the pool. Would you like to join me tomorrow night?" He agreed and we headed out to eat.
The next morning I ran into my neighbor at the mailbox. "Who is that gorgeous hunk I saw you with last evening?! I haven't seen him this morning so you must have worn him out last night," she laughed.
It was always fun growing up because no one took him for my Dad since he was so young. For some reason, I didn't mention that Dad was 18 when I was born.
"He was on my flight and followed me home!" I mean it wasn't a lie. Really.
"Honestly Alessia, you have all the damn luck!"
We shopped for the vegetables for salad for the barbecue, and Dad who is apparently quite the chef, picked up a few things as well. We were content to relax in the apartment and catch each other up with our lives until it was time to prepare the salad.
"I'll give you a hand, Lessie." I smiled at his childhood nickname for me and had a wave of warm fuzzies wash over me.
The kitchen is small so we we ended up in each other's way mostly, but neither of us minded. It had been so long since we'd spent time together, it felt good being close.
Swimwear was the attire for the barbecues and Dad ran out to get some pool shorts while I got ready. My bathing suits didn't vary. I wore bikinis, mostly brief, but various colors. I loved my body, took care of it and liked to show it off. A lot of teasing and tantalizing went on when we had these Friday night barbecues. There might be some groping in the shadows, underwater shenanigans, or intimate dancing, but even though it wasn't with your regular partner, it was okay because they were there. Somewhere with someone. Some chose to sit, drink and visit and were comfortable with that. We had a great group here and I hoped it would never change.
I didn't feel Dad would be shocked. As good looking as he is, I'm sure he's a player,. I found the vision of him fucking more than a little arousing, but I'm not sure where that came from. A place where I've never gone in thoughts of him. I actually didn't mind, although he might object, I thought to myself, chuckling.
His pool shorts were perfect. Not those super long and baggy like a lot of guys wear but closer fitting. His eyes skimmed my body, taking in the three triangles of my suit.
"Lessie, damn honey you're a knockout," he murmured, brushing my long hair back, holding my shoulders and giving me another look. At 34C I wasn't the biggest in my crowd, but I never had a complaint. His eyes might have lingered a little longer on them, but I didn't mind. Some men like tits, some like ass. Now I knew which one Dad was, I laughed to myself.
Much of the group was there when we arrived. I made introductions as Greg, not Dad. My Mom gave me her last name so no one realized the connection, and neither one of us mentioned it. I knew mine, but wasn't sure of Dad's motive.
Nevertheless, they thought of us as a couple, and that's how we acted. I wasn't conscious of him having his arm around me when we were talking to others. It just felt right. I didn't give a second thought when I leaned into him behind me in the food line. It came natural that he leaned down to listen to me, his lips brushing my cheek. Our mouths close when we talked. Like lovers. Not father and daughter.
As the evening wore on, more alcohol was consumed and it seemed everyone began to pair off for pool play, shadow groping and general sexy fun and games. It was tradition.
Dad came up behind me with his arms around my waist. "This is quite the barbecue," he whispered, chuckling.
"Are you shocked?" I found myself leaning back in his embrace and head on his shoulder. His lips were near my ear and I could hear his breathing get heavier.
"I guess I'm more shocked at me," he said.
"Why?"
"Because I'm enjoying having my daughter in my arms much more than I should. The nearness of her body is affecting mine." He moved and I felt his hot hard cock against my ass. I'd worn colorful platform sandals that matched my yellow bikini, which put me at the perfect height."And it's wrong."
I sighed and pushed back against him. "It's not wrong if we both want it."
"Oh honey, I want. Yes. I really want. I've wanted for quite awhile now."
"Really? I wish I'd known. We wasted a lot of time." I thought for a moment. "I want you enough right this moment that I could push you down on that chaise and straddle you and ride you until we both had the wildest orgasms of our lives. But what I really want is to take our time. Enjoy our teasing, getting to know each others bodies, responses and pleasures."
"Yes, I'd like that too." He kissed the side of my neck and I melted. "To be honest, watching all this is very exciting. The couples in the pool, the intimate touches of the others. Does that make me a voyeur... If so I just learned something about myself." He chuckled softly.
"Yes it does, Daddy," I whispered, loving his quick intake of breath when I called him Daddy. I untied my top and moved his hands to cover my breasts. "And now we'll be exhibitionists too."
He circled my breasts rubbing the palm of his hand over my nipples. I arched my back, pushing my tits into his hands. He massaged my tits, pinching my nipples harder in his fingers.
"Oh yeah just like that," I moaned softly.
"Lessie you're so fucking responsive. You have me harder than you did when you were nineteen."
"You wanted me then?"
"Like you couldn't believe. I never knew if I was hiding the hard on I had from you, although I tried."
He found a chair into the shadows and pulled me onto his lap. His hard cock was against my hip. His mouth found my nipples and I gasped as he suckled. "You're driving me crazy, Daddy." Hearing me call him that inflamed him. His cock throbbed against my hip.
Ice tinkled in someone's glass reminding me that we weren't alone and these people didn't have a clue who he was. And I planned on keeping it that way. There would be too many questions to answer, judgments formed. Incest is the big taboo and usually not acceptable. Even though I am adult enough to make my own decision. Could I have handled the weight of it when I was nineteen. I don't think so. Nine years later has give me a lot of life experience to know what I'm getting into now.
"I'm going to get another drink, do you want one?" I left my bikini top off as most of the girls were either topless or totally nude. How our barbecues usually went.
"Here you go, Greg," I said, putting emphasis on his name, handing him the icy drink. He smiled, knowing why.
There were still some couples in the pool enjoying each other. The couple on the chaise were fucking and had the attention of most everyone that wasn't already involved.
"Wow," Dad said. "Am I supposed to enjoy watching as much as I am," he said wryly.
"Well, it's not like you're a peeping Tom voyeur. Everyone knows they're being watched and only go as far as they're comfortable. I have to admit it's rare to see fucking. Usually the whole barbecue is foreplay and the real stuff happens at home." We watched for awhile and started squirming on Dad's lap. "I'm liking this a lot myself."
"And I'm getting a lap dance out of it too!"
While we cleaned up I noticed one of the older residents had found Dad. I'd guess her a couple of years older than him. Although I didn't know her well, I did know she was very nice and very charming and I'm sure turning that on for him. She had him laughing and touching during conversation.
Maddie was topless and definitely had the biggest tits of all the residents. She also liked to show them off. They were heavy but not drooping, with big upturned nipples. Double D's no doubt. She was facing him and went up on tiptoes to whisper in his ear while rubbing her hard nipples on his chest. His hand went to her waist to hold her against him.
Oddly enough I didn't feel any jealousy, but just the titillation of watching. Her back arched when she threw her head back to laugh, teasing his chest with those lush titties. He was laughing and totally enjoying her attentions. I didn't want to distract him, and stepped back into the shadows to watch the tantalizing seduction.
She guided him to a chaise, but he paused and looked for me. He seemed to hesitate a bit more looking around. She said something, and he stretched out on the chaise beside her. She lay with her leg over his, hand splayed on his chest. They were back out of the line of sight of most everyone else, who were by now into their own thing.
As she captivated Dad, I tried to remember who was at the barbecue with her. Or who I'd even seen her around the apartments with. The only one I could remember was a younger guy.
She had a knockout body and even though older, could easily attract any age man. Her long flaming cloud of hair gave her a wild untamed look. Although she had double D cups, her waist was small. Shapely round hips and ass gave her a sexy curvaceous figure. She is the type of woman we other women love to hate, but she seems to sweet to hate her.
Her long uncontrollable mane spread on Dad's chest. She whispered in his ear and nipped little kisses on his jaw. His lips parted in a gasp and I saw she'd slipped her hand in his pool shorts.
I wanted to pleasure myself while I watched him cum. I moved into the shadows. My cunt was so wet from earlier with Daddy and now, watching this seduction, my pussy tingled.
His hips moved, thrust up, sliding his cock through her hand. She hefted one of he breasts in offering and he latched on. Daddy was obviously a breast man I thought, remembering how he wildly suckled on mine. I knew what a temptation Maddie would be for him for many reasons.
He had his hands around the creamy soft flesh, squeezing and kneading while he suckled. He continued fucking her fist. She moaned from his titty attention. My fingers were covered in my hot juices and since she kept his cock in his pool shorts, I had to imagine and look forward to the surprise when I had him in my bed.
I saw him thrust high and stop while he pumped into her hand. He took a moment to recover.
He hefted both her titties together and gave them more attention. He squeezed her ass and pulled her onto his thigh, his other hand on her cunt. She ground against his thigh, his fingers inside her. The muscles in her ass clenching while she rode his thigh, his fingers. He was murmuring to her the whole time, taking her higher until she threw her head back moaning.
I moved to sit with the others. I didn't want him to know I watched them. I don't know why. I didn't want him to feel guilty maybe. How could I explain how turned on I was watching him with another woman. We were still in new territory. I didn't know what I was supposed to be feeling. He wasn't mine and never really could be. This relationship could get very complicated if we weren't careful.
"I hope I didn't get too carried away. I don't want to embarrass you," he whispered, pulling up a chair next to me.
He glanced down. "Oh my god those breasts drive me wild, honey." Totally distracted by my bare breasts.
"No you didn't get too carried away and in fact it was sorta hot," I admitted. "You're a real breast man aren't you!" I laughed. "I'll never measure up to Maddies titties. Double D's!"
He laughed. "That's what she said. All natural. And also there's no measuring up involved sweetheart. No one will ever take the place of you. We're in a tangled love affair," he joked. "I honestly don't know where we are going with this, or if you even want to go further.."
"She's usually here with a guy about my age," I reflected on Maddie. "I do want to go further Dad. I'm very attracted to you."
He slipped his fingers in my hair and brought me close for a steamy hot tongue sucking dueling kiss. A pretty good indication he was attracted to me as well.
"Yeah, her son. She said he lives nearby and is here on Fridays for the barbecue sometimes."
"Ah okay. That is the only time I ever see him, so makes sense." I was glad I had a moment to cool down. I didn't want my first fuck with my Dad to have an audience.
"She asked about you."
"Really. What did you tell her?"
"Nothing really. I changed the subject. I wasn't sure how much of your private life you wanted others to know." He held my hand rubbing his thumb across my fingers. "I do know I don't want to sell front row seats." He winked and said, "Not this time anyhow. But seriously, I know the first time I slide into you... The first time we are locked together and you're holding me deep inside you, will be the best thing ever happened to me."
"Yessss, I've been thinking of that as well. I want to feel your hard cock pushing in. So intense. When we are actually joined together. It's the closest we can ever be with someone."
He pulled me up and we said our goodbyes and locked the door behind us.
My bikini bottoms dropped to the carpet. I felt as though I was baring more than my body to him. I felt totally exposed. There was a closeness that I couldn't describe. I hooked my fingers in the waistband of his shorts and guided them down, his cock lurched up, red and angry. I knew he'd cum not long ago and was surprised he was so ready now.
"You're so hard," I said softly, taking in his manhood. A thick cock nestled in fat balls, trimmed perfectly for sucking.
I had dropped to my knees and nuzzled his manhood. I licked a drop of precum off the helmet like tip of his cock. He groaned and wove his fingers through my hair. I twirled my tongue around the protruding ridge and flicked across the underside, near the hole.
"Oh honey, damn you're good," he said looking down, groaning as he watched my lips wrap around the head of his cock, scrubbing the sensitive area with my tongue and lightly scraping with my teeth. He trembled. "So fucking good. My god Lessie what you're doing to me," his voice quaked.
I pushed him back onto my bed. I needed to take the lead this first time. I needed to orchestrate his pleasure, which would be mine as well. I knew as the seductress he would have no reason for regrets in the morning. The first light of day is always when reality hits. It will be no mistake that I was the one that tempted him.
I crawled doggy style up the bed, between his thighs. My long hair trailed up his thigh. I swept it across his cock and balls and he gasped at the sensation.
His body arched and twisted, moaning even louder when he felt my breath on his throbbing rod. I nibbled up the underside to the tip and nibbled his whole cock into my mouth. My hands were under him, squeezing his ass, the other holding an overflowing handful of balls.
"Daddy, you're beautiful," I whispered. He groaned low and long at the word. "Daddy you're hard for me," I said moaning softly. "And these balls. So fat and full and all for me."
"Yes take care of your Daddy, he needs you so bad," he said low, his voice cracking.
"And I need you too Daddy. This red hot rod sliding in my cunt." The words only taking him even higher. The long slow foreplay of the evening, the teasing, the anticipation, the fact that we were related, both adults that know what we're doing, and about to become as intimate as people could get. All that led up to this point.
I crawled up and straddled him. Kissing him first, then lowering my tits on his face. He moaned and held them. Squeezing them together and sucking my nipples hard.
"Yessss just like that Daddy. They're so sensitive. They're yours Daddy, all yours." I reached between my legs and held his cock, rubbing it down my wet slit. "Look what you did to my pussy Daddy. You made me so wet for you." I lowered agonizingly slow taking in the length of his cock deep in my center.
"Baby I need to fuck you now!" He shouted, reared up and drove deep, nearly knocking me off. I hung on for the ride. "My beautiful Lessie. Yes fuck me. Take me deep in that sweet pussy. I want to feel you cum on my cock. Oh my god you're so tight."
I rode him fast and hard, his words driving me crazy. His hands still on my tits, squeezing and kneading. Pinching my nipples hard the way I love.
"Daddy! I'm cumming," I moaned, leaning back and grinding down on his throbbing rod and at the same time feeling the first pump of his seed deep inside my womb. "Yes Daddy cum inside me. I want it all!"



He grunted loud and held me down on his cock, exploding inside me.
I laid on his chest. Hot wet sticky skin against hot we sticky skin. We were both still gasping for air. I knew nothing would ever be like this again. The first time I felt my Dad's cock inside me, locking us together. The feeling of his hot seed shooting deep.
"Oh Lessie, I never knew it could be like this," he whispered, running hands up and down my back. I knew things would never be the same between us. Ever again. And I loved it.
"My Dad my lover," I murmured and felt the low rumble in his chest. We fell asleep wrapped in each others arms.
The next day I ran into Maddie out by the pool. She was sunning and barely covered by three tiny triangles. She was so alluring. I hoped when I was her age I would be half as much of a firecracker.
"Alessia! Just who I wanted to see!" She rolled on her side and the tiny triangle that made a brave effort to cover her luscious nipples, failed. "Oh shoot," she said, pulling her top off. "I don't know why I even bother." I laughed.
"I don't think you'll hear any complaints, Maddie. You're fabulous," I said sincerely.
"Why thank you sweetheart, what a nice thing to say." I swear I think she blushed. "My son is coming for dinner this evening and I was wondering if you and Greg would like to join us? I'm making Italian of some kind," she said laughing.
"Yes, I'm sure we have nothing going on! Sounds like fun."
Dad just came out of the shower with a towel wrapped around his waist as I came in. "Mmmm, I see I'm just in time."
"You are a naughty daughter! I should spank you," he chuckled.
"Only if you fuck me after," I said, kissing him. He moaned and I looked down to the tent on the front of his towel. "Should I take that as an affirmative of your interest?"
"Oh yes honey, oh yes," he said low and husky. "Whenever and wherever you want." The towel dropped and my clothes disappeared.
Later we were tangled up together, his head on my chest nuzzling my breasts. "I forgot to tell you, Maddie invited us for dinner tonight."
"Really," he said, seeming uncomfortable.
"Yes, I accepted, I hope that's okay?"
"Sure sure, absolutely." He hesitated a moment. "I know you saw what went on between us at the barbecue."
"You mean the part where you were sucking on her tits like a you've been deprived milk? Or when she had her hand in your shorts jacking your cock?" I kept as straight a face as I could.
"Reality of day, I'm a little embarrassed. I came with a date and then that happened. I'm sorry, Lessie. I got carried away."
"I think," I said thoughtfully. "That if you'd have turned down that bombshell I'd have been disappointed in you. It was the hottest thing I ever witnessed. She gave you so much pleasure. I see your attraction to each other and I'm just so okay with it. Truly." He kissed me lovingly.
"How did I get such a great daughter."
"How did I get such a good lucking hunk of a Dad like you."
We kissed some more and snuggled down for a nap before dinner.
"Welcome welcome!" Maddie opened the door and ushered us in. "You look lovely my dear," she said to me with a warm hug. "And you sir also look wonderful," she smiled and gave him a tight hug.
She mixed drinks for us, and I heard a key in the lock. "That must be Todd!" She hurried to the door just as he came in. He was treated to a big hug and a whisper, before she introduced us. I've never been able to pinpoint Maddies age other than a bit older than Dad, but I'd guess her son to be around my age. Mother and son matched fiery red hair.
After a most delicious dinner,Todd and his Mom insisted they'd clean up. I went to the kitchen with some forgotten dishes but stopped short at the kitchen door. Mother and son were close, lips inches apart. His hand was on her ass and a finger traced the low cut neckline of her sundress. He was talking softly to her and brushing her lips with his. They moved into an even more intimate embrace.
"I thought you were taking those to the kitchen," Dad said when I came back with dishes in hand.
"Ummm, You're not going to believe this but..."
"Mother and son are lovers."
"How did you know?!"
"They've been touchy feely all evening. Didn't you notice?"
"No! I'm so naive sometimes," I said, rolling my eyes.
She freshened our drinks while Todd threw a couple of logs in the fireplace. They sat close on the love seat, while we had done the same on the opposite one. Maddie's magnificent cleavage wasn't lost on Dad each time she leaned forward to pick up her glass.
While we talked, Maddie's hand lingered on Todd's thigh, then to his inner thigh. Much more intimate than a normal mother and son would be. I smiled when I glanced down at their closeness, and Maddie returned it. So many unspoken words were exchanged with total understanding. She knew we understood their relationship, but it seemed unfair for them to not know about us.
"Dad, are you enjoying your time off from work," I said casually.
He look startled, but picked it right up, "Yes, I am. Especially because I'm spending the time with you honey." We moved closer, like we had wanted to do all evening.
"You know, I wondered at the barbecue because you do slightly resemble each other. I told Todd that night that I think we found some kindred spirits."
"Yes you have," Dad said. "This is a new relationship for Lessie and I. And it has been a true revelation to me. My love for my daughter is even deeper and I never thought that would be possible."
"And the first time you were joined together. Locked tight.. When he was deep inside you?" Todd asked, looking at me.
"It was life changing. The world shifted from him being my Dad to to being my lover."
"For me as well. Mom has always been seductive. Sensuous. All my life. I don't really remember her any other way. It's who she is. It wasn't until I came home from college that she excited me. Sexually. When she was close I couldn't stop touching her. I wanted to be near her all the time."
Maddie smiled, and kissed her son. "I remember that, I didn't know what to make of it. I didn't think I was doing anything different." I'll admit I was unbelievably turned on watching them, hearing their story. The bulge in Dad's pants indicated the same.
"When I would be home from college, touches turned to caresses. I started 'accidentally' walking into the bathroom when she'd be in the tub. I brought her morning coffee in bed and would slip between the sheets. At first she ignored that things were changing. I did the pursuing. I even stepped into the shower with her once." She giggled and he glanced at her smiling.
"I was so shocked he actually got into the shower totally naked with me. I knew he had been trying to tempt me and I knew it wasn't right and just tried to ignore it. But," she said smiling and looking at him, "he was very persuasive in the shower. He insisted on washing my back with soapy hands. Pretty soon his hands were everywhere, driving me crazy. He nearly beat me to death with that dick!" We all laughed.
"I did! I kept rubbing against her with my body, and using my cock as much as I could. Although she allowed me to soap and rinse those luxurious breasts. But alas, she turned me down after the shower."
"It was all I could do to say no. While he poked and prodded me with his manhood. I realized he really is a man. He was well into college and knew what he was doing. He always had girls calling him and coming to the house, so I knew he wasn't wanting for companionship. With that revelation I had had to think, put it all together in my head. Sooooo, while I did get a handful of that cock, I sent him packing."
"As soon as she touched me I thought I'd finally gotten through to her. I was washing her breasts at the time and I swear my mouth watered to latch on to her nipples. She squeezed and ran her thumb over the tip of my cock and said, 'Go on, get out of here you horny thing."" We all laughed again.
"I did! I called him horny," she laughed.
Todd continued, "One day I came home from college early and found her sunning nude in the back yard. Totally naked and exposed, " he said, sighing. "But there she was, totally bare to me. I slipped my clothes off before she knew I was there."
"I was so surprised to hear you because you weren't supposed to be home yet. When I opened my eyes all I saw was your throbbing erection. I think my pussy actually gushed. You stood there so muscular and so damn handsome. I knew I should tell you to go away. My guard was down and at that moment I saw you as a man. A virile sexy man that I would never have turned down otherwise."
"I knew you wanted to tell me to go away, but I didn't give you a chance." He looked back to us. "I leaned over and gave her the steamiest kiss of her life!" We all laughed. "Okay I'm not sure about that, but it did work and she returned the kiss, deep and long. I took that as my okay to ravish her."
Maddie laughed. "The first thing you did was go to these tits!"
"Can you blame him?!" I said. "I believe my hooter devotee Dad was mesmerized by them too! And I think you and them are pretty gorgeous too."
Todd said, "Okay okay everybody!" And leaned over and tugged her dress below those massive tits.
"Todd!"
Todd leaned over and took a big round hard nipple in his mouth and started suckling. "Greg, there's another one that needs attention. That is if Alessia is okay with it."
"I'm more than okay with it! I found I was a bit of a voyeur when I started going to the barbecues, and the other night.... Maddie I can't tell you how much you and Dad aroused me. I also realized I wasn't jealous as I'd guess I would be. I loved how much pleasure you gave him."
"You're a delight and pretty damn sexy yourself. We need to spend some girl time together."
The men were latched on to each breast. She was enjoying it tremendously and held them to her bosom as though they were getting nourishment. Dad had his hands wrapped around the soft tanned skin, his fingers kneading to her moans.
Todd broke away and came to sit next to me. "I just can't believe we found you and your Dad. As you know it's something we can't discuss with friends. Even the most open minded ones frown on incest. And I can't deny being her son," he said ruefully pointing to his flame hair.
"This is so new to us that it never occurred to me that there would be others out there like us. And we find you guys. The perfect fit for us."
He said, "Yes, the perfect fit," and kissed me. I was already aroused from watching and his steamy kiss took me higher.
"Mmmm, come here," he said and lifted me on to his lap. His hard cock throbbed against my ass.
When the moans grew louder, we watched Maddie on the floor between Dad's legs. His cock was out, exposing himself to us all. Maddie wrapped her tits around his cock and he started thrusting, stroking through the deep valley.
"Mom's favorite thing is titty fucking," he whispered, his breath in my ear causing me to gush.
"And Dad is a tit man, so....." They both groaned louder.
"Perfect match. Does it bother you seeing her with someone else?" I asked, curious.
"It usually does, but for some reason, not with your Dad. In fact it's a real turn on watching them," he said, rocking his cock against my ass.
I too was extremely turned on watching, but wasn't ready for an orgy or whatever yet. I was attracted to Todd and intended on his naked hot body on mine mine soon. Real soon.
We made out on the love seat like horny college kids. In between watching our parents that is. I squirmed around so his pants covered cock was against my panty covered pussy. The steamy heat almost pushed us over the edge. Todd seemed to want to wait as well, which was nice to not have to turn him down tonight.
Maddie's red lips wrapped around the head of Dad's cock as he stroked through. He squeezed her creamy soft flesh around his cock, and pinched her nipples together. She moaned with his cock in her mouth, which in turn made him moan.
Todd was watching her suck cock intently. "I bet you love having your dick in a hot steamy mouth," I whispered in his ear.
Momentarily shocked, he quickly recovered. "Alessia, I love dirty talk. You are going to drive me crazy, girl."
I sucked on his earlobe and nipped with my teeth. "That's the way I suck cock. With my tongue. With my teeth." He groaned louder. "I love to suck on balls too. Think that's something you'd like?"
"You're killing me."
"I like to tease with my finger too. Maybe slide my finger in a bit for a little massage on your prostate. Give you another kind of orgasm."
"Yessss," he hissed. "I want that. All of that. I want you. I want to taste this wet pussy." His hand was on my inner thigh under my dress and his fingers teased my cunt through my panties. "I want to slide my cock deep inside you too. And you know what else...?" he asked.
"What," I said, clearing my throat.
"I want to watch you with your Dad. I want to watch you fucking him. Riding him. Is that okay?"
"Oh my god yes. You and your Mom fucking right next to us."
"Oh baby we're the perfect couple. We have so much in our future with us and them."
We watched while Dad fucked Maddies mouth. She had her hands on his hips as though ensuring he wouldn't stop. Dads head was leaned back and he was moaning louder now. Close to cumming. Maddie had pulled the top of her sundress the rest of the way down to her waist, those huge tits swinging as she swallowed his meat.
"Oh my god I'm cumming," Dad shouted and she groaned louder, around the mouth full of cock.
Maddie felt the first pump and pulled her mouth away. Hot seed splashed all over her tits and ran down dripping off her nipples. Dad emptied his balls on her. Their moans and gasps reverberated off the walls.
Todd groaned in my ear while watching, I ground my cunt down on his cock. Clothing still between us, but my sticky wet panties rubbed my clit and an orgasm hit me hard. AT the same time Todd drove up and I felt his cock throbbing as he pumped cum. We both had to catch our breaths.
"I haven't cum in my pants in a long time, but this was the hottest ever," he said and I nodded, still breathless.
A few days later Maddie and I had her promised girls day. She wanted to shop for a new bikini and I'm always ready for a shopping trip.
We walked into a small boutique in the swankier area of Orlando. Not only did it have swimwear but lingerie. Lots of exquisite lingerie, the quality of which I hadn't seen before. As a flight attendant I've been a lot of places around the world, but this shop was right in my backyard.
She'd told me no underwear because we'd be trying on clothes so I wore a skirt and cropped t shirt. Maddie the same but she had a tank top that did a remarkable job of showing her assets off.
"Phillippe," she exclaimed at the same time I looked up to a man that was quite potently male and a silver fox. Maddie introduced me and I found that he was actually the shop owner. He'd come over from France fifteen years ago and opened up a smaller place, but as he became known, he was able to grow to this store. It overflowed with delectable silken lingerie and exotic swimwear.
I quickly got used to this big silver-haired fox with a sexy French accent. Maybe having a man's opinion isn't a bad idea, I thought, stealing another glance at him.
Maddie had already circled the shop and came back with an arm load. "Lets go my love, lots to try on!"
"I need to go find some things."
"These are for us both!" she said hanging everything in the spacious dressing room.
Heavy silk curtain slid across the dressing room door for privacy. Phillippe had a tray with champagne flutes and an open bottle of bubbly waiting. Three walls made it oddly erotic, or maybe it was just the whole atmosphere of the shop. Including it's sexy owner.
Maddie held up some gorgeous bras. "I thought these would be beautiful on your sexy body."
"I always thought I was a little too big to wear push up bras," I said, thinking of my C cups jammed into the cups.
Maddie stood behind me, bra in hand. "You have delectable breasts my love. If you have it, flaunt it! Phillippe darling, some help please?"
I held the cups up as she hooked the back. "Here's comes the real expert," Maddie said. "What do you think, Phillippe?"
He sat on a low stool in front of me. I could still see myself over his head in the mirror.
"Yes yes," he said in his thick French accent. "May I?"
"Of course." Are you joking. Touch all you want, I thought to myself.
He took Maddies place behind me. "Bend over please," he said and as I did he smoothed the band to the center front. "We want no flesh pinched," he said slipping his fingers under my breasts and freeing them so they swayed beneath me. "Stand up now."
As I did my breasts fell into the perfect position. "Comme c'est beau!" he exclaimed. Maddie replied in French, smiling at him.
He continued to adjust and spoke in a mix of French and English. He said American women don't know how to wear lingerie. There is an art to wearing a bra properly.
He picked another bra out of the pile. "Try this?" I nodded.
He unclasped the bra and laid it aside. I held up my arms as he brought the bra around and quickly clasped the back. He adjusted the shoulder straps and again asked me to bend over. As I did, I swayed back,a bit my ass against his heat. A stealth glance in the mirror showed me had a sizable protruding package. Erections are a hazard of the job I thought, stifling a giggle.
Maddie sat nearby, murmuring her approval and sipping champagne. There wasn't much of an upper cup to this bra and my titties pretty much were just supported by the bottom half of the cup. The upper edge barely covered my nipples, and although I didn't have the deep cleavage of the last bra, it was a more natural look.
He slide his hands around me, smoothing the band and felt in the front to make sure my breasts weren't beneath the band, another thing American women do, he tsk tsked. He hefted my globes in his hands and pushed them together adjusting the bra and creating more cleavage. As he did, half of my nipple was visible over the top edge. Tantalizingly sexy. It occurred to me I was getting turned on. From watching what he was doing to me and feeling what he was doing to me.
"Mmmmm, I love this one."
"You look beautiful in it my love," Maddie said. Phillippe nodded agreement.
"I see you have more to try on. Wear this to ensure it's comfortable while I fit Maddie!"
Maddie pulled a siren red lace bra off the pile she'd chosen for herself. DD she said was hard to find and that's how she started coming to Phillippe.
I grabbed my glass of champagne and took her seat. He stood close behind her. They had a familiarity with each other and I knew they had been lovers. I settled back for what I was sure would be an erotic show.
"Mon amour I've missed you," Phillippe said in a low seductive voice. They locked eyes in the mirror. "You are still my naughty girl," he whispered; catching her hips in his hands as she ground her ass back against that package that jutted out even more.
"And I too have missed you."
He trailed his fingers over her ample breasts before slipping the bra around her and clasping it. He slipped his fingers under the straps and ran them over her shoulders to the cups. She had chosen the same style bra, but the cups couldn't begin to hid her nipples.
Leaning over her from the rear, he reached under and fondled her swaying breasts for a moment.
"Mmmm Phillippe, you are still a naughty boy yourself."
"Yes cherie, always for you."
"Since we are both essentially naked, maybe you should join us my dear Phillippe?"
I perked up, anxious to see this glorious man. Adding to the titillation, anyone could walk in at any time.



He quickly glanced at me and Maddie said, "I'm sure Alessia wouldn't mind at all, would you?"
I shook my head and had to clear my throat, "No not at all but what if a customer walks in?"
"Phillippe has locked the door," she said knowingly.
Maddie was already nude, but I had a skirt on still. While Phillippe undressed, I dropped my skirt.
"Oh mon Dieu!" he exclaimed when I revealed my totally shaved pussy. Lips were already swollen from the lusty scenario. His heavy cock dropped from its weight and twitched while he took in my body. "You are beautiful Alessia!"
His thick cock nestled into the two fat balls behind it and hung heavy from the weight. I'd never seen a cock that size. Ever. While I stared back at him, he murmured something to Maddie and she smiled knowingly.
"I knew you'd love her too, vilain garçon," she said, smiling.
She came over to me and started braiding my hair while Phillippe stepped out, his cock swaying heavily as he moved. I heard him gasp when he came back and took in my two braids. My hair was long enough that the ends of the braids tickled my nipples.
He had some clothing in his hand and Maddie took it. He stepped back out. "Phillippe would love it if you'd put this outfit on. As would I," she said, brushing my lips with hers, our nipples touched and it was electric. I moaned softly.
"Yes, I'll put them on." The air was so thick with seduction that I trembled while dressing. I was immersed in the sexuality between the two and wouldn't have said no. To anything.
The curtain slowly parted and Phillippe stepped in, gasping when he saw me in the short plaid skirt and cropped white shirt.
The skirt came just below my cunt and any movement flared it out lewdly exposing my totally smooth soft pink lips. The long sleeve shirt was nearly sheer, tied below my breasts leaving the shirt was open but snugly holding my tits. Every breath rubbed my nipples on the tight shirt, so they poked through the filmy shirt looking for attention.
As he took me in from head to toe, his cock throbbed lustily with a potent masculinity that I'd never been exposed to before. Two fat balls filled the smooth shaven sac that hung low from the weight. All I could think of was how much they would release and how long his orgasm would last.
Right before his eyes my cunt lips started pouting and got wet with my juices. My pussy ached for him.
"You are so cute, my love," she said as he moaned from the vision. "I think Phillippe approves. Sit down Phillippe." He did as she commanded. She nodded and I went to him. Facing him I put my hands on his shoulders and lowered myself to his lap.
The blouse disappeared and my titties sprang out obscenely. It was now my soft bare pussy on his fiery hot cock. He groaned in pleasure and had his hands under the skirt squeezing my bare ass. The pleats covered my lap demurely, not giving hint to the lecherous goings on below.
"You're a naughty professor," I said, his cock jerking against my steamy cunt. "Mmm yes you are very naughty."
He murmured in French, and took a nipple into his mouth and expertly manipulating it with his teeth and tongue. I arched and in the process squirmed on his lap. His cock slipped between my thighs and obscenely pushed my skirt up. Spreading my thighs allowed his meat to slide between my pussy lips. I toyed with the head of his cock, rubbing the precum into the smooth skin, The head was much larger than the shaft and had a thick overhang. I dipped into my flowing juices and spread it around the rim, teasing my fingers around and around.
'Alessia," he growled. "You are a mischievous girl." I held his cheeks, kissed him and drove my tongue in and out of his mouth. I wrapped my arms around his neck pressing my body against his. Vaguely in the background I heard Maddie's soft moans, knowing she was pleasuring herself while watching us.
My movement put his cock at the entrance to my steamy cunt. Could I take that monster, I wondered at the same time I swung my leg over and straddled his lap. Tits rubbed his lightly furred chest, cock tight against my cunt. He growled deep and low, grabbed my ass and pulled me higher. As I lowered, his cock slipped in. The head stretched my cunt. He lowered me slowly, knowingly.
Although his meat stretched my tunnel, I took more in. He groaned, trembling at the control he was keeping. I know he wanted to ram it deep into my pussy, but didn't.
I was fully impaled on his meat, so stretched I could feel every twitch and throb. The red pleated skirt still coyly covered the forbidden fantasy below. I tugged at the side opening letting it fall to the floor.
Both of us watched the last millimeters of his cock disappear in me. We kissed passionately with an urgency I've never felt before. My arms were around his neck. I pressed against him, not able to get close enough. He was so fucking compelling. Suddenly I was in the circle of his arms. He breathed French words in my ear. I couldn't understand them, but I did understand that he was feeling the same emotion.
His hands on my ass, guided and lifted me to impale myself on him again and again and again. He thrust, raising me up and grinding deeper. Because of the size of his shaft, every stroke rubbed my clit. My cunt clenched in constant orgasms. My body to weak and too full to move.
He shouted and flooded my cunt. It leaked out and down his balls. There was a puddle of white cum at the base of his cock because my pussy couldn't take it all. I knew we were alone now and was grateful to Maddie. I didn't want to move and he held me close while we kissed. Long loving kisses between whispered words. Both of us were unprepared for what just happened. Later I would reflect on it, but not now. Now will I was still in his embrace. This man was all encompassing.
Driving home with the back seat full of bags of lingerie I was still trying to wrap my head around what just happened. It was all so unreal. All but for the tingling of my cunt, longing to be filled with him again.
"We will keep this between us girls, my love," she said, and I agreed. Yes, this was something I wouldn't share. With anyone.
I realized I was scheduled to fly tomorrow which meant it was time to get back to reality. I'd be home by evening, so not gone too long. Dad couldn't stay forever and I couldn't even think about being without him now. How quickly my life had changed. And in so many ways.
I'd never have guessed I'd be so wanton to even consider fucking a complete stranger. That I've come this close to being tempted to be with another woman. To be so shameless that I want to be penetrated by my Dad's cock. That I not only am a voyeur but an exhibitionist as well. That I have visions of Daddy mounting me from behind and fucking me like a wild animal. That I want to see Maddie and her son fucking while Dad and I fuck, all in the same bed. That I intend to visit Phillippe again to get some answers.
To be continued because I guess I have some plotting to do....
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Part 2. You can read this without the first story but you're going to miss some pretty hot stuff if you do.
I had to go back to work as did Dad, but not before we planned our next time together.
"Dad, there's a place I hear about at work that sounds like it might be fun for us. Maybe Maddie and Todd too."
"Oh?"
"Yeah, it's a private island off the east coast of Florida. It's couples only and everyone has to sign a non-disclosure agreement to not share anything they see or are involved in beyond the island."
"Hmmm, that does sound like something that would be a perfect fit."
We set a week that all four of us could do the following month. I contacted the resort and the time was available.
"We have an open plan cottage with two adjoining bedrooms that could be open to each other or be partitioned off for more privacy. Each oversize bed overlooks the crashing waves of the Atlantic Ocean, which you can also hear." I was ready to say YES! But let her continue on. "All food is provided, either in the dining room or if you prefer, in the cottage. Each cottage had a small pool and hot tub enclosed in a private garden."
We set up the reservations. "We're looking forward to your visit, Alessia," she said warmly.
The time did not go by quickly. I went back to flying full time. I saw Maddie and Todd but not on a consistent basis since our work schedules were so different.
I had a day off and wanted to get a couple of new swim suits just in case I wasn't comfortable nude in front of strangers. Who am I kidding, it was to see Phillippe again.
"Mon amour!" he exclaimed. He winked as he finished checking out a customer. A very beautiful blonde.
"Did she get your special treatment," I asked after she left. As soon as it was out of my mouth, I regretted it. Jealousy wasn't my style.
"Non! No no, not her. She, how can I say nice, does nothing for me?" he said waving to his cock. Indeed, she had done nothing to excite him. "But you cherie," he said stroking my cheek sweetly. "You have my heart too you know. I cannot say how happy I am you came back."
"You are my renard argenté," I said, hoping I pronounced it properly.
"Your silver fox eh." He contemplated that. "That's quite a compliment. Some call me old man."
"Then they have not been intimate with you and not experienced your mastery of love?"
He tipped my chin up to kiss me, flipped to the closed sign and locked the door. "I need you now mon amour."Taking my hand he led me up some back stairs.
"Welcome to my home," he said.
Absolutely as I'd expect from Phillippe. It was a study in masculinity. Leathers, textures, wood, metal, warm dark colors. Provocatively dark and lusty..
In a blink we were naked, twined in an embrace and kissing.
"Mon amour I couldn't quit thinking about you," he said breaking the kiss.
"I need you so much," I whispered. "Take me to your bed. I want to wrap my thighs around you, lock you inside me. I need to feel your weight on me."
Philippe's virility was almost overwhelming, but I needed him to be mine. My Dad would always be my lover, but he would never be mine. Not really.
"Me baiser yes fuck me," he said, his voice low and gravel. "Ma copine," he said, then remembering he was speaking French said, "My girl."
The breathtaking attraction was mutual. He lovingly laid me on the soft coverlet on his bed and knelt between my legs. His balls and cock hung heavy and swayed between his strong thighs.
His hands stroked down my inner thighs, spreading me wider. He smiled looking at my smooth shaved pussy.
"You like that daddy," I asked, and felt the puff of his groan on my soft pink lips. .
"Yes my darling," he said, his voice gravelly. "You know me too well already ma fille." His eyes were heavy lidded with desire, full of lust.
He rhythmically tongued my clit and immediately sent me over the edge. I moaned, arching my body as the orgasm racked through me.
He moved closer and I took his monstrous cock and rubbed the head down my slit. Still so wet from his mouth and my orgasm. I knew this time I could take his hard meat inside me. I wanted him on top of me. Needed his weight on me.
We locked eyes and he started speaking French as he pushed into me. I rocked up to meet him, taking his cock in one motion. He growled and ground deep. Lowering to his elbows, I could squeeze his hard muscled ass. I could kiss my taste on his lips.
"Daddy, you feel so fucking good inside me," I murmured, moaning and we slammed together. Deep gravelly grunts and he went over the edge, driving deep, locked together.
We lay, entwined together, catching our breath. I think we both dozed for awhile. I didn't care. I was in his arms.
"I would be a lucky man to be your ton pere, your daddy," he growled, pulling me closer. I wrapped myself around him, debating with myself about how honest I should be with him.
"What if I told you my daddy was very lucky, as am I, his daughter?"
He looked at me for a moment, and for that moment I couldn't read his face. I thought I made a big mistake and so many regrets flashed through my mind.
He took my hand that lay on his chest, kissed it and pressed it onto his cock, which was moving under my hand. "This is the effect you have on me, and what you just told me is doing to me," he whispered. "I've never gotten hard this quickly before. You are driving me crazy, Alessia. For many reasons." He shook his head. "But first, tell me about you and your very lucky dad?"
"He came into town on business and..." I went on to tell him the story to this point.
"Ah, I should have known Maddie was involved somehow," he chuckled. "She is such a sexy woman. I remember the first time she came into my shop... I need to tell you now that my time with you and Maddie in the dressing room has only happened a time or two earlier, when I first opened the shop." He stroked my cheek. "First with her and then with you. Since you cherie, I don't notice other women. I'm enchanted with you. Only you.
For this moment I chose to ignore his announcement. "I'm surprised," I said running my fingers thorough his chest hair. "You're so damn sexy I'd think women would have been lined up at your door." I reached down and hefted his cock and balls in my hand. "Not to mention when they discover what you're packing."
"Non non," he said laughing. "This scares them!" He waved his cock and I laughed. "But not you."
"I'll admit, I thought cocks this size only existed in sex stories on the internet!" I said laughing. "But you know Phillippe, I couldn't stay away from you. The attraction is strong. Like I have never felt before." I toyed with the hair on his chest and gathered my thoughts. "I can't describe it. I can't say you would be the only one because I can't give up my Dad. But my feelings for you are totally different than those I have for him."
"I understand and I can certainly share you with him, but it causes me pain to think of you with another. Whatever happens, I will always care for you," he whispered, kissing me, tenderly but with controlled passion. We spent the next hour making out on his bed. Hands getting to know each other's bodies. I learned where to touch him to make him moan, he learned where to kiss me to make me squirm.
I floated home having come to some conclusion about some things. Others still so murky.
Obviously Dad and I could have no real lasting relationship. Besides I see a flame starting between him and Maddie. Which I was thrilled about. I loved Maddie and would be so happy if she was there more. And if their relationship did become serious, I know Tod and I would always be part of it. Introducing Phillippe into the mix gave me more concern.
I decided to just put that out of my mind and look forward to our upcoming trip. I missed having Dad around and was anxious to see him. I also needed to be back in his arms again, his body against mine. I needed my Daddy between my thighs.
Time dragged until it was time to fly out. Maddie, Todd and I would fly together, meeting Dad later. He had business that he couldn't get away from sooner. I was disappointed, but the anticipation was exciting.
Rand, our personal servant at the resort placed our bags in the rooms and showed us all the amenities. We were to text him anytime we needed anything. And at that, he disappeared.
Todd and Maddie decided to not see each other since Dad and I weren't together either. They were out of their clothes before the door closed behind Rand. I wanted to check things out while I waited.
"Mmmmm you must have missed me baby," Maddie said to Todd, squeezing his hard rod.
"Mom, no one takes care of my like you do." He latched on to one of those magnificent tits.
Ah yes, I forgot, another breast man. My C cups weren't a match for her double D's but they were never ignored either.
"My son," she said, holding his head to her breast. "You know how to make your mama feel good. You know what mama likes."
He buried his face in the deep valley, rubbing his cheeks on her soft globes.
Suddenly the door opened and Dad stepped in, looking as drop dead gorgeous as ever. I threw myself into his arms.
He ran his hands down my bare back to my ass and pulled me against him. "Oh god I've missed you Lessie. So much."
I kissed him in reply, letting the long steamy kiss show him how much I missed him. When I let him go, he took one look at Maddie, as she did him, and you could feel the simmering heat between them.
"Two beautiful women," he said, sighing. "What do you think Todd, are we lucky or what?!"
Maddie moved into his arms and we could hear the soft moans when they came together. Todd stood behind me, his arms around me, hard cock nestled in my ass.
"They're hot aren't they," he whispered in my ear. We watched her pull his clothes off and step right back in his arms again, body to body. Their moans electrified the air. "I think there's more to it. You know." I nodded.
"I don't know about anyone else, but I wouldn't mind a nap after that trip," Maddie asked. We all agreed and headed towards the bedrooms. "Hey, do you think we can all use one bed?"
"I think there's plenty of room. I vote yes!"
Maddie and I were in the middle. She slept in Todd's arms as Dad was spooned behind me. That was all I remember until I felt someone else move against my back. Even half asleep I didn't have to think about it when I felt soft breasts and hard nipples rub my back. I pulled her arm around me and placed it over my breast. She sighed and squeezed. We both fell back asleep.
"Are you sleepyheads going to sleep our vacation away?"
I woke up to her hand still on my tit, her flaming bush against my ass. She was spooned as close as she could get. I didn't want to move and just mumbled.
"We ordered food in, aren't you guys hungry?" Right then my stomach rumbled and I laughed.
"I guess so!" I looked over my shoulder at Maddie, finally waking up.
"Mmmm," she said, snuggling closer. "We will pick up where we left off later." I nodded.
We ate and went out to the beach to catch some sun." We were hidden enough that we couldn't be seen from the beach, but we could see anyone that was on the beach. Clothing was optional at the resort, but so far the only ones wearing clothes were employees.
I went to the gift shop with Maddie to pick up a couple of things she had forgotten. As always her tits got plenty of attention from both sexes. Maddie was friendly and warm to everyone even guys that ogled her tits.
"I don't want to offend you, but I have to say you have the most beautiful breasts I've ever seen," a guy about Todd's age commented.
"Why thank you sweetheart, so nice of you to say," she said smiling. He nearly fell to the floor at her feet.
"They are lovely aren't they," I said, out of nowhere. I put my arm around her shoulder and teased her nipples with my fingers. She smiled and kissed me. Deep and passionate. By this time others in the gift shop were watching. We both smiled at them and checked out with our purchases.
"That was fun!" She said laughing and putting her arm around me. "I can see you got your sexual exploration from your Dad."
"I suppose you're right," I said, thinking. "You know you and Dad are pretty hot together. I feel as though I should get the fire extinguisher out when you're together!"
"Does that bother you," she ask,seriously.
"Oh my god not at all!" I said honestly. "'I'm thrilled. You seem pretty perfect together and I love seeing you both happy."
"I'm so glad we all found each other," she said, pulling me into the shadows off the path. We shared another more passionate kiss, our bodies rubbing together. I looked down and saw our nipples were equal and arched my back rubbing my nipples on hers. It was hot but at the same time I had to giggle.
"If I'd ever had a daughter, I would have wanted her to be just like you," she said, smiling.
It took awhile to get back to the cottage because we kept stopping to kiss and touch each other. We both were steamed up when we walked in. The guys were just coming in from the hot tub and I stepped into Dad's arms as Maddie did with her son.
"I think you two were having some fun between yourselves while you were out!" laughed Dad.
"How did you guess?"
The resort thought of everything including making the shower big enough for four. Although we still crowded together. Our frothy slick tits and asses sliding together much to the enjoyment and entertainment of the guys. We explored each other bodies with soapy slippery hands. Lots of giggles and gropes.
Dad shaved my pubes silky smooth and in turn I manscaped him. Todd shampooed his Mom's flaming bush and she did some manscaping on him as well.
Maddie threw her arms around me, our hair wet and dripping down our faces and over our tits. I caught drops of water running off her nipple and leaned over and let them drop on my tongue. Teasing, I flicked across her hardening nipple.
"Oh baby," she moaned. She softly brushed the hair back off my face.
"Do you like this mama?" I asked, watching her expression.
"Oh my god yeah I do. You know I do," she said moaning when I latched on to her nipple to suckle.
"Mama... That's so hot, Lessie," my Dad said in a low gravel voice. He held my hips and rubbed his cock up and down my wet slit.
"Fuck her, darling," she ordered Dad. Watching her while he slid into my tight cunt."Grind into her. She wants your daddy cock." I moaned at her directions. Her words.
I leaned on the shower wall taking his driving cock. Thrusting back to ride faster and harder. I saw Todd step behind his mom, taking her tits in his hand and massaging and kneading. She ground her ass against his cock. It was getting slippery in the shower and we all quickly dried off and got on the bed.
I hopped back on Dad's cock and Maddie straddled her son and started riding. We were close enough we kissed and touched each other. Both guys had their hands full of tits while we bounced up and down on their throbbing cocks.

Todd was the first to go off and shot all over her tits. Dad was almost there and when I felt the first surge of his cock, I pulled off and let him do the same.
Maddie and I rubbed the cum into each other's tits. We met in the middle and lay between the exhausted guys.
I'd never really been intimate with a woman before, not beyond kisses and touches anyhow. I already knew Maddie intended to change that.
She sucked on my smooth lips, still wet with our juices. "I can taste your dad on you, my love."
They propped up on pillows to enjoy the show as she brought me to my first orgasm with her. With another woman, really. I arched my back and groaned loud as waves crashed through me. She leaned over to my Dad.
"Do you want to taste your daughter on me," she asked.
He took her in a long steamy kiss while I moved between her soft thighs. She was moaning through their kiss and growled when she felt my mouth on her fiery cunt. I'd never had a woman before so all I knew to do was what felt good to me.
Suddenly she shouted and ground her pussy against my face while I licked and sucked her flowing juices. I moved over to Todd.
"Your mom is on my lips and in my mouth," I whispered and he pulled me against him driving his tongue into my mouth and sucking. Our kiss was wild and hot and I felt his cock hot against my thigh. I nibbled down his chest to his cock, now fully engorged. I sucked and slurped on Todd's cock watching Maddie get on all fours. My dad behind her was lubing his cock and her ass.
I moaned on Todd's cock and he gathered my hair in his hands and tugged. I loved having my hair pulled and took his cock in the back of my throat. In my hot wet mouth.
Dad carefully eased the head of his cock against her rosebud. "Yesssss," she hissed. He held her hips and slowly sank into the tight hole. He was trembling from holding back so as not to drive in and hurt her. I was still sucking Todd's cock and lightly scratching his balls with my nails. He moaned his pleasure.
"Oh god mom you look so fucking hot," Todd said, watching his mom on all fours taking a cock in her ass. Her heavy tits hanging and swaying, moaning as she rode Dad's cock.
The words, the sounds and the scent of sex drove us all higher. Watching while we we were involved was unbelievable. Orgy, group sex, whatever you call it, I thought, it's hotter than fuck. I laughed to myself, at my naivete.
I loved the feel of hot cum on my tits. Todd had massive amounts and I watched it run down my tits and drip off my nipples.
"Let me clean your titties, my love," Maddie said. I positioned myself in front of her while Dad drove his cock into her. He watched as she licked and slurped her son's seed off my tits and he started giving it to her harder and faster. I knew he was cumming soon.
"Fuck her daddy, fuck her good," I said. "Give her that fat cock. Pump your seed deep inside her. The sight of her on my tits, my word and her tight ass drove him over the edge. He shouted, grunted hard and filled her with is cum.
Todd pulled me into his arms while we watched the flickering flame between our parents ignite even hotter. They lay together, making out, not getting enough of each other. Slow and loving. I wanted to leave them to themselves tonight, and while I laid in Todd's arms, all I could think of was Phillippe.
The rest of the week flew by. I think the guys were surprised that they were ready to go again so soon after cumming. Maddie and I filled in their downtime with each other.
She taught me to appreciate her body, how to please her and pleasure myself. She aroused me in ways I'd never imagined. I can't say I'd be interested in another woman besides her, but that was okay.
The day before we left everyone was a bit down that it was coming to an end. We were all darkly tanned with no tan lines. Hadn't worn clothes since we arrived on the island. Hadn't used our cell phones nor watched television. The thought of going to back to reality was sad.
Dad and Maddie came out to the pool where Todd and I were cooling off. They slipped in together, both having mysterious smiles.
"Lessie, Todd, we have an announcement," my Dad said nervously. I saw Maddie's hand move to his thigh under the water.
"What he's trying to say is that we're moving in together!" she said excitedly.
After a lot of yays and congratulations I asked where they would live.
"I thought I'd move in with Maddie since I'd be closer to you too honey."
I jumped up and threw my arms around them both. I was so happy that he'd be near and just as happy that Maddie would still be involved in our lives.
"Mmmmm" Maddie pulled me on to her and Dads laps and they both had their arms around me.
"I guess I can for real call you mama now hmmm," I said smiling.
"Yes you certainly can," she said smiling.



Later in bed they sandwiched me between them. I haven't been this happy since I don't know when. Maddie was close behind me, her fiery bush rubbing my ass and her nipples rubbing my back. Her arm was around me, stroking from my breasts down to my smooth lips.
Dad moved closer so my titties were tight against his chest, his hardening cock pushing against me. Maddie moved her hand lower, took Dad in hand and rubbed his stiff cock over my soft smooth lips.
"Put your leg over your Dad's hip, my love," she whispered. I did, which opened my pussy wide. Maddie worked his cock like a dildo on my clit, stroking through my wet slit.
"Oh that feels so good," I whispered. "Put daddies cock in me."
Breathing hard, she aimed his cock at my hole. Dad rocked closer and went deeper. "Fuck her baby, give it all to your daughter."
It sounded so lewd and nasty coming from Maddie's mouth. I was so crushed between them I couldn't move. Dad set the pace and all I could do was moan at all the sensations I was feeling.
Her steamy breath was in my ear. "Do you love daddy's cock fucking you? This is just like he made you baby. You came from his seed and now he's filling you up with the same seed." Her words were driving us both crazy. Dad was gasping as he drove into me harder. "You daddy loves fucking you baby. His cock deep inside your tight cunt, milking it. He wants to shoot his seed deep inside you. You'll feel his hot seed filling you up." I couldn't stop moaning and daddy was breathing harder, fucking me faster. Her words kept ringing in my ears and all I could do was hear and feel. Everything else disappeared.
"Oh god yeah," I moaned, "Cumming." As soon as my cunt gripped his cock during my orgasm his balls emptied into me.
We all lay there for a bit. I was still dazed. Never had I ever been that hot before..
"I've never been that far gone. I couldn't have stopped if I had to. I needed to fire my seed deep and I couldn't have stopped for anything."
"Phew." We all laughed at Todd, knowing what he watched.
Later I had a few minutes alone with Maddie. "I wanted to tell you that I went to Phillippe before I left." She didn't seem surprised and I went on. "We spent the day in his apartment. He's amazing, mama."
"I saw the sparks that first day so I can't say I'm surprised. I'm happy for you. I think Phillippe was just as enamored with you."
"It was very intense. Feelings beyond sex."
"Did you tell your Dad?"
"No. I'm not sure what to say. Or what's going on between Phillippe and I to even tell him. I guess more time with Phillippe will tell me."
"Well whatever happens I hope you stay close to us. We both want you near us, my love."
The first night sleeping in my own bed by myself was so odd after sharing a bed with three others.
I wanted my Dad next to me again. I guess I always thought that since we began our relationship, he might move to Orlando. If not with me, nearby. But Maddie came into the picture, and Phillippe. I may as well admit it. Things changed.
I'm extremely happy for Dad that he found Maddie. I love her and am thrilled she will be around and making him happy. I also know that Maddie won't let the relationship suffer and will share.
Much as I want to fit Phillippe into this picture, I can't at this point. I'm too unsure about anything about us.
I was flying full time hours and home for short times while I filled in for coworkers. It had been like this for several weeks. I sorely missed my Dad and Maddie. But for quick greetings early, that was the most I'd seen her and Dad had not yet moved.
School had started and the Orlando flights had thinned out quite a bit. We didn't even have a full load this time.
Once we were belted in for take off, one of my older coworkers whispered, "Silver fox alert in 12A."
"Oh? Yum. We haven't had any eye candy for some time." 12A was out of my line of sight. "I'll check him out."
Only later when we were moving down the aisle with the snack cart did I remember 12A. I leaned over and whispered in his ear, "Coffee, tea or me?"
He smiled and looked up. "You know the answer to that one."
He was waiting at the end of the jetway and I walked right up to him, wrapped my arms around his neck and gave him a passionate you don't know how badly I've missed you kiss. We even got a few low whistles from those passing by.
"Lets get out of here," he said, grabbing the handle of my bag along with his. We were in the parking deck stowing the bags in the back of my SUV in, what seemed like, seconds.
He unlocked the back door and pulled me in behind him. He had my uniform skirt bunched around my waist and my panties down over my boots and off. We were desperate to get to each other. He unbuckled and unzipped his pants and I pushed them down to his knees.
I knew the Florida style black tinted windows protected our privacy. Our lips were clamped together. His hand stroked my cunt, murmuring at how wet I was. I held his cock at the entrance and he drove in. I dug my fingers in his ass holding him My tongue fucked his mouth, showing him what I needed.
Like horny teenagers the car lewdly echoed our gasps, rustling clothes, panting, and murmured often unintelligible dirty whispers. Anyone looking in would see Dad between my thighs, the lace bands of my thigh high hose. The heels of my boots dug in to gain leverage.. His bare ass humping with my fingers digging into the clenching muscles.
It was getting steamy and hot in there. My hair had come out of it's clip and was clinging to my skin. We were fucking like wild animals, only needing to feel release, on each other, in each other. It was pure sex between daddy and his daughter and orgasms came hard and loud.
Getting our clothes back on was tougher than getting them back on on sweat slick skin. We both did what we could to look presentable enough to exit the back seats and get in the front.
Dad had texted he so Maddie was waiting. "Wow, you two look a little... Uhhhh... Disheveled... Ohmygod... I know!" She started laughing. "You two are soooooo bad!" We were all laughing as we pulled the travel cases in behind us.
"Guilty!" Dad said, holding his hand up. "Like lusty teens I had her in the back seat of the car in the airport parking deck!"
"You two are soooo naughty! I love it!" She smiled wickedly at Dad, who held his arms out. And they were off kissing and tearing each other's clothes off.
"I'll give you guys some privacy," I said intending to take some clothes to the laundromat and then pick up groceries.
"No no no no no," Maddie turned to me, "We want you to stay with us when we love. Whether you want to join, watch, or just hang out in the apartment, we want you."
I noticed her reference to 'love' and smiled to myself. "Okay, I will do that! You know I don't mind sharing Dad with you, and I also love watching you both together. You're beautiful, and it's so erotic to see you two making love." They both kissed me, dipping their tongue in. "Mmmmm you're also very tempting... Anyhow, my bed is fresh and waiting!"
I did peek in on them before leaving and although the temptation was great to slip into that bed and feel their bodies against mine, I resisted.
Dad had moved to Maddie's apartment with my blessings and I texted Phillippe early the next morning.
Are you up?
I am now that I'm thinking of you.
I had to laugh.
Okay. Are you awake would have been more correct.
Yes I am cherie, can you come visit me?
That's why I asked. I'll be there in a bit.
I made my way around the side of Phillippe's shop and went through the door. I nearly ran up the steps, and the door opened as soon as I hit the top step.
"Alessia Alessia, my love," he said, holding his arms wide. If he weren't such a big man I'd have knocked him down jumping into his arms, but he easily picked me off my feet and and locked onto my lips for a steamy passionate kiss.
"I missed you so much Phillippe," I whispered between kisses. My feet dangled and he slowly let me down to the ground.
"I can't tell you how much I've longed for you." His voice was thick with emotion. "Not just having you in my bed, but in my life."
'I know. Me too, Phillippe. There is so much to work out in my life. It's so complicated right now," I said, smoothing my hands down the satin lapels of his robe. "Oh my, you're looking very érotique this morning."
"Very good pronunciation! "You are learning French for me?"
"Only the dirty words!" I laughed.
"You are still my naughty one! I will teach you anything you want cherie!"
I glanced down. "I think you are the naughty one right now!" He looked at me quizzically then down at himself.
"Oh my, I guess I am! I am... How you say... Flasher?"
Looking down at his hard staff parting the front of his robe, I said, "I would say he's happy to see me!"
He opened his robe, saying, "Yes he is!" And I moved against him.
"You have too many clothes on my lover." As always with Phillippe my clothes just disappeared and I was standing there totally naked under his gaze.
"Ma beauté" His voice low. "I need you so much, Alessia."
I led him to his bed but didn't lay next to him, but instead when to the end. While locking his eyes, I slowly crawled up between his legs. I knew my hair trailed his leg, he could see my breasts hanging heavy and swaying and I moved closer.
I knelt between his legs and laid my hands on his knees. I took a moment to admire his big muscular body, then I slowly stroked my hands up his inner thighs. I watched as he caught his breath, lips parted breathing harder. I pushed his legs wider.
Two potent balls in a smooth shaven wrinkled sac that hung low between his legs. Watching him I lifted them in both hands. They nestled in my cupped hands perfectly. I could hear his breathing increase as I leaned over, letting my hair brush his skin, letting him feel my steamy hot breath. I started licking and sucking one orb into my mouth.
He arched. "Oh my god, Alessia. That feels so good. No one ever..." he trailed off. I understood that many women wouldn't even try to give him oral pleasure because of his size. I knew I was going to give it a damn good try.
I toyed with his ball with my tongue while pressing in between with my fingers up to the base of his cock, which lay throbbing and bouncing on his stomach. I treated the other ball the same and then trailed my tongue between his balls and up the underside to the tip.
Precum flowed freely and needing to taste him, I licked it all up. He groaned when my tongue rubbed the sensitive head of his cock. I probed the hole with my tongue, and teased the seam right below. It was sensitive, making him react louder.
I circled my fingers around the base and pulled the skin tight. I wrapped my lips around the head of his cock, my tongue scrubbing the smooth head. The skin was tighter and even more sensitive. I was able to fit the whole head of his cock in my mouth and while I did my magic, I stroked the length of his cock. Precum and my own wetness coated the shaft creating a hot wet tunnel.
"Alessia!" he shouted. "You are going to make me cum doing that!" I knew he wanted us to make love but I also knew that he never got much oral pleasure because of his size. I could wait to have him inside me.
"Cum my love, cum for me," I told him in a voice that told him I wasn't stopping.
"Oh god yessssss," he moaned loud and long.
I sucked and stroked faster. His hips rocked, sliding his cock through my hands, getting enough movement in my mouth to bring his pleasure.
Suddenly he barked and I felt the first tremor of ejaculation. I drank the first one and let the rest splash all over my tits.
He lay unmoving, trying to catch his breath, watching me. His hot seed overflowed my mouth and ran down my chin. Beads of cum ran down my tits and dripped off my nipples. I wiped and rubbed it into my tits like lotion.
"Ally, my Ally, you are the first to ever even want to try to do that. So many are envious at a man's size, but it can be a deterrent. Many women are afraid of my size. Afraid I will hurt them."
I crawled up and lay next to him. He put his arms around me and pulled me close so I was half on his body, half off.
"Then they didn't know you. You would never hurt anyone. You certainly took your time with me and gave me nothing but pleasure." I toyed with his chest hair. He pulled my leg between his thighs. "I love to give a man oral pleasure, and knew I couldn't completely take you in my mouth, I managed to make you cum." I smiled at him.
"You shot me to the stratosphere, cherie," he said, stroking my cheek. "You don't know what you do to me."
I trailed a curl of my hair across his chest, while he stroked up and down my back. His big hand cupped my ass and massaged. I moaned softly because his manipulations pulled on my clit. He started stroking from my hip up my side to my breast. His touch was light, my skin tingled. Fingers softly caressed the side of my breast before moving down my side, while he petted my ass.
My breath was steamy on his chest, the sensations made me uncontrollably rock my hips. More pressure to his touch and he brushed my nipple as he continued to fondle me. I felt the pressure of his thigh. I trembled and began to rock. My fingers tangled and tugged in his chest hair. He thumbed my aching nipple and petted the sensitive underside of my breast.
The tips of his fingers danced down my back and across my ass. He was playing my body like a fine instrument. I shivered with need. I ground against his thigh, needing, but he moved and began kissing me. Down to my breasts. I arched up wantonly, needing his mouth on my nipple.
He suckled hard which only inflamed me more instead of bringing the release I needed. He kissed lower. My hips pushed up off the bed. Thighs spread wide.
I was shameless in my need of him. I moaned and tried to push him lower but he resisted, taking his time, to put out a fire in me that was out of control.
"Please, Phillippe... I need you so bad... Please," I begged. He stroked my inner thighs and I moaned louder. "Touch me... I need you to touch me... I'm going crazy," I moaned, nearly crying.
"Soon, petite fille, soon," he whispered, his voice low and gravel.
Finally his breath on my flowing pussy. I couldn't stop thrusting up and he held me still while he sucked on my silken pink lips. I moaned, trying to reach him, to guide him, but he stayed just out of my reach. His teeth nibbled the same path. He treated each side to the same, while ignoring the pearl that needed him the most.
"Phillippe Phillippe I can't stand it anymore," I moaned, nearly weeping.
Just then his mouth closed over my cunt, his tongue touched my clit and I saw fireworks, my ears rang, I shot into something I've never experienced before. Then blackness.
I woke up in his arms, his lips against my temple, murmuring in French. "Did I pass out?"
"I think you did, cherie."
"Wow, what you did to me," I said, my voice quavering.
"I grew up learning there were many ways to make love."
"Yes yes, I'm still not recovered from that," I said, considering what just happened to me. It was all so loving. He took me higher than I'd ever been and sent me off higher yet. More than just an orgasm. And without being filled with his cock. "You did it with love."
"Yes, because I love you petite fille. I know I'm an old man to you, but it is how I feel."
I leaned up on my elbow to look into his eyes. "I love you too, Phillippe. And you are not old. You are the most virile, loving man I've ever met. You have taught me what making love really is. I've learned so much from you." Our kiss was tender and full of love.
"I know your relationship with your Dad and I want you to know I'd never try to interfere."
"I didn't think you would. I'd like you to be part of the family." I went on the tell him about the relationship between my Dad and Maddie, and to his surprise about Maddie and her son. "So we are all in a state of transition, you can see."
"Yes I can see. All I can say is I want you in my life somehow. I have just found you, cherie."
"I want the same. We will work it out, Phillippe," I said, kissing him and snuggling against his body.
After a bit of discussion it was decided that when I was in town, Dad would stay with me. When I was flying, he'd stay with Maddie. But Maddie could always stay with Dad and I and I could always stay with them.
I hadn't discussed adding Phillippe into the mixture. I wanted to ensure the schedule for us three would work first before adding a fourth person into the mix. Besides, Dad didn't have a clue he even existed yet. Maddie would be most instrumental when the time came since she did know him.
Tired from the long flight, I dragged my bag in. A wonderful scent of spices hit me immediately and I followed it into the kitchen.
"Well this is a great welcome home," I said smiling. "For several reasons."
"I thought you might like to have a good dinner ready tonight."
"Yes, dinner now and dessert will be ready for me later." Dad had an apron on and nothing else. "That is a sight to come home to for sure," I said checking out his bare ass.
"The food you mean?" He laughed, turning. The front of the apron was tenting out further as we talked.
"Looks like it's all something I can put in my mouth," I said, licking my lips.
"Ohhhhhhh you're a naughty girl!"
"I'm naughty?!" I laughed. "I come home to my Dad half naked in the kitchen. That's pretty naughty too Daddy!"
"I was trying for naked but I didn't want to accidentally burn any important parts."
"Good move!" I'm going to go change. Two can play this game, I thought. After hanging my uniform up, I riffled through the closet until I found what I wanted.
I took a quick shower and came back to dishes rattling, indicating it was about time to eat.
"Just in time!" Dad said, turning around. "Oh my god," he stared. "You know every business mans dream is to see a sexy woman wearing his white dress shirt with it unbuttoned, just like that. You knew that though didn't you."
I shrugged, which only gaped the shirt more across my tits. One button near the bottom kept the shirt from being open. We sat down to dinner. Since I sat to his right, he had a good view in the open V. Every movement gave him teasing peeks.
We sat next to each other at the counter. I took a bite of the juicy mouthwatering hamburger and mmmmm'd while I was eating it. I licked the succulent drips from my lips, flicking my tongue to the corners of my mouth, so busy eating that I forgot about our little game until I saw him staring. Once I realized what was happening, I leaned back in my chair with my elbows on the arms, stretching my shirt open and tighter across my breasts.
He licked his fork clean, leaned over and used it to move my shirt aside and bared my breast. I dipped a french fry in ketchup and slowly slid it between my lips, sucking the ketchup off then eating it. Never taking my eyes off him, I dipped another fry in ketchup, but this time I used it to paint ketchup on my nipple.
Pushing the chair back a bit, I crossed my legs and the tails of the shirt parted. His eyes were heavy lidded, filled with lust. Picking up some ketchup on my finger, I painted the other nipple and sucked the rest off my finger.
He leaned back in his chair, legs spread. I looked at his cock tenting the apron and licked my lips. He stood up so quickly the chair fell back. The button popped across the room when he ripped the front of my shirt open, leaning over to lap the ketchup off my nipples like a puppy. Each lick made my nipples ache and I threaded my fingers through his hair, arching my back.
The apron fell to the floor and he shoved our dinner plates to the side. He set me on the edge of the counter and pressed in between my thighs. I reached down and rubbed his cock down my wet slit. So wet from all that teasing. I head the tip at my entrance, needing him to fill me.



"Fuck me Daddy. I need you so much." I hung on until my cunt clutched his cock and he filled me with his hot seed.
There was nothing better than waking up next to Dad in the morning, and like most mornings we were together, we made slow sweet love. But this morning I made him a hearty breakfast and sent him to Maddie. He only went with a promise that I'd stop by later in the day.
I needed today to balance my life. I had Dad and Maddie in my life, now how do I add Phillippe so everyone is happy...
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This is a little story of accidental penetration between brother and his plus size sister. You know how those things go! Oops! One minute nothing, the next minute you're impaled. Happens to us all, right? Not realistic probably but fun! Comments and constructive criticism welcome.
This summer in Florida was scorching. A day spent on my bed and naked in front of the cooling breeze of the air conditioner was heaven. I'd been plucked, waxed, trimmed, manicured, pedicured, creamed and oiled that morning and was ready for this.
"Lila, I'm in a spot," my modeling agent Mark said before I even answered.
"Good afternoon to you too," I said, chuckling. "What's up?"
"You know the shoot you're scheduled next week for Softly skin care?"
"Right...." I put the phone on speaker so I didn't damage my newly painted nail polish, and started checking to make sure I hadn't already.
"They called and said they're releasing a new line of shower and bath products and want you to be their model for that line as well."
I was happy, but not surprised. Softly used models of color as well as plus size, which is how I got the job. They started my portfolio and I've worked full time since they gave me a break. Mark knows Softly comes first.
"Sure. Okay. Book it. What's the problem?"
I rolled on my side and dipped into the jar of thick jasmine cream and began rubbing it into my breasts. Even though it was part of my daily routine, I always became aroused.
"They need a male to work with you. Do you think David will do it?"
My nipples were always sensitive and became long bullets when I was excited. I could orgasm from attention to my breasts."Mmmmm," I was distracted from Mark.. "He probably will since he did it before and seemed to enjoy it. I'll ask."
I punched up my contact list. "Hey brother, whatcha doing?"
I slathered more cream on my hands and worked down over my stomach and ran my hands over my inner thighs.
"Working out, although I'm sweating my balls off," he grumbled. "What's going on?"
I teased my waxed smooth pussy lips. "Ummmm," I breathed harder, mewing.
"What the fuck are you doing, Lila?! Wait! No, don't tell me. I can imagine. Can you focus for a minute before you pleasure yourself to tell me why you called?"
"Yeah yeah yeah. Mark wants to know if you want to do another shoot?"
"Maybe. Details?"
"It's for Softly and it'll be with me. So I'll tell him okay?" I said wanting to get back to business.
"Wait a minute, what's your rush?" He laughed, knowing what I was doing. "You're a perv! Okay fine, I'll do it. Text me the info."
David wasn't a working model, but he was a big handsome man and could be. Not overweight, but had a large build and was muscled. A perfect match for my plus size. We look good together for the camera, we've always been close, and have a lot of fun together. Perfect sister and brother relationship.
Still in the mood, I opened the drawer and found my neon pink vibrating dick. Closing my eyes I put it to my lips, swirling my tongue around the tip. Sucking it deeper in my juicy mouth was just enough lubrication to slide in my steamy cunt.
My work was done for the day.
All the waxing torture the day before was for my favorite client. A small swim suit company based right here in Florida.
The shoot would last most of the day and was somewhat grueling, but more so because by the time I was done I was so horny, any stiff dick would do. Luckily for me, there was always one waiting at the end of the day.
Alex was part owner of the company and designer, always there for every catalog shoot. It was somewhat unusual to have a man in the dressing room, but halfway through my first shoot with him I was smitten.
"Lila! Gorgeous as usual, my love!" Alex greeted me with a warm hug. "Wait'll you see the new designs.... I think you're gonna love," he said, winking.
Suits of all colors and styles were piled on every flat surface except my makeup table and chair. Alex had someone come in to apply my make up and leave. He didn't want distractions, and I could fix any makeup mishaps.
The make up artist did her thing and was dismissed. I slipped my dress over my head and laid it across the back of the chair. "That's why I love you Lila," he said when I stood before him naked.
I came to theses shoots nude under a slip dress just so there would be no marks on my skin from elastic. My creamy white skin was my career and I took extreme care of it. I had already styled my long red hair into beachy waves that I knew Alex preferred.
Even though his suits came in all sizes, he preferred a full size model for them all. He knew a small triangular bikini top looked much hotter just covering nipples on 38D than they did on 32A which covered the whole breast.
His company sales were off the charts each year, so he would change nothing. Men often purchased his swimwear for their women. Those men were often repeat buyers.
We had a routine now, and since we worked with the same photographers and other staff, they fell right into the process.
Alex and I were the only ones in the dressing room. He would help me put the suit on and make sure everything was adjusted correctly so the suit looked perfect.
The first was red polka dot, which seemed old time, but the choice of clinging knit fabric made it almost too obscene for the beach.
Dampened it clung even more. The cool water he used to dampen the suit hardened my nipples.
"Lila my love you are so responsive. Just look at these," he said, tweaking my long nipples hard."What you do to this top....." A quick finger on my pussy to create the perfect camel toe shadow and I was ready for the camera.
We didn't start out that way. I'm comfortable nude for any shoot in front of any one, but Alex recognized that he could add some sexiness that would sell even more. If I was aroused, it showed in the photos.
The first suit I wore back then was the same clinging fabric, but a pale pink. "This is beautiful against your creamy skin," he said, adjusting the cups a bit. "I'm going to dampen the fabric a bit. See how it affects the fit."
The only water was a bottle of cold water that he splashed on. My nipples immediately grew long bullet hard. "Oh my you've just made my suit x-rated," he said, laughing. "Damn, I love it. You're going to sell these suits like mad!"
A spray bottle of cold water is on standby at every shoot.
The photographer like to use a lot of pinup poses, which was quite fitting for this red polka dot number. Alex told him to take this one a little further, a little naughtier. With my back to the camera I bent at the waist and looked through my legs. I felt the suit slide between my cunt lips.
Once the make up artist left, it was an all male set. I heard approving sounds. "Oh yeah Lila, you're looking hot baby. Now turn around and bend over. We want to see those great breasts."
I turned and arched my back so my tits were not only hanging, but also visible were my bikini bottoms which were totally wedged between my cunt lips. Alex purposely designed the strip between our legs a bit narrower. They'd often reveal half of my cunt lips. But this is R rated swimwear and that's what's expected by the buyers.
I'm not sure where I lost focus, but I was getting aroused. I went back to the dressing room after a few more poses.
"Holy crap Lila!" Alex exclaimed. "You're on fire today baby. There's not a soft cock out there after that." He kissed me, teasing me with his tongue. "Including mine." He pushed against me.
We didn't start out being that familiar with each other. The first time was a fairly predictable shoot. It was obvious everyone got turned on, but it wasn't mentioned. Other than a few adjustments here and there that first shoot, Alex didn't touch. Nothing overtly sexual.
If there was a shower available at the studio, I always used it before I left. I washed all the makeup off my skin so I didn't get break outs, as well as anything the stylist put in my hair.
Alex and I were the only ones left that day. Since he had the key, I asked if he minded sticking around so I could shower. I was attempting to wash the glitter out of my long mane of hair.
"Are you having any trouble getting that stuff out of your hair Lila?" he said from outside the door.
"Ummm, I can't tell if it's out or not..." I hesitate a moment. "If you want to come in you can."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes."
Alex was as dark skinned black haired as I was fair. He looked like a big bear in the shower with me. I looked down at his cock, hard, hanging low and throbbing. "You've had me like this all day, my love."
I guided his hand to my cunt. "And you've had my pussy wet like this all day."
He stroked a finger though my cunt lips. "I wanted to touch you so badly today." He slid his hand up over my hip and up my side. "You're so dam sexy." He circled my nipple. "And these. Damn your breasts drove me crazy today."
We kissed and he pulled me against him. "You're so hard," I breathed. Hardness against my softness.
He cupped my ass and held me tight against him. "You're beautiful, Lila. So soft. Nothing turns me on more than a woman with curves like yours. I hired you because I knew you'd be the one to show my suits off best, but your sexiness drives me crazy."
I wrapped soapy slick hands around his cock, cupping his balls. He moaned, his slick hand on my breasts, pinching my nipples. He slipped his finger in while I stroked his cock.
'Oh yeah," he moaned, rhythmically flicking my clit. "Damn Lila, you've had me so hot all day I'm cumming soon." I was right there with him.
Stroking faster, I lightly scratched his balls and applied pressure at he base. He groaned in response. Our orgasms lewdly echoed off the glass walls.
So that set our relationship from then on.
The red polka dot was exchanged for black, and so it went the rest of the day.
The last suit was white. "This is something new, Lila." He grinned. "Maybe just a bit smaller than the others." He held up almost nothing and I laughed.
"Smaller? Seriously?"
"Yes, I wanted to talk to you about doing some BBW shoots for the internet. This would be independent of my business."
"Hmm, never thought about it."
"There are many men, and women, that love plus size. Lila you're beautiful. Your proportions are perfect. Your skin is perfect."
"Okay, I'll think about it!"
"Now,are you ready to shower off all that makeup?" he said with a wink and our clothes just disappeared.
The next day Mark sent the contracts and information for the Softly shoots. The one for their skincare line was typical. The shoot for their new line of bath products was a lot different. More sensual. Even sexy. The fact they wanted a male model along with me set a more carnal atmosphere.
I texted David and asked him to stop by to sign the contract and read over the paperwork. This was going to be much more intimate than I anticipated. Maybe more than we'll be comfortable with since we're brother and sister.
I watched him as he read the paperwork over. He set it aside and shrugged. "It's all okay by me."
"You don't think it's too much?"
"Too much what?" said my dense at times brother.
"Too intimate! We have to be in a shower together."
"So?"
"So you'll be comfortable naked in the shower with me, your sister?"
"It's a job. We do what we have to do, right? Besides how many other people will be around? Not like we'll be by ourselves."
"Yeah. Sure. I guess so." I still wasn't convinced. "What if you get an erection?"
"I probably will. I'm a man, you're a woman, a sexy woman, it can happen. We can deal with it if it happens"
He's right. If it happens, not like we have to do anything about it. He's a handsome man, auburn hair that's more brunette. He didn't inherit my brighter auburn. He's big and masculine and will be complimentary to my curvaceous body.
The Softly skin care shoot was scheduled first. I'd done a similar campaign for them before and other than creatively, it was no different for me. The company rep was there and filled me in on the next shoot with David.
"We're taking this in a little different direction. More adult I guess you'd say. Titillating. It's body shower and bath care and we have products for both men and women. We will shoot both from both directions at the same time. Geared for men, then women."
"This sounds very interesting and I like your ideas!"
"We want our products to be viewed as a sensuous experience and not just body wash. That's why we thought a couple would be best in our campaign. Do you have any ideas along those lines? We're open to ideas."
"Hmmm, can I think about it during this shoot and let you know after?"
"Absolutely!"
I had to keep my thoughts out of the R and X rating and more family viewing. I considered the angles while I worked. It was rather mindless work and I only had to listen to the photographer.
"Sex should just be a hint of what was to come. Afterwards. The shower should be foreplay. The feel and scent of the product creating the atmosphere. The product on our hands, our hands on each other. Shampoo, not much hotter for a girl tan having her hair washed by her man." I just rambled thoughts and he jotted them down. "More of a scalp massage for him. Maybe some bubbly lather play between them."
"These are great Lila!" he said, clearly enthused. "By the way, I hope your relationship to the other model is good. You're going to be in some intimate contact. Of course you'll be blocked from below the shoulders down. You can be nude or wear swim suits, your choice of course. Thanks so much for the ideas! We'll see you Thursday!"
I already knew I wasn't wearing a swim suit. The elastic on them made my skin a mess with red marks and skin dents. I'd let David do the swim shorts.
I dialed my brother on the way home. "Hey bro, I just talked to the Softly people and there's a few things we need to figure out before the shoot."
"Okay, I'll stop by later this afternoon."
I was in a cool gauzy gown when he arrived. "The humidity is stifling out there," he complained slamming the door behind him.
"You are all sweaty. Yuck."
"I came straight from work and didn't get a shower yet, sis."
"Hey, the thing we have to work out is about the shower. We could do that while you take a shower?"
"I guess that'd work." He hesitated for a moment, then started stripping.
I walked into the bathroom with a small step stool. I wasn't sure of the etiquette, so I got in the shower in my gauzy cover up along with the stool.
David opened the shower door and started to step in. "What the hell. There's no room for me."
"There is!" I said exasperated. "Just get in," I said. I'd seen my brother nearly naked, but this was the first time I'd seen his cock and it was hard not to stare.
He was still grumbling and squeezing himself in and didn't notice my inspection.
"Why the stool? Is this a wet shirt contest too?" he said, staring at my breasts.
I looked down and that white gauze turned transparent under the water and clung to me like a second skin.
"Yeah yeah sure, like you're really interested in my tits," I said, blowing him off. "Our heights are different and they want me to figure out how many inches I'll need to stand on to match you." He kept moving around, bumping into me, and brushing against me. I bent over to adjust the step stool and came eye to eye with his cock, which was fully extended now.
"Toldya that might happen sis. Especially teasing me with that nothingness plastered to your body. You might as well be wearing nothing!"
"What are you talking about?" I couldn't be hearing correctly. That he was that worked up because of me?
"Sexy." he nearly shouted. "You look sexy in that wet t shirt thing." He continued to stare at my tits which in turn made them harden.
I moved the straps and it landed with a splat.
"Now I'm naked. Better now?!"
"Ummm," he murmured, continuing to stare at my tits. "Sure. Lets just get to it."
"They're going to block us off from below my shoulders down. I have to be able to lift my arms up to wash your hair, and not show anything R rated." I went on to tell him about the discussion with the product manager.
"Okay okay I get it now. So it is a little more intimate than we thought."
"Yeah, are you okay with that?" He was starting at my tits again. "Haven't you ever seen tits before David?"
"Yeah but not my sister's and not as hot as yours are. Your tits are made for wet dreams for a lot of guys." The tip of his cock tapped against me as I tried to maneuver the stool.
"Oh. Well thank you." I stepped on the first step. "Let me put my arms around your neck and see how this works."
I did, but didn't consider we had to be front to front. Body to body.
I swallowed. "I think I have to be a little higher."
"We don't have anything higher for you to stand on," he said, his cock feeling like hot metal between us. "Let me just crouch a little. That should tell us how much higher you need to be."
I had to hang on to his shoulders or I'd have fallen forward off the stool. He crouched but that broke contact between our bodies and I started to lose my balance.
He quickly moved forward, his cock slipped between my legs and the head jabbed into my pussy.
"David!"
"What! You were falling, I had to do something!"
I could only hang on to him and as he stood up his cock jabbed into my cunt. He stopped, groaned, and hesitated. Just another inch and I'd be totally impaled on my brother's cock.
My nipples, bullet hard, poked into him. My tits smashed against his chest. His hands are on my ass, partly to keep me from falling. He squeezed and moaned softly. He could no longer hold that position and when he moved his cock speared into my pussy.
I started softly purring from the accidental invasion of his cock. "David, I'm your sister!" I hissed out weakly, hoping that wouldn't stop him.
He slowly lowered me to the ground, his cock slipping out to lay between my cunt lips. I was still crushed against him. My nipples ached and I had to rub them on his chest for relief.
He gasped, only to bend over and take a nipple into his mouth as my feet hit the ground again. My brother was sucking on my nipple, squeezing my tit, and I had never had anything hotter happen. I felt the pull on my nipple, his hands full of my soft flesh.
His teeth were on my nipple sending waves of pleasure through me. "Oh god don't stop," I moaned long and loud as an orgasm racked through my body.
He pulled away. "Damn sis, did you just cum from that?" I smiled and nodded. Not knowing whether to be embarrassed or not. "I knew you were hiding some hellacious breasts but not that awesome." He trailed his fingers over them, teasing the nipples. "These are like bullets."
"What are we doing, David. You're my brother." He set the stool outside the shower.
"Right now, I'm not feeling much like your brother, and I think you forgot I was your brother at some point here."
"I did, but that was accidental. When your cock slipped inside me."
"It was, yes. That was unintended, but was that so bad?" I had idly poured body soap in my hands and was lathering his back. "Mmmm, I know that feels good, sis."
I wasn't consciously doing anything. My brain reeled from what just happened. His arms were so muscular I couldn't help but trail my fingers down his arms. He was broad shouldered, a large man. I ran my thumbs down his spine my fingers splayed on his back, and he groaned.
He put his hands flat on the shower wall, to lean, to let me discover his body. He had a round ass. Tight globes that were firm I in my hands. His breathing increased.
I lathered my hands again and bent over to slide my hands up the insides of his thighs. He spread his legs and trembled when I brushed his fat balls. My soapy slick hand ran between his ass cheeks down to his balls. I cupped them in my hands and teased them on the tips of my fingers.



"Lily," he gritted. "Stop now if you aren't going to finish."
I ran my hands over his ass again and around his hips. I stepped into his body, my tits pushed against his back. I reached around and took his throbbing cock in my hands and started stroking. It was a long guttural growl. He pumped his cock through my slick hands, faster and faster until he shot pearls of cum on the shower wall.
"Lila." I hadn't moved. My body still against his back, my arms around him."Lila honey, let me turn around."
He saw the guilt and confusion on my face and pulled me into his arms. I was more aroused than I'd ever been in my life. Yet I couldn't forget the fact he was my brother. Incest is wrong. It's wrong for brother and sister to be so intimate. To fuck.
I had a lot to think about and I didn't see him again until he picked me up for our shoot.
"Ready?" he said cautiously.
"I am! Are you?" I said, more than ready.
It took some time setting us up in the shower, giving us direction and getting the product set up for the shots. The make up artist made sure she used waterproof make up. They gave us both robes that we could wear until we got in the shower. Neither of us knew what the other was wearing. If anything.
They had a small platform for me to stand on to bring me to the right height. The photographer and lighting tech was happy so we were ready to go. We each slipped off our robes and handed them over the top. David stepped up to the platform and the warm water flowed over our bodies.
The product manager gave us some directives, then everything was quiet but the click of the shutter. Sensing things were about to change, I asked for some music.
David let the body wash drip into his open palm and created a lather between his hands. He placed his hands on my neck, his thumbs meeting at the center. He began stroking trails of silken white foam over my shoulders and down my arms. Our eyes were locked together as he slowly ran his hands back up my arms and across my upper chest.
My eyes flamed, my lips parted as my arousal intensified. I tipped my head back, getting my hair wet until it hit my ass.
I dripped the men's product in my hand and created a foamy lather. Never taking my eye off him, I stroked his shoulders and down to his arms. I smoothed my hands across his hands and shoulders. My lips were parted, my eyes heavy with lust because what they didn't see was his hands on my body. On my tits. Pinching and teasing my nipples.
All they could see is the rapturous look on my face. Only David could hear my soft mewls. I massaged his scalp while he pressed his throbbing cock between us, his hands still on my tits.
Time for him to wash my hair. I leaned back to wet my hair. When I did, I slipped off the edge of the stool, but he was prepared. Maybe expecting it. He thrust forward and I was impaled on his cock. No one noticed the gasp.
Again, it was accidental penetration, but this time I captured his cock in my hot cunt. That no one knew what was going on below, made it even more compelling. I squeezed his cock with my cunt muscles.
He used Softly shampoo, letting it stream into his hand like rivulets of cum sliding down my body. I could have had an orgasm just from him massaging my scalp, but his pulsing dick distracted me.
I knew we were putting on a stellar performance for the product line. Showing that it was an orgasmic experience using Softly body products.
"Okay, we have some great stuff, I think we an wrap it up now! You two are probably waterlogged by now too," he said, laughing.
Someone tossed our robes over the top edge of the shower and everyone left. The studio was empty, equipment gone.
"God Lila."
"David, I want to fuck you. Really fuck you."
I led him to the dressing room and pushed him into the chair. We were still wet and slick but I didn't care. I had planned on finishing this at the apartment, but too late for that. I straddled his lap.
"Oh god yeah, Lila," he moaned when I I sank down on his cock and grinding. "I never knew my sister was this hot," he said, sliding his hands up my sides to my tits.
"They're all yours," I said softly. "Just don't bruise me, looks bad for the camera."
I rocked, clenching his cock inside me. He was latched on to my nipple, while his cock was ball deep inside me. I could hardly believe it was my brother's cock throbbing inside me. When he began to pump his seed inside me. Our moans echoed off the dressing room walls.
"How the hell did this happen, Lila? He asked as I was locking up.
"All because of the OOPS slip in the shower, when you skewered me on your hard rod."
"Oh."
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The amber liquid went down smooth as silk. Christie poured the bottom of the single malt scotch bottle.
"So much for this Christmas present!" She tossed the empty bottle into the trash next to her desk. "Plenty more where that came from," she said closing the bar cabinet. She knew she was drinking too much but the pressure of owning her own business was catching up with her.
She sat at her desk, kicked off her red Jimmy Choo heels and spun to look out the office window. The view of the marina and Sarasota Bay usually relaxed her, but today even the sparkle of the water and the dolphins arcing out of the water didn't help.
Christie thought of her well trained assistants that she had groomed. She had implicit trust in them and they could very well handle the day to day business of running a public relations firm. If she could take a break, and stay local, she thought she could do it. No, she had to do it.
She sat across the mahogany desk in a home office that was better appointed than many in the executive suites. She drug her gaze off the world famous blinding white beach that was Siesta Key, to David, the handsome man across the desk.
"Christie, your resume is quite impressive," he studied me for a moment. "I have to ask, why would you take a job as a nanny?"
"I understood you were looking for someone familiar with the youth sailing squadron and I am. You were also looking for someone familiar with youth rowing and I am. I participated and did quite well in both." I smiled as though that covered is question, end of discussion.
His dimples faded in and out as he nibbled his lip. I squirmed. "But you are really over qualified to be a nanny to my daughter, but all those qualifications would be wonderful in a nanny for my daughter." I nodded and chose not to reply.
He leaned back in his stressless executive chair and looked out the window. "You know, as many times as I look at this beach, I never tire of the jewel like sparkle of that white sand."
"Yes, it really is so beautiful. Almost blinding sometimes."
Suddenly he said, "Alright you are hired. I can't think of anyone I'd rather my daughter spend time with than you. You have exceptional education, you have traveled the world, you grew up in wealth and a prestigious business family." I smiled and nodded. "I am grooming my daughter to eventually take my place."
"I understand and feel that I would be good for your daughter. I was raised in the same atmosphere at home and groomed to take over the family business."
His icy blue eyes were unnerving, but talking to men like this was second nature to me. "Yet you didn't take the reins when your Father retired." I did omit on my resume that I owned my own public relations company.
"No, you are right, I chose another path." I left it at that.
"I'd like to take you on a tour of the house while I tell you what the job entails. Maybe when you find out, you'll go running!" He laughed, the first time I heard him laugh, but it was genuine.
"I believe the job offer stated it would be live-in?" I nodded. "I'll show you your room first, one of the best in the house, in order to sway you to accept the job." Big grin and dimples were enough to make me accept the job, but I remained businesslike.
He was right, my room was breathtaking. The third floor view was even more spectacular than his office. Wall to wall panorama of the beach and the Gulf of Mexico through the glass wall. The third floor balcony promised total privacy. The pool was directly below.
"So, do you think you could live here?"
I hesitated before answering. "I guess I could make the best of it." A peek at the look on his face and I couldn't hold my laughter in anymore.
"Humor too. You Ms Christie are the complete package," he grinned.
Each room and view was just as incredible as the next. The master bedroom as well as his daughter's room was on the second level. The lowest level had no living space due to hurricane regulations, but served as a garage that housed several exotic sports cars.
"Lindsey will be home from school soon. Would you join me in a cup of coffee?"
I slid onto the stool at the kitchen island and watched him work efficiently in the kitchen. No surprise that it had double everything appliances and was the latest in kitchen design. Frankly my kitchen was very similar, but a smaller scale in my condo.
"Lindsey! How was school, honey?" A young lady that looked like a feminine version of her Dad appeared.
She smiled and held out her hand, "Hi, I'm Lindsey, and you must be my nanny?" She was more than her twelve years and right to the point like her Dad.
"Nice to meet you Lindsey, my name is Christie and," I glanced at David. "I believe I am your nanny."
"Great! I'm so glad to hear that, Christie," David said, honestly pleased.
Lindsey excused herself and went to her room. "There's more that I haven't mentioned. Lindsey's mom and I share her. We work out a plan between ourselves as to who she will be with according to her extra curricular activities. We are all very civil."
"That's so nice for Lindsey!" Having divorced parents that get along is rare. Obviously they both want the best for her.
"Knock knock, may I come in?" Lindsey peered around the door as I was organizing my new living quarters.
"Of course!" I cleared a place on the bed. "I was going to come see you soon, so this is perfect."
"I'll be leaving soon for sailing lessons and I'd have missed you."
"Do you like sailing? I was in the squadron when I was about your age."
"Really?" Her eyes lit up. "I love it! How old are you?"
"I'm thirty-five."
"That's around my Dad's age."
"It is?" She nodded.
"Are you single?"
"Yes I am." Getting uncomfortable with where this was going. "Besides sailing, what else are you doing?"
"I take tennis and horseback riding lessons when I'm with my Mom. Here I'm in rowing and of course sailing."
"You are a busy girl!"
"I am. What did you do?" I went on to tell her the various things I'd done when I was her age and a little older.
She left for sailing and I finished putting everything away and got settled in. Thinking about her hints about my single status. As much as I think her Dad is drop dead gorgeous. I'd never let anything happen between us. That is unprofessional in every sense of the word and absolutely out of the question. That I wasn't totally honest about my business chalked another mark.
I went to the kitchen for something to drink and David was there.
"Just in time! I was just making iced tea."
"Perfect, thanks."
He handed me the glass. "I was going to sit on the balcony for awhile, if you're not busy join me."
It was Saturday and vibrant umbrellas dotted the white sand beach. The cloudless sky turned the Gulf of Mexico a gorgeous azure blue.
"I never tire of the waves washing ashore."
"Very relaxing. My form of meditation." He turned to look at me. "I've been meaning to tell you the private beach and pool are yours to use at any time. I consider you more of a mentor to my daughter. She is and will be going through much of the same things that you did."
"Yes, we talked earlier and I can see that. Your daughter is lovely. I really think we're going to be good friends."
"We occasionally have to either have social events here, or go to them. I want Christie to start attending some of them and would like you along as well. You'll have an account to purchase any clothing and accessories you'd need."
I as a little embarrassed, but didn't want to give away my financial situation. "Thank you, I appreciate that."
With all of Lindsey's activities plus school, I rarely saw her. When she was home and done with homework, we spent time together. We genuinely enjoyed each other's company. Her maturity level was a positive thing for her and will help as she goes along.
"Hey Christie do you want to go to the beach? I haven't been for ages!"
"Absolutely! Let me dig out a swimsuit."
"Let me pick one out for you!" She was excitedly sorted through all my colorful suits. "These are awesome!" I did enjoy seeing her being a normal twelve year old.
"Oh honey, this one might not be a good choice." She held up one of my tinier bikinis that I reserved for the privacy of a pool and not a public beach.
"Pleaseeeeeeeee," she begged. "It's so pretty!" The tiny femininely sweet flowers were a subterfuge for the brevity of the suit. Which consisted of small triangles.
"Okay okay, you win." She jumped up and down and ran off to change.
Luckily my cover up got me to the beach and down on the blanket before I had to remove it. Lindsey had run to the shore to build sand castles. I had a good tan and got the coconut suntan oil out of my bag. Finally I was all oiled up and stretched out on the beach blanket to catch some rays.
"GRANDPA!" Lindsey shrieked, running by and kicking up sand.
Suddenly a shadow loomed over me. "Lindsey honey, how is my favorite granddaughter?!" he boomed.
She giggled. "Grandpa I'm your only granddaughter!"
"Ohhhhh right!"
I carefully sat up, trying to keep everything in place. "Who is this lovely lady, Lindsey?"
"It's Christie, my nanny!!"
"Your nanny eh." He smiled the same dimpled smile as his son with the same handsome face. Darker tanned a little more silver on top. "Nice to meet you Christie nanny ma'am. I'm Adam." he said, extending his hand.
"Nice to meet you, Adam. You're obviously David's Dad," I smiled. "The resemblance is remarkable."
He sat down on the blanket, stretching his tanned muscular legs in front of him. "Oh that's okay, you can say it, I'm the more handsome one," he laughed a booming laugh. The kind that made you want to laugh right along with him.
Damn if he wasn't even more handsome than David. "But of course! Whatever you say!" I grinned.
He quickly glanced down and I remembered my provocative bikini and hoped it hadn't made any sudden movements to give him an eyeful. While he was busy pulling his shirt over his head, I found everything in it's place and was relieved. Way to impress your bosses family, Christie, I chuckled to myself.
"Mind if I use some of your oil?" I tossed the bottle to him. "Ah the coconut tropical stuff... The scent of summer vacation at the beach."
"It does bring back memories doesn't it?" I mused. A time of a lot of raging teenage hormones.
"You're not that old!"
"I'll be turning 36 in a couple of weeks," I smiled.
His gaze lingered a bit on my body. Enough to harden my nipples so the poked through the bikini top. Talk about raging hormones, I rolled my eyes.
He lay on his side, his head propped on his hand. "I shaved about ten years off that."
"Why thank you," I said smiling. "So how about you?" I was sure I was way off his age. But probably not as much as I would have been without considering he was David's Dad.
"I just turned sixty." It was my turn to give his body a quick glance. No Dad bod on him. Certainly no Grandpa bod.
"You stay in shape," I said simply.
"Nothing special really. I hit the gym every other day, and use David's workout room when I'm here." Noticing the confused look on my face. "I live in Miami and stay here when I visit."
Here? In this house with me? Yikes, I thought to myself. I am going to have to learn to behave myself. Two hot men... And this silver fox was going to be T R O U B L E. I can see it coming.
We lay in the sun reminding each other to flip until Lindsey called us back to the house.
"I'm going to be leaving for Mom's house soon and I wanted to see if you'll be here when I get back, Grandpa?" I knew he wouldn't say no to that eager face.
"Of course I will, punkin!" Just then the gates opened to a long black car that pulled to the bottom of the steps. The driver got out to retrieve Lindsey's bags and held the door for her.
"See you when I get back!!" she hollered out the open window.
We waved until she was out of sight. Having a business meeting, David had said his goodbyes to her earlier.
"I think I'm going to get the showers to get the oil and sand off me," Adam said plucking at the t shirt that was clinging to his oiled sweaty skin.
"I'm heading there myself."
There was an elevator or stairs but I usually opted for the exercise. This time though Adam was following me. I was sure the short beach cover up didn't hide much as I climbed the steps. Oh well, I was proud of my body, and if he enjoyed looking, I was just fine with that.
"Oh, you're up here too?" I said when he followed me to the third floor.
"Right next to your room. We share the balcony actually." He squinted his eyes and looked at me suspiciously, "Now I don't want you sneaking into my room in the middle of the night and trying to take advantage of me."
"You must be reading my mind." I winked.
After he shower and sat down and started to spread after sun lotion up my legs. A mindless thing that my naughty fantasies filled in for.
What if Adam had joined me in the shower. His soap slick hands stroking my back, down over my ass. Gliding up my sides, his fingers caressing the sides of my breasts. The wall jet pulsing a spray of warm water between my legs, teasing my pussy.
Softly moaning from all the sensations, his hands covered my tits, palming circles on my hardening nipples. Flat hand worked down my tummy to my soft shaved pussy. He slipped his hands between my legs and slightly opened my pussy lips to the pulsing spray.
I moaned, leaning back for support. His cock nestled between my ass cheeks. Hot and throbbing. The rhythmic tempo on my clit shot me higher and into a groaning twisting orgasm that allowed his cock to sneak between my thighs and rub my cunt lips.
He moaned, placed a hand on my stomach and on my breast and held me against him while he stroked through. My cunt lips tightened on the hot stiffness. He pushed through faster and I murmured lewd words to inflame him.
His growls echoed off the glass walls as his cock pumped against my cunt and splashing it with is hot seed.
I lay back on the bed, chest heaving from the most intense masturbation orgasm I'd ever had. I wondered how much, if anything, he heard on the other side of the wall. I should have been mortified. Certainly embarrassed that he knew what I was doing. I was neither.
I did know that inviting any relationship with him would be as dangerous and stupid as indulging in a relationship with his son. This game must remain in my fantasies.
David informed me he was leaving on a business trip in the morning and wanted to take us out to dinner. He had made reservations to a restaurant in the village on Siesta Key.
It was last minute and I didn't have much time to think of the implications of him being gone for the week at first. I could stay at my condo, David had mentioned during my interview he was fine with that when Lindsey was gone. But Adam promised he'd be here when she got home, so that would leave him by himself here. Not like he can't take care of himself, I thought.
Then Adam walked in and I had my answer. He gave me that brilliant smile. One of those that make you feel as though you just made someone's day. "You look great, Christie!" he said, looking at my sundress. I had purposely kept it more demure but I think it backfired on me.
"Thanks! You look very handsome." He had the white shirt sleeves rolled up to his forearm. The deep V showed off a sparkle of chest hair and dark tan. Dress shorts and sandals were Florida style dinner attire.
"Hey did you two confer about your dress this evening?" David said, laughing. I was trying to ignore that my dress and Adam's shorts were two different shades of the same light yellow.
"We're trying out to be in the same wedding!" Adam said and we all laughed.
The restaurant was crowded, but the reservations and the fact he was a regular got us seated immediately. I actually was a regular there as well, but I hoped no one was here to recognize me and blow my cover of a working girl. Well I was, only I worked for myself.
Our rum runners appeared immediately. I hadn't eaten since breakfast so I didn't want to overindulge before eating. But listening to Adam and David, both very humorous, talk about David's childhood, I picked up my glass right along with them.
Another round appeared and I giggled. I caught the amused glance between the guys. And I giggled again. Oh my god, I thought, I'm getting sloshed.
"Maybe you better eat before you drink that," Adam said, still amused. I nodded.
The food came and I dove in like I hadn't eaten in forever. Fortunately the food on my stomach did help temper the alcohol and I could finish my drink without looking like a lush.
"Are we going up to Lido?" Adam asked his son.
"I have to get home to pack. I scheduled the jet early. But you guys go!"
I'd never been to the bar that Adam was referring to, so I figured it'd be a safe bet I'd not see friends there. We went back to the house and jumped in Adam's Maserati. I was used to money, but even this was a perk to me.
We zoomed up through Sarasota and luckily found a parking spot. Season was just about over but there were still a lot still hanging around.
A little table opened up out on the sand with a perfect view of the sun that would be setting very soon. I opted for a little less power and ordered a rum and Coke, which brought a big laugh to Adam.
"You're a lightweight you know," he said, referring to my drink. "What if I was wanting to get you drunk," he waggled his eyebrows and I laughed.
A small band was setting up off the side and began playing just as the sun set. It was all very romantic, and I didn't think anything of it when Adam held my hand. I watched couples kick off their shoes and get up to dance in the sand.
Adam just tipped his head towards them and I nodded. We kicked our sandals of and got up to dance.
As soon as I was in his arms I realized what a fatal mistake that was. I wanted to not get involved, to keep this man in my fantasies. He didn't hold me too tight, just right. And that was the problem. If only he'd have taken advantage and held me intimately, too friendly. But no, he was a gentleman and I fell down the rabbit hole.
We danced a few dances and sat down for a bit, then danced again.
"I'm really enjoying this, Christie," he murmured against my hair and pulled me a little closer.
"I am too." I wrapped my arms around his neck and relaxed in his arms.
"I'm glad."
The next morning was our first morning alone. I came down to the smell of bacon and a lot of noise from the kitchen.
"There you are! I hope you want breakfast? I made plenty!"
"Yes yes, I love breakfast!"
"So do I!"
I piled my plate high which seemed to please Adam. We at in the breakfast room which was a three sided glass room that jutted out from the side of the house. It afforded a view of the waterway behind as well as the Gulf of Mexico.
"I feel like I'm on display in this room." I laughed.
"Hmmm, it is sort of made for the voyeur." He put his hands over his eyes to simulate binoculars.
"Oh my gosh I'll remember not to wander out here before I get dressed!" His eyes darkened at the thought, but it was too late to take it back.
"I'll help you remember. That wouldn't be for just anyone's eyes, " he murmured.
I needed to run to the mall, which was across town, and had planned to stop at my condo but Adam offered to join me. He had some things to do at the mall himself. I'd just need to find another way to get away.
Just naturally he took my hand as we window shopped through the mall. He had excellent taste in clothing and stopped to shop at one of the high end men's stores. I hadn't planned on going in with him, but he claimed to want my opinion. Which I was sure he didn't need.
I did help him choose some shirts and we ended up in underwear where he spotted a sale. I tried to edge away but he pointed to a mannequin, indicating that was what he wore and those were the ones on sale. He riffled through the colors and sizes while I tried to no imagine him in the knit, longer legged shorts with the pouch on the front.



Truly glad to be out of that store before my fantasies took over, but the very next store he stopped and stared.
"This is you, Christie!"
"What!?"
I'd mostly brought my more demure clothing, all except that bikini fiasco. This dress was something I would covet in my other life, but he'd not seen me like this. Maybe he thought he thought he thought it was a Pretty Woman scenario. Okay then, I'll have fun with this.
"You should try it on at least, Christie."
"It's so fancy and shameless."
"Try it on for me? I'd love to see you in it."
"Okay I guess, I'll try it on but you can't see it." I tried to blush.
"Awh, okay okay. I have to stop to get my phone checked. I'll meet you in the middle."
I did try it on. I bought it and shoes with plans to give him the shock of his life.
"You bought it? I found one I liked, yes," I hedged.
"That's great but I wanted to buy it for you!"
"It was one sale."
"Oh okay," he said, unconvinced.
A few days later he brought up the dress. "I'd like to take you somewhere so you can wear it."
"Oh that would be wonderful!"
He made reservations at a wildly popular five star restaurant in Tampa.
I met him in the living room. He was dressed in a gray suit with an open neck white shirt. He looked so damn handsome I knew he was going to be trouble with a capital T, just as I'd thought earlier.
I walked down the steps and hesitated until he noticed me. His eyes widened, got dark and he nodded.
"Christie, you're a knockout." I'd found a dress that was even more shameless that the one we'd seen in the store window.
Descending the steps showed him the deep slit of the long skirt. From his lower angle he could see the black lace top of my thigh high hose.
I picked up the glass of champagne. "Thank you kind sir." I took a sip and let him take in the rest of my dress.
Long sleeves just clung to my shoulders creating a deep V that narrowed down to my belly button. His eyes lingered on the cleavage of my 34C breasts. Before following the opening lower.
"Christie.... You're gorgeous. This dress was meant for you." He looked at me a moment. "I'm going to have to fight off the guys tonight."
"I'll remember the date I came with," I smiled and turned to pick up my clutch.
He hadn't even seen the back that was a deep V that dropped down to the cleft of my ass, but when he did I heard his sudden intake of breath.
"Ready?" I looked over my shoulder and he just nodded.
The drive across Tampa Bay on the Sunshine Skyway bridge was always beautiful. The Maserati purred like a kitten and I enjoyed riding in it. Especially alongside Adam. All my reasons for not wanting to pursue a relationship with Adam flew out the window into the bay.
He told me about his business and how he was looking at selling the business to retire. I wanted to talk about my public relations firm but decided now wasn't the time. I did talk about my plans for retirement and how I was going about making that goal. He invested much of his own money and gave me some ideas for investing for myself.
Valet opened our doors and we were escorted in. As with most restaurants in Florida. Clothing was varied. The higher end didn't require suit and ties normally, but long pants and a button shirt. There were many there that were dressed as we were, so it was a nice mix. No one was too casual here.
We made small talk until Adam suddenly said, "You are driving me crazy in that dress. Not only the dress, but you. You're the whole package, Christie." He called for the check. "If you want, we can go to the bar and dance."
We settled on a table and walked to the dance floor. My hands went to the back of his neck, his on the small of my bare back.
"You are killing me," he whispered, glancing down. From the position of my arms the dress had spread a bit and the edges just barely covered my nipples. His hands slid to the base of my spine, which was still bare. He sighed.
"Christie, I've tried to be a gentleman. I know you didn't sign on at my son's to be a babysitter for his old lecherous Dad and..." I moved into his body and kissed him, stopping his words.
"Mmm," he moaned low, and pulled me tight against him. "I want you so bad."
"I want you too."
Adam made a phone call and in a short time the Maserati was with valet at a nearby hotel in Hyde Park, and we where being whisked up the elevator. Somewhere along the way Adam got a key card and were in the room, closing and locking the door behind us.
I pushed his suit jacket off and unbuttoned his shirt with trembling hands. I ran my fingers through his curly silver chest hair, learning his body.
He slipped the dress over my shoulders and my dress dropped to my waist, baring my breasts to his smoldering eyes. His fingers trailed around my breasts, is thumbs rubbing my tight aching nipples.
"You have beautiful breasts. When I saw you in that bikini on the beach, I knew then."
I shoved the shirt off his arms and pressed in for a kiss. To rub my tits on his chest. Moaning, I took the kiss deeper, more passionate.
He unzipped the short zipper and my dress fell to the floor. I stood in spike heels, black garter belt and thigh high hose.
He groaned. "Good thing I wasn't aware you didn't have panties on or we'd have found out what it was like making love in the Maserati."
I hooked my fingers in his waist, unbuckled his belt, and pushed his shorts and pants to the floor.
I licked my lips when his cock sprang up, bouncing with his pulse, a clear drop forming on the head. His balls were tight against the base of his cock. He worked out and his hard body was proof. Not overly muscular, but just so perfect. I ran my hands up his arms to his biceps appreciatively.
"Ummm, how long am I supposed to stand here with you in front of me with black garter belt, hose and heels and NOT touch you?"
"I'm just admiring your body," I smiled.
"As I am yours!"
He pulled me against him, his hands cupping my ass and lifting. My nylon clad legs wrapped around him. He turned, lay me on the bed and came down between my thighs. We kissed, long and passionately. His cock slipped between my legs, it's head teasing my smooth shaved lips.
I reached between us, and rubbed the tip up and down my wet slit. Teased my clit, rubbed it close to my entrance. I was so wet and ready for him and needed him now.
"Fuck me. I need your cock inside me. I'm so wet for you, Adam."
He pushed up on his elbows, spread his knees so my thighs were on them, my pussy gaping open. He pushed in. Slowly. Oh so slowly. I couldn't get leverage because my heels were on his ass. I whined and moaned for it. We had over a week of flirting, teasing and foreplay and I wanted his cock NOW.
I felt more whorish than I'd ever felt, fucking with heels, garter belt and hose. It turned me on incredibly. My nails dented his back as he hammered my cunt. The rhythmic pounding on my clit sent waves through my whole body. He groaned when his cock was tight in the grip of my clenching pussy.
He ground deep one last time and exploded. The heat from his pumping cock sent me over the edge again and I came with him.
"Oh Christie," he murmured, rolling off me and pulling me against his side. "You're gonna kill me. Damn I haven't been on a sexual high like that in.... I don't think ever." He chuckled weakly.
"Mmmmm, it was hot wasn't it." I trailed my nails across his chest with my head on his shoulder.
"You got off when I did, didn't you?"
"Yessssss. When I felt your cock throbbing and pumping inside me, that did it."
"And you in that garter belt and hose. Your legs rubbing against me in those hose drove me wild. And those heels on my ass. Damn baby. You were a firecracker tonight." He pulled me into a wet, tongue dueling kiss.
"That's why we couldn't make it back to Siesta Key?" I laughed.
"Either hotel or I'd take you in the car. You really had me hot. But sports cars aren't meant for fucking.."
"You sound like the voice of experience," I laughed, imagining what position it would take to do it.
He got serious. "I date around, but not often and nothing serious. Miami is full of rich old ladies, old like me I mean," he laughed, "that are on the hunt. I avoid all that."
And you're so young in spirit, I thought.
"You don't belong with an old lady whose attitude and looks are in the past. I see them here in Sarasota a lot. Women that look like they haven't changed their hair style since high school. Don't keep up with the trends. Then they talk about how hard it is to meet men their age. That men always go for younger women. I always want to shake them and tell them to wake up. It's not your age. It's your attitude." Whoa I thought, soap box time, Christie.
He blinked. "Yes, I've thought that same thing so many times. Age is an attitude. If you live in the past, you're going to be old. If you keep up, and stay open minded, you'll be forever young. Or as Ed says, 'your soul could never grow old, it's evergreen'"
We dozed off in each other's arms. I woke once in the night. Adam's hands stroking my sides, lightly circling my breasts as I felt his breath on my smooth shaved lips.
I moaned and arched when his tongue quickly flicked my clit. He clamped his mouth on me, sucking and flicking. Fireworks went off and I went off.
We had breakfast room service and got dressed to leave. Leaving in evening dress clothes in the bright sunlight of morning was a bit unnerving. Adam laughed at my embarrassment, pinned me against the car on the parking deck and gave me a long passionate kiss.
"You and that dress," he muttered, closing my door.
Fortunately no one would be home at David's so our tryst would be a secret. I couldn't afford to have David, and certainly not Lindsey, know about my relationship with Adam.
Adam wanted to relax around the pool and I was very agreeable to that. I still wanted to maintain some amount of adventure to our relationship, so rather than go nude, I dug out the naughtiest bikini I had.
It was crocheted string, so it was solid, yet still see through the tiny holes. My top was circles that barely covered my nipples. Thin strings went around to tie behind my neck. The other strings were attached to the edge of the circle and essentially drew a line from my nipple around my side to my back. The crocheted triangle was the same see through string and just a small triangle that covered my pussy lips. The strings went between my cheeks to tie at the hips. Designed to tantalize and tease.
I tossed my cover up on, grabbed the bag and headed to the pool. Adam was already in slicing cleanly through the water, obviously an accomplished swimmer.
When he saw me he climbed up the ladder, stood dripping wet, staring at me as I stared at him. Because I live in Florida, I've seen my share of those revealing suits. The men that shouldn't wear them, ruin it for those that can rock them. Adam rocked the Speedo.
I tossed my cover up on the lounger and watched his cock grew before my eyes, stretching the fabric then threatening to bust out the top. He couldn't take his eyes off me and the same with me. Never have I ever seen a man look that gorgeous in swim briefs. Granted, they were skimpy and explicit, but if you have it, flaunt it.
"You're killing me," he muttered. Again.
"As you are me." I glanced around. "I'm glad we're alone for this x rated party!"
"Are you coming in the pool?" He slipped over the edge and held his arms out.
I laughed. "Does this look like something I can swim in?"
"Take it off." It wasn't a suggestion.
I took it off and ran to dive in the deep end. He met me underwater and we came up laughing and sputtering.
"You are a naughty girl!"
"And I think you like that in a girl."
"I like it in YOU," making the emphasis.
Then dove under me and I came up out of the water on his shoulders. My pussy on the back of his neck, and my thighs wrapped around.
"Hang on!" He went under again and pushed off coming up out of the water and I flew.
I came up laughing and wiping the water out of my eyes. He swam up. "I love watching your titties floating in the water."
"They do bob around don't they?" I shimmied to tease him.
His eyes darkened. "It's not nice to tease me like that you minx."
I backed away and he followed, coming closer. My nipples brushed against his chest, then my titties were mashed against his chest as he pulled me against him. My legs automatically wrapped around him, my arms around his neck.
"You lost your suit," I said, my lips inches from his.
"How can you tell, hmm?"
"Either that or there's a snake monster in the pool!" I laughed and he pulled us down in the pool. He let me chase him, but it didn't take much effort to catch him, swim between his legs, tease his bobbing cock before coming up for air.
We laughed and played like goofy kids. We had the same juvenile humor and liked to joke around. He may be a silver fox, but he can run rings around many of my age friends. Has the matureness they don't have, and just an overall polish. He has a business sense that I could see him right up there at the helm of my company with me.
The only problem with that is, he has no idea I own a lucrative business right here in Sarasota. And worse, I'm not sure how to tell him without it seeming like I lied. Although I never discussed what I did for a job other than I was on hiatus. I could see that this was going to be quite a problem in the future. But I had no one to blame but myself.
He climbed out of the pool and toweled off. "Much as I'd love to continue this, I have a conference call in a bit. How about a date this evening?"
"As long as we make it back here and no more hotel stays," I said laughing.
"Ohhhhh you are a naughty girl, aren't you!"
I didn't see him again until early evening. I didn't know where he wanted to go, but
it was casual style most everywhere we'd go. He chose a nearby Peruvian restaurant that I often went to myself.
Slightly uncomfortable when we walked in, we were immediately seated. Drinks were delivered and the sever came to take our order.
"Hello! Great to see you again! The usual?"
"Yes, you too, thanks. Yes the usual please," I said as pleasantly as I could because Adam was staring.
"What is your usual?"
"The chef here is known for skirt steak. I'm sure it's the usual of everyone," I laughed nervously. She took his order and asked all the normal details for the dish. She left to put in our order.
"I guess we haven't talked much about what you do? Besides nanny for my granddaughter," he laughed. "You must live around her as well?"
I nervously lined up my forks and studied them. "I guess we haven't talked about it. I have a condo downtown that I purchased in the economic downturn. I intended to flip it, but I made the mistake of moving in temporarily." We both laughed. "I had flipped a few places prior, so I didn't feel bad for this fail." I grinned.
"Smart and sexy. What a package." He looked at me intently. "So what do you do to support your real estate habit."
I took a deep breath. "I own a public relations firm. I started on my own, got more clients than I could handle and started hiring. Pretty much it."
He studied me for a moment and before he could say anything, the food arrived, and we dove in.
"So when can I see this real estate investment you made?" He smiled and nodded when I indicated right now.
I unlocked the door. "It's not the penthouse, but the views are are still wonderful."
I hadn't been there in awhile and saw it with fresh eyes. I really hadn't put much into it because most of my time was spent at the office a couple of blocks away. I'd purchased a few pieces of furniture, but not enough, and it looked unfinished. I was embarrassed in front of Adam.
"I'm going to grab a few things out of my closet. Make yourself at home." I had more of a need for dressier clothes than I'd anticipated. The majority of restaurants here were casual, but Adam chose places that were dressier casual.
"Your bedroom has my favorite view," he remarked, walking over the the sliding glass.
"Yes, I agree. At night it's stunning with the bridge lights. Part of why I chose not to sell."
He put his arm around me while we took in the vibrant blue sky and water. "You are quite a mystery, Christie." He pulled me closer. "And I'm going to enjoy unwrapping your layers."
I was finding it hard to resist Adam. A problem I'd never had before. I was always in control. Kept the upper hand. That's how I stay in business.
I kissed him. Wrapped my arms around his neck and took it deep and steamy. With a deep sigh he cupped my ass and held me close. His hand went to the back zipper on my dress.
"In fact I'd like to start removing some layers now," he said and I smiled.
My dress dropped to the floor, his clothes disappeared, and I hoped no one happened to be looking in the glass wall of my bedroom. If they did, they saw a sexually explicit show, starring a shameless woman and a lecherous silver fox indulging in decadent sex with a porn rating, I thought, laughing to myself. Just the thought that someone may be watching us turned me on even more.
"What if someone were watching us?" He was silent for a moment before answering.
"I hadn't thought about anyone ever watching me before... But it is a little thrilling to consider."
"I mean, look at all the windows that can look in. Who's behind them. I know many have telescopes. Some would have to be voyeurs I'd think."
"Mmmm. They'd watch my beautiful woman, but not touch. I like that a lot."
"Maybe the voyeurs aren't all men. Some of us like to watch porn movies, though not all admit it."
"You?"
"Well yes, I like x-rated movies. They do have to have somewhat of a plot, and not just a bunch of bodies banging." He laughed.
"You are full of surprises, aren't you?!" He hugged me and turned me towards the window. We were high enough to not be seen from the street, but any other office or condo would see.
He kissed my neck and ran his hands down the front of my body. "Oh baby you are so hot. You drive me absolutely crazy," he ground out. He positioned me spread eagle against the slider. My hands spread on the glass, legs spread wide. "I want to show you off. Want everyone to see how fucking sexy you are."
His words were stunning, intense. Fingers toyed with my clit and slipped in. My head rested back on his shoulder, while I rocked on his fingers. His other arm wrapped around me to tease my nipples into aching hardness.
As I rocked his cock slipped between my ass cheeks. When I rocked his cock was clenched tighter.
"Damn baby," he groaned. Tempo increased on my clit taking me higher."Cum for me baby." the intensity on my nipples increased,
"More," I moaned. "Harder." I groaned with the painful pleasure on my nipples. "Yesssssss," I cried out, cumming hard and loud.
His cock throbbed harder against me. Still trembling and wet, I bent over . "Fuck me." He grunted loud and slid in my sopping pussy.
I laid against the cool glass as he pounded into me. He held my hips in a tight grip and I clenched my pussy around his hot stiffness. He shouted out and sprayed my ass. White streams and slid down my ass from the white pearls of cum.
"Damn baby, where have you been all my life," he gasped.
"I'm here now." And I don't plan on letting anyone take my place, I thought.
We went downtown for lunch and sat outside.
"I'm leaving next week," he stated. I continued eating my salad, not allowing myself a reaction. "I'll be here when Lindsey gets back because I promised, but need to leave after that."
"Yes, you've been gone from your business for some time. I know how hard it is to stay away. I'm lucky to have excellent people to take care of things, but I can't take time off forever myself."



He studied me for a moment, then nodded.
The housekeeper had been in so there was nothing I could do to stay busy. Adam was on conference calls for the afternoon and I was bored. I needed to do something to keep from thinking about him leaving. I hadn't thought much ahead as far as where our relationship was going. I guess I just assumed it would be going forward, but apparently Adam felt differently. As it happens in relationships.
I started riffling through my closet. Adam was taking me to dinner in a small town about forty five minutes south of here. It was known a foodie town as there was a huge variety of excellent restaurants to choose from.
I couldn't decide or maybe I was too distracted. My car was on the ground level under the house. It was tucked into a corner, but I maneuvered it out and headed to the mall across town. Shopping was always a distraction for me.
I parked near the store I wanted to shop and went by the men's store that Adam got clothes at when we were here together.
Ohboy Christie, get it together girl. It has been fun but it is coming to an end. No promises were made on either side. It's just the way it goes sometimes.
A little less enthusiastic, I started with shoes and could barely carry all the bags by the time I finished shopping. The elevator whisked me up to the third floor and I hauled my packages in.
I had a view of the pool and saw Adam had been swimming and was getting some sun. I decided to stay in my room and read the bestseller I'd picked up.
I surveyed myself in the mirror after I'd dressed for dinner. I had pulled my hair up in a messy bun because I knew the to would be down on the Maserati, which I loved. I had a simple white skirt, straw sandals and clutch, and a coral silk tank.
"You're beautiful," he said as I descended the steps.
"Thank you! You look pretty good yourself!" He had his signature white shirt with rolled up sleeves, and in a nod to current trends, lemon yellow Bermudas, and white deck shoes. This healthy silver fox, dark tan, ice blue eyed man could carry about anything off.
Off we went, top down and I was prepared. He took the leisurely drive, so we enjoyed the scenery. We pulled into a small waterfront area that housed several restaurants as well as touristy fun gift shops. I had heard of it, but had not been here before.
Drinks, dinner and sunset over Charlotte Harbor. Conversation was easy and flowing, but I couldn't help but think forefront was my lack of honesty. I didn't take this job to get involved in a relationship, just as a nanny until Lindsey left to spend the summer with her Mom.
A few more weeks and I would be back to my life. Albeit leaving with a lot more baggage of the mental kind.
"Are you ready go," he repeated as I came out of my thoughts and nodded. The ride home was quieter with each one of us lost in our thoughts.
David came home the next morning and Lindsey in late afternoon. Adam invited us all to dinner but I declined to give them family time. Who am I kidding, I thought. You're distancing yourself from him before he leaves. Before he breaks you heart. And that was the truth.
Lindsey was back to school and David back to work in the morning. I busied myself with laundry. I discovered I had a couple more weeks before school ended and I left. Adam was leaving the next morning and I avoided any lengthy time with him the rest of the day.
I woke to a light tapping on my door. Thinking it was Lindsey needing something before she left for school, I jumped up and opened the door. But it was Adam. Looking too wonderful for this early in the morning. He stepped in and softly closed the door behind him.
He turned and said, "Christie, I...." suddenly stopping mid sentence and staring. "Damn honey, you're going to kill me before this gets started."
What gets started? What's he talking about, I thought, totally confused. Then realizing that I hadn't put a robe on and all I had on was my nitie. My very brief sheer nitie.
Too late to cover up, I said, "What did you want?"
He stepped forward and held my upper arms. "I don't have time for what I want right now. I have to get back to Miami by noon. What I want is going to take a hell of a lot longer than we have now. A lot longer."
He leaned in and brushed my lips with his. I had my hands on each side of his face, tipping my head to take over the kiss. To leave him with something to remember me by. I nibbled on his lower lip, and soothed it with my tongue. His breathing increased. I locked my lips over his and it was steamy, and it was hot, and it was passionate. Then I stepped back. He glanced back. Maybe to remember? I don't know.
He sighed, groaned, "Fuck." and walked out the door.
The last several weeks of my stay went by quickly. Lindsey had a lot of after school activities. Her rowing and sailing were wrapping up. She was disappointed to not be around for their summer events, but I showed her what would be available when she got back. She was even more disappointed that I'd not be here when she returned.
"I have a job I have to get back to, Lindsey," I said soothingly. "I won't be your nanny but maybe we can be friends instead? I'll check with your Dad, but maybe we can spend some fun time together?" She excitedly agreed.
"I'm going to be sorry to see you leave, Christie," David said one morning. "I'm so used to you being around, the house will be empty with you and Lindsey both gone."
I looked at him thinking back to when I thought he was going to be my biggest problem here. As it turns out, it was his Dad.
"I'll miss you all as well. I told Lindsey I'd ask you if we could spend some time together when she gets back?"
"Of course! I hoped you wouldn't disappear from our lives, especially Lindsey. You two have so much in common, and you had so much guidance for her since you'd been through the same."
"That's great! I'll look forward to it."
"Wait... I was wondering that since you soon won't be my employee if you'd like to have dinner sometime."
I hesitated to gather my words. "I'll have so much to do when I get back I'm not sure when I could find the time. Catching up personally and at work will take a bit, I think." He smiled and nodded and I went to my room.
How lame can you be, Christie. That's the best you could do? Damn. What was I supposed to say, gee sorry I can't date you because I'm fucking your Dad and was stupid enough to fall in love with him.
The next morning someone arrived to take my bags to my car. I took one last look around and left. With a heavy feeling, I took the elevator down to get out of there as quickly as I could.
The company had run smoothly while I was gone, and I was happy knowing I could get away on occasion and not worry. A pile of paperwork on my desk required my signature and the other pile was just a looksee as to what had gone on with the clients. It could wait, or I'd take it home to go through in the evenings.
A week later I was back in the swing, meeting with new clients and hiring more employees. Today was interviews, which I wasn't looking forward to.
I used my private bathroom, checking my tailored suit and favorite matching Jimmy Choo heels. I felt good. Was back on my game. I let my assistant know I was ready for the next one.
Four today and by the third I'd lost hope that we'd find anyone this go around. My assistant escorted the next one in while I picked up his resume to scan.
The door smoothly closed and I heard. "You're looking more beautiful than ever, Christie."
"Adam."
He smiled and stood before me, towering over my desk. I was speechless. I spent a lot of time putting him out of my mind. Relegating him to another lifetime. To my past. And it all came flooding back.
'You're surprised?" He smiled.
"This is really your resume? You're joking around," I said confused.
"No, it's really my resume." I glanced down to see it was true. "I was pretty good at public relations in my business and thought you might be able to use my expertise here." He waved his arms.
"Was?"
"I sold the business. That's why I left, Christie. Those conference calls. I just had to go back to Miami to tie up some loose ends and to sell my home."
He sat down, crossed his legs, his ankle on his knee. Looking quite relaxed.
"I thought you were retiring?" I asked, still unsure what was going on.
"I'd thought about it before I met you."
My ears were buzzing. I took a quick sip of water. "What do I have to do with it?"
He laughed. A hearty bounce off the walls laugh. AT the same time I picked up the phone to my assistant.
"Yes that's fine. Just lock the door behind you please."
Normal gave me time to gather myself together.
"Christie, you have to know, after spending all that time together, that I love you." The room started spinning. He looked at me quizzically. "Are you alright, honey?"
"No." He then looked very concerned. "No I"m not alright. When you left me you broke my heart. It has taken me all this time to get over you."
I stood up behind my desk. "And here you are. Just when I relegated you to my past. When I was moving on with my life."
He stood up and stayed on the other side of the desk. "Would you like me to leave?" he asked, guardedly. "I will if that's what you want. I'm sorry I broke your heart. I needed to make sure that I could get everything done in Miami that I needed to. I couldn't make you any promises because I wasn't sure how long it would take. I honestly did think you knew I loved you, because I thought you loved me then too," he said in what seemed to be one breath.
I turned to look out the window. Sarasota Bay had whitecaps that looked like whipped cream. The sky was a dark intense blue that reflected darker on the water. The moored sailboats were blindingly white in the sun. I looked down at the people hurrying around, some to the marina, some to town. I felt him behind me.
"I love this view," I said softly. "I overpaid for the suite of offices because of it. I need someone to rein me in sometimes."
"So maybe I'm the man for the job?"
"You're the man for all my jobs." I turned and stepped into his arms. We kissed like we wouldn't ever kiss again. It was long, and soft, hard and wet, and steamy and wet.
He reached down and slid his hand up my thigh, but struggled to get far. Looking down he said, "Look at those spike heels and ankle strap. You're going to kill me, Christie."
He struggled my pencil skirt up to my waist, revealing thigh high hose and garter belt.
"Sit down," he commanded and I dropped into my office chair. He pulled me to the edge and reached up to pull my panties off. Because of the garter belt and the pencil skirt bunched at my waist, it was impossible.
He sighed and I heard 'riiiiipppp'. "I'll buy you another pair."
He moved my thighs over his shoulder at the same time his mouth locked on to my pussy. Teeth pulling my smooth lips, tugging on my clit. Oh damn I thought, this guy could turn pro. Tip of his tongue flicked at my clit. Over and over taking me higher and higher. I wove my fingers through his hair.
"Don't stop," I moaned. "So close." And the waves washed through me and I groaned going places only he has ever taken me.
I sprawled in the chair recovering. Finally I stood to straighten my skirt. "How am I ever going to sit here and try to make executive decisions when all I'll be able to think of is how you ate me." I frowned and he laughed.
"Lets go eat, honey, I'm hungry for food now." He opened the door to the Maserati and said, "By the way, I'll have to stay with you, I'm homeless." He grinned and this time my laugh echoed through the parking deck.
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Comments and constructive criticism welcome! I love seeing stars! All that helps me to know what you like to read.
If it's Wednesday it must be free coffee day for seniors at the neighborhood pancake house. Their idea of seniors is 50+ so at fifty eight I'm in. Unlike most of the others, I also order bacon and a couple of pancakes.
After the last hurricane, when we had no power for two weeks, they stayed open, generators running coffee pots and no charge. Not even donations. It wasn't just the coffee, but a place for the community to keep in touch during some tough times. I appreciated it. Still do.
Tattoos have made me somewhat of a renegade in the silver hair crowd. Since I joined the silver revolution and quit dying my hair bright copper red, I'm a silver now too. A nod to being a rogue, purple streaks highlight an asymmetrical side shaved cut.
"Linda! Great to see you here today." Jack was a coffee only regular. Nice guy. Older. Probably a blue piller. He pulled out a chair and joined us at our big round table.
Not that there's anything wrong with the blue pills. I've had some of my best sex with those guys. It's just that it's a scheduling thing and I like the spontaneity thing. I mean as far as sex goes, I'm never going to be too old for cock and when it happens I'll go down on the ride of my life in flames.
More filtered in and the table filled up. "Don't forget to tip your servers," I said as folks left. I didn't talk much. Just listened. Old people stuff. Health insurance. Social security. Retirement income. Stuff we shouldn't have to worry about at this stage in the game of life. I still had a few more years, but I could grasp what was coming.
"Thanks, Jimmy," I said, smiling at the waiter. He was a regular server for coffee mornings.
"Thank you, Linda. I heard you reminding them. Thanks."
"Yeah I know some of them forget to leave a tip for putting up with their bullshit," I said laughing and he grinned. Dimples, Florida tan, thick shock of brown hair. A nice guy just working his way through college. "How's biology?" I asked, knowing it was his curse of the semester.
"Don't ask," he said wryly, gathering up more dirty dishes. I smiled sympathetically.
I got up to leave. "See you guys. And don't forget to tip the servers. They gotta make a living too you know," I grinned and was off.
I have an office in a small space, second floor downtown. A coastal town, touristy, swarming with seasonal snowbirds, and migrants from the north, escaping weather and not respecting our beautiful state. Trash littered our beaches and locals took trash bags on their daily walks. I loved the area still, just not some of the people.
My business was never ending. I provided home care for those that needed it. Some had health issues and I had CNA's for the job. Some just needed help around the house. Light bulbs, leaking toilets, backed up drains, what have you. And I had drivers for those that couldn't or didn't want to drive in our hellacious traffic.
I had made some good investments and could live well without having to gouge my clients. I provided jobs for older folks wanting something to do, to college people needing the money and flexible hours. I paid well and had little turnover -- clients or employees.
Although I did have to consider hiring a few more employees. I didn't care about age, but above all they must be responsible. The clients depended on them and it was up to me to make the right choices.
Just as the phone began ringing, Fluffy my rescue cat came out of the file drawer and up on my lap. I thought of her as an employee, someone to help keep my sanity throughout the day. Stroking her soft black fur brought my anxiety a level down. I kept her from certain death at the shelter, and still volunteer there.
"Yes, we do home care of most any kind. What were you needing?" An out of state daughter looking for care for her Mother.
"No we don't provide that but I can give you the numbers of companies that do. Yes yes, you're very welcome."
It went on like this most of the day. I was forced to turn down too many today because I just didn't have enough employees to cover, so I went online to place a help wanted ad.
Fluffy relocated to my desk, on the set of client files I needed. Cats do that. They have an inner sense of what you're doing next and or where you're going, all designed to be in the way, no matter.
Internet ads have the benefit of instant gratification and it didn't take long for responses. Thankfully I could weed them out first and only interview those that showed promise. Three came in, two are on the maybe list and the other was allergic to cats and wanted me to put Fluffy away.
I graciously, as graciously as I could anyhow, told her no. Possible that clients have cats or dogs and I'm not going to interrogate them about their pets.
I stopped for a beer and a burger on my way home at the only neighborhood style bar in the town. I don't need a yak burger or wagyu or whatever the hell the latest thing was from the tourist traps.
"Linda! Long-time no see." Pete was owner slash beertender and all around nice guy.
"I know right. I rode my Harley to California and back," I said for the benefit of the guys staring at me down the bar. My tats and hair often did that. Pete laughed and put in my order, and pulled me a beer.
They didn't consider my age and that I was what would be considered full figured. No lumps, bumps or overhangs. Still pretty shapely for pushing 60. Tits drooped a bit, but hell 36C is going to do that eventually. Unless they're fake. Which mine weren't. Genetics all the way.
"Linda I thought that was you!" I swivelled my stool and it was Jimmy, who I now recognized as one of the guys down the bar. My bad.
"Hey Jimmy, I didn't know you came to this hole in the wall." Pete laughed.
"I'm studying usually, but I have a few days break and wanted to get out."
"Livin' large here!" Pete and I razzing each other was our game.
"Yeah yeah, you love it here and you know it!" Pete shouted across the bar. I shrugged. We laughed.
Jimmy grabbed his beer and slid on the bar stool next to me. We ate and made small talk for awhile.
"Can I drive you home?"
"Nah, I walk. I just live a couple of blocks away, but thanks."
"Okay then I'll walk you home." I agreed even though I felt perfectly safe by myself. It'd be good company, I thought.
"What do you do? I don't think I've ever heard," he said.
"I own a home care business..." and went on to explain.
"What a great service for seniors. And perfect for here in Florida."
"Right, Sadly we are the home of the forgotten senior. Their families live up north and forget about mom dad or grandma grandpa here. I've had great response and can barely keep up with the demand. I spent the day interviewing."
"That's really sad," he said.
"It is. And since I'm pushing legal senior status, I'm sensitive to their plight."
"What?! You're not that old!"
"I won't make you guess how old I am," I said laughing. "I'll be fifty nine on my next birthday."
"I'd not have guessed. You just seem so young. I guess a lot is in attitude huh."
"Pretty much. I don't feel old. I never had kids, who I think are aging. I didn't want someone taking over my life, like kids do," I admitted. "I'm okay with those that do. Just wasn't for me."
"To be honest I've never felt the need to see a little Jimmy or Jojo or whatever running around. Not to mention the earths resources are only going to hold out so long. Look at what a mess we've made of this earth so far."
Just as we walked up to my house, I found my kindred spirit. "We're here. Would you like to come in for a beer?"
"Can I have a rain check? I need to get some studying done yet. I slacked today," he said laughing.
"Of course! Anytime."
I love that feeling you get when you meet a new friend. Someone you see a future with because you have so much in common. A nice feeling to go to sleep on.
Fluffy was glad to see me early the next day, especially with catnip and new toys. She laid on my lap with her new toy while I went through the internet replies to my ad. I quickly weeded through and narrowed down a selection of possibilities.
The business has specific jobs, drivers, handymen type, health care workers, and just folks that would check in on our clients on a scheduled basis to check if they needed anything.
Afternoon and I was ready to call it for the day when the hair went up on Fluffy's arched back. My guard cat alerting me to someone at the door.
"Hey, c'mon in," not exactly disappointed to see Jimmy's brown hair, dimples and little boy handsome face. "Careful of the resident guard cat, Fluffy. If you sit for more than thirty seconds your lap is fair game for a nap." He laughed. Being a girl, she didn't waste any time in making up to her new beau.
"You mentioned you were hiring?" I nodded. "I was wondering what type of jobs and hours. I'd like to get something after the pancake house."
I took a moment to match him to job while watching Fluffy moon eyeing Jimmy who absently scratched her head. Ohboy, I thought, laughing to myself.
"I think a great job for you would be a driver...." And I went on to explain the job. He liked it. I hired him. Just. Like. That.
"I was thinking to try that new Mexican place over on Miami, would you like to go?"
Only a block over. "I'm always up for Mexican, Jimmy! Let me feed Fluffy first."
They set the big Margarita bowl down in front of me and I knew I was in trouble.
Jimmy was laughing, no doubt at the look on my face. "Good thing I know the way to your house now. I can get you home!"
"Veryyyyy funny," I said, putting the straw in and starting to nurse that drink. "I'm sure I'll be fine if I just drink this slowly. And food. That'll do it too." He just smiled and nodded.
After a delicious dinner, they had a Mariachi band for late evening entertainment.
"You have chair dancing to an art, Linda," Jimmy said laughing.
Ohboy, I WAS dancing in my seat. I took another sip of my Margarita. A couple of other women, a bit older than me, came over and pulled me up to dance with them. As much as you can dance to Mariachi anyhow. We mostly just drunkenly gyrated.
I stumbled going back to sit down, Jimmy caught me and set me down on his lap.
"I think you'll be safer right here," he grinned.
He was a little hazy looking. Maybe because I was woozy. Whatever I was feeling stripped away all my inhibitions, and I held his face between my hands and planted a pretty steamy kiss on him. I did hear warning bells going off, but in my inebriated state, they were easy to ignore.
After the initial shock, he began kissing me back. Running his hand up my back and gently holding my neck as though he wasn't going to let me be the first to back off. The kiss did get steamier and more intimate until he backed away a few inches, looking into my eyes.
"Mmmm, that was a nice surprise Linda." His thumb stroked my cheek. "I'd feel better about it if you were sober and did this, but I'll take it." I flattened my hand on his chest and felt the comforting thump thump thump.
I swooped in for another kiss and right then the Mariachi band ended for the night and everyone began to leave.
"Oh boo," I said and he laughed. "I'm glad you enjoyed kissing me that much but they're going to sweep us up with the trash if we don't leave."
I stood up, wobbled until Jimmy put his arm around me and guided me out. It was only a block to my house, but along the way I'd stop on the sidewalk and look in windows that had their curtains open, picked flowers from yards, stopped to look up at the stars, and held Jimmy's hand.
He dug the key out of my purse and helped me in the house. "I'm coming in for a minute to make sure you're okay."
"Okay!" I nearly shouted. "Hey do you want a beer?"
"I will as long as you don't have one," he laughed.
I tapped him on the chin with my finger. "Noooooo, I'm already a little tipsy!"
"Yessssss you are. Did you have fun tonight?"
"Ohbaby I had a blast!"
"You did? Good. What was the best part?"
I looked down demurely and said, "Kissing you."
"Good, I was afraid you'd forgotten that part!"
"No no no no I'll never forget that! Too bad I'm too old for you," I said sadly.
"You are not too old for me, Linda. Why would I want to spend time with you if I thought that? You're fun and vibrant and intelligent and like no other woman I've ever met."
"I am?" I blinked. He wasn't as blurry looking at he was when we got back.
"You are."
"After all you did kiss me back," I said, remembering that much.
"I certainly did. And we wouldn't have stopped if the place wouldn't have been closing.
"There was more?!" I said in a high pitch that ended on a squeak. I had no idea where it came from.
He laughed. "Much more. But maybe all not meant for public eh? Some kisses should remain private, don't you think?"
"Private kisses....." I looked off, thinking. "I guess?" My eyes were less blurry, but my brain was a little foggy.
He sat at the kitchen table, opened his beer and took a swig. He watched me for awhile, knowing I was still processing that.
"Are you going to sit down... On the chair... Or in my lap." In one bounce I was on his lap. "I'm glad you chose that. He put his arm around me. Partly for intimacy, partly to keep me from falling off.
"Should we finish what we started?" I said, tracing his lower lip with my finger.
"Mmmm we can do what you want to do, Lin."
"It's late do you have work the morning?" He shook his head. "Classes?" Again, no. "Ohmy," I said, mostly to myself.
He put a finger on my chin and turned my head so we were lips to lips. I wrapped my arms around his neck and tipped my head, going in for round two of kisses. He moaned and pulled me close. I dipped my tongue in his mouth and tasted the beer, and him. I moaned.
My fingers threaded through his soft thick hair as the kiss went deeper, more passionate. I felt his hardness against my hip. He stroked my side, his thumb caressing the side of my breast. Ohmygod I wanted more.
Even when I was younger I was never the type to worry about doing what on what date, don't give out, blah blah. I did my thing. I knew I wasn't going to marry the schmucks anyhow. They were a quickie. A romp
But this time with Jimmy, I didn't feel like rushing it. Why? I have no clue. But I go by my instincts I wanted him tonight, but I didn't want to lead him on either. Then there was this young old thing I had to consider.
I rocked my hip rubbing his throbbing stiffness and pulled back from the kiss. He gasped, his eyes were dark with what was to come.
"I'm going to melt into a puddle if we keep on," I smiled, but wanting to rip his clothes off, jump on him and fuck him all night. Which was a pro on the pro and con list. Twenty something is like the energized bunny.
"Yes, I don't want to rush you, Lin." Telling me he wanted me but would wait, and other check mark on the pro side.

"I appreciate that," I smiled. He emptied his beer and went out the door. I almost ran to call him back but good sense was creeping through the Margarita haze.
Morning sun brought up the what were you thinking finger wag. I blamed it all on the Margarita and started my day swinging by for coffee, pancakes and bacon. Jack and the others greeted me and I almost felt back to normal.
"Don't forget to tip your servers," I reminded them as a coffee pot appeared to fill up my mug. I knew Jimmy was off today so I wouldn't have to deal with how I was going to handle that until later.
Today was my lucky day and I found four new employees to fit perfectly. Even Fuzzy was happy being stretched out in a strip of sun on the floor.
Once I hired and interviewed, I didn't have to deal much with the employees. They texted and called and we had an online group that they could see the upcoming schedule. I wanted to make it easy on them and efficient for me.
It was time to get away and went to the jetty to watch the sail boats motor out and hoist their bright white sails once they were into the Gulf. Dolphins arced out of the water. And if the water was warm enough, an occasional manatee went by, a huge dark shadow in the water. Someone flipped a clown fish up on the jetty, took a picture with it and tossed it back in. People fishing lined the jetty, so with enough gear they had to pack it in a wheeled cart, others had a box of bait and a pole. But everyone seemed to be having fun.
I plopped down in one of the benches, kept far enough back from flying hooks and bait. It was all leisurely and folks walked, stood or sat. Many came down to walk off dinner they'd had downtown.
"Not a cloud in the sky." I glanced over to a handsome silver haired man, a bit older than me.
"The water is so beautiful when it's like this."
"I suppose you're one of the lucky ones that live in this paradise?" he asked. "By the way my name is Bill."
I shook his hand. "Linda. I am, yes. Obviously you're a visitor here." The white skin tips us off.
"Yes Michigan. I left six inches of snow to come down here."
"I'm glad you left it. I don't want it." We laughed.
"I'll be here a week and I don't cook in my hotel room, do you have some suggestions for good places to eat?"
"It's foodie heaven in this area. Most everything ethnic food is available... Unless you prefer chains. I know some do."
"Not me, I prefer eating like the locals."
I began to give him some ideas for lunches and dinners, which gave me a chance to check him out. Under that shock of longish thick silver hair were the brightest green eyes I'd ever seen. Fitting for his angular face and chin cleft. He had what they now call a dad bod and it was very attractive. He wasn't a fitness nut thankfully.
"I ate at the Mexican place tonight and enjoyed it very much." I cringed being thankful he wasn't there last night and seen memorable me.
"It's very good, yes! There's an excellent seafood place on the other jetty." I pointed it out across the way. "It overlooks the marina and the water."
"I'm liking that idea a lot. Would you be interested in going there with me sometime? It'd have to be within a week because I'll be heading back. Just a dinner."
He seemed nice, and maybe a little lonely, so I agreed. We set up a day and time to meet.
The next morning I texted all the new employees, including Jimmy, giving them all the information and links for the group and their schedules.
Sorry I was working and just ended my shift. It all looks good and I'm anxious to get started.
I really think you are going to like it. You can schedule around work and school.
I closed the app.
How about a pizza and beer later. Or are you sworn off alcohol lol
Sorry I can't. Meeting a friend for dinner.
Uh oh do I have competition?
Lol
Not sure why I replied with that. If in real life, it would be considered a nervous laugh. I was so off balance with this relationship.
"Geez Frannie, it has been ages!" I hugged my old friend. "Time goes by so fast."
"Wait'll you're my age," she chuckled. Last time we'd met we celebrated her signing up for Social Security.
"Yeah yeah, you've gotten a lot older since you went on SS!"
We chose a Thai sushi restaurant that was popular, but out of downtown, so I drove. I was getting so spoiled from walking everywhere, I thought to myself, laughing.
"They have the best sushi here, you want to split?"
The sushi came on a big bamboo boat and was embarrassingly big for just the two of us. Neither of us cared what others thought and we dove in. Tom Kha Gai was served in a big fragrant steaming bowl. I always took some home with me.
"So what's new with you Linda? You're always doing something interesting!"



"Actually not too much, other than the business. It's keeping me busy."
"Not seeing anyone?"
"Welllllll, not exactly seeing him but I do have a dinner date later this week. I met him out on the jetty. He's from Michigan."
"A tourist?"
"Sure! He seemed nice and a little lonely."
"Okay so this is just a quick shag. I was talking about something a little more substantial. Like a local guy."
I opened my mouth to say something and stopped. "Oh come on! Dish! I know there's someone else," she said laughing.
"Okay okay. There is. Sorta." And I went on to tell her about Jimmy.
"So he's a server and a college student... Meaning he's pretty young?"
"Yeah I don't know, twenty three, twenty four, not sure," I said trying to blow it off.
"Damn, you are the luckiest woman I know. Holy crap, at that age there's no waiting for a recharge," she said and we both laughed. "Seriously Linda, I think it's great. We worry about age way to much."
I tried to take Frannie's advice when I thought about Jimmy. It was all perfect but his age. Or my age. I was really to old for him. He wasn't too young for me.
I pulled the coral sundress out of my closet and slipped it on. I was pretty sure Bill wasn't going to be a shorts sort of guy, so I thought I better up my game as well. I slipped on straw wedge sandals, grabbed the matching clutch and was out the door.
I finally found a place to park and found Bill waiting at the front door, dressed handsomely as I thought. "I should have picked you up, but I didn't want you to think I was an ax murderer down here on vacation."
"We quit allowing them across the border. They are turned away at Georgia," I said and we laughed.
The reserved table was waiting and we whisked up the elevator. The view was spectacular from here. You could see some of the intercoastal waterway as it snaked by, but the jetty and out to the Gulf of Mexico. We would be here for sunset, always a most romantic time to be here, I thought.
"So, are you retired or still working?"
"I have another year before my retirement package kicks in and then I am done. The reason I was in this area was to look around, maybe see if I'd like to retire here."
Not wanting to encourage him, I didn't reply. If I hadn't met Jimmy, and he wasn't on my mind, I probably would have pursued this relationship. It would be most practical. Bill and I could retire together. Travel maybe. Jimmy is just starting his life. I'd be holding him back.
Our drinks arrived and we chatted, never an uncomfortable moment, and it was a terrific evening. I thanked him for the wonderful time and gave him my phone number in case he had any questions about the area. Sadly, I could tell he understood my goodbye.
I grabbed a beer and went out to my patio. I needed to think why I ditched Bill so quickly, and why. Before Jimmy, he was certainly everything I'd like in a guy. I never looked to far into the future, but he would have been fun to date and hang around with. I have no current or future with Jimmy. What the hell was I thinking?!
I needed to get going on a few projects at the office and started early. Much to the delight of Fluffy. She came home with me if I'd be out of the office longer than a day, but that hadn't happened recently. What she didn't like when I decided to reorganize the furniture. Her filing cabinet drawer bed was moved and she was not a happy camper.
I dragged a chair across the office to surprise her with a window perch. She didn't move the rest of the day watching people below. There was a park, and bars and restaurants and lots of shopping so it was a nosy people watchers dream, like Fluffy.
I just dumped all the drawers on top of my desk to reorganize and there was a knock on the door. Fluffy went into guard cat mode and was trying to figure out the quickest way from her perch to the door., but everything was changed.
I was still chuckling at her when I opened the door. "Jimmy."
"It has been days," he said, closing and locking the door behind me. He didn't look happy and that was a first for me.
"Really?"
He walked towards me and I backed up into the desk. Nowhere to go now. He lifted me up and set me on the desk and pushed between my legs. His eyes were intense and his hands were on each side of my face.
"Really. Where have you been?" He was close enough I felt the puffs of air when he spoke.
"Umm. Working."
"Are you avoiding me?"
"Avoiding you? No, not really." I'm just trying to take my mind off of you by practically restructuring my office, transferring all my paperwork to digital, spring cleaning my house top to bottom, basically finding anything I could to keep me busy.
His lips brushed mine. "Did you go on a date at the Pelican's Nest?"
Crap.
"Well it wasn't actually a date. It was dinner. Just dinner."
Finally he kissed me hard, almost desperate. He led, I followed. It was intense. It was hot. I wrapped my arms around him and pulled him closer, deeper between my legs. He pushed forward but we were at the wrong height and he groaned.
He slid his hands under my ass and lifted me into him. Grinding his hardness into my pussy. There were layers of clothing but the heat... The heat was fierce. I wrapped my legs around him and he turned to sit on the edge of the desk. I could hear all my drawer things tumbling to the floor.
We hadn't stopped kissing and I was and I couldn't stop kissing him, holding him, feeling him against me.
The phone rang.
"JJJimmy, I have, have to get it. It's the business phone," I said, trying to regain my breath.
He lowered me to the floor and I reached around him to find the phone. It was a client needing help and I had to schedule a time slot for her.
He sat in the chair. Fluffy's new perch. Who thought it best to lay half on the top of the chair, and the other half on his shoulder and purr in his ear.
Even my cat loves him, I thought. Love. What. Forget it Linda. You're too old for him. Yes. Yes I am.
The call was enough to cool my jets. I sat at my desk and started pushing things into the open drawers. I know I'd kill myself later for doing it but...
Jimmy sat and watched for a few minutes. "What's going on Lin? I thought we were starting a real relationship here and then you disappear on me. Not only that, you go on a date?!" He looked away for a moment. "Apparently I read you all wrong. I thought we were on the same track."
"You didn't read me wrong. I enjoyed being around you and thought about a relationship, but after I thought about it more, I'm just too old for you, Jimmy."
"What the fuck are you talking about," he yelled so loud Fluffy jumped down and scooted under the desk. "Too old for me..." he said more quietly. "I don't even get that. What does age have to do with it? We like each other. And even... even if it ends up being more than that, we can deal with it dammit!"
Fluffy was still under the desk, cowering on my feet. "I would hold you back. You have your whole life ahead of you. I'm looking at retirement. We're miles apart." His face was grim. I didn't think he'd take it this hard. Would see it my way.
Suddenly he got up and just walked out. No goodbye. Nothing. I sat in shock. Then I cried like a blubbering teenager that just lost her first crush. I got up. Went over and curled up in the chair and bawled my eyes out.
He continued to work for me, but since we didn't need to see each other, we didn't see each other. I quit going to the pancake house completely. I couldn't bring myself to go to the Mexican restaurant and would beg off if asked.
I did hear from Bill in Michigan who said he decided on a place up in Largo instead of here. Everyone was leaving me, I thought, crying again. It's not like I wanted him, why was I crying for cripes sake. Even Fluffy got tired of the waterworks and would jump off my lap at the first sign of them.
I spent my fifty ninth birthday at Pete's bar knocking back a few beers, eating a burger and popcorn. By myself. How pathetic am I.
Six months passed by and finally Jimmy wasn't in my every thought. I was no longer acting like a heartbroken teenager. He was still my employee, but I never had to see or communicate with my drivers unless they fouled up a job.
I ran into the dollar but really five dollar store and ran into Jack, my old buddy from the pancake house.
"Linda, I'm so glad to see you! You disappeared so fast we were all worried something had happened to you," he said with a bit of a frown.
"I'm sorry, I shouldn't have done that. It's just I got busy and...."
"Understand," he said holding his hands up. "Just so you're okay."
"I am, yes, thank you!"
"The servers at the pancake house might not be so forgiving though. I'm sure they don't get tipped as well as when you were there reminding all the oldsters." We laughed.
I did miss seeing the group, but I didn't have the nerve to ask Jack specifically if Jimmy was still there, and I wouldn't take the chance.
Almost exactly one year to the date Jimmy emailed his two week resignation. I accepted and let him go immediately because the other drivers would pick up his work.
In the six months since I'd seen Jack, I dated a bit. All really nice guys, my age or older. Thing is I didn't feel that old and conversation sometimes became awkward.
They talked about their grand kids. I didn't care. They'd ask about my tattoos. They didn't care. I still had my asymmetrical cut with the side shaved and streaks of purple, and none of them knew what to make of that.
One accused me of trying to be younger than my age. Huh? I didn't dye my hair to cover my silver like so many other women. I didn't have face lifts, or botox. I did try to take care of my skin and wear sunblock, but hey, it's Florida and anyone with a brain blocks.
Besides the one younger guy I went out with once. Not as young as Jimmy. Mark was forty five, working man, no wife no kids, and best of all, actually got me. Because of our age difference, we didn't relate to each other as much as understand each other. Which made for a great friendship. We didn't date again after the first time, but we've hung out together and spent time together as friends.
Mark did have one vice. He loved hot rods, going to shows and cruises. I found that those events are old and young blending together with the same interest.
He had an old Corvette sports car that he inherited from his Dad. Elkhart blue with a white convertible top, which was rarely up when we drove it.
A regular hang out for car enthusiasts was Tues evening at the pancake house parking lot. They served coffee and beverages and everyone was happy.
We were just pulling into the parking lot and I spotted Jimmy walking into the building. It was a jolt to see him again. It had been a year and in that time I thought I had put it all behind me. But in that instant it all came flooding back.
"You okay, Linny?" Mark knew something was up.
"Yes yes, I'm fine!" I got out of the Vette and waved at some of the regulars. The cruise in's were a spectacle of blinding chrome and a kaleidoscope of colors. The people were of different backgrounds and wealth. Many of these folks had purchased their cars as rusty ruins and had restored them into showstoppers.
Mark and I walked past the cars, talking with those we knew, admiring cars new to the cruise.
"Linda," I heard before I saw and knew.
I turned around. "Jimmy!" Anything else I might have said caught in my throat.
He looked older, more mature maybe. He had his mop of thick brunette hair tamed into a man's haircut. He had a shadow of a beard, whether on purpose or end of the day, I don't know.
Mark knew the name. I'd told him about Jimmy early on in our friendship. He stuck out his hand, "Hi, I'm Mark," he said and they made their greetings and some small talk. Thankfully. Because I couldn't talk.
I ran into him when I was came back from the ladies room. He was looking at stunning red car with a for sale sign on it. He had filled out from that boy man stage, into a man. His clothing was still casual, but just nicer.
"It's great to see you again, Linda. I've been wanting to stop by the office, but I didn't know what kind of a greeting I'd get. From you or Fluffy," he said smiling.
"I'm working from home mostly and thinking to get rid of the office and just work remote." He nodded.
There didn't seem to be much to say, so we both moved on.
"So that was your ex, eh?" Mark said later.
"Guess you could call him that. I guess. We never really had a relationship. Not really."
"Ah, okay." he said, unconvinced, but dropped it as a good friend would do.
The next few weeks flew by because I had to clear the extra room in my house, then have the office moved. I was able to downsize office furniture so I brought my desk. My plans to keep everything digital had failed miserably and I needed one file cabinet. Fluffy got a window seat with another view and I was done.
Fluffy the guard cat was still working on what to do in her new digs. She could roam the house, but preferred the office, which was a ways from the front door. So when the doorbell rang, she went into arched back fur up mode, but just wasn't sure how to get there.
I was laughing when I opened the door. "Jimmy," I said flatly, no longer laughing.
"Can I come in?" I stepped back, already feeling the rush of emotions and memories. He wore a gray business suit with a creamy yellow tie, and had the air of an executive. "I've been thinking about you since that evening," he said, looking imposing. I leaned back against the door.
"Oh." I just wasn't going there. I'll let him take the lead and try to avoid any land mines.
"You know it wasn't my idea that we stop seeing each other. I wasn't the one that felt you were too old for me, or I was too young for you. Whatever."
"I know. It was my feelings. My decision."
"And who were you to tell me what my feelings are? You had no idea how I felt about you, whether I was bothered by our age difference... Which I wasn't in the least bit, by the way." He took a breath. "You might have killed our relationship, but you know what, you didn't kill my love for you."
I opened my mouth to say something, but nothing came out.
"Yes, I love you. You never even gave me a chance to tell you. I wonder if you'd have believed me. A young college boy having fun with a self proclaimed old woman."
"I never thought that. You were always a man to me, Jimmy. I never thought of you as a college boy." I shook my head." I sighed. "I just didn't want to ruin your life."
He brushed a hair off my face. "You ruined my life by leaving me, Lin. I tried dating and never got past a first date with any of them. All they talked about was wanting kids, wanting a big house, new cars... most everything I wasn't all that interested in. I found I can't relate to people my age."
I watched his lips as he talked and placed my hand flat on his chest. His heart thumped under my hand, his body was hot. I slipped a finger in between the button just to feel his skin and I heard his breath catch.
He placed a hand on the door on each side of me, trapping me. He leaned closer, his lips a breath away. I put my hand on his cheek and kissed him. I remembered how overwhelming our kisses could be. A prelude to sex.
His body captured mine against the door and I had my arms around his neck, angling my head, kissing him deeper, more passionately. We both moaned at the same time. He caught my ass and pulled me against his cock, entrapped in his suit trousers.
Any age difference disappeared, we were two people that needed, and loved each other.
"I love you," I gasped, trying to catch my breath.
"I've been dreaming of you saying that to me," he murmured. "I love you too."
I led him to my bedroom. We were both too far gone and our clothes quickly came off. Our naked bodies came together, so hot, every nerve ending tingled. He guided me down to the bed, his leg between mine.
"You feel so good against me Lin. I need you so much."
I needed him too. Now. Right now. I had to have him inside me. "I'm ready." I wrapped my hand around his throbbing cock and ran the head up and down my wet slit.
He groaned and slowly pushed in. The feeling of my cunt adjusting to his cock nearly sent me over the edge. So intrusive, so hot. As close as you can get to another.
I pushed up and ground against him taking his cock as deep as I could. He supported himself on his elbows and we kissed. Tongues dueling, I traced the edge of his teeth with my tongue and he gently nipped.
His mouth on me and cock in me was amazing. The scent of his maleness, the taste of him, the feel of his solid body under my hands, yet trembling with control as he lay in the cradle of my thighs.
His rhythm was slow and unhurried. His cock was perfectly sized for my cunt. He lifted slightly so his cock would rub my clit as he stroked in. I levered with my heels, meeting him. Needing it harder and faster. My nails dented his ass and I hung on.
He groaned, his control broken, we pounded against each other. We were both loud. The gasps, groans and whimpers made lewd sounds that echoed off my bedroom walls. Our volume increased as we both got closer to climax.
Suddenly the world shifted and I rocketed off, my pussy clenching rhythmically, milking his cock. He shouted, drove deep and pumped into me.
My head on his shoulder, now taking the time to admire his body, I trailed my fingers down his smooth chest.
He fell beside me on the bed, holding me against his side. His chest heaved, starved for air.
My head on his shoulder, I had time to admire his body and trailed my fingers across his smooth chest down to his belly. His cock, still semi hard was nestled with tight fat balls. I will have to do a closer inspection later, I thought wickedly.
So the moral of my story is that I'm just old enough to admit sex is so much better when there's love involved. And having a hot young guy helps.
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I have chosen a most perfect comment from BigPopsHB as the intro for this story. Leave a great comment and you may see yours as the introduction of a new story!
�g"Who should I be with tonight? Dad? Todd? Philippe? Does Philippe have a niece that would play with all of us?" Ready to tune in to the next chapter of this developing sexy soap opera. More, soon, please.�h
I normally make myself busy with pre flight checks, but this time I was relegated to the door. I didn't mind greeting passengers, but some could be so demanding and cranky.
"Hi there, Alessia." The memorable warm male voice reverberated straight to my pussy.
"Todd! I'll be back to chat later."
My usual route was Orlando to Indianapolis and Detroit. I'd switched with another flight attendant needing the time off for their honeymoon. I was on the second leg of a late flight, and would layover in Detroit.
The plane was nearly empty compared to flying into Orlando and I quickly got my work done.
"Great to see you! You had to leave so suddenly, I wasn't able to say goodbye."
He nodded. "I had a chance to finish my degree at a college out west and grabbed the opportunity. I had a job waiting in Detroit after graduation." His impeccably tailored suit indicated he was successful.
We went on to catch each other up. He hadn't been home to see his Mom much because his schedule had been so tight. I explained how my promotion led to flying more than ever along with training.
"Are you flying back tonight?"
"I have a layover in Detroit and a afternoon flight back to Orlando tomorrow."
He leaned nearer, his lips brushed my ear, his breath as hot and moist as a Florida summer. "You can stay with me." Our lust for each other had always simmered on the surface.
His car was parked in a darkened corner of the parking garage. After stowing the bags, he came around the car to open my door. I accidentally brushed against him and found myself powerfully pinned against the the car. He groaned, tipped his head and I was under the full onslaught of a potent kiss.
"Alessia, you always drove me crazy," he rasped and trailed kisses and nips down my neck. His cock was hard and throbbing when I ground into him.
"Your cock is so fucking hot," I murmured, gripping his hair, holding his head to seize control. "Fuck me dammit."
I unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. He yanked my skirt and pushed his fiery flesh against me. Nearly out of control, I wanted him to fuck me right in the public parking garage. I was so hot I wanted him to shove it in me right there against the car. My skirt up around my waist, panties ripped. I didn't care who saw me. I needed it hard and rough.
I had my mouth buried in his neck, sucking and nipping. "Shove it in me. I need it now." I was trembling, sliding my leg up the outside of his, opening wide.
"We can't," he ground out. Car doors slammed, wheeled cases rolling, people talking. "It's too risky, baby."
He opened the door and I collapsed on the seat, my skirt still bunched around my waist. My black thigh high hose were held up by a black satin garter belt. I spread my legs and he saw the ripped thong panties that had worked between my pussy lips. It rubbed my clit creating almost constant waves of pleasure. His cock was obscenely hanging out his fly, an angry red and pulsing.
I knelt on the seat and leaned across the center console. I had to taste him. Anyone walking by could see my ass, high in the air against the window, black garters pulled tight across my naked round globes,the string from my thong between. The same string cut through soft cunt lips and over my clit.
Like a smutty porn scene he laid the seat back, my head in his crotch, getting a blow job in the airport parking deck. I sucked and groaned and vibrated on his cock while strumming my clit. Voices nearby again. He put his hand on my head, but no way would I have stopped.
"Oh fuck... I'm cumming," he growled, his ass lurched up off the seat and drove his cock further into my mouth. I swallowed every drop and licked him clean, careful not to get any on his suit or my uniform.
Still catching my breath, I tugged my skirt down and settled in my seat. "Don't forget your seat belt!" I started giggling because he sat motionless, looking stunned.
"Wait'll I get you home! You just wait!" He laughed.
I knew I was in for a knee quaking fuck because although we'd been in the same bed while his Mom and my Dad fucked, I fucked my Dad, and he fucked his Mom fucked, we never did.
When he got home he called Maddie and told her he had some time and was coming to Orlando. Wanting to be sure my Dad and her were both going to be there, he set a time frame, but no specific time.
"Mmmm, I think you have a plan," I said, picking up the drink he had poured.
"Oh I have plans alright.... Plans for you right now."
He led me into his bedroom that was totally dominated by a king size bed with a massive ornate metal headboard and foot board.
"This is absolutely gorgeous, Todd!" I ran my fingers over the luscious curves of the cool metal.
Like the lines of a voluptuous woman, it was sensuous and curvy. The black iron was satin to the touch and cool, but warming quickly with the heat of your body. Long hip like curves blending into round orbs, then into the long curves of large pendulous breasts. This iron took on a woman's form. Sultry and alluring.
He nodded. "I picked it up at a shop out in Warren. I made three trips to get it all. They said it was from one of the car moguls estate."
"Yessss, I believe it, it's huge," I whispered. I was enthralled with the size. The foot board was actually taller than me, the headboard, even higher.
"I need a shower," he said. "Care to join me?"
His shower was relatively compact, typical for an apartment. But I savored his hard body against mine, and by his reaction, he didn't mind my softness against him.
He lathered soap into a soft froth with his hands. He stroked, caressed, pressured, tickled and fondled me until I trembled. I stroked my hands down his hard body. He was a man that worked out. Muscled worked under his skin as I treated him to the same, fueling the fires.
I petted his chest and teased his nipples, which elicited a surprised moan from him. I smiled. So many men didn't know their nipples were erogenous zones. I squeezed his cock in my slick hands and fondled his fat balls. I stroked up his sides and he pulled me into him.
Our skin slick, nipples rubbed his lightly furred chest. He grabbed my ass and pulled me harder against him. We kissed.. Tongues thrusting, fucking each others mouths, promising what was to come. My nails scored his back, denting his skin when grabbed his hard globes.
"Fuck me," I ground out. I needed his cock inside me.
I stood before the bed. Monstrous. Sexy. Overwhelming. This was a bed for sex. Screaming, clawing, rough, wild humping and bucking animal sex.
I crawled to the foot board, stretched to grab the cool metal. Arms spread wide, knees spread. Wide open to Todd. I had to involve that bed in our sex. It was compelling.
He crawled up behind me and I felt his breath on my wide open cunt. He ran his hands over my ass, between my thighs, down my inner thighs. I whimpered at his teasing. His hands on my ass, I felt his lips brush and then sharp crack of his hand. I cried out.
"Oh god yeah, Todd," I whimpered.
He soothed the red skin, kissing it and nipping and pinching with his teeth. I arched, hanging onto the hard iron. I loved it and I hated it. Stop. Don't stop. Another smack on my ass. And another and another. It was like a lightning bolt straight to my clit. I came in a long wail like I've never heard from myself before. I trembled uncontrollably from the orgasm.
The same on the other ass cheek. I clung to the metal, so cool and smooth. I whimpered for more. He nipped and nibbled hard and slapped my ass into another orgasm. I panted, hanging from the foot board, I couldn't let go. I wouldn't let go.
I felt his steamy breath on me again and moaned for his mouth. I jerked when his tongue prodded my pink rosebud. I felt the tip of his finger pushing, just as he pushed through, he pushed his fingers into my cunt. Filling both holes. I moaned, needing more. Just then he removed his fingers and I softly cried out.
The bed moved behind me. I was still clinging to the iron, my fingers nearly numb.
His cock head stroked my wet slit, teasing my clit. Then came another swat but on my pussy. I jerked and cried out, but I didn't want him to stop. The tip of his cock trailing down my slit. I was wet, but I could feel his pre cum mixing with my juices.
It probed my entrance. The head in, but back out. I sobbed. The head pressured my clit, rubbing it hard. His breathing became heavy. I moved my hands lower so I could push back. My fingers ached. My nipples ached. I trembled every time his cock poked in.
He pushed in a little further and I hissed through my teeth when he pulled back out again. My arms shook from the strain, but I couldn't let go.
This pain. This pleasure. I was somewhere I had never been. I whimpered and moaned, begging for release. I sobbed, needing his cock to fill me. My skin was slick with sweat. My aching tits swayed. Hanging heavy. Feeling full and swollen.
I needed his touch whether it was pain or pleasure.
Suddenly his cock rammed in ball deep and I shouted with relief. The intrusion of his hot throbbing meat drove me into an orgasm. An orgasm so intense my vision dimmed and my hands fell from the foot board.
He held my hips and drove in fast and hard. I rode him harder. Our bodies slammed together. His fingers dug into my hips, then he grabbed my shoulders and held me in place. I knew I'd be bruised but I found pleasure in the pain.
He came loud, his shout echoed through my head, it was with an anguish that I knew was both pleasure and pain. My cunt rhythmically clenched his cock while he poured into me.
I collapsed on the bed and he lay on top of me. I wanted his weight. I wanted his sweat slick skin against mine. I was panting and he was rasping in my ear, his chest pressing into my back with his breaths.
He finally rolled off me, but I just lay there. I was numb from the waves still pounding through me.
"Damn, Alessia," he finally said in a wavering voice. "What the fuck just happened."
"It's this bed."
"It's you baby." The bed was a powerful presence. I felt it. I couldn't let go.
Too paralyzed to move or think about why it affected me, I dozed off.
The smell of coffee always wakes me up. I felt as though I was hungover. Hungover from sex, yes.
I slipped on his white shirt over my nakedness and went looking for him. I had a chance to admire his body. Muscular, but not too much. Like a panther, his muscles moved under his sleek skin.
"Alessia! Hope I didn't wake you up?" He turned and stopped when he saw me in his shirt.
"Hope you don't mind me wearing your shirt."
"Of course not. As long as you don't mind me lusting after you. Again."
I looked down and realized I'd only buttoned one lower button and above that was gaped open. I smiled, brushed past him and poured us both a cup of coffee.
"Alessia, you are the sexiest woman I've ever met. I've never done anything like I did last night. I felt compelled. I'm glad you went along with it," he said, almost apologetically.
"Todd, it was the emotionally satisfying sex I've ever had. You took me to places I never knew existed.. I should be thanking you for helping me discover myself." I stood on tiptoes and kissed him. His tongue dipped in my mouth and I tasted coffee and him.
He slipped his hand in my shirt and caressed my breast. "Mmmm, I guess I better not start anything. You have a flight to get ready for."
I sighed. "Yes, much as I'd love to stay."
"We will soon be meeting in Florida and can do some more catching up," he grinned. "Among other things."
Later that day when I walked to my car in the Orlando parking deck, I remembered what happened in another parking deck not twenty four hours earlier, and an earlier time with my Dad in my SUV on this very parking deck. My panties were soaked by the time I got to my car.
We all had worked out somewhat of a system. Dad would be waiting for me in my apartment when I got home and we'd have whatever time together we wanted. The rest of the time he stayed with Maddie. Philippe stayed in his place of the shop and stayed with me when Dad wasn't here or when I wasn't staying with Dad and Maddie. We'd be adding Todd back into the mixture while he was here.
I got in late and Dad was already in bed sleeping. I loved waking him up. I slowly pulled the sheet back and slipped in next to him. He was on his back and I took a moment to admire his body. He was older man, he was hot, and he was my daddy.
I flicked my tongue across his nipple and he mumbled. I lightly kissed lower, across his stomach. His cock lay on his stomach, semi erect, and I licked from his balls to the tip. He mumbled again, and squirmed. He breathing became slow and even again. I flicked my tongue on the underside of the head and like a snake, it moved on his stomach to get hard..
I think he was also dreaming, because he talked unintelligibly and his head moved from side to side. I probed the hole with my tongue. He groaned louder. Without touching his cock, I dipped my tongue under the tip and sucked the head into my mouth. He groaned louder and his legs were moving, he thrust up and down a couple of times, and whimpered. I slid my lips down to the base and engulfing the whole cock in my hot wet mouth.
He began thrusting again, his hands clenched the sheets. More unintelligible words. My teeth lightly scraped up the shaft and I sucked hard on his cock head, like he loves.
"Oh my god, Lessie, you know how to wake your Daddy up don't you," he said, his voice graveled from sleeping.
"Fuck my mouth, Daddy," I whispered and took his cock into my mouth again. He groaned, wove his fingers through my hair and fucked my mouth. When I felt the first pulse, I pulled off and let him cum on my face and tits.
He gathered me into his arms. "You know what Daddy needs don't you, honey."
I sighed, snuggled into his arms and went to sleep.
I couldn't wait to see Phillippe again and went early, silently entering his apartment. I left a trail of clothes to his bed. The light was dim, but not so dark I couldn't see another form in bed with him. Philippe was spooned against someone else.
I didn't know what to do. Run out. Confront him now. Or... Phillippe rustled and rolled on his back, and saw me standing by the bed.
"Cherie! You are home!" He held out his arms but I didn't join him. The sheet moved next to him and slipped away. AT the same time I discovered who was in bed with him, he said, "This is my lover too, but not to take your place mon amour."
A version of Phillippe sat up in bed, the sheet falling, pooled in his lap. He began speaking French, and I shook my head. Phillippe spoke to him in French.
"I told him you don't speak French, but unfortunately that's all he knows," he shrugged. "Communication will be a problem I'm afraid."
My head was spinning. I find Phillippe in bed with another man and he is casual about it. He never mentioned he was bisexual and I was a bit shocked.
Just then, the other guy got out of bed and strolled to the bathroom, the same swinging cock. "Is he your brother?" I asked, my voice raising octaves.
"Yes yes! He is here on a visit. We have been lovers. Now come cherie, I need to feel your body next to mine." He tugged me into his bed.
I snuggled into his naked body, still a bit stunned at the situation. "Is your brother gay or bisexual?"
"He laughed. "He is quite a ladies man! Like me, he would never give up women."
He laid back down on the other side of Phillippe and smiled, saying something in French. "You look as though you could be twins!"
"We are cherie! He say's you are a very beautiful woman, unlike most American women." He laughed. "Are you okay that I'm bisexual," he asked sincerely.
"Yes! I have no problem with it. A good friend is married to a bisexual man and tells me about their fun."
"Oh? And it aroused you?"
"It did." I admitted. "I have fantasies."
"About you being with two men." I nodded.
I was slightly embarrassed to admit it, but after my self discovery journey with Todd, why not.
His brother rolled to his back. "His cock looks like yours too!" He laughed. "Yes it does doesn't it. His name is Alain. Communication might be a problem, but he is respectful of women as am I."
"You are yes."
I sat us and crawled over Phillippe to lay between them. Alain smiled and rolled to his side. He spoke whispered French while stroking my face. He was very seductive. Philippe rolled to his side and fondled my breasts. They pulled my legs over theirs, spreading me wide. I should have been embarrassed to be like this in front of an unknown, but I wasn't.
Their hands were all over my body, caressing and stroking. I was highly aroused and my hips rocked. Both of their hands went to my pussy, and it was strangely erotic, two hand doing totally different things since they belonged to two different people.
"Mmmm," I moaned. Fingers stroked through the folds of the inner lips of my cunt. They were delicate, but knew where to touch to get my response.
"Cherie, I must be inside you. It has been to long and my cock needs to be inside you."
He rolled between my thighs, his cock immediately searching for entry. I was wet and ready . "Fuck me now, Phillippe."
He pushed in slowly giving my cunt time to adjust to his size. My own man from porn movies, I thought. And his brother. He lay on me, supporting himself enough that I don't get his full weight.
He groaned and began to speak French. He spread his legs and I lifted his my thighs over his. Alain's fingers brushed my pussy and I realized he was fondling his brother.
"Is he fondling your balls?" Phillippe moaned and nodded.
"Mmmm," I whispered, the idea of it was so erotic. "I want him to rub your ass. Then I want him to bite and nibble on your ass."
"Cherie you're killing me," he said, but repeated it to Alain.
He moved between our legs and Phillippe's cock began twitching inside me and he growled.
"Suck on his balls," I said and Phillippe repeated.
"Mon amour, his mouth on my balls while my cock is buried in your hot cunt..." He gasped and I felt Alain's fingers at the base of his cock, and pressing against my clit.
Phillippe cock pulsed inside me while his brother fondled us both.
"I want him to fuck you while you're inside me."
"Alessia... Are you sure?" I nodded. He shared it with Alain and he replied excitedly. Philippe adjusted his position and I felt his weight bear down when Alain mounted him.
The both groaned as Alain pressed into Phillippe. Alain began fucking him and stroking my thighs. It was a most erotic experience. Every time Alain drove into Phillippe, his cock went deeper in me.
Phillippe said something and Alain backed off so he could fuck me and ride Alain's cock at the same time. Phillippe face was desire and passion. He was full, getting pleasure and giving pleasure. We were locked together in sexual pleasure. In the most immoral of passions.
An intense orgasm racked through my body. I whimpered long and loud and Phillippe cock exploded in me. He growled loud as he locked in deep and pumped. Hearing us Alain drove in and came hard.
After we all caught your breath, I lay between the brothers. Alain stroked my face and softly spoke French, occasionally brushing my lips with his.
"I think he's falling in love with you," Phillippe said, smiling.
"You're not jealous are you?"
"Non! Non! I'm enjoying see you like this with him."



I left a note before sneaking out early morning. Todd would be arriving and we'd be putting our plan in action. I had to prepare.
I sent Dad to Maddie's for the day and night, saying I had a lot to do since I'd been away. When Todd got there, we decided to shower so we'd be fresh for our plan.
"I can't quit thinking about that night at my apartment," he whispered, holding me close under the warm waterfall.
"I've thought about it often too, Todd." I smoothed my hand over his wet skin. His eyes darkened and although I badly wanted him, we had to wait. "I feel we have more to explore maybe."
"Yes. Yes. I think so too." I wrapped my hand around his neck, my tits pressed against his chest. He stroked my back, shoulder to ass, holding me tight against him. He took me in a passionate kiss, steamy, tongue dueling sucking kiss. We moaned into each others mouths, and wanted more.
"I want you so bad but we have to wait. I don't want us to be rushed. There's so much to talk bout, to do. I want to explore this."
He nodded. "Yes, I do too. It has to be just us."
We toweled off and put on robes. Todd helped me cream and soften and we almost succumbed to each other again.
It was late and we knew Maddie and Dad would be in bed by now. Todd used his key to quietly unlock the door and we tiptoed in, dropping our robes along the way. We waited until our eyes adjusted to the darkness.
They were laying on top of the covers. Maddie was spooned behind Dad. We slipped into bed and slid close to their naked bodies.
Todd's cock slipped between his Mom's ass cheeks. I lay face to face with dad, putting my leg over his hip.
The both began to wake up, and knew it was us in their bed immediately.
"Mmmm, I think my beautiful naked daughter is in bed with us, Maddie."
"And I think my handsome horny son is in bed with us as well."
I giggled and Todd laughed. "Are you happy to see your offspring?" I said.
"Let me show you how much," Daddy whispered, putting my hand on his hardening cock.
Todd told Maddie, "And let me show you how much I missed you." Maddie rolled to her back. "Mmmm those luscious tits," he said, taking her nipple in his mouth.
I was up on my knees and leaned over Dad to kiss Maddie.
She trailed her fingers over my face, "I've missed you my love. Very much." Her soft lips pressed against mine and we tasted and explored.
I softly trailed my fingers around her breast. Between Todd's mouth and my caresses, she moaned, and arched. Dad was up and behind me. I wanted. No. I needed him.
"Yes Daddy, I need you to fuck me." I took Maddie's other nipple and my mouth and plucked at it with my teeth, moaning as his cock filled my cunt."Oh Daddy," I moaned.
Todd crawled between her legs. She whimpered when he slid into her and I sucked harder on her nipple and kneaded her soft fleshy tit. Daddy was fucking me and I was loving on Maddie. Todd reached under me and fondled my swaying tits.
He leaned over for a kiss and I nipped his lower lip. Hard. Reminding him. His eyes darkened with lust. "Yeah baby, yeah. Soon." he whispered.
"Mmmm you guys..." he said to Todd and I. "We want to watch you two fucking." ''
Maddie gasped, "Yes we do.... You two together... So hot for us to watch you..." she said, breathless. "Oh god Todd, I'm cumming," He began slamming into her on his own way to orgasm. Dad exploded into me at the same time. Family orgasms.
Maddie cradled an out of breath Todd in her arms. "You were hot for mama tonight." He answered, but it was muffled in her cleavage.
Dad and Maddie were up early leaving Todd and I to sleep. I got up to pee and coming out of the bathroom, ran right into Todd on his way in. I moved to the side and he did too.
"I came for you." He closed the door behind us.
He backed me against the door, leaning on it, effectively trapping me against him. We were both naked from the night and his cock dug into my stomach as his hard rod pressed into me. We kissed. Hard sucking kisses. Biting and nipping. Rough and raw.
He grabbed my thighs and lifted and opened me to his marauding cock. He drove in hard. We grunted and gasped. I dug my nails in his back and nipped his earlobe. He jerked hard, his cock stabbing deeper.
"Fuck me dammit," I growled in his ear. My skin was sweaty and sticking to the door and puling every time he ground into me. My legs wrapped around him, heels digging in his ass. He reached between us and pinched my nipple. Hard. My orgasm surged through me as he battered my cunt, exploding, burying his face in my neck growling.
He slowly lowered me to my feet. Chests heaving, gasping for air. Our eyes were locked. It was dark sex. Rough and hard. And I loved it. I kissed him softly and slipped out of the bathroom.
Since Todd was here for a few days, I took time off from work. Everyone had gone their separate ways and usually I would have had Phillippe here but I didn't want to take him away from is visiting brother. I got ready and slipped a light coat on.
Disappointed, I found the shop closed so I went up the stairs. I greeted Alain, and looked for Phillippe. Alain indicated he had stepped out to pick up some packages.
I couldn't help but stare at Alain. He was identical, and if I would not hear their voices, I would not know them apart. He held his arms open to me, waving me into the apartment. I wavered. It was not Phillippe but he was so familiar I reacted to him. I unbuttoned the coat and let it slip from my shoulders.
His face went from surprise to lust as his eyes roamed my body. I was wearing a lingerie outfit I had purchased on my first visit to the shop.
My C cup tits rested plump and round on the white lace shelf bra. A hint of nipple peeked above and my nipple was a shadow behind the gossamer lace.
I wore a matching garter belt with satin bows centered on my thigh, front and back. A matching thong panty was small and dipped in between my damn cunt lips in front, and was a narrow ribbon that disappeared between my ass cheeks.
White thigh high nylon hose had a floral embellishment on each ankle. On my feet were White, spike heels. They had an open toe peep.
Alain had been softly speaking French the whole time. He picked me up and carefully laid me on the bed then looked at me so adoringly. His loose sleep pants jutted out in front. Alain has the same huge porn actor cock that Phillippe has, I mused.
I raised up on my knees and hooked my fingers in his waist and tugged the pants down. His cock hung low, backed by the same fat balls as Phillippe's.

I took his cock in my hand and stroked. He murmured more French and wove his fingers through my hair. I leaned over and lapped the pre cum, shiny on the head.
I looked up as I ran my tongue around the ridge and probed the hole. I remembered Phillippe telling me that women were afraid of his size and he never had a real blow job. I wrapped my lips around the head and was able to get the head in my mouth.
Alain gasped, babbling more that I couldn't understand, but was still arousing. I sucked on the head, rasped my tongue across the smooth tip, while I firmly stroked his cock. His hands were on my shoulders. Feeling my teeth lightly grazing, he trembled. His moans grew louder and I stroked and fondled his balls. His hips lurched and he began growling louder. I tugged on his balls when I felt the first surge through his cock. He shouted and his fingers dug into my shoulders as he exploded on my tits.
Philippe walked in just then, hearing Alain shouting and white pearls splattered on my tits.
"Mmmm I wish I'd have been here for the whole show, but what I did see of it...." he said, and I could tell he was fully aroused already.
Alain had found his breath and leaned over and gave me a most loving kiss. He then said something to Phillippe, and he nodded.
"He said you are the first one to ever put your mouth on his cock. It was most exciting to him, cherie." He took a loud breath, remembering his cock in my mouth. "And he also said just as he started to come, you did something to his balls? That it intensified his orgasm?"
"Ah yes," I said, recalling that I tugged on his balls. "I will surprise you with that someday soon my renard argenté ."
"You have two renard argenté now mon amour." Yes, I have three silver foxes, I thought to myself.
Phillippe had to open the shop to appointments, but complimented my lingerie and asked about modeling for the shop. I didn't have to think about it and agreed immediately. We would set up a time.
When I arrived back to the apartment, Maddie was in the pool. I told her I'd join her in a few minutes and I swapped lingerie for bikini.
"I think everyone here is gone," Maddie said, waving her hand as I stepped into the pool. "My love. So sexy."
I went over to her. "Mama, is so sexy," I said brushing her lips with mine. She moaned and pulled me close for a steamy kiss. "It has been so long for us!"
The water was neck deep and I looked at her voluptuous tits, distorted even bigger under the water.
"I remember you got this bikini that day."
I traced my finger around the tiny triangle, barely able to cover her aureole. The hardening nipple poked out of the filmy fabric obscenely. I heard her breath hitch when I did the same to the other nipple.
"I've missed your touch, Alessia."
I stroked my fingers on the sensitive undersides of her breasts. The tiny triangle was only centered and left the rest of her round full breasts bare. Like a band aid on a basketball.
"You know there is something about the mystery." I mused. "These barely cover your nipples, yet I think that makes it much sexier than nothing. At least to start. It's like unwrapping a package."
I continued to fondle her tits. They were lighter and bouncier in the water. She moaned when the water swirled around her tits, floating and bouncing. I was always fascinated with Maddie's double D tits. That fact they were natural made all the difference. They were heavy and hung with weight, but her nipples was centered high, making the plump globes upturned.
"You have me quite hot, my love. I love how you love my breasts. It turns me on immensely."
"Mama, they are quite beautiful. You are the first woman I've ever been with. You knew that. I've never had this intense of sexual feelings for anyone before."
"I think it happens like that between women."
She caressed my breasts with the back of he fingers. The light touch aroused me quickly. I kissed her, dipping into her mouth to taste her. We went into each others arms, our breasts mashed together. My nipples ached and I rubbed them against her. We had both ditched our tops and was nipples to nipples. Our legs twined together, thighs tight against cunts.
I ground against her thigh and rubbed mine into her pussy. We gasped in each others mouths, cumming and easing the ache we have for each other.
We had just righted our tops when Todd appeared. "Looks like I missed all the fun!"
I watched the swelling in his pants. "I have some things I have to do, but I'm sure someone else can show you some fun." Maddie laughed.
We both came out of the pool, water running down our bodies. "Mmmm, glad I didn't miss this show."
Maddie grabbed him by the hand, and said, "Come with me you naughty boy!"
Maddie started the shower. "I have to get this chlorine off me from the pool first, Todd," she called out.
Not long and the shower door opened and Maddie turned to Todd, already highly aroused.
"Is this what your mama does to to you?" She gazed at his cock, lewdly pointing right at her.
"That and more, mama."
They lathered their hands and caressed and fondled balls and breasts and cock and pussy. Nothing went ignored. Todd pulled Maddie into him, his cock slipping between her thighs.
"Not here son, lets go to bed and fuck."
His cock jerked at her words, rough and obscene. Maddie had a lot of foreplay with Alessia in the pool and had Todd rolling on the bed with her, getting even more worked up.
"Mmmm mama, I don't know what got into you but you are on fire," her murmured, laying on top of her, nuzzling her neck.
Her nails dug into his ass and he growled. She squeezed harder and got a louder response from him. They kissed harder and her nails scored his back.
"Oh god mama," he moaned. Knowing he was getting out of control and didn't want to do that with her.
He rolled her on top. "Ride me mama. I need you on my cock."
She straddled him, and slid up and down his cock. She bent over, her long flaming hair floated on his chest. Suddenly he yelped when she lightly bit his nipple. His cock throbbed hard beneath her. She sat back up and scored her nails down his chest. He arched, his groans echoing the room.
She raised up and held his cock up and quickly slammed down, taking it deep in one stroke. She rode him hard. Her tits bouncing, hair flying, lewdly grunting and gasping.
"Oh god yeah," he groaned loud. "Don't stop mama. You look so fucking hot." She was wildly bouncing on his cock, out of control, heading for her own release while her cunt milked him.
"Oh Todd," she shouted. He felt her cunt rhythmically gripping his cock and that sent him over the edge.
She collapsed on his chest, exhausted. She discovered a new side to her son and she liked it. It began a suspicion about him and Alessia and it made her smile.
Alessia planned a spa day for herself. Phillippe had set up a day for her to model for his shop and she wanted to be flawless. While she lay there being creamed and polished, she thought about the event Phillippe planned.
He had many wealthy customers. Orlando was able to well support a specialized shop such as his. The lingerie and swimwear was all brought over from France and was intended for high end clientele. Men often wanted private showings when purchasing for their women. Philippe explained they just didn't have the imagination to see their women wearing the items.
He was somewhat concerned that some may want to get touchy. I told him I would be able to handle it, and would he be bothered by it. I mean it would be for the good of the shop after all. After I reassured him I wouldn't run off with one of the rich men, he gave me the go ahead to deal with them as I pleased.
There were be a short runway that was well lit to enable them to see what I was wearing. They would be throughout the store, among the racks. That would give them some amount of privacy from the other clients. I agreed that was the best way to set it up.
Phillippe was in the dressing room arranging the outfits I was to wear. "Cherie!" he said, taking me into his arms. "Ma copine."
He fussed for my comfort until I sent him out to the floor to prepare for the clients.
I sifted through the clothing, a mixture of lingerie and swimwear. My 36C weren't going to be well covered today, I thought, laughing to myself. I was glad the light bruises from Todd had disappeared. I was able to keep them concealed from the others, not knowing how they'd feel about Todd and I.
I was ready in my first lingerie outfit when Phillippe came back. "Ah you are ready mon amour! You look beautiful," he whispered. "There are a number of men throughout the store. The turn out is very good!" he said excitedly.
I walked the lighted runway, then stepped down to begin the rest of the show. The shop was dark, the only light being from the runway. The men were in shadows because they were seated. It was extremely erotic.
Some just looked, had me turn, and nodded thanks.
One opened the gossamer black floor length robe to see the matching gown underneath. That I had nothing on underneath was clear. My large breasts were supported in the black sheer, plunging into a deep V held up by thin straps. I opened the robe and let it slip off my shoulders. He lightly brushed the back of his fingers over my nipples to harden them. My lips parted breathing in at his touch, pushed my breasts towards him.
"So beautiful," he murmured. "I want this for my lover." I nodded and moved on.
I was clearly aroused as I went to other clients. Some barely looked and ordered, others inspected closely. Some touched, others not.
Champagne flowed freely and I was back on the runway in the next outfit. I noticed more had filtered in while I changed. This time there were appreciative murmurs. The alcohol had loosened them a bit I thought, amused.
This outfit was provocative, surely sexually arousing. Thigh high black sharp heeled boots. Black fishnet hose and a black lace up bustier. The crotch snapped, for convenience I mused. The boned cups pushed my tits up into high globes. My nipples were barely covered by the edge of the cups. Every breath shoved my tits higher and threatened to pop my nipples free. The rear view showed my ass covered in the black fishnet.
I stepped off the runway and began stalking, dominatrix style. I spotted one that had reacted. I stood in front of him and put my pointy toed boot on the chair between his legs. He looked down and gasped. I tipped my foot so the sharp toe barely grazed the fat bulge in the crotch of his pants.
I stalked between the racks to another than I heard respond. I stood in front of him and put my knee on the chair between his legs. His face was in line with my overflowing tits and I bent over so his nose was in the valley of my cleavage. He slid his hands up my thighs and around to my ass and began squeezing.
I whispered in his ear, "You are a very naughty boy."
"Yes I am," he replied. I slipped my hand under his suit jacket and pinched his nipple. Hard. Her jerked. "Thank you," he said.
Beginning to have fun with this, I hunted my next prey. It was easy. It was obvious who was into it, the others just appreciative of the sexy clothing.
Phillippe was talking before I even got into the dressing room. "Cherie! We are selling out. Everything you're wearing is selling out. I have Alain helping to take orders. You are so hot you're seducing them into purchasing!" He gave me a hug.
I modeled three more outfits, each time noticing an increase in the amount of men present. Phillippe told me they were calling their rich friends to come in.
The next outfit would have been tacky had it not for the fact it was designed and made in France. It was by far the most expensive. The white gown flowed to the gown and floated around my feet when I walked. The shelf bodice held my tits high and round in a sheer white. The body of the gown was opaque white silk and had a train. A sheer floor length bridal veil with rhinestone crown completed my outfit.
The crowd reaction was stunning when they saw me in this outfit with a baby bump. There was much murmuring from the men. A pregnant bride.
Even though it was fake, some ran their hands over my belly reverently. Some said nothing, just asked me to turn. Most had their hands on their crotches.
"I would love to impregnate you, beautiful," one whispered. He cupped my breasts and thumbed my nipples. "These would be so heavy and full and leaking. So full of milk." He massaged my breasts causing a nipple to pop out.
I leaned forward a bit and he took my nipple into his mouth. I felt the vibrations of his quiet moans. I slipped my thigh between his open legs and pressed on the throbbing bulge. He panted and I applied more pressure. That was all it took. His body shook. He latched on to my breast to muffle his orgasm.
"You will be a beautiful bride and mama," he whispered smiling.
I continued around the room, surprised at the enthusiasm for the faux baby bump.
"Phillippe, how did you know that a baby bump would be so popular?!"
He shrugged.
I was groped and fondled, but they were always gentlemen. At this point, it was standing room only and I had more than a few bulges press into me. I trailed my hand appreciatively over them.
Next was swimwear. At least I had some cover, even if it was transparent. Bikinis were barely there, and often more bare. Especially French design.



I had fun on the runway with them. Most were thong back, and I bent over and looked between my legs. Some had such a narrow piece between my legs that it settled in between my lips, baring my pussy for all. The more bikinis I wore, the more aroused I became. Phillippe had arranged the more modest suits to start, then into the barely there.
I noticed one man that had shown much interest in the swimwear. He sat off to the side, in darker shadow. Th e bikini was a Caribbean blue and spike heeled pumps elongated my legs and showed of muscles. The thong was nestled in my ass.
I walked up to to him and sat, straddling his thigh. His white teeth gleamed in a grin. "I've been wanting to do this all day," he said, cupping my ass in his hands. He pulled me closer until my inner thigh was pressed against his hot and bulging crotch.
"Have you had your hand in your pants?" He seemed surprised by my question but quickly recovered.
"Yes I have. You have had my cock hard since the first moment I saw you today." steadily increased and decreased pressure. "Are you trying to make me cum?"
I knew I was crossing way over the line. I rocked my crotch forward on his thigh, creating more pressure on his throbbing bulge. "I just want to make sure you're enjoying the show."
The next bikini was micro and didn't even cover my nipples. "This is maybe too exposing for you, cherie?" Phillippe asked, concerned. I quickly told him about how I'd maybe gone over the line with the last client and that I was becoming more of an exhibitionist.
He chuckled. "He ordered one of each thing you've modeled today. You can give him extra service if you'd like." He hugged me. "As far as showing your body off, you create pleasure for men mon amour. Never stop doing that if that is your pleasure as well."
Hands on my hips, 36C's high and firm showing off the beginning of the micro bikinis. These suits made no apology as to their intention. They were designed to titillate, tantalize and turn on. There was a certain relief at Phillippe's indulgence of me. I loved him and did not want to do anything to endanger our relationship.
I knew the impossibly high red heels made my legs lo0k longer and sleeker. The tiny red triangles preened at the center of my breast, not quite concealing what was underneath. Thin red straps wrapped around my sides and tied in the back, the others behind my neck. The red triangle at my thigh juncture played peek a boo with the smooth shaved lips, making no pretense of coverage. The red was a warning that this bikini was for adults only.
There was a lot of stirring and throat clearing while I strutted the short runway. Most of these men had arrived at the beginning and sat through the onslaught of their senses. They were agitated and horny. Some had touched me, others wanted to. I knew this bikini would likely be the breaking point for many of them.
Not weeks ago I wouldn't have considered doing this. I changed after the sex I had with Todd on his bed. I could let myself go. I was I felt unbridled lust when I had sex with anyone now. I felt wild and free. I was the one that did most of the touching, much to the men's delight. I was sending them home to their woman ready to make love.
Phillippe gave me a shell pink silk robe to wear after the show. I sashed it at the waist and went back out. Most had left but a few of the men lingered. Some, still discussing their orders with Phillippe.
"You are lovely, dear. I very much enjoyed your appearance." The voice was older and I turned to a handsome gentleman that was probably in his early eighties, judging by his face. His body had been well taken care of, his grooming was impeccable.
I smiled sincerely. "Thank you so much. I'm glad you enjoyed it!" I hugged him.
A glass of champagne appeared I front of me. It was from a man I remembered from the darker shadows of the shop, that had been there from the beginning. We were currently very near where he was sitting.
"Thank you! Did you enjoy the show?"
"I did. Very much thanks to you." I smiled and nodded at Philippe who indicated he was going to his office at the back of the shop. "Do you have to go?"
"No no, he doesn't need me."
He ran his finger up and down the front edge of the lapel of my robe. "I sensed you have a wild side, beautiful lady. Maybe something you're just discovering in yourself."
I opened my mouth to reply, but couldn't. How could this man read me so quickly. He stroked down the valley between my breasts watching my nipple harden and poke through the fine silk.
"How would you know anything about me?"
His touch was like a butterfly on my skin. "Your decolletage holds a mystery, stirring a man's fantasy. Sometimes it's what's underneath that's more erotic. Makes a man strive to unwrap the package." He tugged at the sash of my robe and it fell wide open as though at his will.
The sudden breeze was cooling on my skin and I shivered. He smiled and said, "I am glad I can arouse you even a for a moment like you aroused the room full of men today."
I licked my dry lips before speaking. "That's very nice of you to say. The ability to arouse others is something I'm learning to do."
"I think that you are at the end of your lessons." He smiled and closed my robe and I know he saw the disappointment on my face. I don't know what I wanted, or expected of him, but I didn't want it to end.
He handed me his card. "I own a private club in downtown Orlando. Call me." He brushed his lips on mine and was gone.
More discoveries. I was not a young girl and was looking at forty years old in a few years. Women my age don't get this attention. Just young girls.
It was a paradox I went back to work with. I had a full schedule with layovers for two weeks and was anxious to get back.
While I had been gone, Todd was moving from Detroit to the empty apartment next to mine.
"Alessia!" Maddie wrapped me in her arms and gave me not so innocent hug and kiss. "I've missed you so much my love. Come with me!"
She took my hand and guided me into the empty apartment next to mine. "Guess who moved here with us!" The first thing I saw through the open bedroom door was that bed. I stared. She pulled me into his bedroom and excitedly exclaimed, "Isn't this bed just gorgeous! I didn't think my Todd had such exquisite taste!"
Todd walked into the room. It was as though a video played on fast forward was spinning through my head. Everything. All the emotions, all the feelings, all the pain and all the pleasure throbbed through my body.
"Welcome back, Alessia," Todd said, breaking the silence. He went on to talk but I didn't hear anything through the ringing in my ears. That bed. I remembered where my hands were. The feel of the cool iron.
"I'm so glad you'll be around, Todd," I said, finding my voice. We locked eyes and so much was said without a word.
"Me too."
I showered and considered the addition to the apartment group. We had few turnovers. Everyone loved it here and stayed. It was empty because one of the gay couple was offered a lucrative transfer and they moved.
After I was done, I slipped a robe on and under cover of darkness tapped on Todd's door. He was there, expected me and was prepared.
,
"I'm so damn happy you're here," I said, stepping into his arms. He slammed me against the door, kissing me wildly. He squeezed my ass under the robe and grabbing me by the back of this thigh, pulled my leg up. I was wide open.
He grunted, trying to shove his shorts down. I rocked my hips into him to hurry. He lifted me and plunged his cock in my cunt.
We growled and grunted and fucked like wild animals. I was braced against the wall and wrapped my legs around him. He drove in faster and harder.
"God yeah fuck me hard. Pound me with your fat cock. So hot it's burning my cunt. Slam it in me...." A string of lewd words continued as I begged and cajoled him, got lo and obscene, dug my nails in his skin, scraped my nails down his back. Hard rasping breathing reverberated sounding like an orgy in a porn movie.
He kept grinding against my clit. Suddenly he pinched my nipple hard, painfully and I was propelled into an out of body orgasm. H fucked me faster getting closer to his own release.
"Oh fuck Alessia," he growled and shouted with each pump of his cock.
My feet dropped to the floor and he held me up until I legs would support me. Suddenly he picked me up and laid me on that bed and collapsed beside me.
"This fucking bed started it all," I murmured.
"And tonight you started it all. You know my balls ached for you after I saw you this afternoon," he stated. "I'm still hard for you you know."
I rolled to my side and put my head on his shoulder. "You are!" And I realized the flame was re lit.
"You are a tigress. You're in my head, Alessia. I've never been like this. I"m out of control when I'm with you. It's an intensity I've never had."
I nodded. "Yes, what I have with you is different. I've never wanted to do any of the things I want to do with you. I didn't know how pain and pleasure could work off of each other."
He gathered me close, and I threw my leg over him. His cock trapped under my soft thigh.
"I don't know how far you want to take this," he said hesitantly.
"I've been thinking about this and I think we should go as far as either one of us wants. We will stop when one of us wants to stop. No questions asked."
"Oh baby you got my balls aching for you again."
After awhile I got up and stood in front of the headboard and held on, "Tie me up."
"Really?"
I nodded.
"I did some research and got some toys, they call them."
"Do it!"
He secured my hands with a quick release tie. After that he covered my yes with a silk scarf. I was already unbelievably aroused and we hadn't even started.
He ran his hands over my body, and I squirmed and moaned. It was even more arousing because I wasn't able to touch him, which made me realize how much I loved bringing pleasure to him.
I twisted and shouted with the sudden crack on my ass. "Oh my god yeah," I moaned.
"You have been a naughty girl and must be punished."
"Yes I am. Naughty." Bracing for another for another shop of pain pleasure.
Instead, his hands are caressing my breasts. He suckled an nibbled and nipped. I moaned and thrust my chest out and got another crack across my ass. He pinched my nipple long and hard and I felt another kind of pinch. Pain and pleasure pulsed through me as he applied the nipple clamps.
I squirmed, hanging an twisting my my tie. "Ohhhhhhh," I whimpered over and over. Finally the pain gave way to intense pleasure. Like I've never had before.
"Todd," I whimpered. I felt the heat of his body near me. His finger stroked between my legs. "Ohhhhhh," I whispered needing him to touch me there.
"Do you need this baby?" I moaned, nodding. He pushed the tip of his finger into my entrance. "Here?"
"Oh god yes... Todd..... Need you so bad.... " He kissed me and I bit his lip. He yelped, more from the shock.
"You are a very bad girl." I heard the sound of a vibrator. "This is what you're going to get in that steaming cunt." He stopped he vibration and shoved it in my cunt.
I groaned at the intrusion. "Need your cock."
"You'll get it." He pulled the blindfold off and I blinked.
He stood in front of me stroking his cock. I watched him, licking my lips. He adjusted the clamps on my nipples and the pain overwhelmed me until the pleasure took over.
He squirted lube in his hand and rubbed it into his cock. I realized then he was going to assfuck me. Every nerve stood on end.
He lubed my ass well and turned me away from the bed, getting behind me. The head of his dick teased my rosebud, relaxing it and the slowly pushing in. I automatically swung away from him, from the pain. He held my hips and pushed in more and stopped.
My body began getting use to the invasion and I pushed back. He groaned and slipped in ball deep.
"Oh god yeah, Todd," I rasped, not recognizing my own voice.
Todd shouted and cock pulsed inside me. I shuddered with the heat, the pain and pleasure, all my senses were on high alert.
He pulled the wrist ties and carried me to the bed. He carefully removed the nipple clamps and we collapsed, exhausted.
Neither of us noticed the girl watching us from the door.
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Me, my daughter and a MILF. Lots of sex and various adventures in this one. Just where my characters wanted to go. There are a few twists and turns along the way though! Dad loves to fuck his college age daughter and discovers way more than he expected!
"Daddy, you need a girlfriend in your bed!" I was home on summer break from college and all he did was hang around the house. He was an architect that worked from home, so even work didn't get him out.
"I beg your pardon!?" He looked up from his laptop, peering over reading glasses.
"Your hair needs cut. You haven't been out of the house in forever. You're looking at those porn sites all day! You need a woman."
"I have let myself go a bit I guess, but I don't see where it has anything to do with it. And those sex sites are for entertainment. Most men like looking at sexy women."
"That's my point! You need one to look at in real life." I was exasperated. "I'm taking you for a haircut tomorrow. Get you cleaned up," I grumbled.
He submitted, and we set a time. While he was at work, I went through his closet and tossed out all the torn, stained, ripped, ugly clothes. We would stop to do some shopping afterwards.
After I'd finished downsizing my Dad's wardrobe, I wanted to go see my old ballet teacher. We became close friends after starting with her as a student.
I stood back in the shadows for a bit to watch her lead the class. She was classic Audrey Hepburn, Long neck, supple body, big doe eyes. She hadn't changed. She had little cupcake breasts that appeared bigger on her small frame. But she was tall and exquisite, and about the age my mom would have been.
She dismissed the class and turned to see me. She yelped, ran over and nearly knocked me down.
"Patsyyyyyyyy! Oh god I've missed you," she said hugging me tightly.
"And I you, Claire! You look ravishing as always."
"Can you have lunch with me now?" We agreed to meet at a small cafe downtown.
"How's Millie?"
"Millie is Millie. My daughter and I still don't have the best relationship." I nodded, understanding. She often told me she would love me as her daughter. "How is your Dad?"
"He has let himself go. Doesn't go out much. Doesn't socialize. It has been a long time since Mom died and it's time he moved on. In fact I'm taking him for a much needed haircut and clothes shopping. I told him he needs a woman!" We laughed.
"I remember your Dad well. He was quite handsome and charming. I always wondered how your mom kept him from straying. But today in his situation... Maybe he doesn't know what to do. When we are married for so long, we forget how to meet others, what to say, what to do. I'm still unsure and my husband divorced me five years ago."
"I suppose you could be right." I noticed men stealing glances at Claire. She always got a lot of attention because of her natural classic beauty. "So do you have a man?"
"No, nobody to even talk about. Men my age are just so old. They seem like my grandpa." We both laughed. "But hey, will you have time to dance this summer?"
"I'm planning on it! I can't wait to get back to the barre. I'd hoped to fit dance in between college classes, but this semester was just crazy."
"Sometimes we have to prioritize in life and it's not always the way we like. After the divorce, I lost my way for a while. I realized I'd lost dancing. Somehow, at that time, it'd become unimportant to me. Once I realized that, my life changed."
A good looking man approached the table. "Excuse me, but aren't you Miss Claire, my daughter's ballet teacher?" She nodded, stood up and hugged him and they went on to discuss all the accomplishments of his little ballerina.
I smiled to myself remembering how Claire was a hugger, a toucher. Some people don't like to be touched by others. I always felt sorry for them. It's just another important part of human communication, and they were missing so much of the warmth that was exchanged, just by a touch.
My dad took me to classes. My mom was often too sick to do it. Although I'm sure he was bored, he stayed to watch and encourage me. I took ballet until I left for college, but began driving myself when I got my license.
"Dad it's a unisex hair salon in the mall, not a barbershop. We're going to the mall. Besides, we need to do some clothes shopping for you."
I hoped that his style sense would kick back in. He used to be a sharp dresser and always well groomed. Some of my girlfriends crushed on him. One of them often stopped by the house to have him help her with college classes for architecture.
He was still grumbling about the salon in the mall when we walked out the door.
"Dad, did you... You know... Mess around with Brianna?" His grip on the steering wheel tightened and I saw the muscle in his jaw tense.
"Ummm, why would you ask that? Would it bother you if we had messed around, as you call it?"
I took a moment to think about it. "No, not really bothered. I actually think it would be sorta cool. And lots of girls like older men. I have an older professor that's pretty hot."
"Okay, TMI," he said laughing. "Just don't lose focus on your studies."
"Oh I won't, I want to keep up my scholarship!"
"Patsy, I know you're in college and going to date. I don't even have reservations about you seeing an older man, as long as you face the reality of the future with someone older."
I put him in the capable hands of a stylist and waited out front in the mall. I loved people watching and malls were the best places for that.
"My dad says I'm not supposed to talk to strangers," I said to a stunningly handsome man that just walked up.
"Very funny very funny."
"Holy crap dad you are drop dead gorgeous."
"Yeah yeah yeah, let's go shop for those clothes you think I so desperately need."
I couldn't quit staring at him. Because he'd let his hair get so overgrown, she had a lot to work with and gave him a totally different style than he'd always worn. It made an amazing difference.
He did seem to have a different energy and began choosing shirts probably better than I'd have chosen. I just followed along and only interjected when he asked.
We stopped for a mall lunch.
"You almost look like a different person, Dad." I was still staring and he was getting embarrassed but I didn't care.
His jet black hair was thick and she had given him a longer, more trendy style, but still neatly trimmed. When we left the last store, he wore the one outfit I chose for him. Black slacks and a black v neck sweater. Perfect for his creamy white skin.
More than a few women in the restaurant gave him glances, or just out and out stared. "You have a fan club, dad. Everyone is crushing on you now," I said, winking.
"Oh stop it Patsy!" He was embarrassed, but I could tell this helped immensely with his self esteem that had taken quite a beating.
"So you never answered my question about Brianna. Did you guys have a fling?"
He studied me for a moment and said, "Yes we did. I know she's young, your age, And I resisted because of that. But Brianna could be persistent. When you went off to college, she came by every day and wore my resistance down."
"I think that's very exciting!" I had to admit to myself, imagining my dad with any girl my age turned me on a little.
"Glad you do sweetheart, but she's gone and it has been over."
"She's at school in Europe isn't she?"
"Yes. It was a fling for both of us and long over. I've never particularly been interested in younger girls but it was Brianna that clinched it. At my age, life is relaxing and slowing down, starting to enjoy what we worked for. You all are just beginning your lives. A relationship wouldn't be fair to either."
"Yes, someone at our own stage in life would be better I suppose."
For a relationship, but not for raw, rolling around in bed sweaty sex. Which is a vision that is now stuck in my head.
I started ballet again with Claire and it was good to get back to it. Ballet had been such a big part of my life, I didn't think I'd ever go without it, until college.
I bounced in the door, excited from my first... Workout really. I had a lot of stretching to do. Fortunately, I was just dancing with Claire so I could ease back into it.
Dad looked up from the TV and stared. I just jumped in the car after and hadn't changed at the studio. I'd just worn white yoga pants and a sports bra.
"Have a good time," he said quietly.
"I did! Good to be back dancing with Claire. You remember her, don't you dad?"
"Of course I do," he said thoughtfully. "She was a beauty. Probably still is.... She looked like Audrey Hepburn." He was lost in thought. "She was so graceful and feminine."
I stared at him. Oh my god she was a MILF for him, I thought. At the time, she was still married. When she asked after him the other day at lunch, she had that dreamy look. My mind raced possibilities.
"She was a mom as I recall, but don't remember if it was a daughter or son?"
"A daughter, Millie, but they're estranged."
"Damn, that's sad. I don't know what I'd do without you." He looked at me again, but his gaze was different. More appreciative than shocked.
I sat on his lap and put my arms around his shoulders. "You'll never find out daddy. We would never do anything to each other that was that unforgivable.
He ran his hand down my spine soothingly. I put my head on his shoulder and just enjoyed our close contact. His warm hand on my skin became for than just a touch. My skin tingled. I glanced down and my nipples were hard, poking through the thin sports bra. My yoga pants and worked up and I had a flagrant camel toe, which is obviously what he noticed when I came in.
Heat built against my left ass cheek first, then I felt the hardness. We both realized what was happening at the same time. I shifted to press my breast into his chest, trying to ease the ache. He petted up and down my side, his fingers caressing the side of my tit on each pass.
I felt and heard his breathing change. I moved a bit, rocking against his cock and turned my upper body. I needed his hand on my breast, to ease my aching nipple.
In turn he held me a little tighter and with his languid circles on my bare skin, slowly increasing in size. The cotton was so thin the bumps on my aureole pushed through. I felt his fingertip touch them and he hesitated. I knew he felt he was crossing into some illicit territory.
He swallowed hard along with my soft mewling sounds. He had admitted he hadn't dated in months. I know he liked his girlie porn sites online, but it's not like having the real thing. On your lap. Under your hands.
"Patsy,' he said softly, almost a moan. He was fighting with himself. "Oh god Patsy."
"Please Dad, my nipples ache so bad," I moaned.
He lightly touched my nipple and I automatically arched, needing more. He covered my breast with his hand and palmed my nipple. I started rocking on his lap. Neither one of us was prepared to go much further, but I wanted to cum with him. Being limber from dancing, I spun around and was straddling his lap before he realized what I was doing.
Face to face. He looked down seeing the camel toe even more pronounced, but it was abrading my clit so thoroughly. His thin knit sport shorts did nothing to hold down his rising cock.
"Daddy, I know you like those sexy girls on the internet, but you have one in your hands right now." I started rocking my mound against his inflamed cock.
"Oh sweetheart," he hissed, his hands on my ass pulling me harder against him.
I kissed him, wet and passionate. I didn't lead into it. I knew what he needed and it wasn't long drawn out foreplay. The internet girls did that for him, but it was always his hand that completed the job. It wasn't what I needed from him, but that part would have to be slow and easy.
His tongue dipped into my mouth and I sucked. He groaned and angled his head. I reached into his shorts and wrapped my hand around his cock. I had to feel him. I needed him to feel my hand on his cock for the first time.
"Oh my god Patsy. You're my daughter. We shouldn't but I can't stop," he said, his voice full of anguish.
"Dad, we both want this. We want each other so it's not wrong." I pulled the sports bra over my head baring my tits to him. He hugged me and I rubbed my tits on his thickly furred chest. "That feels so good on my tits. They're aching, Daddy." The college guys seemed to prefer busty girls and I was more cupcake size, so I probably disappointed them.
He stared at my tits for a moment and said, "They're perfect Patsy. Just perfect." He circled the tip with his tongue, getting closer each time. My nipples hurt for his mouth.
"Please Daddy." His mouth was hot and his teeth nibbled the hard nubbin and I moaned.
Both my hands were in his shorts which squeezed my tits tight together, forming a deep valley between. He had his face buried between them with both hands massaging my tits. I arched my back, feeling the shadow of his beard rasping across the sensitive skin. I moaned louder when he rubbed his beard across my nipples.
I hefted his full balls in my hand and lightly scratched with my fingernails. He jerked and his cock throbbed.
"I'm going to cum soon." I stroked his fiery hot cock faster. His hips naturally rocked, just as they would if he was thrusting into me.
"Cum for me," I whispered. "I want to watch your cock pump. I want to make you cum, Daddy."
"Oh god yeah," he shouted out, pulling me against him while his cock exploded between us.
I wrapped my arms around his shoulders and rubbed my tits on the cum on his chest. I moaned, rocked against him and came hard and loud. I leaned back in his arms. He supported me while wave after wave racked through my body.
"What did we just do, Patsy," he said, clearly distressed.
"Nothing we both didn't want to happen."
He avoided me for a few days and I knew he was regretful. I had to stop him from going down that path. Somehow. So I asked Claire if she would go out to dinner with us some evening, thinking it would be good for us all to socialize.
When I got home from ballet Dad was looking at his computer and didn't hear me come in. I looked over his shoulder and he was looking at the internet girlie porn site.
"Whatcha looking at Daddy?"
"Older women. I like looking at older women. Girls with fake breasts. I just don't get why they do that to themselves."
"Because a lot of guys like busty women. Especially college guys. My friends and I were discussing that before break. Guys just don't pay attention to us with the small tits."
"Well your breasts are beautiful sweetheart." I hugged him from behind and kissed his cheek.
I could see he was pretty randy from looking at the pictures. "What else are you doing, hmmmm?" I hung over his shoulder looking at his hand laying in his lap.
He groaned. "This isn't a subject between father and his daughter." I ignored that.
I kissed the side of his neck and spoke softly into his ear. "What if I told you it gets me hot that you pleasure yourself by doing this. What if I told you I wanted you to continue doing what you were doing while I watched."
"Damn Patsy, you're making this very difficult. I'm just trying to be a good Dad."
I pointed to a woman, about his age, long blonde hair covering her tits. "What about her, does she get you aroused?"
"They all do really."
"But you have to have favorites? Those that you go to that will get you cock hard fast. When you really need to cum."
"You're killing me." His hand started moving, uncovering his hardening cock.
"Show me."
He clicked on the picture which opened up a whole page of photos of her posing. I blinked, not believing how much she looked like Claire. Hmm, I guess Claire would be a MILF to young guys, but why not to any age. I knew I wanted to think about that later but right now I wanted to watch my Daddy stroking his cock.
"She's the one that gets me every time." I unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it open."Mmm Patsy," he moaned when my fingers wove through his mat of curly hair.
"She would be so sexy naked, next to you in your bed," I whispered seductively in his ear and felt his chest expand with his heavier breathing. "Maybe you'd wake up in the morning with your cock in her mouth." He nodded, his lips parting. "Those luscious lips wrapped around the tip of your cock, her tongue circling the ridge."
"Oh god yeah," he breathed. "I'd love her mouth on my dick."
"You'd watch her tongue flick out, tasting your pre cum. The tip probing the tiny hole." He moaned. "You'd watch your cock disappear in her mouth. You'd feel it enveloped in her steamy hot mouth. Teeth lightly scraping the shaft up to the head."
He whispered unintelligibly and raised up to push his pants down. His cock lewdly stood up from his lap dripping precum. I wanted to do it instead of talking about it, but this was for him. I'd have my turn.
"Mmm yeah she'd have that hard meat in her mouth, but now her fingers would be under those big fat balls too. Weighing them in her hand. Toying with the two orbs in their sac."
"Oh yeah my balls. Don't stop." He stroked a little faster but wanted to draw this out.
"She'd hold the base of your cock tight and suck on the head, run her tongue over the smoothness." I lightly rubbed his nipples and jerked and moaned. "She'd run her tongue down the sensitive underside to your balls." His moans increased. "Feel your balls in her hot wet mouth, daddy. Sucking and toying with them with her tongue. The vibrations through your balls from her humming drive you crazy."
"Yessss," he ground out.
I pulled up another picture of her. Spread legs, pussy wide open."She wants your cock in that wet pink pussy. To feel you sliding deep. Ball deep in that hot cunt. She moans when she feels the intrusion of your fat cock. Stretching her cunt. Her legs wrap around you, locking you inside her."
"Oh Patsy, god don't stop sweetheart, you're driving me crazy," he said, his voice wavering and gravelly.
"You pick her up, impaled on your cock, and she starts bouncing on your cock. Banging deeper and deeper."
I clicked on the picture of her on all fours. "You lay her on the bed and tell her to get on her hands and knees. You're running your hands all over her ass. Her smooth soft pussy lips are wide open. Swollen and sensitive to your touch. To your tongue. She cums at the first touch of your tongue on her clit. You make her cum again and again. She's exhausted but you're still throbbing and hard. You want to ride her. You want to hump her hard and fast. Wild animal like sex."
"God damn," he ground out, stroking faster.
"You drive into her cunt, bottoming out, the tip of your cock touching her cervix. She groans and bucks but you're in deep. You reach under her and flick her clit and start pounding in her. You can't stop. You're out of control." His ass lifts off the chair and he's grunting loud and I keep talking in his ear.
"Her cunt is squeezing your cock tighter while he cums. She starts riding your hard pole and banging back into you. Your bodies making lewd obscene sounds and you fuck faster and harder." Suddenly he shouted loud and his cock spewed a geyser of cum out of his lap. He slowly milked the rest, gasping and catching his breath.
"Dammit Patsy, you trying to kill your old man or what. How did you learn to do that. It was the hardest I've ever come just stroking. And in front of my daughter yet," he groaned.
"Yes, and you'll do it again for me sometime." He groaned again comically and we laughed.
Dinner with Claire was coming up soon which made me remember the MILF that Dad liked. I got on his computer when he was gone and looked her up again, making note of a few things.
Since she had a late class, we had reservations at a restaurant by Claire's studio. We had arrived first, and shortly Claire came in, a longish flowing dress, delicate and feminine.



Dad stood and kissed her cheek while they talked about how long it had been since they'd seen each other. Dad, in a gray suit, was the perfect foil for her dusty pink dress. She sat to his left and I was to her left. I wanted to watch both her and Dad.
There was definitely interest between the two and I let them talk but for a few interjections to show I was involved. He leaned on the table and she would lay her hand on his forearm when making a point. He brushed a hair from her face that had escaped her bun.
This was going well I thought, but what will the follow up be. If any. I couldn't see my Dad asking her on a date and we couldn't all three keep going to dinner.
".... You can stay in Patsy's room, she has two beds and lots of room." I guess I was contemplating the future and missed the current.
"I"m sorry? I was wondering how they made this great veal marsala and missed what you were discussing." Dad looked at me oddly because I literally never cooked.
"Claire is having her condo renovated and was going to stay in a hotel while it was being worked on...."
"Absolutely not!" I cut him off. "You will stay with us!" And that settled a lot of things.
Claire put much of her stuff in storage and brought enough clothes to get by. There actually was plenty of room. I have a private bathroom that is quite large. She settled right in and it was quite routine with her there.
One day after she'd left for class, I asked Dad if he wanted to play internet girl again. I figured he'd be pretty randy from having Claire around, and it seemed he was.
"Okay but I don't know how I raised such a naughty daughter and how she led me down the path of ill repute," he said laughing.
I put my arms around him and nuzzled his neck. "Oh Daddy, it's only going to get worse." He laughed and smacked my ass.
"Ohhh that felt good! Do it again." He did and I felt the vibrations from my ass through my cunt directly to my clit. "I could cum from you doing that, Daddy."
Before I knew it he pulled him across his lap and had my shorts and panties on the floor. "Daddy!"
"You asked for it, sweetheart. And I aim," he said, swatting my ass again, "to please."
He pushed my legs apart and teased his fingers down my pussy lips. He hissed through his teeth when he ran his fingers down my inner folds, already wet for him. His cock poked into my ribs. Suddenly I stood up and pulled my t-shirt over my head and reached around behind me to unhook my bra.
"Oh god sweetheart," he whispered, raking his eyes over my naked body.
"Take your shorts off."
Bare skin to bare skin was erotic. My tits hung over his thigh. His cock was now pressed between my side and his stomach. He smoothed his hand over my ass and smacked again. I jumped. It was like a bolt of lightning. He began stroking my inner folds again, finding the entrance pushed the tip of his finger in.
"Daddy yessssss," I mewed. He swatted me again and his finger slid deeper. Over and over until he had two fingers deep in my cunt. "That's where I want your cock. Deep in my pussy." At my words, his cock jerked between us.
"Dammit," he growled. "I want to be in you too." He picked me up and went in and laid me on my bed.
I opened my legs wide and he came down on top of me. "I want you so bad," I whispered, kissing him deep, passionately. Tongues dueled, breathing was raspy, the smell of sex thick in the air. "Fuck me Daddy."
I felt the tension in his body from holding back. He wanted to drive his cock deep inside me. Lock into his daughter's cunt. And I wanted that too.
I levered up off the bed and in one move took his cock deep. He growled from the shock and ground deeper.
"Dad, your cock feels so good inside me. Like nothing ever before."
"I know baby, for me too sweetheart."
There was an emotion there that did not exist with other non related couples. I was in college and he knew I made my own decision about this. With no pressure, it was all pleasure. His cock felt like a hard steel rod inside me.
We pounded together, almost desperately. My cunt clenched his driving cock, milking it. His balls slapped against my ass. We were sweaty, grunting out wild sex. And suddenly I felt his cock throbbing, his balls pouring into me. White hot seed.
We lay together for a moment and realized Claire would be home soon. I barely got dressed and she came in, too late to make the bed. I was sure the scent of sex permeated the room. That Dad came out freshly showered in the middle of the day might have been unusual, but it was, she made no indication.
Her renovation ran into issues and her stay was extended. But it was nice having her here and we were like roommates, giggling and laughing into the night. Talking about guys and sex. Not a comfortable subject for Claire at first but she got more casual as time went on.
She often went without her robe in our room in the evening. Her nities were demure, but silky and clung to her body.
We started trying new body creams, comparing scent and softness. I slipped the straps of my camisole down, and holding the front asked her if she would rub some of the new cream into my shoulders.
"That's a great idea! Like a massage. They're so relaxing."
I'd taken to leaving our door open a crack every evening. Dad had to walk by my room to get to his, so I thought he might like the show. Seeing more of Claire wouldn't be a bad thing for him either.
I dropped my camisole. "Take your nitie off before we get this all over them."
She hesitated for just a moment and pulled it over her head revealing herself. And not just to me since I saw a movement outside the door. I maneuvered us so he had a good view of what we were doing.
She rubbed the thick cream between her hands and started stroking across my shoulders and neck. The jasmine scent wafted around the room creating a sensuous atmosphere. She smoothed more cream on a little lower, at the tops of my tits. I closed my eyes and tipped my head back enjoying the sensations.
"More?"
"Yes," I whispered.
My nipples hardened at her touch. Her breath caught at the power she discovered. Braver, she circled my tits and flat handed across, palming my nipples harder. The tiniest of moans escaped my lips, not wanting to scare her.
Her hands trembled. "I love this cream," she said, her fingers trailing across my breasts when she was done.
"Mmmm yes, it feels so good," I murmured. "I'm going to get some water and then I'll do you." She nodded.
I walked out the door, topless, pushing it closed behind me. Dad was down the hall, leaning against the wall, his cock out, hard and pulsing, looking like a frame out of a porn movie.
I pulled him into his room and quietly closed the door. "Do you like the show Daddy?"
"You know I do you vixen." He pulled my panties aside and dipped a finger in my cunt. "I knew you'd be soaked you slutty girl." I got even wetter when he called me that.
"I'm your slut," I whispered, giving his cock a few firm strokes. He moaned when I walked away.
I grabbed a couple of bottles of water and went back to my room, but this time I left the door open. I could distract her away from that. If she noticed.
I warmed the cream between my hands and began rubbing it on her chest, right down around her breasts. She was larger than me, and I hefted them in my hands to feel their weight. Her lips parted and I heard her sudden breath.
I saw movement at the door but she was too focused on the pleasurable sensations to notice. I gently pinched her nipples harder and longer. I caressed the sensitive underside and she arched, pushing her tits into my hands.
"Patsy," she said softly.
I leaned over and lightly brushed her lips with mine. I heard a gasp outside the door and hoped she hadn't. I took that moment to move closer to her. We were similar in height and our nipples kissed and caressed.
I ran my lips across her cheek and whispered in her ear, "Feel good baby?" She nodded, her eyes dark with desire. "I've never done this before with a woman, but you excite me, Claire." She nodded, moving closer.
Our arms were around each other, pussy rubbing pussy, breasts smashed together, kissing passionately. This wasn't my plan at all but I had to play with her.
"Let's lay down," she said. I nodded and we moved to her bed, totally visible from the hall. But then Dad was easily seen as well. I was going to take my chances because I had to explore more of her.
Our hands explored each other's bodies. With no experience with women, I could only do what I liked to have someone do to me.
"Since I've been here I wanted to do this," Claire said. "I've never been with another woman either, but I always wondered what you'd feel like against my body."
We entwined our legs and kissed. I pressed my thigh between her legs as she did to me. Pressure and movement inflamed us both and we both moaned with orgasms. I rocked against her thigh as another rolled through my body.
We lay in each other's arms catching our breath. "Patsy, can I ask you something?"
"Sure."
"Your Dad. I think he's interested in me. The way he looks at me, and touches me. But I'm just not sure..."
"What aren't you sure about?"
"I think you and your Dad are close." Warning bells went off in my head. "I mean very close."
"If we were, would it bother you?"
She thought for a moment. "Not at all really. I'm concerned that you and him are together and I wouldn't want to interfere."
I had a big huge smile on my face. "Not in the least. In fact I know Dad is very interested in you. I'm going to go get him, okay?"
"Yes," she said with no hesitation. And my Dad stepped in the room. Looking like he walked out of a x-rated movie. Hard angry red cock sticking straight out in front of him.
"Jim," she moaned.
"Between us Dad." He squeezed in between us.
"Did I die and go to heaven?" he said, looking from me to her.
"Daddy has been fantasizing about you as a MILF," I told her. She looked quizzical. "A Mother I'd Like to Fuck."
She looked at him. "Oh yeah," she said, her hand on his cheek she kissed him. "From when you used to bring her to ballet classes, you were a DILF"
"Yeah? We have a lot of time to make up for then. A mom and dad fucking." We all laughed.
"Mmmm you guys are so hot." I wanted to watch so I began fingering my pussy.
They started kissing passionately. Dad was aroused from our show and she was aroused because of our play. There was no soft and sweet between them.
He groaned and pulled her on top of him. She rocked against his hard cock, now trapped between their bodies. He caressed her back down to her ass and kneaded her firm globes.
She was up on her elbows and straddling him. Flexible from being a dancer all her life, she tipped her hips, slid lower and impaled herself on his cock. His face contorted from the pleasurable shock and he shouted.
"Damn Claire. You're a fucking wench." She leaned over close to his mouth and their tongues dueled. She nibbled on his tongue and sucked it. It was the hottest thing I've ever seen and my pussy got even wetter.
She sat up and ground down on his cock. She spread her thighs wider and pushed herself up and down off of his cock in long strokes. Like she was riding a horse.
They gasped and moaned and growled and their heavy breathing was steamy with the sound and smell of sex.
She pulled the pin out of her hair and it tumbled over her shoulders and over her bouncing tits. He bucked under her like a mating stallion. I watched his cock sliding in and out of her cunt while she rode him hard. They were both on their way and nothing would have stopped them.
Suddenly she squatted over him and let him buck and pound into her. She moaned, her cunt milking his cock as she came.
His shout reverberated off the walls. He grabbed her waist and pulled her down on his cock while he emptied his balls into her.
She collapsed on him, her hair spread on his heaving chest. I came with them and had to recover too.
"What the fuck just happened," Dad said softly. Pulling her up into his arms. 'You're magical, Claire." She smiled then the soft sweet kisses began.
We squeezed into Dad's shower, not really minding that we were rubbing against one another. Frothy slick skin against skin. Claire and I rubbed ass against ass. Then tits against tit. Pussy against pussy. The flame flickered to life again.
"Two of the sexiest women ever in the shower with me. What did I do to deserve this."
His hands explored our bodies and Claire and I began kissing. I trembled when her slick skin caressed mine. I never knew a woman could do this to me.
"Cock and cunt," I said. "What did I do to deserve this."
I thought I was limber and flexible from dancing, but Claire really was magical.
Dynamics certainly changed after that. Dad ordered a king size bed, even though I objected because I would soon be going back to college.
"Claire will be able to use the room for some of her sex tricks." I laughed. She had classes today and would be gone most of the day.
"I'm so glad you guys found each other, Daddy." I sat on his lap. "I don't have to worry about you anymore when I'm not here."
"You knew the key to your horny old man's heart."
"Yes! I wanted this cock to be well taken care of when I wasn't here." It was hardening against my ass. "Mmmmm, I thought you might be worn out by now." I pulled my clothes off running to his room and jumping in the new bed.
He crawled up the bed growling. I giggled but spread my legs. He buried his face in my pussy, growling and shaking his head while he ate me. He chewed on my lips with his teeth, tugging and groaning loud to make me quiver. I went from giggling to moaning.
"Oh god Daddy don't stop."
He continued the animal sounds and vibrations, tonguing my clit, chewing on my cunt lips. My pussy was under attack and making me wild. I came on his face, in his mouth. My toes were still curled when Claire walked in.
"Mmm just in time I see. And in the new bed! Perfect!" She stripped.
She crawled across Dad to kiss me, her knees on one side of him, her tits swaying and brushing his chest.. I pulled the pin out of her hair and let it flow around us. Our tongues dueled, we whimpered in each other's mouth. Her hand was soft on the side of my face while the kiss deepened, intensified.
Dad had slipped out from under her. She turned her head to look.. She was still on her hands and knees and he had moved in behind her.
"Yes baby, fuck me while I kiss your daughter."
"Oh yeah, do it to my daughter while I fuck you."
He held her hips and pushed himself in deep. She moaned in my mouth.
"Dad's cock is in you now isn't it Mama?" I murmured.
"Yesss sweetheart. Your Dad is fucking me. His cock is hard like steel." She rocked back and forth as he thrust into her. I wiggled under her and massaged her swaying tits. "Oh yeah," she hissed.
I took a nipple in my mouth. "Suck it. Suck my tits sweetheart," she moaned. "Feels so fucking good."
I wiggled back until I could look up and see Dad's cock disappearing in her juicy cunt. I reached up and wrapped two fingers tightly around the base of his cock. Every time he drove into her, my fingers ground against her clit.
"Oh my god, Patsy," Claire moaned.
With my other hand I grazed his swinging balls with my nails. "Baby!" He growled.
Claire was cumming hard. Her cunt clenched his cock tighter while I played with his balls.
He grunted loud, louder, drove in and pumped her full of his hot cum.
We all collapsed on the bed, chests heaving, trying to catch our breaths.
"Patsy," Claire murmured. "You are the best daughter ever."
I said, "Yes mama." And smiled.
"I love you calling her mama, Patsy," Daddy said, and I know it added to his fantasy.
We all slept together in the big bed. I was hesitant and wanted to leave them together, but they insisted. It ended up working well. Dad got his libido back without the internet girls, and when he got horny he had two pussies and two mouths that were ready for him.
I'd wake up in the middle of the night to him spooned behind Claire, his leg over his hip while he fucked her from behind. Those slow and easy night time fucks when we were half asleep. Sometimes I'd wake up to them just making out like they're in the back row of a movie, whispering softly to each other. I loved that.
They started making love to each other. Oh, there was still the wild animal sex, but often it was loving, arms wrapped around each other sex. The kind where pussy muscles milk the hot meat inside. Dad mentioned several times that Claire had killer cunt muscles, not surprising because of her dance.
I was not afraid to leave anymore. Knowing Dad was in good hands, as was my friend, Claire. They were lovers in every sense of the word. I didn't feel left out. In fact I felt privileged to watch love grow between them. I saw it before they did. I still had a couple of weeks before I headed back to college and intended on having more fun with Dad and mama.
I'd just gotten to the dressing room after ballet class when Claire walked in. She wasn't the instructor this time because she had a private ballet lesson.
"Missed you!" I said when I saw her.
She slipped her coat off revealing a skin tight light pink leotard and tights with a pink net tutu. Pretty typical dance wear other than the leotard was a little more brief than normal and she wasn't wearing a bra. The thinly stretched knit showed every bump on her aureole and nipples almost bursting through.
"I suppose you're wondering," she smiled.
"Yes I am. I am wondering how I can keep my hands off you right now," I said laughing. "Damn Claire, you're sexy as hell in that. Were you really dancing?"
"I was. It's a standing appointment with a well heeled older gentleman. I've been meeting him for almost ten years."
I sat on the bench to remove my toe shoes and listened.
"I guess it's pretty kinky." I looked up, really paying attention now.
"Do tell!"
"He likes to watch me dance. We meet in his private study and he always sits in a high back winged leather chair. He's a big guy, white hair, extremely good looking. He even bought me the leotards.. Rather he had them specially made."
She lifted the front of the tutu to show me they were crotch-less. I could see when she would do her leaps and spins it would be quite x-rated. But pretty fucking hot.
"He watches and tells me how beautiful I am, how gracefully I dance, just all kinds of nice things. Eventually during the night he will unzip his pants and get his cock out. By then he's quite aroused and will stroke himself as he watches."
She pulled the scoop neck lower. It was meant to be worn under your tits, to display them to anyone watching. While she danced, they would sway and bounce. It would be very arousing in fact.
"Does he touch you?"
"Sometimes. There have been times, but he always pays more. He likes me to sit on his lap. My open crotch is right over the bulge in his pants, or sometimes his cock is out and it slips between my pussy lips. He never tries to fuck me. He would often play with my tits and suckled on them. He likes when I hold his head against me." I nodded.
"Damn Claire. This is really hot."
"I know. Every time I leave him I'm so horny. Watching him stroke his cock. Watching and hearing him cum."
"I'll lock the door and meet you in the shower."
The shower was warm and steamy and I stepped in and right into her arms. Our bodies came together, tits smashed against hers. We kissed, tongues dueling, grinding our mounds together.
We lathered up and washed each other. I teased her pussy with my fingers loving how heavy lidded she was with desire. I flicked her clit until she fell apart in my arms. She finger fucked me and strummed my clit with her thumb until I finished a quivering orgasm.



When we were dressing, Claire said, "I don't know if I should tell Jim." She hesitated. "You know I love him." I nodded.
"I don't know what his reaction will be. I think he loves you too, which would make a difference in how he feels about you dancing for someone." I shrugged. "Honesty is best, no matter." She nodded.
I went out for drinks with friends and didn't get home till late. I figured those two would have fucked themselves to sleep. It was quiet so I tiptoed into the bedroom.
What a sight. She lay on top of him, her head on his chest and they were both sleeping. Her legs were splayed to each side, leaving her cunt wide open. Dad's soft cock was nestled against her pussy lips. But she was wearing the pale pink leotard and tights. She must have told him and he fucked her like that.
I slowly eased into bed and fell right asleep. A few hours later I woke up to Dad spooned behind me, his cock head trying to invade my ass. He was snoring, but I was the one that was getting turned on.
I'd never done anal before and if I was going to do it with anyone, I wanted my Dad's cock in my ass. The more I thought about it, the hotter I got. I opened the nightstand drawer for lube and reached back to rub it on my ass.
His cock was still poking me and sliding in the slippery lube. It was also coating Dad's cock with lube. I pushed my ass back and he pushed forward, his arm around me, mumbling something, but not really waking up.
Damn. How was I going to do this, I thought. I pushed back one more time and felt his cock head catch on my rosebud. I bumped back,and felt the head press in a bit further, but I needed more pressure from him for this to work.
I reached back and felt for his hip. I pulled him towards me. He semi woke up and mumbled about me wanting him to fuck me. I tugged at his hip again. He mumbled, still asleep, but started pushing in. There was a twinge of pain when his cockhead pushed through, then I was able to push back on his cock while he pressed in further.
I was sure that he thought he was fucking my pussy. He was too asleep to realize what he was doing. I shoved back until his cock was ball deep in my ass. He started moaning, put his arm around me and cupped my tit in his hand.
He started languidly rocking in and out. He stopped, began again. His breath was steamy on my neck. He was pinching my nipples. I knew he was awake.
"You okay?" he whispered in my ear. I nodded and pushed back. Wanting him to fuck my ass.
His cock was so tight in my ass and stroked in so deep. The sensation was so different, yet just as arousing. He pushed in but just for an inch, then began jerking that inch in and out, fast and hard. Short fast strokes. His cock filled my ass. The short jerks were driving me crazy. This wasn't his first ass fuck, I thought.
He slipped his hand between my thighs and started flicking my clit. I jolted just as he bucked in. It was reflexive every time he strummed my clit, I jolted and he bucked.
"Sweetheart I'm going to cum," he whispered in my ear. I reached back and grabbed his hip, letting him know not to pull out.
We continued to jolt and buck until I heard his quick intake of breath, and his throbbing cock pumped into me. That sent me over the edge and I came, panting hard and fast.
His cock plopped out and we dozed off like that. Claire was up and gone to class before we woke.
He pulled me out of bed and led me into the shower. He washed and soaped and rinsed and creamed and we went back to bed.
"Dad, that wasn't your first assfuck was it."
"No sweetheart. There's a lot you're learning about your Dad lately eh." he said dryly. "You sure you want to hear the whole story?"
I nodded. "Yes Dad, there's nothing that would make me love you less. And I've doubled my love for you... First as your daughter, then as your lover." He groaned and pulled me closer.
When I was in college I moved into a dorm. I grew up in the country and wasn't exactly a man of the world. My roommate was a nice guy, smart, scholarship smart actually. But there was something about him. He was often in his bathrobe, a full length terry number."
He stopped and pulled the sheet over us while gathering his thoughts.
"One day I came into the room and his lips were red. Like lipstick red." He had his robe on, so nothing seemed different but the lipstick. Then I began to find other articles he'd leave laying around. Mascara and other makeup. Pantyhose. Strange because neither one of us had girls in the dorm."
He snuggled against me and kissed the top of my head. It was really nice just laying together like that.
"Then I found a pair of sheer panties. They were quite large, too large for a woman. And then it hit me. Bobby wore women's clothes. I didn't know all the verbiage back then. It didn't make much difference to me. It was his fetish and that was fine with me."
"Did you see his panties?" I asked, imagining a cock in sheer panties and I'll admit, the vision was hot.
"I'm getting to that," he said, laughing. "You're getting pretty interested you little vixen!"
"Go on go on," I insisted.
"Anyhow, I put the panties on his bed. When he came in he saw them. I'm pretty sure he wanted to get it out in the open, so he left the panties so I'd find them. Bobby just looked at me and started taking his clothes off. He revealed lace panties, similar to those I found. He said he was messed up. That he was bisexual and had a panty fetish. I told him I didn't think that was all that bad. Everyone has some kind of skeleton in their closet type of thing."
"Was he hot looking in the panties?"
He swallowed. "Yeah he was. I was embarrassed because it turned me on to see him in panties. He saw my hard on, and I watched his cock grow and stretch out the top elastic."
"Oh god Dad, this is really getting me excited!"
"You are my naughty girl aren't you." I had my head on his shoulder laying against his side. My tit laid on his chest and he trailed his fingers over it, teasing the nipple.
"Yes I am, but finish your story!"
"Okay okay. It gets a little rough from here on sweetheart. Are you sure you want to hear?" I nodded, but held his hand on my tit."Mmmm. Okay where was I... Oh right. I couldn't hide that I was hard for him. The first time I'd ever in my life gotten hard for a guy. I chalked it up to the panties being sexy. He said that he was the only one half naked and I stripped off and lay back on the bed to watch him."
He stopped, his hand going to his cock under the sheet and giving it a squeeze.
"It's turning you on remembering it isn't it Dad?"
"Yes," he admitted. "I discovered a whole different side of myself that night. I can't say I thought there was anything wrong with what either of us were doing. It was no harm to anyone else. We talked about being with another man, how he started wearing panties. He said he used to play in his mom's lingerie drawer and loved the soft silky feel. When he tried them on, he got hard and sexually excited. He opened a drawer and pulled out a floor length robe of gossamer silk. He put it on and it just seemed to float around him. It made such a sensuous rustling sound when he moved."
He stopped and adjusted himself, swallowing hard.
"Did you ever wear panties or that robe, Dad?"
"I did try it on, but it did nothing for me and turned out it was more of a visual for me. To see him in it. His cock would be hard and sticking out the front. It was so lewd and obscene looking. The worst this college boy had ever seen by far. One evening he put on full makeup, panties and that robe. I was laying on the bed in my boxers, studying. When I looked up and saw him like that, I got hard so fast it hurt."
He brushed a hair back from my face with trembling hands.
"Daddy, did he ever ass fuck you?" He nodded.
"I haven't gotten to that yet. Do you want to hear the rest of the story, or just that?"
"I want to hear all of it!" I put my hand under the sheet and squeezed his cock. He moaned and jerked.
"My cock was through the slit of my boxers standing straight up, throbbing and pulsing. He knew what he did to me." I moaned softly at the vision. "He sat on the edge of the bed next to me. His robe parted and I got a glimpse of his cock, tight in a pair of black women's panties. He looked at me while he laid his hand on my thigh. My cock twitched when he did that and there was no denying what I wanted."
I was so aroused I started to squirm against him. He pulled my leg over his thigh and pressed it against my pussy. My hand was still on his cock, getting fiery hot.
"I just about blew my load when he wrapped those red lips around my cock. I fucked his mouth but didn't last long. He pulled off and I shot all over his face."
"Oh Daddy," I sighed. "This is so fucking hot."
"Okay you wanted to hear about the assfucking part right?" he chuckled and I nodded enthusiastically.
"We had a small bathroom in our room. Very small. It was nearly impossible for both of us to be in there at the same time. The shower cubicle was just as small. One day I was shaving when he got out of the shower. I'd just showered and was still naked. I was leaning over the sink and he squeezed behind me. He hesitated when he got directly behind me. I looked in the mirror, feeling his cock hardening between my ass cheeks. We were crammed so close together it was either leave the room, or do whatever."
He squeezed my ass cheeks while I was grinding into his thigh. My pussy ached, my nipples ached. I don't think I've ever been that aroused. His cock was leaking precum all over my hand.
"You want to cum Dad?"
"No, I'll wait til I'm done." I agreed. "He started sliding his cock through my ass valley and the pressure against my ass drove me crazy. I was already leaning over the sink, my ass sticking out. He reached around for the lube and coated his cock and my ass. I don't know why but I had to have a cock in my ass. He was slow and slid in deep." He moaned.
"It felt so damn good. Like nothing I've ever felt. I thought no wonder women like cock in their cunt. It didn't feel unnatural at all. It was so arousing, I just didn't know how to explain it, but I know I liked cock in my ass. I was damn sure I'd like my cock in his ass too."
He cleared his throat. His voice was low and gravel describing that.
"So you liked getting fucked?" He nodded."What about a strap on?"
"I never thought about that, but I don't see why not. It has been years since we fucked, remember. But I think I'd like it just as much now. That was my first and only with the lingerie, and I don't think I'd repeat it. It was just a thing at the time."
"Daddy, I think I need to be fucked. Right. Now."
"I'm not going to last long, sweetheart. My balls are aching. I need to be inside you."
I straddled him and slid right down, grinding. I put my hands on his shoulder and rode his cock. That position rubbed on my clit and I went over the edge, taking him with me when my cunt rhythmically squeezed his stiff rod.
"Damn Patsy, you get me so fucking hot. I'm going to miss you so much."
"You have Claire now!"
"I know. And I counted' be happier. I love her you know." I nodded. "But she's not you. When I'm inside you, it's like nothing else. When I cum in you, it's more intense. You're my daughter and a woman. A sexy sexy woman that keeps me hard all the time, you little vixen."
We rolled around on the bed kissing and laughing. "I'm thinking of asking Claire to move in here."
"Dad, that would be so great!" I said excitedly. 'My mama." I smiled.
"You drive me crazy with your dirty talk, Patsy"
Worn out, we napped for a while. Claire would be gone until late so I got up to make us dinner in bed.
"We literally fucked the day away, sweetheart."
"Mmm and the day isn't over yet." I showed him the can of spray whipping cream. "Dessert is next!"
"I don't know if I have it in me. You worked me over."
"We'll see how it goes."
We fell asleep again and Claire came home to a bed full of food and us sleeping. I woke up to Dad moaning while Claire licked whipping cream off his cock.
"Mmm this is a nice vision," I whispered while watching them.
She crawled up and kissed him. He pulled the pin from her hair so it tumbled over his chest.
"I'm hungry!" Dad stood up and left Claire laying there, her hair spread on the pillow looking like a wanton Audrey Hepburn.
He spread her legs and came down between them. 'Hungry for pussy!"
He dove in like it was the sweetest dessert. She started squirming and he held her down. I knew how she felt. There was no better pussy eater than Dad. She growled long and loud until she came all over his face.
I only had a few more days before going back to college. I'd been thoroughly fucked, eaten, kissed and I had thoroughly sucked, fucked and eaten. I discovered I loved another woman's body, and I found that my Dad was the same, and had enjoyed another man's body without judgment. At the same time I found I could talk to my Dad about anything.
The best part was Dad and I found we could be lovers as well as father and daughter. We were priorities in each other's lives.
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College girl Missy discovers Mama isn't taking very good care of Daddy and does her best to make him happy! I'm undecided if we should bring them back to see what they're getting up to or not. You let me know what you think! Comments, email and constructive criticism always welcome!
As the scenery rolled past I tried to concentrate on that instead of the stench of the bus. The long haul travelers that needed showers, the unchanged clothes, and the stale mishmash food.
Lucky I could afford the bus home from college, it just so happened that my backwater town in northern Florida had a bus station. It was little more of a lean-to attached to a shack. I stepped of the bus and was slapped with Florida typical hot muggy air. But even that was even refreshing after the stale humidity of the bus.
I had no luggage. Everything important to me was in my small bag, and other than my driver's license, it was more memories. I had clothes at home decided to leave my few nice clothes in my dorm room. The dust swirled around my shoes on the sandy road as I began to look for Mama's new address. Daddy wrote and said they moved and gave the address.
A scholarship got me out of this town and a good job after graduation would keep me out. We were dirt poor. Daddy did what he could, but Mama was a big spender. I always thought she took her favors elsewhere because often she would come home with her peroxide blonde hair mussed, red lipstick smeared and the smell of drug store men's aftershave.
But that's the way it was here in the backwoods. The men that were responsible were worked to death, the others survived on sheer luck and kept a train of unschooled hussies rolling through their beds.
I double checked the street address Daddy gave me. It matched the number handwritten on the siding next to the front door with rusty hinges and weather worn paint. The four pane windows were so filthy there was no need for curtains. I slowly walked up to the house... No, it was a shack. Plain and simple.
I knocked and heard Mama hollering at Daddy, to see who the hell was at the door.
"Missy!" Daddy stepped out and gave me a big bear hug and I was happy to see him again. Even though college courses kept me busy, I missed my Daddy and wished he could be with me.
For as grimy as the shack was, Daddy smelled like new mown hay. His white sleeveless undershirt was blindingly white against the drab gray of the surroundings.
"I'm so glad to see you, Daddy," I hugged him again. We didn't have money for cell phones and I hadn't talked to him since I left for college.
"Come in darlin'. It's not much. I hope you're not disappointed," he said as though he were afraid I would run out the door.
I wanted to. "It's fine Daddy! I'm here to see you anyhow... You and Mama," I added.
"Come on in child and set yourself down," Mama said making no inclination to hug me.
I needed to use the bathroom. Contrary to the living issues, the bathroom was pristine. Old but immaculate as were the towels.
Mama offered me a glass of sweet tea and offered me a chair. We chatted and I was able to surreptitiously take in the rest.
There was a well worn chair that matched the one I sat in. The kitchen consisted of a hot plate next to the sink on a short counter. A small refrigerator made a loud clunk every time it came on. Which was often. My back was to the other half of the area and I knew I'd have to wait to see the bedrooms.
Mama pointed out the incongruous looking big shiny flat screen television that hung on the wall. "I got myself a job so we could get this," she said proudly, and I wondered what kind of job that might be.
She was always proud of her body and took every chance to show it off. "You got 'em, flaunt em, Missy!"
I did inherit Mama's full bosom and shapely hips from her but decided long ago that I wasn't going to use it to get me places as she had. Her faded orange rayon halter top held her breasts like bags of melons. She rarely wore a bra and at her age, they hung heavy. So low that she literally had no cleavage. I waited for the zipper to pop on her shorts, that were at least one size too small.
I was not sure why she dressed that way in front of Daddy if not only to tease him. I remember long ago arguments through the thin walls about her turning him down again and how he was too demanding, or too kinky, or too disgusting to want her to put her mouth on that thing.
It was dusk and Daddy turned on the only lamp in the room. The red shade glowed, not really allowing much light into the room. It matched Mama's other decorative accents that she had found at the local thrift shops and yard sales.
"I think it's about time we turned in," Mama said. I turned and at first glance began to get uneasy.
It appeared there was no bedroom but just a bed in the corner of the same room. I then realized my dorm room was a bigger area than what my parents lived in. I was overwhelmed and excused myself to wash up. I just could not think ahead and knew I'd just have to take it as it came. I was going to be here for two weeks and I had to deal with it the best I could until I could leave.
Mama had changed into a ripped oversize t-shirt and Daddy was already sitting on the edge of the bed.
Mama pulled the faded but clean sheet back and said, "Climb in Missy, and don't hog the bed!" She laughed.
I stared and realized I was to sleep between them, but also we had not had dinner and I was starved. But I slid into bed, careful to position myself in the center. I fell asleep with my stomach growling.
Surprisingly I didn't wake up during the night and by the time I did, Daddy was gone, but Mama was still sleeping. It gave me a good chance to really look around the place.
I knew Daddy had a job from a man that owned an auto dealer in the next, much bigger, town. He worked maintenance for the man's multiple new car sales buildings. I knew he had to be making decent money and Mama was squandering it on herself.
I noticed her manicured nails and pedicured feet were pristine. Of course, she didn't do much around here to damage her nails. I also noticed that no roots showed to display her natural mousy brown hair.
I looked for my bag. The only clothing I had was my nightgown and the clothing I wore traveling. I hoped Mama kept some of my clothes but that would have to wait until she woke up.
There was a pot of cold coffee that Daddy made on the hot plate so I began warming the coffee. It was then I noticed his note...
Good morning Missy. I hope you slept well. I will be home from work at 4:00 and maybe you and me can go to the grocery store.
Love forever, Your Daddy
It struck me all at once and I sat down and cried. I was born into this world, but it now felt so foreign to me. I wanted to go sit at the bus shanty and wait for the next bus back north. But I just couldn't do it. I couldn't leave Daddy. I had to come up with a plan.
It didn't look like Mama was going to wake up anytime soon so I put my travel clothes back on and walked into town. Which consisted of a convenience store, a bar, an insurance office, and one of three thrift stores in this little county.
I went in the store to get an icy cold drink. The glass front case was full of bottles of soda I had not seen since I left. I smiled, thinking this is what I remember. Hanging out here with my friends drinking soda and crunching on potato chips. The company that made them was in a nearby town and many of the folks from here worked there.
"MISSY! Could that be you?" Lost in my memories, I jumped at her voice.
"Mary Beth!" We hugged and jumped up and down like we used to. "How are you?"
"Well you went on to learn and I learned not to let a guy do this to you," she said, patting her bulging belly. By looks, she was well along.
"That's great... Are you happy?"
She nodded. "I am. You wouldn't know him. He is a boy from another town. Even after we graduated high school, I still went to Friday night football games." We walked outside and condensation from the cold glass soda bottles dripped down our hands. "Let's go sit down. My feet!"
We settled on the shady bench and she continued. "He caught my eye at the game and I tried to ignore him, but he's a pretty handsome dude. And persistent let me tell you. Part of the reason why I have this," she said patting her belly.
She took a drink of her orange soda. "We started messing around under the bleachers. Kissing and stuff. But he's a couple years older than us and way more experienced."
"Most everyone was more experienced than us," I interjected, laughing and she nodded.
"Anyhow, he said he had to see my titties," she said. She is as busty as I am so I knew how it went with guys wanting to see our tits. "He said we had to go to his car. It didn't take much to convince me." She gazed down the street. "I guess I was a country bumpkin and he turned me on quick and easy. His hand was in my panties before we even got to the car and I was in the back seat and we were both naked before I even knew it."
We watched a car drive by. "He went to the community college and I fancied I might start going there too so I may as well act like a college girl. As soon as I felt his naked body against mine, and the heat of his dick, and the feel of his mouth on my nipples, I knew he would get whatever he wanted. Are you a virgin, Missy?"
"No, a guy in one of my classes and I started talking about how studying takes up all our time and how there's no time to date. I don't really want to go out with anyone anyways. I need to keep my grades up because of my scholarship. He didn't have a roommate at the time and we started to study in his dorm room. One thing led to another and we both have someone to have sex with but no commitments."
"Oh. Wow. I think I'd have liked that. Before this, anyway," she said wryly.
I nodded. "Friends with benefits."
We watched another big old expensive car slowly approach and as it went by I saw my Mama's peroxide blonde hair bouncing up and down on the driver's lap. And the driver wasn't my Daddy.
"He owns a couple of new car places," she said, knowing I would wonder.
"My Daddy works for him."
"He must like keeping your Daddy busy then," Mary Beth commented.
"I'd guess he probably is."
I got back to the place just as Daddy's car pulled in. "Perfect timing, Missy," he said, grinning. "Let me get cleaned up and we can go."
"This is a different car than you had before," I said, buckling my seatbelt. "Much nicer I think!"
"It's a beaut isn't it?" he said proudly. "My boss gave me a deal on it." I'll just bet he did, I thought, not very nicely.
"He's a gem."
He grabbed a cart and we yakked and chose our meals for the week. I had to be careful with my suggestions since there wasn't much of a kitchen and I did not want to make him feel bad.
Mama still was not home when we got back so we put hamburgers on the grill for us. I poured sweet tea for us both and found some chairs and a rickety table outside. He could sit with me and watch the hamburgers too.
"Where's Mama go during the day?" I had to ask to get an idea of how much he knew. If anything.
"She does housecleaning for the rich folks in the next town so her hours are different every day. Some days they even have her stay all night."
"Wow, that's something isn't it," I said with mustered enthusiasm.
Tonight must have been one of the overnighters because she still wasn't home when it was time for bed. I lay there thinking I really need to start looking for some clothes because I can't wear these another day. I heard Daddy's soft snores and thought how lonely he must be. But I guess even when she is here, he is still lonely.
It was Saturday but I heard Daddy leave in the morning and of course, Mama wasn't home. I got up and started looking through the only two closets here. Finally, I found a box with my name on it and pulled it out into the center of the room.
It was full of clothes and memories. I dug out the clothes first, chose a dress I remembered, and started the shower. Mama had the shower full of expensive hard milled soap, fragrant floral body soap, luxurious shampoos, and hair conditioner. Compliments of her boyfriend I'd wager.
I used Daddy's Irish Spring bar and the generic shampoo and conditioner. I towel dried my hair and slipped the dress over my head. I tugged it down over my hips. A bit snug but it would do. I walked towards the box to look for underwear while I tried to button dress over my breasts. I groaned. It was wide open and no way was going to come close to buttoning.
I was still struggling with the buttons when Daddy walked in. He stopped and stared at my tits because they were totally exposed. He swallowed hard and his eyes skimmed over the too-tight dress.
"Daddy," I whispered, not moving.
"Missy. You look just like your Mama when we got married." I watched the hardening bulge in his pants. "Cover yourself up now girl," he said, turning and walked out.
I know he saw my nipples harden under his gaze and my breathing become heavier, pushing my tits even further out. Poor Daddy. No telling how long it has been since Mama took care of him. Especially since she is taking care of the rich guy.
I found an old t-shirt that fit, albeit snugly, and a pair of shorts. I shoved the box to the side, planning to get to it later and just them Mama walked in.
"Mama," I said. "You look like you've been really... busy." Her normally pristine high hair French twist was a mess and her makeup was smeared. The mascara she put on yesterday, formed a raccoon mask around her eyes. The indecently short dress guaranteed she was not cleaning houses. "Better go clean up," I told her, none too kindly. Not wanting Daddy to see her like that.
"Yes, I have to go back out again in a while. I have another house to clean."
"Will you be gone all night?"
"Yes, most likely, they like me to stay so I can help in the morning." I'm sure, I thought and watched her sashay into the bathroom.
She was scented, creamed, washed, shampooed, and back out again before Daddy got back home.
I had found a nitie from my younger days and was in bed watching a movie on Mama's television when Daddy walked in. I wondered if he maybe didn't have something on the side for himself too. Who would blame him?
"She's gone again. Has an overnight cleaning job." I watched to see his reaction to that, but I am not sure he heard me. He was looking at the nitie and at the same time I saw his bulge again, I felt my nipples harden and poke through the worn knit fabric, making it nearly sheer.
"Okay," he sat on the other side of the bed and removed his shoes, and pulled his shirt over his head. He stood and let his pants drop to the floor, and laid down facing away from me.
"Daddy?"
"Yes?"
"Is she gone a lot overnight?"
"Yes."
"Do you think she cleans houses?"
"No."
"Okay."
There was some silence and I heard his soft snoring. I felt some amount of relief that he knew what was going on. Even though she thought she was pulling one over on him. I drifted off with a different outlook on the situation.
The smell of cinnamon woke me. "Wake up sleepyhead, it's Sunday morning and we have cinnamon rolls!" he said.
I squealed and jumped out of bed. "My favorite!"
"I remember, Missy," he said laughing.
I poured us both a cup of coffee and when I handed him his, he was staring at my breasts again. In the light of day, the shadow of my nipple was obvious through the tissue-thin knit. I saw the lines of tension and worry that were always on his face smooth away.
I started to say something but the timer went off and the cinnamon rolls were ready to come out of the toaster oven. He iced them and as tradition, he made me wait until they cooled a bit. For a fraction of a second I hesitated but picked up a roll and as I always did, began licking the icing off the top.
I saw his eyes go dark and his lips part as he watched each swipe of my tongue through the glistening white icing. I held the roll in front of his lips and watched the tip of his tongue scoop up the icing.
"Daddy," I breathed. I stepped forward and pressed my body into his. My nipples poked into his bare chest.
He caressed the upper slope of my ass through the gossamer fabric. His hand was rough from working, but so hot, and pressed me nearer. I pushed my hard aching nipples into his chest and he cupped my ass and pulled me higher and against his throbbing cock.
I wrapped my arms around his neck and nibbled his lower lip, My tongue stroked his lip, tasting the icing. His tongue dipped into my mouth just as he dipped it into the sweet icing.
He groaned louder and wrapped me into a tight embrace and keep me deeply. I stroked my tongue in and out of his mouth and he pulled away gasping.
"We have to stop, Missy," he ground out. "This is wrong. I can't take advantage of you like this. I'm needy. Too needy for you." He grabbed his shirt off the back of the chair and walked out the door.
It was Sunday and Mama obviously wouldn't be home anytime soon. I was sure Daddy would be gone most of the day and I didn't feel like going out.
I found a bucket, rags, and soap and began washing down the kitchen area. I scrubbed the toaster oven and coffee pot and had everything shining. Next, I went to the television and all the shelves of her stuff surrounding it. I washed and carefully replaced and continued on around the room. I dug out the vacuum, moved furniture, and swept everywhere. I looked around and was surprised to see when the place was clean, it wasn't all that bad.
As if on cue, Mama walked in the door. Looking just as disheveled as she did the last time. But this time I took issue with her not giving a thought to Daddy when she did that.
"Sit down, Mama," I ordered. She hesitated but did plop down in the chair. She didn't seem to notice that the place was clean.
"What? I'm tired and want to go to bed. I worked hard today."
"You mean you fucked hard. Don't fake the shocked look, Mama. Everyone knows you're fucking around on Daddy with his boss. You come and go here without a care for him--"
"Hey, young lady who do you think bought that television?"
"I know you did. And you know what else? You are going to buy more. This place needs a microwave. And a toaster oven that works correctly. And a new refrigerator--"
"Now just you wait one minute," she interrupted, "All that fancy college has gone to your head. Just don't you forget where you came from."
"Because of you, I'll never forget. I won't let myself forget." I stopped to take a breath. "You owe Daddy for all the years you screwed him over by spending all his money on yourself. Now you owe him because you're screwing his boss. And I'm absolutely sure that you can get him to spend money on you. Just make sure it's on a microwave, toaster oven, and refrigerator."
"You have changed young lady!"
"Oh, and should you decide to not start paying Daddy back, you might discover yourself without a home to come back to."
By the time Daddy came back, Mama and I were already in bed asleep and they were both gone in the morning before I woke up.
Another week and a half of this, I thought over coffee. How was I going to make it? Mama had been coming home daily and this morning a new coffee maker was in the kitchen.
Daddy had been avoiding me after our kiss. I know he was guilt-ridden thinking I would feel I was a stand in for Mama. I knew once he experienced me, there would be no confusion. For either one of us. Now I see him as a man first, and a father second. I'm not sure when it changed for me, or why. Just that it has.
Two days later a microwave was delivered.
Since any semblance of a mall was the next town over, I shopped the thrift store, amazed at how many items still had new tags on. I went into town earlier in the day to the Sudsy Laundro-mat so we had clean clothes, towels, and sheets.



Mama was up and gone early and if she stuck with her normal, she would not be home tonight. I emptied out the plastic box of my old clothes and arranged the new ones as I would need them.
Daddy was so impressed with how the place cleaned up, he wanted to help me get the rest done. He had a half day at work so while waiting I washed the few dishes up and decided to get ready.
The thrift store surprised me with a few new ideas and I was excited to try them out. I found a pair of old worn blue jeans that were cut so high that if I wore underwear, it would show. I matched it with a cropped t-shirt that bared my midriff but when I lifted my arms, the bottom edge barely clung to my nipples. Today would be Daddy's day. Whether he knew it or not.
I was on the step ladder washing the wall when I heard the door open. I glanced over my shoulder and smiled. He swallowed hard when he saw the jean shorts. Frayed strings hanging over my nearly bare ass. He could see my shirt ride up while I scrubbed the wall.
"I got an early start, Daddy!"
"Yes. So I see." He walked into the bathroom. "I'm going to change clothes."
He came out in shorts and a t-shirt. "Can you change the water in this bucket please?"
I had the bucket on the paint tray shelf of the stepladder. He came over, didn't say a word, just slowly reached up to collect the bucket. He took his time walking away and in that instant, it occurred to me when I was stretched out swiping the rag on the wall, the short cropped t-shirt was pulled up and gaped out away from my body affording him a perfect view of the underside of my breast and nipple.
"Thank you, Daddy," I said when he returned, but washing more over my head to lift the t-shirt higher, almost exposing my nipple. But he got a much better view of my tit anyhow.
I climbed down to move the ladder and he still stood there. His knit shorts did nothing to hide the cock that was tenting the front. I let him see me looking and then continued to move the ladder. I wasn't near ready to end this seduction.
I squatted down to wipe down the baseboard. The narrow crotch of the jean shorts slipped to the side exposing one pink smooth cunt lip. Making it apparent that a bra was not the only undergarment I was not wearing today. As I ran the rag down the baseboard I duck walked towards him. The crotch worked deeper into my pussy and began rubbing my clit. It was all I could do to not reach between my legs and pleasure myself.
As I stood up the crotch stayed wedged in my cunt and I made no move to adjust. He looked down for a moment and turned to continue washing the wall, his cock pointing towards the wall.
Poor guy. I could not imagine how long it had been since Mama took care of him, but it had to be months. He could have taken that thing out and played with it himself, but surely not the same as having a hot mouth or steamy pussy at the ready.
I stood behind him and hugged him. "I love you, Daddy. I'm so glad I can help you around here." My hands were flat on his chest and right above the waistband of his shorts.
He stopped for a moment and I softly rubbed my nipples on his back and pressed my plump breasts into him. I moved my hand slightly to slip under his t-shirt and rubbed his belly. His skin was so hot and as I rubbed I nudged the elastic waistband a bit lower. His chest expanded under my hand as he took deeper breaths.
Finally, he put his hand over mine. In what seemed like millimeters he moved my fingers under the elastic. I could hear his breathing deepen and increase and he slid my hand lower. I swear my hand was close enough to feel the heat of his cock and my own breathing intensified.
Suddenly he moved my hand out of his shorts. "Missy," he growled low. "We can't." I knew he was scant millimeters away from losing control. I also knew that scared him because the last thing he would want to do is hurt his daughter. But he didn't know that I was no virgin.
I stepped back. "We can Daddy. Just you wait and see," I said, thinking now it was time for an all-out assault on freeing his sexual urges.
I spent the day touching and teasing him. The crotch of my shorts was dark from my wet cunt. I would brush past him rubbing my ass against his erection. Because the crotch was well up between my legs, he had a good view of my pussy and most of my ass when I bent over.
I made sure he had a good titty show when I was up on top of the step ladder. The hem edge of the shirt kept my nipples hard which sometimes didn't stop the shirt from riding up. He was more often treated to the view of my hard rosy nipples and large aureoles.
I had Mama's big tits but there was no telling the last time saw them other than pointing out the door. And mine still stood high on my chest and just right for titty fucking. Something I remembered when I lay in bed and heard them arguing.
We were finally done and stood admiring our work. It looked like a totally different place and was something nice for Daddy to come home to after work. I went to take a shower and Daddy was going to put something in the microwave for dinner.
I left the bathroom door open. I couldn't see him, but he could have easily watched me and I was counting on that. With my back to the door, I let my shorts slide down my long legs and puddle at my feet. I stretched my arms high and bent side to side to get the kinks out, then I pulled the shirt over my head. I put my hands on my waist and turned towards the door and bent all ways as though stretching my back. I stepped behind the curtain in a puff of steamy air.
The warm water felt so good but I made my shower short. The curtain parted and one leg appeared to him, then slowly and gracefully I stood on the small bath mat and reached up to pull my wet hair on top of my head, then bent over to wrap it in a towel, my tits swinging down.
Rivulets of water ran down my breasts and dripped off my nipples. Hard and aching because I knew he was watching. When I leaned over to pull a towel off the rack, my heavy tits swayed. I began patting myself dry, paying special interest to my breasts and between my legs. I wrapped the towel around me and twisted it closed above my tits.
"I hope I didn't hold dinner up, Daddy."
He sat at the table. His face was flushed. Two microwave entrees lay on the table. "Sit down and eat, Missy," he said sternly.
I tucked the towel tighter and sat on the only other chair at the table. As I moved the towel loosened and I re-tucked it several times.
"Leave it." I looked at him blinking and he glanced down at the towel.
I didn't reply but continued to eat. It got more slack and I knew it would drop any moment. As I reached for my glass, the towel dropped to my lap and exposed my hard-nippled breasts.
"They look like your Mama's did when we got married. But she liked to flash those titties to get what she wanted." I leaned back in the chair, proud of my body, but didn't put myself on exhibit as Mama did. "That's the difference between you and her and I am thankful."
I smiled and put my hand on his on the table. "Daddy, I want you happy. You deserve it."
"I know you do baby. That's what this is all about, isn't it? Teasing me all day?" I nodded. "I can't think of the last time she paid me any attention. My needs are strong." He stopped and looked at me for a moment. "I could fuck you on this table. Right here. Right now. But I don't want that to happen between us. You need someone to make love to you Missy."
I stood up and the towel dropped to the floor. I swept everything off the table, straddled his lap, and pushed myself on the edge of the table. I was spread eagle and wide open to him.
He slid his hands up my inner thighs, his thumbs rubbing my smooth cunt lips. He groaned, leaned over, and put his mouth on me. I moaned and lay back on the table. I put my feet on his shoulders and he buried his face in my cunt.
His tongue worked deep and then shallow. Flicking his tongue across my clit. I was moaning and arching and he grabbed my hips to hold me to his mouth. I came in a flood all over my Daddy's face in his mouth.
"Fuck me, Daddy!"
He stood up so quickly the chair fell back with a loud clatter. The elastic band pushed his cock down and when it cleared, his meat was an angry red and I could see it jerking with his pulse.
"I"m sorry baby," he ground out, leaning over and shoving his cock deep in my pussy in one thrust.
I groaned from the invasion that stretched my tunnel. It was that fantastical first time the cock-enters-you feeling. "Fuck me hard. Daddy!" I shouted.
He leaned over me, his elbows on the table, and pounded into me like a man possessed. He was out of control and only knew basic instinct. Fuck hard and fast until you hit that sweet release. Waves of orgasm washed over me as his hard vein ridged cock abraded my clit.
My legs were spread wide, my legs flailed in the air. It was animal sex. Pure and simple. Groans and growls. Grunting and panting.
The first throb of his cock buried deep in my pussy came with a deep gravel growl that elevated as he pumped load after load into me. The last grind into me nearly pushed us over the other edge of the small table.
He collapsed on me. His breath panting hot in my ear. He murmured my name over and over. His cock was still semi-hard inside me.
He raised his head and looked in my eyes and pressed his lips to mine. We were tentative at first. Our first kiss after we fucked, but I didn't care. I forced my tongue past his lips and tasted him.
He submitted and began a ravishing kiss as he picked me up, and while I was impaled on his cock, took me to the bed. My legs wrapped around him holding him in me and we kissed more passionately than I've ever been kissed.
We rolled to our sides, facing each other. His cock, although semi-hard, had slipped out. My leg was over his hip and his thigh was between mine pressing against my cunt.
"Missy... Never in a million years... This was so wrong... But now feels so right," he whispered disjointedly.
"I love you so much, Daddy. I'm so lucky to have you and this new man here. I have a lot to learn about him."
He chuckled. "Like what?"
"Hmmm." I put my finger on his bottom lip, a little red and swollen from my nibbles. "Okay. I have a question. What's your favorite sex position?"
His laughter was loud. "Oh, those kinds of questions! Okay okay. I guess doggy. Although I love these," he said, caressing my breasts, "I'm more of an ass man. I love a good rump. Just like yours!" And he gave me a smack on the ass.
"Owie," I squealed. "Hey, that felt good!"
"Oh, I can see I'm going to have my hands full with you!" He laughed and I noticed that with all the tension and worry gone, he looked younger and more spirited.
We talked and kissed and teased some more and before we knew it the flame was lit again and became a blazing fire quickly.
"Daddy I need you in me," I whined."
"Yes, darlin' I need to be inside you. My cock needs your heat."
I rolled to my hands and knees and looked back over my shoulder. He ran his hands over my creamy white globes while kissing and nipping. He licked and nibbled on my cunt lips, the beard on his chin rubbing my clit drove me crazy.
"Daddy!"
He got behind me and ran his cock up and down my soaking wet cunt. I pushed back trying to slide onto his cock but he was in control. He pushed the head in and stopped. I moaned for more. Finally, he let go of my hips and I slammed back on his cock, taking him ball deep.
"Oh my god baby," he leaned over my back and started humping me while he reached under and began squeezing and massaging my tits and aching nipples. The assault on my pussy and tits drove me into a sobbing orgasm.
He held me by my hips and pounded his cock into me. I heard the smack on my ass when I felt the sting shoot through me like lightning straight to my clit. I screamed louder and rode him faster.
Another smack and that's what Mama walked in on...
Daddy hesitated for only a second and then continued on fucking me hard and fast while I rode him, slamming back into him. She walked into the lewd sucking and grunting sounds, the smell of raw sex, and her husband and daughter fucking like animals on their bed.
Her presence sent him over the edge and he drove hard and deep and shot his seed deep inside me.
Mama was frozen at the door, no doubt trying to believe what she was seeing. I rolled to my side, Daddy's sperm trickling out of my cunt and down my thigh. Daddy laid next to me, neither of us bothering to cover up.
I almost felt sorry for Mama. She looked incongruous in the place as it was now. Clean and well kept. The additional shock of us only made it worse.
"Wait until everyone hears about this disgusting--" She waved her hand at us. "You have committed INCEST," she screamed. When neither of us replied, she went on. "This is sick."
Daddy spoke up. "What's sick is you standing there all self-righteous while the last how many years you've fucked half the town." She looked as though he had slapped her. "And look at you. Looking like an old worn out tramp. Using my boss no less."
She started to reply to that but he cut her off. "You thought I was that stupid that I didn't know you were fucking my boss. Guess what. His wife isn't that stupid either."
"She doesn't know about him and me!" Daddy laughed loud and hard at that.
"His wife came to visit me at the dealership a couple of years ago. You've been the only one fucking him while she took the money. While you weren't fucking me, guess what, you didn't get hardly any of my paychecks."
Mama got real red in the face and puffed up her chest. "You just wait until I tell everyone that you fucked your daughter!"
"Who do you think they'll believe? They've seen you while he drove around town while you gave him a blow job."
I lay in front of Daddy and he placed his hand on my hip. "Everyone loves Missy and would never believe any lies from your mouth." He slid his hands up the front of my body and cupped my breast, strumming my nipple with his thumb. He leaned over and kissed my neck.
I moaned.
"I don't know how you can treat your mama like this, Missy," she sniffed.
I rolled to my back and Daddy's hard cock flopped and laid on my thigh.
Somewhat surprised she stayed, I saw Mama's eyes bug out. I squeezed it and Daddy moaned and began kissing me. He kissed down my neck and taking my tit in his hand began kneading. I moaned and arched and he sucked on to my nipple. His hand went between my legs and a finger slid in deep.
She still hadn't moved and I sensed we were both putting on a show for her. I almost felt bad for her until I thought about how she treated this man. This man had given me more sexual pleasure today than I'd ever had. She could have been right here and not me. She could have had years of this virile man.
"Daddy fuck me, please. I need you inside me," I whimpered.
He got on his knees between my thighs and began stroking his cock over me. While he watched me I squeezed my tits and pinched my nipples. Still lazily stroking, he straddled me. I grabbed his hips and pulled his cock towards my mouth. He teasingly dipped it in and I dug my fingers in his ass and sucked his cock into my mouth deeper.
I faintly heard a gasp in the room but was too far gone to watch Mama's reactions.
"God.... your mouth on my cock... you're driving me crazy baby," he moaned. He held himself on his hands and started fucking my mouth. I was caressing my tits and twisting my hard nipples.
I used my tongue and teeth on his marauding cock and sucked harder. He grunted low and pulled back.
"Darlin' I want to titty fuck your gorgeous tits."
I squeezed my fleshy tits together and he stroked through the tunnel, his fat balls dragging across my midriff. I lapped the head of his cock each time he pushed through. His face contorted and he groaned louder.
"I need to be in you, Missy. I need that hot tight cunt." He positioned himself between my legs and shoved in. I was so wet and ready and needy.
I dug my heels in and met him stroke for stroke. Our bodies slammed together. He held himself up over me and I caressed his had muscled arms. They trembled at the restraint and control.
"Hard Daddy. Harder," I whimpered.
He grunted, dropped to his elbows and jerked into me hard and fast. My cunt clenched and milked his cock, the short fast strokes pummeled my clit, and wave after wave of orgasm rolled through me. His head next to mine, his gasping breath in my ear. I reached down and grabbed his ass relishing the hard working muscles.
"Oh baby," he whispered in my ear. "I love being in you. I can't get enough of you."
My legs were spread wide when he sank down in the cradle of my thighs. My legs wildly flayed around as he stroked machine gun hard and fast.
He swallowed hard in my ear and murmured something. I felt his cock pulse hard and begin pumping his seed deep inside me.
He collapsed on me and we both tried to catch our breath. I heard the door close and realized Mama had been here the whole time, watching the show.
Daddy woke me in the middle of the night, his hard cock probing between my legs. "Missy you have me as horny as a teenager. I don't even remember getting hard this many times in a day."
I moaned and pushed back. He pulled my leg over his hip and slid in my waiting pussy. He squeezed my ass while he pushed between my legs and drove deep. His finger played my clit and my cunt clenched rhythmically around his cock and I cried out.
He grunted on each hard stroke and I clenched my cunt around his hot meat. Suddenly a long guttural groan and he was exploding inside me.
The next day was Sunday and we both slept in. When I woke, I was in Daddy's arms, my fingers on his cock and balls. He was still softly snoring. I wanted to wake him up with his cock in my mouth, but there was plenty of time for that. I jumped up and ran to the bathroom and came out to make coffee.
"What are you doing out of bed," he mumbled when he smelled the coffee.
I brought a mug over for me and sat on the edge of the bed. "I was going to wake you up with a blow job, but you were sleeping so peacefully."
"What!" he nearly hollered. You let me sleep instead of sucking me off?" I laughed.
"We have all day Daddy. It's Sunday!"
We finished our coffee and he enticed me back into bed. I squirmed down under the sheets and between his legs. He moaned when he felt my hot breath on his cock.
I ran the tip of my tongue around the wide ridge and flicked the underside and his cock jerked. I probed the hole and swished my wet tongue over the smooth head. His fingers wove through my hair and he moaned.
I wrapped my lips around the head and sucked, slowly taking his cock deeper into my mouth. My teeth lightly grazed the shaft and I felt it bumping the back of my throat.
I lightly danced his balls on the tips of my fingers. "Oh my god Missy," he groaned.
Suddenly I heard a shrill, "Are you two heathens still in bed?"
Daddy ignored her and I wasn't about to stop.
I moved my head up and down fucking my mouth with his cock. He started thrusting and I began scratching his balls with my fingernails.
"Oh my god is she under that sheet?"
I sucked hard up and grazed with my teeth down. Holding the base of his cock tight, I sucked on the head and brushed my tongue back and forth. He kept arching trying to force his cock deeper but I kept teasing. I let him stroke once and held it so only the head was in my mouth.
"Stop this instant!"
He groaned, low and guttural. The agony of pain and pleasure. I tugged on his balls and sucked his cock into my wet mouth. He thrust up and started fucking my mouth fast and furious. His build-up was long and intense.
The sheet had slipped off me and I knew Mama was watching me sucking Daddy's cock.



His cock pulsed hard and I let him explode all over my tits. Pearls of white and clear rivulets ran down my breasts and dripped off my nipples. I caught one on my finger and licked it.
He pulled me up next to him and kissed me. "Are you still here Mavis? Go away," he said going right back to kissing me and rubbing his cum into my titties.
"You two are sick!"
"Mama, it's what you should be doing for him. If you had done your wifely duty instead of fornicating all over this town you'd be where I am."
'Nothing ever made him happy in bed!" she huffed.
"I know better. I heard you at night saying no, belittling what he wanted, and turning your back on him."
"Well I live in this house too and I'm not leaving!"
"Fine Mavis. I hope you enjoy the show between me and your daughter. I can't think of the last time I was this happy." He hugged me closer to him. "And it's not just about the sex. It's about companionship. Loving someone and being loved back."
She stomped into the bathroom and slammed the door.
"I hope she gets it, Daddy. Maybe once she thinks about it she'll understand what told her."
"I hope so too darlin', but I'm not holding my breath. Your Mama is stubborn as a mule."
"I'll be gone soon. I hope you both can get it sorted out before I leave. I'll worry about you, Daddy."
"I know you do but I don't want you to get your hopes up. Because of you I have a different outlook and know that I can be happy. Whether that includes your Mama we will have to wait and see."
We were three to the bed that night but I was the one snuggled against his body. It was me that he woke up in the middle of the night when he wanted loving. It was her that had to listen to us loving each other. Daddy had a new outlook, I could only hope Mama could see the error of her ways.
I was first up in the morning. Since they were still sleeping I could indulge in a long leisurely shower.
I wrapped a towel around me and dried my dripping hair. When I walked out, I heard the sounds of sex before I even looked.
Mama was ass up on the bed, her face buried in the pillow while Daddy was on his knees plowing her from the rear. Her tits jerked and bounced like two melons in grocery sacks, matching her rhythmic grunts stifled in the pillow.
He looked over and smiled at me. I opened my towel and he moaned, fucking her faster and harder. I stroked my finger in my smoothly shaved pussy while I watched him watching me.
His fingers dug into her hips holding her while he slammed into her. She moaned, from pain or pleasure... Or both. Just then he pulled out and shot his load all over her ass. I started cumming when I heard his last grunt and watched that powerful cock pumping.
He got up off the bed and stopped to kiss me deeply as he walked into the bathroom. Seconds later the shower started.
Mama was on the bed with her forearm over her eyes. "He's going to use me, you know," she said.
"Maybe." I shrugged. "What do you expect? You humiliated him for years."
"I know."
"If you want to make it right again, you have to do a lot of damage healing."
"I don't know what I want to do," she said, sighing.
My heart sunk with those words. If the first words to that weren't that she wanted Daddy back and the way it was, it was not going to happen.
"You should decide what you want. Either leave him or make your lives better. One or the other." She nodded.
"Maybe she should consider what I want," Daddy said coming out of the bathroom, a towel wrapped around his waist, rivulets of water making their way through his chest hair and dripping off his nipples.
"Maybe I should leave so you both can talk," I said, moving to put my clothes on.
"You're part of this family, Missy, and you should hear this." He stopped, looking at her to ensure he had her attention. "I just did something I'm not proud of. I used you, Mavis. I had no care for your pleasure. I used you like a whore. Like the whore you've shown you are. I was already hard and you started playing with my dick and you got it. I didn't want to even look at your face."
I was shocked at his strong words, truthful as they were. I guess I could see it all along. It was too late for healing. And I did not help because I reminded Daddy of what was out there. What used to be and what he had missed. He was ready to move on to a new life.
Mama lifted her face from the pillow from what I thought was her crying, but her eyes were dry and her face hard. The tension was almost stifling, and when I looked at Daddy's face, the lines of stress were back.
"I'll find someone that appreciates me," she said, getting off the bed and walking naked to the bathroom. The door closed quietly.
I realized I had a death grip on the top of the towel I was wrapped in. Neither of us moved for a moment, then I felt Daddy's hands on my shoulders, rubbing away the tension. I moaned from the release of nerves and from the building fire between my legs.
"Oh darlin'," he whispered. "You keep me aroused like no one ever. Before you came I thought I was an old man, no longer potent or virile. You have proven to me that I am still a man. Vigorous and masculine."
The door opened and Mama came out fully dressed. She stopped for a moment and looked at Daddy. How his towel was tented from his cock that was hard for her daughter and not her. Without a backward glance, she walked out the door.
"Daddy I want you, but right now I need a cup of coffee worse," I said, laughing.
"I'm with you!"
I had two more days before I had to go back to college. I had left college dreading being home, and I am now dreading leaving home. I had nothing to pack and would leave with the same small bag I came with.
"I'm going to drive you back to college, Missy," Daddy said when we were wrapped in each other's arms.
"No! You can't take off work."
"I have had time off coming but just never had reason to take it. You're the best reason I can think of darlin'."
"Daddy I'm going to miss you so much!"
"This place is going to be mighty lonely without you," Daddy said in a choked voice.
I looked around. Mama came back and took all her knick-knacks and clothing. She did leave the microwave and all that. Her existence had been cleared out. What would Daddy do now, I wondered.
He was a virile sexual man that needed a woman...
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I fell asleep in Todd's bed. Neither of us woke until late morning, and only because Maddie called inviting everyone to breakfast.
"Ugh, I can't move," Todd said.
"Me either."
We didn't have time to contemplate what happened between us last night. I had to sneak back to my apartment, shower, dress, and walk across the courtyard. I was thankful for cell phones because she didn't know that I was in Todd's bed when she called.
Maddie was clanking and banging in the kitchen and Dad was setting the table. Seemed a lot of bustling around just for family breakfast until I noticed the table set for five. I mentally counted myself, Todd, Dad, Maddie. Four any way you look at it.
Todd came in, and casually greeted me along with the others, and we chose our drinks and seats.
"Todd! Look who came to visit us," Maddie said, indicating a girl hovering near the door. "Remember your little cousin, Corinne?"
"Wow, yeah, you were just a kid last time I saw you and..." He trailed off, seemingly at a loss for words.
I could guess because she grew into a set of tits the size of her Aunt Maddie's since he had last seen her. Holy crap! She had a figure that even the hardened porn industry would lust after. Maddie was 38DD, Corinne had to be 40E. She could be ridiculously out of proportion. Could be. But no, she was gifted with hips and ass curves that balanced it all out perfectly. Even her calico prairie dress and long blonde braids couldn't conceal her drop-dead eighteen-year-old porn star body.
"Hi, I'm Alessia," I stepped forward to shake her hand. She looked at me strangely, then did the same to Todd. Her hand was cool and limp.
Later on, Todd whispered, "Strange vibes."
"You mean from your cousin?" He nodded. "She inherited those tits from your mom?"
"No kidding! She didn't look like that last time I saw her."
I left earlier than the others to get ready to fly out in the morning. After hugs and goodbyes, I said to Corinne, "If there's anything you need just knock on my door." She smiled wanly.
I was going to offer to take her shopping. Her calico wasn't appropriate for Florida. Oh well. Not sure what I did to her, but she was not my problem and I promptly put her out of my mind.
I was gone for five days and Dad was waiting in my apartment when I walked in the door. Always glad to see him, I jumped in his arms and kissed him passionately.
"I've missed you, Daddy!"
"Lessie, I've missed you more than you'll know." He sat down while I unpacked. "I'd like to stay here tonight."
"Of course, I want you to stay here all night. You don't have to ask!" I tossed a load into the laundry hamper. "Hey, how's Corinne doing?"
"She is, ummm, coming unto her own I believe."
"Oh?"
"She's eighteen and from backwoods Georgia. She hasn't been exposed to much." He stopped.
"Go on, Daddy, what's going on?"
"She's a virgin and keeps coming on to me. Wants me to be her first."
"Shows how smart she is," I said grinning.
"Yeah well, I don't know how comfortable I am with it."
"What does Maddie say?"
"Oh, she's fine with it. You know Maddie!" I nodded.
Even though we all have our unusual relationships, there has been no jealousy and we are happy to share. I thought back to when I walked in on Phillippe and found him in bed with someone, and the relief I felt when I found it wasn't another woman.
"Then I don't get the problem with it, Daddy." I shrugged."Go for it!"
We sat on the sofa and ate pizza for dinner, and made out like teenagers, and watched x-rated movies.
"This makes your Dad the happiest, honey," he said, pulling me across his lap. "Having my daughter in my arms."
"Daddy, I think you should fuck her. Corrine. Make her first time a good one. It sucks for most of us."
"Hmmm, you might be right. She'd just go find a stranger probably."
"Right, you can use my apartment when I'm gone, but only on one condition."
"What's that, Lessie?"
"You secretly record it so you and I can watch it later."
"Deal!" he said without hesitation.
It was so nice having Daddy next to me. I snuggled into his hard body. We faced each other, kissing. I rubbed my aching tits on his chest and threw my leg over his hip. His cock poked around my cunt.
"I think he wants in?" I whispered.
"I know he does my precious." He moved and the head slipped in. "Your Daddies cock always wants in your sweet cunt."
I tipped my hips and he sank in. We fucked slow and lazy.
"Besides, don't you want to see if those humongous tits are like Maddie's?"
"Lessie," he said laughing loudly."Yes, I have thought about her tits and her body. I mean I haven't seen an eighteen-year-old body in a long time." He laughed. "Naked anyhow."
"And she's very curvaceous you know. Wide hips, plump ass." I felt his cock twitch inside me."Bet she'd be hot to do her doggy."
He groaned. "Mmmm yeah I bet she would."
"I can see you mounting her from behind." He took my nipple into his mouth and nipped it. I gasped and arched my back. "You'd hump her like an animal."
His lewd slurping sucking noises inflamed me. "Daddy, imagine how tight her virgin pussy is. I'll bet her pussy is covered in the same soft blonde hair."
"My naughty daughter." He rolled me back and I cradled him in my thighs. Cock head teased my cunt, then slid deep.
"You can only fuck her once because she'll be sore, but you can show her your pussy eating skills. You are the best, Daddy. Imagine those soft white thighs around your head.
Her fragrant curls fill your nose with her scent."
He began thrusting in harder and I rocked up to meet each stroke. "You want her to suck your cock. You want an eighteen-year-old sucking your cock down her throat. But you have to wait. You don't want to scare her."
"Oh god Daddy, don't stop, I'm cumming," I wailed. He kept pounding into me lost in is his own pleasure trip.
A day off. No errands. Phillippe taking his brother to the airport to return to France, so I have the whole day to myself.
The red striped beach bag full of unread books fell poolside with a loud thunk. I prepared the lounger for a sun goddess tanning marathon in my tiny fluorescent orange bikini. Although it was typical of all the female residents to go topless in our pool.
In position for no shadow tanning and a cloud. Ugh, go away I thought. Peeking I saw the cloud was Corinne.
"Hi"
"Hi Corinne, you enjoying it here?"
"I guess."
"Living with old people probably isn't as much fun as you imagined."
"Not really. And all they do is have sex. YUCK."
Okay, this isn't going in the right direction. "What are your interests? Maybe we can find things for you to do. I have a few days that I'm not busy."
She mumbled something about "busy" and "Todd" and "sex" and a bulb lit brightly in my head, so I ignored her comment.
"Did you bring a swimsuit?"
"No, We don't have much use for them in Georgia."
"I have a million of 'em if you want to borrow one?"
"Okay, I guess."
I dumped the swimsuit and cover-up drawer onto the bed. "Go for it!"
As she began rifling through, it occurred to me that all I had was bikinis. Possibly not her style.
She held up one of my less abbreviated suits. "Good choice! That's a real Florida-style tropical design.
Before I could turn, she had her dress over her head and was reaching behind her to unhook her bra. I couldn't help myself. I had to see them.
"I think I'll need help tying." Her bra dropped to the floor. I stared. Naked her tits were even bigger. The biggest aureoles I've ever seen centered each tit. "They're pretty big huh."
"I have to admit your Aunt Maddie's tits were the biggest I've ever seen.... Until you. You must have had a lot of attention when you were in school."
"Boys are crazy," she said and laughed. I nodded in agreement.
"Okay, just hold the cups in front of you and I'll tie the back and around your neck."
She turned around and my eyes bugged out. What would be more than an acceptable size on my 38C's barely covered her nipples. There were as much of her fleshy melons above the triangle as below. Wait until the guys get a load of this, I thought, laughing to myself. It will be hard on heaven.
"Okay, you look great Corinne! Let's try on the bottoms."
Because she was a more normal size, but still larger than me, she wouldn't be charged with indecent exposure. I tied one hip, she turned and I tied the other side. Her pubes were covered, but fine blonde curls peeked around all edges. The thong back showed off her shapely ass.
"There's a full-length mirror in the bathroom. I'll just meet you back outside." She nodded.
"I used your sunblock, I hope you don't mind. I don't want to burn first thing."
Her creamy white skin would be prone to burn so she was a smart girl. She's pinned her long braids up and looked a lot different than the prairie girl, I thought. That dress couldn't hide her killer body, and nearly naked, it's even more awesome.
"I'm going to have to find a job," she said.
"What kind of work do you want to do?"
"That's it, I don't know. With just a high school education...."
"We'll think of something. Don't worry. I'll come up with some ideas," I said.
I flew out the next morning and had three nights of boring layovers. I hit the hotel bar with a few of the other flight attendants but really didn't enjoy that kind of thing.
Glad to see my building come into view, I wheeled my bags in and plopped on the sofa. "You look exhausted, Lessie," Dad came in the door with a tall glass of his homemade lemonade.
"Oh perfect!" Summer childhood was always my Dad's homemade lemonade. "I needed this," I said, rubbing my neck.
He leaned over the back of the sofa and unbuttoned my uniform jacket and slipped it off my shoulders. I pulled the camisole over my head and he began massaging my neck. He wove his fingers through my hair to my scalp and moved his fingers in small circles.
"Mmmm Daddy this is heaven," I moaned. I could feel the tension draining out of me. He worked on relaxing my shoulder muscles and along my upper back. His touch was
perfect, not too hard and not too light. But then I already knew that from making love with him.
"Corrine and I took care of her little problem while you were gone." The tips of his fingers kneaded my upper arms and across my chest.
"Oh?" I said, so out of it, I wasn't sure what he meant.
He reached between my breasts and unclasped my bra. My tits popped out, breaking from the confines. I sighed. Even that felt better.
"Yes, remember I told you she wanted me to pop her cherry?" He spoke as though he was slightly annoyed I'd forgotten such a monumental occurrence. For her at least. And for him to I guess.
He trailed his fingers from my collarbone down and around my breasts and back up the valley between. It was titillating. Half relaxing and half a turn-on.
"Mmmm so you fucked her then?" Feeling a little perkier with Daddy's manipulations and the vision of him fucking her. "Did she like it?"
"I have the video of it. Remember you asked me to?"
"Yes yes, I remember it all now!" He traced circles on my soft flesh, coming near the nipples, but not touching. "Mmmmm Daddy that feels so good dammit."
He chuckled knowing I was getting turned on. "I think I unleashed a tigress. She has her eye on Todd now. I think the only reason she hesitated in getting in his pants is that he's her cousin. And... Well, you know that nasty taboo stuff called incest."
"You are so bad, Daddy." I laughed. "I love you so much."
He knelt in front of me and I lifted my ass off the sofa while he removed my skirt and panties. I squirmed. Being naked and exposed to my Dad was always so exciting to me. He hefted each tit in his hands and held them to his mouth to suck. Back and forth. Giving the cool air enough time to hit my wet nipple before putting his hot mouth on them. He squeezed my tits together and rubbed his light beard back and forth across my nipples.
"Oh my god you've learned some new tricks," I murmured, arching my back.
After a final kiss on my breasts, he trailed his lips lower on track to the heart of my need. Daddy knows best. He nuzzled and breathed in my scene worked his magic with the tip of his tongue and in just a moment, my toes curled.
"Oh Daddy," I sighed. "You know how to take care of your girl."
Corinne asked if I'd go shopping with her and not one to turn down a girl's day out shopping we were in the car. Maddie gave us her credit card and suggested a few trendy shops in Thornton Park where we could shop and do lunch as well.
I got comfortable in what was usually reserved for the impatiently waiting male leather chair. The sales associates were in and out of Corinne's dressing room with armloads of clothes.
"Alessia, can you come in here?"
I slipped behind the drape and immediately saw the problem. Corinne's top was considerably larger than her bottom. When the bottoms fit, the tops were stretched across her massive tits, or open because they couldn't be buttoned.
"Oh my!" I said, not helpfully. Her eyes were brimming with tears. "We'll figure something out honey."
Her industrial-strength bra was visible on nearly everything and unfortunately, Phillippe had gone back to France on a buying trip and vacation with his family. Spending time with Alain made him a bit homesick, so I encouraged him to stay and visit family.
I didn't trust anyone but him to fit bras, but I had the shop key and had learned enough from him that I could do it in this emergency situation.
"Before clothing, you must be fitted with the correct sized undergarments!" I said and we both laughed.
I immediately went to her size, we just had to work on the best style for Corinne. I intended to find her at least one of each style, depending on what she was wearing. She needed a bit of training because backwoods Georgia wasn't much interested in lingerie, it appeared.
Phillippe had every cup size available. Even the E she needed. "Did you inherit these?" I asked, hooking the first bra. I ran my hands around the band as Phillippe taught me to make sure no flesh was caught.
"Yeah, mama and granny both had big hooters." I tried not to let her see me smile.
"Okay, what I want you to do is bend over at the waist so your breasts swing free... Nipples point down." The cups fit well, but her tits weren't budging without intervention. "Bend over again and I'll try something else."
I was able to plump her breasts up in the cups and when she stood up and looked, she exclaimed, "Wow, is that me? I look so sexy!" The soft flesh was pushed up and center forming a deep valley of cleavage. The white lace I chose for her was still demure and appropriate for an eighteen-year-old.
I smiled. "Yes, you do. You always did though. Just a few adjustments here and there. We all need it from time to time!"
I had chosen several more styles for her to try on. One was not going to work, so that went on the 'no' pile.
The last was a shelf bra, and the one I was not sure was going to work at all. Breasts that size were heavy and the weight pulled them down somewhat. At her age, it wasn't much, but the weight was still there.
All Phillippe had available was red lace and she loved it even before trying it on. "Ohhh I want that one!"
"Let's see how it fits. It's designed to support, but there's virtually no coverage." I hooked it in the back. She bent over and her tits hung heavy. I plumped them in my hands and told her to stand up.
"Oh my," I whispered.
The small cups fit under her breasts perfectly, supporting but leaving half her breast and nipples bare. Her nipples pointed straight ahead, something that she'd never experienced.
"Oh my god. I love this, Alessia," she whispered, turning sideways to reflect in the three walls of mirrors.
"Honey you look fantastic in that! You're going to knock the guys dead. Seriously."
She palmed her rose-colored nipples hard. "I wish I could show Todd."
"Why can't you?"
"He's my cousin. It ain't right."
"It is if you're both agreeable to it. You're an adult now Corinne and adult enough to make your own decisions. Todd is too."
"You think he'd be interested in me?"
"Of course!"
"I know you two... Well, you know...."
"We what?" I questioned.
"I watched you both the first night I was there. Aunt Maddie sent me to Todd's apartment but you were, umm... Tied to the bed."
"Oh! You did see us that night then!" I had to tread very carefully. "I know you're not experienced in sex, but it's not all like you saw. That is just the way Todd and I enjoy sex. To be honest, he's the only one that it's that way with."
"Oh, okay. I don't think I would like to be tied up."
I nodded. "I understand that and I'm sure you'd find that Todd would be just fine with that. I believe it's just a thing between the both of us."
"I just wish he wasn't my cousin."
I didn't want to give up my Dad, so I asked, "Are you a virgin, Corinne?"
When she blushed even her titties turned rosy. "Not anymore." She hesitated and I waited. "Your Daddy and I did it together."
Did it? "Oh, you had sex with Daddy. That must have been very exciting."
I watched her nipples harden and a dreamy look cross her face. "It was. He was so kind to me. He was sexy, but nice too. Like a Daddy would be."
"That's wonderful Corinne. The way your first experience should be! Are you going to have sex with him again?"
"I hope so!" I smiled to myself and made a mental note to tell him. Also, to watch that video.
"Okay, let's go get some lunch! Maddie gave me the name of a place. I've never heard of it, but we'll try it, eh?"
I suggested she wear the shelf bra and just slip her t-shirt on, which in retrospect might have been a mistake on my part.
Her tits stood high and out on her chest. Her nipples stayed hard from the t-shirt rubbing them. Meaning her shirt dropped straight down from her tits, creating a short cropped t-shirt.
This girl is going to create a lot of erections today I thought as we walked down the sidewalk. Some women looked and frowned, some smiled appreciatively, every man, young and old literally had their tongues hanging out.
It took a while to find the address, and oddly there wasn't a sign but there were some diners in the small room. Heads turn as she walked ahead of me to the table. I was starved, the food smelled wonderful so I immediately began perusing the menu.
"Alessia!" she said in a hushed voice I could barely hear. I looked over my menu and her cheeks were flushed. "Did you see?"
"See what?"
"Look around!" she hissed.
My empty stomach had my attention and somehow I missed that this restaurant was a bit different. I should have known since it was Maddie's suggestion, I thought, laughing to myself.
Many men were in suits, not unusual for lunch in town on a weekday. But what was different was that many of the women were dressed much more briefly and in fact in various states of undress. Nothing overtly sexual going on, just some exhibitionists enjoying lunch, I thought.
"Your Aunt Maddie could have warned us," I said, laughing.
"Can anyone do it?"
"You mean topless?" I looked around again. Some weren't, most were topless or in lingerie. "I'd guess?"
Just then our handsome young server came with our drinks. He explained that yes, anyone was welcome to be topless, or not. That many businessmen came here for lunch and also enjoyed the scenery. He offered to help her with her top and slipped it over her head.



Her long blonde braids dropped and fell across her breasts. She looked like a girl fairy tales were written about. Or porn.
"Can we stop so I can get my hair cut?"
"Cut? Are you sure you want to cut it? It's so pretty. Maybe layers?" She nodded.
All eyes were on the eighteen-year-old with the knockout tits and long blonde braids. I was surprised that the tables in front of all the men didn't start levitating.
The server stopped by to tell us that a table of businessmen paid for our meals and any drinks. We smiled and waved our thanks.
As time went on, Corrine became more relaxed, she flipped her braids back and leaned back in her chair to expose her breasts to everyone.
"Pretty exciting isn't it?" I asked.
"Yes! I didn't know there were places like this."
Suddenly a male voice whispered in my ear, "Welcome to Club Discrete, but you never called me."
I couldn't forget the simmering male sexiness of the guy that gave me his card during the lingerie and swimwear show at Phillippe's shop.
"No, you're right but truthfully, I've been very busy." He pulled out a chair and sat down facing me, his legs spread, his right knee pressing into mine.
"No matter, I'm just glad to see you here." He turned to acknowledge Corinne. "And this beautiful young lady?"
"I would if I knew your name. It wasn't on the card. This is Corinne. "
"Steven." He smiled at Corinne who was blushing quite red now with his attention. "You're getting quite the amount of attention, beautiful Corinne. Are you enjoying it?"
"Oh yes I am!" she gushed and I remembered my candid young self.
"Would you mind if I stole Alessia away for a few moments?" Back to enjoying the men's attention, she shook her head.
He led me behind a black curtain down a short hallway and through another black curtain to a dimly lit room. As my eyes adjusted I looked around to see various areas of plush divans and chairs.
A man and woman held hand-blown crystals of yellowish amber and talked in hushed tones. One couple was in the middle of a heavy kissing session, another the same but his hand was under her skirt giving her pleasure. It was variations of sex play wherever I looked.
"Very decadent," I whispered to Steven.
I watched one very pregnant woman, with who I suspected was her husband. He was opening her bra so that her creamy tits were falling out the front of her blouse. Her skin was so white it was almost transparent. Blue veins were like a road map around her fleshy tits leading to the most outstanding nipples I have ever seen. The aureole was plump and the nipple perched on it like a long bullet. A few men were watching her, obviously aroused by what they saw.
"Yes, you'd find most of these businessmen enjoying private time away." Understanding, I nodded.
"I'd guess these are some of their more private relationships." In other words, many of these women were mistresses of the men.
"Some are business associates that want a little lunch playtime together. And yes many are with their mistresses, but some," he glance at the pregnant couple, "are married." He smiled.
It occurred to me that my panties were wet and I was aroused just being here in the room.
"I thought you might enjoy seeing this, Ms. Alessia," he whispered against my cheek.
I turned to his lips. He groaned and pulled me against him. I wrapped my hand around his neck and took the kiss even deeper. Dipping my tongue in his mouth, running the tip on the ridges of his teeth. I nibbled and tugged on his lower lip. He growled low and ground his heated bulge. I wanted to do this from the moment I saw him in Phillippe's shop.
"I should get back to Corinne," I gasped, breaking away from his kiss.
"She is fine. I had our server watch over her," but we immediately went back to the dining room. Other than a pile of phone numbers that had been delivered to the table, she was indeed fine.
Later that night I snuck into Maddie's apartment and their bedroom. They were already asleep when I slipped in naked between them.
"Oh, my what a nice surprise," Maddie mumbled, running her hand over my body.
"Yes, it is," Daddy said doing the same. "Always nice to have your daughter climb into bed with you. Especially when she's naked." Daddy said, nudging me with his hardening cock.
"We have to be quiet. Corinne is in the guest room," Maddie whispered.
"Yes I have to talk to you about that," I said breathlessly because Dad had me aroused already. "You could have warned me about the place you sent us for lunch." She just giggled, pulling the covers back to watch us.
"Mmmmm I've been thinking about his since your scent filled my nose," he whispered, sliding between my legs. I cradled him between my soft thighs feeling his hard cock nudging my entrance.
Maddie slipped her hand between us. She petted my cunt and took Daddy's cock in her hand, rubbing it on my clit
"You want your Daddy's cock deep in your sweet cunt, don't you my love," Maddie said. I moaned.
"Yesss, I need his cock inside me."
She held his cock tightly at the base. "You want to fuck your daughter, don't you. You want your cock in her until you're ball deep. Then you want to grind in deeper. Until you're locked together. Daddy and daughter joined in the most intimate way possible. You want to unload all your seed deep inside her."
"Oh my god," I said, her words shuddered through me. Daddy growled low.
Maddie guided the head of his cock in my entry. "Fuck her. Fuck your daughter!"
He slid in fast deep on one thrust and I whimpered from the pleasure of the first stroke in that opened my cunt to him. I dug my heels in the bed and levered up meeting each thrust. Our bodies slammed together, the sound and scent of our sex permeating the room.
"Oh my god Maddie," I moaned when her hot mouth sucked in my nipple. Dad's cock in me and her mouth on me aroused me even more. It was difficult keeping our voices low and I know I got carried away and Dad had to shush me when I came.
The next day Todd came home from his trip to Detroit and stopped to talk to me at the pool.
"Now that's a nice sight to come home to," he said, casting a shadow over me. "Looking mighty sexy there girl." He looked me over appreciating the abbreviated bikini I had on.
"Glad you're enjoying it and welcome home," I said, smiling.
Corinne had come out of the apartment wearing one of my bikinis and laid out on the lounger next to me, leaving Todd speechless.
"Hi Corinne," he said, nearly choking. He glanced at me then back at her.
"Why don't you join us?" I said, smirking knowing he would have to hide that throbbing bulge he had in pool shorts.
He rolled his eyes at me. "Sure, I'll be out in few minutes."
"I think he noticed me," she whispered conspiratorially. Gee, ya think, I thought laughing to myself.
"I think you're right! Now is your chance to let him know that you're interested in him."
"But he's my cousin," she said sadly.
"Forget that. He's a man and is interested in you, and you in him. Go for it!"
Todd came out and quickly jumped into the pool. Trying to cool off I'd imagine. That was the first time he'd seen her out of her modest prairie clothes.
"Go!" I hissed to her.
She got up from the lounger and began a slow walk to the pool. Her new hairstyle let the waves fall around her shoulders. The sky blue bikini bottoms covered about half her ass and barely covered her pussy. On her huge tits, the triangles of the top scarcely covered her aureoles. Todd outwardly stared as she used the steps to gracefully enter the pool.
I put my sunglasses on to watch the seduction. Her tits floated on the surface as she stood talking to him. The movement of the water loosened the fabric and allowed it to move, her nipples played peek-a-boo with Todd.
Through the magnified water, I watched his hands go to her waist and his cock push his shorts even further out. She was talking animatedly and moving incrementally closer and his hands soon slide over her ass, bringing her closer to him.
It was mid-afternoon and everyone seemed to be gone. Most worked and even Dad and Maddie were gone. It was just me and them and they obviously forgot about me.
He said something to her, she giggled as he pulled the ties allowing her tits to float naked. She put her arms on his shoulders, bringing herself close enough her nipples bobbed against his chest. The abrasion of his furred chest making her nipples even harder.
His hands were still on her ass, but he lifted her and brought her against him. Her head tipped back, lips parted. Her suit bottoms drifted away through the water.
I saw her legs go around his waist when she began to kiss him like an out-of-control eighteen-year-old. I knew he'd soon be out of control himself. His shorts drifted away and I heard her low wail when he pushed into tight cunt. She was impaled on him. Her cousin. And she was loving it and starting to bounce in the water.
It wasn't easy to fuck in the pool. Water lapped harder and faster against the sides of the pool as she rode his cock. Her tits bounced like two beach balls in front of her. She was frenzied when she came and all he could do was hang on to her and go with his own orgasm.
I pretended to be asleep when they came out to dry off. Later, Todd arched an eyebrow at me, knowing I watched the whole thing.
I talked to Phillippe every day, but I had to admit to myself I missed him more than I thought I would. I couldn't wait for him to get back and he told me he felt the same. Just another week he said.
I talked to Todd the next day. "You know your Mom and my Dad aren't getting much privacy with Corinne around. And we haven't all been together in a while..."
"And we need to initiate the bed for four." I smiled and kissed him deeply for being so astute.
I planned a romantic evening with champagne and finger foods along with a few x-rated movies just for entertainment. We all got comfortable on that massive bed with me between Dad and Todd.
For a moment we were all silent as we watched and listened to the activity on the screen because it was Dad and Corinne. The recording of the night he popped her cherry. Maddie knew about it, but it was a surprise for Todd.
"There she is," I whispered in his ear and nipping his earlobe. "She asked Dad to take her virginity."
We watched a gentle Dad slowly and sweetly seduce her to a trembling needy woman. She took her first cock in hand with the same wonderment all women had when they touched their first hard throbbing cock. The impact that we made that way was powerful.
He led her on the discovery, letting her know what felt good, what she could do harder, gentler, faster, slower. She was now on her knees between Dad's legs playing with his cock and balls.
The braids at odds with her voluptuous eighteen-year-old tits were not lost on either of the men. I heard their breathing get heavier. I glanced at Maddie and she was enjoying the men's reactions just as I was. We were both of the same minds that it made no difference who or what brought pleasure to our men. We knew we could not be everything to them, as they were not everything to us. I loved my Daddy, but I loved Phillippe, and sex with him was totally different, as was sex with Todd.
I watched Daddy move between Corinne's creamy white thighs, her tits high on her chest like dollops of whipped cream. He ate her until she was squirming and wet and so ready. He sucked on her long rose-colored nipples until she arched her back. Moaning for more.
He rubbed his cock head up and down her slippery pink slit and clit. She arched higher, squirmed harder, wanting something she had never had before.
Daddy positioned himself with the tip of his drooling cock at her entrance. He slowly slid in and stopped when she cried out in pain. He had hit her hymen and was whispering comforting sweet words to her.
She finally reached for his hips, pulling him towards her and he slid in deeper until he was ball deep and stopped. He gave her time to adjust to his cock in her virgin pussy.
She began pushing her hips up, ready to feel his throbbing hot meat in her. I could see he was having a hard time keeping control and he wanted to fuck her hard because she turned into a wild woman under him. She finally rolled on top and straddled him and he let her have complete control.
She rode him hard and fast, Her mammoth tits bouncing and braids flying, in opposition to each other. She screamed out her orgasms, one right after another it seemed. Suddenly he bucked up and held her down while he shot copious amounts of cum in her virgin cunt.
She collapsed on his chest and after a moment, started covering her in girlish kisses and thanking him.
My hand was on Daddy's cock throughout the whole video. I loved feeling the movement, the heat, how steel hard he got. I began kissing him. Watching him gift that girl the perfect fuck for her first time had my pussy quivering.
"I want that same cock in me that you fucked her with," I whispered. Getting it, he nodded.
I watched Todd straddle his Mama and squeezed her tits while he slid his cock through the fleshy soft tunnel. He pinched her nipples together and stroked through. She lifted her head and licked the tip of his cock each time. He watched intently, kneading and squeezing her swollen ripe tits.
"Mama, I love your tongue on my cock like that." He leaned up over her and dangled his cock over her mouth. She grabbed it and guided it down to her mouth.
"Fuck my mouth. I want your hard meat deep in my throat."
He spread his knees wide, dipping his cock low. His gorgeous ass worked while he stroked in and out of her mouth. He supported himself on his arms and could look down and watch his cock sliding in and out of his mother's mouth.
The excitement from the video, the sounds of sucking and fucking, the scent of sex, and watching each other got us all high quickly and groaning and near release. My own orgasm rocked my body. My ears rang and my cunt milked Daddy's cock. Maddie held on to her son's ass and when she felt him cumming, she held his cock and he shot his seed all over her face and tits.
Gasps and heaving breathing echoed around the room as we all collapsed on that bed. I knew it had special sex powers, I thought.
Later that week Todd asked if I wanted to come over for pizza and movies. Movies to him were of the x-rated variety. Fortunately, I loved porn movies so I was happy to say yes.
Naked and eating pizza in that big bed was a perfect Thursday evening for me. He started the movie once we got the food put away.
He lay next to me, his head propped in his hand, the other stroking my stomach when the movie started.
The first scene was a handsome male ass walking away from the camera. When he turned I saw it was Todd's hot ass and as he cleared the camera, Corinne was sprawled out in his bed. Her legs parted, soft blond curls hiding her cunt lips. Her creamy white skin and rosy nipples so erotic on the camera. Her hair flowed across his pillow, but even without braids, she looked her teenage eighteen.
"Oh baby, you got her annnnd a video!"
"I did. For you. I thought you'd like that."
"You know I do," I said kissing him deeply before going back to the entertainment.
She was still wild and jumped up in the doggy position in front of Todd. They fucked like that for a while and suddenly she was under him and he was between her soft thighs. I loved watching his hard ass while he pounded his cock into her.
"You got the sexiest ass, Todd," I murmured.
His hand covered my cunt and made circular motions creating a current to my clit. I spread my legs wide, moaning, but I still could not take my eyes off the hardcore sex happening before my eyes.
As with the other video with Dad and Corinne, the sound wasn't good but who needed sound for porn, I thought.
She crawled down the bed and knelt at his hip. As he talked to her, she touched his cock. It jerked at her touch and she jumped. She took it in both hands and held it, beginning to lick the top like an ice cream cone.
I moaned. "This is really turning you on isn't it baby," Todd whispered in my ear.
I could only moan in response. He slid between my things and I felt his steamy hot breath on my cunt. "Oh yeah, Todd."
He bit hard and soft, licked, nibbled, nipped, sucked, and ate until he had to hold me down. Between the visuals on the screen and what he was putting me through, waves kept racking through my body.
I collapsed, exhausted, catching my breath. He rolled me on my stomach, he was on top me, and slipped his cock in me. I spread my legs wide and let him do all the work.
He humped me hard. His chest hair abrading my back, his steamy breath grunting in my ear. His weight was on me and I couldn't move if I wanted to. I struggled and he held my hands together above my head.
He was taking his pleasure from me. Not forcibly, I was willing just not a participant. He used me to empty his balls. He was focused, grunting with every thrust. Pounding into me harder and faster.
His body tensed before I heard him. He pulled out and splattered cum all over my pussy and ass and that's when I came. I loved it rough with him.
A few days later I returned from a flight to find Daddy and Corrine in the pool.
"Hey you two, that pool looks pretty damn good." They wanted me to join them and I was only too happy after a long and annoying flight.
I had a little crocheted black bikini I loved. I could have gone topless but I just liked wearing my favorite bikini. The top may come off later. Besides, my cunt lips and nipples were fairly visible through the tiny holes.
"Come in and relax with us, Lessie. You look like you had a hard day."
I did, I explained. I had an unruly passenger. One that did not understand what inappropriate and lewd comments meant. We finally moved the beautiful passenger to another seat, and I apologized. She did not blame us or the airline, so it was all good. Just trying for the flight attendants.
Corrine came over and wrapped her arms around me and put her head on my shoulder. "I'm sorry you had a bad day, Alessia."
I hugged her back, our tits were mashed together. The movement of the water kept our bodies rubbing each other and I felt the top of my bikini sliding away from the friction.
Over her shoulder, I saw Daddy untie the back of her top and toss it on the side of the pool, and he did the same with mine.
Bare tits and nipples teased each other hard. Corrine looked at me and giggled, which turned me into an eighteen-year-old and I began giggling. She held one of my tits and her and dueled our nipples together like swords. I laughed and tried to smack her ass, but that does not work as well when you are underwater, so I pulled her bikini bottoms off and threw them out of the pool.
She gasped and dove for mine, but I swam away. We both dove deep and came up together, laughing and sputtering. She grabbed for me but I got her around the waist and lifted her out of the water until her dripping tits were in my face. We were still laughing and playing and I pretended like I was going to take a big bite of her tit and put my mouth on her nipple.
She stopped laughing and held my head against her. God her tit felt so good in my mouth, her nipples hardened even more and I tugged it out with my teeth. She moaned.
"Oh my god, Alessia, that felt so good," she whimpered.
I switched to the other tit and chewed on her nipple before using my teeth to tug it even longer before latching on with my mouth. She shuddered in my arms and I let her slide down my body.
By now we had forgotten we were in the pool and anyone could be watching us. We didn't care if our discovery of each other. I brushed her lips with mine and trailed my tongue along her pouty lower lip.
Her chest heaved against mine. I looked down to see our tits pressed together. I could feel her hard nipples poking into mine. I squeezed her ass under the water and her thighs floated around me.



"I've never been with a---"
"Shhhhh," I stopped her. "Just feel me against you. On you. In you. It's all me and you now Corinne." Her lips parted and her tongue darted out across her dry lips.
I kept kneading her ass and began kissing her.
Her tongue was first to tentatively push into the mouth and explore. I slipped my hand between us and found her wide-open pussy. Wet hair surrounding her cunt was so soft in the water. My finger teased the slit.
She broke our kiss and began breathing harder. "Easy baby," I whispered.
"Oh my god. I don't know what you're doing to me Alessia."
Her pelvis started thrusting rhythmically. Spontaneously. "I'm loving on you," I whispered hotly against her lips.
I pushed my finger in a little more and stroked between her swollen cunt lips. She couldn't stop thrusting and was clinging to me and whimpering over and over.
"Look at me, Corinne."
She forced her eyes to open and they would hardly focus. "Do you want more?" She nodded and I flicked her clit with my finger. She jerked and yelped.
"Oh, Alessia I need... I need more.... Something... I feel like I'm going to explode if it doesn't happen."
She groaned loud and long when I eased my finger in her wet hole as far as I could. Her canal began rhythmically squeezing my finger. Milking it like a cock. She shuddered in my arms again, reached between us, and started kneading my tit as I finger fucked her. I strummed her clit with my thumb, just enough to keep her high, but not take her over the edge.
She pinched my nipple with her fingers and I moaned. "Oh yeah, baby. That's the way I love it too." She tugged and pulled my nipple longer and would shiver in my arms each time I strummed her clit.
"Please Alessia. I'm hurting," she whimpered.
I reached into her canal and found the spot and rubbed. She buried her face in my neck to muffle her shout. Her pelvis rocked harder trying to fuck my finger faster. I slid two fingers in her and she moaned, fucking them faster. I strummed her clit faster and she trembled in my arms and she went over the edge. Her cunt clenched my fingers hard when she came.
She hung gasping on my shoulder. I held her to me until she caught her breath.
She kissed me and slowly let go making sure she could stay above the water. "Phew. I thought the guys made me hot, but this...." I smiled and nodded.
Daddy had come up. "You two better get back in the shallow end before you drown."
She swam away and Daddy held me back. "Damn Lessie, you were so fucking hot."
I nodded. "I need your cock. Now. Please." He pinned me against the pool wall and as soon as I wrapped my legs around him, he pushed in. I gripped him with my legs and my cunt muscles clenched and massaged his hot meat. It only took a few thrusts and we both came hard. I was not surprised after all that foreplay with Corinne.
"I love you Daddy," I put my arms around him. "I'm so glad we will always be close."
Shortly after Phillippe came back from France and I went to stay with him for a while. Corinne moved in with Todd and my Dad and Maddie were both still the head of the family.
Where they would lead us next, who knows- there are adventures out there to be discovered, and those we have already had that we might do again. Right now though, we are all pretty content. And, there are others out there waiting to tell their own family fun stories...
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"Look at this address, right on Siesta Key. Big money there, Sia," my sister stated.
"Thank you captain obvious," I said, laughing. A talent Lynne had a knack for.
"Seriously! Do you have a name?"
"I only received a file containing the patient, his issues, and my expected duties." I looked at the contract again for a moment. "I'll admit it's the most I've ever been paid, and there's a confidentiality agreement as well."
"Well yeah you should get paid well," she drawled. "You are a top-notch registered nurse. He must be someone if it's that much secrecy."
"Right, one that bailed out of the hospital pressure because of my anxiety. At only 26 years old even." I was still disappointed in myself that I couldn't adjust. Since I've my nurse concierge business I haven't had one anxiety attack.
Lynne and I were sunning at the condo pool and it was time to flip. We both rolled on our backs and I'm sure anyone looking from afar would think we were twins. We were identical natural blondes with identical 38C breasts and identical in height at five foot six inches tall. The only thing is, we were two years apart in age, but even up close people often mistook us for twins.
"Look how successful you are!"
"I am pleased. When one job ends, another seems to appear." I stowed the file in my bag to review later tonight so it would be fresh tomorrow morning when I met my client.
It was indeed one of the largest mansions on the key and had been recently built. A man that introduced himself as Peter, the mystery man's personal assistant, took me into what seemed to be a seating area. It had a spectacular view of the Gulf of Mexico and the blinding white sand of Siesta Key.
After going over the contract and the confidentiality agreement, Peter took me to meet my new client. He was in another room with the same view. He was sitting in a wheelchair looking out.
"Sir, Sia is here," Peter said, as though announcing a friend.
The wheelchair spun around and I opened my mouth to speak, but nothing came out. As a nurse, virtually nothing flusters us, but I was momentarily speechless.
"I probably need no introduction." His smile was lopsided, some words indistinct. From the files, I knew he suffered a stroke and was currently rehabilitating.
"No sir," I said, finally finding my voice. He was very famous in the area. He owned several furniture stores and was known for his loud and abrasive television commercials. It must have worked because he became a multi-millionaire from selling furniture.
"Bobby. Call me Bobby. Everyone else does," he said, his lips twisting into a humorous grin. "Thank you, Peter. I think Sia and will be fine now." Peter silently left the room. "Have a seat."
He wheeled in front of me and made no apologies looking me over, or that his eyes lingered on my breasts. I heard he was a playboy, and just discovered it wasn't just a rumor.
"Maybe I should have requested you wear one of those tight little white nurse's uniforms while you're here eh," he said in a perfect Tony Soprano voice. Yep, I am going to have my hands full with him, I thought to myself.
"If that's what you'd prefer, absolutely," I said, tossing it back in his court.
He looked at me for a bit and his laughter rang off the walls. "I'm gonna like you Miss Sia." He hesitated. "You're a miss I assume or you wouldn't be staying in strange men's homes for weeks and weeks."
I just smiled.
Peter came to show me to my room. All my bags had been brought up from my car. He informed me that my car was stored in the garage and there was a driver to take me anywhere I needed to go. He said that Bobby told me to relax this evening and we would meet in the morning to begin our day.
My corner bedroom was on a floor above the room I was in earlier. The wall of sliders opened to a deck that overlooked the Gulf of Mexico and a pool below. I walked around the corner on the deck and found an elaborate putting green as well as other golfing accouterments.
In between were tropical gardens with colorful flowers and scents I could smell from above. At sunset, lights edged winding paths through the compound. A tall wall around the perimeter maintained privacy.
I walked back around the corner and saw Bobby sitting on the deck, seemingly waiting for me.
"Do you have everything you need?"
"I do. Thank you. I was just enjoying the grounds, it's beautiful here." I looked out as more flickering flames and lighting came on as the sun settled into the Gulf.
"If you'd like, I'll take you on a tour tomorrow?" He seemed hesitant. Almost as though he was surprised that I appreciated the compound.
"Of course. I'd love that."
"You know I don't need that much care and am improving every day. You're more of a companion to me and a nurse to keep everyone happy," he grinned that funny lopsided grin.
"That'll be our secret!" He turned and wheeled through the doors of the next room down.
When the client doesn't specify, I wear scrubs. It saves clothes in case I get involved in messy. I feel it's more professional.
I took the elevator to the next level down since that seemed to be the living level. Bobby was in the breakfast room with a cup of coffee and the Wall Street Journal. He gave me that big goofy grin that he was known for in his commercials. The kind that makes you think of him as a teddy bear.
"Help yourself," he said, waving to a sidebar of various breakfast items. "I hope you drink coffee? I don't trust anyone that doesn't drink coffee!"
"I'm a nurse. I live on coffee," I said, laughing.
While he was eating and reading the morning paper I had a chance to really look at him. I hadn't thought about it until this morning, but he had a strong resemblance to Tony Soprano from the television show. Out of the chair, I suspected Bobby was a large man.
He looked up and caught me looking. He smiled. "I have therapy this morning if you'd like to sit in on it."
"I would yes. Thanks!" See what he is capable of will be helpful in my care of him. "Is there anything you'd like to do before that?"
"Nah, nothing really," he said thinking. "Hey! Why don't you go for a swim? You've probably seen where the pool is."
"One, I'm supposed to be working for you, helping you. Two, I didn't bring a swimsuit because I'm supposed to be working for you and helping you."
He belly laughed. "Good one, Sia. Good one." I smiled and dipped my head in thanks. "Okay, so you're working for me..... Then I'm telling you that I want you to swim. No suit? Look in the pool house. There's plenty there to choose from."
I went back to my room to finish unpacking. When I was done, I still had another hour and a half until his therapy session. I grabbed a book and took the elevator to the ground level.
The pool house did indeed look like a retail store of swimwear. But only if you wanted a bikini. I laughed and shook my head. I should have expected no less from Bobby.
I chose a red and white striped bikini in my size and changed. The top was a bit more abbreviated than I would normally choose, but there weren't many around to judge. Even though Mama said I was well proportioned, I was always self-conscious about the size of my breasts.
I settled on the chaise and began reading and had a text message from Bobby.
I like your style. Good choice.
I looked up and he was on the balcony looking over.
I'm glad you approve.
Oh, I more than approve. I think that should be your uniform when you're working for me.
I looked up and laughed.
His therapy focused on strengthening his weakest side. He was doing remarkably well for a man his size. I read up a bit on him and found he was a college football player. Not surprising. I was also surprised that he was older than I thought. I had guessed him ten years younger than his actual fifty-six. Despite the stroke, he remained youthful.
The therapist was pleased with the progress he was making and warned him to go too fast. He could easily undo everything he had accomplished to this point.
He was off to take a shower after therapy and met me in the living area after.
"I'm just not able to wash my hair while I'm in this chair and keep it from tangling. There is a hair-cutting room on the lower level. Would you help me?"
His idea of a hair cutting room and mine differed greatly. It was set up with two professional stylist areas. Adjustable chairs, deep sinks, and dryers.
He was able to move from his chair to a washbowl chair easily and I removed the band from his hair.
"I decided that I wasn't going to cut my hair until I was back on my feet again."
I smiled. "You do have beautiful hair."
I dropped the shampoo into my palm and lathered it and began stroking it through his hair. Not gray and not white but a variety of each in every shade. I began a scalp massage around his face.
My fingers moved his scalp in tiny circles and moved back incrementally. By the time I was at the back of his head, I was leaning over the washbowl with my breast pressed against the side of his head.
He rubbed his cheek on it and made an appreciative sound. "Bobby," I said in warning.
I massaged towards the front again so I wasn't leaning over him so far, but now he turned and his nose was pressing into my breast. Had I not had clothing on, my nipple would have been in his mouth.
"Bobby!" And there was that big goofy furniture selling woman seducing grin. "Behave."
I tested the water to rinsed beginning his hairline in the front. Of course and I worked my way back, I had to lean over him again, and this time he pressed his mouth into my breast and hummed. The vibration and heat from his breath made my knees weak.
Oh get over it, I told myself. You're just horny. Have some fun tonight before you fall asleep. You'll be better in the morning.
"Just think how this would have worked if you wore that bikini you had on this morning," he murmured. I swallowed hard and finished rinsing his hair, not replying.
I helped him move to a stylist's chair so I could blow-dry his hair. He watched me in the mirror as I prepared the dryer and the remainder of the project went smoothly.
I wasn't needed until he texted me later in the afternoon.
Meet me at the pool in 30.
He was waiting when I got there. "I promised I'd show you the grounds. Jump on!" he said, indicating his lap.
"I really shouldn't-"
"Oh come on, you have the option to run away from me if you want, right?"
Big man and big lap so I was very comfortable as his chair slowly rolled along on the wandering paths. Florida landscape can look like Tahiti and that's just what his compound looked like. A detached guest house was tucked away in the corner, secluded and private.
Bridges and ponds with koi but mostly lush tropical jungle plants. Fragrant orchids were attached to trees, yellow and red lobster claws swayed in the breeze, bright orange bird of paradise spikes were everywhere. Private and shady seating areas were tucked here and there throughout the grounds.
"This is so beautiful, Bobby," I said sincerely. "It's like another world."
I sat sideways on his lap with my arm across the top of the chair. My breast was pressed into his broad chest. As we continued to ride through the gardens, a discernible heat and hardness pressed against my thigh.
We stopped at an isolated area that overlooked the beach. We were concealed from prying eyes but had a view of the sand and Gulf. I started to get up but he grabbed me around the waist.
"Don't leave me. Just stay here with me for a bit." Another persona to this big blustery man.
I leaned back against him and his arm went around my waist, his hand splayed on my midriff. We watched the kids playing in the surf, while the seagulls laughed and swooped looking for food. The never-ending crash of the waves in the sand. It was all so relaxing that I dozed off a bit. I jerked when a child's shrill scream woke me up.
"Oh my gosh, I'm sorry!"
"About what, Being so trusting of me that you can sleep in my arms?" he said, grinning.
"Maybe."
"Sadly we have to get back. I have a conference call coming up soon." After his stroke, he had sold his furniture business but seemed to have other business interests. Which was good because it kept him motivated to get back on track.
We wheeled back to the pool. "Thank you for the tour."
"Thank you for coming with me and for helping ensure me that all my parts are working correctly." For just that moment I hesitated, then felt a blush creeping up my neck.
He grinned that big goofy grin and wheeled away.
Other than blood pressure and pulse, I had little to do daily and almost felt guilty for taking a paycheck.
"I'd like to get some pool therapy in today, are you up for that?" He asked at breakfast.
"Of course! Let me know when."
Several hours later I got his text...
I'm ready when you are.
I took the elevator down and headed to the pool.
"You're not wearing that in the pool are you?" he said, laughing.
I had to laugh when I looked down and saw my regular working scrubs. "I left the swimsuit in the pool house. Let me get changed."
I was self-conscious because the top barely covered my breasts. The usual issue I had with bikinis. I went down the ramp a bit and faced him. He pulled himself up on the handrails and began walking into the pool.
"Nice Bobby. Your gait is perfect!"
I waited at the bottom beyond the handrails, where he may need help. Continued past the end of the rails for another five or six steady steps and suddenly splashed against me.
I grabbed him as he grabbed me. As I quickly tried to figure out what happened, I realized that he wasn't flailing and in fact just had his arms around me.
"Did you do that on purpose?" I asked, frowning.
"Me?"
That seductive silly-ass grin again. I need to immunize myself against it.
"Let's do some pool exercises for your legs." I created extra resistance on his weaker leg but his strength was increasing amazingly fast.
He was breathing hard by the time we got done.
"You're a tough taskmaster! Time to relax and have fun," he said, at the same time picking me up and tossing me up in the air. I came down with a splash and sputtering.
"Ohhhh you're in trouble now!" I dove and swam between his legs and came up behind him. When he turned, I dove again and came up across the pool. He dove, came after me, and grabbed me.
I grew up with brothers and a pool and knew how to water wrestle but so did he. I was breathless and laughing.
"Not fair!" I laughed. "Tickling me!" I had my hands on his shoulder and his hands were around my waist. My chest was heaving and he glanced down.
My bikini cups have slipped to the side. One totally exposed my nipple, the other just a peek of aureole. I felt his fingers tighten on my waist.
"Your breasts are beautiful, Sia," he murmured. He pulled me closer and my breasts mashed against his furred chest. "You feel so good against me. It's been so long. I began to wonder if I'd ever feel it again."
This was more than just a client coming on to me. Way more. I put my arms around his neck and hugged him, relaxing against his body. The current of the water softly bumped us against each other.
"I want you, Sia. But I don't want a fling. I like you a lot. I partied hard before my stroke. They blamed my stroke on that. I ate poorly, drove myself, and drank too much." He gazed at the putting green. "I'm working toward the day I can stand on my own and putt. Then I can practice getting good at it again."
"Bobby I see the improvement in you every day. You're focused and it makes a lot of difference. So many get fatigued mentally and spiritually and just quit. You have goals."
"I have an even bigger goal than getting back on the golf course." I leaned back and looked at him. "I want to make love to you, Sia. I want to be the man in your bed and not just a patient."
He brushed my lips with his. All my instincts screamed at me to back away. He is your patient. I'm too young for him. He will recover and move on with his jet-set lifestyle and you'll be left alone.
My eyes closed and I pressed my lips against him. He sighed and gatherer me closer. I tasted his lips, he tasted mine. Our tongues dueled. I wove my fingers through his hair and gripped, tipping my head and kissing him again.
He cupped my ass and pulled me against his hard throbbing cock. Swim shorts and my bikini bottom separated us, but the heat was intense.
He groaned, stroking his tongue in and out of my mouth and I teased the tip with my tongue. He pulled back, gasping.
"If we don't stop now, doll, we aren't stopping." He pulled my thighs around him, nestled his cock between my legs, and ground into me. It would be nothing to let our clothes float away and let him penetrate me beneath the water. But I knew he wanted to wait, as did I.
"Let's stop," I ground out. "You're not ready. Neither am I, really." I kept my hands on his shoulders and let myself float away.
"Doll, I when I get you in my bed, you won't want to leave," he said in that Tony Soprano accent and a big grin.
I'll just bet you're right, I thought to myself.
His speech therapist signed off on him the following week. He was walking on his own, without any help and they cut down on his therapy to once a week as long as he worked at it in-between times. That's where I came in.
He had a complete gym on the lower level and that is where we would work out. I made out a daily schedule that was approved by his doctors and therapists.
I woke up, showered, and changed into workout clothes. I never ate before working out and just met him in the gym.
He walked in with the help of a cane for balance. He stopped and stared at me, shaking his head.
"What?"
"I thought it'd be better to work with you but I'm wondering now." He walked over to an upper-body machine and sat down.
I bent over and adjusted the weights. He groaned and I looked up at him and rolled my eyes.
"You're losing focus!" I said.
"You bend over like that in that low cut thing--"
"It's a tank top. All women work out in this!"
"Yeah, but they don't have knockers like yours," he said grinning that goofy you have to love it grin.
"Oh behave!"
I started him on pull-downs and his weaker side became fatigued, so I moved him to a machine that independently and gave him a lower weight so he could do more repetitions. That seemed to help immensely so we started him out doing that. As he regained strength we could go back.
He did make his own fun with what had to have been grueling at times. He would ask me to bend over and change the weights several times. I was also asked to walk across the gym for various things. I laughed it off. It kept him in a good mood and it made his workouts easier I think.
We had a grueling four days in the gym and he called for a day off the next day. I couldn't deny him because he worked doubly as hard as anyone I'd ever worked with.
Peter knocked on my door later that evening and told me a car would be waiting for me at 9AM the next morning. Nothing else. Just that.
I opened my laptop and proceeded to do something I'd never done before. At least not with a client. I did an online search on Bobby.
Picture after picture of him at parties, with different women, in different cities. And almost always with a drink in his hand. He owned his own jet. And although his businesses were in Florida, he was from upper New York state and owned a home there. It also appeared he owned other homes around the world. I snapped the laptop closed, sorry I had looked.



Was I just another conquest for Bobby, I wondered. I mean I was the only female around. Any port in a storm as my Daddy used to say. I drifted off with more questions than answers.
Peter had not told me where I was going so I picked out a sundress, wedges, and matching clutch that should get me through anything.
A black Bentley waiting at the bottom of the steps and the driver helped me in the back. We didn't' drive far until we pulled up in front of what I knew was one of the areas most trendy day spas.
"Hello, I"m Sia and I believe I have an appointment for something?" The receptionist smiled and picked up the phone and said something. Almost immediately a stunning blonde woman in a classic black sheath came out, introduced herself as Eunice, the owner, shook my hand, and guided me to the back.
I hoped I was going to get a manicure because I'd been neglecting my nails. "You are being treated to everything we have to offer here today, Sia. It has been paid for anonymously, but apparently by someone who likes you very much!"
Okay then. I wasn't a country bumpkin, but at most I've treated myself to a manicure and pedicure on occasion, and a hair trim way less often. Waxing and all this other stuff?
I was tweezed and waxed and steamed and dried and shampooed. Then I was dried and creamed and made up. When they spun me around in the chair, I hardly recognized myself.
The same Bentley and driver were waiting when I came out six hours later and took me back to Bobby's mansion.
I walked in and the breakfast room had been converted to a romantic dining room with twinkling lights and candles.
"Did you enjoy your day?" Bobby asked, grinning and walking in.
"I did! Thank you very much. I've never had all that done before."
He kissed me on the cheek. "You look beautiful, Sia. You always do but you look so relaxed."
"I am now that you mention it!"
He introduced me to the chef in the kitchen, who was actually a chef that owned a restaurant here in town where you had to make reservations weeks in advance. It was out of my budget though, so I had never been.
Bobby seated me at the table and poured me a glass of wine. He picked up another bottle to pour his glass, which I suspected was non-alcoholic.
"A toast," he said, holding up his glass. "To my luck at finding this woman to make my final journey to health with!" Tears stung my eyes as I sipped and I blamed it on the wine fumes and laughed.
The chef served our meals while a kitchen helper quietly packed up the kitchen. He served dessert and just disappeared.
"You get the service don't' you."
"When I want it, sure." He shrugged.
"Someone like you would get attention wherever he went, I suspect."
He studied me for a moment. "I think you have seen some stuff about me in the media. It was probably all true." He took a sip of his drink. "Back then. I'm a new person. A brush with death will do that to a person I guess."
"I just realized, you're not using your cane tonight."
"No, I've been feeling much more balanced since we've been working out. Speaking of... Would you like to dance with me? You can test my balance." He grinned.
I went into his arms, my head against his chin. He was an excellent dancer and showed no signs of any weakness. I think he felt it too and gathered me closer against him.
He nuzzled my neck. "Mmmm I don't know what they put on you at that spa, but I hope you got some to bring home."
"I did not. You spent enough on me. I shouldn't even be accepting presents from you. You're my patient."
"I am. I saw nothing in the contract that I wasn't allowed to give my nurse gifts."
"No, you're right. Not officially. I just don't think it's a good idea for us to get involved. And that is definitely in my contract."
"You're sure it's not because you're afraid?" he said.
Bingo! "Of course not"
"Am I too old for you?"
"Don't be ridiculous. Age has nothing to do with it. I don't even think about our age difference when we―- Well, I just don't think about it. Ever," I said, catching myself.
"Okay, does your contract say anything about dancing?"
I laughed and went back into his arms again. Wrapping my arms around his neck I allowed myself to relax. He nuzzled my neck again.
"I still think you should have bought some of this stuff," he said in that Tony Soprano voice and laughed.
"You are bad!"
We enjoyed a glass of wine on the balcony listening to the waves crashing the beach. I had noticed he poured himself just a small amount and was happy he was being careful. There were barely any residual effects from his stroke and he was well on the way to good health.
"I want to thank you for the wonderful day, and evening. It was very thoughtful of you." I hesitated. "But you are a thoughtful man and I appreciate that in a man."
We looked into each other's eyes, and I read or thought I read, but the moonlight plays funny tricks so I do not know what I saw. He brushed his lips on mine, turned around, and went into his bedroom. I stood on the balcony for a while enjoying the sea breeze and trying to clear my head.
During his morning pulse and blood pressure check, I commented, "It's almost to the point that you don't need me anymore. Your therapists have all signed off on you, and I really should. You've come so far so quickly, I'm amazed."
We were ready for the gym and took the elevator down. "Yes but I'm not ready for you to leave. I need you in the gym for one. And pool therapy. I mean as long as I keep paying you, you can keep coming here right?"
"I suppose." I hesitated. "Well within reason."
He put his arm around my shoulders walking into the gym. "Good, that's settled!"
Since he was feeling better his spirits were high and he was happy. He had his humor back and had a flirtatious side that bordered on seductive. He joked and he brushed against me, and laughed and lightly caressed, and used about anything to touch me in some way.
And most of all, he was chipping away at my guard. Or was I just letting it down.
"You know you're very distracting this morning," he said, as I did some weight work.
I was bent at the waist and doing arm extensions. I looked down and saw the tank and bra I wore was gaped away giving a pretty good peek at my 38C's.
"You've seen my titties before at the pool."
He got over the shock quickly and picked right up. "Yes, but it has been so long. Maybe we should hit the pool next so I can get a better view." I laughed and cannot say that I did not tease him a bit more throughout our workout.
After we were done, I said, "Hey, how about you show me how to putt? You have that fabulous green out there."
He grinned that silly lopsided grin. "You're on!"
He tossed a few balls on the green and had me hit them in. He began telling me how to stand, move my feet, straighten my arms.
"Here, I'll show you," he said, standing behind me, putting his arms around me to show me how to hold the club. His head was next to mine, his breath near my ear.
I had purposely worn a low-cut tank top so he got a good luck at my breasts pressed together
I planted my feet and wiggled my ass. "Like this?" He growled. "No?"
"Yes, that's fine," he ground out. "Are you teasing me?"
"Well no! Why would I do that? I mean you are standing close." He stepped back and I hit one in the cup. I went on to hit the next three in the cup.
"You're not new to golf," he said suspiciously. I smiled and shook my head.
"I started playing with my Dad when I was a kid. Although I haven't been out for a few years."
"This is getting better and better," he said, grinning.
I took every opportunity to brush against him or touch him in some way. I left him to putt and went to change for the pool. By the time he got there, I was lazily floating on my back.
"Are you testing me?" He stood at the edge of the pool looking at me. When I was in the pool house I chose a nude-colored bikini, that was only small triangles, but gave the effect of nothing because it was skin color. It sort of disappeared on me.
"Don't you like it?" I laughed to myself having a good idea of what I looked like, on my back floating, to him.
He just turned around and walked away.
I pulled a pool float into the water and was bobbing around on the when he came back, carrying a pitcher of iced tea, glasses, and wearing his pool shorts.
"Glad you're going to join me," I said. "I was getting lonely."
He jumped in the deep end and of course splashed me. I laughed. He swam up and put his arms on the edge of the raft and rested his chin.
"You are up to something today."
I lifted my arm and trailed the backs of my fingers on his cheek, then stretched my arms above my head to the sun.
"I have no idea what you're talking about."
In that position, my back was arched and my breasts stood higher and happened to be right in front of his face.
He took the edge of the raft, pushed it away, and began swimming laps. I would drift back in his way again and he would shove the raft off again. I was giggling and he finally dumped me off. I came up sputtering and laughing.
He caught me around the waist and lifted me up out of the water, showing amazing strength considering he just finished rehabbing a stroke.
My hands were on his shoulders when he lowered me, sliding my body against his. I wrapped my arms around his neck, my breasts rubbing his chest. My hard nipples were obscenely poking through the thin knit, which was almost transparent.
"You seem to have regained all your strength, Bobby." I looked up at him, our lips inches away from each other.
"Umm hmmm," he said with that goofy grin. The motion of the water kept our bodies rubbing together because I was holding on to his neck, and he had my waist.
"And you're feeling pretty randy," I said, my voice low and sensual. I bumped my mound into the bulge in his shorts.
"I am," he whispered, cupping my ass and pulling me tighter against him.
He pushed his thigh between mine and up against my cunt. He pulled me closer so my thigh pressed into his hot bulge.
I searched his face and I could tell he was waiting for me. Happy to oblige, I placed my hand on the side of his face and angled my lips against his. Tentatively. Softly brushing my lips on his. He let me control, taste him. I tugged at his lower lip with my teeth. I slid my hand to his neck and locked my lips against his. They parted allowing me to explore his mouth. His tongue scooped into mine and he moved his thigh so that I was riding it.
I felt the pull on my clit and his bulge throbbed against me.
Just then his phone rang with the expected business call. I arranged the lounger and laid it out to get some sun while he was taking the call.
"Sia, I'm sorry it took so long." I must have dozed because it seemed like he was gone only seconds. "He made us lunch if you want to come in... Or here?"
We sat at the table tucked in the exotic gardens. It was luxuriously tropical and cool. I chose not to wear a cover-up, which seemed to be distracting to him.
"Is something wrong?"
He finished chewing his bite of sandwich and glanced down at my scantily covered breasts. "I think you're trying to test me." I raised my eyebrows. "Don't act all innocent on me. I know what you're up to."
"What might that be?"
"You're trying to see how much teasing I can take."
"That wouldn't be very nice of me now would it?"
"No."
"Okay, I won't anymore then. I'm going to get some sun." I stepped into the pool and grabbed the raft, settling myself on my stomach. No more breasts for him, I thought laughing to myself. Just my ass mostly bare in a thong.
He sat in the shade near the pool all afternoon reading the news on his tablet and making a few business calls. It seemed to be business back to normal for him, which I was happy to see. The only this was, he had not gone out in public since his stroke.
I slipped on a cover-up and sat at the table with him. "Am I interrupting anything?"
"Never!" He laid his tablet and reading glasses on the table. "I missed you."
"What? I've been here all day with you!"
He grinned, stretched his legs out in front of him, and crossed them at the ankle. "You've been up to something today." I was. "I'm just waiting to find out what." He would. Eventually.
I got up, walked over, and leaned down to kiss him. "I'm going in to take a shower," I said, sauntering into the house.
The first thing I noticed when I opened the shower is that it was filled with all the products they used at the spa. I breathed in the delicious scent and poured some in my hand.
"You left the door open," he said, standing outside the shower.
"Yes, I did."
"Was that an invitation?"
"It is. On one condition."
"I knew there'd be a catch!" he said, laughing.
Knowing he would be watching me I slowly smoothed my soapy hands down my arms, then back up and across my upper chest.
"I've signed off on our contract and it's laying on the desk. Sign it and you will no longer be my patient."
There was a hesitation. "So if I sign off on our contract, I guess you'll move out tomorrow."
I turned and let the water stream down my hair while teasing him with what he could not see.
"That could be up for negotiation I suppose."
Suddenly the shower door opened and he crowded in. "Okay it's signed, now turn around and kiss me dammit," he growled.
I turned and threw my arms around his neck while giving him the full-frontal soapy slick body-to-body rub. He growled, grabbed my ass, and lifted me against him.
"Now I can say, I want to fuck you," I murmured.
"Oh god baby," he growled in my neck while his cock slipped between my legs and against my pussy.
"Shower first!" I dripped shampoo in my hands and lathered his long hair. He tipped his head back and rivulets of water and thick white soap ran down his back and ass.
My soapy hands were slick on his back, working lower. He leaned against the shower and spread his legs. My fingers were slick through his ass and cupped his fat swaying balls. Down his legs and back up, teasing his balls with my fingers. He groaned and turned under the water.
His cock pointed straight out, proud and throbbing. I ran my slick hands down his chest, down his stomach until I wrapped my hand around his cock. So hot and hard to my touch.
He lathered his hands and circled my tits, kneading and massaging, teasing my nipples under they hardened under his fingers.
"It has been a long time for me baby, better stop while you're ahead," he said, grinning and cupping my pussy in his hand. "I want to be buried in this."
I moaned, wanting his hands on me for so long. Needing his body against mine. Feeling his hot hardness against me, wanting me. "I want your cock deep in my cunt. Need to feel it pumping your hot seed into me."
We quickly rinsed and toweled each other off. He sat on the edge of the bed and I stood between his legs.
"I've wanted to feel these in my hands and in my mouth since I first laid eyes on you." He weighed each breast in his hands, thumbed my nipples hard and aching. I whimpered. He moaned, taking my nipple in his mouth and latching on. He continued to tweak my other nipple and squeeze my fleshy tits.
"Your mouth feels so good on me, Bobby," I whispered. "I've wanted you to touch me like this from the first time I saw you." I wove my fingers through his damp hair, holding his head to my breast.
His hands stroked the back of my thighs and my ass. I waited so long for his touch it was electric. I could feel the pull on my nipples between my legs. I could not allow myself to think of him as a lover until he was no longer my client and it was like starting over again.
"I need you now, Sia."
He stood up and followed me down on the bed. I opened my legs so he could lay in the soft cradle of my thighs. I was wet and ready and our long foreplay was over. It was time.
I reached down and held his cock, teasing the head on the soft wet folds of my pussy. He groaned and slowly started to enter me.
My cunt stretched from the first invading stroke of his cock and a wave of orgasm washed over me. My fingers dug into his biceps and my cunt clenched rhythmically. I dug my heels in and pushed up, taking his cock ball deep.
"Oh baby," he murmured. "You feel so fucking good. Your cunt is so tight and hot."
I met him thrust for thrust. His cock pulled and tugged on my clit and I felt it building again. "Don't stop, Bobby. Don't stop fucking me," I moaned aloud.
"Oh god yeah," he growled and we began fucking faster. The sound of our bodies slamming together echoed lewdly through the room, breathing deeper smelling the scent of our sex. "Now!" he shouted and his cock pumped hard in my cunt, unloading white-hot seed deep inside me.
He rolled off me and gathered me to his side. He lay looking at the ceiling for a while before speaking.
"I'm fifty-six. Was married for a couple of years and I'll admit, I've had plenty of women through those years," he admitted and swallowed hard. "This is the first time I have ever felt the intensity of wanting to make someone mine. Like I did just now. With you." He kissed the top of my head. "For a flash of a moment, when I was emptying my balls into you, I wanted to impregnate you."
I stirred but didn't have a reply. Almost surprising myself, I wasn't repulsed. Being old-fashioned enough that I should have a husband to love, I hadn't really thought about getting pregnant. I tried to reply with something, but thoughts were running through my head too fast.
He went on. "I know it's ridiculous because I'd be a grandfather's age and--"
"Just shut up, Bobby. I didn't say no or ever talk about our ages." I put my hand on his chest and rested my chin, looking up at him. "You did take me by surprise, yes. It just hasn't been anything I've thought about really." I shrugged. "Mostly because there is one thing I know, I'd have to be married. I'm old-fashioned that way."
We dozed for a few hours and raided the kitchen for a late-night snack. Bobby had a chef in every day that had a hot breakfast for the household, and made food for the rest of the day that could be eaten cold, or had instructions for reheating. I got spoiled with having a huge variety of five start restaurant food available at any time of the day or night.
I heated up a big bowl of spaghetti noodles with puttanesca sauce. "I can't believe you're having all that this late," Bobby said laughing and making fun of me between bites of his egg salad sandwich.
"Wait! Don't move!" I ran to the room and grabbed my cover-up and his shorts and ran back. "Here! Let's go to the beach."
"Now?" He hesitated. "Okay, it's dark out. Guess it'll be okay."
As we were walking through the dunes to the beach I thought about his issues about being seen in public. He was almost fully recovered from the stroke, and any residual issues were not discernible to a casual observer.
It was a full moon and the white sand of the beach reflected so it seemed nearly daylight. The froth of the waves rolling in was luminescent. He put his arm around my shoulder and I put mine around his waist. We were like old lovers wandering along, talking and laughing.
Suddenly he reached down and flashed my bare butt to whoever was around on the beach. I laughed and ran circles around him. He made a dive to catch me and I jumped out of the way just in time. I pulled the back of his shorts down and snapped the elastic on his butt.
"Those white globes are going to blind someone!" I laughed and ran up the beach and back until he caught me up in his arms and we necked on the beach like teenagers.
When we returned from our walk Bobby wanted me in his bed for the night and I looked forward to him being next to me all night.
I brought a few things from my room to his and was surprised to see it was the same size as mine. I snuggled under the sheets with him, tired from the day. We fell asleep wrapped in each other's arms.



He was up and gone the next morning and I came down to breakfast in my workout clothes, not intending any changes.
"I'm no longer your patient so you're free to do what you want now," Bobby said, still in his robe and reading the news.
I kissed him, tasting the coffee on his lips. "Yes I am free to do what I want and I want us to work out together. We both need to stay in shape and we're already in the habit."
"Let me take today off and I'll be back at it again with you tomorrow." It was a statement that didn't allow for discussion.
"Okay," I said and headed to the gym.
"How's the water?" I looked up. Bobby was standing at the edge of the pool in shorts and a sport shirt.
"Perfect! Are you going golfing?"
"Nah."
"Why not? I know they keep calling to ask you to go play eighteen with them."
"Because I don't want to, that's why," he snapped.
"Okay then, let's go out somewhere for dinner this evening! There's a new French place downtown I'd like to try."
He hesitated a moment. "Nah, not feeling it today."
I floated on my back running different angles through my head. I opened my eyes and he sat at a nearby table in the shade of its umbrella.
"Why are you so afraid to be seen in public?"
"I'm not!" He scowled.
"When was the last time you were out? Before your stroke right?" No giving him time to answer I continued on. "It's time, Bobby. Only those closest to you will notice any residual effects. The general public just wants to see you again. You know they love to hate you!" I laughed, and he did too.
"They do, yes. Love-hate." He drummed his fingers on the table. "I don't know. I'm just not ready yet."
A week later he still wasn't ready and we were both like prisoners in the house.
'I'm moving out," I said one morning at breakfast.
He looked up from his morning newsfeed. "Why?"
"I feel like a prisoner here, Bobby. We never go out. I know I can go out, but it's not the same. I want to go out with you. To lunch. Shopping. For a ride even." I hesitated. "Sometimes I wonder if it's that you don't want to be seen with me."
"Sia, for god's sake, that's not it! It's just that it's taking me a little longer to go out in public than I thought."
"It doesn't help that you can run your businesses from this house. If you had to go to an office or something...." I trailed off. "Anyway, Peter is arranging for my bags to be put in my car today and--"
"Today?!" he shouted, interrupting me. "You didn't even discuss it with me." He scowled.
"We've been through this ever since I signed off on your contract. You were doing great then and ready to leave this place. I've asked you to go lots of places with me since then." He didn't reply so I continued on. "I'll leave you my address where I live with my sister. You have my phone number of course."
I put my hand on his shoulder and leaned over to kiss him. He was cool with a chaste kiss and I was dismissed when he went back to his newsfeed.
By four o'clock Peter had my car packed and waiting at the front steps.
"It has been a real pleasure having you here ma'am," he said. "You were good for Bobby. I'm sorry to see you go, but I wish you the best." He shook my hand.
I put my seatbelt on and started the car to see a full tank of gas, thanks to Peter I'm sure. I never saw Bobby beyond breakfast.
...
Two months later I was back from another live-in job.
"Did you hear from him?" Lynn asked for the eleventy billionth time.
"No I did not and by now I don't expect to. Let's drop it please."
"Under any other circumstances I would but--"
"Lynn please!" I said sternly. She scowled but dropped the subject.
The next day Lynn answered the door as I came out from the kitchen. Then I saw him.
"Hello, Sia."
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Chapter 01
Everyone thinks the deep south stops at the Georgia Florida line, but I am here to tell you that is nothing but bullshit. The backcountry exists down the backbone of the state.
Smack in the middle of nowhere near the line is where we are. Me and mama. She drives an hour to clean house for people that own racehorses and give her their once-worn dresses and gowns. I started working the lunch counter at the Friendly Diner two years ago when I was sixteen.
I might be eighteen but I learned early on how to get by a long time ago and to do that I speak my mind and take no crap. I never knew my Daddy, so it was just Mama and me. She never spoke much about him so all I knew he was never on the scene. We struggled at times, but we always got by.
"Dixie, you're looking lovely today." You knew what time it was by Cecil's daily appearance at the diner.
"How's it going, honey?" He could be my grandpa but he was sweet as a peach. I slid his coffee across the counter followed by apple pie ala mode.
"Ah, it's going." He shrugged. "Looks like a busy day."
"Was a really busy lunch for so early in the week." Usually, the end-of-the-week paycheck brought them in for a splurge. A few strangers this week too. That always got my attention because everyone knew everyone here.
I filled coffee down the counter. I set the pot back on the burner and turned to lean over the counter. "Neddie, don't you ever get tired of looking at my titties," I whispered in his ear, at the same time giving him a good look at them down my uniform.
"No, I don't, Miss Dixie."
Not that Neddie was the only one that gawked at my hooters. Not like they weren't always on display in this uniform that Mel, the owner, made me wear. It was a mid-thigh white button-front dress, like an old nurse's uniform. The little black apron tied around my waist and white tennis shoes completed my everyday outfit.
The good thing was, Mel bought and supplied my uniforms, the bad thing was Mel got them a size too small. The top button strained and gaped open across my titties. Thirty-eight D needed room that these uniforms did not supply. Even my white cotton Wal-Mart bra did nothing to give these breasts a G rating.
The other good thing was that Friendly's crowd was mostly men for breakfast and lunch. Flirting and titty shots filled my pockets with change by the end of the day. As I said, Mama taught me how to get by, but also to respect myself, so it never went past teasing and flirting.
The shift ended and I grabbed my purse, hollered a goodbye to the few in there, and started walking home. As I went by I waved at Linda in the Grocery Mart and got my daily wolf whistles from the boys that worked the barbershop. The single-screen movie theater did not open until six o'clock, and Hank's Hardware closed an hour ago.
I kicked off my tennis shoes going in the door. The button easily popped out of the straining buttonhole and I reached behind me and unhooked the cotton bra. I sighed when my breasts were free of their tight confines. The rest went in the laundry basket.
Mama would not be home for hours, and she would do the same as me when she walked in the door. I inherited my breasts and shapely figure from her.
I flipped through an old Frederick's of Hollywood catalog while wondering where that came from. I lusted after the luscious lace and satin bras. Their models had ample breasts like me and I was shocked there was something that nice for my big tits. Wal-Mart does not have anything like this, I thought.
I moaned out a long toe-curling orgasm and collapsed back on the sofa. Damn, I just got off on an old lingerie catalog. I need to find a man, I thought to myself.
...
Patsy Cline's Crazy came blaring on the jukebox and everyone turned to see who did that. Locals never played it, and it was a dead giveaway it was a stranger.
I set the menu, napkin, and silverware on the stranger's table and said loudly, "What can I get you to drink?"
"Coffee, thank you miss." His smile was at odds with the cold steel-gray eyes.
I went behind the counter and grabbed the pot of coffee. The decibel level raised as everyone tried to talk over Patsy's booming song. Mel could not remember how to turn the jukebox down so the rare times it played, most conversation stopped until the song was over.
I set his coffee on the table with a couple of creams. "Are you ready to order?" He looked down at his menu and I had a chance to look him over. He was older than me by twenty years probably, but had a familiarity about him that seemed much younger. It was a bit unsettling.
"Patty melt, french fries, and coleslaw," he said, smiling. I nodded and hurried away.
End of the shift I cleared my tables and loaded the bus pan to take in the back to the dishwasher.
Stepped out into the blinding Florida sun and stifling humidity, and stopped to slip on my sunglasses.
"I think I'm going your way... Or you're going my way," the stranger said stepping out the door behind me. We began walking. "You can just drop me off at the motel at the end of the street," he said, grinning.
It was a sexy as fuck grin no matter how old he was. "I'll be saying goodbye before we get there, I'm afraid."
"As long as it's not a forever goodbye! I'd miss my favorite waitress at the diner."
"I'm the only late lunch waitress at the diner." I laughed.
"Oh," he said and we both laughed.
Seemed like no time and it was my time to turn the block. "This is my stop," I said, smiling.
"Will you be available tomorrow to serve me?"
"Why yes, I believe I will be."
"Alright then. Till tomorrow!" He bowed his head and tipped his invisible cap.
Uniform hit the floor and my tits busted free today, happy about their release. I plopped on the sofa in my underwear and leaned my head back.
Damn Dixie, you never even asked his name, I thought. It would almost seem too intimate. I admitted to myself that I was drawn to him. Like no one I have ever known. I wondered if it was just because he was a novelty. We didn't often get strangers in town, they were not usually that handsome. Or friendly. And I was needy. That was most of it. I needed a man and the selection was slim locally.
"Mama, you're home early!" I was glad I started dinner early and got the plates and silverware out.
"Yes, and my feet are killing me!" She dropped into her worn blue recliner, kicked her shoes off, and unbuttoned her uniform. Of which I was envious of because it did actually fit her instead of keeping her tits in a vice all day like mine.
Her breasts were the same size as mine, and they too were happy to be freed. We often went topless around the house. No one ever visited and we lived in a small cottage behind a larger house. Mama knew the man that owned it and we got a cheap rent.
He was a nice man, older but good-looking. His wife was not home much. Mama would take the rent to the front house and stay awhile with him. One day I peeked in the window. The man was on his back on the bed and Mama was straddling him, bouncing, her tits flying until he got his hands on them. She ground down on his cock, leaned over, and dropped those humongous tits on his face. I could hear him groaning outside.
I watched until the man started bucking. Nearly bucking Mama off. Then they both started shouting. I ran back to the cottage and pretended to be napping when she got home.
I knew Mama did what she had to do to keep us out of the 'poor house' as she called it. All I know is she always took good care of me since I never had a Daddy to help.
We sat at the table topless eating our spaghetti.
"Look at us," Mama said and started giggling. I looked down and had spaghetti sauce splashes all over my tits and she had the same on hers. Then I started giggling. We had to stop eating until we quit laughing. Living with Mama was always fun, even through the hard times.
After we ate and cleaned up, Mama put on a threadbare dress. Too thin to even use for rags. But clothes like that were all either of us had to wear. It was easy to see Mama was not wearing a bra. The top button was gone and her dress was open wide from her titties pushing out.
"I'm going up to the front house for a while, honey. I might be back late."
"Okay, Mama." I did not mind. Mama should have some fun. I wish I could have fun too though, I thought.
...
I stood on tiptoes and reached up to fill the coffee urns with water. I tried to make it quick because I knew this damn uniform was so short they would all know what color underwear I had on.
"White is the color of the day," Neddie said when I turned around and I scowled and ignored him.
"Good morning, Dixie." Just the voice ran a little thrill through me.
"You're here early!" I looked around and said quietly, "You know my name but I don't know yours."
"Tucker. Tuck for short if you prefer," he said smiling.
"Tucker. It fits you."
"Thank you, my Mama would be really happy."
"She is here in town?"
"Nah, she lived in the next county over. She and my Dad passed a long time ago."
"Oh, I'm sorry. You lost both your parents." At eighteen I couldn't imagine. Although my Daddy was pretty much dead to me since I never met him.
"Yes, it was a long time ago but I still miss them." I nodded sadly.
"Hey, how about some coffee over here," someone yelled from a booth.
"Yeah yeah, quit your yapping, I'm coming," I hollered back.
On the way down the street, he mentioned something being bluish-purple.
"Bluish-purple huh," I said later. "Sounds very artsy."
"Well, I am an artist so maybe that's why," he said laughing.
"Really?!" Living in this deadbeat town the only thing I knew about art was Wal Mart had stacks of pictures on cardboard on their shelves.
"Really."
"Do you like, make a living at it?"
"Yes, I do. As a graphic artist for businesses mostly, logos, packaging and the like."
"What are you doing here then?" Wondering how he would ever end up in this town. "I'm sorry, Mama would say that was too nosy."
He laughed. "No, it's fine. I took some time off work to paint. My first love really. As I said, I grew up in the next town and was a little familiar with this area, so thought I would stay here for a bit."
"Wow, that's pretty cool. An artist." We stopped in time for my turn.
"Would you like to see some of my paintings?" he said, then laughed loudly. "Does that sound like a come-on or what?" We both laughed.
"Yes."
We continued to walk towards the motel while he told me how he got started painting and how he got into art school. We were soon at his door.
"Oh wow... Oh wow....."
I stood in the center of the bland motel room and rotated looking at all the canvases stacked against the walls. It was lit with vibrant colors on some, dark and moody on others, large and small. Among the landscapes and florals, there was a stack of nudes. I walked over to the nudes and began flipping through the canvases, virginly demure to pornographic. He captured women beautifully, even those canvases that were more explicit.
"I've never seen anything like this, Tucker."
He smiled. "You're young. I wouldn't expect you would."
"They're all beautiful," I murmured, going back through them more slowly.
"I'm glad you like it. It's important to me to capture a woman as she is. Some women are more sexual than others and that's how I like to depict them."
"How would you paint me?" I stopped at another nude in a field of yellow and pink flowers.
He cleared his throat. "I think you're too young to pose nude."
"I'll be nineteen next month."
"Oh. I thought you were younger."
I waited for a while, still studying his work. I turned to look at him and I could tell he was torn.
"I really want you to paint me, Tucker."
He swallowed hard. "If you're sure that's what you want," he said and I nodded immediately.
"When can we start?" I said excitedly.
"Let's see... Is tomorrow soon enough?" he said laughing.
"Yes! Okay then. What should I wear? Oh, wait!" I laughed. "Forget that! Oh my god, I'm so excited."
"It can be hard work. You're in one position for hours. I mean you'll get breaks but it's back to the same position."
"I can do it!"
...
I don't know why, because I told Mama everything, but I decided to keep this to myself. It is sort of my first important decision as an adult.
I started a warm bath and added the scented bubbles that Mama got me for Christmas. I found the soap and sponge from the same set. I was saving it for something special, and this was it. I was going to be a model.
I shaved, lathered, soaped, and creamed. I slipped my clean nightie on and waited for Mama to get home. Finally, I got tired and went to bed.
...
My workday crawled by, I snapped at the customers and it was past time that Tucker usually came in. I dropped a plate, got angry with Cecil, and watched the clock.
Then I cleared my tables and bussed the dishes. Grabbed my purse and stomped out the door without saying my usual goodbye. I came out the door and ran right into Tucker almost knocking him off his feet.
"Whoa, girl," he said, grabbing my arm to steady me. "Were you running away from or into me?" he said, laughing.
"No, I thought you changed your mind."
"What? Noway! I had to arrange some things in the room, set up lighting as well as canvas and paints. Time got away from me."
"Oh okay," I said, timidly.
He unlocked the door and I went in. The room had been changed around. One of the two beds was moved closer to the window and angled. A floor lamp was on in the corner, at the edge of the bed. The covers had been removed and just the pristine white mattress sheet remained.
"I wanted to get you in some filtered light. The sheer on the window won't allow anyone to look in, so don't worry."
He watched as I reached up and slipped the button out of the stretched buttonhole and my tits popped out of the confines of the tight dress. I stepped out of the dress and stood in panties and bra. I unhooked my bra, watching him watching me. His lips parted slightly, waiting for me to reveal my tits to him. I held the cups over my tits for a moment, then let it drop.
I didn't hear but saw his gasp when my titties were exposed to him. I bent over, my breasts swinging free and shimmied out of my panties. Finally, I stood naked in front of him.
"You are beautiful, Dixie. More than I even imagined. I feel so fortunate being allowed to paint you."
I reached up and unpinned my hair. Few ever saw it down. It spilled over my shoulders and down over my breasts. Spirals of blond curls cascaded around me.
"Oh Dixie," he murmured. I wanted to run over and kiss him. Throw myself in his arms. Unzip his pants and push them down to his knees. Pull him on top of me on the bed. Wrap my legs around him.
"Where do you want me," was all I said.
He positioned me on the bed. I was wondering if I would get one of the virginal paintings or one of the pornographic paintings.
He moved a leg or hand, stood back, re-positioned me, stepped back, moved the light, and re-positioned me. Finally settling on my right arm behind my head, hair spread on the pillow with some over my right tit so that my nipple would be seen and my left tit fully exposed.
My left leg was flat on the bed and bent at the knee. My right leg was brought up, my foot flat on the bed. He positioned my hand on my upper thigh so my left index finger was touching my cunt lip.
When he walked around the foot of the bed, my cunt would be wide open to him, but I wonder if he even noticed. He was so intense and concentrating, I wondered.
He sat at a stool behind his easel and picked up a pencil. He quickly sketched across the canvas.
I glanced down and was shocked to see his cock was hard and grown down the leg of his jeans. How had I not noticed that before I wondered? I began to fantasize about what his cock looked like. What if he sat there nude while he painted. What if he just got up, walked over, stripped naked, and got on top of me. I can feel I'm wet and ready for him.
He stopped and studied my face for a moment. I know my expression changed to hunger. My eyes were heavy with desire. My lips slightly parted. I hadn't started out that way. I wondered if his other models lusted after him. If they became lovers.
"Are you okay, Dixie?"
"I'm-," I said but nothing came out and I cleared my throat. "I'm fine. Am I doing okay?"
"You're doing beautifully honey. We will take a break soon, alright?"
"Yes," I said, being careful not to move.
He continued to paint, almost fiercely, as though compelled. Another hour went by and I began to feel stiff. I know he lost track of time and hated to stop him. I must have moved imperceptibly because he glanced back, and really looked at me. When he paints, he looks at me differently.
"Dixie honey I'm sorry I lost track of time."
He tossed me a man's button-up white shirt to wear. I just buttoned the middle one and began to stretch the kinks out of my muscles.
"May I see it?" He nodded and I went to stand next to him. He was adding some paint to the blue satin I was laying on. "Wow." I stared at the painting. "She is so sexy. So lusty."
He looked at me. "She is you." I looked at him. "You keep referring to this as she, but it's you."
I of course knew it was me but did not recognize it as being me. "I don't look like that. Her face. Her face is rapturous. And her body. All those curves." And I know my breasts don't near compare to hers, I thought.
He shifted his paintbrush to his other hand and touched my back. He made small circles. "You are all those things, Dixie. I paint what I see. I see a beautiful voluptuous woman that is sexy and curvaceous. I see lust simmering under the surface, ready to come out with the right provocation."
I blinked hard. Rubbing my back set every nerve on end. It was not like he was touching me in an intimate spot, but he might as well have been.
"I know you see what you do to me," he said, smiling. "Dixie any man would be so fortunate to see you like you are today. I'm excited to be the one. The one to see you intimately and paint you. I want to make sure your sexuality comes out in the painting."
He studied it again, his arm went around my waist and I put my hand on his shoulder. He sat on the low stool and my breasts just below eye level. I wanted to open my shirt and expose myself to him. Not as a model but as a lover. I wanted him to guide me to the bed, strip and cradle himself between my thighs. His mouth on my aching nipples, his cock probing between my legs.
"Why don't you grab something to drink from the cooler and we will get started when you're ready."
That quickly shook me out of my fantasies. I bent over to get a soda out of the ice and held the cold bottle to my throat. The water dripped off the bottle and ran down my chest and over my tits. The cold felt so good I closed my eyes and rolled the bottle across my upper chest. The water ran down and collected on my nipples.
I opened my eyes to Tucker staring. I glanced down and saw the white shirt had absorbed the water, making it transparent. The fabric clung to my nipples, the cold made them hard. Along with the lusty look on his face.
"I think I'm ready now," I said, my voice gravelly.
I got back into place and after he made a few adjustments, he was back to painting. He did not work as fast this time, and when he looked around the edge of the canvas, he looked at me differently.
After about an hour he said, 'Let's wrap it up today. You are a great model and I don't want you to get tired of it."
"I'm really fine but you will need me again? You're not done are you?" I said, almost desperately.



"No no, I'm not done. I'll need you."
"Okay, just let me know when," I said, slowly starting to dress.
I nearly ran home. Knowing Mama would not be home yet, I started fantasizing about Tucker on the way. I ripped my clothes off coming in the door and jumped on my satin bedspread.
I squeezed my tits together and pinched my nipples until I moaned from the painful pleasure. My cunt lips were swollen and sensitive and reacted to light strokes of my fingertips. I spread my legs wide on the bed and pulled the vibrator out from under the pillow.
Ridged with a knobby head it slid right in my wet pussy. The vibrations and the cock like feel inflamed my thoughts of Tucker being between my legs. That it was his cock that was inside me. It tapped my clit and the first waves rocked through me, touching it on and off with the vibrator sent me into a body arching whimpering orgasm.
It took me a while to recover and I noticed the time. Mama would soon be home and I had to get dinner started.
When she did get home, she ate and showered. When she came out of her bedroom, she had a new dress on. Very sexy. Frederick's catalog sexy. Skimpy and revealing. I knew she was going to the front house and she teetered out the door on some dangerously high spike heels.
I gave it a few moments and went to the window where I had peeping tom-ed them long ago. Mama was kissing the man while he squeezed her ass through the red satin. It was slit to her hip, with half her ass on exhibition, it was obviously not meant for wearing to the country club- or anywhere but the bedroom.
She unzipped his pants and pulled his cock out. It hung there jerking and rising lewdly. Mama began swaying to some kind of music. It did not look like it was her first time doing this. She ran her hands up and down her shapely sides. She raised her arms high over her head, arched her back, and danced slow and sexy.
He sat back, relaxed in a chair with his cock stood up in his lap. She shimmied and turned in circles. Her tits were bulging over the top of the strapless gown and I could imagine her big round rosy nipples were beginning to peek out.
She danced over and leaned on the arms of his chair, jiggling her breasts. He stared at her titties and his cock jittered wildly. She stretched forward and pushed her delectable cleavage into his face. He immediately buried his mouth into her tit and began licking and sucking. He had a tight grip on the arms of the chair and Mama put her hands over his to keep them in place.
It seemed as though it was a game they were both very familiar with. His face was buried in her tits now, searching for an elusive nipple still tucked in the tight dress. He sat up straighter, his face moving in the valley. Finally, he worked the top of her dress down and revealed her bullet-hard nipple.
Mama threw her head back when he latched on to her nipple and sucked. I knew her tits were as sensitive as mine and could feel it too.
He quickly rooted around for the second prize and sucked the winner's prize. She stood up and his hand moved to his cock but she scolded him with her finger and he grabbed hold of the chair again.
She put her foot on the chair between his legs, the pointed toe brushing the bulge of his fat balls tight his pants. He grimaced and slid forward on the chair and pushed his balls under the toe of her shoe. I could see the pressure of the shoe on the bulge. I could see the pain-pleasure on his face.
She straddled his thighs, his cock thick, red and angry stood up between them. She guided his hand between her spread thighs and he quickly brought her to orgasm.
he stood up and let the dress drop, standing there in those fire red cum fuck me pumps and his cock gyrated and I wondered how long he could hold out without her or him touching it. She began talking to him and he stood up and quickly stripped out of his clothes. She began dancing in front of him again and he smiled, his eyes lingered on her tits.
She reached between her legs and showed him how wet her finer was from her soppy cunt, then sucked her finger into her mouth. She danced over to the pool table and leaned against it. That must have been his sign because he nearly ran over to her. She reclined back on the table, her legs over his arms as he dove his face in her cunt.
Her arms were above her head on the green felt, her back arched as he brought her over and over to orgasm. He held her legs as she squirmed under his mouth. She was still panting when he moved between her legs and shoved his cock deep.
He had a nicely muscled body for an older man and his ass muscled clenched as he pumped in his cock in and out of her. He moved her legs over his shoulders and kept pounding into her. As long as she teased him, I figured it would not take long for him to unload his balls into her. And it did not. His ass tightened and the cords on his neck stood out as he filled her with streams of hot seed.
I was not in as much of a rush to get back to the house as last time because Mama had been spending more time there. Once even overnight. I heard her come in before I got up, but I never questioned her. I was glad Mama found someone to make her happy.
I had breakfast the next morning and had to get up early. I buttoned the white Mel's uniform, normally hating that it was low cut and so tight across my breasts. After seeing myself through Tucker's eyes, I felt better about myself. I plumped my tits up more in the cups and squeezed them together, creating an overflow and mysterious valley.
"You're pretty perky for so early in the morning," Mel said staring at my cleavage. Even that didn't piss me off as usual and I pushed my tits out a bit to give him a thrill.
"I'm just in a good mood I guess," I said, smiling as his eyes still lingered on my tits. I brushed them on him as I went to take an order.
I tossed my pad on the table and leaned over to write. "What'll you have boys?" These young guys come around every once in a while. They were probably early twenties, an age that I would normally date.
I tapped the pencil on my chest, near the top of the valley, waiting. They stumbled over their order and when they left, I found a nice tip waiting for me. It continued that way and my pockets were filling up. Since few women came into the joint, I felt pretty comfortable being overtly sexual.
Neddie just sat down at the counter when I walked up behind him and squeezed between the seats. My tits were pressed against his arm.
"You're looking mighty good today, Dixie," he murmured staring down my dress.
"Why thank you for noticing." I smiled. "Would you like milk?"
His eyes got dark and he looked at me. "Oh my god, would I ever," he whispered.
"And the usual?" He nodded, watching me sashay back into the kitchen.
Mel was back there flipping at the grill. "Dixie girl, you're a mankiller today."
I sort of felt bad for busting Mel's balls about making me wear this uniform and all that. I sidled up next to him and slipped my hand under his white apron. Mel was the only one that worked the grill, so no one was around. I squeezed the bulge in his pants.
"Is this for me?"
"Fuck yeah. I've had a boner for you since you came to work for me.
I unbuttoned the top button and revealed my breasts pouring over the top edge. I tugged the top edge down to expose a nipple for him.
He groaned. "God Dixie you got nipples a man dreams about."
"They're aching right now."
"They need a man." I nodded. "My mouth." I nodded again.
He latched on and nibbled and sucked an bit and moaned until I had to pull him off or half the diner would be back here looking for us.
"Now you got me all wet," I said pouting. I tucked in tit back in, buttoned, and walked away, hips swinging.
The rest of the morning the customers wondered what came over me and Mel. It was our secret though.
I left with pockets heavy with change but no sign of Tucker. I blew kisses to the barbershop boys, smiled, and said Hi to everyone I met on the street. I looked up and Tucker was waiting at my turn off.
"Hi," I said, almost shyly.
"Hi, you're looking different today," he said smiling warmly.
I shrugged. "I don't know. Good mood I guess."
"Do you feel like posing today?"
I nodded and we walked the rest of the way to the motel with his arm around my shoulders. This time, being more comfortable, I began removing my clothes as soon as we walked in. He seemed surprised but seemed to like the changes. I didn't put the shirt on but walked around nude until he was ready to paint.
"Everything is perfect... I want you to think about the one you want to make love with... Think about how you would seduce him... That's the kind of look I want on your face."
With my fantasies working overtime, it did not take long for him to get the look he wanted.
"Oh honey, I don't know who what where but just keep fantasizing about it. The man that gets that look on your face will indeed be one lucky man."
He had placed the hand on my thigh a little closer to my pussy so that two fingers rested on my smooth lips. As I fantasized, my pussy tingled, sucking me deeper into the fantasy about Tucker. Being able to see him as I fantasized took it to another level as well.
He looked over to fill his palette giving me a chance to see if I had any effect on him today. Not only had his cock grown down the leg of his jeans, but there was also a wet spot of pre-cum near the mushroom head.
We took a break and I stared at the painting, still amazed that sexy woman was me.
"You're more comfortable now aren't you, Dixie. Seeing yourself through someone else's eyes."
"I am. Is that bad?" I felt uncertain, even about my actions at the diner this morning.
"No, why would you think that?" He said, putting his hand on my back again. This time though I did not have the shirt on and a warm hand was on my skin. We were both a little shocked. For me it was the touch of his hand, for him it was my bareness under his hand.
"I don't know," I said shrugging. "I just started feeling sexy and then acting sexy. I thought it was okay at the time, but after, when I thought about it, maybe it was too much."
"Oh honey," he said, spontaneously rubbing circles on my back. "I think all young girls go through this. I've never had a family, but if I did I would want her to blossom like you."
His hand felt so good I mewed softly. He stood up and held me against him. My body wanted his against mine, not clothing, but I wrapped my arms around him.
He softly stroked up and down my back. As I melted into him his touch changed. The air became more sexually charged. His cock pressed into my belly, so hot and hard. His hands swept lower over the curve of my ass. I softly moaned.
He kissed the top of my head. 'Honey, I promised myself this wouldn't happen," he murmured in my hair. "I'm too old for you. Way too old."
I whimpered and pressed against his cock. I slid my hands under his t-shirt and his skin was scorching hot. I slid my hands all over his back working his shirt up. He moaned. I could tell he was at war with himself. I shoved his shirt up and over his head and he tossed it aside.
I moaned when my breasts pushed into his body. I squirmed. I couldn't get close enough to him and I was getting frustrated.
'Honey, easy," he said, petting me.
Finally, he cupped my ass and lifted me against him. I pressed my pussy into him but the jeans were in the way. I whimpered and began fighting with the button and zipper. My fingers wouldn't work. He let go of me and shoved his shorts and jeans to the floor and stepped out of them.
I shuddered when I saw his beautiful body. His cock was thick with a large mushroom head and I needed that inside me. It was compelling. I have never felt as driven as I was now. I was laser-focused on getting him inside me.
There had always been an unknown familiarity with him and my intense feelings were part of it. Nothing was going to stop me from taking his cock deep inside me and receiving every drop of his seed deep within me. I had a nagging feeling there was more but I knew this was what I needed now.
I pulled him down on top of me on the bed and kissed him with all the passion I had. Our tongues dueled, my head angled to kiss him deeper. He wove his fingers through my long hair to hold my head while he kissed me over and over with murmured moans.
He pressed his throbbing cock into my soft thigh and I pushed back. He growled and rubbed against me. I dug my fingers in his ass pulling him against me. My fingers raked up his back and he growled louder.
He kneed my legs wider and lowered into the soft cradle.
"Oh god yes, fuck me, Tucker." I moan loud. My hips began rocking spontaneously. The fat head was at my entrance pushing in, spreading my canal and I whimpered as he slid in deeper. This was the way it was supposed to be. Him deep inside me.
He supported himself on his elbows, his face next to mine. He grunted and gasped with every stroke.
"What the fuck have you done to me, Dixie." His voice trembled with emotion and at that moment I knew he felt the connection too. "I can't pull out. Tell me I don't have to," he gritted out.
"Deep inside me. I want it all."
I rose up to meet every stroke, our bodies pounding together. Our grunts, growls, and moans were in desperation to consummate this between us.
"OH YEAH," he shouted.
His cock throbbed hard. The heat of his seed filled me and my cunt began rhythmically milking his cock when my orgasm started. I sobbed as I flew over the edge and joined him.
"Fucking hell," he gasped rolling on his back. I was unable to move and was still wide open. His seed trickled out of me and I closed my legs.
He rolled to his side and gathered me against him. His chest was still heaving. I wrapped my arm around his chest. He pulled my leg over him, my soft inner thigh on his cock. I was unable to talk. Anything I would say to follow that would be lame.
He held me against his side and covered his eyes with his forearm. "Never have I ever been with a woman that I was so compelled to unload all my seed as deep as I could within her." He hesitated. "I almost feel as though I know you, but that's impossible. It's just that you are so familiar to me."
"I feel the same thing. And I wouldn't have let you pull out. I NEEDED your seed in me." I swallowed. "Hell, I needed your cock in me. I don't know what I would have done if you hadn't wanted me."
"Honey, I've wanted you from the first time I saw you in the diner. In that crazy sexy uniform with your beautiful breasts bouncing in front of me. I wanted to clear the counter of dishes and fuck you there. But I knew I was too old---"
"STOP," I shouted. "No more about our ages. You forgot all about it once you were in bed with me didn't you?"
H wrapped his arms around me and rolled me on top of him. "Do I have to give you back? Can I keep you?" I giggled. "You know, I know nothing about you."
"Not much to know. Born in a small town still in a small town."
"I sorta miss small town. I had to move to the city to get anywhere with my art, but small town has its advantages."
"When did you leave?"
"I was nineteen. I had nothing to keep me here. My parents were divorcing at the time and I didn't want to get in the middle of that, so packed up and left. I've only been back once since then and that was in my hometown. I always loved this little town and decided to get away here this time." He hugged me close to his body. "And that was the best decision I ever made."
Mama was home before me.
"Where were you, Dixie? I was getting worried."
"I was out with a guy I met at the diner."
"Oh? Is he new in town?"
"He's here on vacation."
Mama looked at me for a moment before she spoke. "Just don't let him break your heart."
She did not say anything beyond that but seemed a little gloomy and silent the rest of the night. I know she was worried I might get hurt, or that I'd leave her. I had not even considered the future yet.
The next day I was just as naughty at the diner and left with a pocket full of tips. I nearly skipped through town on my way to the motel. Tucker was set up and ready for me.
I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him passionately. It quickly escalated to deep growling, sucking, nibbling out of control kiss. He gathered me against him and I could feel his cock pounding against me.
"I need you, Tucker."
"Yes."
He unbuttoned my uniform and spread it open to look at my body. I reached behind and unhooked my bra and my tits fell into his hands. He buried his face between them, his beard deliciously scratched my sensitive skin. He rubbed his cheek on the under curve of my breast and up across my nipple. I grabbed his hair and moaned. That drove me crazy.
He had his shirt off and I shoved his shorts down and pushed him on the bed. I knelt between his legs and looked at him as I stroked his cock and held it. I licked across the big mushroom head to taste the precum. I probed the hole with my tongue and flicked the underside.
"Oh god, Dixie." He growled. "Your mouth is magic."
I sucked the head and circled the wide ridge with my tongue. I licked the underside from head to balls. I sucked a ball in the loose sac and moved to the other. I nibbled back up the shaft, my teeth lightly grazing. He jerked and growled. He clutched the bed covers.
His cock was hot and hard in my steamy wet mouth. My head bobbed up and down and he began thrusting. I measured his actions and moans and suddenly pulled off.
I watched him as I straddled him, opening my pussy wide and holding his cock against my opening, then lowered myself on his cock. I threw my head back and groaned with the pleasure of that first time his cock invaded my canal. His hands were on my thighs, we locked eyes and I rode his cock.
He watched my breasts bounce and jiggle while my cunt milked his cock. He began thrusting and moaning. I put my hands on his shoulders and let him drive up into me. My tits were swaying beneath me and he had them in hand, kneading and massaging.
Our grunts growls and moans echoed off the walls. He grunted louder and faster and I knew he was cumming soon, and suddenly my cunt clamped down on his cock and I whimpered through waves of pleasure pounding through my body. Hot seed hit the walls of my cunt and I moaned, trying to squeeze his cock to keep it inside me.
After we recovered, he was able to get a little more time in on the painting. Again Mama beat me home. She did not come out and say, but I could tell she was concerned.
"I'll be okay Mama. He's just someone different than the same guys here and he's fun. He will go back to the city and I will be just fine."
"I hope so, Dixie. I got my heart broken when I was your age and I don't want to see the same thing happen to you."
"It won't Mama. I promise."
I worked breakfast the next morning. We were busier than normal and Tucker came in and sat at the counter.
"Hi," I said pouring his coffee.
"I missed you," he said low, nonchalantly stirring his coffee.
I ran a couple of plates out and came back and scanned the customers at the counter.
"Mama!"
"Surprise! I got off work early and thought I'd stop by. I haven't been here in ages."
"Mae?" Tucker asked.
"Tucker!" Mama said.
"Mama, you know each other?" I said, amazed and somewhat confused.
"Mama," Tucker asked, looking confused for a moment, and then looking like someone slapped him across the face.
"Mae? Is Dixie...." he said, his face now contorted with anger.
Mama nodded. I felt like I was having a drug experience without the drugs.
"What are you two talking about?" I asked as Tucker stormed out.
"Is he the one you've been seeing, Dixie?" I nodded and Mama slapped a hand over her mouth.
I looked at Mama, grabbed my purse, and slammed out the door. I ran through town to the motel and banged on Tucker's door.



He opened it. The expression on his face was unreadable.
"You're my Dad aren't you?" He nodded, looking pained. "I don't care! I don't want to lose you!"
"Honey," he sat on the edge of the bed looking defeated. "I had no idea Mae, had you. She told me she lost the baby and after that, I left town."
I sat down next to him and wrapped my arms around him, resting my head on his shoulder. "You didn't know. We didn't know. And there's nothing we can do about it now." I kissed his jaw. "You know it does explain a lot. The strong attraction and emotions we have for each other."
"It does explain a lot. Guess that happens between father and daughter. There's a link no matter if they have been together the whole time, or.... strangers."
"Yes. You know we will never find another us. You know you won't find anyone that you have the same compelling need for, nor will I find anyone like you." I looked at him in the mirror across the room."We have similarities but I don't believe anyone would take us for father and daughter."
I always looked like Mama and when I did think about what my Dad would look like, I could never figure it out. Although honestly I never thought about him much. But if I was able to pick anyone to be my Dad, it would have been Tucker.
I stood up and unbuttoned my uniform. I reached behind me and unhooked my bra, then shimmied my panties off.
"Come on," I said, extending my hand. "Come to bed with me."
He slipped between the sheets next to me and I snuggled against his side. He wrapped his arm around me and pulled me closer. My leg was over his and I hugged his chest. We were content to be close.
We both must have dozed because I woke up to his hard cock under my thigh and his hand on my breast toying with my nipple.
"I need you, Dixie. Nothing has changed. I need to be inside you. I have to feel your warmth enveloping my cock. I need to fill you with my seed."
"I want all the same too, Tucker. I need you. And at the risk of sounding depraved, it's sort of exciting to me that you're my Dad. Sick I know."
"No honey, it's not. Now I know why I wanted to cum in you so bad. Somehow I knew I'd planted your seed and maybe I wanted to plant another one in you."
"Oh, Tucker... What if I'm pregnant?"
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New Artist New Naughty!
Chapter 01 of Larry the Horndog Daddy
"You want to what? Isn't that porn?"
"Well no, Cassandra! At least I don't think so," Larry said. "Maybe a little but it's just me, the photographer and them, the models or clients. Not like I'm bringing in a full video crew."
"Hmm, okay I guess. I'm out of Ted's ranch most of the time and it's a shame to let this studio go unused."
"Thanks, hon! I've had this idea rolling around in my head for a while and I'm ready to try it now."
Later that day he had shimmering white sheers draped over the ceiling to floor windows which, I admit, filtered the light beautifully. I used it for painting and light was not nearly as important to me as it was to a photographer. And in this particular instance, I thought, for privacy. I handed him the key, wished him luck and headed back out to the ranch.
...
I was more thrilled than Cassandra even realized to get my own studio space. I had a set up for graduation pictures in my home, but my wife Myra did not even like that, so I shot mostly outdoors. We had married young and as we aged, she became more of a prude which reflected in her attitude and in our bed.
My daughter, Elise moved out as soon as she turned eighteen and had been on her own, with a good job, for three years. We always texted and often saw each other because she liked to cook for her Daddy. We shared the same dry humor and loved off-color jokes.
Several of her friends modeled for me and had indicated their interest in doing some nudes. With this private space, I could now do that. Myra would have had a fit if I had shot nudes in our house not to mention what I have in mind.
One of the girls and her boyfriend expressed an interest in doing a shoot with me even after I explained what I was looking for. It wasn't mainstream and as Cassandra said, bordered on porn. Only no one was being exploited or doing anything against their will. No money would be involved. I made it clear posing for this project was totally volunteer.
"Evie!" I opened the door to one of my regular models. "Come in and see my new studio digs!"
"Wow Larry, this is quite an improvement!" She looked around at the large expanse of space."And no Myra!" We laughed.
"No, and she will never be here. This is my private studio."
"I like the sound of that." She wandered over to the bed in the center of the studio space. "Very sexy!"
It was covered with faux leopard fur and had a sheer black backdrop that would be backlit. Whoever had the photographer side of this studio left a huge supply of backdrops, lighting, props, and other photo supplies.
She sat on the edge of the bed running her hands over the fur. I had always wanted to shoot her nude because I knew her clothing covered an awesome body. I'll admit, even though I have not photographed nudes to this point, all my models were well endowed on top. I love big tits personally and photographically. Evie wore an industrial strength bra. One of those with the wide straps just to hold it all sweet flesh up.
I shot digital of course, but in a format that could be converted to black and white and not lose any of the grays for depth. In the old days they had black and white film and darkrooms, today it takes some digital tweaking to get that same look.
I idolize George Hurrell. He was a glamour photographer from back in the Hollywood Jean Harlow, Greta Garbo days. He shot the sexiest and most sensual photos and used no nudity. A master of erotica, but because he had no nudes, he was not recognized as such.
"Do you want to shoot me nude today?"
"If you're comfortable with that. I know we are in new territory here."
"No, I'm fine with it. I love posing for you and seeing the outcome. I can't wait to see nudes of me," she said excitedly.
Evie stripped before I could even show her the bathroom, which also had a makeup table with lights, an enormous shower, and a dressing room.
Yes, that bra did hold up some hefty hooters that surprisingly had little sag. Her nipples perched like chocolate kisses and created an upturned effect. The under curve of her breast was a lusciously plump curve. Wide curvaceous hips balanced out her spectacular body.
"Am I okay?"
"Uh, Evie, you're more than okay. You have a beautiful body and I can't believe I get the opportunity to photograph you."
"I guess you must like me," she said, grinning and glancing down at the front of my pants that my cock had jutting out.
"Yes, I guess that's the downfall of a male photographer eh," I said, somewhat embarrassed but knowing it would happen.
My photographer's instincts took over and I began adjusting the lighting and camera angles.
"Just lie on your side to start and we can go from there. You're a sexy girl and I think you know what to do to turn guys on. You want to seduce the camera."
"Okay I can do that but I'd rather seduce you," she said, smiling.
"For the photograph, okay! It wouldn't be very practical for me, as a photographer, to get involved with a model and a friend." She nodded.
"How sexy can I get?"
"I can't think of any limitations. Do what you're comfortable with."
She stretched out her long legs, one knee slightly forward, and held a breast in her hand. "Damn that IS sexy Evie... Spread your fingers a bit... Just give us a peek at that nipple... Tease us with it..." As I talked she changed positions and the flash fired off like a machine gun.
"Okay, go ahead and relax. I'm going to go back through what I have so far to check lighting and all."
I had my laptop hooked to the camera and was able to see the shots in a larger format. She was seductive alright, I thought. A natural in front of the camera and seductive as hell.
I set up for the next round and noticed she changed the bed platform. All the pillows were piled against the headboard, creating a confetti of colors in silk. She leaned back against the pillows with her knees together and tipped to the side.
"Very sexy. Very very sexy, Evie."
She raised her arms and grabbed the iron headboard, then crossed her arms above her head, and then crossed her arms below her tits, squeezing them together and I kept firing off shots as she moved.
I didn't give her any directions, just let her follow her instincts. She was turned on and it came across loud and clear in the resulting shots.
She coyly put her hands over her tits and feet together, opened her legs. I faltered for a moment but picked back up on getting the shots.
Her soft shaved lips were pale pink surrounding darker pink inner folds. She was spread so wide the entrance was clearly visible. She moved and her arm went across both tits and her other hand covered her pussy. Her smile was sly and teasing.
I stopped. "Excuse me for a moment," I said, walking to the bathroom.
I closed the door, I dropped my pants and boxers. My cock throbbed like never before. My balls ached so that I could no longer concentrate on my work. I had to cum now. It only took a few strokes and I was cumming hard and blowing it into the sink. I ran the water, rinsed the sink, and went back to the studio.
Evie could not hide her smirk, knowing exactly what I was doing in the bathroom. She was smart enough not to say anything and we got going again.
I wanted to get a few final shots on her stomach showing her curvy ass.
"Okay Evie, I think we're done. You did great! Better than great. You did some fantastic poses which allowed me to keep checking the technical end. Next time you can see the results, okay?"
She slipped her clothes back on. "Thanks! This was a fun experience. Any time you need me, Lar!"
I locked the door behind her and sat at a desk that Cass had tucked into a corner. I rubbed the back of my neck, not realizing the tension I felt until that moment. It was going to be tough to keep it business-like but I did not want to ruin my reputation and then I would never get any serious models to work for me. I opened my calendar so I could begin scheduling for my real projects.
I studied Hurrell's lighting technique until I knew it backward and forwards and found a model that had an extensive collection of vintage clothing. Shelly had been modeling but wanted to add to her portfolio. She loved to wear retro in daily life, so she was thrilled to exchange her time for images to add to her portfolio. I've only seen a few portfolio shots so I have no preconceived ideas for her.
I am one of those rare guys that prefer the art of the tease and want the nudity later rather than earlier. Probably because I have a good imagination and like to use it. I'm betting on other men, and women really, that will also like the tease. Burlesque, pin-up style.
I found an antique fainting couch and a few other props. I double-checked my lighting since I would not be using flash, but hot lights. Hurrell's work was all about the light and the dark.
Shelly knocked on the door and could not even see her for the armload of clothing she carried. I took some and showed her the dressing room.
"Wear whatever you like, Shelly. We are going to play it loose this time and just have some fun with it," I said, closing the door.
"I did a lot of research on makeup during the era you want. I hope this is right."
I looked up and had I been able to get by her hellacious body, I might have seen her makeup. As it was, my eyes were stuck on her hourglass figure. She had the smallest waist and biggest tits I've ever seen. Her hips... Her hips were as curvaceous as her top.
To add to the erotic drama unfolding before me, she wore a gown typical for the day back then. She wore a tight-fitting shell pink satin gown, plunging V neckline, and slit up the skirt to her hip. It looked as though if she took a breath, she would pop out.
"Wow, Shelly." I searched for something that sounded businesslike appropriate. "You look fantastic." Oh shit, that's lame, I thought to myself. She smiled. "I just can't put it into words, I'm sorry. You are the vision I've had in my head for this project."
"Good, I'm so glad we're on the same page. I've been really excited about this project."
Her makeup was impeccable for the era and she had her long blonde hair in a Veronica Lake swoop over an eye.
"Your makeup. Hair. It's just perfect. Absolutely perfect."
"I have this fainting couch since that seems to have been a popular studio prop back then. Have you ever worked with hot lights?"
"Yes, a bit. The outcome was very dramatic and I loved it."
"Exactly. Dramatic. The highlights and shadows are everything in Hurrell's work. I will have to adjust your pose probably about as often as I'll need to move the hot lights. I hope you'll be comfortable with it."
"Absolutely. I'm not modest. Just move me or tell me, whichever. I'm fine with it."
I arranged her so she sat sideways, with her legs tucked back slightly. I was looking for the curve of her body to start at her knee, up over her hip, a tight curve at her ribs. With her arm over the top of the divan, it forced her breasts to nestle together.
The satin was stretched so tightly you could see the bumps of her aureole. I wanted her breasts more on level with each other. "Shelly, I'm going to move your left breast just a bit higher."
She laughed. "You don't have to tell me. Just do it. I'm really fine with you touching me. They're thirty-eight double D by the way. All natural."
My dick throbbed in my pants and wasn't fine with it. Not at all. But I had to continue.
I cupped her satin-covered breast and lifted just a bit and the two round globes moved together creating a reverse parenthesis cleavage. Absolutely perfect.
I adjusted the lights and took a test shot. With digital, I had to shoot and color then convert to black and white. I wanted to get it so that I had as little to tweak as possible to convert it over. I adjusted a few more lights.
I had her continue laying on the divan, but leaning back a bit which would separate her breasts. She tipped her head forward allowing the Veronica Lake wave to cover one sultry eye. Her white-gloved hand rested lightly below her chin. Again, I needed to move one breast a bit and as I was adjusting, her nipple hardened in my palm.
"Works both ways I guess," she said, low and smooth. "Your dick my nipple. Erotic barometers."
"I think you're right! At least we know the atmosphere is what it should be."
"Yes. Hot and sexy."
Her breast had moved within her gown and the cleavage was off. "Okay, I'm going to tell you this because I'll have to reach in your gown to adjust your breast."
"Okay but try to keep both my nipples hard. The other one is getting jealous," she said laughing.
"I'll keep that in mind! Don't want to cause any animosity between them."
"No, that would be totally bad."
I slipped my hand in her bodice and worked my fingers under her breast. It was so tight I had to go slow because I didn't want to pinch her creamy white skin. Now it was perfect. Her nipple was near the edge of the plunging neckline. The only problem was, the other breast needed the same thing done.
"Well, it looks like your other breast is going to get some attention as well." My hand was at a different angle and slipped in her bodice so that her nipple was in the center of my palm. I heard her sharp intake of breath at the same time her nipple probed my palm.
"Oh, that's beautiful, Shelly." I fired off a couple of shots, checked the laptop's larger images, and shot a few more with various head and hand positions.
"I'm sure you need to stretch. We will change positions now." She stood up and stretched her arms above her head, which pulled her dress higher.
The slit already came up to the top of her thigh and as it moved higher it revealed a smooth shaved pink pussy. Great I thought, now I have to try to unsee that.
Cassandra had a tall rattan room divider screen and I had some ideas for that. I showed Shelly how I wanted her to pose.
I wanted her to reach up with her right arm and laying her hand on the edge of the screen and her other arm on her hip. I moved her left leg forward and out. An angle of her head, that sultry look and perfect. We adjusted the pose some and I fired off some more shots, we did that about a half dozen more times and we were done.
"I can't thank you enough for including me in your project, Larry! I have some ideas for accessories that I'll bring next time," she said, inspired. "Oh! May I leave the clothes here? If you have another model she can wear them."
"Sure, that's fine. And I honestly don't plan on looking for another model if you're going to stick around for some more of my shenanigans," I said, laughing. We set up a day and time for the next shoot.
I couldn't wait to get the images converted to black and white and began the next morning. I sorted through the images only kept the very best. As I went through each pose, I got to the one with the room divider, the only one that she was standing up.
I blinked, then clicked to enlarge and magnify in. It seemed that when she had her arm stretched up to the top of the screen, her gown pulled up and the slit widened and opened and exposed those creamy plump pussy lips. It was just a peek, but there it was. I created a private file and moved them into that.
Just in time, I thought, walking back into my office and seeing my daughter Elise scrolling through the converted images.
"DADDY!" she nearly screamed. "These are awesome! When did you do these? Where did you do them? Who is that? She's beautiful?"
"Whoa baby, slow down. It's from a new project I started, in a new studio, with a new model."
"Does Mom know?"
"No, and I'd appreciate it if she didn't find out." I knew I didn't have to worry about Elise ratting me out. Since she started college, she and her Mom didn't get along. I understood because my wife treated her as though she didn't trust her doing anything. But Elise had never given us a moment's worry, so I don't know why.
"No worries Daddy, I sure won't blab to her." She went back to scrolling through the images. "This gown is gorgeous! She looks very sexy. She must be a professional model."
"She is a professional. She collects vintage clothing so those are hers. She left more in the studio," I said, thinking what were you thinking telling her that.
"Daddy! I want to try them on. Take some pictures of me like that!" She jumped up and wrapped her arms around my neck. "Plllllllllease," she whispered and kissed me at the corner of my mouth.
"Okay baby, we will set up a shoot for you," I said, at the same time wondering what I could be thinking.
The next day Elise walked out of the bathroom with a book in her hand and finger waves in her beautiful blonde hair.
"I looked a the picture of Jean Harlow and did my hair like that. Do you like it, Daddy?"
"Baby, you take my breath away." I just saw her go from college girl to sexy vamp.
"So I can pose for you?"
"Of course you can."
The next day Elise didn't have classes and Myra paid little attention to when I came or went, so that was a nonissue.
I unlocked the door to the studio. She walked in and looked around. "Wow, this is some setup. I can see why you want to shoot here." She walked over to the art studio. "And an artist studio!"
"Nice huh? The clothes are hanging in the dressing room," said, pointing out the door. "Choose whatever you want." I had not intended on doing anything serious with Elise but just get in some experimental lighting. I was setting up the hot lights and pulled a wing chair in from the prop room."
"Okay Daddy, I'm ready," she said walking into the light.
I turned and what I saw took my breath away. My daughter that normally wore oversize shapeless clothes stood before me in a silk evening gown with a vintage mink stole thrown over her shoulder. Her makeup was perfect. The resemblance to Jean Harlow was unsettling.
"Where did my little girl go."
She giggled, "Daddy!"
"Baby you are exquisite. I can't believe I'm looking at my daughter."
I had her sit in the wingback chair, which was ludicrous. It was also the stupidest thing I could have done because this dress too had a slit up the thigh, and when sat on the edge of the chair, and crossed her legs, it was apparent she was not wearing panties.
Adjusting the lights I glanced down and looked right down her dress, and realized that she had some pretty big breasts. I would bet a C cup for sure. The bodice did not fit as snugly as Shelly's dress, which was worse because it was loose enough that her tits moved around in the bodice, which was only held up with thin spaghetti straps.
"Okay, stand up we'll try something different," I said and she looked at me curiously since we hadn't done anything yet.
I was trying to figure out what to do with her that would be the least sexy. She nervously smoothed the front of her dress over her stomach and then over her hips. That pressed the dress against her to remind that that she was wearing no underwear under the gown.
My dick approved of that and decided at that moment to give her a standing ovation. Are you fucking kidding me, I thought, trying to will my dick down. Which never works. Okay, I just need to get this over with as soon as I can.
I turned and Elise had found the fainting couch and was laying on it similar to Shelly. Only where Shelly's tits were confined in the tight bodice, Elise's were free to roam.
"How's this Daddy? Is it sexy enough?"
"Yeah baby, very sexy." I just decided to shoot her and let whatever happen, happen. "That's nice, just like that." I looked through the lens. "You're sort of falling out."
"Huh?"
"Umm your breasts. They're big for that top and your uh-"
She looked down. "Oh! My nipple was showing." She put her hand in the dress and hefted her tit up and out and did the same with the other. "How's this?"



My dick throbbed its approval. "Perfect baby."
I fired off a few shots and went to the laptop. Oh my god, I thought, is this, my daughter. This beautiful woman.
"Is everything alright, Daddy?" she said, snapping me out of it.
"It is, yes. You have that stole, just wrap it or toss it over your shoulder, whatever women do with them."
She sat up, arched her back, thrusting her breasts out, and tossed it over her shoulder, topping it off with a sultry look and pouty lip. I fired more off while she moved the mink, letting the strap slip off her shoulder allowing the bodice to drop and free one breast.
"Oops," she said, smiling, but making no move to cover up.
I continued to fire off shots while she slid to the edge of the divan, crossing her legs and letting the dress drop away to expose her thigh and ass.
She turned facing the side, dropping a knee to the floor, and with the other leg planted her ankle strap heel on the floor. That allowed a side peek of her smooth cunt lips and the side view of her exposed breast. Her nipple was hard.
She then leaned back on her hand, her back beautifully arched, thrusting her breasts high. The edge of the bodice barely clung to her hard nipple on the other side. A deep breath and that side would fall too.
She turned further and looked back over her shoulder. I hadn't seen the back until now and felt an ache in my balls when I saw the back was open down to the top of her ass, baring the dimples on each side. Momentarily I forgot to hit the shutter on the camera.
"Daddy?" she said, her voice low and gravelly. I knew she was feeling what I was feeling. But she was my daughter.
"Sorry baby, yes."
She stood up with her back to me. She put a knee on the divan, tossed the mink over her shoulder, and looked back. I fired continuously. She turned slightly and put a hand on her hip. That strap finally slid off her shoulder and the bodice front dropped to her waist baring her fleshy tits.
She turned and coyly held the stole across her tits, totally hiding them, then dropping incrementally until her breasts were revealed.
I did not stop her and she did not seem to want to stop.
She tossed the mink on the divan and leaned on both hands, stretching the filmy soft silk across her globes. Her tits hung and swayed below her and she looked back over her shoulder. I was still firing off shots. I didn't want to miss a thing.
She turned and lay down, leaving one leg off the edge, the other knee pulled up, essentially spreading herself wide open. But not to my eyes or camera. She tipped her pelvis up and I could see the two soft humps of her pussy lips below her flat belly.
The dress was crumpled at her waist, baring her above and below.
"Daddy," she whispered, her fingers going between her legs. Her lips were parted and she watched me.
"Oh baby, yes," I whispered.
I understood. This was for me. Our eyes were locked as she stroked her clit. Her lips parted, her pink tongue flicked across her lips. She gasped and arched, moaning low and long. Suddenly she collapsed on the divan. The flashes stilled, the camera stopped.
She got up and walked over to me and brushed the back of her hand over the front of my pants. I swallowed hard and trailed my fingers over a breast, teasing the nipple hard. She whimpered.
"Go get dressed, Elise," I said, turning and closing my laptop
The next days were busy and I was able to avoid seeing Elise more than a few minutes in passing. I did not feel right about what happened. As an adult, I was supposed to be the smarter one. She is in college and finding adventure around every corner, but I cannot be part of her adventure.
I stayed fit. Worked out, but probably not as often as I should. Tried to eat well. My wife though had let herself go through the years. She was overweight and just did not take pride in herself. It has been years since she has shown an interest in me sexually. She often turns me down, but will occasionally have sex with me. I think more out of duty, so I don't ask often.
That I am shooting all this sexual stuff doesn't help and that keeps me constantly horny. If I am not in the studio looking at sexy women, I am looking at them when I am converting the images to black and white and editing them. Between Shelly and Elise, I am going to go out of my mind. I will end up cumming in the bathroom all the time.
"Daddy, I want to see my pictures. Are you done editing? Mom's gone."
I was sitting at my desk in my home studio and had had just finished editing her shots. Which accounted for the bulge in my lap that was going to tough to hide from Elise because she was now hanging over the back of my chair looking at the computer screen.
"That's me?"
"Don't recognize yourself eh," I said and laughed. "These came out beautiful baby. You are great in front of the camera.
She put her arms around my shoulders and kissed my neck below my ear. "I felt sexy," she whispered.
"I know you did baby. And it shows in the images."
"You made me feel sexy," she whispered, running her hand down my chest.
My cock throbbed as her hand got nearby. I was frozen, unable to stop her. Hoping she would, praying she would not. Her breath was steamy in my ear. Her hand slipped under my t-shirt and her fingers were beneath the elastic band of my shorts.
Oh my god, no, I thought. This isn't right. The head of my cock was in her fingertips, her thumb spreading the precum. I gripped the arms of my office chair. She lightly ran her fingertips around the ridge.
"Daddy, I want to see your cock."
I would have done anything for her at this point. I lifted my ass off the chair and shoved my sport shorts down. My cock stood up lewdly from my lap, swaying and throbbing for attention. My balls below, fat and full.
Elise spun my chair around and dropped to her knees. She weighed my balls in her soft hand. She trailed a finger down my cock, from the tip to my balls. I felt her steamy hot breath. So close. My hips spontaneously pushed up. Wanting those sweet pink lips to wrap around my cock. Big baby blue eyes looked up while she flicked her tongue across the tip of my cock.
"Oh baby," I moaned. I have never felt like this for anyone. Ever.
She rubbed the sensitive head on her wet tongue Teasing me, she wrapped her lips around the head, running her tongue around the edge, then tightened her lips and sucked. All the while those baby blues were trained on me. Taking in every reaction. Her fingers never quit working my balls.
I pushed up again. God how I needed her mouth.
"You want to fuck my mouth, Daddy?" The words made my balls ache and all I could do is moan.
Suddenly my cock was deep in her throat and I shouted out. She sucked hard and her teeth raked the shaft with a painful pleasure as she pulled up just until her lips were around the head. She wrapped her fingers tightly around the base and began fucking my cock with that hot wet mouth. My hips started to move. Slowly at first but with a fierceness, I never knew I had. She leaned over my lap, wrapped her arms around me to grab my bare ass while I fucked her mouth.
I felt a craving that was new to me. I long ago lost control and only needed to get to my release. I pounded into her mouth and she began to moan. It vibrated through my balls and my body. I held her head, thrust up, and began pumping my seed down her throat. She took it all, looked up with a provocative smile. Where the hell did my girl learn to be such a good cocksucker, I thought to myself.
"Larry, are you home," Myra screeched as the front door slammed. She walked into the room and saw me sitting at my desk and a smiling Elise in the chair across from me. 'Oh, you're here," she said to Elise." After she left the room we looked at each other and rolled our eyes.
Elise's friend and her boyfriend were scheduled with me the next day at the studio and I was getting a little nervous. This was going to be so far out of my wheelhouse that I hoped I was not in over my head.
I hung out at the studio all day to get everything prepared, and also to stay out of Myra's way. I needed to relax and she did nothing but wind me up.
I thought I heard a light tapping on the door. I peeked around the sheer that covered the door and saw Elise standing there.
"Baby, what are you doing here?"
She held up a bag. "I brought you lunch, and, I thought you might want me to pose for you today."
We sat down at a little table tucked in the corner and unwrapped our sandwiches. "Yesterday probably wasn't a good idea you know."
"You didn't like me sucking your cock, Daddy?"
"Well yeah of course I did but--"
"So what's the problem," she said, cutting me off.
Indeed, my cock said, what IS the problem, Larry. But I said, "Because it's not right. You're my daughter."
"You liked looking at me naked the other day. Your cock obviously liked it."
Well, yeah. "But that doesn't make it right, baby."
She popped the last french fry in her mouth. Watching me she grabbed the bottom of her t-shirt and had it over her head in a flash. Those fabulously big tits were out and on full display for me. She sat back in the chair and crossed her legs, nonchalantly.
"Oh Elise," I said, groaning.
"I brought something I wanted you to take pictures of me in."
"Okay okay, go get dressed then." Anything was better than her sitting here half-naked, I thought.
I went to set up the camera and hook up a flash.
"Okay Daddy, I'm ready."
"All right baby, just use whatever prop you want. I'll be right over."
Her back was to the light which
filtered through
the sheer floor-length negligee. This was straight from the 1960s Playboy. What many a guy that found his Dad's stash of magazines grew up jacking off to.
"I found this in a shop downtown," she said. "Do you think it's sexy?"
Are you fucking kidding me? The blood rushed to my cock so quickly I felt lightheaded.
"You are sexy in it," I said, forced to be honest.
She walked up to me and laid her hands on my chest. "I know you like to be experimental in your photography and I had an idea."
Oh no, do I want to hear this, I thought. "What's that?"
She hooked her fingertips in the waistband of my pants and my cock throbbed a beat against my pants to be set free.
"I was thinking... Since I've seen your cock....." No sense arguing that I thought. "And I want to do a super sexy photoshoot..." She stopped.
"And?" I said, clearing my throat.
She tugged on my pants and reflexes made me grab her hips. Oh god, her skin was so hot through that silky sheer that slipped over her skin. I was almost to the point I would agree to anything.
"And I want to look as sexy as I can. Like I'm ready fuck, someone. Like I need a cock bad."
"Elise," I groaned.
"This might be a little kinky," she said and I groaned. "But I think it would be fun." Oh god, I thought, get to the point before I cum right in my pants. "When you are photographing me, you could be naked too." She let out a big breath.
I thought for a moment. As she said, she has seen my dick, so there's that. It would be more comfortable to be freeballing rather than jammed in my shorts. And since she is not naked. And I know my boundaries and can keep her there.
"I guess I don't see why it would hurt, but we will not---"
"Yay Daddy!" She grabbed me and started jumping up and down, her tits bumping and bouncing against my chest. She gave me a quick kiss, right on the mouth, grabbed the bottom of my t-shirt, my head.
"Easy baby," I said, as she had already unbuttoned and unzipped my pants. "Let me get my shoes off first." I laughed, thinking this was going to be a long photoshoot and I would have to stay on my toes and boundaries always in sight.
I set the hot lights up while she found an old wooden street light mounted on wheels in the storeroom. She stood next to it, her hip cocked, legs spread wide with one toe pointed. She had tiny clear-heeled vintage slippers on with a marabou bow with a rhinestone center.
I snapped on the hot light behind her. Her body was in perfect silhouette.
"Baby, you look like you're preparing to thumb a ride," I said smiling. "Very sexy."
"Would you pick me up, Daddy? When I'd open the car door you'd be sitting there naked." I was so busy with the camera and lights I already forgot I was naked, and smiled, letting her continue. "That big cock would probably be standing straight up in your lap like it was yesterday, but I wouldn't know you."
I was having a bit of trouble concentrating already. I fired off a few shots and moved the hot lights. She adjusted the negligee so the slit was open to her hip, her leg extended out but the folds of the shell pink sheer veiled her bare pussy.
"Beautiful baby, beautiful." I took a few more shots and walked over to modify her pose a bit. I turned her shoulders but wanted her to continue standing the same way. "Twist your upper half. Keep your hips the same way." I stepped back. "Great! Let me get a couple of shots."
I looked through the viewfinder and just saw the perfect amount of breast in the silhouette. "Love it!"
I went back over and had her reach above her head to grasp the light pole. "Okay baby, now push your ass back."
Her back was arched and her breasts thrust out. The negligee robe didn't allow enough light through for the backlight. I unclasped the robe between her tits and brushed it back. Now her tits were encased in just the sheer. I stepped back to get an overall view.
"One more thing, Elise," I said, at the same time teasing her nipples hard.
"Mmmm Daddy, that gets me hot."
"Good, I thought that's how you wanted to look." I got a few shots, then had her kick her foot back and then up. "Okay, you can relax now."
She came over to look at the images as they went across the laptop screen. "I can believe how beautiful you make me look, Daddy."
She had her arms up for a while and got a little stiff. She rolled her shoulders. "Here, let me rub the kinks out."
I stood behind her and she slipped the robe off her shoulders. As I massaged and worked on her shoulders the spaghetti straps slipped off her shoulders. She moaned and leaned back into me.
"Feels so good, Daddy." At that moment she relaxed a bit more and her ass pressed against my bare cock. She moaned. "Don't stop." As I rubbed her upper arms and shoulders her body rocked and she rubbed harder against my cock. It got harder and hotter feeling her body just a nothingness away.
"Let's get back to work, Elise," I said, stepping back before I lost all common sense.
I moved an ornate chair to the center of the studio and turned the seat to the back. I kept the backlight and pulled another to the side.
"Okay baby, this is what I want you to do. You're going to take the gown off and put the robe on. Lean your butt on the chair back... No more your hip side of your butt," I said and we both laughed. "Just use it for balance rather than leaning your whole weight on it. Extend your right leg straight, toe pointed. Point your left toe and bend your knee, angling it slightly over the right."
I stepped back. "Perfect! Are you comfortable?" She nodded enthusiastically. I checked the camera for lighting. I stood in front of Elise, not believing how fucking sexy she looked. I pushed the robe back, baring her body. The robe slipped off one shoulder, the robe just clinging to her shoulder.
I went to the camera. "God baby you look so fucking sexy." I watched her look at my throbbing cock. Her eyes went dark and heavy. "Tip your chin up and show me those great tits baby. Show everyone those gorgeous things."
I fired off several shots as I talked to her and her facial expressions changed. "Lick your lips baby. Those talented lips. Remember what you did to me yesterday." Her lips parted slightly and I saw the tip of her tongue. "Oh yeah, baby. You loved sucking your Daddy's cock, didn't you?
Her legs parted slightly and she jutted her smooth shaved pussy out. "Put your left hand over your pussy. Flat hand. Tease us with it. You know we want to lick that pussy. Fuck that pussy. Make us work for it."
She moved her right hand to her left breast, her forearm hiding her right tit while she pinched her nipple harder. "Oh you are a tease aren't you baby. You know how many men want some of those. They want to suck that big nipple into their hot mouths. They want to squeeze and knead your voluptuous tits."
The camera ratcheted constantly. I could not stop taking pictures of her. She began moving on her own now. Her middle finger slipped back and I could tell she was rubbing her cunt.
l leaned back on the chair and held her hips while she rode my pole. Those fantastic tits bounced and jiggled. She squeezed them, kneaded them. Pulled her nipples out long and hard.
"I'm going to fuck you Daddy until you shoot your seed deep inside me. I'm going to milk your cock with my tight cunt."
She kissed me, stroking her tongue in and out of my mouth. My hands were on her tits, groping her like it was the first time I had tits in my hand. She had me wild.
I stood up with her impaled on my cock and followed her down on the bed, still connected. I sank into the cradle of her soft thighs, drew back until my cock head was at her entrance, and thrust in deep.
She moaned, dug her heels in, and met me thrust for thrust. Our bodies pounded together. We gasped and grown and growled. We fucked harder and faster.
I had my daughter under me finally and I was deep inside her. Connected as we had never been before. Joined as father and daughter. As lovers. A whole new relationship.
"God baby I want to fuck you forever," I growled in her ear.
She whimpered. "Daddy your cock in my cunt. The closest we can be. We are joined together."
She felt the same as I did. I raised up so my cock abraded her clit. She sobbed and I felt her cunt tighten even more on my cock. My ears rang and I drove deep, my cock pumped into her and I shouted aloud. I heard her wail at the same time.
I rolled off her to the side and held her against me. We gasped. I tried to come to terms with what just happened. What happened to my boundaries. Realizing that we can now never go back to just Father and Daughter. We are that and now lovers. We fuck. We have sex. She sucks my dick.
I cannot think of the last time Myra and I had sex. Or the last time she even touched me in any intimate way. How could she produce such a sexual daughter? The antithesis of her. Had she ever been this sexy? I tried to remember back, but could not.
"Daddy, you're not regretting this already are you?" She rolled to her side and rested her head on my shoulder, fingers toying with my chest hair.
"I probably should, but I don't."
"I know Myra is a bitch to you too, Daddy." They were never close and I do not know if Elise ever called her Mom or even Mother.
"We haven't had the best relationship."
For some reason, I felt free of Myra now. Was it because I fucked her daughter. I really think it was just because I fucked anyone but her, but she would be incensed knowing I had my dick in Elise. I stifled a laugh at the thought of her seeing Elise with my dick in her mouth.
Elise toyed with the hair around the base of my dick and held my balls in her hand. "I love learning you, Daddy. You're so sexy. I just can't believe I'm here with you like this."
"I know baby, me too." I gathered her up and half pulled her on top of me. I just needed her that close. I kneaded her round ass globes. She buried her face in my neck.
I was needy for someone this close to me. I had not realized how much I missed affection. Just this kind of touching. I had just let Myra push me away through the years without realizing how much I was hurting myself.
I stroked my hand up and down her back and I heard her soft even breathing. My girl had fallen asleep on me.



I remembered back. I was a sexual man before I got married. I fucked around a lot, and let a lot of women walk out of my life that I probably should not have. Why did I pass on them and choose Myra? I had a little redhead that adored me. She was petite. She loved gymnastics but could not get far because she had huge tits. At least for her petite body. She introduced me to titty fucking, and nearly the whole book of Kama Sutra because she was so flexible.
I smiled, remembering Sheila. She loved to be tied up and blindfolded. Oh, I had some fun with her. She learned how much she liked to be spanked from me. She learned the painful pleasure of nipple clamps. We had a closet full of sex toys. From butt plugs and crops to a variety of cock rings for me. And it just occurred to me that Sheila could not just have vanilla sex and that is why I moved on.
I don't know why or where this introspection was coming from, but it was enlightening to me. Maybe it was perfect timing with my daughter and lover in my arms. It was a new life-breath.
I did remember Myra before we married now. Funny how I forgot. She worked in the college library and was very prim and proper. I think I liked that about her. I was used to overtly sexual girls. Myra was an enigma I guess. A challenge. I hit on her for a month I think. Finally, I ran across her back in the dusty tombs of the library.
She had a tight button-up sweater on. Elise got her big bust from her Mom, and Myra had the same problem of her clothes stretching over her tits. I put my finger through the gap in the sweater. I remember she giggled, so I pushed my finger in a bit more and started stroking her soft titty flesh. Her chest heaved and I opened a few more buttons to get my hand in, but her bra cup covered so much of her breast, I counted' get my hand in.
I reached behind her and unhooked her bra. She cried out, but I stifled it with a kiss and a hand around her tit. I thumbed her nipple and she groaned in my mouth. I leaned her against a library chair and reached under her skirt, pushing her cotton panties aside. Her cunt was soaked and I easily slipped my finger in. She moaned again and I clamped my mouth on hers. I finger fucked her. Her pelvis began rocking back and forth.
I whispered in her ear, "Next time it'll be my cock." Her pussy squeezed my finger as she came in shudders.
Eventually, she did get my cock buried in her virgin cunt. She had to be the only college virgin I remember thinking. Two weeks later she told me she was pregnant. With Elise.
I had remembered it all but put it out of my mind. I resented Myra for getting pregnant, but it's not like it was not my fault as well.
I slowly squirmed out from under Elise. She didn't wake up, but rolled on her back, arms above her head. God those tits drove me wild and I wanted to latch on, but I had something else in mind.
I stood at the bottom of the bed. When she rolled off me, her legs spread wide. I could see the dark pink slit of her pussy. The soft smooth lips.
I lightly stroked her inner thighs and spread those soft lips. My tongue lapped the length of her slit. I heard a little mewl. I flicked my tongue across her clit and she pushed up a bit. I put my mouth on her cunt and licked and sucked until she was moaning and I was holding her down. I kept it up and wouldn't let go. She cried and moaned, wanting to cum, but I kept her on the edge.
"Daddy, oh Daddy, god that feels so good. What you're doing with your mouth. "Eat me, Daddy. Oh my god," she whimpered.
She thrust and rubbed her cunt on my face. I lapped at her juices and nibbled on those soft smooth lips. I stroked her rosebud, teasing, then gently pushed the tip of my finger in. She groaned louder and I began stroking in and out her ass and sucking on her clit rhythmically, taking her over the edge. She shouted and arched, her body went stiff as the orgasm racked through her body.
She was limp in my arms. "Oh my god, Daddy," she kept repeating. I tasted my daughter on my lips, and we both dozed off.
It was dark and late when I woke up. Elise was curled against my side, her fingers curved around my hardening cock. My movements woke her up.
"What time is it," she said, squinting at the clock. "Oh, it's late. Myra is going to wonder what happened to you."
"I'll text her some excuse so she doesn't call me in as a missing person," I stood up. "Now get your sexy ass up and let's go take a shower and order a pizza in. We're spending the night here."
Cassandra's shower was the most decadent shower I've ever had the pleasure to use. It was huge, had a built I seat, loads of soaps and shampoos, jets coming out everywhere, and a big rain shower head.
I adjust the water and said, "Come in little lady. I watched her step under the cascading water. Rivulets running down her tits and streaming off her nipples. I dripped some shampoo in my hand and began shampooing her hair. Rubbing tiny circles on her scalp. As I massaged her scalp her head fell back and she began moaning.
"He's not only good with a mouth on my pussy, but good with his fingers in my hair."
"I have many talents to use on you, my love."
"Oh you do, do you," she said with a smirk. "I guess we'll be keeping each other busy eh."
She tipped her head back and let the water rinse her hair. Her back was arched, her breasts pushed up and out. I could not get enough of looking at her.
Suddenly her hands went to her pussy and started slowly stroking up her body. I stared, not noticing her peeking at me out of the corner of her eye. Her hands cupped her tits and she palmed her nipples hard. She began kneading her creamy flesh and moaning. Pushing her tits together and pinching her nipples together.
She reached over for the body soap and lathered it between her hands. She turned and began running her hands down my chest to my dick that was wildly waving for attention.
"You little vixen, you set me up,"
She giggled and wrapped her slick hand around my cock, cupping my balls in the other. "Why Daddy, would I ever tease you?" And she gave my cock a squeeze.
"Mmmm you are one bad girl." I pulled her against me.
Her tits rubbed against my slippery chest and I could feel her nipples harden into bullets. She wrapped her arms around my neck, kissed me, and rubbed the front of her body against mine. My cock slipped between her legs and she slid back and forth on it.
"Oh Daddy, you're turning your daughter on again. She's hot for you again. She needs your cock again," she whispered, her lips brushing mine.
She turned, bent over, and leaned on the shower seat, opening her cunt to me. "Fuck me like this, Daddy. Hump me. Fill my cunt with that big fat Daddy cock."
Her words had the power to push my control. I held her hips and drove into her, deep and hard. She pushed back and ground into me. She grunted as I pounded into her. It was rough and hard sex. I humped her like an animal and reached under her and mauled her swaying tits. She put her hands over mine and squeezed harder.
She whimpered with painful pleasure but kept her hands on mine to squeeze harder while I pounded into her. My balls banged her clit. Her cunt clenched my cock over and over as waves of orgasms rolled through her. That milking sent me over the edge and I pumped my seed all over her ass.
After we toweled off, Elise used Cassandra's body lotions and oils to cream and scent her body. I could not help but watch her stroke the white cream down each leg, her arms, and across her chest. She handed me the bottle and I began stroking it gently over her tits. Her creamy skin was so soft to my touch and I rubbed the cream in using my fingertips on her nipples. I saw a silky robe and helped her put it on.
The pizza delivery guy got an eyeful when she insisted on answering the door in that robe. When she reached to take the box, the sash loosened and she winked.
"You are a vixen aren't you."
"I guess I can be. You brought it out in me I think," she said laughing. "Is that okay?"
"That you're a vixen? Fuck yeah," I said. Oddly it turned me on to see her get the delivery guy hot.
We pulled the sheet over us and she put her head on my shoulder. "I didn't know you were so open-minded, Daddy."
"I'm just remembering that myself, baby." I kissed her on the head.
I thought about how my life changed that day. I silently laughed thinking I would never have believed I got it up so many times a day ago. I felt so alive and sexual again. I thought it was dead inside me. Gone. Never to be seen again.
I had kept myself in good shape and think I'm relatively attractive. I'm no longer waiting for Myra to do something. She never will, so I am. I am going out and meeting people. Women specifically. Maybe trying for a little younger than me, but not as young as Elise.
I want someone with an open mind. Those that are homophobic are small and narrow-minded bigots with something up their ass alright, their heads. Just because you are not into something does not mean it is a license to be hateful.
Elise shifted in her sleep and curled her fingers lightly around my cock. I want an older version of my daughter. That is what I need. Are they out there, I wondered. A woman with a libido that matches mine. That is open-minded but respects my wants and needs and I would respect hers.
I yawned but was not ready to sleep yet.
I mean what would I really want in a woman, I thought. Someone that wanted sex every day. Maybe not ball-busting animal sex, but a blow job or even a hand job would keep me happy. But we would need occasional banging off the walls screaming sex too.
I need to get some sleep I thought, tomorrow is a big shooting day and I cannot be tired.
...
I got in the studio early to prep for today's shoot. It was my main project and would be edgy and far from my normal. Since Elise, I found myself growing and pushing myself. Myra had beat me down through the years and I did not realize it until my daughter opened my eyes.
"Hi, Letty, nice to see you again!" She was one of Elise's closest friends but as they grew older they also grew apart. It was a chance meeting Letty that got the ball rolling. She asked for some photographs of her and her boyfriend and I knew I could move on with my project.
She hugged me warmly, and because she was so petite I bent over just to hug her back. "I was so glad to run into you the other day, Larry! I was going to call you about taking some photographs of us anyhow, so that was perfect timing!"
She turned to her boyfriend, as large as she was small. "This is Eddie. We're engaged!"
I had to tip my head back to even begin to look into his eyes. He had a powerful handshake that fit his broad shoulders and thick chest.
"Nice to meet you Eddie and congrats you two!" I led them into the studio. Eddie created quite a presence in the high ceilinged space. "So I'm compelled to ask... You play football?"
He laughed. "Yeah, I was drafted out of college and had a career-ending injury." I winced. "ACL never was right."
"Sorry man, that had to have been tough," I grimaced and he nodded.
"Bright side is I'm currently being interviewed for coaching jobs."
"So Larry, I told Eddie you'd be cool with us wanting some sexy pictures of us."
"Of course! In fact, since I've moved into this studio, nudes and other more x-rated content is becoming my specialty."
"And you said you had a project you'd like to use us for which we are excited about."
"It sounds very intriguing," Eddie said. "I've been pretty body-centric all my life and love to show it off."
"You two are amazing. I'll show you the dressing room. You'll find everything you need there I believe. Robes are hanging on the back of the door."
I had to change a few things to accommodate Eddie's size and had just finished when I heard him padding across the studio. He didn't bother with a robe which did not surprise me.
His body was massive and the muscles rippled under his smooth nearly unmarked skin. His movements were panther-like. A quick glance revealed a normal dick, which I admit did give me pause when I saw his size.
Letty came out sans robe as well. She was beautifully petite and if it weren't for her large breasts, could be mistaken for someone much younger than her eighteen years. I handed them a bottle of massage oil.
"I'd like you to apply this to each other. Not too much, just enough to give a nice sheen to your skin."
"Mmmm, I'm going to like this," Eddie said and proceeded to warm some oil between his hands.
I heard giggling and soft moaning behind me as I set up the camera and made sure the hot lights were ready. I would be using them for the shots for my project.
"Okay! We're ready I think," Letty said. I turned and blinked. "Is this what you wanted?"
I tried not to stare but holy crap this guy went from average cock Joe to Ron Jeremy. I must have been starting because both Eddie and Letty laughed.
"You look like I did the first time I saw him with an erection," Letty said laughing.
"Yeah, it's just that it was a shocker...." I said, trailing off.
After the initial shock, I had them stand and just move through some poses on their own. They wanted shots that looked candid, which I loved. They began kissing, but the poor guy was bent over just to kiss her. I stopped them and dragged a big black soft leather chair out.
"See if this works better for you."
Eddie sat down and she sat on his lap. The chair was wide enough that he could spread out easily. The alternate is between his size and the oversize chair, she looked even more petite. These shots would border on taboo if she didn't have C-cup titties. Although I believe she might have had some enhancement, their shape was natural.
She lay across his arms kicking her feet and arching her back. She was laughing and he looked at the camera with a WOW expression.
"You guys are great!"
She continued her gymnastic poses on him which had I not witnessed, would have thought weird.
She turned as if she was going to straddle him, but her legs were straight up and spread. He easily moved her up so the V of her legs was mid-chest. Her head rested on his cock. He looked down and licked his lips then looked at me. I nodded, knowing what he wanted to do.
The flash was firing as he locked his mouth over her pussy. She grabbed the arms of the chair and arched. He held her hips while he licked and tongued her clit. She moaned and it was not long until her body stiffened in a moaning orgasm.
"Eddie!" she said gasping. He smiled. "That gives me another idea though," she said with a wicked smile.
Someone she came over the chair, over his shoulder so her face was in his crotch. He helped her move her thighs to each side of his head. She sucked his meaty stick right in her mouth, her nose in his balls in this upside-down position. She knew everything he liked because he was groaning almost immediately.
I was getting lots of close-up shots of her pussy in his face, her face in his balls, and cock in her mouth. At least until she stopped before he came. She flipped around before we even knew what she was doing.
"This is how I want him for the whole shoot," she said looking at his jerking, throbbing cock. "Or at least until later." She may be tiny but she held the crop in that relationship, I thought, laughing to myself.
"Phew, you guys. Tough to keep up with you. Take a break while I check the shots and some stuff on the technical end."
I quickly scrolled through the pictures on the laptop. They were both unbelievably photogenic. The camera loved them and their bodies. They could both easily be professional models, I thought.
They went through another series of poses they wanted for themselves that would be in color. I had told them that the ones we would do in black and white would be much more intimate and they were excited about that.
I wanted to edit the images before they saw them so I changed to another directory and a few camera settings. Turned the studio lights off and the hot lights on.
They were already on the bed and I asked them to just do whatever they do in foreplay, before making love. Their bodies were in tune yet they were aware of me and without words, worked with me.
She stretched like a cat on his body, arching her body so her nipples just kissed his chest. The backlight made it incredible. She mentioned she was a dancer with accounted for her grace and flexibility. She hovered over him and dropped a nipple in his mouth, painting his lips with her hard nipple. Touching it to the tip of his tongue. He sucked it into his mouth and tugged and pulled it longer.
I had moved in to get close-ups. She backed down his body, her tits swaying and barely scraping his body as she went. His cock lay thick on his stomach, too big and heavy to stand up. She stroked his cock with her tits to his groans.
She flicked her tongue on his cock and he jerked, moaning. I wondered how much teasing he could take. I took shot after shot.
Since there was no distracting flash, just a dark studio, and lighting on their bodies, it was an erotic atmosphere. They were vaguely aware of my presence, enough to keep shots open and not hidden behind her long hair, etc.
She trailed her tongue from his balls to the tip of his cock and he trembled. "Oh baby, I can't take much more."
Liking the symmetrical shots of them in the chair, I asked him to sit on the edge of the bed. His legs were spread wide, balls dropped down over the edge of the bed. I had her straddle him and wrap her legs around him.
I wanted close-ups of his cock standing up between them, tucked between her pussy lips. I shot the same thing over her shoulder so her tits were in focus, cock and pussy soft focus. I had her hold his hands and fall back so her hair cascaded to the floor, which showed his cock coming up between their bodies.
I brushed through her hair so it would feel like a waterfall. "Mmm Larry that felt good. Anyone that plays with my hair wins a piece of my heart."
"That's good because I'd like to use your hair in more shots coming up."
"She's not kidding, Larry," Eddie said. "she has had the hots for you for a long time."
"Eddie!" she chastised him, lamely. "He's right. I always thought you were the hot Dad of the group. Dad I'd Like to Fuck," she said laughing.
"I'm flattered, Letty. Truly." Thinking back I always looked at her more than the others.
I had her underneath Eddie and swept her hair across her tits, just letting her nipples peek through. Another over the shoulder from his angle. She was a photographer's dream. They both were.
It was running late. I never imagined they would be such great models. "Okay, you'll be relieved to know you can fuck any time you want. Just whatever positions you want. Remember I might be right in between you or even in the way.
"Take your clothes off and join in," Eddie said. "I'd love to see Letty get her dream, Dad."
Whoa, I thought. "Mmmm that's very enticing, but I need to keep working."
"Think about it for next time," Eddie said, looking at me seriously. I nodded.
They had more positions than the Kama Sutra and it was all I could do to keep up with them. I will have some late nights editing through all these shots.
Elise bounced in the studio that evening. "Wow Daddy, who is that?"
"You don't recognize her?"
She flipped through a few of the images. "Is that Letty?" I nodded. "Damn, is that her boyfriend?" I nodded again. "Phewwwwwwww."
I laughed. "You'd like some of that
I bet."
"Crap, I don't think it would fit!" She put her hand on my rapidly expanding crotch. "Besides, this is what I want."
"You charmer you," I said, kissing her. She slid over the arm of the chair to sit on my lap. "Ummm, you dressed for your Daddy I see." I slid my hand under her crop t-shirt and teased a naked tit with my fingers.



"Mmm Daddy, you know what I like," she said, arching her back.
I pushed the office chair back and she pulled her shirt over her head baring her fabulous tits to me.
"Mmmm and my daughter knows what I like," I said as I latched on to her nipple.
"Is that bed ready? I think I need Daddy's cock inside me."
"That can be arranged."
"By the way, has Myra taken care of you lately?" she asked.
I laughed. "What do you think?"
"Myra would probably be pissed if she knew I was getting some of this huh," she said, caressing my cock and balls.
"She wouldn't miss me, but the thought of you and I together would probably outrage her."
"Do you think she would leave you?"
"I'm sure!" I said, laughing. "After she cut my dick off."
I rolled her under me and kissed her. She wrapped her arms around me and spread her sweet thighs. She stroked my back and kneaded my ass, pulling me against her.
"You want me, baby?" I whispered, kissing her neck. She arched and I nibbled her shoulder and across.
"Oh please," she whimpered. I kissed and nipped my way across her soft creamy tits and circled her nipples. "Oh my god," she arched. "They're aching."
"Get on your hands and knees." She rolled her ass in the air, tits hanging and swaying beneath her. I brought a large antique mirror in earlier and positioned it so we could watch ourselves. "Look, Elise, watch us. Look how sexy you look, baby." Her back was arched and I smoothed my hands over her ass and held her hips.
"Oh god Daddy," she murmured, watching us fucking. "You're so hot. I love watching you pound your cock into me."
"My sweet I'm cumming soon," I growled. Grunting with every stroke into her tight cunt. She moaned and I watched her throw her head back, her lips parted and that sent me over the edge. I slammed into her and exploded. I held her hips tight, grunting louder and louder.
She collapsed beneath me and I dropped to her side.
"Oh my god Daddy, you were stoked today. Did Letty get you hot?" I didn't reply immediately. "It's okay. I don't mind if she did. She always had it for you so I figured she would show you what she had."
"Well yeah, she said I was a DILF, Daddy I'd Like to Fuck." Elise laughed.
"That's an awesome way to put it," she said, still laughing.
She snuggled into me. "So tell me, Daddy, did she get your cock hard? She's a dancer so she has a knockout body I know. Did you want to fuck her? Would you if you had the chance?"
"Elise!" I laughed. "Her boyfriend is a football player and I'd rather not get my ass kicked." For some reason, I didn't add that her boyfriend did indeed want me to fuck Letty.
The next evening I thought I had better spend some time at home, so I told Myra I'd be home for dinner. We had a fairly pleasant dinner. I wanted to help her clean up but she sent me to watch television in the living room.
"Anyone home?" Elise hollered, coming in the front door.
"Hey baby, what're you doing here." She plopped down on the couch next to me.
"I was bored and thought I could catch a meal here, but looks like I missed it."
"There were leftovers, Mom will gt some for you."
"Nah, that's alright." She leaned her head on my shoulder. I wasn't alarmed, she usually sat near me.
Myra come in and sat in the chair kitty-corner from the sofa, with just a nod to Elise. I cringed inwardly, wishing she would put forth the effort with her daughter, but they were so different I couldn't see it happening.
Elise began stroking my arm, that sensitive underarm from elbow to armpit. Something I had only recently discovered. I crossed my legs to hide my quickly growing cock. Elise sat on the other side of me, so Myra didn't' have a good view, but a bulge in my lap might tip her off.
Elise had her head on my shoulder and I noticed that she had a direct view of Myra, who was intent on the evening news. Elise slipped her hand under my t-shirt and burrowed her fingers in my chest hair. She occasionally pinched my nipples, which she was well aware drove me nuts. My cock jerked in response and I glanced at Myra before adjusting myself.
Slowly her hand slid lower. Once it got to the waist of my sport shorts it easily slipped under the stretchy band. I gave Elise a sideways glance but she ignored me. Her hand was on my throbbing cock. The danger of the situation only fanned the flames.
I grabbed one of the sofa pillows and rested my arm on it, which helped block Myra's view.
Elise stroked the head of my cock spreading precum. She tapped her fingers lightly up and down the shaft. Then she went after my balls. Rolling them on her fingers, scratching with he nails, lightly tugging. She suddenly stopped.
"Elise, are you sleeping through the news?" Myra asked.
"Must have dozed off. I should get home anyhow," she said slowly easing her hand out of my shorts.
"I'll walk you out." Fortunately, the door was the other way and I didn't have to parade my bulging cock in front of Myra.
I snapped the driveway light out as we went out the door, plunging us into darkness.
"Daddy!"
I grabbed her and pushed her against her car. I pulled her shorts and panties down to her knees, pulled my shorts down and kneed her legs apart, and drove my cock into her. She whimpered but she was soaking wet, I bent her over the fender and continued to slam into her. She rode my cock, pushing back, our bodies slammed together. My fingers dug into her hips and I drove deep, my cock pumping its load deep in her.
I pulled her shorts and panties up to her thighs and yanked mine back up.
"Now go home." I walked back into the house and snapped the driveway light on.
A couple of days later I heard a timid tapping on the studio door. I opened it to Letty.
"Hi sweetie, how're you doing?"
She walked in sweaty with hair hanging on her face. She had jogging shorts on that were so tight they hugged the curves of her delicious ass. Beads of sweat ran down her round tits and disappeared in the dark valley between.
"I was out running and found myself here," she said, still catching her breath.
"Do you want a cold water or something?" She nodded.
Grabbed a bottle of water and turned, but she has followed me in. She took the bottle. She tipped her head back and I watched the curve of her throat, rivulets of water that escaped the corner of her mouth trickled down her throat into that mystical valley and dampening her top.
"I guess I smell like I need to use that shower," she said, laughing, and indicating the shower.
"Sure, feel free to use if you like," I said, smiling, knowing her intention. "Let me know if you need help."
"You must have read my mind, Larry."
She looked at me as she pulled her top over her head, revealing a sports bra that has her breasts held tightly to her chest.
"That looks painful." She nodded and shimmied it over her head.
"Mmmm that feels so good."
"I'm sure." I watched her hook her fingers in her shorts and wiggle them down. The black lace thong was surprising after the utilitarian jogging clothes.
"You're overdressed, Lar."
"I guess I am." Unlike Letty, I stripped quickly.
"I thought you might like to help me take these off."
I caressed her ass and hooked my fingers under the lace. I followed it up over each hip, and down the narrow strip on her stomach to her soft smooth pussy lips.
She laid her hands on my chest and purred. "You must be a professional at this too."
My index fingers stroked her pussy lips before tracing the same path to her hips where I pulled them down her legs. She kicked them aside and took my hand and we stepped into the steamy shower.
She ran her hands up and down my chest, stopping to tug at the curls. "This has been my dream you know. To have you naked in my hands. I used to fantasize what I would do to you." She lathered her hands and explored my body, running her hands down my sides and hips, and back around to my ass.
"I always thought your ass was hot too. I was right." She giggled. I reached for the soap but she stopped me. "I want to please you first. I'll give you your chance, but me first."
She held my balls in her soft soapy hand. "You know I saw your balls once? It was after we graduated. I think it was Elise's eighteenth birthday at the pool." I nodded, remembering. "I was in the pool and like I usually did, was watching you. You got a beer out of the cooler and sat down at a table with other men. You crossed your legs and your shorts were loose and I could see up the leg."
She rubbed them and played with them in her hands and I moaned. "I wanted to walk up to you and slide my hand up the leg of your shorts and pet your balls, just like I'm doing now. I wanted to reach in and wrap my hand around your cock."
I leaned down and kissed her. She pushed her tongue in my mouth and searched, then nipped and nibbled my lower lip. I cupped her ass and lifted her higher against me. She wrapped her arms around my neck, her legs around my hips.
I moaned feeling her hot pussy against me. Her round globe tits rubbed my chest in the slippery lather. She rubbed her hard nipples on my chest hear and gasped in my mouth. I stepped under the cascade of warm water. She leaned back in my arms and let the water pool between us.
"Larry." She was breathing hard. "Larry. I want you to fuck me. I want to feel my Daddy idol inside me. Finally. I fantasized about you. I masturbated while I imaged being with you. Now you're mine and I want to feel your cock inside me."
I let her slide down my body but my cock probed her cunt. She jerked and moaned, hanging on and lowering herself until she was impaled on my cock.
She trembled in my arms.
"This is just how I imagined. Your cock will be so hot and hard in me. Like steel."
She was so light I could move while she was riding my cock. I walked through the dressing room and toward the bed. Each step seemed to plant her down harder on my cock. It was like nothing I had ever experienced. By the time I got to the bed, I don't think I was ever as deep inside a woman as I was her.
"Oh god Larry, I want you to cum that deep inside me. I have to feel your hot juice, your cock shooting your load deep in me.:
I sat on the bed so she straddled me and she began to bounce and ride. She raised and rode long hard strokes with her wet cunt. She leaned forward and I captured a nipple in my teeth. She moaned and thrust her tit into my face. I squeezed them together and rubbed my bearded cheek and she squealed for more. I pinched her nipples together knowing I was going to titty fuck her eventually.
Right now we were fucking. Just fucking hard and fast. She pushed me back, leaned on my shoulder, and angled lower so her tits swayed above my face. I sometimes could catch her nipple in my teeth, other times I missed. It was fun fucking.
I put my feet flat on my bed, which raised her ass so she was essentially laying on my chest and I began thrusting into her.
"Damn Larry you are some fucker," she whispered. We began kissing me while I drove up in her and she bounced on me. That angle rubbed her clit and her cunt started squeezing my cock and she started to whimper.
"Yeah baby, cum on me. Cum on my cock." She whimpered louder and longer and her cunt clenched my cock over and over and that was all it took and my balls emptied into her.
"Oh yeahhhhhh, I've always dreamed of your shooting your seed into my cunt."
She collapsed on me, and I stroked her back down over her ass over and over. I felt just as lucky as she did. Having this hot body on my cock was unbelievable. I just wish I'd known at their eighteenth birthday party. Thinks would have been different now.
I finally finished editing all the images. After the usual discarding for various reasons, I had quite many excellent shots. But then I was lucky to have such great models. I will schedule time with them all so they can see the final products, and discuss where they want to go from here. There was so much left to do yet...
.
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Chapter 1
"It has been a while since we talked about moving in together," Paulina said, grinding down on my cock.
"Mmmm, maybe, but not now," I said, sliding my hands up her thighs to her waist.
She put her hands on my shoulders and her tits swayed out. I reached up and hefted them in each hand. God, I loved big tits and she had them. She said they got 40D when she breastfed her daughter and stayed there. At forty-five they had some sag but they were real. They did hang. But that is what I loved. They would sway and swing with her movements.
She lowered them on my face and my cock swelled inside her. Being smothered by tits will be the way I kick off.
"OH MY GOD," she shouted, startling me. "I am so late! I have an appointment across town in thirty minutes!" She jumped off my cock, punched a number on the phone, gathered her clothes, talked while she dressed, and ran out, slamming my bedroom door behind her.
My cock still stood up, wet from her juices. Oh my god, I had to cum and my hand was not going to be a follow-up for pussy.
Just then my twenty-two-year-old daughter ran up the stairs and started her shower. She was already under the water by the time I got to her room.
Her head was tipped back while the water ran down her long brunette hair. While her tits weren't as big as Paulina's, they were a young 36C that sat high and round on her chest. My balls ached to remind me of unfinished business.
I opened the shower door and quietly stepped in.
Her elbow bumped my chest and she screamed. "DADDY, what the fuck are you doing in here?" She backed away and looked me over. "Oh my god, your dick is hard!"
I reached out and tweaked a rosy nipple. "Don't act as if you've never seen a cock before."
She covered her breasts with her hands. "Daddy! I'm naked!"
I took a step towards her. "Yes, yes you are my beautiful sexy daughter." My cock pointed straight at her. "And look what you're doing to my dick."
I glanced down at her soft smooth pussy lips. So swollen and pouty. She put a hand over to hide her pussy from me but uncovered a breast at the same time. I reached out and trailed my fingers over her soft creamy skin. The water ran in rivulets down her breast and dripped off her hard nipple.
She gasped and stepped back, watching me as dripped some of her floral scented soap in my hand.
"Daddy! You can't touch me! I'm your daughter! Waving your nasty Daddy cock around."
I pushed her hand away from her tit and cupped each breast in my slick hands. I palmed her nipples hard and heard her quick intake of breath. I began kneading those luscious tits and watched her lips part.
"Oh stop it no no no!" she said, arching her back and pushing her tits into my hands. "You're touching my breasts you dirty Daddy!," she moaned. "This isn't right. You shouldn't touch me like that." I kept massaging those luscious tits. "Mmmmmmmm feels so good. NO no, stop!"
I stepped forward and the tip of my cock brushed her stomach. "Oh my god, what are you going to do with that big thing? That's obscene. Can I touch it? I've only ever seen one before. A college boy. But yours is bigger!"
My cock jerked when she touched it with her fingertips. "Touch it!" She tentatively wrapped her fingers around it. "Squeeze it." She applied more pressure and slid her hand off the end and I jerked. "Again."
She took it in hand and expertly stroked it. I knew because of the earlier debacle with Paulina, I wouldn't last much longer.
I stepped forward and backed her against the wall. 'Oh DADDY! What are you going to do with that big fat thing?"
I grabbed her ass, she spread her legs and I lifted her, pinning her against the wall.
She wrapped her legs around me and said, "You better fuck me now, Daddy! You got me so hot doing that."
"I got you hot? You played an innocent pretty well young lady," I said and shoved my cock in her wet cunt.
She mewed and wrapped her legs and rode my cock. I held her ass, impaling her on my meat and she bounced up and down. She had her arms around my shoulder and hung on while she rode my cock like a wild woman. I began growling louder, knowing I was close. She heard that and whimpered, her cunt milking my cock when she came causing my cock to shoot my hot seed deep inside her.
My cock came out with a plop as she slid down my body to her feet. She went up on tiptoe to kiss me passionately. "I love you, Daddy."
"Love you too, baby." I kissed her deeply. "Now let's turn the water back on and finish our shower," I said, laughing.
I worked part of the time remotely, the other days I commuted to Atlanta. We were a little further out beyond the bypass. Everything was somewhere else, not in our little town. That suited me just fine. The community college was top notch so I was fine when Kat chose to go there and live at home.
Paulina lived across town, which was not as far as it sounds. She had a son I had met a few times. He went to a nearby college on a football scholarship, and I did not wonder why. He was one big strapping guy, a star of their team. Paulina and I went to their home games to watch him play.
Oddly enough, we were both divorced and both of our spouses immediately dropped out of the picture leaving us to raise the kids. With that Paulina was certainly self-sufficient and successful and I liked that. There wasn't much about her I didn't like. But did I want to live with her?
Everything said yes. But one thing. Kat.
...
Four years ago when Kat turned eighteen, I got a new job and we had to move. We had a one-room apartment with a bed and pull-out sofa. We struggled until I got established, so Kat went out and worked a restaurant job to help us get started. We ate mostly for free.
The pull-out was from thrift and eventually broke, so we had one double bed for both of us. We had been together on our own for so long, I don't think either one of us thought much about it. We would both be pretty much dead tired and a bed was something to sleep in.
A friend of Kat's gave us a television with a VCR built-in and we thought we were living large then. I plugged it in and was only able to get fuzzy channels no matter where I put the antenna wire.
"Ugh." Kat sat on the sofa with her feet up on our box coffee table slash dinner table. "We should check thrift for some old VCR tapes."
"Good idea." I was playing with the remote trying to get something to watch that wouldn't ruin our eyes with the out-of-focus picture. Suddenly the VCR came on.
"Maybe there's a tape in it!"
"I think there is." It was going through the leader tape flashing black and white squares that were at least in focus. The room lit up bright when the movie started.
I sat there a moment watching before I realized what was on the screen. An older man was sitting on the edge of the bed, a younger woman was on her knees in front of him and they were both naked. My brain engaged and I quickly hit STOP. It did and left us with an image of a cock right in front of her open mouth.
"Whoa, Daddy. Is that porn?"
"Yeah, sorry, I didn't realize..." I said, trailing off, hoping I didn't scar her for life. Then I realized my cock was hard and tenting the front of my knit sport shorts. Not surprised since Kat had been with me since the divorce and I'd had no money to date or time to masturbate. My balls started to ache.
"You're like he is," she stated, looking at my lap.
"I am."
"I'm not a virgin, Daddy."
"I don't want to hear about it."
"Okay."
"I've seen a cock."
'Kat!"
She reached over, grabbed the remote, and started the movie again. I reached to take it back and she put it down the front of her tank. I had the presence of mind to know that if I went in to get it, I would likely get a handful of daughter tit because she was not wearing a bra.
We started watching the movie. It was amateur porn, not done well, but stimulating as porn movies do. Talking was sparse but enough to get the point that it was a daughter sucking on her Dad's cock. I cringed but it was too late to go back. Even if I stopped it now.
She called him Daddy and I heard a soft moan from Kat. My cock reacted and was compelled to give it a squeeze through my shorts. The room was dark but for the flickering from the screen and I thought there was a chance she did not notice. I glanced out of the corner of my eye and she was glued to the screen. She may not have been a virgin, but this was way beyond her scope.
They got up and kissed. Kat giggled and I knew why, the actress had huge fake tits that sat like two bowling balls on her chest with chocolate kiss nipples. He grabbed her ass and pulled her against him, thrusting his cock against her.
The camera then went to a back shot between his wide-spread legs showing his meat banging around between her legs. Finally, it started poking around her entrance but the camera went back to show she was lamely pushing him away.
Kat began squirming on the cushion beside me. I glanced over and she had her legs pressed together and her hand under the hem and inside her tank.
"Do you want to stop watching, honey?"
She dragged her eyes away from the screen and looked at me for a moment, her eyes were dark with lust. She looked at my hand, still squeezing my cock, and said in a low gravelly voice, "No Daddy, let's keep watching." I nodded.
How it would end in this room, I did not know. It was now a runaway train.
The actress went from pushing him away to pulling him down on the bed on top of her. The camera went to her tits, still round and hard mashed against the silver-haired chest of her Dad. The camera
went to the point of the whole thing. He was on top and his cock and low hanging balls were perched higher so we could see her cunt. Her legs were spread wide, splitting her cunt. Daddy's cock found the entrance thanks to his daughter's hand. I thought for a moment she might hurt him with her impossibly long pointy polished fingernails.
The camera zeroed in on his cock slowly sliding into her cunt until his balls were firmly smashed against her. The shot zoomed out to his bouncing ass as he fucked her. Her legs were straight out in a wide V and waved around as he pounded into her.
The sound was louder and gasps, groans, and heavy breathing. Fake as it was, it was a titillating part of the whole experience.
I looked over and saw Kat kneading her titties under her shirt, her eyes glued to the screen. She was making no show of hiding what she was doing. I squeezed my cock watching her.
I glanced at the screen and it was ending with the money shot all over her cunt and associated screams, grunts, and shouting.
The screen and room went dark when she turned the television off. I heard her pad over the bed and then the rustle of sheets. I debated sleeping on the sofa but chose the normal routine.
I always wore a pair of red knit shorts in bed. When I got into bed, I felt the furnace-like heat of her body. I was painfully careful not to touch her because I'm not sure how much it would take to set either of us off.
The next day when I got home very late from work Kat was in the dark watching the video again.
"I'm not sure it's good for you to watch that, honey."
I think I said that more for my benefit than hers. I do not know if I can take any more of that without some release. My balls had been aching all day.
I went into the bathroom, changed into my red sleep shorts, and went to bed. The room was still flickering light when I fell asleep.
I was startled awake. I listened for a moment trying to figure out what woke me, but I was so groggy I had a hard time pulling myself out of sleep. Then I felt the heat of her body against me. Behind me. She was spooned against my back, her arm over me, her hand on my chest. I heard her even breathing and must have dozed off again.
I was having the hottest dream and woke out with my cock throbbing. My balls were literally aching and as I woke, I felt her tits pressed into my back. Then I became aware it was not a dream but Kat with her fingers wrapped around my cock.
"Kat," I moaned, not knowing if I wanted her to stop or continue. She took a firmer grip on my cock and began stroking it. "Oh god, Kat."
Her breathing got heavier and she pushed her pussy into my ass. I automatically rolled back and we were face to face. She whimpered.
"I know honey, I know."
My hands trembled when I touched her soft sweet creamy skin tits. I had to taste and took a nipple into my mouth. She gasped and held my head to her breasts. I pulled and tugged the nipple with my teeth until it was hard and bullet long. I moved to the other and did the same.
"Oh Daddy, that feels so good."
I looked up and we kissed. I pressed against her sweet lips, so innocent to me. Her tongue pushed past my lips and dipped into my mouth. She angled her head and sucked, and probed and tasted. We both moaned as the kiss intensified.
I felt her soft thigh over my hip. As she moved closer to my body, my cock head slid against her wet folds. She rocked into me and my cock poked and probed.
"Oh honey, we can't do this," I whispered.
Her leg slid higher and as she pushed into my body, the head of my cock found her entry. She was the one that kept rocking. Thrusting. Pushing her cunt on my cock. I just couldn't bring myself to make the move to fuck my daughter.
She pushed up and at the same time rolled me on my back while she slid down my pole. She was impaled on my cock, deep in her pussy. Our groans echoed loudly in the room. I was inside my daughter and I have never felt anything like it. I was trembling and we locked together for a moment.
"Oh god, Daddy. Your cock... It's so hot inside me... I love you so much..."
She pushed herself up until she was sitting on me with my cock deep inside her. Her long dark curl cascaded over her shoulders and breasts like a goddess. She just kept rocking on me. Grinding. Wanting as much as she could get.
We both looked down and she leaned back. The sight of my cock disappearing in her tight pussy was almost enough to send me over the edge, but I knew we had to savor this first time. She raised up and I watched her slide down my cock, wet with our juices.
"Fuck me, Daddy."
Those words sent me over the edge. I put my feet flat on the bed and arched up, driving into her. She rode and I bucked like a fucking bronco. I was now out of control and could not stop if the place was on fire. She squatted over me and I could watch my cock pounding into her.
Suddenly she threw her head back and wailed, her cunt clenched even tighter around my cock. Squeezing. Milking. A growl started deep within me when painful pleasure stabbed in my balls and my cock shot loads of sperm deep in my daughter. Her cunt was still milked my pumping cock until my balls were empty.
She collapsed on my chest, my cock still in her. Neither of us moved not wanting it to end.
"Oh Daddy," she murmured, sighing. "I can't believe how right you felt inside me. Like your cock was made for me."
I wanted to tell her how wrong it was. That incest was bad and we will never do this again, but instead, I said, "I felt the same way, honey. Your sweet pussy was made for my cock."
After that, we continued to fuck like rabbits. She brought out the vigorous sexy man in me. I used to be like that. When I got married, but sadly, it was when Kat was born the sex with my ex went away.
...
"Kat, are you doing anything Saturday? Paulina wants to have us over for dinner with her and her son."
"No Daddy, I'm good. Just let me know what time."
Time flew by that week and before I knew it, it was Saturday. "Honey, she said come over about three o'clock and we can swim before eating."
"Oh okay, nice! A pool!"
She came out about an hour before we were to leave looking adorable and sexy. Only my daughter could pull that off, I thought with a sigh. She wore red shorts and a matching red and white top. Her white flip-flops showed her her pink polished toes. But her hair was in a messy tumble on top of her head with a few curls hanging down and my fingers itched to weave through that sexy hair and kiss her.
She was looking at me smiling. "You imp," I said, knowing she knew what I was thinking.
I felt her hand squeezing my hardening cock. "Daddy, we can't have you going out in public looking like that now can we?"
"No honey, someone might think you made me hard. But would anyone guess it was my hot daughter?"
"Mmmm, they just might, if they knew what a cumslut I was for you," she said, her hand already in my pants, cock in hand. "Daddy you're so fucking sexy."
"You make me this way honey. My hand was under her shirt and unhooked her bra so her breasts tumbled out in my hands. She moaned when I kneaded and began pinching and pulling her nipples, just like she loves.
"Daddy fuck me quick. I need you inside me. NOW."
Her shorts pooled at her feet and she bent over the kitchen chair, spread her legs, needy pussy waiting. I shoved my pants to my knees, held my cock, and pushed in.
"Oh my god, yeah!" she shouted. "Oh fuck Daddy, you feel so fucking good inside me. My cunt was so wet for you," she murmured.
I grunted and fucked her harder. "I'm your little cum slut Daddy. Fill me up! I want it all! Shoot your sperm deep inside me. Empty your balls into me dammit."
She knew I loved dirty talk during sex and through the years polished it, along with role-playing as we did in the shower.
Her cunt was so tight it squeezed and milked my cock. Every stroke took me higher and higher.
She was leaning on the chair, her bra unhooked and shirt pushed up. Her tits were swaying and swinging as I pounded into her. My balls banged her clit and I felt her finger scratching at my balls and strumming her clit.
"Oh yeah honey, cum with me, cum with your Daddy," I groaned, knowing I was close.
She came first and her cunt clenched my cock hard and milked the first shot of seed and I drove in deep and unloaded.
Freshly fucked, we drove up Paulina's winding driveway to her sprawling ranch. She was divorced more recently and got the house. I brought a bottle of our favorite wine and flowers because neither Kat nor I were cooks.
We all were in the kitchen getting drinks. Kat met Paulina's good-looking son, Tom for the first time and they were off to the side getting to know each other.
Paulina pulled me aside for a passionate kiss and was surprised when she ran her hands over the front of my pants and found that I was not hard.
"Probably because our kids are right here," I said, blowing it off.
"Our 'kids' are in college, Drew. I'm sure Kat has boyfriends and knows what a hard cock is."
I shrugged it off and went back to the kitchen. Tom and Kat were already in the pool. Paulina and I decided not to swim so I took the bottle of wine and our glasses to the table by the pool.
We watched them play volleyball. Kat had brought a purple one-piece suit that was high cut to her waist, showing off her shapely hips. The scoop neckline was modest, but her 38C's filled out the top well. Anything that girl wears is sexy, I thought to myself.
"Did you hear me, Drew?"
"Sorry, no, what?"
She studied me for a moment and went on to tell me about her situation at work. We grilled out and ate and the rest of the day went without a hitch. Tom showed Kat around the house, I'm sure designed to help the possibility of us living there. All in all, it was a pleasant time for Kat and me.




After a tough week at work, I got home early Friday and relaxed out on the
deck. Our two-story Colonial had a more secluded backyard thanks to my privacy plantings when we moved in. I opened a bottle of wine and had just poured myself a glass.
Kat came out and curled up on my lap. "Mmmmmm, to what do I owe this real pleasure?"
Her head was on my shoulder and she kissed my neck. "When Tom showed me the house the other day, he said his Mom wanted us to move in with them."
"Well, yes she has been asking me about that for quite a while."
"Do you want to live with her?"
"That's sort of complicated, honey. If we did that, we'd have to give each other up you know." She nodded. "I guess I should have discussed this with you before but I haven't been ready myself to make a commitment."
I began stroking her tan legs, looking like they went on forever in her little summer dress. She wrapped her arms around my neck, pressing her breasts into my chest. I hugged her to me, my hand rested on the side of her breast.
"This is so nice, Daddy. I wouldn't want to give this up."
"Me either honey, me either." I petted her legs and slid my hand under her dress, higher and higher until my hand was on her ass. My girl with no panties. "Oh, honey."
She leaned back and tugged my t-shirt over my head, then unbuttoned the front of her dress exposing her breasts. She hugged me to her again only now we were skin to skin. My furry chest abraded her nipples. Her soft titties smashed against me. I rubbed circles on her plump ass globes.
No, I thought, I could never give this up. As long as my daughter still wants me, I will be here for her.
She purred as I continued petting her and gave me little kisses on the neck and on my chin working her way to my lips. We kissed sweetly. She nibbled on my lower lip. Her ass in my hand, the other one took one of her heavy tits in hand. I pushed her dress off her shoulders, baring her above the waist, and lightly pinched her nipples.
"Well, I'd like to say this is a shock, but it really isn't. Just verifies what I thought all along." Paulina stood on the steps to the deck. She apparently had walked around the side of the house.
Kat looked over her bare shoulder at Paulina but made no move to get up. There was no need as the proverbial cat was out of the bag. I half expected Paulina to stomp off, but she stood there. I would have expected her to be angry or disgusted. She looked to be neither. It was more of a quizzical expression.
"Paulina, I don't think there's anything to say that won't be insulting to either of us. I am sorry you found out this way. Or that you discovered it at all."
"Actually I thought something might be going on between you two. You were always so familiar, so intimate, more like lovers." I hadn't moved my hand from under her dress and I realized her tit still rested in my hand. I saw Paulina taking it all in. "I should be disgusted, but I'm not. I guess I'm more curious about how and why. That doesn't mean I approve," she quickly added.
I nodded. I didn't think she was ready to hear the how and why yet. If ever. She seemed uncomfortable that she was not sure what to do, how to leave.
"We can talk about it later if you want, Paulina."
She seemed relieved, nodded, turned, and left.
I felt Kat's body relax against me. I hadn't realized how tense we both were. What I did realize then is that after all that, my erection hadn't subsided during that whole debacle.
"So, that was something eh honey."
"I'm sorry, Daddy. I hope I didn't ruin your relationship with her," she said sniffing.
"No fucking way. She will either accept you and me, or she will move on."
Kat pushed up and tugged at my shorts. I shoved them off. She straddled my lap, held my cock, and lowered, grinding, taking my cock deep.
We kissed while she rocked back and forth on my cock. Her nipples hardened on my chest hair. My hands were on her sweet ass.
"I love you, Daddy," she murmured between kisses.
"Oh, I love you so much, honey."
Our loving was slow and sweet. We came together. She trembled in my arms. Her tits were mashed against my chest, and I held her close.
In the back of my mind, I considered that Paulina might have been just beyond the bushes.
A week went by before I heard from Paulina asking if she could come by this afternoon. I had made no attempt to contact her so she could come to terms with us. I truly did now know what she would decide. The fact that she did not walk away when she discovered us made me think that I might not know her as well as I thought. That maybe there was more to her that I have been overlooking all this time. I honestly hoped we could maintain our relationship, but just did not know if this was too big an obstacle.
It was a cool day and I had thrown some logs on earlier and she sat in a chair near the fireplace.
"I'm glad to see you, Paulina," I said sincerely. "I've missed you."
She smiled. "I appreciate you letting me think about this. And I had a lot to think about." I nodded. "You don't have to tell me, but I'd like to know how it started."
"Of course..." I went on to tell her about accidentally pulling up the porn movie on the VCR and how we were in a one-bed apartment because I struggled after the divorce.
"So it was Kat that started it?" I saw right away what she was getting at.
"Yes, I didn't encourage it, in fact, the opposite, but she was persistent."
She nodded and smiled. "I'd believe that." She hesitated. "Certain situations could create those things to happen too."
I nodded. "Yes definitely. Had it not been for the porn movie, I doubt anything would have happened."
She picked at some invisible lint on her shorts before speaking. "I guess I had one of those situations too."
"You did?" I asked, curious.
She stared into the fire. "The summer after Tom graduated, he broke both wrists playing touch football. He was to start college on a football scholarship, so getting him cared for and healed was a priority." She took a sip of her tea. "It of course was only him and me I so that left me to care for him."
I was seated on the love seat facing the fire. "Come sit with me, Paulina." She seemed relieved and leaned back against me, her arm on my thigh. I put my arm around her shoulder and across her upper chest."
"He couldn't get his casts wet so we tried wrapping them in plastic, but it would come off as he moved. He suggested I just stand outside the shower and wash him, so we tried that but it ended up with me soaked as well as the floor. He was getting frustrated and upset and told me just to get in the shower with him."
"Poor guy. I can imagine how tough that would be to deal with at eighteen and your football career ahead of you."
"It was terrible yes. I just decided not to think about it and began showering with him and the first couple of times it was just washing his body and shampooing his hair. Then I guess we both got more comfortable with each other. I usually took a shower afterward, but he suggested I just do it then at the same time and that it was silly to wait. Which did make sense. He wanted me to go first and I began washing and shampooing my hair."
She took another sip of tea. She put her head back on my shoulder to gather her thoughts. I began stroking her shoulder.
"It seemed that when I washed, he brushed against me more. Sometimes he even rubbed against me. Looking back I can see where he was doing that purposely. Then he started resting his arms on my shoulders when I shampooed his hair. We were close of course and his cock would bump my belly and even grind against me."
"I used to wash his cock and balls with a washcloth but he said it abraded his skin and would I just use my hands. I was pretty naive I guess and didn't think anything of it until the first time I took him in my soap slick hand."
She felt my hardening cock and pressed her arm against it. I petted her upper arm, my arm brushed her tits.
"Of course he got hard. His cock got red and stiff. I felt his pulse throbbing. He would moan, and moan louder when I washed his balls in my hand. I knew where this was going and knew it was a reckless joyride. I knew I either had to be all in or out. But I was already past the point of no return. Feeling his cock throbbing in my hand made my cunt tingle. I already knew I needed my son's cock inside me."
"I began sliding my lathered hand between his cheeks down to his balls. I made no pretense of washing him anymore. I danced his balls on my fingertips."
I felt my own breathing increase and my cock throbbed against her arm. I slipped my hand under her shirt and played with her tit through her bra and she squirmed.
"Go on," I whispered, wanting to hear it all. Wanting her to relive it.
"He began trembling when I held his cock firmly and began stroking. I can still hear him grunting that first time."
I pulled her bra strap down to free her tit to my hand and began rolling her nipples. She pushed it into my hand.
"Soon he was shooting his hot seed all over my stomach. He kissed me and it turned deep and passionate and he whispered he wanted to fuck me. Wanted his cock inside his Mom. And I wanted my son's cock inside me more than anything. It was an urgency I've never felt about anything."
"We got out of the shower and I led him to my bed. His fingers were free and he could touch me a little. He sucked my nipples and I held him to my chest. It was so good I couldn't quit moaning. My son sucking my nipples."
He kept repeating, "Mom I need to fuck you. My cock deep inside you."
She shifted to give me better access and I quickly unhooked her bra and slipped her top and bra over her head. I wanted her bare to me during this and told her to take her pants off. She pushed my pants down and put her head on my lap.
"I just as much needed his cock in me and I just pushed him on his back, he was trembling. Frenzied. I straddled him, held his quivering cock, and sank down on his meat, taking
him as deep as I possibly could. I kept grinding. Wanting more. He thrust up and nearly bucked me off. I started riding him. I leaned forward so he could get to my breasts. His sucking was like a bolt of lightning to my cunt. I started cumming hard and I felt my son's hot seed flood my cunt."
I had cupped her pussy and pushed a finger inside her. She started moaning. I rubbed circled on her clit and she arched and moaned loud and long. Her hot steamy breath was on my cock, she was still gasping and groaning when my cock was in her mouth. I felt the vibrations through my balls.
I knew I wouldn't last long after listening to her story. My cock was down her throat and she began sucking hard on my cock head and stroking my cock with her fingers. Her teeth grazed the sensitive skin, her tongue probed the hole and licked precum. I shouted and emptied my balls down her throat.
I had her in my arms. "So have you continued to be lovers?"
"Tom wants to continue. I put him off because it doesn't seem right that a Mom fuck her son. He wears my resistance down sometimes though," she admitted.
"A few days ago I was making breakfast and he came in, his boxers tented out. I tried to ignore him but he came up behind me and slipped his hands in my robe. I heard him gasp when he discovered I was naked. He squeezed and kneaded my tits and I rubbed my ass against his pulsing cock. He cupped my pussy in his hand, told me how wet I was for him, told me that was how hard he was for me."
"My robe dropped and I felt his cock slip between my legs. I bent over the kitchen bar and he fucked me hard and fast. I rode his cock as waves of orgasms washed over me. I kept moaning and driving back into him. He held my hips and pounded his cock into me. I felt the first hard pulse of his cock and he pumped his hot seed all over my naked ass."
"You two are just like us, Paulina."
"He sometimes sneaks into my bed in the middle of the night. By the time I'm aware and could tell him to stop, it's too late and I'm as needy as he is. My son keeps saying, I have to fuck you, Mom. I need him to fuck me too though."
"How do you feel about continuing a relationship with your son now that you found about about me and my daughter?"
"I think I'd like to have a relationship with him like you do with her."
"Maybe we should talk about us all being together?" I said. "I think there was an attraction between my daughter and your son as well, so maybe it's time we all play together.
We talked for a while then she dressed and left. I threw a few more logs on the fire and poured a glass of wine. I had a lot to think about
Kat had finals and was gone most days. I did not want to tell her about Paulina and Tom until she was out from under all the stress. Paulina and I had talked on the phone but had not seen each other since that day. And I had to drive to my office in Atlanta way more than I wanted to but I knew we were all going to be due for some fun soon. Very soon.
A few weeks later Paulina called me about another cookout and pool day. Both Kat and I were ready for some fun and looked forward to it.
"What's all this," I asked looking around at the mess in the kitchen.
"I wanted to take something to Paulina's for the cookout, so I'm making potato salad.
She had splashed water over the front of her spaghetti strap top so it was transparent. She had her hair up, but in her kitchen frenzy, strands straggled out here and there. There was as much chopped celery on the floor as there was on the cutting board. Potatoes were at a full rolling boil and steam rolled out of the pot.
"Do you want some help?" She nodded.
I checked the potatoes and caught them before they turned into mashed. Cooled them and began adding the ingredients. She finished chopping the celery and tried to do more.
I grabbed her and sat her on top of the counter. "Just watch!" In no time I had the potato salad done and in the refrigerator and the kitchen cleaned.
She still sat there looking defeated. Her top had absorbed the water and it now clung to her tits, sucking on her nipples.
"You're the only one I know that can look so sexy you get my cock hard when I'm making potato salad, " I said laughing.
I hadn't planned on cooking and was just wearing boxers and they do nothing but flaunt an erection. Her sultry gaze on said erection did not help.
"Come over here and I'll show you sexy," she said in her seductive tone.
"We don't have time! Have to get ready."
"Huh, it's not for three hours yet."
"I don't want to wear myself out," I said, unconvincingly.
"Oh COME ON. Are you joking, Daddy?"
"I'm going to make you wait for it!" Ugh, my excuses are getting worse. "I have a bit of a headache."
She looked at me incredulously. I got that. Normally I would have hauled her off that counter right onto my cock by now. But that was not in the big plan today.
Chapter 2 cumming soon...
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It was a beautiful day for some pool fun or something, I thought while we drove back Paulina's winding driveway.
Kat jumped out and carried the potato salad into the house while Tom held the door open to her. He looked very appreciative of her yellow bikini top and bright tropical flower sarong tied low around her hips.
They went in and Paulina came out and I moaned my approval at her pink bikini top and white short shorts that barely covered her ass. When we kissed I found a thong bikini bottom and groaned.
"I'm not going to be able to keep my hands off you," I murmured.
"Tom has had my top off more times than I can remember today but I put him off," she said laughing. "And that wasn't easy!"
"I'm sure, I want to take you right here in your front yard."
"It's private enough you can fuck me anywhere you like out here."
"Mmmm, don't tempt me," I said smiling. "Let's go in to make sure they aren't already on each other. Not yet anyhow." We both smiled conspiratorially.
Just in time because they were both deep in a hot kiss when we walked into the kitchen. Tom had his hands on Kat's ass and pulling her up against his hard cock. Paulina and I talked as though we had not seen them.
"How about we eat first? I think we'll need the nourishment," she said, chuckling.
Tom and I went out to get the charcoal started.
"Sorry about what you walked into," he said sheepishly.
"I'd be disappointed if you could keep your hands off a sexy woman. Any sexy woman." I stopped and let him take that in for a moment. "I mean if they get your dick hard, and are willing, why not?"
"Right, now that you put it that way."
"Yes yes, you'll find that I'm very open-minded. Even though I look old," I said laughing.
"My Mom likes you a lot, and I know you are nice to her. That is important to me, even though I look young," he said and we both laughed loudly.
"What's so funny?" Kat said, joining us on the patio.
I put my arm around her shoulders, then slid my hand down to her hip. "Just guy talk. You know how we can be," I said grinning.
She smiled impishly, wrapping her arms around my waist and pressing her breast into my side.
I slid my hand up her side until my fingers rested on the side of her tit, which made her snuggle against me even tighter.
Paulina came out smiling and put her hand on Tom's back. "How's the fire coming along?" She glanced from Tom's bulge to mine and said, "Looks like it's pretty hot already!"
Paulina put her hand on her son's chest and slid it down until her finger touched the elastic on his swim shorts. She smoothed small circles on his belly. His cock tented the front of his shorts and he glanced at us uncomfortably.
Kat was the first one to get it and she turned so my hand covered her breast. Her nipple poked out through the thin bikini top. Tom looked confused, and Paulina announced time to eat.
Kat sat next to me across from Paulina and Tom. Kat was not sure exactly what was going on but she was more than a willing participant and had her hand on my thigh under the table. I saw Paulina do the same to Tom and there was a look of confused lust on his face, and Kat squeezed my thigh when she noticed him too.
"So you just started summer break, right Tom?" I asked.
"Yes. I'll be off from classes, but football practice will start soon at the community college."
"Really? That's where I'm going," Kat said and they began talking about how there was no football at a local college. Tom was at a school about an hour away and lived on campus because of football practice after classes.
In no time we were done eating. Tom and Kat went to get some sun by the pool while Paulina and I cleaned up. I half expected them to be going at it by the time Paulina and I got out there, but they were still chattering away.
Kat knew that something was going on and we were free to be intimate in front of them. What she didn't know was Paulina and her son had been intimate as well. I got up and headed to the pool, motioning Kat to join me.
I swam a couple of laps and leaned against the side of the pool. Kat swam over and wrapped her arms around my neck.
"Something's going on," she whispered secretively. I smiled, nodded, and grabbed her ass to pull her into my hardening cock.
Tom watched us and his Mom said something to him. He looked at her incredulously, and she smiled and nodded. The look on his face told me she gave him the go-ahead for them, sealing the deal when he leaned over and gave his Mom a deeply passionate kiss.
I pulled Kat's top off and tossed it over the side of the pool. "Mmmm, that's better," I said as her ample tits bobbed and pushed into my chest.
Over her shoulder I watched Tom pull his Mom off the chase and lead her to the pool steps. He removed her bikini top and shoved her shorts down, then hooked his thumbs in her thong bikini bottom and slid them down over her hips and legs. They stepped into the pool and he took her in his arms.
Kat turned around in my arms to watch, her ass floating and bumping my cock. Her tits overflowed my hands, her hard nipples rubbed my palms.
Paulina had her arms around his neck, tits smashed into his chest. He held her ass and she wrapped her legs around him. He groaned and buried his face in her neck.
"It's okay now, Tom. I want you. Need you. I have but I couldn't let myself go. It seemed wrong to have my son's cock in me, but now I know it's alright if you want it as well."
"I do, yesssss," he moaned. She pushed his shorts off and took his cock in her hands. "Oh god Mom, I love when you touch me like that."
Kat held my hands over her tits and squeezed harder. I began to knead her tits. My cock slipped between her thighs, tight between her pussy lips. We knew that although this time was not about us, it would change our lives almost as much as theirs. A new adventure was unfolding for us all.
She held his cock as he slid into her. When he came up the steps, she was impaled ball deep on his cock. He was big and brawny and easily held her while he fucked her. Her legs were wrapped around him and she clung to him. It was grunts and growls of pure raw sex.
Kat moaned softly and I kissed her neck. "It's still hot to watch isn't it?" We both thought back to the porn movie that locked us together forever. She nodded not taking her eyes off the fucking couple.
They came together, loud and long and Kat pulled me out of the pool, pushed me down on the chaise, straddled me, and sank down on my hard pole. We both groaned, hot and ready to fuck from watching Tom and his Mom fucking.
Kat leaned on my shoulders and rode hard, grinding down and lifting to slide back down again. Her cunt was tight, milking my balls. I held her waist and drove up. She came at the same time my cock flooded her cunt with seed. She nearly fell on my chest, gasping and trying to catch her breath.
I became aware of my surroundings and saw Paulina on Tom's lap while they watched us.
Tom said later, "I think you set me up." He smiled.
"I didn't know you and your Mom had been together so I was in the dark for a while myself!"
Paulina and I relaxed on adjacent recliners. Tom and Kat decided they wanted some pool time and played volleyball.
I dozed and woke up to Tom and Kat kissing and teasing in the pool. I looked over at Paulina and she smiled, enjoying them as well.
"You know I'm glad to see them together," I said.
"Me too! Young libido! Now maybe you and Kat will move in here?"
"We might have to get bigger beds if we do?" I said laughing.
Tom sat on the edge of the pool while Kat sucked his cock.
"Mmmm, I think Mom should suck Dad's cock too," she murmured and my cock immediately stood at attention.
She knelt next to the chaise and stroked my pole in her hand. Her tongue swirled around the head and licked off the drops of pre-cum that bubbled up. I jerked when her tongue flicked across the hole and the underside.
'Oh Mama," I moaned. "I"m gonna cum if you keep that up!"
She put her mouth over me until it hit the back of her throat. Teeth lightly grazed the shaft and she sucked hard on the head and repeated. My hips instinctively started thrusting. I fucked her mouth and set the speed but she retained control. Two fingers wrapped the base tightly, pulling the skin tighter and making it more sensitive. I wove my fingers through her hair and gripped it.
She made a throaty sound that vibrated through my balls. I thrust faster and my balls tightened. I grunted at the first pump of my cock. She took her mouth off and I sprayed her tits with my hot seed.
Tom walked over and stretched out on the chaise next to us, his cock waving hard. Kat threw her leg over his body and held his cock to her entrance. He held her waist as she lowered herself on his throbbing cock. Kat leaned forward and started riding, his cock rubbing her clit with each stroke. Suddenly she cried out and ground down on his cock. She arched her back, thrusting her tits out. Tom had a hand on each, kneading and pulling and tugging her nipples. She rode him while he bucked like a bronco under her.
Paulina was tucked against my side on the chaise while we watched my daughter and her son fuck wildly.
Kat cried out and came hard again and Tom followed with a loud shout he drove up and locked them together. Her head was on his chest and she looked at me, smiling, her eyes still dark with lust.
"This was a good idea, Daddy," she whispered. "We are sorta one big family now huh."
Paulina smiled and said, "Yes we are sweetheart. Yes, we are."
Kat and I took a few days to talk about moving to Paulina's house. We wanted to make sure it was good for us both. I decided that I would rent my house out instead of selling, so one weekend we had a huge yard sale.
I had the house freshened with paint and flooring and we took another weekend to move our stuff to Paulina's.
She had a very large house, so she gave Kat a room of her own so she could have privacy when she wanted which Kat was very appreciative of. I did not know what their other plans were for sleeping arrangements but knew Paulina would take care of it.
I was surprised to see that her master bedroom had been renovated and now included the room next to it. The bath had been updated. But in the middle of it, all was the biggest bed I had ever seen. Tom had built a bed to hold two king-size beds so we could all sleep together if we chose. The headboard was designed and built by Tom and was gorgeous warm wood.
I turned and saw a huge television mounted on the wall along with stereo speakers. Room darkening shades would make it night during the brightness of day.
"This is totally decadent!" I said to Paulina as she stood waiting for my reaction. "A luxurious sex lair."
She put her arms around me. "Do you really like it?"
"It makes me want to throw you on the bed and fuck you right this very second."
"Mmmmmm," she said kissing me.
"Wow wow wow," Kat said when she came into the room. "This is awesome! You did all this Mama?" she said, smiling at Paulina.
"I did! Do you like it?"
Kat came over and wrapped her arms around Paulina, and she did the same. Of course my cock stirred seeing their two bodies together. They were similar in height and both had C cups that were smashed together. My mind's eye saw them naked, even though they weren't.
"Mmmm, Mama," Kat said, not breaking their embrace. Paulina had her face buried in Kat's neck.
Paulina pushed Kat's brunette hair back from her cheek and trailed her fingertips down her cheek to her neck. They looked at each other until their full pink lips brushed lightly. Paulina's fingers wove through Kat's hair and held the back of her head. They took sweet little licks at each other. Tongues dueled until they locked lips and took it deeper.
I slowly backed away and found a chair in the corner.
Kat took the hem of Paulina's shirt and pulled it over her head, as Paulina did hers. In their lace bras, breasts still pushed together and rubbed. I heard them both moaning softly and Kat reached back and unhooked her bra, and the other also dropped to the floor.
Fleshy soft bare breasts mashed together which seemed to incite them all the more. They continued kissing but shorts pooled at their feet until they were bare naked against each other. Kat had Paulina's ass in her hands and kneaded and she gasped against her mouth.
Paulina leaned back until just their nipples touched and began pinching them together and rolling them. Kat trailed her fingers over the firm flesh of Paulina's tits while gasping her response to the nipple play. Kat pulled her nipples into long hard bullets and Paulina did the same to hers and they began rubbing them together.
I had my cock out and felt like a voyeur with a front-row seat to girl girl sex fest as I watched and stroked.
They moved to the large bed and had their thighs between each other's legs. I could see cunts grinding as they kissed passionately. They rolled so Kat was on top. She nuzzled Paulina's breasts and she arched. Kat moved between her legs and kissed down her belly. She stroked up and down her inner thighs before burying her face between her thighs.
Paulina moaned and I could see Kat lick her pink wet slit. She slipped two fingers in her and flicked her tongue across her clit until she writhed in orgasm. Kat did not allow her to get her breath and quickly worked her into another orgasm by sucking on her clit
Their soft moans and whimpers had me on the edge, but not ready to cum yet because I didn't want to miss anything.
Paulina pulled Kat up and squeezed her hanging tits together. She sucked on both nipples together, nipping and biting. Kat, on her hands and knees over her, arched and moaned. Paulina slipped a finger into Kat and rhythmically stroked until Kat arched her back and came loud and hard while Paulina stayed latched on to her tit.
Paulina pulled Kat higher until her pussy was poised over her face. Kat straddled her face and rubbed her wet pussy on Paulina's open mouth. Kat squeezed and kneaded her tits while fucking Paulina's face. She came hard again until Paulina's face was wet with her juices.
They stretched out against each other. Legs between each other's legs and tit mashed together. They murmured and kissed.
"Drew?" Paulina asked.
"Yeah."
"Come over here and fuck your daughter before your balls explode." They giggled knowingly.
I was naked and behind Kat in a flash. Paulina reached between Kat's legs and rubbed the head of my cock on her slippery cunt. She held the head at her entrance. "Fuck her now. Fuck your daughter."
As I slid into her, Paulina took Kat's nipple into her mouth and tugged it long and hard. Kat jerked, driving my cock deep.
I reached over Kat and held her tit for Paulina to suck and bite. I rubbed the hard nipple across her lips and teased her while I thrust in and out of Kat's wet cunt.
Paulina crawled behind me on the bed. I was on my side fucking Kat from behind so she moved my upper leg and started to suck on my balls. I shouted and grunted with her steamy hot mouth on me and my cock in Kat's hot wet cunt. I jerked into her slow and hard so Paulina could suck on my balls. My head was exploding with lust and I knew I was not going to last long.
"Oh god yeah," I shouted loud pumping a load of seed into my daughter.
"Mama I could tell what you were doing because Daddy's cock would pulse and throb in my cunt. It was so fucking hot."
We all snuggled together and dozed until Tom came home from football practice.
"Wow, what the fuck did I miss?" he said, laughing. "Looks like a pile of naked sex exhausted bodies!"
"You're home already, baby," Paulina said.
"Yeah, the guys wanted to go out after practice and wondered why I wanted to rush home. If they could only see this now," he said and we all laughed. "I need a shower."
Paulina and Kat looked at each other and went in when they heard the water running. The shower was easily big enough for four. Paulina had jets installed on three sides, a rain head, and benches built-in. One low and one high.
Tom was under the rain head when they stepped in and surprised him with Paulina in front and Kat behind. Both had lathered hands and began running them over his body. Then they rubbed their bodies against his slick skin.
He moaned. "Mmmm, this is a man's dream," he murmured feeling tits and pussy rubbing against his back and front.
Paulina soaped his cock and Kat ran her slick hands between his ass to his balls. He groaned louder. Kat teased his ass with her finger while Paulina stroked his hard meat. Kat began a prostate massage and Paulina started stroking faster. He grunted loud as her finger rhythmically massaged his prostate, increasing the intensity of Paulina's stroking.
His body shuddered and exploded from the prostate manipulation followed by his cock pumping hard as his seed shot out his cock.
"Fuuccccckkkkk," he groaned, gasping. "What the fuck did you girls do to me." He leaned against the wall while we rinsed the soap off him and ourselves.
"We were just playing," I said, giggling and Paulina laughed.
"Yeah, we were just playing."
I said, "Don't worry, I got caught earlier, Tom. We're just sex toys to them." Everyone laughed.
We all decided to sleep in the huge bed that night. Tom and I on the edges, Kat next to me, Paulina next, and Tom.
During the night I woke up to soft murmurs and breaths. I rolled to find Paulina and Kat kissing and playing with each other's titties. Kat nuzzled her neck and whispered in her ear and Paulina whimpered. Tom was right against her back and had his cock between her legs.
"I'm going to fuck you, Mom."
"Mmmm, I need your cock inside me, baby," Paulina whimpered.
Kat pushed her ass back against me while kissing and caressing Paulina's breasts. I teased her entrance with the head of my cock. She was hot and wet and I slid in. Paulina's nipple in her mouth. Paulina squeezed Kat's tits and pinched her nipples while Tom fucked her from behind.
The girls began kissing again and rubbing their tits together. The seductive scene and my cock in my daughter shot me high fast. I started pounding harder and faster into Kat while they made out, rubbing their tits together.
Tom grunted hard and was first to cum and I began unloading deep into Kat. The girls were fingering each other and came right after.
"Mmmm, you guys are going to kill us," Kat said.
"US?!" I said indigently.
Paulina giggled.
We all went back to sleep with the room reeking of sex. I loved it.
We were all getting settled in with our life together. I admit I envied young Tom his quick turnaround time. It was not like we ever went without sex of some kind with someone. It was never said, but we have a no doors closed policy. Occasionally, Tom and Kat retreat to her room often for their own time, but the door is open and there's no jealousy. Kat and I fucked just as often as we ever did, it's just that now we each added someone else to the mix. We all love each other, but none of us are in love, which I believe would complicate our situation.
I'll also admit that it never occurred to me that Kat and Paulina would become lovers but I could not be happier for them. Sometimes they will include one of us, but I am okay if they don't. I actually love to watch, something that I discovered about myself. I get off on watching others.



The girls are trying to open us up to other things and we are watching all the 50 Shades movies on the bedroom television. I can't say I get hard from the bondage aspect, but Dakota always got my cock twitching before and now it's just a case of throbbing hard-on. What can I say? She is hot.
I'm leaning against the headboard and Kat is sitting in front of me. The movie starts and I wrap my arms around her and she relaxes against my chest. I look over her shoulder and get distracted from the movie by her lusty big tits.
Kat was engrossed in the movie and did not notice me caressing her tits. She relaxed more against me and I felt her sigh. Her skin was so soft under my hands. I nuzzled her neck and breathed in her scent. She sat between my legs and my cock grew hard against her ass. She softly moaned but her attention was still on the movie. Good because I did not mean to distract her away from it.
Paulina had her head on her son's thigh while she would occasionally lick his cock like a Popsicle but both their attentions were on the movie.
Tom wanted more action from his Mom and encouraged her to sit on his cock while she watched. She moved and straddled his lap and sank down. As soon as her son's cock was deep inside her, she lost all interest in the movie and began riding him hard. She was facing away from him and he squeezed her ass while she
It seemed strange to be knocking on my own door but my renter had some issues with the house to go over with me. She was an excellent tenant and I had only met her once before. I pulled into my driveway and at that moment buckets of rain fell. I waiting but there seemed to be no let-up so I ran to the door.
The door swung open and Rosa pulled me in out of the rain and I stood there like the proverbial drowned rat.
"Oh you are soaked, we have to get your t-shirt off," she said pulling it over my head. She ran off and came back with a towel and stood in front of me drying my face and hair as though I was a young boy.
She was nearly my five foot ten height and statuesque. She was at least a D cup, had a small waist but flared out into the most delicious round ass on the longest legs ever. As she dried me off I watched the elastic that held her tube top up inch its way lower while she reached up and moved.
"I'm so glad to see you again, Drew," she said smiling and finger combing my hair into some order. Her hand was on my bare chest for a moment before she stepped back. "I'll check your t-shirt in a minute. It won't take long to dry."
I realized in all the flurry that, like an idiot, I had not said a word. "Nice to see you too Rosa, it has been a while."
She was of Latin descent and had the longest lashes surrounding black eyes that you could lose yourself in. She looked at me for a moment before speaking, "Yes this house has been so perfect, and really everything I want to show you isn't anything bad really.'
She turned and when she walked her long black curly hair floated around her head like a cloud. She was not wearing a bra and her breasts moved in the strapless top freely and I knew then I was going to have problems with staying focused. Her shorts were connected to the tube-style top and had nestled in the crevice from her movements and cupped that great round ass like my hands wanted to.
She came back with my shirt, warm from the dryer. "Here you go." I hoped she would put it on me as she took it off.
"Thanks!" I slipped it over my head but noticed she was watching me. Sexual tension was thick in the air.
We had never talked about it in the house, but I knew Tom and Kat went out with their own friends and occasional overnighters with others. We also never talked about commitment. Living together is an implied commitment for some, but not for Paulina and me.
"If you're ready I'll show you a few things?"
"I am yes, lead the way," I said, dropping the debate with myself so I could watch that plump ass ahead of me.
"The shower head in this bathroom is leaking." I walked in and had flashes of Kat and me in this shower shortly before we moved and of course my cock, which was on its way, was now fully engorged and summer shorts did nothing to hide it.
"Okay I have some wrenches in the basement, let me run down and get some tools."
"I can help when you need," Rosa said when I got back.
"I might need you for this, thanks." And when I tried to loosen the head, the whole thing wanted to turn. "Actually I can use you now."
She squeezed into the shower with me. When it was Kat and me, because she was petite, we had room. Rosa, being taller with those luscious hips made it cozier. I had no complaints.
"Okay if you can just hold this wrench on that pipe while I loosen... Oh, you better hold a towel under the head. It might still be holding a bit of water."
She reached up and got a grip on the wrench. "I got it," she said, smiling because we were nearly nose to nose and I could feel her tits brushing against my chest.
"Okay you can relax now, I have it loose. You'll need to hold it again when I put it back on," I said, although she made no move to leave the tight confines. She also made no move to pull the elastic back up which was now down to right above her nipples so a generous portion of that sweet flesh was in view.
I did what I needed to do. "Okay just hold that pipe and I'll screw the head back on."
"Mmmm," she said softly, "yes I'll hold it while you screw." Her tits rubbed against my chest, my bulge rubbed against her mound which I am sure was intentional. Enjoying the sensation, I took a moment longer to finish.
"Okay, all done!" I said, stepping out of the shower.
She led me to the kitchen and I noticed her shorts had pulled deeper into her ass baring the bottom half of those globes. The elastic on her top had worked back up and was not giving as much of a peep show. Just as well, I thought.
She opened the cupboard doors under the sink and sank to her hands and knees. A hard ache pulsed through my cock and balls. Her tits swayed free in her top as she peered under the sink. Her knees were spread making me think about being beneath her while she straddled me like that. The head of my cock poised at her entrance.
"Drew?" she looked over her shoulder and smiled when she saw the front of my pants tented out.
I squatted and looked under the sink while she explained the problem. I stayed focused so the job was done in no time. I fixed the toilet in another bath, climbed up in the hot attic, had to go out into the hot humid after-storm air, and was down to one job.
"This isn't really a part of the house so you don't have to help me with it," she said.
"What is it?"
She led me to her bedroom which was shockingly not even as I would have imagined. It was all white and girly and very feminine and my cock throbbed thinking of her sexy hot naked body in his room.
"The headboard. It's loose," she said moving it a bit. It was white wrought iron, ornate sweeping curls, and curves. It had to have been nearly six and a half feet at the center.
"I've never seen anything like it before," I said, astounded. "But yes, let me see how it's fastened."
I ran down to the basement to gather a few tools. "I'll need you to hold it steady if you can?"
She nodded and immediately crawled across the bed to the center and was up on her knees. "Here?"
My balls were doing that painful sharp ache after that scene, and I swallowed hard. "Yes."
I tightened the bolts to the frame on one side, then to the other. When I got up she was on her knees at the edge of the bed.
She touched my cheek. "I can't send you home like this, you're all hot and sweaty and I didn't do a very good job on your hair. Would you like to use my shower?"
She had a hand on my shoulder and swung one leg to the floor and I held her arms as she stood up. I had been standing so close to the bed that when she stood we were body to body.
"I wanted to do this the first time I saw you," she murmured as she leaned in and kissed me. Tentatively at first, and when I did not resist, with more pressure.
The sexual tension had been high all day and the kiss quickly turned hot and passionate. I finally got my hands on her lush ass. I kneaded the two plump globes in my hands and she moaned and began pulling my shirt over my head.
I don't remember her removing my shorts or her clothes. All I know is I groaned loud and long when I felt her hot skin against mine. Her body against mine. Our kisses were wild, deep, and wet. Messy. My cock zeroed in straight between her legs.
"Let's shower, baby," she whispered. She pulled me into the shower and the sensation of the water over my sensitive skin inflamed me even more. She had our bodies lathered and we were slick skin together.
"Better make this quick sweetheart or I'll take you right here in this shower," I warned, feeling my control wane. My hand was on her cunt and she was hot and ready too.
She backed against the wall and pulled me into her. "I can't wait either. I need you to fuck me now, Drew."
Her legs wrapped around me and I drove in deep in one stroke. Lewd words, breaths, and gasps reverberated off the shower walls. Two more strokes and her cunt convulsed around m cock, gripping it hard, rhythmically. She wailed and arched her back. I sucked onto her nearly black impossibly long nipples. I felt my balls tighten and I was over the edge and pumping into her. Rosa's long legs were locked around me and she was impaled on my cock.
It was incredible how long and how much I pumped into her and I could feel it running down my balls as she dropped her feet to the floor. Her arms were still wrapped around my neck as we regained our breath. I was shocked that I was still hard.
"Yes, I always wanted to kiss you," she smiled.
I bumped my cock into her. "I guess you got a little more than that now, didn't you?"
"Mmmm much more, baby. Much more."
She finished rinsing off first and let me get cleaned up. I didn't think about anything but I knew I needed more of her.
She was on her stomach on that big white satin and lace-covered bed, which was a perfect backdrop for her tawny skin. I walked over to the bed and trailed my fingers up the backs of her legs to those deliciously round mounds.
She rested on her elbows and watched me over her shoulder. I bent over and kissed and nibbled her ass cheeks. She moaned and her hips moved. I scrubbed my growing beard over her skin.
"Oh baby that feels so good," she murmured moaning softly.
I spread her legs and crawled between them. Her creamy soft thighs on each side of my head. Her cunt was open and pink peeped from between the dark folds. Her lips were smooth and topped with a shock of curly black hair.
She mewed when she felt my breath on her cunt. I buried my mouth on her and inhaled her scent, then trailed my tongue up to between her cheeks. I teased the rosebud and she groaned, squirming. I kneaded her ass while I kissed and raked my teeth across the sensitive skin. She squirmed.
I kissed and licked down her channel again to her steamy wet pussy. I pushed my face in and sucked on her clit, flicking my tongue across it. She cried out and her pussy pulsed against my face. Her body relaxed and I sucked and flicked her clit again and she went rigid and crying out louder.
Her hips began to rock, rubbing her soaking wet pussy on my face. Her thighs spread wider, opening herself more to me. I was fully hard again and the feel of the silky smooth satin rubbing my cock had me ready for her again.
I went to my knees and pulled her hips up. Her face was buried in her pillow and she began thrusting back, ready to ride me. I easily slipped inside her and was ball deep. My hands were on her ass massaging and squeezing them as I slowly stroked into her.
She pushed up on her hands, and those juicy tits were swinging beneath her. I reached under and cupped one in my hand and tweaked her nipple.
"Oh god," she groaned. "Don't stop!"
I felt her cunt tighten around my cock as I tugged and pinched her long nipples even longer. She thrust back riding me harder and she shouted out when her cunt clamped down on my cock. I grunted when I felt her cunt milking my cock.
I tried to hold off. I wanted more of her hot steamy pussy. I wanted it to last and since I had just cum I was able to.
"Roll over sweetheart," I told her. "I want to see your beautiful face and those luscious tits."
I sank between her thighs and pushed back inside her. She pushed up and ground against me. Her hair was spread in a black cloud on the satin, her full red lips were swollen from our kisses, her eyes were full of lust. I was enveloped in her carnal world.
Her lips were soft and plump and her tongue darted in and out of my mouth. Her fingernails dented my ass and scored my back as I drove into her. She clamped on my cock again and came in a long lingering growl.
I caught a nipple in my mouth and nipped and bit. She arched her back, needing more. I tugged and sucked pulling her nipple out to a long hard bullet. I was so intrigued by her nipples I couldn't get enough of them.
She pushed me over on my back and straddled me, slowly sinking back down on my pole. The vision of her riding my cock. Her tits bouncing, head back and hair wildly flying, was driving me wild. I bucked like a bronco giving her the ride of her life.
Finally, I could hold off no longer. I grabbed her hips. Locked myself in deep and pumped what was left in my balls. She fell on my chest, her tits mashing into me and I held her close.
She rolled off and cradled my head on her arm. She knew. I rolled on my side and took a nipple in my mouth and we dozed for a while.
I woke and she had rolled towards me and my face was between both breasts. I could tell by her even breathing she was still sleeping. She had thrown her leg over me and her open pussy was against my cock. It started to stir again when I got fully awake. I could not remember the last time I came this many times so soon. Probably at first with Kat. Rosa was not as young as Kat, but not as old as Paulina. She had an ass-kicking body for thirty-something and sexual magnetism that did not stop.
I did not know what time it was but by the sun, it didn't seem too late in the day. Since I had arrived early at her house, I knew it couldn't have been too late.
I must have dozed off again because I woke up to a hand on my cock, a nipple near my lips, and heavy breathing. She rubbed the tip of my cock down her wet slit. I honestly did not know if I would be hard enough to fuck again, but she indicated I was and I let her lead.
I latched on to her nipple again and she moaned, knowing I was awake. She held my head to her breast. It would have been difficult to fully push into her from this position. Suddenly she rolled away and I heard a drawer open. She presented me with a bottle of lube.
"I want you to ass fuck me, Drew. I know you like my ass and I love it fucked so I thought you might like to fuck it?"
I groaned. "Oh god, not only your ass but your whole body Rosa. I am a slave for it."
She rolled to her hands and knees and I lubed my cock and dripped more down her ass, making sure she was well lubed.
I slowly pushed the head of my cock in and stopped until she got used to it. She pushed back and impaled her ass on my cock. I watched in the mirror as she rode my cock, her tits swaying and bouncing beneath her, head back, lips parted moaning softly. I reached under her and flicked my finger across her clit and sent over the edge. I felt her pussy clenching nearby. Her ass tightened on my cock and I went rigid and pumped into her ass.
I pulled her into my arms and we dozed again. This time when I woke, I could tell it was getting later in the day and I knew I had to go home.
"Rosa, I have to go," I whispered.
She looked at me and smoothed my hair back. "I knew that," she said simply.
I dressed and let myself out the door. We did not talk. Made no plans. We put no pressure on each other.
I got home to Tom between the two women the smell of sex heavy in the air. "I finally got them both before you did!" Tom said, laughing.
"I'm glad you finally got them to yourself! No football practice today?"
"Yeah yeah, I been home from that for hours," he said.
"Oh, I didn't realize how late it was. There were more problems with the house than Rosa indicated so it took me longer." I headed to the bathroom. "I"m going to take a quick shower."
When I came out dinner was ready and we all sat down to eat.
"Did you say your tenant's name was Rosa?" Paulina asked. I nodded. "A woman is named Rosa in my Pilates class. Tall, Latina, beautiful."
"That's her. Tall is right," I said laughing.
"Yes yes, that's her."
"She is delicious looking," Paulina said, and she and Kat exchanged glances.
Tom began talking about his football schedule and told us he would come back on the nights that he had late classes the following day. I was glad to hear that as much as the girls. He was becoming the son I never had.
Tom and Kat went out to play in the pool and Paulina and I sat on the deck.
Paulina was snuggled against me on the chaise. "Did you think Rosa was sexy?"
"Sure, she's a beautiful woman," I said simply.
"I sort of had a feeling she was interested in me," she said.
"I can understand that, you hot mama you," I pulled her tighter against me.
"Maybe we can invite her over some time?"
"Sure, if you like, we'll do it."
"Tom and Kat are going away for the weekend before he goes off to school. That might be a good time. Just you, me, and her."
"Are you saying you want to get in her pants," I said playfully, slipping my hand in her shorts.
"Wellllll, yeah," she said moaning. "Would you join us? I mean if she's into guys too."
"Yes."
"If she's not, you can just watch us. I know you like that," she said smiling. "Can you stop by tomorrow and set something up for the weekend then?"
"Yes I will, but first I want to feel you up," I said in her ear.
I slipped two fingers inside her and thumbed her clit. She moaned and bucked against my hand, her cunt clenching my fingers.
At the same time, Tom plopped on the next chaise with Kat straddling him. I watched her slide down his hard pole, lust on her face and she began to ride his cock. I loved watching her tits bouncing.
"I love to watch too," Paulina whispered in my ear. "I'm glad we all have no jealousy. We all share each other."
"Oh?" I said, knowing she was leading up to something.
"Well yeah, I mean that you wouldn't be jealous if Rosa and I had sex and you know I'd never be jealous if you two fucked."
"You wouldn't?"
"Nope."
The next day I stopped by Rosa's when I was out running errands.
"What a surprise!" she said, opening the door.
"I just stopped by for a minute," I said, stepping inside.
Her curls were damp and she had a thin silk robe wrapped around her. "You almost caught me in the shower."
"Yes I see," I murmured noticing her nipples lewdly poking out through the silk. I cleared my throat. "Anyway, I think you know I live with a woman, my daughter, and her son."
"Right, you mentioned that when you gave me the key to the house."
"Well, it turns out she knows you from Pilates class. Paulina is her name."
"Yes! Yes! Paulina is very sweet and sexy. I like her a lot."
"Okay good," I said, relieved. "She was wondering if you'd like to come to dinner this weekend. Afternoon cookout really. And she thinks you're sexy too."
She was sitting on a chair and crossed her legs. Her robe split and opened to show her thigh up to her hip. As she moved it began parting at the belt and I could see the shadowed valley between her breasts.
"I would love to!" she said with no hesitation. "would you like to sit down?"
"Great, I'll let her know and leave you the address. I just dropped in and don't want to hold you up."



I walked to the table next to her and bent over to write the address down.
"I was just working around the house and decided to take a shower. Not going anywhere. In fact, I was thinking to take a nap," she said softly and stood up.
Her robe belt held the robe together at her waist, but it slipped off her shoulder-baring a breast. Her hand was flat on my chest and I knew she could feel my heart pounding. Her lips were full and wet and they drew mine closer. Her sexual aura enveloped me.
She held her hand on the side of my face and I brushed my lips over hers. Her tongue came out and teased my lower lip. She backed off, looked at me, angled her head, and locked her lips to mine. She fucked my mouth with her tongue. I caught it and sucked.
I pulled her against me. The silk between my hands and her skin was even more erotic. She pulled my shirt off and rubbed her bare breasts on my chest. Her nipples were hard and I knew she needed more. I bent over and took one in my mouth, tugging and pulling it long and bullet hard.
"Oh god yeah, I love when you do that," she moaned.
I did the same to her other nipple. I squeezed her tits together and rubbed her nipples across my beard. She jerked and moaned. I pinched her nipples together. I couldn't get enough of her nipples. So black, long and hard, like bullets.
"I want you, Rosa."
She turned and took my hand into her bedroom. Her gorgeous body stretched out on the white satin like a cat. I wanted to eat her. I wanted to fuck her. I wanted her to suck me. I wanted to slide in her hot ass again.
I dropped my shorts and she watched my hard cock bounce up. I knew I wouldn't last long today so I got between her legs and buried my face in her. Her legs spread wide and she moaned and her hips started rocking.
"No one has ever made me cum with their mouth like you do, Drew," she moaned. "Eat me."
Her juices were smeared on my face as I sucked and flicked her clit and made her cum over and over. She sobbed and writhed on the bed.
I licked and nibbled up her body and got a nipple in my mouth. She arched shoving her tits at me. They were so sensitive I knew they needed a lot of attention. I straddled her and squeezed her tits around my cock and started stroking through. Her nails dug into my ass. Her hips were still rocking spontaneously.
"Yesssss, fuck my tits. I love that," she groaned.
She lifted he head and watched, then took my cock and pulled it into her mouth. I almost lost it right then when her full red lips surrounded my cock and I felt her hot steamy mouth surround it. She groaned aloud and the vibrations racked through my cock and balls. She sucked hard and stroked the shaft with two fingers while she sucked the head hard.
I growled and pulled away. I needed to be inside her. I needed her tight hot pussy clamping on my cock. I moved between her legs.
"I need to be in you, Rosa." She planted her feet on the bed and thrust up and I stroked in deep. We both growled loud.
I dropped to my elbows and we kissed. In that position my cock rubbed her clit and she went over the edge. My mouth was next to her ear.
"God Rosa you drive me wild...." She kept thrusting up to meet me and our bodies pounded together. "So fucking sexy.... my balls ache for you.... pussy so tight... hot... ass...."
Most of what I said was unintelligible. I loved this position. Her tits pressed into my chest. I could hear her little whimpers and breaths. Our bodies were tight together yet I was deep inside her body, in the cradle of her thighs. He had her arms wrapped around me, holding me close. This couldn't be achieved with anyone that was not the same height as me.
I felt my balls constrict. "Oh god Rosa, I'm cumming!" She thrust up and we locked together. She began groaning when my seed hit her.
I rolled to my side taking her with me so we faced each other. I pulled her leg over my hip to stay close. Her arms were still around me.
"You are the sexiest man I've ever met, Drew," she whispered. "No man has ever turned me on like you. No man has ever made me cum as many times as you. Paulina is lucky to have you." She softly kissed me.
"Yes well, we have an unusual relationship. She is bisexual."
She smiled. "I thought she might be. As am I."
"But that's not all." I hesitated. "I'm not really sure how to put this..."
"I'm really not judgmental at all, Drew. You can tell me anything."
"Okay but this is something that may be off the charts, but I feel you should know."
I decided to tell her what happened back in our old apartment and went through the whole porn movie and how Kat came on to me in bed and I was too weak to resist.
She was thoughtful for a moment. Not shocked like I thought she might be.
"Although you're too young to be my Dad, I can see it from Kat's point of view. You're a hot sexy guy that just happens to be Dad, but it has just been you and her for a long while. The lines blurred from daughter to partner possibly since she was your other half and you took care of each other."
"Yes, I think you may be right. She would have seen it that way."
"I'm watching my first porn movie and getting pretty sexed up. I can see by your hard cock and actions you are too. I'm only eighteen and my sex drive is on high and my body is trembling for release. I'm attracted to you anyhow and this is a natural step into the relationship. You are a sexy guy Drew and unknowingly give off those vibes. I'm sure you had women come on to you all your life."
After a moment's thought, I nodded seeing her points. "Yes, and also she watched it for two days. Maybe if I could have stopped her watching it the second time... I don't know."
"She was eighteen at the time and that age isn't as naive as we think, baby. She knew what she was doing and to who she was doing it. Had a wife and Mom been in the picture, there wouldn't have been a role switch. It's just the way life goes, Drew."
"Yes, you're right," I said, seeing it from another angle.
"So you went on to be lovers and are to this day, right." I nodded. "I assume Paulina knows?"
"Well yeah, and that's the more part...." I went on to tell her about Tom and Paulina and how they started.
"But Paulina has pretty much put her son off until they met you and Kat?"
"Right."
"I guess I should be shocked. Disgusted. Had you just told me you were fucking your daughter, I probably would have been. But explaining how it started making all the difference. And I can totally see how it would happen with Paulina and her son. This is all pretty sexy to me, Drew. If you all are bad, then I'm just as bad."
"One more thing though. Paulina doesn't know about us."
She nodded. "I understand that. You already have a complicated relationship. No need to muddy it up. I think we may be meeting again in bed. But your bed." She giggled.
She rolled on top of me and we started making out like teenagers.
Chapter 3 cumming soon...
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Jeannie Chapter 1
The speedometer hit eighty on my new fire truck red F-250 and the spring scenery whizzed by, but I was not sightseeing, I was going home.
I had spent all my summers with my Dad since my parent's divorce nearly ten years ago, but last summer I had to stay and help my bonus Dad at his construction business. They were in a bind and since he married my Mom, he has treated me like his own daughter. But I have this summer off, a brand new truck, and am driving the three hour drive by myself for the first time.
I was so anxious to see my Dad. I missed him terribly last summer and it has been nearly two years since I've seen him. He also owns a construction company and I know he hoped I would work with him. Because I spent the school year with them, it was an easy transition into bonus Dad's company.
I would be looking for a new address this time. Dad had built and moved into his new house. I can't say I will miss the old place.
I was a chubby kid, a loner, and not interested in fitting in. I was ten when they divorced and my weight slowly crept up until Mom suggested a dance exercise class when I was sixteen. It was more dance than exercise and I was hooked. The weight came off and I toned up and got more active. Right around then Mom married bonus Dad who had money and a family membership to the country club. I learned to play tennis, then golf, and played one or the other nearly every day. And I still loved to dance.
As soon as I pulled in the driveway Daddy was out the door and coming down the sidewalk. I ran into his arms and felt that old protected feeling you can only get from your Dad. I did not want to let him go and he held me tight.
"I've missed you so much, Jeannie," he said against my neck and I nodded and sniffed. "Come on, you're going to get the neighbors talking about my new young chick."
I clamped a hand on his very toned ass and said, "Let's see what they say now!"
He reached over the bed of the pickup to retrieve my suitcase and wiggled his ass at me. I laughed. We were back to our usual teasing and fun. Mom always said Daddy and I got carried away, she should see this now, I thought, laughing to myself.
"The house is beautiful, Daddy. So modern."
"It is. I've always liked modern style. The clean lines. It was easy to design because it had been in the back of my mind for a long time."
He pulled the oversize polished metal door open and I stepped into the entry, which soared both floors. Stainless cable wove up the stairs and the second-floor overlook. Light poured in from the back of the house and hit the hundreds of tiny colored prisms of the entry light.
"An elevator?" I said when I noticed the door on the opposite side.
"Try hauling furniture up those stairs!"
"Point made there."
"Besides, I plan on growing old in this house and when the knees give out, I'll ride."
"You'll be riding a Harley by then!" He snorted.
"Let me show you your room and we can tour the house later." He loaded my two suitcases into the elevator and up we went.
I looked down over the cable rail I saw from below. "That light is stunning. I can't wait to see it lit."
"Thanks, I designed that too. No crystal chandeliers for me and that was about all they had for the size I needed."
"I'm impressed."
"Hey baby, I"m impressed with you," he said, looking me up and down. "You look fantastic. So fit and healthy."
"Thanks, Daddy," said bathing in his compliment. "Now I'll really be able to whip your butt at someone on one!"
"Bring it on! A pad and the hoop await around back," he said, laughing.
He opened the door to a room that actually sucked the breath out of me. One whole wall was glass and looked out over a large lake we used to fish and boat on. The colors in the fall would be incredible, I thought. That's the view I would see when I woke in the morning from my king-size bed.
"Wowwwwwww." That was all I could say.
I ran my hand over the fur spread on the bed and handwoven pillows to match. All the warm texture everywhere kept the modern space from being cool and austere. A panel of thick nubby drapes dropped from ceiling to floor in the corner. An overstuffed chair and table created a reading corner.
"If you need anything, just let me know," he said, leading me into a room as big as my bedroom.
"Mmmm, I'm going to have to check my contacts to see who to invite to shower with me. Or how many, I mean." I looked in the oversize glass-walled shower. It had jets on three sides and a variety of shower heads in the ceiling.
"Guess you better not see mine then," he said laughing.
"Seriously, it's really gorgeous Daddy," I said trailing my fingers along the cool stone counter.
"Not as gorgeous as you, Jeannie. I just can't get over it. I'm not sure I'd recognize you on the street!"
"Daddy, I still haven't lost my European tits and ass!" I said, slapping my butt. "Straight from ze old country thanks to Grandma."
He laughed. "I'm the only one get to slap that sexy ass," he said walking out. "Get dressed and come down to the kitchen, if you don't get lost, I'll make us sandwiches," he hollered back.
"Very funny!" I said, but thinking I could very well get lost in this house.
I took a quick shower and tried to tuck in the damp curls that came loose from the pins, but gave up. I learned a long time ago, when you have curly hair, like a dominatrix, it rules you.
I took a t-shirt and shorts out of my suitcase deciding to stow my clothes later. "If I don't get lost in the closet," I muttered to myself and chuckled.
I descended the staircase and had a flash of coming down the winding steps in a beautiful filmy gown that trailed down each step behind me. Where that came from I don't know because I was Webster's definition of a tomboy. Always was always will be.
"I followed the scent of bologna," I said walking into a kitchen that a chef would be orgasmic over. "Nice, Daddy, nice," I said looking around.
I sat at the counter with my arms folded in front of me and my tits resting on them. A nasty habit I acquired that was usually done in private when Mom and bonus Dad was gone, or most certainly not in the kitchen. They both claimed hives from anything remotely related to cooking. Not wearing a bra was another habit to break. But it was too late now. I was not going to run back upstairs just to put a bra on. Fuck it. A boob is a boob is a boob.
"Bottle of soda?" he asked, sliding the cold bottle on the side of my neck. I jumped and a shiver ran through me.
"You'll get yours, buddy!" I leaned back in the chair and noticed that the cold shock made my nipples poke out the thin cotton t-shirt like two pencil erasers, and I looked up to see Daddy looking.
I was used to male attention for my thirty-six D's. I did inherit them from Grandma and she warned me that my tits would be my life. She was surely right. She also still rocked her tits and ass, but to be fair, we are a young family. My Dad was twenty when I was born, and his Mama had him when she was eighteen. So she was currently fifty-eight. I knew I'd be seeing her soon.
"Daddy, you know you're in pretty good shape yourself! No Dad bod for you."
"I started swimming every day and get in a round of golf or two. Nothing too strenuous for me," he said laughing.
"Glad I brought my clubs then."
"You're golfing? That's great baby, we will definitely get out."
"I'd love to whack some balls around with you," I said smirking.
"Oh boy, am I ever rusty. I'll need to stay on my toes for you." He laughed.
After sandwiches, he showed me the rest of the house. Everything was deliciously decorated with textures, matte, and shine. He admitted to some decorating help but he approved everything first.
He pulled open the slider that stacked back in the wall opening the living area to the outside. A covered outdoor seating area was tucked next to the house, and that led to a seating area at the land end of a long dock. The fire pit was huge and well used. In a more secluded end of the house was the pool, with a hot tub behind that, which had full privacy.
"A hot tub!"
"Yes, you want to get in? Go get your suit on and I'll meet you back here."
"I ran up to my room and rooted through my suitcase, glad I threw it in.
Two towels hung over the edge and Daddy was already sitting there with his arms on the edge. I saw him watch me as I lowered into the water. Not surprising because he had not seen me without fat before. My bikini top had normal cups but because I was a D cup, did not cover as well as someone with smaller tits. My bottoms tied at the hips and also weren't all that skimpy. Dressing provocatively was just not me.
"Mmmm, this feels so good," I said sinking into the hot frothy water. I slid on the bench until a jet pounded on my lower back. "Oh boy," I said, my voice vibrating. We laughed.
"There's a recliner over here." He motioned next to him.
After I had enough of the back massage and stood up and tried to find the recliner and in the meantime fell over Daddy's feet and landed in his lap.
"Oooffff," he grunted.
"Oops," I said, scrambling to stand up but sliding in my haste.
"Easy baby," he said, holding my hips. Before he pushed me up and steadied me I felt his hard cock against my ass.
"Whoa," I said reclining on the curved surface. "Was that a beer can on your lap or are you just happy to see me."
He shrugged, not laughing. "It's what happens when a beautiful woman lands on my lap."
"Really. You must make a lot of women fall for you," I said chuckling.
He didn't answer.
I squirmed on the recliner adjusting myself on the jets. I moved my legs and suddenly one shot between my legs and I quickly closed my thighs.
Daddy heard me gasp and said, "You okay Jeannie?"
"Sure."
I slowly opened my thighs again and the jet hit me square on the clit. I slid up a little trying to get away from the intensity.
"Those jets can be angled you know."
"Oh."
I slowly opened my thighs again but at the same time, I slid back down and right into the jet.
"OHMYGOD." I clamped my thighs shut again.
"Would you like me to adjust that one for you?"
"You knew!"
"Well yeah. Let me adjust it so you can enjoy it."
"I'm not doing that in front of you!"
"I don't mind really. I'd expect my daughter would pleasure herself."
"Well I do, yeah but...."
"Do you want me to adjust it and leave?"
"Well, that seems silly too," I said, wondering if I was being ridiculous, or be more ridiculous doing it.
"So....?"
"Okay, fix it. Just don't look at me!"
"I won't look at you baby. You just enjoy!"
He leaned over and said, "I can't adjust it with your thighs closed."
"Oh. Right." I opened my thighs and the stream hit me again and I clamped my thighs together. "I can't do that, Daddy."
"Okay then. Is the stream too strong or okay?"
"Too strong."
"Okay, let me do this." He pushed his fingers down through the junction of my pussy and thighs and pretty much worked his fingers down through my slit with only the thin suit between his fingers and my slick folds and clit. My thighs were clamped so tight together he had to wiggle his fingers to dig down.
"Mmmm," I moaned. Finally, his fingers were on the jet and his fingers began twisting and his knuckles rubbed my clit. I moaned again. I saw movement and glanced over to see his the tip of his cock had grown out the bottom of his shorts. They were wet and clung to the shape of his cock and around his balls. I swallowed, not caring if it was my Daddy's cock or not. I loved to see men's cocks in all sizes, shapes, and lengths.
He began to work his fingers out again and this time I knew he applied more pressure against my pussy than he did going down.
"Open your legs, baby," he whispered, his voice rasping.
I did and instantly started whimpering. Waves of pleasure racked through me. I instinctively began kneading my tits and pulling at my nipples. I was just riding on surges of pleasure and it was one long orgasm. I rocked my hips and it was even more intense. I squeezed my tits and kept tugging at my nipple through the bikini. I was insane with lust and pulled the cups aside, bared my breasts, and began pinching and plucking my nipples while I rode the wave of the jet.
Suddenly everything shut down. Jets, lights, bubbles. Done.
"C'mon baby, time to get out," Daddy said, standing next to me in the water and taking my upper arms. I swung my legs down, my body still trembled and tiny orgasms racked through my body. He helped me out of the tub and put his arms around my shoulders. "You okay, Jeannie?"
I wrapped my arms around his middle. "Oh yeahhhhhhhhh." When I felt my hard nipples rubbing on his chest, I realized my breasts were still bare. I didn't care. I felt so good. Like I was on a high. I pressed my aching tits into him.
"Oh baby," he murmured in my ear. "You're killing me." He held me against him and the flame ignited again.
"I'm aching, Daddy."
"Oh god, I know. I know. I am too. But you need to go to bed. Now." He took me to my bedroom and closed the door behind me.
I took my suit off and crawled into bed naked. My skin was hyper-sensitive and I needed to cum again. I flicked my fingers across my clit, arched when I went over the edge, moaning, "OH Daddy, fuck me."
The next morning I came down to the kitchen in search of coffee. I poured a mug and stood in front of the coffeemaker drinking it.
"Good morning, baby girl," Daddy said brightly.
"Ugh. I feel like I'm hungover." I said, not turning around to face him.
"Sex hangover. Proven medical condition."
"I can't believe I did that in front of you, Daddy." I was embarrassed.
"You wouldn't say that if you knew how beautiful you were." He came up behind me and put his hands on my shoulders. "Our sexuality isn't something we should be ashamed of."
I turned and he held me against him. "Oh Daddy, I guess I'm just not used to being open. Mama and bonus Dad are everything must be behind closed doors. I do think sex is beautiful and isn't something that should be hidden away or not talked about."
He smoothed the curls back from my face. "I'm glad you feel that way. I am the same. So please don't ever be embarrassed again, okay?"
"Yes Daddy," I whispered, kissing him softly on the lips.
He held my face in his hands and looked into my eyes. "You are my sweet daughter. I love you so much."
I kissed him again and touched his lip with my tongue. His lips parted and touched his tongue with the tip of mine. I wrapped my arms around him.
His cell phone went off. "Sorry baby, I have to get this, it's work." I nodded and stepped back. "Hello, Tim here," he said walking away.
I found the basketball and shot some baskets. I needed to get moving again. I was used to it and wanted to stay in the habit.
"I thought I heard the BB."
I tossed it to him and he went in for a basket. He dribbled back towards the basket and I jumped in front of him and he tried to push past and his chest rubbed on my tits and we went back and forth as he tried to get around me. I stole the ball, or he let me steal the ball and I was dribbling and he was behind me to block. He pushed into me so I could not swing around and shoot and my ass pressed into his cock. As I turned from side to side and kept bumping his cock which by now was hard. We continued on with a lot of body blocking. We were both out of breath and we called for a break. I got a look at the tent his pants when he tipped his head back and drained a bottle of water.
"I'm out."
"I knew you couldn't keep up with me old man."
"Old man huh," he said and started stalking me.
I ran across the yard and he tackled me, landing on top of me, his cock pressing into my ass. I was laughing and bucking trying to get him off me. He lifted just enough I could roll and came down on me again. My legs were inside his and his cock was zeroed in between my legs. I arched and pushed my tits in to his chest, still trying to buck him off.
He leaned up on his elbows and pressed his lips into mine and said, "If you don't quit doing that, you may get more than you bargained for." At the same time rocking his hips into mine.
"Oh." I pushed up once and stopped.
"Jeannie," he warned.
Then I ground into him.
He growled and pushed back.
"Daddy."
He pushed up and pulled me up by the hand. "Let's go out for lunch," he said, walking into the house.
I was never the type to wonder about the mysteries of the universe or the depth of our lives. What happens, happens. Take it or leave it.
I did know that during our time together now he became a virile man in my eyes instead of just my Dad. I was old enough to know all the consequences and old enough to make decisions that were right for me, although not necessarily for anyone else.
_.~"~._.~"~._.~"~._.~"~._
I remember going to a girlfriend's house after we graduated from high school for a pool party. Actually, she had just invited a few of her male and female friends over, so party might be an overstatement.
They had a big backyard, pool, outdoor kitchen, hot tub, and fire pit. Not nearly as nice as here, but at the time it was very impressive.
Laurie and I were best friends and always at each other's houses. Her Dad was an attorney and usually wearing a suit, even at home, but there were times he would be in shorts if he was just hanging around the house. But whether he wore suit pants or leisure shorts one thing I never missed was the huge bulge between his legs. Larger than any I had ever seen before. Like a chipped tooth you can't keep your tongue off, I couldn't take my eyes off his bulge.
If he sat it was a big bulging package between his legs, otherwise, it would push his fly out when he stood. I was eighteen and coming into myself and thought it was one of the sexiest things I'd ever seen.
During the party, I jumped out of the pool and ran into the house, and barreled into the bathroom to pee. I stopped short when I nearly ran into her Dad standing in front of the toilet just finishing up.
"Come in and close the door before we get a party going in here," he said laughing. "I don't mind a party of one though."
I squirmed and he stepped back and motioned to sit down. I had to pee and didn't have time to mull the situation over. I sat down and while I felt the inevitable good feeling of peeing when you really have to go, I watched her Dad slipping his cock back in the zipper.
He smiled. "Feel better?" There was that bulge right in front of my face. Only feet away. I stared. "Something wrong, Jeannie?"
I swallowed. "Uhh, no." I could feel my nipples harden in my wet bikini top and at eighteen I had been fully blossomed out to my present thirty-eight D, thanks to genetics.
Of course, he did not miss that. "Are you cold, honey?"
"Not really."
"We can play a game if you like?"
"Game?"
"Yes, a game of I'll show you mine if you show me yours."
My tits to see what that bulge was all about? Fuck yeah. I nodded.
He went over to lock the door which gave me time to finally get off the toilet. He watched and I took my time and let him see my shaved pussy.
"Oh my, you are a woman now aren't you."
I went to stand in front of him and reached behind me to pull the tie on my bikini top and around my neck. The straps fell but I held it in front of my tits, which were now aching for attention.
"Very seductive, Jeannie." I slowly let the top fall to the floor. "Mmmm, I've been wondering what you had hidden and now you give me the privilege of seeing them." I trembled under his gaze.



I was not a virgin but it was much different to have a grown man look at you. Just even his presence was potent. It always had been. Her father was powerful and masculine which I assumed came from him being a powerful attorney.
My nipples ached and I naturally touched them. His eyes were languid and he looked at me and said, "I'm having a difficult time not touching those delicious nipples myself."
I glanced down and the bulge in the front of his pants was gone, replaced by a lewd tented mound.
"Yes, it's your turn now isn't it?" He unbuttoned his pants and pulled the zipper open. "Are you sure this is what you want?"
"Hell yeah," I breathed, watching and unconsciously playing with my nipples.
He dropped his pants and his cock flopped out and balls dropped. I've heard guys talk about their beer can cocks, but this guy genuinely had one. Not all that long, but I would guess average length, but damn was it big around. He also had two big fat balls that the big fat cock nestled into. And I knew all that accounted for 'the bulge' as I came to call it.
"Whoa," I said, watching it throb under my eyes.
He chuckled."You like?" I nodded, still staring. "We both got to see what we have been wanting to see I think."
Just then someone banged on the door. "Go use the other bathroom, I'll be in here awhile!" he hollered and I was glad he was not going to rush me.
I think that instance made me appreciate men's apparatus. I don't know any of my friends that ever said they liked looking at cocks, and in fact usually the opposite. Just then I watched pre-cum bubble out to form a glistening drop on the massive head.
"Watching you play with those hefty knockers is doing that. Guess we are both oversize huh."
"Mmmm," I said, squeezing my tits together. My pussy was beginning to leak and tingle. I looked up at his thickly furred chest. The top few buttons of his summer shirt were open and all I could think of was ripping it off and rubbing my tits and nipples all over that hair and I trembled.
"Are you sure you're not cold, Jeannie? I can turn the heat on in here."
"No no, I'm pretty warm really. Hot." He didn't miss where my eyes were and he smiled and unbuttoned his shirt, slipped it off, and tossed it aside.
"We can still play I'll show you mine if you show me yours. I'll show you mine even if you don't want to show me yours, how's that?" I nodded.
Show, damn I wanted to jump on his body, I thought and just then he sort of hefted his balls and gave a light stroke to his cock. Like men do. Even when they're dressed.
I swallowed and untied my bikini bottoms at each hip and let it drop. It caught between my legs and hung there. We were only three feet or so away from each other and he reached and pulled it from my crotch and balled it up in his fist and squeezed.
"I'm sorry, honey," he whispered, watching me as he brought it to his nose and breathed in. "I wanted to see how wet you were. I knew you'd smell good." I swayed a bit as he looked at my smoothly shaved pussy. "I like that, I like it a lot." His tongue flicked over his lips.
"I like that a lot too," I said, looking at his cock. It hung straight down and only tipped out a bit because the mammoth balls were behind it. "My bikini bottoms were wet from me wondering what it would be like if I could touch it."
I felt his deep breath expel and wash across my face. He pulled me to him. "Rub them on my chest. I need to feel them against me."
I stepped across the small space into his arms and pushed my aching tits into the abrasive hair on his chest. I looked down and watched and felt as I rubbed my nipples across that hair. His chest expanded as he breathed harder and faster.
I reached down and took his cock in my hand. The weight itself was amazing. He moved my hands aside and covered my tits with his hands. I lifted his balls and they were even heavier. I was mesmerized by him. The weight, the size, the heat. He kneaded my tits and pinched my nipples longer. I wrapped my hand around his cock and made an experimental stroke but it would take two hands to give him the pleasure that I liked to give a man.
Some would say I was promiscuous, I say I'm gaining experience. I don't care what anyone thinks about me now. I got that out of my system a long time ago. About the time I shed all the extra weight.
"Can I taste?" I asked.
"I would love that," he said, leaning back against the stone counter.
I dropped to my knees and wrapped both hands around his cock licked across the hole and gathered pre-cum on my tongue, then licked the fat head like an ice cream cone.
"Oh baby, damn." He gripped the edge.
I pressed his cock up and stroked the sensitive underside while I sucked a ball into my mouth and scrubbed it with my tongue. No way could I begin to fit the whole sac in so I had to suck on it as I could. He growled deep and low and I sucked on the skin across and took the other one in my hot wet mouth. I trailed my tongue between and pushed in deep. He grunted, jerked, and growled.
I trailed my tongue up the underside of his cock and let it flop down while I danced his balls on my fingertips. I looked up at him while I sucked as much of the head in my mouth as I could.
"Fuck baby, you're killing me."
I scrubbed and grazed my teeth. I used two hands to milk up more pre-cum and began to stroke. I had to use both hands to get a good grip on his cock and sucked the head while I stroked.
He leaned back and hissed through his teeth and when I sucked harder, he growled again.
Suddenly someone banged on the door again and we both jumped, but I kept sucking. The house could be burning down and I was not about to stop until I had a load of seed out of those balls.
"Daddy! Are you in there? Are you okay?" At the same time, he groaned when I pulled his skin back to make it more sensitive. "Oh my god, Daddy!!? she shouted.
"I'm fine..... Just a little.... under the.... weather," he gritted out, his voice and words unsteady. He wove his fingers through my curls. "I'll be.... okay."
"If you're sure?" she said worriedly.
"Sure.... yes.... sure."
I thumbed the wet mushroom head and nibbled up and down the fat shaft. I fondled his balls again and pressed into his body, just behind and between his balls and he threw his head back and gritted his teeth stifling a loud groan.
"Motherfucker... Damnnnnn... "he gritted. "You should get money for doing it this well." He trembled when I stroked between his ass and balls. "Don't stop," he said, his voice low and gravelly.
I sucked the head back into my mouth, my lips stretched tight, and continued to fondle and caress his balls. He wrapped his hands around his cock and held it tight at the base. I groaned when I saw his hands on his cock. One of my sexual triggers is watching a guy touching himself. I groaned so the vibrations went through his cock.
"Oh yeah, baby. God damn, that feels so fucking good." I kept growling and groaning and I could taste the pre-cum leaking into my mouth. He began to stroke his shaft and I could hear his low cat growl begin.
I slipped a finger in and stroked my clit and that was all it took. I kept his cock in my mouth while I groaned my way through a body-racking orgasm.
"I'm cumming baby," he ground out, as though to warn me, but I was in until the end and opened my throat to ropes of hot cum shooting into my mouth. In another time and another place, it would be splashing all over my tits, just like I love it.
He helped me up and held me against him while we both caught our breaths. He stroked up and down my back and over my ass.
He buried his face in my neck and moaned. "Jeannie Jeannie Jeannie." He squeezed my ass and pulled my mound against his spent cock. "I will never look at another eighteen year old the same way again. You were incredible."
Although I had some experience, he was my first mature male and I took advantage of his body against mine, his words, his caresses.
"All I can think about right now is when can I see you again, but you're my daughter's friend. I've known you a long time." He sighed. "But now. Today. You became a woman to me."
"Laurie is sexy too," I said, not thinking.
"She's my daughter though."
"Right. Wasn't thinking."
"But you're right, she is. And just as much of a woman as you."
He picked me up and set me on the smooth cool counter so he was between my open legs. I automatically wrapped my legs around him and his cock nuzzled between my pussy lips. He was semi-hard already.
"The heat from your cunt is amazing." He brushed my curls back and we kissed for the first time. Tongues dueled in each other's mouths and it turned wet, sloppy, and passionate. He broke away. "Oh god Jeannie, what the fuck are you doing to me." He rocked his hips and thrust the mass of semi-hard flesh into me. "We have to get out of her or someone will find us."
I knew it to be true, but I wanted to feel him inside me. I knew I could get wet enough to take him.
"Sometime," I said, looking at him. "Sometime I want your cock inside me." He groaned.
"I want to bury myself in you. I want to feel your hot mouth on me again. I want to taste you."
We set up a day the following week to meet at a hotel in the next town. I had not started at the job at bonus Dad's construction company and was free. The following days gave me time to think if this was what I should be doing. He was a married man and older. He was also my best friend's Dad. I had a lot of thinking to do.
He called and told me a key would be waiting at the desk and to go up to the room if I arrived before him.
I did go early by a half-hour, which would give me plenty of time to change into the lingerie I just bought.
I waited in the bathroom until I heard the door close and then I swung the door open. He was just loosening his tie when he saw me and stopped.
"Oh fuck," he said, raking his eyes up and down my body. "You make me want to grab you and run away to a deserted island. Just you and I."
My tits overflowed the top of the tight black laced bustier. A black garter belt and thigh-high hose framed my soft smooth pussy lips. My heels brought me to his height.
"Take your clothes off," I said. He quickly did so and stood in front of me while his cock hardened under my gaze.
"God damn," he breathed, sucking air through his teeth. "You're fucking killing me."
I stepped forward and he took me in his arms. Our kiss moved right into hot and passionate and his cock pushed its way between my legs.
"I think he wants in," I said smiling.
"Oh yeah he does," he said following me down on the bed. My thighs spread just the head of his fat cock rubbing down my pink slit. "But not yet my pretty."
He kissed across my breasts that were ready to burst out of the bustier. He nuzzled until my nipples peeked out the top edge and he sucked them into his mouth. Back and forth he nipped and tugged and I arched my back, needing more.
He untied the lace that held my bustier and my tits burst out of their tight confines and he moaned. He squeezed them together, sucking both nipples into his mouth at the same time. I loved his attention to my tits. They were so needy.
He kissed down my belly while caressing my breasts. I felt his breath on my pussy lips and his teeth nibbling.
"Oh god, I love that you are so soft and smooth."
He buried his mouth on me and sucked on my clit. I moaned and arched because it was the first time I ever enjoyed oral sex and decided right then and there I preferred older men. He growled and vibrated until I rubbed my wet cunt on his face. I shuddered through waves of big and small orgasms.
He moved up over me and kissed me so I could taste myself on his lips. He rolled so I was on top. I sat astride him, my pussy lips at the base of his cock and his fat balls pressed into my heat.
"Fuck me, baby," he said. I rose up and held his cock knowing it would be a challenge. One that I was ready for. My pussy was dripping with my juices and from his mouth on me. I worked the head in and my cunt squeezed it tight.
"Oh baby, god damn," he moaned. "I want you to do it."
I knew that many probably couldn't or were afraid to take him in. I was persistent and wiggled until another little bit was in. My canal was stretched, not to hurting, but definitely something was in there that was bigger than had ever been. I bounced and took more in. His cock wasn't overly long, just big around.
He watched his cock disappearing into the shaved lips. Into the steamy heat. He stroked my thighs as they quivered working more into me. "Oh god baby," he kept moaning over and over as I slid down the last inch and ground down.
I didn't move yet but let my cunt adjust to his big piece of meat. Experimentally I leaned a bit forward and his cock immediately ground against my clit. I jerked my hips a couple of times and I went off the edge.
"Oh Jeannie, watching you cum on my cock.... Damn... I'm glad it's good for you."
I could imagine the complaints he got. Despite what you read, women don't prefer big cocks. We prefer men that perfect using what they got.
I rocked and started sliding so I raised up a bit and down and up and down and I was fucking him. I was actually fucking a certifiable beer can cock on a drop-dead gorgeous mature man. I rode his cock and saw and heard the pleasure it gave him and his orgasm brought on my own.
I discovered back then that although I wanted my own gratification, I equally enjoyed pleasing a man.
_.~"~._.~"~._.~"~._.~"~._
Daddy had an early tee time the next morning and we were back to our usual bantering and decided to have lunch at the country club dining room. So many of his friends dropped by the table to meet his daughter, that I started giggling.
"Your friends are very interested in me aren't they?" I said laughing.
"Of course. They wanted to meet the beautiful women with me."
"Oh, Daddy."
"Truth baby. You're a knockout. IF most of these guys weren't so old, I'd be fighting them off you."
I looked around. "They're not so old. Most are your age." I shrugged.
He laughed. "Don't tell me you like us older guys."
I looked at him and said, "Well yeah, I do prefer older guys to young."
"Okay, I don't know if I want to ask how you've come to this conclusion. By experience I assume."
"Yes." I folded my arms on the table and leaned towards him. "I have had several encounters that convinced me experienced is better."
He was thoughtful for a moment. "I guess I can't argue that. As long as you're happy with your choices, that's all that counts."
"I will be, Daddy. Thank you."
When I was at the country club I schedule tennis for the next day but rain cut my game short. I walked into Dad on the living room floor squirming on his stomach.
"What in the world?"
He kept wiggling and squirming. "Oh I dropped something and it rolled under the sofa... Oh, here it is!" He pulled his arm out from under the sofa and rolled on his back just in time for me to jump on him.
"OOOF"
"Remember when we used to wrestle, Daddy?"
"Oh my god yeah, I would...." He flipped me on my back. "Start tickling you and you laughed and laughed." Which he did and I did.
I laughed and giggled under him and tried to squirm away but the more I squirmed the more he had me locked down. His thigh was between my legs and I was trying to push up to get away. I had thin tennis panties on under my short skirt so I could feel my pussy rubbing on his upper thigh and his hard cock was against my hip.
He held my hands above my head with one hand and tickled my side with the other. I arched my back and twisted from side to side and he would get a handful of my breast. A thin knit sports bra and top didn't offer much coverage. Tickling was less as I twisted more and jammed my tit into his hand.
Our hard breathing went from exertion to excitement in the blink of an eye. I was grinding my needy pussy into his thigh and he was thrusting his hard cock into my hip. I spread my legs and his hard cock pressed into my open pussy. Our heat was steamy right through my panties and his shorts.
"Oh god, Jeannie," he said, rotating his ass rubbing circles on my cunt.
"Mmmm Daddy, it feels so good."
I reached down and pulled my shirt and bra off at one time exposing my aching nipples to him. He leaned on his elbows and buried his face in my tits. I squeezed them together and he nipped and tugged on both nipples. My hips rocked, out of control. The heat and hardness of his cock throbbed against my clit.
I reached down and tried to push his shorts down but he grabbed my hand. "No baby, not here, not now." His chest heaved. "We can't."
"Daddy, I need you so much," I whimpered.
"I need you to baby. So much. More than you can believe, but we can't. We shouldn't."
My breasts ached, my pussy tingled. His delicious weight was no longer on me and I lay on the floor with my thighs spread wide my breasts bared as Daddy stood above me.
"C'mon Jeannie, let me help you up." He pulled me up and against him and held me for a moment.
"I have to go shower," I said, picking up my shirt and bra and leaving.
Chapter 2 cumming soon.......
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MOM & SON FUN WITH DAD & DAUGHTER CH. 03
Saturday was a beautiful day and we planned on being at the pool most of the day. Tom and Kat were gone for the weekend and Paulina and I had alone time that of course we filled with sex. Paulina was excited about Rosa coming over, especially after I indicated the attraction was mutual with her. I loved watching Paulina enjoy sex with Kat and I was sure Rosa and Paulina would be just as hot.
I to my pool shorts on and was preparing everything for the grill when Paulina came out in a sexy purple bikini.
"Mmmm looking pretty sexy there lady," I said pulling her into my arms. I grabbed her ass and pulled her into my hardening cock. "Look what you've done to me already!"
She was tieing the purple floral sarong around her waist just as the doorbell rang. "I'll get it!" I heard the door open and giggling. I appeared just in time to see them hugging each other. Bikini body to bikini body.
"Drew!" Rosa said. "Nice to see you again," she said, hugging me and pushing her tits into me before stepping back.
"Thought we'd eat first then sun and pool time."
"Excellent," she said. "Can I help with anything?"
"I'm going out to light the fire. If you want to help me carry all this out?"
Rosa stood on the other side of the grill from me because we could be seen from the window.
"I want to rip that sexy bikini off of you, you know," I murmured.
"I want to put my hands in your shorts and fondle your hard cock."
"Mmmm," I moaned.
"Then I want to take it out and suck on it."
"Oh god."
"Then I would want to feel our naked bodies together."
"I"d have your bikini off and between your legs on that chaise over there eating you."
"My bikini bottoms are getting wet from this," she giggled.
"Another reason to take them off."
"I better go in and see if Paulina needs any help before we get in trouble out here."
I cocked an eyebrow and she turned. I could watch that hot ass at the same time.
"I got Drew set up out there," Rosa laughed. "What can I help you do?"
"I was just cleaning these vegetables," she said and Rosa stepped behind her to see what she was doing.
They could feel the heat of each other's bodies and Paulina swayed back, brushing against Rosa.
"Mmmm," Rosa moaned softly and put her hands on Paulina's hips. "Your bikini is really sexy," she said sliding her hands up Paulina's stomach and brushing the underside of her breasts.
"You are very sexy, Rosa. I only dreamed that you were interested in me."
Rosa kissed the side of her neck and cupped her tits. "I've always thought you were sexy." She pinched Paulina's nipples hard and she arched pressing her tits into her hands. "Drew is probably waiting for us, shall we continue this later?"
Trembling Paulina put the vegetables together and they carried the rest out to the table. Drew glanced at flustered Paulina and at Rosa, who smiled, and knew things were already heating up.
The girls drank some wine but Drew passed knowing alcohol was not good for his libido and he knew that later he would need all the help he could get.
After a while, Rosa and Paulina got in the pool. There was a lot of giggling and splashing and Drew watched Rosa's top fly out of the pool, followed by Paulina's, then both bikini bottoms followed.
They were kissing and teasing. I could see their tits mashed together and knew their pussies were as well. Rosa was the first to make Paulina cum and she did the same in turn for Rosa. Both jumped out of the pool and stood dripping over me.
"You're not naked!" Paulina said.
They both began pulling my shorts off until my cock sprung up and stood proud in my lap.
"Mmmm we got you hard, did we?" Rosa said.
Paulina tilted my chaise back so I was flat, my cock waving wildly. "Sit on his face, Rosa. He's the best!" she said, straddling me and taking my cock in her cunt.
Rosa faced Paulina so I had my nose buried in her hot ass while I ate her creamy wet cunt. I squeezed and kneaded that ass that drove me crazy and strummed her clit with the tip of my tongue making her cum again and again.
"Oh god, he is the best," she moaned to Paulina. I felt her body tremble under my hands.
"Let's suck him off," Paulina said, leaving my juicy wet pole waving for attention.
Paulina sucked my balls into her mouth and Rosa took my cock down her throat. The sensation was insane and I couldn't stop grunting and making lewd sounds. Paulina rolled my balls on her tongue while she sucked with her hot wet mouth. Rosa lightly raked her teeth the length of my shaft and sucked the head hard.
Out of control, my hips rocked. Then Paulina and Rosa both wrapped their lips around my cock and I thrust through. Rosa was on her knees next to me and I could reach her ass. While she sucked I slipped a finger in her ass. She groaned when they kissed around my cock head. Their tongues dueled across the sensitive tip and I was going wild. Two tongues scrubbed the head, teeth lightly grazed while they kissed each other. I stroked in and out of Rosa's ass and keeping her vibrating on my cock.
Suddenly my balls contracted hard and I started cumming hard. They backed off and my cum was wildly shooting everywhere. It was on their faces in their hair. They licked me clean then each other. I recovered, numb from that work over.
It was getting dark and I lit the torches that surrounded us. The girls still played in the pool so I got in and sat on the steps.
They both came between my legs and sat on my lap, their knees together, arms over my shoulders.
"What are you two trying to do to me," I moaned when I had two sets of gorgeous tits in my face. I couldn't resist rubbing their nipples together, then taking two in my mouth at one time. Rosa's long bullet nipples and Paulina's hard nipples. They began kissing and I was able to play with their breasts together even more.
We played for a while then relaxed around the pool enjoying the warm night.
"It's getting late, I should be going," Rosa said.
"Oh no, can you stay over?" Paulina asked.
"Well," Rosa said, looking at me. "I guess I can."
"Love for you to stay too, Rosa." I simply said.
"Our bed is big enough!" Paulina said, laughing.
"Uh oh," Rosa said, smiling and looking at me.
"You'll just have to experience it." I grinned.
"Great! Settled! I'm ready for a shower and some television in bed," Paulina said standing up.
Paulina guided Rosa into our shower and I heard a lot of giggling. I let them have a bit of time alone before stepping in.
They were all lathered up and rubbing against each other. Then they started shampooing each other's hair. Two sexy women in the shower with you all over each other. Drew you have died and gone to heaven.
"Okay, I need to get out and dry my hair. I can't go to bed with it wet or I'll be a fright in the morning. Rosa, make sure you wash Drew all over," she said, winking and they giggled.
Paulina left the bathroom and Rosa stepped into my arms. I missed kissing her today. Our kisses aroused me even more and I couldn't get enough of her. MY cock slipped between her thighs and between her pussy lips.
Her wet tits rubbed my chest and I squeezed her delicious ass and pulled her tighter against me. She held my head and whispered in my ear. "I need you inside me."
"Yes yes, we will. Not here. I want you under me, between your soft thighs so I can suck on those nipples. You know they drive me crazy, don't you? You know you drive me crazy don't you."
Her breath was labored and steamy in my ear and she sucked on my earlobe. I drove my cock through her pussy lips harder. I knew I had to stop because I would soon not be able to stop.
I turned her around and lathered my hands. She leaned back against me while I ran my hands over her lush tits, down her belly to her cunt. She arched her back thrusting her tits out. I pinched and pulled her nipples out, hard and long. "You know what I want to do with those delicious nipples don't you," I said in her ear and she moaned.
She put her hands over me and squeezed and kneaded her tits harder. They were so sensitive she said she could cum from having them manipulated. I squeezed, kneaded, and tugged and she rocked her hip and hissed through her teeth when she came. Her knees were weak and I held her against me.
We dried off and joined Paulina in bed and although I had not planned it that way it wasn't long and I was out.
"Ohhhh, who's been sleeping in my bed?" Kat's voice woke me up.
Tom and Kat were standing beside the bed and momentarily I forgot Rosa was with us. I rolled back to see Paulina and Rosa still sleeping in each other's arms.
"Rosa is the tenant in our house, Kat," I mumbled, rubbing my eyes.
The sheet was pulled off them enough to see her beautiful tawny body and I saw Kat perusing her as well as noticing that she was in a clinch with Paulina.
"Nice. Really nice," she murmured, just as Rosa rolled on her back with the sheet uncovering her. She stretched like a wild cat.
"Oh, hello, you must be Kat and Tom?" Rosa said, smiling at Tom who seemed to be at a loss for words.
"I am. I mean we are," Kat stumbled staring at Rosa's stunning body. "I'm sorry but I'm not feeling well. That time of the month," she said, rolling her eyes. "I'm going to my room to lay down."
"I have just the thing for that if you'd like?" Rosa said.
"Please! Anything. Come over when you like."
Rosa went to wash her face and went over to Kat's room. She was already stretched out naked on her bed, her forearm over her eyes.
"This always helped me, Kat. I hope it will help you too. It's pretty simple really, but we don't think about it at the time."
Kat looked up at Rosa and raked her eyes down her body. God, you are gorgeous."
"Why thank you, sweetie. You are stunning too." She trailed her fingers down Kat's body. "Okay, now let me lay next to you and we will see if I can help make you feel better."
Because of their height disparity, Rosa positioned herself higher in the bed than Kat and ended up with her breasts at eye level. She cradled Kat on her side against her and lifted her leg over her hip.
"Are you comfortable sweetie?"
"Oh yes," she said, trying not to nestle into those magnificent tits. Her mouth watered to have those long black nipples to suck. "Your nipples are incredible," Kat murmured.
"Okay, it's important that you are on your side and comfortable"," she said, smoothing her hands over Kat's body. "My Madre taught me this long ago. It's something you can't do yourself, sadly."
"Mmmm," Kat mewed, those nipples just inches from her mouth. "Are you my Mamacita now?"
Rosa laughed. "I'm not surprised you know about a Mamacita you sexy little vixen. I can be if you'd like."
"Oh god yes, you are," she said jerking when she felt Rosa's fingers on her cunt lips.
"Just relax little one," Rosa whispered, cradling her against her as she lightly stroked through the pink folds. "Just relax baby," she cooed.
And Kat did, she melted against Rosa's body, her face nestled into her soft fleshy breasts. Rosa continued to stroke, avoiding her clit, just soft gentle strokes through the wet folds. Kat wanted to crawl inside her. She couldn't get close enough and whimpered.
Rosa brought her leg over her hip so their mounds were pressed together and Rosa continued to stroke. Kat began a low hum in her throat while Rosa cradled her tightly, and with her lips against her head crooned softly and kept stroking. Rosa could feel Kat's body turn to liquid against her.
Kat felt the aching flow out of her. She had never been so relaxed in her life. Rosa's nipples had grown even longer and less than a tongue length in front of her lips. She couldn't help but flick her tongue across the rounded tip. Rosa sighed, gathering her body closer.
She took her nipple into her mouth, pushing her face into the soft sensual flesh. She swirled her tongue around the long bullet then felt each bump on her aureole with the tip of her tongue. Then she stopped and felt the softness of her breast against her face, the nipple resting in her mouth, and she relaxed again.
Rosa began crooning and Kat could feel her lips moving on the top of her head. She was hypersensitive to the finger still slowly and softly stroking the length of her lips. The texture of the hard bullet and the softness of her breast against her nose and cheek. She had kept her arms in front of her but stroked Rosa's belly with her fingers, feeling the downy softness.
They were locked together so tight in Rosa's cocoon embrace that Kat could not move her arms and could only use her fingers. She still had Rosa's nipple in her mouth and worked it gently with her tongue when she felt the vibrating hum. Impossibly, Rosa's nipple grew longer in Kat's mouth and she relished the taste, the texture, and Rosa's reaction to her mouth on her.
Becoming aroused she stirred slightly. She worked a hand up to Rosa's breast and took it in her hand, gently squeezing and massaging. Rosa's finger pushed a little deeper into the wet softness. Kat took her mouth off her wet nipple.
"Mamacita."
"Bebita," Rosa said, enamored with Kat. "Do you feel better?"
Kat looked up at her and wove her fingers through those wild black curls and locked her lips onto Rosa's full red lips. She ran her fingers down her stomach until she found the patch of black curls, and on until she found the steamy heat of Mamacita.
"Now I do," Kat murmured against Rosa's lips, gently flicking her clit.
"Mmmm, yesss, I can tell," Rosa moaned. "Suck my nipples bebita. They ache for your mouth again."
Kat sucked hard increasing the tempo on her clit. Her body rocked and suddenly she threw her head back in a long low moan.
"Oh bebita, you are your Daddy's girl," Rosa said kissing her. She palmed Kat's cunt in circles, pulling and tugging on her clit.
"Oh my god, that feels so good, don't stop," Kat whimpered. She palmed those smooth pussy lips and until her hand was wet with Kat's juices and was filled with steamy wetness when she came.
"Oh Mamacita," Kat breathed. She nestled her face into Rosa's breasts and they melted their bodies together again.
I had fallen back asleep and when I woke up, Tom and his Mom were entwined sleeping so I went to look for Kat and Rosa. I quietly slid in sandwiching Kat between us. Kat kept on sleeping but Rosa gave me a sleepy smile.
"I love your daughter," she whispered, looking down Kat still had her nipple in her mouth. "My bebita," she said lovingly.
Later that day Paulina and I had some much needed alone time to talk. We stretched out on the double recliner by the pool and I had my arm around her. We were enjoying the nearness, the heat of the sun on our naked bodies.
"I had some new clients the other day," Paulina said. She's a very successful CPA and had not been taking any new clients for a while.
"Oh?"
"Yes, a man and his daughter. She is 24, by their client information."
Curious now, but I waited for her to go on.
"They've actually been in the office twice now. The first time I thought I might be imagining things. But not so much this time. They were like you and Kat. They were very intimate. From their talk to their actions. Almost like newlyweds, but they definitely were father and daughter."
My cock started to stir thinking of others that would be enjoying what we enjoy.
"He asked about my family and I told him had a college-age boy, a little younger than his daughter, that lived with me. And the way h smiled at me. Almost as if he knew."
"Tread carefully, Paulina," I said, intrigued but concerned.
"Oh, I know don't worry. He seemed legit. He mentioned how nice it was that my college son still lived with me as did his college daughter. How you can form a special bond when you have no spouse. Then when they left the office, he had his arm around her waist, and then down to her ass."
"Hmmm. Was he sexy," I asked and she giggled.
"Yes!" she exclaimed and I laughed.
"Is she sexy?"
"Oh my god, yes. Of course, I don't know if she'd be interested in us girls or you guys only but either way, she would get pussies wet and cocks hard."
"That's the important stuff. I don't have a problem introducing another Dad and daughter to our group. Up to the others though."
"I have a few more meetings with them and I'm going to take my time fleshing this out."
"My sexy little detective," I said, pulling her close to my side.
That evening Paulina brought up her client and daughter at dinner to run by Kat and Tom.
Tom opted out of the vote since he would be leaving for college soon. Kat was good with it and asked if we could ask Rosa to live with us. Everyone was okay with asking her and having Paulina get more info about Dad and daughter. Kat and I said we would stop by and ask Rosa.
Kat and I did after-dinner clean-up because Paulina took Tom off for some fun and games since he would be leaving soon. Although what Paulina didn't know is that we figured out a way to have her visit him at college since it was more difficult for him to get away because of football. That would be a future surprise for her.
I rang Rosa up later. "Hi baby, will you be around tomorrow?"
"Mmmm, for you always," she said seductively.
"Kat and I were going to stop by."
"Even better."
"You are a seductress that has cast her spell on both father and daughter."
"As you both have me," she replied. "After meeting Kat, I can see how impossible it would be to not succumb to that sexy Lolita. You didn't stand a chance, Drew," she said with a chuckle.
"I guess I didn't. She is enamored with you Mamacita," I said.
"As I am with her. She is quite alluring. I didn't intend to go that far but she has a way to wrap you in a cloak of just her and you."
"Tell me about it," I laughed.
She lowered her voice. "I am hopeful that I can see the both of you together. Since that day I've had fantasies of that."
"Of course you will be expected to be part of it. I can't keep my hands off of either one of you, you know. And ever since I saw you that day entwined with my daughter on the bed with your nipple in her mouth, I too have had fantasies."
"Oh, you liked that did you," she murmured seductively.
"Oh god yeah. I've never seen anything that affected me like seeing you both like that. A vision that will forever be in my mind." I adjusted myself in my shorts. "It was just that you were so protective of her. Wrapped around her. You had her cradled against you. And when I saw she was sucking your nipple in her sleep...." I moaned from the sharp ache in my balls.
"I have a special affection for her, Drew. Besides being your daughter, she is truly sexual. Raw with no airs. She's provocative."
"Yes, she is. She arouses me just being around," I said, lazily stroking my cock. "But you do that to me too."
"You have my pussy wet now, Drew. Are you fondling yourself?"
"I am," I whispered. "Are you?"
"Yes, my fingers are wet with my juices. I'm sucking my fingers."
"Oh god, Rosa," I moaned.
"What time will you be over tomorrow?"
"You're not going to make me wait are you?"
I heard her deep seductive laugh and the phone went dead. I guess you are going to wait until tomorrow, I thought to myself with a chuckle.
Kat was in her room. "Rosa said to stop by whenever we want." Her face lit up. "You really like her don't you, honey?"



"I do. I mean I love Paulina, but Rosa is special," she said, shrugging.
"She thinks you are too."
"Really?" I nodded. "Daddy, I want us all to be together. I want to see you and her together."
"You'd like that?"
"Oh yes!" She thought for a moment. "Do you think she will move in here with us? I mean Paulina will be gone a lot once Tom goes back to school."
"I honestly don't know if she will or not. We will just have to ask her."
I slipped into bed next to a sex worn out Paulina and Tom and had fantasies of Rosa, Kat, and myself together.
I woke up the next morning to Paulina on all fours while her son plowed her from the rear. Her
heavy tits swinging and swaying as he pounded into her. I rolled over and pinched her nipples and tugged. She shouted and jerked back on his cock.
"Again!" Tom yelled.
I continued tweaking and pinching her nipples while she rode his cock faster. I pinched the two together and twisted as she cried out and her cunt milked his cock. After he emptied his balls in his Mom. They went off to shower and I went in to see if Kat was awake yet and I heard her shower running.
"Eeek!" she screamed. "I"m naked, Daddy! Get out of here," she cried trying to cover her tits and blonde tuft and failing miserably.
I tweaked the nipple she couldn't cover and she switched hands and covered that luscious breast. I bent over and nipped.
"Oh my god!" she shouted. What are you doing in here with your Daddy cock sticking out? I'm your daughter! You shouldn't be waving that big fat thing around in front of me."
I locked eyes with her and lathered my hands.
"No! No! You can't touch me! No!"
I stepped closer and the head of my cock brushed against her and she cringed back.
"What are you going to do to me with that big thing, Daddy?"
I stepped closer and covered her tits with my soapy slick hands. She turned away and I grabbed her around the waist. She bent over struggling and I smacked her on her sexy ass.
"Ow oh no, don't do that Daddy!"
She struggled, sliding against me and twisting around. She turned again and rubbed her ass against my cock.
"Where are you going to put that big fat Daddy cock?"
I pulled her into me again and lifted her against me. My cock slipped between her legs.
"Right here, baby girl!"
"Oh, okay," she said giggling.
"Just for that, you're going to have to wait to get it."
"Huh?"
"No. Cock. For. You."
"WHAT?" she screamed watching me rinse off and step out of the shower.
"By the way, thanks for the full-body wash," I said, winking.
She stomped around the house while we prepared to go to Rosa's. Paulina asked what was wrong with her.
"Horny," I said, and she nodded.
Rosa opened the door wearing white cuffed short shorts and a red and white crop shirt tied at the midriff.
"Mamacita! Oh my god, you look so cute," Kat hollered and all but jumped in her arms. Rosa caught her ass and pulled her up against her.
Rosa managed to get herself and Kat into the house and I closed and locked the door behind me.
"You look pretty cute yourself," Rosa said, noting her very short crop t-shirt and short shorts.
"And you both are the sexiest things ever," I stated and they giggled.
I put my arm around Rosa's waist and pulled her close for a kiss. Her hand was on my chest and slide up to my face as the kiss quickly turned passionate.
"Mmmm, this is what I wanted to watch," Kat murmured.
"Watch!" I said, "You're going to be the creamy center of our cookie!"
"Yes, you are!" Rosa put her arm around Kat and led her into the house. "This is a hot top you got on bebita." Rosa's hand slid under the t-shirt and stroked the underside of Kat's breast. "Very sexy, mmm."
"Oh, how did you know that was so sensitive?"
"Because it is for me too," Rosa said.
Kat got a text and sat went off to reply.
Rosa wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me. I wrapped an arm around her back and the other around her hips and pulled her into me.
"Oh baby, after our foreplay on the phone last night, and the role play with Kat in the shower, I'm ready to throw you on the bed and have my way with you!"
"Mmmm, that sounds good to me and I"m going to bookmark the role play remark to discuss later," she murmured before fucking her tongue in and out of my mouth. I sucked in a deep breath and slipped my hand inside her shirt to get a handful of tit. She gasped in my mouth and pushed her tit into my hand.
She reached between us and untied the shirt and I pushed it off her shoulders to bare her gorgeous breasts to me.
"Do your nipples need my mouth as much as my mouth needs your nipples," I murmured, our lips brushing. She pulled my shirt over my head and tossed it to rub her tits on my bare chest.
I pinched her nipples between my fingers. "God Rosa, your nipples drive me crazy."
"I love when you do that. You know what I like, baby." She pulled me into her bedroom and the rest of our clothes dropped to the floor.
We rolled around on the bed kissing and making out like we were in the backseat of a car. I couldn't' get enough of her mouth either and her kisses were intoxicating. We were face to face, her nipples rubbing my chest. Suddenly I felt the bed move and Kat naked stood above us a foot on either side.
"Move closer together," Kat commanded.
We shimmied as close to one another as we could. Rosa's tits were mashed on my chest and my cock was between her legs, the head sticking out the back. She lowered and sat astride our hips.
"Oooofff," I said and Kat giggled.
Rosa used her free hand, the other being trapped between us, to slide her hand up Kat's thigh and stroke her soft smooth pussy lips.
"Mmmm, very sexy, bebita. Do you know I can feel your Daddy's cock throb against my pussy when I touch you like this?"
Kat looked at me. "Really?" I nodded.
"Watching you two interact drives me crazy wild."
"I wish she really was my Mamacita."
"I know you do, honey. But I think Rosa loves you very much and will be your best friend and lover."
"I will you know," Rosa said sincerely. "We have a special relationship. I'm sure you feel it too?"
Kat nodded and leaned over and kissed Rosa. Her breasts mashed against my side and against Rosa's tit. I slid my hand down her back and squeezed her ass while she gave Rosa a long, wet, sloppy kiss.
"Oh bebita," Rosa said, smoothing Kat's hair back off her face. "I do love you, you know."
We each put an arm around her. "One big happy family," I said. "Now can you get off, you're squishing us!" I smacked Kat on her butt.
We all laughed and she fell between us when Rosa and I leaned back. They were giggling while Kat squirmed between us. Kat received another text and wiggled her way out.
"She's a happy girl. I love that."
"Yes, she is isn't she," I said thoughtfully. "But I want to concentrate on making you a happy girl."
"Grrrr," she growled, pulling me on top of her. "Then fuck me, lover."
I laid on her and kneed her legs apart. I was on my elbows enough to take all my weight off her but still pinned beneath me. Her heels dug into my ass when she opened her pussy for me and I easily slid into her hot steamy cunt.
"Oh god I've needed you so bad," she whimpered as I slid in. I buried my face in her neck and jerked hard and deep. I needed to keep her pinned beneath me and she had her arms around me holding me down.
"Fuck me, Drew. Your cock feels so good in me," she whispered. I was gasping each hard thrust. Her legs came up and wrapped around my ass and I sunk into her even deeper. "Oh god yeah," she moaned. In that position my pubic bone ground on her pussy and clit. "Don't' stop baby I'm going to cum on your fat cock."
I grunted each rhythmic thrust. My balls tingled and I knew my control was gone. Her pussy clamped on my cock while she orgasmed and I pounded harder and faster into her. I felt her nipples poke into my chest like hard bullets. We kissed, guttural sounds of lewd sex in each other's mouth.
I started to push up off her but she held me down. "Not yet." She grabbed my ass and held it until my cock deflated enough to come out of her cunt.
"For fucks sake that was the hottest sex I've ever seen. You guys should make porn movies," Kat was shouting standing on the bed above us.
"This was just a warm-up," I said.
"WOW," Kat said and I laughed. "So now I can lay between you?"
We moved apart and Kat settled in between us facing Rosa.
Chapter 4 cumming soon....
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"You like them too don't you," I said to Kat reaching over her to caress Rosa's soft breasts.
She nodded and latched on to one of her nipples. Rosa jerked in surprise but quickly turned to lust as Kat's talented mouth took over one nipple then moved to the next.
"Do you know you can make her cum just from loving her tits?"
"Oooooo," Kat said, listening.
I reached over and started kneading and massaging those heavenly orbs. I pulled her nipple out longer and harder and Kat did the same to the other. She started sucking again while I massaged her tits. Rosa arched her back, thrusting her tits out for more. Harder. I pinched a nipple and tugged and she made a long low growl.
Kat started kneading and massaging while she sucked harder on her nipples. She tugged and nipped with her teeth and sent Rosa higher.
"Bite them together." Kat pinched her nipples together and sucked them into her mouth.
"Oh god yesssssss, harderrrrrrr," she whimpered. She gripped Kat's hair to hold her face to her tits. "Yessssss nowwwww," Rosa wailed as her body trembled in orgasm.
"Phew. Oh wow," Kat said. "I want to learn to cum like that."
Rosa was still gasping and catching her breath. "Thank you for teaching her that."
"Can we ask her now, Daddy?"
"Ask me what?"
"I guess since you already mentioned it," I said to Kat, laughing.
Kat hugged her with her face buried in her tits, then leaned up on an elbow over her face and kissed her.
"You love us don't you," Kat asked. "I mean aren't we the sexiest Dad and daughter you've ever been with?" And before she could answer, she continued. "And wouldn't you love to wake up next to us every morning with your choice of who to play with, or even have both of us?"
Rosa looked totally confused.
"Better get to your point, Kat."
"Okay okay, I was just buttering her up. Will you live with us, Rosa? Pllllllleaseeee?"
Rosa blinked and was silent.
"You can take some time to think about it, Rosa. No need to make a snap decision even with the pressure you're getting," I said, laughing.
"You already have a houseful don't you?"
I went on to explain that Tom was heading off to school and Paulina would be spending a lot of weekends going up to watch his games and spend time with him, which essentially left Kat and me alone. I did add that Paulina was talking to a Dad and daughter, but nothing was sure there.
"I didn't know that, Daddy? Who is the Dad and daughter?"
"It's a client of Paulina's but she just mentioned that she thought they were uhhh, friendly. I don't even know if she talked to him anymore after that."
"I like that we all share."
I smiled and kissed her on the top of the head. "And that's why you're my bebita."
"My girlfriend wants to go to the mall, can I have her pick me up here?"
"Sure, of course. Do you need money?"
"Nah, I'm good," she said, texting already. She jumped off the bed, got dressed, and was out the door.
Rosa was on her stomach, her head cradled in her arms. She started laughing. "What a whirlwind."
I was on my side and began stroking her back from her shoulder down over her ass and back. Up and down until she began to purr, and arch into my hand like a cat. Her tawny skin was downy soft. Long long legs into luscious thighs and that ass. Oh, that ass. I wanted to bite it. Kiss it. Nibble it. Smack it. And fuck it.
I spread my fingers and ran my hands up her sides. Her breast bulged out and each stroke my thumb caressed more and more of it. Her eyes were heavy-lidded and lusty.
I leaned against her wrought iron headboard and she moved and lay her head on my lap. Her curly hair erotically wrapped around my recovering cock and tickled my balls. She was stretched out, one leg out, the other bent at the knee.
I palmed her soft flat stomach, dewy soft skin, and stroked across hip to hip. Every time my little finger brushed her mound of black curls her stomach jerked. I palmed up her midriff to under her breasts and back down.
I traced a circle around her belly button and her hips jerked. Her eyes were closed, but her lips parted and her tongue flicked across, wetting them. I continued to draw circles on her belly, just brushing her pubic hair. Her knee fell open.
I circled back up to her midriff and traced the crease beneath a breast. She arched her back thrust her tits higher. I lightly traced the double curve beneath her breasts. Her head moved side to side and pressed back into my awakening cock.
Continued tracing large circles around her round breast and continued to make smaller and smaller circles the closer to her nipples. Her mouth was open and her breathing became erratic. I got to the outer edge of her aureole and did the same to her other breast.
Both feet were planted on the bed and her knees wide. I palmed across her upper chest and over her shoulders. I palmed her breasts circling around the nipples and away.
She thrust her breasts, mewing when I passed by down to her belly. Her hips rocked, her mound pushed up. I brushed my fingers along the top edge of her bush and she pushed up again but I slid my hands to her thigh and stroked up to her knee and back down her inner thigh. She trembled as I got near her pussy, but I stroked circled on her soft inner thigh. I could feel the steamy heat.
I traced my finger in the crease of her thigh and body whispering past her cunt lips and brushing the outer edge of her mound.
She suddenly took my hand and placed it flat on her cunt but I slid my hand out from under hers and placed her hand on her cunt and pressed her fingers in.
Her hips rocked and fingers slipped in her wet cunt. Her head pressed back harder on my hard cock, her hair spread on my lap. I left my hand on hers so I could feel her pleasuring herself. Her middle finger slipped in and quickly rubbed her clit. Her ass pushed up off the bed and she rode her fingers. Her lips were parted and she rasped a low long groan as she brought herself to climax.
Her fingers were soaked as were mine. I licked each finger of her juices, then sucked her fingers.
I laughed. "You enjoyed it?"
"Damn you! No one has ever done anything like that to me before."
She got up on her knees and straddled my lap. I was still leaning on her headboard so we were face to face. Breast to chest.
"And damn you! I still need your cock in my cunt!" She said and slid down my pole.
She rocked and she rode. I was not in a position to move but she did not seem to mind and ground down, fucked me hard and fast. Tits banging against my chest. Nipples getting abraded on my chest hair. She gripped the back of my hair and kissed me, riding harder and faster.
I had my hands on her ample ass and kneaded and squeezed as she fucked the hell out of me. She arched her back, shoved her breasts into my chest, and wailed as her cunt clamped on my cock.
She fucked me faster and milked my balls, gripping my shaft with her cunt. I held on to her ass as she continued to fuck me hard and fast. Her hair flew around her head, he lips were parted with a raspy grunt and like a shot in the gut, I shot my seed deep inside her. She panted a stream of words in Spanish and collapsed on me.
I admit I was disappointed but understood when Rosa chose to not move in with us. We decided between her coming to us, and us coming to her, was the perfect setup. We also talked that we both preferred a bit more privacy and it was better found here at her house. I knew Kat would be disappointed, but Rosa said she was invited over any time she likes.
Paulina, Kat, and Tom were all disappointed as well but said she had an open invitation to the house at any time and to come and go as she pleased. Everyone had something to do so Paulina and I decided to go out to dinner at our favorite Italian restaurant. It was sexy and intimate with private little booths.
Over our first glass of wine, Paulina told me she had a chance to meet with the Dad and daughter several times as well as with him individually.
"So what do you think now?"
"Each time I would meet with them both, they upped the intimacies and she dressed a little more sexy until it was pretty apparent she would not dress that way for just her Dad. There was also a lot of touching between them that was not normal Dad and daughter touches. At one point she sat on his lap with her arm around his shoulder. Her short dress rode up and the thin knit stretched across her tit so I could see the bumps on her aureole."
"Definitely not father-daughter normalcy."
"No, and they asked more about my son. What the sleeping accommodations were. When he was alone he asked if Tom touched me intimately. He said his daughter started doing it last year. His wife had died a few years back and she started doing a lot of hugging. She moved back home from her dorm and started to wear sexy clothing."
"Ummmm. Pretty hot. What did you tell him about Tom?"
She poured two more glasses of wine and put her hand on my thigh. "At first I avoided the questions but when I met with him the last two times I threw out a few hints I guess. I said Tom often slept with me and yes, he did touch me intimately."
She moved her hand and bumped the erection growing down my pant leg.
"Mmmm, you like this. Maybe I should tell you more of the details."
"Please!" I moved her hand to my cock and squeezed.
"He told me that he brought it up because the first time I saw them together, I wasn't shocked by her behavior towards him. That I seemed to be at ease with the touching and even when she sat on his lap, I didn't flinch. Which was true. And when I told them my college-age son lives with me, that did it I guess."
"So I know there's more. Spill it!"
She had been steadily squeezing my cock through my pants so we ordered another bottle of wine and said we would wait to order.
"Okay okay. He asked if I had any pictures of Tom and me. I said I didn't. He said they liked to take pictures of themselves. Videos too. By that time my office assistant had locked up and left so I thought what the heck, I'll look."
She stared off for a moment remembering and unzipped my pants and slipped her hand inside. Her hand was cool on my hot stiff cock.
He was on the big upholstered chair and I sat on the arm and had my arm on the back of the chair so I could lean over and look at his phone."
She squeezed my cock and thumbed the precum she milked up.
"These weren't amateur pictures. This was like looking at classy porn. Attractive actor and actress that just happened to be Dad and daughter. Sexy. Many she was speared on his cock. Shots of his balls up against her pussy while his cock was inside her. Of course, I was getting hot looking at them. I had leaned over so much I didn't realize my big tits were nearly resting on his shoulder."
She dug down and cupped my balls and toyed with them with her fingers. I moaned softly.
"The next thing he brought up was videos. Hot videos. Sexy fucking hot videos. Daughter riding and calling him Daddy, just pretty much all we do, but for some reason, it was really sexy because I was watching complete strangers. He leaned into my tit more and my nipples ached so much I rubbed it on him. While I watched the videos, he saw my nipples poking through my bra and blouse and began teasing them. He pinched my nipple and that was all it took. I was so hot I had my clothes and his off and he was fucking on my desk."
She sighed and began stroking my pole. My hips rocked because I got really excited just listening to that story. She downed another glass and got me off under the table. After I cleaned up and zipped up we ordered.
"So I set up for Saturday for them to come over and we could do what we did to Tom and Kat. It will be sort of like an interview though. Tom and I will be gone so you and Kat have to decide."
"WHAT?"
"Oh, you can do it. I explained about us all and they were interested in having some fun with us. Not necessarily moving in."
"Paulina," I groaned.
I knew Kat would be all for it and I thought really nothing has to happen that I don't want to happen. We are the ones in control, I decided.
Saturday rolled around and we were set up for a cookout and pool time. Just a get-to-know-you kind of thing.
"You've never seen them, Daddy?" Kat asked earlier.
"No, but Paulina said they're pretty sexy. Also, we don't have to do anything. We can eat, swim a bit and send them on their way."
"Okay, sure."
Jack and Amy showed up in an expensive gull-wing sports car. Long bare legs stepped out followed by voluptuous breasts topped with a schoolgirl sweet face and astonishingly long Scandinavian blonde hair. The body I now lusted to see was covered by a bright flowered sundress that wasn't particularly provocative but yet ball aching sexy.
Jack had a gripped handshake, was about my height, and as blonde as his daughter. Scandinavian good looks. Kat bounced up and we introduced ourselves all around and she led Jack into the house.
Amy walked with me. Her skin was as creamy white and blemish-free as I'd ever seen. I couldn't get the vision of eating strawberries off her body out of my head.
Kat and Jack were already engrossed in conversation and we took everything out for the grill and table.
"This should be awkward but it's not," Jack said. "I'm just glad to find others that have the same interests."
"You mean men that fuck their daughters."
"Yes. I thought we were the only ones," he said, looking at Kat and Amy chatting.
"It can seem that way. Especially as you go through the guilt a dozen times."
"I did."
"We all do."
"She came on to me. I did everything to try to stop her." I nodded. "I have accepted it, but still not totally comfortable with it." I nodded. "Your daughter is beautiful," Jack said.
"So is yours."
We called the burgers done and sat down to eat.
Kat and I took the dishes in and cleaned up while Jack and Amy changed into bathing suits. We got changed and went out. I was not surprised that Jack wore a Speedo. Jack was also the one in a million guy that could carry it off well.
I have no interest in other men, but find homophobia ugly, bigoted and distasteful. Mind your own fucking business. Keep your nose in your own business. I live my life in a way not everyone would agree with, and I will not judge others on how they want to live theirs.
I have gotten used to being in close contact with another man because Tom and I sleep in the same bed, have showered together, and fuck the same women, often at the same time.
Jack wore a light-colored Speedo that highlighted his hard cock that angled across the front. Amy had her arm around him and wore a two-piece bathing suit. I was not surprised about her girlish suit which went well with her exceptionally youthful face, but she was a college girl and I was sure had some experience in her own right.
The halter top stretched to hold her ample tits like two juicy ripe melons, very much at odds with her innocent demeanor and sweet face. She had clipped her long blonde hair up on her head and wisps had broken free and floated around her head.
Kat, Amy, and Jack jumped in the pool and were splashing, laughing, and talking. I had decided to forego the pool today since I had bumped my leg earlier and had a small bruise. I didn't want to soak it in chlorine water so I stretched out on a lounger.
"I thought you all might be at the pool!" I heard and turned to watch Rosa stride across the lawn, in a black bikini and black wedge sandals, making her even taller. The black of her suit seemed to make her beautiful skin even darker. She bent over to kiss me and smiled.
Jack was out of the pool and drying off while he walked towards us. His eyes swept Rosa and it was obvious he liked what he saw. I made the introductions and they pulled up chairs nearby. Rosa's dark glasses hid her reaction to Tom, but I could guess. He packed a nice size bulge in those Speedos.
Rosa and Jack began talking about Latin dance and she got up to change the outdoor music. A lusty Latin song came on and she began swaying her hips. He jumped up to join her and it quickly became apparent he knew his way around a dance floor. They did the salsa and Kat floated in the pool. She said she had a headache earlier and I think Rosa may have shown up by her invite. Wise move.
I looked over at Amy, who had been quiet and thought about her white skin in this sun. "Would you like to get out of the sun?" She nodded.
We got a couple of cold drinks in the kitchen and I showed her around the house. When we got to the bedroom she stopped just inside the door.
"That's the biggest bed I've ever seen!"
I chuckled. "Yes, it is. It was custom made for this room." She walked around taking in all the erotic touches that Paulina added. I took her to the bathroom and she stepped into the shower and twirled around.
"It's huge too!"
Her innocence was refreshing and arousing. I had pool shorts on but my cock had tented the front. She noticed. "Is that for me?"
I smiled. "Oh yeah. It's for you, baby girl."
Ridiculously long lashes framed her baby blue eyes that looked up at me. "I know my Daddy gets like that for me, but not strangers."
Yeah, I'm sure you leave a wake of hard-ons wherever you go, I thought. I took her hand and placed it over my hard-on.
"It's hard like that for you. Because of you."
"You'd want to be inside me?"
"I want to bury this deep inside you," I said, squeezing her hand around my aching cock.
She moved closer and leaned up for a kiss. Full pink lips damp from her tongue brushed mine. I groaned and pulled her against me. She wrapped her arms around my neck and took the kiss hotter, which sucked me in deeper. Her actions were of the sexy woman she is, totally at odds with her youthful looks. I pulled back and untied the back of her halter. It was like unwrapping a Christmas package.
Her breasts bared were firm with two candy pink nipples set high. The sensitive underside was a round curve that was tipped high with mouth-watering nipples. I placed a kiss on both before sliding her bottoms down to reveal a satin-smooth pussy with just a postage stamp tuft of trimmed blonde hair. I held her at arm's length and a sharp ache ran through my cock and balls, nearly doubling me over.
"Oh god, Amy," I breathed, taking her in from head to toe.
She didn't pose provocatively, but just stood there, arms at her sides, seemingly unsure of what to do next. She had no idea how innocently beautiful she was. My protective role kicked in and I took her in my arms. I did not know if I wanted to protect her or bury myself in her. My dick reminded me of what I wanted. Needed.
I stepped back and slowly slid my shorts down. My cock flopped out, heavy, full, and angry-looking. I saw her eyes widen and her tongue flick across her lips. She looked at my belly, then up to my chest, then those baby blue eyes pinned me. I gathered her against me to keep from throwing her on the bed and fucking her hard and long.
Her skin was luxuriously soft against mine. She wrapped her arms around my waist and pressed her breasts into my chest. She was taller than Kat, but not as tall as Rosa, so we fit together well. I kissed the side of her neck, under her ear. My tongue toyed with her earlobe and I breathed softly in her ear. She trembled in my arms.



I held her close and took the clip from her hair and it tumbled down around us. I gathered a handful and smelled its sweet scent. I buried my face in her neck and breathed in her sweet scent. I heard her soft cry.
I ran my hands down her sides, my thumbs caressing the sides of her breasts. Her ass was firm but with a layer of baby fat. I gently massaged and kneaded and her hips began rocking. My fingers tangled in her silky hair that fell nearly to her ass. I ran my hands up and down her back until she purred like a kitten. My cock throbbed between us and she began pushing into it.
"Do you want it?" I whispered and she whimpered.
Her hands went to my ass and squeezed, pulling me into her. I lifted her onto the bed so her breasts were at eye level. The candy pink gumdrops were peaked and hard. I nuzzled the undersides and she held my head, her mound pressing into my chest. I took a nipple in my mouth and tasted the sweetness of her.
"Ohhhh yesssss," she breathed as I sucked and tongued each nipple. I trailed my lips down over her belly, ripe with a layer of baby fat until I got to the juncture of her legs and breathed in her scent. It was intoxicating. She whimpered again when she felt my open mouth on her.
Her legs were weak and I lowered her to the bed, spread those full thighs, and buried my face in her soft smooth pussy. I flicked her clit and she cried out, her hips rocking.
"Oh baby girl," I moaned, licking her wet slit. I sucked on her clit until I felt her tremble and arch with a long breathy moan. I could have eaten her all day, but the ache in my balls said otherwise.
I moved up between her legs and cradled myself in her softness. My cock was poised at her entrance.
"Do you want me, Amy?"
"Oh god yesss. Now. Please fuck me now. I need you inside me so bad I hurt," she whispered, aching.
Her baby blue eyes turned dark with lust as I slid in her tight channel. I had to feel her soft body under me and just held my full weight off her. She dug her nails into my ass when I started to thrust in.
"Your cock feels so good inside me," she whispered. "On top. I love this."
"Oh baby girl, I love your soft body under me," I said, kissing her softly. "Deep in your sweet pussy. You have been driving me crazy today."
She smiled. "I have?" That innocent look inflamed me and shot me to the point of no return. I started fucking her harder and faster. "Ohhhh yesssss," she whispered rasping. I felt her cunt clamp down and her hot juices on my cock. She arched up into me and trembled.
"Yes baby girl, cum for me. Cum on my cock you sweet thing."
I raised up and pounded into her. She pushed up and met me thrust for thrust. The lewd sound of our bodies pounding, guttural sounds, soft whimpers echoed off the walls as we went higher. Suddenly I stiffened, drove deep, and unloaded my balls into her.
I rolled to her side and held her against me. Her tits pushed into me, arm and leg lay across m body. Her hair was fanned over my chest.
We heard Rosa and Jack come in. Rosa's bikini top was already off and he was untying at her waist. The Speedo couldn't hold his cock after Rosa got done with him and it was poking out the top until she shoved them down.
I looked at wide-eyed Amy. "Have you ever watched your Daddy fuck someone else?" I whispered in her ear. "Do you want to?" She nodded vigorously.
I pulled her so her back was against me and she nestled her ass against my resting cock. Baby girl would make sure that wouldn't take long I was sure.
Jack lowered himself between her spread thighs. He discovered her long black bullet nipples and had one in his mouth while she moaned. Amy moved my hand over her breast and I began to toy with her nipples. I moved her hair and nuzzled her neck. She reached back and wove her fingers through my hair and leaning back enough I could take her nipple in my teeth.
She sighed and arched while I nipped one, I pinched and pulled the other with my fingers. I could hear Rosa and knew Jack was latched on to her. I rolled Amy on her back so she could watch but I could have my way with her body. Soft pads of baby fat-filled out her thighs and belly. Her pussy hair was so fine and blonde she looked smoothly shaven, a look that was perfect for her sweetness.
Her candy pink nipples turned into hard little knots that I could nibble between my teeth. She would arch and hold my head to her tit when I did that.
Amy whimpered watching her Daddy and Rosa fucking. Her thighs opened and I palmed her cunt.
Rosa was between his legs sucking on his balls and stroking his cock. He rasped out a long low groan and his hips began to rock. She began sucking his cock and he gripped her hair while she performed the magic with her mouth.
Amy couldn't take her eyes off of them and I couldn't' take my hands off of her. Her creamy soft skin, her soft body, sweet smooth cunt, and huge tits, all my baby girl.
Rosa was on her hands and knees over Jack, teasing his lips with her nipples and swaying breasts. He wanted a mouthful and she would quickly pull away. He growled and she giggled. His cock stood up, pointing straight at the hot cunt that hovered above. Finally, she raised up on her knees, held his cock and we watched it slowly disappear in her.
Amy whimpered and I pressed a finger in her. As she watched Rosa ride her Daddy, I watched Rosa's tits bouncing and finger fucked Amy. I spread her legs and pushed my thumb into her and teased her rosebud with my fingers. She pushed up off the bed fucking my fingers.
Rosa noticed her and smiled. Her Dad turned his head and reached out to stroke her face. She sucked his thumb into her mouth. Rosa ground down hard on his cock. I encouraged her to move to her Dad. They kissed passionately. Rosa smiled at me watching the sweet girl with her Dad. Amy leaned back and guided my hand between her thighs again. She rode on my fingers with her head on Daddy's shoulder watching Rosa ride up and down his hard pole. She came with a little lyrical chattering sound.
I moved lower and lifted her thigh so I could bury my mouth in her sweetness again. Her soft thighs held my head in a vice grip and I was in heaven. I licked and ate and sucked her cunt until juices ran all over my face. I spread her cunt lips with my fingers and flicked her clit with the tip of my tongue. Her body jerked and trembled in orgasm.
Rosa ground out a low guttural groan followed by Jack grunting and shouting each pump into her. I gave that sweet cunt one last kiss.
Rosa stretched out on her back next to me and Amy cuddled with her Daddy. I knew Kat was in her room since she wasn't feeling up to par. I propped my head on my hand and admired Rosa's body. Amazed at how different two women could be. Age notwithstanding.
The dark dusky tones of Rosa's skin and the white creaminess of Amy's skin. Rosa was lean and Amy had a layer of baby fat still padding her voluptuous frame. Both C cups, but Rosa had those incredibly long hard bullet nipples, and Amy had bright pink gumballs.
Amy began kissing her Dad and rubbing her body against his like a cat. He groaned and pulled her to him.
Rosa looked over and whispered to me, "They are hot together!"
The same blonde hair and skin tones made it no doubt she was his daughter. Her soft body pressed against his hard. Their touches were intimate. He caressed her back and rubbed circles on her plump ass.
She nuzzled and cuddled him, no doubt she was Daddy's girl. She kissed along his jaw and down his neck. Her fingers trailed through his thick chest hair and played with each nipple. She kissed each nipple, flicking her pink tongue out and lashing at the hard bead, and brought a hiss from him. She kissed and licked down to his belly, then climbed between his legs.
She was on her belly nuzzling his fat smoothly shaved sac. She toyed with them with her tongue and fingers. Rosa squirmed under my hands and I slipped my hand between her open thighs as I watched Amy's plump ass working her pussy down into the mattress. She took his cock between her hands and licked the length like a popsicle. He was not quite recovered but half hard. I knew with her manipulations, she would have him hard again very soon.
She studied the head of his cock and milked up a drop of precum. She took it on the tip of her tongue and tasted it. Her total concentration was on her Daddy's cock. My balls ached as she wrapped those full pink lips around the head of his cock and looked up at him with her baby blue eyes.
Rosa pressed my hand tighter against her cunt and I slipped a finger in. She was as focused on Dad and daughter as I was.
Amy took long licks of her tongue across the shiny head of his cock and he moaned softly. She had his balls in her fingers and held his thick shaft with her other. She squirmed, her ass rising and falling.
Her long blonde hair was spread over his thighs. Her cheeks sucked in as she took his cock deep into her mouth.
"Oh god, Amy, I love when you do that," he gritted out. "Sucking me so hard. God damnnnn."
His hips spontaneously rocked, wanting to fuck that precious mouth, but she stayed in control, deep throating his cock then sucking on the head and two finger stroking the shaft. My cock ached to be in that pretty mouth.
Rosa's chest began heaving as her breathing increased. She still hadn't taken her eyes off them. With a touch of her clit she racked out a moaning orgasm. Amy and Jack both groaned hearing her cum, knowing it was from watching them.
Not surprisingly she had him throbbing and hard again. His daughter climbed on. Riding like he was her own pony. Her long hair tickled his chest as he bucked like a bronco and she ground him deeper. He grabbed her ass and started thrusting, then quickly rolling her under him. He was over the edge and pounded fast and hard into her. Her legs waved wildly high in the air while he pistoned his cock in and out of her juicy cunt. Suddenly he shouted, rose up over her, and filled her with his seed.
I unloaded against Rosa's hip, not realizing I had been dry humping her.
Yes, I thought, catching my breath, we have found some new friends.
Chapter 5 cumming soon.....
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Jack & His Two Sexy Scandinavian Daughters Chapter 1
I had just a week in NYC to seduce my nineteen-year-old daughter.
Her sister Amy, several years older, and as highly sexed as her Mom, now spent every night in my bed.
Kim and Amy were two of the sweetest face girls a Dad could ever ask for. As daughters, they always excelled in school and are women that make me extremely proud. They are also Scandinavian blonde voluptuous beauties that catch the attention of young and old male and female.
Amy seduced me about a year ago. Since then, the only other man she has shown an interest in is Drew, who has the same relationship with his daughter and that made me very happy. Finding like-minded people as friends were wonderful and we intended to spend a lot of time with them. Another reason why it was important for Kim to join in.
I had sent the younger of my two daughters to a college preparatory school in NYC because she had excelled in school and could have attended college much younger, and I did not want that. This school kept her mind busy with higher learning until she was of the normal maturity and age to attend college.
Their Mom died five years ago so home was Amy and me. I planned out a week with Kim to seduce her before coming home to us. It had to be her idea and she had to know all the ramifications of our relationship first.
Kim was taller than her sister Amy, but just as curvaceous and buxom. Her beautiful face was from her pure Scandinavian mom, Annika. She had alluring sexuality in everything she did with everyone she met. Like it or not, you were attracted to her. She had a way of making you the most important person in her life when she was with you.
I am sure in our years of marriage the temptation was too great at times and she had lovers, but she always came back to me. And I knew she always would. I often envisioned her on the mahogany boardroom table with her skirt pushed up around her waist, thighs open for one of the execs while he drove her to ecstasy.
She was highly sexed and although we had sex daily, often more, I knew that she was always needy. She was fashionable and sat on many boards as well as being successful at her high-powered job. She did not need to dress provocatively to attract a man's attention as it was easy to imagine uncovering the delicious curves that were beneath that business suit. I read it in men's eyes as they swept over her body. I had been the same.
The cancer that quickly ended her life nearly ended ours with the pain of her loss. Amy began to cling to me. Kim just wanted to go back to school. We all grieved in our own way. Because it was such an almost overwhelming part of our lives, I missed the sex and intimacy. I lay awake some night fantasizing she was right there with me while I stroked myself to orgasm. But after I came down from that high, I was just as depressed as I was before because I was still alone.
We rarely used the NYC apartment and Kim lived in a dorm. It was a prestigious school that required top grades and money and the dorm rooms were fairly luxurious so she had no complaints. My girls, at eighteen and twenty-four were spoiled and I made no apologies. My business had taken off, just needed a light hand for guidance and we were now incredibly comfortable.
.......
Between the loss of Annika and Amy's always close physical presence, I jerked off nearly every day. Amy appeared to be as highly sexed as her Mom and I became her target. Everything from sheer nities, to squirming on my lap. It was wearing on me and I sometimes did take advantage. Amy had the same candy pink gumdrop nipples high on her ample tits and as her Mom, they needed attention.
If she was in my lap I would weigh them in my hands and tease the nipple hard. Amy would purr like a cat and arch her back and squirm on my lap. She would be astride me and rubbing her panty covered pussy on my hard cock which would be daringly close to the slit in my boxers. She would sometimes dry hump us to orgasm while I sucked on her candy nipples. It was as close to her as I could get without sinking deep into her sweet body. I relished the closeness.
She went to a local college near our house so came and went throughout the day and since I mostly worked from home, I did not have much time when she would be gone. I knew Tuesday was Amy's all-day classes and decided to spend the day at our pool.
The outdoor kitchen refrigerator was stocked, the speakers thrummed the body vibrating bass I loved so much and the sun was heating my skin. The breeze blew across my cock seductively and it began to stir. I closed my eyes and imagined Annika was here with me. The air swirling around my cock and balls was her gentle caress. The deep-toned boom boom boom added to my arousal as my thick cock throbbed heavily on my stomach. I did not touch myself but sank further into fantasy. My hips rocked but I resisted.
I arched as Annika's soft hair trailed down my body and wrapped my cock like a soft hand. I gripped the sides of the lounger to continue the fantasy, knowing once I touched myself I would be out of control.
"Oh god," I groaned when her tongue flicked across the head gathering pre-cum. "Yes, baby... Your mouth... So hot... Wet... Missing you so much."
BOOM BOOM BOOM the repetitive bass. I thrust and arched. BOOM BOOM BOOM. Her breath on the head of my cock. So close. BOOM BOOM BOOM I pushed higher. Afraid to open my eyes. Afraid to lose my tight grip. Afraid to lose this fantasy of Annika. I felt closer to her than ever. I did not want it to stop.
Hair caressed my thighs, my chest, as though the breeze was blowing it over my skin. My body was hypersensitive, my hot skin tingled
I growled when the head of my cock was enveloped in her hot wet mouth. Her teeth and tongue lightly abraded the head that bubbled pre-cum. My feet dropped to each side of the lounger so I could push up, wanting my cock in her mouth. Then I felt her hot breath on my balls, her wet tongue, steamy mouth sucking and teasing with her tongue.
"Oh my god, yeah," I hissed through clenched teeth.
She sucked and toyed with them in her juicy mouth. Then licked up the underside of my cock to the tip. Her tongue probed the hole taking in more pre-cum. I pushed up and she allowed my cock to slide in her mouth. I began fucking her mouth.
BOOM BOOM BOOM the drumbeat dominated my senses. I clenched my ass and deep-throated her. She sucked and grazed with her teeth. Her nose buried in the curly tufts that surrounded my cock, breathing faster and vibrating in her throat. It reverberated down my cock and into my balls and I went over the edge.
I pushed up faster and harder, her mouth taking it deep and fast. I squeezed my eyes and went rigid, pumping my full balls into her mouth.
I dropped to the lounge, gasping and slowly opened my eyes to Annika's creamy skin full breasts with the pink gumdrop nipples. The sun was in my eyes and her blonde hair was like a halo around her head. The breeze trailed it erotically on my stomach and chest.
"Daddy."
I shielded my eyes, and saw my daughter, Amy, naked on all fours straddling my body. My spent cock still jerked when she crawled up my body, trailing her hard nipples on my chest.
"Oh baby, what the hell did you do," I said.
She lowered her body on mine and I automatically put my arms around her. Her delicate white skin and soft body pressed into my hard body. Her plump hard nippled breasts pushed into my chest. Her head on my shoulder and soft breathing on my neck inflamed my cock again and it grew hard between our bodies.
She rhythmically rocked her mound into bringing it to life again. My balls ached knowing how close her sweet pussy was. How my cock would fit in my daughter's deep mysterious hole.
Her chest heaved, driving her nipples into my chest when I squeezed her plump ass. I knew I had to get control of myself. I had to stop. But I just needed a little more time of her luscious body on mine. Flashes of how good my cock felt in her mouth slammed through my mind.
She pushed up on her knees again and brushed her pink pearled nipple on my lips. I parted my lips just a bit and she dropped it in and her soft breasts pushed against my face. She was a powerful force and I was drowning.
While I sucked on her nipple like it was a lifeline, she straddled me with her feet on the ground and began sliding her open pussy over my cock. I had not gotten that hard that fast since I was a teenager. Her cunt was juicy and slowly slid the length of my cock. The head wanted to push up into her but she kept up her ride.
I reached up to take her voluptuous tits in my hands. I kneaded and squeezed while I brushed both nipples across my lips and my unshaven cheek. Her breathing became more rapid and she was bearing down more, letting the head of my cock just enter her hot channel before letting it drop. She was teasing me to the point of no control. I was past the point of we should not do this. For now.
I bit her nipples and tugged them longer and harder. She mewed and pushed down taking more of my cock inside her. I wanted to rock up and drive deep but I had enough control left to not do that. She started this and she needed to finish it.
She dropped her head and gritted in my ear. "Daddy, it hurts. I need you... Fuck me, Daddy!"
All rational thought flew out of my head as I grabbed her ass and held her and pushed my cock into her tight cunt. I'm not sure who was louder and the sounds of sex rang in my ears. Her rasping breaths, my grunts as I drove into her. Her position allowed my cock to rub her clit each stroke and she was panting softly as she climbed higher.
I wanted to feel her sweet cunt clamping on my cock. Her hot juices on my cock, running down over my balls. She came with a long low mewing and rhythmic grip on my cock. She sat up and ground down, taking my cock deeper.
I knew since I had just cum, it would be a while until I was ready again, but I would stay hard for her. She slid up and down my pole, tits bouncing, head back, and long blonde hair flying around her. Not twenty minutes again I would never have thought of my daughter riding my cock that was this hard for her.
"Let's go inside baby girl," I said, leading her to my bedroom.
She stretched out and I stopped to take in her beauty. It was not as though I had not seen her naked, but then she was my daughter. Now, she was my lover.
The dark sheets made her creamy skin glow, long blond curls spread out on my pillow and I remembered how they felt on my body when my cock was in her mouth. Her baby blue eyes were filled with lust. No, she was no longer just my daughter but a woman like her mom, Annika. I could see the similar sexuality, the demanding release she needed. It was compelling in her mom, and just as compelling in my daughter.
I sat on the bed next to her and trailed my fingers over her body. "You look just like your mom you know."
"I do?"
"Oh yes." I ran my hand up her legs from ankle to upper thigh. "The same long legs that I loved to have wrapped around me when I was buried deep inside her."
"Oh Daddy," she murmured, sensing my change of attitude.
I trailed my fingers from hip bone to hip bone. "The same wide hips designed to cradle her man between her soft thighs."
I leaned to sniff her blonde tuft and brush my fingers over the curls. "The same blonde curls." I stroked her smoothly shaved pussy lips and said, "The same sweetly smooth pussy lips." I thought for a moment. "Did you know your mom shaved like this?" She nodded. "Really?"
"She said you loved her pussy trimmed like that." I studied her eyes for a moment. "She wanted me to take care of you. She told me everything that gave you pleasure."
"Oh Annika," I whispered. "You not only left me to clones of yourself but left one to care for me. You knew I'd be lost without you."
"Yes Daddy, she did. When she caught me with my vibrator, she told me I was like her. That she and I needed sex every day and that Daddy would take care of me after she was gone. She said to choose men wisely."
My daughter was highly sexed and wanton like my wife. Our life revolved around sex and sexual fun and games. We were hedonistic. We were often nude. Why I had seen Amy's body before, as well as Kim's. Yet still, this never crossed my mind until today. I knew right then if Amy and I were to have this lifestyle, Kim would have to as well.
I slid my hand up Amy's downy soft inner thigh until my fingers brushed her smooth pussy. 'Your mom was right. I love a smoothly shaved pussy." I leaned over and kissed her cunt and she gasped. "Because of this. I will make you cum on my face with my mouth and tongue." Her eyes flared when I said, "I'm going to suck, lick and bite these soft folds. You'll rub your cunt on my face for more."
"Daddyyyyy," she moaned, her hips rocking.
I nipped and tugged her cunt lips. Her fingers wove through my hair and gripped my head. She rode my face when I buried my nose into her, inhaling her sweet sex. Her juices flowed. I sucked on her clit and teased it with my tongue until she arched and her cunt pulsed on my face. I moved up her body and kissed her, letting her taste herself. She sucked and licked my face and lips. Her tongue stroked in and out of my mouth.
I kneed her legs wider and drove into her with a desperate need to be deep inside her body. She shouted and pushed up into me, taking me deeper.
"Daddy, your cock is so hot inside me. It feels so right that we are joined together like this. AS close as we could ever be." Her inner muscles clenched on my cock like her mom used to do and I vibrated in my throat.
"Oh god baby girl, it has never felt like this. Not even with your mom. You are special. This is special."
"I need you, Daddy. Need to feel you fill me with your seed."
I was driven. I pounded into her. Amy's tight cunt milked my cock and I could feel my balls tighten.
"I'm going to fill you up baby girl," I hissed, and my cock throbbed and pulsed and pumped hot seed deep inside her.
I gathered her against me realizing there was no turning back. She needed me as much as I needed her.
..........
I had everything from Kim's dorm room shipped to the house and met her at our apartment.
"Kim baby, I've missed you so much," I said gathering her in my arms. She wrapped her arms around my neck and I held her close. Other than she was taller, she could have passed for Amy's twin, body wise and my cock reacted thinking it was Amy. I backed away not wanting to go too fast.
"I missed you too Daddy," she said, the same baby blue eyes framed with long lashes. Her hair was straight and not quite as long as her sister's hair. Her tits stretched out the blue sweater of her school uniform.
"You want to change clothes? I thought we could hang around here today and relax, maybe go out later?"
"Sure," she said heading off to her bedroom.
I had a beer and my feet up on the coffee table ready to start the movie. "C'mere and sit with me, baby," I said, patting the sofa next to me.
Her legs looked impossibly longer in the little lavender shorts. The matching top was cropped but not enough to show any skin. Nipples poked out the top indicating she relieved herself of her bra.
She plopped down next to me and cuddled up. I took a pull of beer and started the movie. I had movies cued up that had some pretty sexy scenes in them. I had a private channel streamed in so there were no real ratings, but they were still just short of porn. Or so I thought.
One of the first scenes was a guy on a motorcycle in his garage. A fully naked hot young girl straddled it, facing him, and proceeded to rub her pussy juices on the seat, before getting his cock out and giving him a blow job.
"Sorry, Kim, I didn't realize...."
"It's okay Daddy, I've seen sex before," she said, taking my arm and leaning her head on my shoulder.
The plot was mostly nonexistent and it went from sex scene to sex scene. After the motorcycle guy, the girl seemed to have a proclivity for older men because all the men were a little older to much older than her.
Kim rubbed her cheek on my arm and I lifted my arm so she could snuggle against my chest. She curled and up when I laid my arm on her, my hand was on her hip. She was also in a position now to see the tent in my pants.
After a while, she started squirming and I knew it was getting to her as well, but I did not want to rush things along. We had a week and I wanted to take it slow.
I stopped the movie. "Hey, want to go out and get something to eat?"
She moved her arm over my chest and said, " Can we just call in pizza? I'm so comfortable now, Daddy."
"Sure baby, whatever you want."
I popped open another beer while we waited for pizza delivery. "Can I have one too?"
"You drink beer?"
"Sometimes." I opened a beer and refrained from the Father talk.
We polished off half the pizza and grabbed our beers for the sofa. "Do you want to try another movie? This is pretty sexy."
"No. I like sex."
I resumed the movie and refrained from asking.
She said against me again, but this time was in a position that pushed her tit into my side and the other on my chest. Her hard nipple was tenting the front of her top. When I put my arm around her, my hand landed on her midriff. Her shirt had pulled up so I had bare skin under my hand.
The young girl was now calling her latest 'Grandpa" and saying how naughty they were. He kept telling her not to do that when she sat on his lap and squirmed. My cock perked up again and was happily waving in my pants. Kim had one hand flat on my chest with her head on my shoulder. Occasionally her thumb would move and brush her nipple. I mindlessly caressed her side and up over the soft side curve of her breast.
We watched the young girl ecstatically riding her Grandpa's cock. He then had her bent over while he fucked her from behind. Kim continued to tweak her nipple with her thumb while pushing her other breast into my side. My cock was nearly jumping out of my shorts.
The movie ended. "I think I'm ready to turn in, baby girl. Pretty tired tonight." I said, standing up.
"Already?"
"You can stay up and watch more if you want."
She stood up. "No, I think I'll go to bed too." She moved into me and put her arms around my neck. "Night Daddy. This has really been nice."
I hugged her to me so there was no doubt she felt my cock throbbing against her. She pushed her tits into my chest and kissed me lightly on the mouth, hesitated, and pressed her lips on mine. I took it into a pretty hot kiss before breaking away.
"See you in the morning baby girl," I said, going into my bedroom and closing the door.
I leaned against the door still breathing hard thinking if Amy was here I'd be fucking the hell out of her now. Driving hard into her up against this door until my balls exploded into her. Instead, I jumped in the shower, took about three strokes on my cock, and exploded on the ceramic tile floor instead.
I woke her up and told her we would have a light breakfast and would be leaving. I had a surprise planned for her.
We grabbed a taxi and got out in front of an unmarked building. I knocked on the door and was admitted after giving them my name. I had my arm around Kim's shoulders as we were guided down a long dark hall and into a warm room scented with exotic spices. Two robes hung on the wall, and two glasses of champagne were on the table.



Kim inhaled the delicious scent. "What is this place?"
"It's a private, couples spa."
"Couple?"
"Yes, we are a couple," I said smiling and she had a big grin.
I walked to the robes and stripped. I turned to get the robe off the hook and noticed that Kim had stripped but had not put her robe on yet. We stood naked looking at each other.
"Its been a long time since I've seen you, Daddy." She took me in head to toe and her eyes lingered on my hardening cock.
Annika and I had always taught the girls that our bodies were nothing to be ashamed of.
"Yes, it has. You're just as beautiful as your mother and your sister." She lifted her hands to her breasts and trailed her fingers over them. "And just as sexy."
She ran over and threw her arms around my neck before I could react. Her naked body against mine sent a sharp ache through my balls that nearly doubled me over. I held her close. Her nipples hardened and dug into my chest, her blonde curls ground into my hard cock. I shuddered and put her away from me and grabbed our robes.
As we went to our couples massage I thought that I was going to be the one to seduce my daughter, but it appears it's mutual. I still planned on the whole week of seduction.
Few things in life are as good to me as a massage and I moaned my way through the whole thing and was noodle weak by the time it was over. I tried to block out Kim's arousing little mews and throaty gasps during hers but my cock was listening.
I double wrapped the robe across my front and headed to the baths. A deep soaking tub was filled with herbs and hot water that felt like silk. I got in first and as soon as I was seated Kim was on my lap. This is going to be a long day I thought. And I certainly did not intend to fuck my daughter in public so I couldn't afford to lose control.
She leaned back on my chest. "Are you enjoying it so far, baby girl?" I whispered in her ear and she leaned her head back on my shoulder and sighed.
That also gave me a perfect view of her luscious breasts bobbing on the surface of the mineral water. I knew her skin would be silken and also understood that if I touched her it would not be a good thing for my plan. My cock poked and prodded her ass and hip as she floated slightly above my lap. She took my hands and pulled my arms around her so my hands were on her belly and midriff and yes her skin was just as silky feeling as I thought it would be.
She twisted to kiss me and trapped my cock under her ass. The kiss quickly turned hot and passionate and I pulled her down on my cock. She rocked her ass and rubbed.
"Baby baby you have to stop." I gritted out. "You're going to make me cum."
"I don't care. Sperm is good for my skin too," she said and rolled her ass around on my cock. I grabbed her hips and it slipped between her legs, and she reached down and held it tight against her pussy lips while I pushed through and I soon ground out a shuddering orgasm between my daughter's sweet thighs.
I realized then that she could play the game as well as I, if not better. My innocent daughter might not be so innocent. But was she prepared for the ultimate taboo or was it just a game to her?
She spread her towel on the steam room seat and stretched out, knees up. I sat above her and watched the beads of sweat glisten on her skin. She relaxed her legs and her thighs fell open to reveal a narrow strip of blonde curls that allowed the pink inner folds to peep through.
The final was a jet massage shower that pummeled, yet soothed, your body from all angles. I went from limp to re-energized when we left.
We stopped for dinner and Kim sat across from in at the candlelit table. Her skin was dewy and fresh, and I could see how she was younger but more mature than Amy. I had often forgotten through the years that Kim was indeed younger than Amy.
She spread her napkin in her lap, sat back, and ran her barefoot up and down my leg. "I'm enjoying the time with you, Daddy."
"I'm glad baby girl." I noticed she caught the interest of several men in the restaurant.
When we left she noticed the dance floor. "They're dancing! Let's stay, Daddy?"
"Dancing is in the bar and they won't serve you in the bar," I reminded her.
"Well shoot!" she said and I laughed.
We got home and both changed. She had similar shorts and crop top on and I just wore my shorts. She settled in next to me on the sofa.
"I hope it's another sexy movie," she said, curling against my side again.
I kissed the top of her head and said, "You're a very naughty girl."
She looked up at me and kissed my jaw. "Just like we both like, right?"
Not arguable so I did not answer.
I got the movie started and put my arm around her again, but she was turned a little more than last night and my hand landed on her breast. The soft cotton top was the barrier between my fingers and her plump breast.
As I had chosen, this was another arousing movie, but it was more erotic and less in your face. Kim was immediately captivated by the titillating and romantic plot. I realized it was still sex scene after sex scene, but more well done. My hand rested loosely on her breast. As she breathed harder, her nipple rubbed against my fingers. A couple of scary parts had her gasping and I got a whole handful of tit.
Her body and reactions held more interest for me tonight. She swung her legs over my lap and I idly smoothed my hand up and down the long length.
Suddenly she jumped up. "I'll be right back!" A few minutes later she was back and plopping on my lap.
"Oooffff" I exclaimed and she giggled.
She sat sideways and when I put my arm around her, I got a handful of her other tit but this time my hand was cupped around it. Her head was on my and her fingers played in my chest hair. My cock was hard against her ass and as the movie progressed and had hotter sex scenes, she squirmed more and more. I buried my face in her silky blonde hair and breathed in her delicious scent. She tugged on my chest hair and toyed with my nipple. My cock jerked because I am a man that has a reaction to nipple play.
I stroked up and down her inner leg, each time going higher. I traced little circles on her inner thigh and moved down again. I heard her breathy whimper but continued to tease then move away.
She pressed her tit into my hand, her nipple hard in my palm. I let my fingers give a little squeeze. The movie continued to get hotter and affect Kim. She squirmed and rubbed her tit in my hand and I teased her nipple with my fingers. The movie ended with wild, raw animalistic sex. Hard and pounding.
Suddenly she was up and back on me but straddling me this time.
"Daddyyyyyyyyy."
"Yes, baby," I said, sliding my hands up her thighs, under her shorts to cup her bare ass.
"Are you gonna tease me forever?" Her fingers trailed down the center following the V until I disappeared in my shorts. And right below that was my throbbing cock tenting the fabric and right in front of that was her hot cunt spread and ready.
"Sorry baby, I didn't know I was teasing you. I was being affectionate because you feel so good in my arms."
"What?!"
"You can't mean you want to go further. I am your Daddy. You're my daughter. It wouldn't be right, baby girl." I continued to knead her plump ass.
She looked at me for a moment, tipped forward, jammed her crotch against my cock, her tits into my chest, and kissed me. It quickly turned deep and messy and hot and she rocked her hips rubbing her cunt on my cock. I pulled her ass into me and pressed into her. Thin cotton the only thing separating my cock from her pussy. She pulled her top over her head and rubbed her tits on my chest, whimpering and tongue fucking my mouth.
She was nearly out of control and I pulled her up so her silt rode my cock and pulled on her clit. She rocked faster, gasping in my mouth. I couldn't resist and took her bare tits in my hands and kneaded and pinched her nipples. She began wildly riding my cock and I pinched and pulled her nipples longer.
"Daddy I'm cumming," she wailed and I could feel the pulse of her cunt against my cock when she went over the edge. She collapsed against my chest, then felt my hard cock still in between her pussy lips. The cotton was soaked with her juices
"Cum for me, Daddy," she whispered against my mouth. "Cum for your baby girl. Pinch my titties! I love that. I love your hands on me." She arched her back. "Suck them!" she shouted and l bent and took her hard nipple in my mouth and bit and pulled and sucked. "Oh god yeah Daddy, do it hard, I love that!"
I squeezed her tits together while she rode my cock and pinched her nipples together. She moaned and asked for more. I pinched and pulled and she went wild on my cock. Her nails dug into my shoulders.
"More Daddy more! Make your baby girl cum again!"
Her words sent me over the edge and my cock pulsed against her hot juicy cunt. The cotton couldn't absorb it all and my shorts were plastered to my cock. She buried her face in my neck and bit and sucked. My daughter put her mark on me.
The next day we went shopping because she was going to an important business party with me. I dropped her at a spa to get her hair, nails, and makeup done while I brought her clothes home. Several hours later the door opened and I was knocked over when I saw her.
"You're not my daughter! What did you do with her?" She giggled. "Oh, I recognize that giggle." I looked at her not believing my eyes. The makeup made her look older, but she was even more beautiful than Annika.
I had no idea how I could keep my hands off her tonight, but I had one more day planned then she was free to choose if she wanted the tease or to go all the way with her Daddy.
"Your clothes are on the bed." I was already dressed to go and sat to read the paper.
"Thank you, Daddy."
I looked up and felt like a punch in the gut. She stood in the doorway in the black lace bra, lace thong, black garter belt, and thigh-high hose and the highest black heels I could find.
"Kim," I just said, speechless. She turned around and looked over her shoulder. The black thing disappeared between her cheeks and I wanted to run over there, push the thong aside and slide my cock in her. "You're gorgeous." I licked my lips that suddenly were bone dry. "I'm going to have to keep you by my side all night tonight. I'm thankful they won't see you like this or I'd be fighting them off."
"I'm going to wear this again. But just for you Daddy", she said, disappearing into her room.
That rang in my ears all night. My business acquaintances had no way of knowing Kim was my daughter and assumed she was my date. Her black dress set off her creamy skin and blonde hair. No one would have ever guessed her age. She was not only beautiful but was outgoing but gracious. She drew them out in conversation and discovered things about them I never knew. She rarely left my side but wasn't stuck to me. I had many envious glances and I thought if they only knew. She was even better than her mother.
"Oh Jack," she said when I walked up. "I was just telling Larry about the prep school. He has been looking for one for his daughter and I suggested there." I nodded and went on to talk about schools and education. Larry had no idea that she had been the student there just a few days ago.
Before the party ended I had a text from an associate asking if Kim would be looking for a job. He would love to have her in his firm. I laughed to myself thinking that if he realized she had not even started college yet much less be ready for the job force. Besides, I planned on keeping her in my business, hopefully, to take over one day.
We closed the apartment door behind us and she wrapped her arms around me. "Daddy, I've never had so much fun!" I held her around the waist.
"I'm glad you enjoyed it, baby girl. You were a real hit with everyone. Even the women loved you, which is a conquest in itself."
Her heels brought us nose to nose and I watched her run her tongue over her painted red lips that had driven me crazy all night. I slid my hands down and cupped her ass and pulled her against me. She tipped her hips and bumped into my hard bulge. Those baby blue eyes grew dark with lust.
"But do you love me, Daddy," she said, her lips brushing mine.
"Of course I do, Kim."
She looked into my eyes. "Do you really love me," she repeated, pressing her body into mine.
I took her lips in a passionate kiss and dipped my tongue into her mouth to taste her. I ran my hand up her side and kneaded her fleshy tit. Our kiss grew hotter and wetter and inflamed me. I felt for the zipper up her back and started to lower it.
"Not now Daddy," she gasped, breaking our kiss."I want you to know it's me. Your daughter when we do this." She gave me one last kiss, walked into her bedroom, and closed the door.
Game. Set. I wanted her to know what she was getting into before we made love, and it turns out she wants the same. After spending this week with her, she has become even more to me. I have watched her conduct herself more of an adult than adults twice her age do.
I took a shower then took a chance.
I eased her door open and saw her bedside light on. She was in bed reading.
"I thought you'd never show up," she said, putting the book away. "And you're dressed perfectly for the occasion," she murmured watching me walk naked across the floor.
"As I hoped you would be for me." She flipped the covers back and to reveal her stunningly naked body. She had showered and removed all the makeup and was my daughter again. But I knew the other Kim was still in there.
She stood up and we moved into each other's arms.
"Oh god Daddy, you feel so good against my skin. Our naked bodies together. As it should be."
"Are you sure baby girl? There can be a lot of repercussions about this. It's incest. Taboo. Against the law."
She nodded. "I know Daddy. I'm old enough to decide what I want. To know what I need. I want to be yours. Your daughter and your lover."
I lowered her to the bed and eased between her soft thighs. I needed to be inside her. I needed to join us together. To complete us.
"Now Daddy, now. Make love to me. I want you deep inside me."
Our eyes locked as I pushed in her tight pussy. Her lips parted and breathy long mew came out and my cock throbbed. Her soft thighs wrapped around me and locked me in. I ground deep. She slowly blinked and her eyes were heavily lidded.
"Oh Daddy, it's never been...."
"Me either Kim, me either."
We kissed. Kim planted her feet on the bed and pushed up as I stroked in. She met me stroke for stroke. Our bodies pounded together. Her sharp nails scored my back, pain-pleasure.
She pushed me and we rolled until she was on top, riding my cock. I took her bouncing tits and my hands and pinched her nipples. She ground down, threw her head back with a gritty wail.
"Harder Daddy!"
I pinched her nipples together while her tits bounced pulled at her nipples. My baby girl loved pain-pleasure too. She leaned over and dropped a nipple in my mouth. I bit and nibbled. I tugged with my teeth. She rocked and ground down. My cock rubbed her clit directly in this position and it wasn't long until she shuddered and her cunt clamped on my cock at the same time I intensified the nipple play.
"Oh god yeahhhhhhhhhhhhh Daddyyyyyyyyyyyyy," she moaned.
The tight clenching on my cock sent me over the edge and I held her hips, drove deep, and poured into her cunt.
"Baby girl you are so special," I said as we lay tangled together.
"I love you, Daddy. I love you as my Daddy, and I love you as a lover."
And that's why you're special. You are my daughter and my lover too."
"Will Amy share you or will she be jealous?"
I was speechless for a moment. I had no idea she knew about Amy and me.
"To be honest, I have no idea, Kim. How did you know about Amy?"
The last few times I was with you both I could tell you were different from each other. Amy touched you a lot and I saw her squeezing the bulge in your pants once after she made you hard."
"I guess my question is now, will you share, and will you be jealous."
She hesitated. "I honestly don't know."
I had already planned something for tonight, our last night together here. But there was a place I wanted to go before that and because I was an NYC guy, I knew just where to go.
I had Kim up and in a cab before she knew what was going on. We got out of the cab and walked half a block to a blaring neon sign building and I pulled her in the door.
"Where are we?" she asked.
"I"m going to buy you some toys."
"Toys?!"
"Oh yeah, you're gonna love these kinds of toys."
I immediately spotted the first thing I was looking for and grabbed them off the rack. I pulled her into the fitting room.
"Take your bra off, baby girl."
She pulled her top over her head and reached back to release her tits into my hands. I took a moment to kiss each other, then suck and bite and nip her nipples long and hard.
She moaned, "Daddy!"
I pinched and put a nipple clamp on her bulleted nipple. She groaned in pain, then quickly the pain changed to lust. I clamped one on her other nipple.
She hissed through her teeth. "Oh my god, that feels so fucking good."
"You like them, baby girl?"
"Oh god yeah," she said, kneading and squeezing her tits in her hands.
I pulled her shirt over her head and stuffed her bra in her purse. She looked down.
"I look obscene!"
"Mmmm, yes you do and I love it."
"I can't go out like this." Her nipples along with the clamps poked the front of her thin shirt out.
"Sure you can. It's NYC."
I grabbed some plastic clothespins, and filled a shopping basket up with sundry sex toys for us both, and checked out.
Kim squirmed on the seat next to me in the taxi.
"How're you doing my lover," I asked, smiling and she just moaned low.
I pulled up her shirt to her and the cab driver's surprise. He quickly recovered because he's an NYC cab driver. Kim took a little longer to recover but when she saw him looking at her during red lights, she left her tits bare to him and anyone looking into our cab until he pulled up in front of our building.
She yanked her shirt down, I threw the driver money and we ran into the building and up the elevator. She was unzipping my pants before the doors open and I ran down the hall with my hard dick flopping out my pants.
She slammed the door behind us, ripped off her clothes, she yanked down my pants..
"Fuck me NOW. HERE."
She wrapped her legs around me and I shoved her against the door and drove in.
"Dammit fuck me hard," she commanded. I impaled her on my cock and sat her on the edge of the table and pounded into her. My balls were boiling and I knew I wouldn't last long.
She squeezed her tits hard, clamps pulled her nipples longer.
"Oh my god yeah," she shouted loud and shuddered. Her cunt milked my cock and I followed her over the edge in a loud shouting orgasm.
She laid there naked on the table. Her hair was all tangled, lipstick smeared. "Did I really ride in the cab topless?"
I laughed. "Yes, you did you sexy thing."
"How did you know how much I'd like these Daddy?"
"I haven't been a hermit, baby girl and I lived in NYC where anything goes."
"Someday I want to know everything."
"Oh my," I said nearly blushing.
"Hey this is our last day here," she said sadly.
"I know. I"m sad too. I have one last place for us to go tonight. I already bought clothes for you. They're on your bed."
She came out with what appeared to be a piece of silver draped sequin fabric and held it up. "Is this a dress? Can I wear this in public?"
"We're going to a private club tonight, so that's no problem."
"Mmmm." She studied me for a moment. "Is this one of those sex things from your NYC life?" I laughed.



She locked me out of the bathroom so she could lather and shave and cream and scent.
She repeated the same makeup from the night of the party and she was again a knockout. She hadn't changed into her dress yet. I knew I wouldn't get to see her until the last minute. She wore a thin silk robe and my cock reacted. She walked over and straddled my lap and sat down.
"I never dreamed...."
"Me either."
I parted her robe to expose her creamy delights. I tentatively licked her swollen nipples and she moaned.
"It hurts so good, don't stop."
I took her nipples in my teeth and she reached down and pulled my cock out the fly of my boxers and sank down on it. I felt her cunt muscles gripping and clenching my shaft. She rocked and ground down and massaged my cock with her inner muscles. She pulled my face into her tits and I inhaled her sexy scent. She rocked and ground down and squeezed until we both shuddered and panted our orgasms.
"I love when your seed runs out of me, Daddy."
Our private time is coming to an end much too quickly I thought to myself.
The taxi dropped us off in front of a plain NYC building. No signs and no numbers. I knocked on the door and spoke in the speaker. The door opened and we went in.
It was a private club with a series of smaller rooms. Each had a theme and you were free to choose one or move from room to room. I knew which one I wanted for us and led her down the long corridor to open the door to a brightly lit stage with a pole. The host took us to an empty booth, which was arranged for total privacy while we watched the show. Food and drink were prearranged.
I let Kim walk ahead of me because I knew many eyes would be on her. The backless silver sequin dress dipped down to show ass cleavage. A loose drape covered each breast and the center dropped to just short of her pussy.A silver chain around her neck held the halter-style top. It was loose enough that any movement bared a tit for a flash. I knew she would be gorgeous for the show that was to come.
Since it was a private club, no one asked for ID, and I ordered her a drink. I wanted her to relax and get loose.
We settled into the intimate booth and she sat close with her hand resting on
my inner thigh against my balls.
"I get to drink this?" she asked, amazed.
"Yes baby girl, it's all yours." I watched her take a sip and look around curiously. "Your pussy is wet."
"Yes it is, how did you guess."
"You're wearing your clamps," I said, smiling.
"You know me too well."
"We are both learning."
"Yes we are," she replied, smiling.
We ate and prepared for the show.
"Can I have another drink?" I pressed the buzzer under the table and someone immediately appeared for the order. He was almost just as quickly back with the drink.
The lights brightened on stage and you could then see the pole center front and two on each side near the back of the stage. Three beautiful women appeared on stage and began a sexy burlesque routine that quickly turned erotic when stripped naked and used the poles. The music was hard-driving and the audience buzzed with excitement. It sounded as though many ended when the show did.
Kim was squirming and wanted to see more.
We filtered out of the room with the others and I led her down the hall to another room. This one was much bigger and had open tables as well as private booths. This too had a stage with four poles though. We found an open table and a girl appeared to take our order. She was topless but had a thong on as they all did. They were also all extraordinarily beautiful women.
I ordered our drinks and the girl smiled at Kim who was staring at her. "You are just gorgeous," Kim said in awe.
"Well thank you beautiful, I'm Reisa," she said and leaned over to kiss her on the cheek near her mouth. I knew she would be our girl for the remainder of our night and could get even more intimate if we wanted.
"She kissed me!"
"She did. You're hot baby girl." A lot of eyes were on Kim since she was out in the open here. Her back was totally bare and so were her tits from the side view. "Many men here are looking at you. Wishing you were theirs."
"They can look but not touch!" she said, the alcohol finally getting to her. I hid a smile.
I put my arm around the back of her chair and slipped my hand into the side of her top and pushing it away to play with her tit and give others a show.
Reisa was back with our drinks. "Let me know if anything else interests you."
"Yes, I'm sure it will later," I said smiling. She leaned over and whispered in my ear and nodded.
"What did she say?"
"She said she likes us both."
"Oh." She thought for a minute. "What does that mean?"
"I guess just what it means," I said, knowing she would see what I meant as the evening was starting to heat up in the rest of the room.
This was a sexual entertainment venue of the highest caliber. All of the employees here were exceptionally beautiful and exhibitionists. No matter where you looked in the room there was some sexual activity going on. Women were topless and their escorts were enjoying the freedom to play in public.
"Look at Reisa," Kim whispered excitedly. She was straddling a man at the next table. While he was helping himself to her fabulous tits, she was expertly stroking him between her legs. It was not long until he filled the napkin she discreetly held. She stood up, gave him a lingering kiss and he slipped a bill in her hand.
Kim was wide-eyed. "You like?" She nodded.
"Have you done that when you came here?"
"I never got a hand job like that, no."
"What did you do?"
"There are private booths in the back for more, umm, intense things."
"Like what?"
I laughed knowing she was not going to give up. "I got a special lap dance where she used my pole."
Kim giggled. "You got fucked!"
"Yes! And they will also perform oral sex if you want."
"Oh, Daddy that's so exciting." She literally danced in her chair. I moved the loose folds of the front of her dress aside to expose her tits. She glanced around noticing that many other women were topless.
Reisa brought drinks and smiled when she saw Kim had bared her tits to the room. She leaned close and said, "You have many men in the room hard for you my young love."
She picked up the cold glass damp glass and rubbed it on both Kim's nipples, immediately bringing them to attention. She gasped and thrust her tits out. Reisa had an ice cube in her fingers and moved it across Kim's tits, through the valley, and up across her chest to her neck. Kim's head fell back and her tits pushed out even more. Many had stopped what they were doing to watch.
Reisa circled her nipple, making it colder and harder, then took that one in her warm mouth as she did the same to the other. Kim gasped as did many in the room. Reisa moved to that nipple and took it in her hot mouth. She whispered in Kim's ear and walked away.
Kim's baby blue eyes were dark with lust and heavy-lidded. "Daddy.... I've never had a stranger touch me like that. It was so exciting!"
"Do you want to watch Reisa give me a lap dance?" She nodded vigorously. "Naked or clothed."
"Naked of course."
I whispered to Reisa the next time she came to our table. A few minutes later she guided us to the back into a small room with a reclining armless chair and satin-padded benches on three walls.
"So, your beautiful woman wants to watch," Reisa said, rubbing her hand over my pants before helping me unbuckle and unzip and remove shoes. She kept eye contact with Kim, who was again wide-eyed. She removed her thong to reveal a patch of auburn hair and thick pink pussy lips. She turned and rubbed her ass on my cock. I held her hips and she pressed back until my cock stroked through the valley of her firm ass. I hissed through my teeth when her strong globes clamped down on my cock.
Kim was watching intently, her tongue flicking across her lips. Her dress had fallen to her waist and her nipples were long and hard.
Reisa guided me down on the chair and straddled me. She gripped the chair above me and undulated her body on mine. She dropped a big rosy nipple in my mouth and I tugged it long and hard. I heard her soft mew when I did the same to the other.
"Special treat," she said, unbuttoning my shirt and pushing it off until I was naked beneath her.
Very special because this woman moved like a panther. I ran my hands up her thighs to her ass and squeezed the hard muscles. She brought her legs up so she was on top of me and began undulating her body again, grinding against my cock, dropping her nipples into my mouth. I ran my hands over her firm tits and kneaded.
Her eyes closed and her breathing increased. She dropped her legs to each side of me opening her pussy and my cock immediately probed.
Her eyes opened. "Special treat. Full treatment?" I rocked my hips up which slid the head of my cock up her slit. I wasn't going to turn down a ride from a beautiful lady.
She slides lower and suddenly raised up, taking my cock deep inside her. Her cunt gripped my cock so tight I moaned and she worked her inner muscles without moving he body.
She motioned for Kim to come over. She leaned over and nipped each breast before pushing her skirt up until her dress was bunched at her waist. She hooked her fingers in Kim's thong and it landed in a puddle at her feet.
She whispered something and pointed. Kim stood behind me and suddenly she was straddling my face and lowering her wet cunt on my mouth.
I growled low and deep. Cunt muscles massaging my cock and a wet cunt on my face. Special treat indeed.
Kim's juices flowed on my face nearly immediately as she shuddered her first. Reisa leaned forward and as they kissed began sliding the full length of my cock. She lifted until I was nearly out and drove me deep. Long hard strokes of her tight cunt on my cock assured me I wouldn't last long. The muffled whimpers and sloppy wet kisses added to my arousal.
I ate Kim and jerked hard into Reisa as she rode faster. She was a master at this and her cunt muscles tightened and milked the length of my cock until I quickly erupted in a trembling orgasm.
Kim climbed down off the chair and Reisa efficiently dressed. I pressed a big bill in her hand and my business card.
"You and your daughter were a real treat for me, lover," she said, disappearing out the door.
I was stunned at how easily someone made us. We left right away since we had an early flight back to the house.
"Last night was so hot, Daddy," Kim said on the flight back. "The whole week was. Thank you," she said, squeezing my hand.
Now came the reality of adding my other daughter to the mix. I thought Kim would be so similar when I fact she was totally different despite their age difference.
My car was waiting at the curb at the airport and we sped off toward the unknown.
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"Daddy, pleasseeee," Olivia whispered in a voice much too seductive for a twenty-year-old.
She squeezed between the breakfast table and my body to sit her soft plump ass on my lap. Her arms came around my neck so her ample tits pushed into my chest. The thin nightgown did nothing to suppress the hardening nipples that poked into my bare chest.
"I need some new clothes for summer. Everything I have is for college."
Her lips were inches from mine. Her breath came out in soft little puffs when she talked, which hardened my cock even more. She rocked her ass letting me know she felt it.
"Larry, can you stop at the grocery store on your way home from work," she said, coming into the kitchen and just that quick Olivia was off my lap and leaning against the counter eating her toast. "I have another late meeting so I'm not sure when I'll be home so don't wait dinner for me."
I nodded. "Yep, just leave the list, no problem." I had scooted my chair more under the table to hide the hard-on the tented the front of my sleep pants.
"What're you doing today, Olivia?" her Mom asked.
"I may invite a girlfriend over to hang out at the pool with me."
"Fun, I think we have enough snacks and soda around for you girls," she said, picking up her laptop case and purse. "Okay you guys, see you later!" And she was out the door.
"You are cutting it way too close young lady," I said, frowning. "She almost caught you on my lap."
She came up behind me, leaned so her tits draped my shoulder while her fingers wove through the hair on my chest. I stifled a moan.
"I just can't help myself, Daddy." Those little puffs of breaths in my ear made my cock throb and I was glad it was still hidden under the table. "I see you and I want to rub my body against yours."
"You're turning into quite the cock tease you know," I said, knowing that was in her college vocabulary.
She twisted around so she was back on my lap again, facing me. The gossamer-thin nightgown. The only thing between her forbidden tits and my chest. She pressed them into me, her arms around my neck. Automatically I circled her waist. As she raised her arms, her nightgown worked higher until the lace followed the lines of her thighs, and dipped down to the V between her legs.
"I'm not teasing though, Daddy. I want to follow through." She rocked her soft ass into my throbbing cock.
Just for a moment, I thought as I moved my hands to her plump ass and pulled her down harder into my cock. Just for a moment. She rubbed her tits hard against my chest and sucked on my earlobe.
"Daddy I can tell you want me too," she breathed in my ear. "All I have to do is straddle your lap and this is ready for you." She lifted her gown to show her pussy. Pink lips were swollen and damp.
"I have to get dressed and get to work. If you need anything, call me. I'll be in the office all day," I said, ignoring her pouting lip
I watched her walk out of the room, her thin cotton nightgown clinging to her curves and cupping he ass. I sighed, thinking, old man you got a wake-up blow job from your wife this morning and an hour later you're lusting after your daughter. Olivia was getting more insistent and taking more chances. On one hand, it was exciting, but reality told me otherwise.
When I got home I walked out to only see Olivia in the pool. "I thought you were having friends over."
She turned and gave me her big smile. "Daddy! They were. They just left."
She came up the steps, rising out of her water like a beautiful mermaid. Olivia did not dress provocatively, and her bright blue one-piece bathing suit served only to enhance her gorgeous curves.
The plunging neckline teased you with the inner curves of her breasts. Thirty-six C. I know. I peeked. It was high cut on the hips making her legs look even longer. As I looked at her I watched her nipples harden and poke through the knit. She walked up to me.
"Are you coming, Daddy?" Water clung to her long eyelashes that framed her deep blue eyes. The bright blue suit made them even more sultry. I watched water running off her shoulder-length hair into rivers between her breasts. I wanted to trace them with my tongue. "Coming into the pool, I mean," she said with her sexy smile.
With an inner groan, I knew I had to be the adultier one. "Don't think so, honey. I will sit by the pool while you swim."
I hated the disappointment in her eyes but knew I was treading on thin ice and it could be disastrous if I fell through. I didn't want to lose my marriage, or worse, get arrested, for fucking my daughter. At twenty she was of age she could make rational decisions. In fact, would soon be twenty-one, and normally I would be worried, but Olivia has never caused us any worries at all.
She is a beautiful girl and I am sure guys would be after her, especially at college, but she never dated much in high school, and even less now that she is in college. She was always focused on her studies, and as our only child, we were thrilled. I think she is a late bloomer testing her powers of seduction on the nearest male. Which is me.
She was drying off when I came back out, cold drinks in hand.
"Ohhhh thank you, Daddy!"
She took a sip then sat on the chaise and began applying sunscreen. Long white drips took an agonizingly slow time to come out the tip of the bottle into her waiting palm. She sniffed the coconut tropical scent before rubbing her hands together. She began stroking at her ankles and made one long pass up to the edge of her swimsuit. I felt a little ache in my balls when I watched the same slow drip and motion up the other leg. I thought the sunscreen company should use her in a television ad and they would have every man buying it for their woman.
She leaned back on the chaise and held the bottle over her upper chest and squeezed small white drops across her shoulders, and down the valley of her breasts. I swallowed hard that it looked so much like cum splashed on her. She ran her fingertips around, smearing it on her hot skin. I watched her make little circles in the white cream down into the valley of her breasts.
I took a long swig of soda, enjoying the coolness on my dry hot throat. "So," I started to say but it was a croak and I had to clear my throat. "What do you want to do this summer, Olivia? Do you want to go somewhere on vacation maybe? Get away for a weekend or two?"
She looked thoughtful. "Not sure, Daddy. Have to think about it."
I nodded. "Okay, just let me know. Your Mom and I have to take off work and they need to know ahead." She nodded.
"I go to Grandma's a lot with Mom, but I never get to go anywhere with just us."
Alarm bells and flashing lights went off in my head. "That's true. I didn't know you wanted to just spend time with me. What were you thinking we could do?"
"Maybe just a long weekend somewhere? The beach or something like that?"
I relaxed when she said the beach. Lots of fun activities that would keep us busy outdoors and her distracted from her seduction. "Yeah honey, that does sound like fun. Let me run it by Mom and then we can talk more about it?"
"Okay, Daddy, thanks."
A few nights later Becca mentioned going to her Mom's for a few days. "I forgot, but a few days ago I asked Olivia what she wanted to do this summer. Vacation or a couple of long weekends, or what. She mentioned that you and her go to your Mom's, but she and I don't get Dad and daughter time. She said she'd like to go to the beach for a long weekend. I told her I'd run it by you."
"I think it's a great idea, Larry. I spent time with my Father and have great memories," she said thoughtfully. "You know I have to go out of town for a meeting for a week. You could go then if you want. Take the whole week or whatever you want."
"Yeah yeah baby, I think we'll do that. I won't feel so bad about leaving you home while we go."
"Mmmm, I love you so much," she said, rolling over and sliding her leg over me. We slept nude so the feel of her body against mine was instantly arousing.
"I love you too baby," I said, pulling her on top of me. My hard cock nestled in between her open legs. We started kissing. Hot and passionately. Tongues dueled in each other's mouth and it turned wet and messy.
She let her legs fall on either side of me so her cunt was open and my cock head zeroed in on her entrance. She was up on her elbows and rocked her hips into me. She kissed across my chest and nibbled at my nipples, then tugged with her teeth. She rolled up still straddling me. My cock was tight under her cunt and she slid her wet pussy over it.
I ran my hands up her sides to her breasts. They weren't large but a nice handful that was tipped with rosy pink nipples. I pulled them longer and harder and she moaned and rose up. Holding my cock, she slid her hot pussy slowly down until she was grinding against me.
"Oh baby, you feel so good," is groaned, bucking up and giving her a ride. She rocked and ground down hard and rode. Her cunt gripped me as wave after wave washed through her. Her head was back and mouth open in a long wail.
Her cunt milking my cock did it and I felt it in my balls and thrust up, holding her down while I pumped my load into her.
She collapsed on me. "Oh god, Larry, that was so good. I needed that."
.....
Olivia was ecstatic with the news we were not only going to the beach but would be gone a week.
"I really need some new clothes, Daddy. Can I use your credit card?"
"You just got some new clothes!"
"Yeah but I need something for this vacation now!" I handed her the card and cringed watched her bounced out the door to shop.
We had several more weeks that gave me time to look for some resorts that would work for us both and be on the beach. I'd hoped to get in a round of golf, and although the courses weren't attached to the resorts on the beach, they had transport there so I was happy. I narrowed it down to southwest Florida and soon found the perfect one. I called for reservations and got a two-bedroom suite overlooking the ocean. I knew Olivia would love the private balcony so she could people watch the beach.
That night I told Becca about the resort. "And if you're a good girl, I'll take you there someday."
"Oh really... I'll have to work real hard at being a good girl ten.
"I'm sure you can do it."
"If you keep talking like that I'm not going to get dinner done!" She went back to her chopping.
Olivia came in and wrapped her arms around my shoulders, and when I looked over my shoulder, she kissed me. On the mouth. Teasing my lips with her tongue. With her Mom only feet away.
She stood up and said, "I'm home! Thanks, Daddy, I didn't spend too much." She handed me the credit card.
Becca turned, seconds away from catching our forbidden kiss. Olivia kiss me that is. "I'm glad you got some new clothes, honey. Your Dad picked out a really nice place for you two."
She turned back to her dinner preparations and as soon as she did, Olivia leaned over to give me another kiss with a naughty tongue tease before dragging all her shopping bags to her room. I sighed, thinking again how close we came to Becca discovering us. Again. We needed to get this game under control. Or rather I needed to do it. I had to have a discussion with Olivia. This risky teasing behind her Mom's back had to stop.
Olivia came back into the kitchen after changing into shorts and a tank top. She leaned on the counter, looked at me, and said, "Tell me about it, Daddy?"
"I'm not going to tell you, it's s surprise!"
It was then I noticed she was giving me a direct view down the valley between her swaying tits as she leaned over. The neckline gaped so her ample breasts were exposed nearly down to her nipples. I swallowed hard wanting to tear my eyes away and chastise her, yet wanting to see more.
Watching me, she moved her forearms across the counter which squeezed her breasts together nearly pushing them over the top of her tank. She slipped a hand in her tank and fondled her tit. She bent her head down and licked her tit.
I jumped up so quick I knocked the counter stool over.
"Larry!" Becca hollered. "You scared me!"
I laughed uncomfortably. "Sorry!" I glared at Olivia and said, "Set the table."
.....
Olivia began to touch me whenever she could, again, even when Becca would be right there. She loved taking chances and when she noticed my reaction, by the bulge in my pants, she did not let up. It was a dangerous game she played, but I was afraid she was drawing me into it.
I was just out of the shower with a towel wrapped around my waist, shaving at the sink and Olivia came barging in.
"Oh sorry Daddy, I didn't know you were in here. Mom wanted me to get something out of the medicine cabinet."
She squeezed between me and the sink and started slowly rifling through the things. She bent closer and her ass pushed against my erection. As though deciding on which item to choose, she rocked back and forth rubbing her ass against me. I wanted to grab her hips. Pull her skirt up and drive my cock in.
"Olivia," I groaned.
She grabbed something from the shelf, stood up, turned and my towel dropped to the floor. She looked down with wide eyes because my cock was pointing at her and throbbing. I heard her whimper before rushing out of the room.
I tossed the towel over the hook. I finished shaving wondering how I was going to get through a week of close contact with my daughter without the built-in barrier of Mom.
.....
I picked up a few new things for the trip myself. New swim shorts, Florida bright t-shirts, and sleep pants and shorts. I usually slept nude, but that would never work, even with two bedrooms. I hoped Olivia would find some friends her age at the resort to have fun with.
It was a six-hour drive and I wanted to get an early start. I had the car packed and ready to go. Becca had flown out last evening so it was up to me to get Olivia up and moving.
"Time to go lazybones!" I knocked on her door. And went to the kitchen to grab a quick cup of coffee, knowing I'd have to try waking her up again.
"Okay okay, I'm ready," I heard her sleepy voice behind me before I had my first cup of coffee down. I turned to see her wrapped up in a blanket, her eyes half-open.
I rinsed my cup and said, "Let's get on the road then! Tooooo the beachessssss!" She giggled.
Olivia was asleep before I backed out of the car out of the garage. I loved to drive and didn't mind not having to chat. We were a couple of hours into the trip and Olivia wanted to get something to eat. I was perusing the menu board at the drive-through.
We pulled up to the window to pay and the young guy at the window's eyes nearly popped out of his head. I looked over at Olivia seeing her midriff-baring halter top that tightly corralled her breasts like two melons. It wasn't that it was low cut, but the silky fabric cupped her tits and made you want to slide your hands over her firm globes. I shoved the money in his hand, grabbed the bag, and pulled away. We had decided to stop for a few minutes to eat our food, then finish the rest on the road.
She set up the food on the console between our seats and I had to face her to eat. Her breasts drew my eyes like magnets. I tried to look like I was dipping my fries in the ketchup, but here I was, ogling my daughter's breasts.
I knew I should be ashamed, even shocked at myself. But she had been teasing me unmercifully and I was seeing her as a woman as well as my daughter. Her nipples hardened and poked through the filmy cloth.
"Daddy, is that for me?" she whispered, looking at the tent in my knit shorts.
"Olivia, you know it is. You're not that innocent that you don't know what you do to a man. You're very beautiful."
But I am."
"Am what," I felt lost in the conversation, but anything to distract me from her hellacious breasts.
"Innocent. I'm a virgin."
I've heard of stunned silence before, but never really experienced it. Until now. I never wanted to think about anyone putting it on my daughter. Just something that a father does not want to think about. But she would be twenty-one this week and I guess I never dreamed she was a virgin.
"That's great, honey. To save yourself for the man you love is wonderful."
"I'm not really."
"Not what?" I said, confused again.
"I saved myself for you, Daddy. I want you to be the first man that makes love to me."
I swallowed hard and turned to look out the windshield at the cars streaming by. They were all just going about their daily business. Grocery. Mall. Doctor's apportionment. I thought no one else was just blindsided by their daughter.
"I umm, appreciate that you want me to do that for you, honey." I looked over at her. "But it's just not right. Not what everyone does. You'll find a nice guy and then... It'll all just happen naturally."
"I don't care what everyone else does. I want to make love with you for the first time."
I started the car. "We need to get back on the road, honey. Let's discuss this later okay?"
"Yes, later," she said looking out her window.
In a short time, we were pulling up to the resort portico. Employees hustled out with shiny brass baggage carts and had our bags unloaded almost before we got out. We were in a whirlwind into the lobby, checking in and being taken to our cottage on a golf cart.
"Oh, Daddy!"
Small cottages were nestled into the dunes with winding paths to the beach. A wide shaded porch spanned the front and was outfitted with various recliners, chairs, and small tables. At the end of the porch, a white circular staircase led to the lookout on the roof, no doubt with a spectacular view of the beach and ocean.
Our bags had already arrived, and after a quick tour, we were left alone.
"Choose your room, honey! I'm going look around a bit."
Sliders opened to a private courtyard that probably had the same footprint as the house. There was a small glistening pool and a bubbling hot tub next to it. Lounge chairs, table and chairs, and a bar. Tropical colored umbrellas could be moved for shade wherever you needed.
"Oh my gosh!" Olivia came out and surveyed the courtyard. She wrapped her arms around my waist and had her head on my chest. "Thank you, Daddy! This is wonderful!"
I held her against me. "You're welcome, honey. I think we are going to enjoy a week here hmm?" She nodded. "How about we put our suits on and see if that pool is as refreshing as it looks. We can gather beach stuff and head out there tomorrow?"
"Yes, sounds good. Maybe we can just order in for dinner?"
"Absolutely!"
We headed in to change into our suits and met back at the pool. Olivia came out in a one-piece swimsuit similar to the one she had worn earlier. But this one was black and it made her look sexier. Just what I need, I thought to myself.
I jumped in and splashed and she followed. We swam for a while, and she floated on her back, while I leaned against the edge. She floated towards me, giving me a better look at how tightly her tits were confined in the thin knit. The wet fabric clung to her hard nipples and I could see the bumps of her aureole around. Her suit was high cut on her hips and the wet suit had created a camel toe as it sucked onto the lips of her pussy.
Her eyes remained closed, her blonde hair spiked around her head like a halo. As I studied her, my cock was trying to push out the leg of my swim shorts. There was nothing I could do, and it would be a week of this. At least between the times, I got myself off. And by the looks of it so far, was going to be often.



I got out of the pool, toweled off, and stretched out on the lounger, flat on my back to relax. I must have dozed because the next I felt was water dripping on me and a shadow.
"Daddy, you're going to burn," she said, dropping a bottle of sunscreen next to me.
"Mmm, you're probably right, honey."
"Do you want me to do it?"
"Mmm please," I said, still drowsy from sleep and sun.
She sat on the edge of the lounger, her hip against mine. I was drifting in and out. The cream squirted out of the bottle, and she stroked my shoulders from my neck down my arms, and back up. It felt so cool. The cream was buttery soft and melted on my skin. I heard another spurt of the cream, followed by the scent of tropical coconut drifting in the air.
She stroked her hands from my shoulders down my chest to the top edge of my shorts, and back up. It started to feel more like a massage, and I was not resistant. I still drifted in and out and she was lulling me into a state of languid arousal. My arms and legs felt so heavy, but all my senses were heightened.
She made a few more strokes on my chest with the sunscreen, then moved on her knees between my legs.
She patted sunscreen on the tops of my feet, then doing both legs at the same time, began to spread the cream from my ankles to my knees. A hesitation then the scent, then her hands splayed on my thigh and moved higher, stopping just under the edge of my shorts. And again, but her fingers edged a little further into the leg of my shorts. And again, closer yet.
I could feel my cock beginning to strain, knowing how close her soft hand was. I had been lulled into this erotic state that decency was no longer at the forefront of my mind. That she was my daughter was no longer at the forefront of my mind. She had me on a slow burn and I was engulfed.
She made no pretense of using the cream but ran her fingers up the leg of my shorts until they brushed my hard cock. It jerked when she touched it.
"Daddy," she whispered. I opened my eyes for the first time and she was on her knees between my thighs with the top of her bathing suit pushed down to her waist.
"Oh my god," I breathed. It was the first time I'd seen her breasts exposed. Young thirty-six C tits sat high and proud on her chest. Her nipples were large and light shell pink. They looked so delicate, but under my gaze, they grew hard.
She came up on her knees and her tits hung down as she leaned up to kiss me lightly on the lips. As though testing. She opened her eyes and brushed her lips over mine. I moaned and she pressed harder and pushed her tongue into my mouth.
I cupped her hanging tits in my hands and abraded her nipples with my palms. She groaned in my mouth when I kneaded her firm flesh.
"Oh Daddy, that feels so good," she said, her breath made little puffs on my lips when she began panting. "Mmmm, I love this so much."
She moved so her knee was against my balls and cock and the other outside my hip, so she could lean up more to drop her tit in my mouth.
"They ache, Daddy," she murmured.
Her breasts were magnificent. The hard center was a darker candy pink, but her aureole was so light it almost blended in with her soft white skin. Being a natural blonde, her skin was white, nearly translucent. I squeezed her tits together and rubbed my mouth and cheek over her nipples, abrading them harder.
I heard her gasp. She was on her hands and knees over me and was watching. "Does this feel good, baby?"
Her lips parted and I watched her tongue flick over them. Her soft thigh pressed into my cock and I rocked the hardness against her. She looked at me with pure lust in her eyes. She knew what she wanted, but had no clue what she was asking for.
It was then I regained my sense.
"Baby baby, stop. We have to stop." She looked at me, her eyes glazed, hungry, then confused. "We can't do this, Olivia," I said, sitting up while she sat back on her feet. I pulled the straps of her swimsuit up over her shoulders and pulled the cups over her breasts.
"But Daddy, I want you. I hurt," she murmured, nearly in tears.
"I know you do baby."
I pulled her down next to me on the lounger. My cock was throbbing, almost painfully, but that would be taken care of that later. I pulled her thigh over my hip and pushed her suit away to expose her soft sweet pussy lips. I stroked her wet pink slit and she moaned in my neck. Her hips automatically began to rock into my hand.
Her clit was big as a lima bean, and I wanted to get my mouth on her but knew she was not ready for that yet. I brushed it lightly with the tip of my finger and she shuddered. I began a rhythmic pace and she dug her fingers into my arm. She pushed her breasts into my side and I could feel the hardness of her nipple through the suit.
She whimpered louder. She hung on tighter. She panted faster as I drove her to the edge. Her hips moved as though she was fucking. I teased her clit at the pace she set.
Little moans with every gasping breath that got louder and louder, until finally, she flew over the edge. She muffled her screams in my neck. Her back arched thrusting her breasts out and her body went rigid.
At the same time, untouched, my cock pumped its load into my swim shorts and I flew off the peak with her.
My chest heaved while I caught my breath. Olivia had a grip on my chest hair and I could feel the tenseness still draining out of her body. Her breasts pushed into me as she gasped for air. I hugged her to me.
"Oh Daddy, its never been like that before. You knew just what to do."
"I'm glad you're happy, baby," I said, kissing her on the top of the head. "It never happened like that before for me too."
Later on, while I was shaving before my shower I saw the love bite she left on my neck. Thankfully it would be faded by the time we got back home, I thought.
The next day we had a cooler of water and sandwiches delivered and went to the beach, just a few steps through the dunes. The seagulls were laughing, swooping, and circling waiting for tourists to feed them. We Floridians are smart enough to know what goes in, must come out, and usually back onto those that feed the birds.
We found our designated beach cabana. The flowing gauzy sheer walls were something you would find on the Sahara desert oasis. They could be tied open on the sides, or enclosed. A sunshade was overhead and curved in front to allow for privacy as well as keeping the sun out. A double lounger was inside and individual ones flanked the front entrance.
Everything was designed for the utmost privacy. Suddenly a server appeared with two large umbrella drinks and pager to use when we needed anything, letting us know this was the last time he would be barging in. What a great romantic getaway I thought and made a note to bring Becca here.
"Daddy! This is a drink!" Her cheeks were sucked and as she began lowering the level of the drink pretty fast.
"Easy! Not so fast."
She set it on the table and unzipped her cover-up. I stretched out on the lounger intending to take in a little shade and people watch. This was an adult-only resort so there were no screaming nosy children to contend with. I glanced over when Olivia tossed her cover-up on the back of our lounger and took another look.
Gone were the one-piece suits in favor of revealing much more flesh.
"Do you like it?" she asked, leaning over to pick up her drink.
"Well yes. It's certainly revealing compared to your other suits, but no different than what they're wearing out there," I said, nodding to the beach. She smiled broadly sensing my total approval.
I watched as she moved around unloading her beach bag. Two orange triangles barely covered her nipples and were held by tiny cords that fairly disappeared. The bottoms were the same, with one small triangle over her pussy, and a string between her legs, that came around and tied at each hip. From the back, the disappearing strings made it appear as though she was naked.
"You're going to have to bath in sunblock baby." She nodded.
She had a paperback in her hand when stretched out next to me. She brought her knee up and adjusted the cups that had slipped a little when she was moving around.
"I brought a book, but I think it's a dirty book," she said giggling.
"Oh?"
"Here, I'll read it to you...." And before I could object, she said, "He scaled the castle wall until he got to the princesses bedchamber. Sheer netting enclosed her bed, but he could see her flame-red hair spread about on the pillow. The soft cotton spread was pushed low, as though the night were warm." She stopped and glanced at me to see if I was listening.
"Her gown was sheer enough to see her cherry-red nipples and darkness at the juncture of her thighs. My member grew and pushed against the buttons that attempted to restrain it. She woke and before she could utter a word or scream, I put my hand over her mouth."
She stopped to take another sip of her drink. I noticed that my daughter's cheeks were flushed. Either from the alcohol or the words she read.
She began again. "With my other hand, I hiked her gown up to bare her body to me. The fear turned to lust as I gazed at her body and took a full breast in hand and squeezed. Her moan was muffled in my hand. I reached between her legs and found the same fiery red curls hiding her wet cunt. I pushed a finger into he and she began writhing on the bed as if to get away. Or not." Olivia took another sip of her umbrella drink.
"Buttons from my breeches flew as I took my throbbing member in hand. I could not trust her not to cry out and I kept my hand over her mouth as I kneed her legs wide. I shoved in her words were unintelligible. But angry fire shot from her eyes as I thrust into her wet tunnel. I reached between her legs and found her button and dallied with that while I pushed in and out."
Olivia put the book aside with trembling hands. Her cheeks were rosy and I saw little beads of perspiration on her upper lip. I wanted to lean over and kiss it away. I wanted to pinch those hard nipples that obscenely poked out. I wanted to follow that string that was buried between her legs.
Instead, I hit the button for two more drinks. While we waited, I watched the people out enjoying the sun and water. I also noticed a number of the women were topless. I read that it really was not legal, but the locals didn't make a fuss about it because it was on the beach in front of the resort. I knew what was coming as soon as Olivia noticed that.
Fresh icy cold drinks arrived and she put her book down to take a sip. "Hey, I didn't know this was a topless beach!"
Bingo!
"Not officially but apparently they allow it in front of the resort here." She stood up, pulled the strings and her top dropped in the blink of an eye. I blinked and said, "You're going to need more sunscreen."
I am sure I sounded much more nonchalant than I felt. I wanted to pull her down me and feel her firm body against mine. I wanted her to yank my shorts off, take my cock and sink down. Grind down. I wanted to watch her riding my cock. Tits bouncing wildly. Head back enjoying every sensation.
"Yes, I'll need help, Daddy."
There's a lot to be said for being a Dad age. Twenty-five years ago I'd have jumped that the first time she teased me at the house. Common sense now intervenes with my fun.
"Sure baby." I think I can control myself rubbing my hands all over her nearly naked body, I told myself.
She went to the lounger in front of the cabana, still in the shade but anyone could now see her from the beach. I could see the beach and I had a good side view of her. She stretched her arms over her head and hooked her hands at the top of her chair, which thrust her breasts out. In no time guys were watching her and waving from the beach.
Before I knew it she had run out and started talking to them. They played a little beach ball, although she never left the beach in front of me. After about a half-hour she ran back into the cabana.
"Ohhhh, I think I got burnt," she cried.
"Oh baby, you probably did. That's what I wanted you to put it on first thing."
She got a tube of soothing aloe gel out of her bag and handed it to me while she stretched out on her back next to me.
"Ooooo," she moaned.
I rolled on my side and squeezed the cool gel in my hand. I started on her shoulders which seemed to have gotten the worst of it. Her hot skin melted the gel as I spread it out. She shivered, her breasts got goosebumps and her pale pink nipples tightened into little buds.
"Do you want to cover up with a towel, baby?" She shook her head.
I spread the gel on her cheeks and nose and down her neck to her upper chest. I smoothed it over the rise of each breast and her breathing increased. I stroked the aloe around the contour of her breasts, avoiding her nipples. The shell pink nubs looked like pencil erasers. I covered all the skin that was pink from the sun.
I filled my hand again with the cool green gel and went from the underside of her breasts down to the top top of her suit. My fingers were only inches away from her pussy. Right above the tiny triangle, I felt the minute unevenness of her skin where she shaved her pussy hair. I spread the gel right above the edge, across her abdomen from hip to hip. I could hear her breath come a little faster.
She raised one knee and I began applying the gel from her knee up to her thigh to the string that tied at her hip. My fingers brushed the triangle as I ran my hand back down her leg and her leg fell open more. Another stroke brought my fingers on the narrow piece of fabric that barely covered her pussy lips. Her leg relaxed against me.
Her arm lay between us and as I covered the other thigh, my bulge pressed against her hand. She moaned low and pushed the back of her hand against my throbbing cock. My hand was splayed on her thigh and my thumb ran up the edge of the triangle and across the string that tied at the other hip. She cupped my cock through my thin knit swim shorts and squeezed.
"Daddy I need to touch you," she murmured.
I knew we were shielded by the cabana, so I tugged my shorts down and my cock flopped heavily in her hand. She moaned, squeezing the hard shaft in her soft hand. I groaned, watching her explore my cock and balls. She hefted my balls in her hand. When she ran her nails over the wrinkled skin, I sucked in a breath.
"Did I hurt you?" she asked, worriedly.
"No baby, it's just that what you're doing feels so good to Daddy."
She smiled brightly after learning she was no hurting me. Some men make such a big deal about their balls it scares women off from even touching them. The pain is a direct hit, not a soft hand or wet mouth. I don't know about other guys, but I can get extreme pleasure from attention to my balls.
"You're shaved," she said, looking closely.
"I am."
"Why?"
"Because it feels better, looks better and women prefer a man who keeps himself smooth."
"Oh."
I showed her some of the things that she can do to a man for his pleasure. She ran her fingers lightly up and down the shaft, feeling the texture of the skin.
"Your skin is so soft, but it's so hard underneath." I nodded.
As she played, a clear bead of precum formed. She swiped it with her finger and her pink tongue came out of her mouth to taste it. I moaned.
"You've never touched a guy before, baby?"
"No, they wanted me to, but I wouldn't. I was waiting for you to teach me," she looked up and smiled. I kissed her, dipping my tongue into her sweet mouth.
"Daddy, did you taste yourself on my tongue?"
"I did."
"You liked?"
"I did. Have you ever tasted yourself?"
"No."
"You will. Soon."
"Daddy do you want me to hand fuck you?"
I smiled and said, "If you want. You can watch it this way."
"I want you to show me and tell me what feels good and what doesn't. Teach me."
"I will baby," I said, trailing my fingers over her breasts.
The sunburn looked less pink now that the aloe had kicked in. While she played with my cock and balls, I thumbed her hard nipples, then pinched them.
She rolled to her side to better see. "It's beautiful, Daddy. Your cock is so hot and hard," she murmured, looking down and squeezing it.
Being on her side her tits were nestled together like two ripe juicy melons. The pink tips were still eraser-hard, and I wanted to bury my face in them and suck those sweet nipples into my mouth. I wanted to slide into her virgin pussy and make her mine. I wanted to make my daughter mine.
She was lightly stroking and milked up drops of precum. Her thumb spread it over the head and I moaned. My balls hung down and she cupped them in her hand.
"I don't want to hurt you, Daddy," she whispered.
"You won't baby. Your touch does everything but hurt me."
"Will you fuck me? I want you to be my first. Please?"
I knew it would be a losing battle to say no. I wanted it just as much as she did. I also knew she would not give up.
"Yes baby, but not here. I want you in bed, I want you under me. Naked. I want you on top of me. I want to feel your soft body against mine. I want to love on these breasts," I said, caressing her tits. "You know you drive me wild with those, don't you," I stated, smiling.
"I do," she said, grinning. "I hoped you noticed." I laughed.
I looked at her. "You know baby, this is something you need to think about. Be absolutely sure you want me and be sure it's not something you'll regret down the road. You can wait until you fall in love with a guy that's perfect for you."
"I've had boyfriends. Some I thought I could get serious about, but as I got to know them, my feelings changed. I'm pretty picky. I want to meet someone just like you, Daddy."
She leaned over and brushed her soft pink lips on mine. Her tongue teased its way in, and I angled my head to claim my daughter's mouth. I dipped in to taste her. She nibbled on my lower lip, then tugged it with her teeth.
She lifted her thigh over my hip and pulled me closer. The thin fabric of our suits did nothing to stop the steamy heat between my cock and her pussy. She ground against me and whimpered.
"Easy baby. We have all the time in the world right now. No interruptions. Just us. Let's take it slow and let the fire eventually consume us."
"I ache so much for you."
"I know you do, baby. Hey, tomorrow is your twenty-first birthday. Do you want to wait?"
"Hmmm," she said, thinking. "After midnight tonight?" she asked, excitedly.
"It's a date! Although I'm going to have to take a nap if you want action that late. I"m an old man!"
"Oh Daddy!" she laughed, pushing me back and half laying on me. Her breast pushed into my chest, her nipple was poking insistently. I pulled her thigh between mine so she was straddling it, and rubbed against her steamy cunt. "Mmmm, Daddy," she moaned and began rubbing herself on my thigh.
"Cum for me baby." I squeezed her bare ass and held her tight against me while she rocked rhythmically. We were kissing passionately, wet and messy. She groaned in my mouth. Her body tensed. Her face was in my neck and she groaned louder as wave after wave racked through her body. She relaxed in my arms.
"Oh Daddy, I can't wait until that happens when you're inside me."
Me either baby, me either.
We ordered pizza in and I let Olivia choose a movie. Not surprisingly it was pretty steamy. Her nipples were already poking out of the cropped tank top that hugged her breasts like a second skin. Denim shorts were cut high and fringed over her firm round ass and was a narrow slice of denim between her legs.
She reached up to adjust the light and her shirt rode higher, the bottom edge just clinging to her nipple. I wanted to run my lips over the sweet under curve of her breast. When she finished, the shirt stayed hooked on her hard nipple as she walked back to the sofa.



The movie was heating up, as was I. She was nestled against my side, her firm tits pushing into me. I could feel her bullet-hard nipples poking into me. Her head was on my shoulder, her arm tightly across my chest. I wanted to make sure she was wet and ready for me, so I wasn't about to rush anything.
I reached under her and sat her on my lap. "Mmmm, much better. This movie's pretty hot hmm?"
"Yessss," she whispered, watching a particularly sexy scene. I had a feeling this movie was not on regular movie rotation, but on an adult channel. Each scene was getting more graphic. My hard cock pushed into her ass and she rocked against it.
"You look pretty sexy tonight too baby," I whispered, running my hand up her thigh.
She opened her legs so I could see the strip of denim has worked between her pussy lips. Fat, pink, and smooth they bulged out on either side. I trailed my finger over the soft damp skin and she squirmed. She sat up and arched so her tits were asking for attention.
"And this," I murmured, pinching her nipple through the thin knit. It got harder and I pulled her shirt up, exposing both ripe melons. So big and round and firm in my hand. I fondled each and she thrust them into my hand. Her candy pink nipples were so hard. I tugged them longer, then held her breast to my mouth.
"OH DADDY!" she shouted and clutched at my hair as I sucked and nibbled on the pink sweetness.
"You'll be twenty-one soon baby. Your birthday present will be us, locked together."
"I want Daddy's cock inside me," she whined.
"Yes baby, you'll get it. And I'll have your tight sweet pussy squeezing that Daddy cock."
I continued to fondle her breasts and play with her nipples while we watched the movie. It was erotic sex, just short of porn, and was arousing. I could feel the tenseness in her body as she watched and I knew it affected her the same way.
A close-up scene of his cock sliding into her wet pussy made her gasp. I knew she had played around with guys but just hadn't gone the proverbial all-the-way. I was thankful she wanted me to do it so I could make sure it would be loving.
She pulled the front of my t-shirt up so we were hot skin to hot skin. She toyed with my chest hair and my nipples. When I sucked in a sharp breath, she learned the power she had over me. The movie was forgotten, she nestled her face in my neck, licking kissing, and sucking. I could feel her softly panting breath. I was aching to be inside her. To have her naked body under me.
She kissed up my jaw and pressed her lips against mine. I slipped my tongue into her mouth to taste her and she teased it with hers. I moaned and gathered her even closer. She wrapped her arms around my neck and rubbed her tits on my chest. Her nipples got even harder from rubbing on my chest hair.
Our kisses turned wet and messy. I stood up with her in my arms and took her to my bed. I took a moment to look at my beautiful daughter. Her arms above her head, ample breasts sat high on her chest with those candy pink nipples. The jean shorts rode low on her hips and were unzipped. It was spread open to the top of the patch of blonde. She could have been a centerfold shot right then that men would have emptied their balls for.
I tugged her shorts off and her legs spread wide. I kissed her swollen lips and smelled her essence. I dropped my shorts. She stared at my cock, jutting out in front of me, throbbing. She licked her lips. I dropped between her sweet thighs and rubbed the precum down her dark pink folds, already so wet.
I held my cock at her entrance and leaned down and took a nipple in my mouth, nibbling and tugging. She moaned and arched her back. I slid my cock head in. I held myself on my elbows over her and pulled her aching nipples even longer while I slid in a bit further.
Her tunnel was so wet and hot I had to hold myself in check to not just thrust deep.
"Oh god yeah Daddy, give me more!"
I slid in deeper and deeper, not knowing if her hymen was intact or not. I read many aren't because of sports activities, sex toys, and other things.
Finally, I was in her tight steamy pussy ball deep, "Oh baby," I moaned.
"I can't believe how you feel in me," she cried. "This is as close as we can ever get Daddy. Fuck me!"
I began long stroked in and out. "We're locked together, Olivia. You feel so good on my cock. So tight. I'm going to have to start fucking you baby. I can't hold back anymore."
I began to fuck her faster. She pulled her knees back opening wider and I drove in deeper. Her tits bounced on her chest. Her lips were parted as she panted faster and louder. I rose up a little so the shaft of my cock rubbed her clit.
"Oh fuck," she cried out loud. Her fingers dug into me as she flew into her first orgasm from a cock.
When I felt her cunt spamming on my meat I followed her with a loud shout and pumped my seed deep inside her. Her breasts heaved while she caught her breath. I rolled to the side taking her with me.
"Holy fuck," I gritted. This was one of those fireworks orgasms you read and hear about but never have. Not even the first time with Olivia's mom.
"Mmmm, your cock is much better than that dildo," she said, resting her head on my chest.
"You were fucking yourself with a dildo?"
"Yeahhhhh," she admitted.
I smiled knowing why her hymen was gone. "That's okay baby. Sex toys can be fun."
I trailed my fingers over those soft globes. I was always an ass man but I cannot get enough of these tits, I thought.
"Mmmm, that feels so good, Daddy. You like my titties don't you?"
"Oh god yes, baby. You have the most spectacular breasts I've ever seen." I traced her pale pink aureole. "I'm going to have a hard time keeping my hands off of them now," I admitted.
"I love it when you touch them and play with them and suck on them. I'll never ever mind you loving on my titties."
Damn. This was going to be such a problem when we got home. Olivia took so many chances before, I know she will be out of control. If her Mom catches us... Well, I just don't even want to think about that. My wife would never consider that Olivia and I were intimate, so we have that.
The next day I slathered her body in sunscreen and we went out on the beach. She was running in and out of the surf and every male was hoping her tits would bounce out of the brief bikini top. I wondered if any of them would have guessed she was my daughter. That she kept running up and kissing me and keeping me hard might have thrown them off.
She pulled me out into the ocean until we were waist-deep. "I forgot I don't have to wear this!' She pulled off her bikini top, baring those awesome breasts to all. She kissed me and rubbed her tits on my chest.
"You're killing me, baby," I said over the roar of the waves. They jostled us together every time, so her bumping into my aching cock didn't help.
Suddenly she shoved her hands in my shorts and grabbed my hard cock. "Mmmm, poor Daddy." Tight fingers began sliding up and down my pole. I turned her so she faced the beach because my face would be a dead giveaway to what was happening.
"There, they can't see me and get to see those big melons." She giggled and shimmied.
My cock jerked in her hands. "Damn Olivia feels so fucking good... Your hands... So soft..." She palmed the head as tight fingers moved faster. "Fuck, I'm going to cum baby. Don't stop."
I shot off in her hands, stifling a shout. "Oh, I loved you doing that in my hands."
We fucked the next day away before we had to pack to go home.
Since Becca was away as well, she didn't seem to remember that we were too. Not much was asked, or said, about our time at the resort, which was great.
Olivia came down to breakfast in her normal sleep shorts and top.
"Breakfast is almost done, honey," Becca said.
"Thanks, Mom."
She leaned over my shoulder and gave me a wet open-mouth kiss that shocked my cock awake. She sat at the table next to me but facing her Mom. She crossed her arms on the table and reached down to pull the side of her top up, baring a breast. I glanced at Becca who was still facing the stove, and pinched her nipple, and gave a quick caress to her breast.
Becca brought the platter of bacon to the table and went back to make the eggs. I looked down and Olivia had her shorts pulled to the side baring her sweet pussy lips. With an eye on Becca, l ran my fingers over the slit and dipped in, then licked my finger.
Becca sat down with the eggs and we went on with breakfast and morning talk.
Becca left and I was getting dressed when Olivia came in completely naked.
"Baby, I have to get to work." But her hand was already in my underwear squeezing my hard cock.
"Fuck me, Daddy. Quick." She bent over the bed, spreading her wet pink pussy wide open.
I dropped my pants and rubbed the length of her slit with my cock head. I groaned. He had me going at the breakfast table so I was ready. I positioned the head at her entrance and suddenly she pushed back and took my cock deep.
"Fuck me, Daddy!"
I grabbed her hips and plowed her cunt. She had me losing control and I had to cum in her tight pussy. I was pounding into her so hard my balls slapped her clit and she began to moan. She began to pant breathlessly and hearing her sweet sounds sent me over the edge. I dug my fingers into her hip holding her to me while I unloaded into her.
"Sorry baby but I have to go!" I wiped off, pulled my pants up, and was out the door.
That began to set a pattern. She would tease me until I could no longer take it and I'd fuck her wherever we could hide.
I would sneak in her bathroom, come up behind her at the sink and slide my hands under her shirt to get handfuls of her tits. I'd pinch and tweak and she would rub her ass on my cock until I would pull it out and fuck her over the sink. We would watch each other in the mirror. He tits bouncing, and my hands on them, massaging her firm melons.
She came into the garage one evening and unzipped my pants, and sucked my cock until I was nearly over the edge. She pulled off, sat on the fender, and spread her legs. With my cock lewdly sticking out the zipper I pounded into her. Her legs wrapped around me until I locked into her and filled her with hot cum.
It had us taking more chances when Becca was around. The danger made it even more exciting.
One night she got me off under a blanket while we watched a movie, but her Mom had dozed off. She woke up shortly after and I had to clean up after she went to bed.
One morning Becca left early and before I could move from the breakfast table, Olivia had my sleep pants to my ankles and was on my lap sinking down on my cock. She rode fast and hard. Tits bouncing. Those breathless little pants sent me over the edge again and I drained everything I had into her.
"Olivia, we are taking way too many chances when your Mom is around. She is going to catch us one of these days and all hell will break loose."
"Okay Daddy, I'll be more careful."
I knew that the danger was part of the excitement for her too. Olivia was becoming more brazen and frankly so was I.
I was in the shower after mowing on Saturday and the door opened and Olivia stepped in. Her soapy slick hands began wandering my body and as soon as I had her tits in my hands, I was a goner. I kissed her hard.
"We have to be quiet, Mom's right out there," I whispered in her ear.
I grabbed her ass and ground my hard cock against her soft wet body. She wrapped her legs around me and I held her against the wall and drove my cock into her. Her arms were around my shoulders, her mouth against my neck.
"Oh god," she panted into my ear. "Your fucking Daddy cock."
Her words shot through me and I was out of control fucking her hard and fast. She hung on, her tits rubbing against my chest. I grunted into her neck with each drive into her tight cunt. I locked into her milking pussy and shot deep. I tried to muffle, but the extra excitement of knowing Becca was right outside the door racked through my body. Olivia just unwrapped her legs and stood when we heard a tap on the door.
"Honey, are you okay in there?" Becca asked, concerned.
"I'm fine honey, just stifled a sneeze."
"Okay!" I heard her move away from the door.
Olivia began kissing me and sliding her soapy hands over my body again. I lathered my hands and ran them over her plump ass and between her legs over the pussy I just fucked. Olivia moaned. I knew she was aroused from nearly getting caught. I flicked my finger over her clit and her body trembled against mine.
"Cum for me baby."
"Play with my titties, Daddy."
I caressed and sucked on those sweet hard nipples while I fingered her. She gasped, panted, and came apart in my arms.
We rinsed and dried off and I opened the door to Becca seeing us both just wrapped in towels.
That night Becca moved out saying the only reason she would not tell anyone was because she did not want the family hurt by the news of this.
I knew we were taking too many chances, but maybe unconsciously I knew this would happen and any decisions would be out of my hands. Later that night Olivia moved into my bed..
-the end-
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As always, I write real and plausible. Like life, stories wander. Not all characters will walk off into the sunset hand in hand. I don't do fairy tales. Characters may come and go. Characters are never monogamous.
Dixie is impregnated by Dad Tucker and guess who comes to help? Mama Mae! But she's a lot more help for Dixie's man than most daughter's want. Give me your love at the end of the story!
Dixie Chapter 2
Tucker got me a telephone before he left, and I would call him every day before Mama got home. She did not know I either of these things. Incest would never have occurred to her.
After Tucker left, we never talked about him. She acted like it never happened and I did not want to upset her. Actually, we never talked much about him after what happened in the diner. She must as assumed we had just been seeing each other, dating, and no sex was involved.
When I returned home I called Tucker.
"Hi."
"Hi, honey love to hear your voice... I miss you so much," he said.
"I miss you too. Hey... I think I'm pregnant. I didn't get my period and Jen got me a pregnancy test and it was positive."
"Oh my god." There was a long silence and I did not know what to think. "I want you to come live with me here in Atlanta."
"Move? From here?" I rarely even left this little town, and although I always dreamed of leaving, reality was now different.
"Honey you can't stay in that town while you're pregnant. Besides that, I want you here with me."
"What'll I tell Mama."
"Don t worry, we'll tell her together." Those words were a huge relief to me. "It may be last minute and quick because it's hard for me to get away from work now, so gather the things you want to bring and hide them in your closet or somewhere she won't notice."
"Okay."
"Honey I don't want you to worry or be scared. I'll take care of you."
...
Tucker called me in the morning and was there by evening. Mama was already home, so when I saw his car, I met him at the door.
It was a scene. Mama cried. A lot. Then she was happy about the baby, then cried because the baby and I would be so far away. Tucker assured her that she could see the baby when ever she wanted. Mama had her own surprise that she had been wanting to move to the front house, but didn't because of me. That helped get her over the shock of me moving out.
She never brought up about Tucker being my Dad and all and neither did we. It was for the best. All water under the bridge. There was no going back now.
...
Never have I felt so overwhelmed in my life driving through Atlanta. The traffic, the sounds, and the hustle and bustle. I could not imagine what New York City must be like.
Tucker slid a card in for a gate to raise and and we drove into a factory parking lot. I waited while he parked and came around to open my door.
"We're here, honey."
"This is some kind of business. A factory or something?"
He chuckled. "It was, but it has been converted to lofts." As we carried my bag he explained that after he got his graphic design job this building became available for living. At the time you could request whatever square foot you wanted and what floor. He chose space on the first floor for an art gallery, and a loft above for living. They were connected by a spiral staircase.
I walked into the studio and stopped to spin around. "These are beautiful! You painted them all?"
"No no, other artists show their work here on a revolving scheduled basis. Some are mine though, yes."
The ceiling soared and big industrial pipes crisscrossed above. Huge nearly floor to ceiling windows across the front were perfect for the oversize canvases that hung high and low. The walls were exposed brick, and the floors were shiny concrete that was mottled with stains from its former use.
'I love love love it!"
"I'm glad, honey." He put his arm around my shoulders. "Are you feeling okay?" I nodded and we went to the living level via the spiral staircase.
It was easy to see the whole layout from one place. It was all living and studio but for partial walls to close the bedroom and bathroom off. The kitchen and eating area was open and only divided off by a peninsula counter. The furniture was mostly leather and well worn and arranged for a number of people at a time. Half of the space held easels, stools and remnants of recent art get togethers.
"That's me. You finished it." I stared at myself, again having a tough time believing that was me.
"I did. Do you like it?"
I nodded. "Yes. I do. I like seeing myself through your eyes, just not through mine."
"We'll work on that."
He gathered me in his arms and kissed. Just that fueled the flame again and we were passionately kissing and pulling each others clothes off and I found myself under him on the his bed.
"I've missed you so much," I said. "I ached for you, Tucker." He nodded and slid into my wet pussy, groaning. He was home.
My vaginal walls stretched deliciously as they made room for that fat mushroom head and shaft. He dropped to his elbows, his head next to mine. I felt his steamy breath, heavy breathing.
He was on top of me, his hips jerking and driving his cock deep. Grunting with every plunge. I wrapped my legs around his waist and he settled in deeper.
"Your hot cunt feel so fucking good."
"Mmmm I missed this... Daddy."
His cock jerked inside me with a sharp intake of breath. "Oh god..." It was as though calling him Daddy fueled our already out of control fire. "Yes, I am your Daddy, sweetheart."
I planted my feet on the bed and rose up to meet him. The connection we have always had was the power in a momentum that we could not stop if we wanted to. Each time his hard shaft penetrated me I climbed higher and higher.
"Ohhhhhhhh," I whimpered. "Don't stop! I'm cumming, Daddy!" And my cunt began convulsing around his throbbing shaft and I heard him grunting each load his cock erupted in me.
We were both breathing as though we had just run a marathon. He rolled to his back taking me with him and holding me tight against his side. His forearm rested over his eyes.
After a few minutes he said, "Daddy huh?" I giggled. "You are one naughty girl!" He suddenly rolled me on my back and tickled me.
"You liked that though didn't you," I said with a smirk.
"You know I did! You can always call me that... In bed." He grinned.
We went out to dinner that evening and I was painfully aware that my wardrobe was seriously lacking. Tucker said he would talk to one of his models that he would trust to show me the best places to shop.
"The others would have you dressed like some trollop and I'd have to fight off all the guys." I laughed.
"What do you friends know about me."
"You're starting new here baby. You can take my last name, as it should have been, and we can say we're married. If that's okay with you?"
"Yes," I said relieved. I was not sure how this whole situation would be handled.
"Most of them know you from the painting. They know I met you when I went on vacation, painted you and fell in love."
"You love me?"
"Well yeah baby, I love you as my lover and I love you as my daughter. We are joined. We are forever connected. When you have our child, the circle will be complete." I was happy I had tissues in my purse.
It turns out that Tucker as indeed a busy man. He worked for a large firm in their graphic arts department. It was nice that he could work remotely or at their offices. He also taught painting at least one night a week. Another night a week his artist friends were there for wine and painting, or just talking.
"I should mention that ever since they saw your painting, my artists have been haranguing me to paint you.," he said coming into the kitchen. I poured him a glass of wine.
"Your students or your friends?"
He laughed. "Both!"
"Would I be nude?"
"That would be preferred, baby. It's not like they haven't seen your body," he said smiling.
"Yeah, I get that, but my belly..." I patted my growing belly.
"Dixie, I think it would be awesome for others to see your beauty grow as time goes on, but if you're not comfortable with it..." he trailed off.
What he said gave me another perspective on it. "Okay, I'll pose for either or both."
He hugged me and started kissing my neck. "Mmmmm I'm so glad you'll do it. I think you're body is even more beautiful and I want everyone to see it." He bumped his hardening cock into me.
"Hey! No time. Your friends will be here soon and I don't' want you messing up my lipstick!" He laughed and swatted me on the butt.
I had not gone clothes shopping so I wore my usual scoop neck tank and running shorts. As artists, their clothing was all over the place and I fit in just fine. They were all so friendly I felt like I had known them forever. A few of them were a lot of fun and I laughed myself silly. When I'd glance at Tucker, he was smiling. I could tell he was happy.
"They loved you, baby," Tucker said after everyone had left. "I knew they would."
"They're a lot of fun! A couple of them asked if I would pose for them already."
"Yes, they can look but not touch!"
My first night sleeping next to him was heaven. I felt safe and secure and most of all, loved. I thought about, what seemed to be now, my old life. This is a fresh new start for me. No more Dixie slinging hash at the Friendly Diner. No more tight clothes and titty shots just to make a tip. I wanted to start thinking about what I wanted to do with my life. I had to get a job after the baby was born, but I wanted to do something I wanted to do, instead of what I had to do just to stay alive.
I woke up to a hard cock sliding through my pussy lips. "Mmmmm, that feels good, Daddy."
He gave a low growl. "You want some of this Daddy cock do you?"
Those words made me tremble. "Oh my god yeah. You know I love that big fat Daddy cock inside me. I want you to empty your balls deep in my body."
He lifted my leg over his hip and slid in from behind. "You impregnated me with your seed already. The same seed you made me with." He growled and shoved in, grunting with each thrust.
"My daughter is carrying my baby," he growled. "The same seed that made her."
He reached around and squeezed and kneaded my tits. They were even more sensitive than before I became pregnant, and were getting larger. The cups of my bras could barely contain them.
He grunted, his speed increased and I knew he was cumming soon. My words inflamed him and I loved saying them.
"Cum for me Daddy. Your daughter needs her Daddy cock in her cunt."
He slid his hand down and touched my clit. That was all it took to send me over the edge. I shouted and arched. My cunt clenched and milked his cock and I felt the heat of his seed filing me.
His hot body was against my back, his cock still in me. "Oh baby, you are going to kill me one of these days."
"Mmmm, okay Daddy, whatever you say, Daddy." He growled into my neck and I started giggling.
Seemed like every day my tits and belly got bigger, but my tits got way ahead of my belly. Tucker walked in when I was drying off from the shower. I was bent over drying my legs and he said, "Good lord are your tits getting that much bigger?" When I stood up he looked, then took one in each hand. "They are!" He ran a finger around my enlarging nipples too. "Oh god, I'm never going to leave these alone now."
"Good, because they need attention."
"At your service ma'am," he said groping the growing mound in his pants.
I giggled. "Daddy, you're a horn dog!" And got a swat on the ass and chased onto the bed for that.
"I am, am I?" He put his face between my legs and started growling, making me giggle and making me wet at the same time. He sucked and licked my clit and before long I was moaning and arching. Before I could catch my breath he was licking my pink slit and flicking his tongue across my clit, and I held his head as another orgasm rocked through me.
Before I came down from that his throbbing cock was probing and entering me. "You're killing me," I whimpered.
He put my legs over his shoulders and jack-hammered his cock into me. I sobbed through another orgasm and he shouted as he went over the edge.
"We are going to fuck ourselves to death aren't we, Daddy?" I said petting his head on my chest as he caught his breath.
"Baby, we just might."
That night was his art class and I wanted to remain in the background. Tucker talked me into at least meeting them.
They were just as fun of a group as the others. I also met the model, Maria, that would take me shopping. It turns out we had the same figure, so she knew my pain at finding bras that fit and were sexy.
"38D. You?" Maria said.
"38D." We both started giggling. "I think I might be bigger with pregnancy tits."
"Sometimes they stay bigger even after the baby."
"Ugh. I hope not. I have a hard enough time finding bras that fit."
"Tucker said he wanted me to take you shopping, I'll show you where to go to find great clothes and lingerie!"
"Okay," I said, excited to replace my old thrift store clothing.
I sat in the back and watched the class. They were well into a painting of Maria. She was nude, but unlike my pose, she sat on a chair with her arm over the back. She leaned on her hip and had her legs crossed leaving just a peek of her pussy and it was very erotic.
Tucker constantly circled the room behind the artists giving them some pointers about their paintings to just a pat on the back. He was in his element. I could see this is where his heart was.
The first place Maria took me to was called the Smutty Prima Donna, a high end lingerie shop.
An employee whisked me into the fitting room and measured me for a bra. She took my Walt-Mart bra and holding it with two fingers, dropped it into the trash can telling me it was the wrong size.
They had new vintage style lingerie and it was all beautiful to me, since everything I word was from Wal-Mart. Maria picked out a pile of colorful laces and satin lingerie and I chose new bras and thong back, high cut panties that I could wear through my pregnancy. I wanted to look sexy if I could, even if I was going to be as big as a house.
We came back to Tucker's studio loaded with bags of clothes. Maria knew all the outlets and discount stores and I was able to get an all new wardrobe, including pregnancy pants and nursing bras that she suggested.
"Whoa, you got a load," Tucker said, meeting us at the door and taking my bags. "I knew Maria would do it right for you."
He sat on the bed while I went through the bags and showed him all I bought.
"So what about your new underwear?"
"Trying to decide if I should model it for you....?"
"Hell yeah!" He stretched out on the bed and propped a pillow behind his head. "I'm ready for you baby."
I chose a red bra and panty set. I admired my breasts in the bathroom mirror. No bra had ever made them look like this. My old bras made them like two bags hanging on the front of me. I walked out and stood in the doorway for a moment.
"Holy shit." He swung his legs over the side of the bed and sat on the edge. "Come over here."
He pulled me between his legs and traced the curve of my hips with his hands. He tucked the tips of his fingers under the elastic of my panties and slid them down between my legs. A few blonde hairs curled around the edge, but I kept my pussy lips shaved smooth. He ran his hands over my bulging belly and up to my breasts.
My red bra was lace edged with sheer red cups and he held my tits, rubbing his thumbs over my nipples until they poked through the sheer. He moaned, his thumbs circled and teased my bullet hard nipples. This was the first time I have ever been proud of my breasts. They were always too big, too heavy, hard to support and men usually were not very nice about them. Especially at the diner.
"You're beautiful, Dixie," he said, understanding her feelings. "You didn't need new clothes for others to see that, but I can understand you feeling better about yourself with them. And that's okay, baby."
"Thank you," I said, blushing. With my hands on his shoulders, I kissed him. Gently pressing my lips against his, angling, nibbling his lower lip and running my tongue over it. I pushed the tip of my tongue into his mouth and ran it over the edge of his teeth and lightly touched his. Our tongues danced and I angled my head again. He moaned, moving his hands to my ass and squeezing.
I unbuckled his belt and he pushed his pants to the floor. His cock standing hard and mighty in his lap. I slipped my panties off and straddled his lap. Wet and oh so ready, I slid down his stiff pole and ground, taking him deep.
"Oh baby, you feel so good on my cock. Hot and so tight. He sucked my nipples through the red sheer, leaving the red dark and wet. Watching him do what was so hot my nipples pushed through the sheer even longer and he tugged them with his teeth. I bounced on his cock while he squeezed my tits and sucked on each nipple. Suddenly he groaned loud, held my hips and thrust up. I came as soon as his hot seed pumped into me.
When we regained our breath, I said, "I've thought about it and I want to model. Can you just set it all up for me?'
"Of course I will, baby. I"m so glad you decided to do it. It will be different than when you were just sitting for me, but I really think you will enjoy it."
A few weeks later I was even bigger and had second thoughts about posing for the art class tonight, but I did not want to disappoint anyone. My blonde hair was past the middle of my back and fell in soft curls. I wore a robe into the class until they were ready to seat me.
Tucker promised a small class to begin, so the easels were all set up on one side. I dropped the robe and stepped up on the stage, to the full length divan. I heard some soft gasps and murmurs.
"You look so beautiful pregnant, Dixie," Lisa said, one of the students. "We don't often get to see a pregnant nude woman, which is a shame. I"m so glad you're comfortable doing this!"
I smiled my relieved thanks and Tucker positioned me on the divan. "Are you comfortable, baby?" I nodded. I reclined on my side, body slightly tipped back. He had one knee in front of the other, and my head rested on my hand. My other hand was on my belly. My breasts were heavy and full with traces of pale blue veins. Nude, but nothing provocative.
I knew what to expect from the first time when Tucker painted me and it went the same way. I had plenty of breaks and stretches. They wanted me to see their paintings so far, but I asked to see them at the end of the night.
I do not think I will ever get over seeing how others see me. The paintings were all of a beautiful woman. I still just could not see me. I was seven months and they painted me looking like I was five months pregnant, not fat and huge like I really am.
Later, Tucker was up against my back in bed and said, "Did you enjoy posing for the group, baby?"
"Yeah," I mumbled.
"You're not too enthused? If it was too much for you, we will cancel the rest of the sessions," he said with concern.
"I was alright. Was just that they didn't paint me right and I don't know why."
He rolled me back and looked into my eyes. "What do you mean? Not right?"
"I'm a lot bigger than that and fat."
"Oh honey, you are not fat," he said, smoothing my hair back from my face. "You're beautiful pregnant. If it weren't for the fact we can't have sexy anymore, I'd keep you pregnant all the time," he smiled and I laughed a little.
"Yes! And no sex For a long time," I said, pouting.
"I know, but it's for the babies good and until you heal. It will go fast, I guarantee."
Still feeling like a hippopotamus, I sniffled in my pillow.
My back and feet hurt and my stamina was terrible. It took me forever to get a simple dinner together. Laundry was a small load every day. Tucker did what he could to help me, but he had a business to run and I did not want him to start having to help me.



One day the doorbell to the studio rang and Tucker asked if I could get it, which meant down the spiral staircase. I figured by the time I got there, they would have gotten tired of waiting and left.
I opened the door. " MAMA!" I threw my arms around her and started sobbing on her shoulder.
"My sweet darlin'," she kept murmuring over and over while hugging me close to her.
Tucker was soon there to take her bags and lock the door behind her. "I'm glad you could come, Mae. Dixie needed you."
"Thank you for asking," she said to him sincerely. I knew that everything was in the past now and felt a great sense of relief.
We all went out to dinner and I noticed how much Mama had changed. Her face had lost the worry lines and tiredness. Her clothing was city chic and she fit right in here in Atlanta. She told us she moved in with the man in the front house and he took care of her. She no longer had to drive an hour to work and was now his business assistant.
"You look beautiful, Mama."
"Thank you baby, So do you. Nothing like the glow of a pregnant woman," she said, laying her hand on mine.
"I agree!" Tucker said. "I've been telling her that all along. Good her Mama tells her."
We came back and I excused myself and went to bed early. My doctor told me this was normal and not be be worried, but all I wanted to do was sleep. I did feel better knowing Mama was here with me now too. With her and Tucker I knew I could do it.
Tucker came to bed later and snuggled up behind me. I felt his hard cock nudging me and I wanted to taste him but was too exhausted. I felt bad that our bed was only for sleeping now. I drug myself out of bed in the morning, took a quick shower and went to get a cup of coffee. Tucker and Mama were already up and at the table.
"What do you want for breakfast, darlin'?"
"I can't eat," I said, pouring the steaming coffee.
"You really need to eat though. How about some pancakes? You always wanted me to make pancakes."
She was right, I did need to eat and pancakes did sound good. "That'd be great Mama. Yeah, I'd like pancakes."
Tucker pulled out my chair. "I'm sorry about last night," I said to him.
"It's alright, I understand, honey. It'll all be okay."
But it wasn't to me. Sex was every day at least once a day for us and to drop to nothing did not seem right. I was not in the mood, but I know that my pregnancy hormones did not affect Tucker the same way. He had needs.
"Tucker, I would love you to do something for me."
"Of course baby, what do you need?"
"I want you to do a painting of Mama like you did of me." I watched his eyes get big, then downcast. "It only took you a few days and that was only when I could pose a couple of hours a day. Mama could pose as long as you need her to."
"What's this about me posing? Tucker doesn't want to paint an old lady like me," she said, with a little dig because her and Tucker were the same age.
"Mae, I'd be just fine with painting you." His eyes swept her robe covered body, that was still just a sexy as the day I was conceived. Just some years added on.
She finished flipping the pancakes. "I guess it might be fun. I only ever had a photographer take my picture, never a painting."
"Okay then. After breakfast I'll go set it up. We can start when you want." She nodded.
Mama had long red waves of hair and creamy pale skin. I discovered I got my blonde hair and easily tanned skin from my Daddy... Tucker.
Tucker had set up a fainting couch covered in black satin. He had asked her to wear the highest heels she had with her, but I had a pair of black spike heels that fit her and he felt were perfect. She sat on her left hip, her left arm over the back of the couch. Her left leg dangled off the front, and her right knee was bent, her foot over the front edge, the heel dangled from her toe. Her legs were spread wide but Mama trimmed her red bush, but did not shave so her inner pussy lips only peeped out a bit. He pinned her hair up in a just-gotf-ucked mess of curls.
Tucker stood back to where he would paint and looked. "Are you comfortable with the pose, Mae?"
She nodded. "Yes. I admit I feel pretty wild," she said, blushing.
"You look sexy hot Mama," I said and she blushed more.
"I"m going to let you decide where you would like your right hand."
Mama's hand covered the side of her breast, her big pink nipple peeked out through her perfectly polished fingers. She waiting for Tucker to say something and her nipples hardened and poked more through her fingers. I saw her glance down and knew that Tucker was hard for her like he had gotten when he painted me. I smiled smugly to myself, pleased.
Mama took a break and was going to put her robe on, but I reminded her about her hair and how Tucker had pinned it up specifically.
"Yes yes, you're right, darlin'."
As she walked around and stretched, I noticed Tucker stealing glances. I got up and went back to the kitchen to make myself tea and sit at the table back in the shadows. I wanted them to forget I was there.
"Did you want to see the painting, Mae?"
She came to stand next to him. When she bent over to get a closer look, he thirty-six C's swung out and rubbed his forearm. She did not realized, being like me and amazed the woman in the painting was her. As they talked he motioned with his hand and his arm lifted a bit and her nipple grazed the back of his hand and hey both froze. I knew she could see he was hard. She took one last look at the painting,which pushed her nipple into his hand before she stood up. I remembered getting more aroused as Tucker painted and I knew it was happening to Mama.
I shrank back further in the shadows and he again arranged her on the fainting couch. It was more hands on and some softly spoken directives. His hands lingered on her body longer and slide down her thigh to move her leg a bit. I saw her breasts heaving as she put her hand on them and toyed with her nipple, tugging and pulling it longer. He stood and watched her for a moment before going to his stool behind the easel.
I dozed a bit I realized when I woke and Mama was taking another break. Tucker had gotten a lot done on her painting. She stood next to him and put her hand on his shoulder. Again she leaned closer to look, but this time her body rubbed against his, her breasts on his arm. I saw her reach down and squeeze his hard cock through his jeans. I heard him moan.
He reached over and cupped her tit in his hand. She wrapped her around around his shoulders and she lifted her tit to his lips. He latched on and she whimpered. I snuck out and slipped naked between the sheets and went to sleep.
Tucker came in and asked if I was okay while Mama hovered in the doorway.
"Yes, I'm fine, I want you both to lay down with me though." I stayed on the edge of the bed and Mama, still naked, slid in the middle next to me. She stroked my belly soothingly. When Tucker slid into bed behind Mama I saw his cock was still throbbing. "Come closer, Tucker." I reached out and he moved closer to Mama and leaned over her to kiss me. I pulled him closer and the was tight against Mama.
Mama closed her eyes and swallowed hard and I knew then that his cock was between her legs. Tucker had his hand on my face when he kissed me and I took it and placed it on Mama's breast. Her eyes flew open and I squeezed his hand around her soft flesh. They both moaned and were both trying to stay in control after all the temptation going on before.
I reached between her legs and found his cock, wedged between her pussy lips. I rubbed her wet slit with the head of his cock.
"Oh baby, this isn't right, I can't fuck Mae."
"You did when you made me. Now I want you to fuck her again. I'm yours, but so is she." I was rubbing her clit with his cock and she groaned and arched her body driving her tit into his hand. I could feel her pussy clenching when she came.
He rolled her onto her back and sucked on a bullet hard pink nipple. She groaned and held his head to her breast. He kneed her legs wide and settled between them. He let go of her nipple and leaned to kiss me, fucking me with his tongue. I held his cock at her entrance.
"Fuck her Daddy, fuck Mama!"
He growled and slid into her wet tunnel. She shouted as his cock stretched her cunt and he hit bottom. He was ball deep in her. He dropped to his elbows so he could latch onto a nipple again and started fucking her. She thrashed under him.
"Fuck him Mama, fuck him hard. I want you to take all his seed again. Deep in your pussy. Just like you did with me." I could see his hard shaft disappearing into her red bush.
He growled and started pounding into her. She thrust up taking him deep and hard. Her nails scored his back and she thrashed, arching her tits higher, needing more. He sucked again and I took the other nipple and sucked on it along with him.
"Ohhhhhhhhhhh my god," she wailed holding our heads. Their bodies pounded harder and harder together, Heavy breathing, groans and seductive sounds bounced off the walls of the bedroom.
"Now, now!" he shouted, drove in hard and went rigid while he pumped his load of seed deep inside my Mama.
He collapsed between Mama and I. He kissed her while I wrapped my arm around them both. "I want to do this every night," I whispered happily and they groaned.
"You set us up didn't you darlin'?"
"Me?" And we all laughed.
I watched a relationship develop between them. They had virtually nothing from the past because it was a one night stand and they never saw each other again. They became lovers, but they did not have the love Tucker and I did. They made sure to never do anything when I was not around, because according them, it definitely would not have been right to do that. I trusted them both but would abide by their wishes.
Tucker slept between Mama and me every night and since Mama was even more randy than he was, she kept him drained and happy. I often woke in the middle of the night to find Mama riding his hard cock while he bucked like a bronco beneath her. Other times he would take her from behind while she was on her hands and knees. Heavy tits swaying he would reach under and knead and squeezing knowing how much she loved that.
A few nights later I felt I could deliver any time and wanted to talk. Tucker helped me in the shower and we joined Mama in bed.
"I love watching you fuck knowing that's how I was conceived," I said to them. "It's special to see your father and your mother locked together in sex."
"I love that I have my daughter and her mom in my bed." Tucker said, rubbing his hands on our thighs. "I would have been fine waiting until you could have sex, but I admit your Mama keeps me drained. She's almost more horny than you!" We laughed and Mama bopped him on the arm.
"I always knew my slutty nature would come in handy sometime," Mama said, laughing."In my day in our little town, it was the only way to get ahead- or at least survive. I'm not embarrassed by what I did. I have no regrets. And I damn sure know I've had more fun in my life than most women my age!"
His hands felt so good on me. I was so looking forward to having him in me again, his body close to mine. In the meantime I could rely on Mama to keep him happy, and she would be staying to help me with the baby.
"I want to watch you fuck her doggie," I whispered to Tucker.
"You are such a little instigator!" He kissed me passionately. "I wish it was you."
"Soon, baby. Soon."
Mama was engrossed in the television show and did not notice Tucker moving to he bottom of the bed until he was on his knees between her thighs, stroking up the the soft sensitive inner thigh. His mouth followed his hands until he found her wetness and inhaled her scent.
"Mmmm, Mae so wet," he breathed. "You're always so ready."
He licked the length of her slit and she rocked her hips up moaning. He pushed two fingers in her and flicked her clit rhythmically with his tongue. She squeezed her tits together and pinched her nipples. She rocked, rubbing her cunt on his face until she shuddered. He rolled her over on her hands and knees. He moved up behind her, his cock hard and throbbing and he rubbed the head up and down her slit.
"Fuck me Tucker," Mama whimpered. "I need your cock."
He slid in ball deep in one stroke. Holding her hips he fucked her hard and fast. Her tits jerked and swayed and she pushed back, riding his pistoning cock. The lewd sounds of their bodies pounding together, the scent of raw sex in the air. Tucker drove in, went stiff and emptied his balls into Mama.
They both collapsed on the bed, catching their breath.
"I think my water broke. I'm going into labor," I said and they both jumped up. "I've been feeling contractions all night, but not strong. It might be time to go to the hospital now."
Two days later I was back home with Tucker, Jr. who would be known as Tuck. Mama did everything for me but breast feed and Tucker was there to help with that.
"God, your breasts," he said, stroking my milk heavy tits after Mama took Tuck to his crib.
"I was supposed to be hornier when I was pregnant, and I wasn't," I said. "And now I'm not supposed to be interested and I want it all the time. I have to wait for four to six weeks until you are inside me, but I need to cum all the time."
"You are such a sexy Mama."
He kissed me and I rolled on top of him, straddling his thigh. He pushed his thigh against my cunt and I dry humped his leg until I came. My milky tits leaked all over him and he took a dripping nipple into his mouth. I had a long shuddering orgasm as he sucked my tit.
"I'm so pathetic," I murmured.
"You're beautiful. This will pass, Dixie."
"I need my Daddy," I whimpered, like a child. "I don't want to wait. I want you now."
"I know I know, honey. Are you titties aching?" he asked, seeing I needed relief.
"Yes. I'm too full just for Tuck."
I cradled his head to my breast as he sucked and took the aching away and dozed off.
Then I began to feel better and needed to get motivated. I joined a gym down the street and began to get rid of the pounds that I had gained, the bulge of my belly. Some work with weights built my chest muscles up which in turn firmed my tits up again.
Mama happily took care of Tuck and Tucker, and she would always be welcome in our bed, and always welcome to Tucker's cock. I loved watching my Daddy fuck my Mama and always would.
It had been six weeks and the doctor deemed that I was healed and could resume my life. Tucker arranged for a weekend away and we left Tuck enough milk to last.
He wouldn't tell me where we were going, other than it was a surprise and he actually blindfolded me for the last of the car ride. He left me in the car for a few minutes, then was back and guiding me out of the car.
He stopped me then pulled the blindfold off. I looked around and we were in the motel. The one where he first painted me nude. The one that we first fucked in.
"Oh god, Tucker, this is perfect!"
Our clothes were off and we were between the sheets, body to body. Tucker settled between my thighs and sank into my needy cunt. I moaned from the delicious stretching as his cock slowly slid in. We were in now hurry because we were finally enjoying each other.
"You know I appreciate you bringing your Mama into our bed for sex. I don't know anyone that would do that." I pushed up and we ground together. "But this is what I needed. To be buried in your body. My cock needed your cunt."
"I'm so happy the way it worked out. Mama needs a lot of sex and I knew you would and I wasn't going to be able to keep you happy for nine months. Mmmm," I moaned when he began sucking on my nipples. "And, if she is going to take care of Tuck, you need to keep her happy so she'll stay."
"Truth be told," I said and he stopped and looked at me. "It makes me hotter than hell watching my Mama and Daddy fucking right next to me and I can touch you both. It gets me hotter than hell when he pump your seed into her knowing that's how I got here."
He growled and started thrust in harder. My words did it.
"Fuck me Tucker, fill me with your seed too. Keep your daughter and her Mama full of your seed."
"Oh god, Dixie," he growled and rose up and began pounding into my cunt. I pushed up and our bodies pounded together until we both went over the edge.
I cuddled into his sweaty body and felt his seed leaking out. Fill me with your seed, but that's the first and last baby I will make.
Maybe Mama and him will make one again, I thought, smiling to myself.
The end.
(maybe)
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LILY & Her Football Player Brother CH 01
"Of course you can stay with us! Get your butt here as soon as you can," my brother blasted over the phone, his voice as big as his body.
"Thanks, Steve! You're sure Trisha is okay with it though?"
"She loves you!"
"Okay then, I'll let you know when I get my flight out."
I made all the arrangements, talked to my sister-in-law who was indeed excited I was coming, and, and went to pack a few things.
The flight to Columbus was only three hours which gave me time to remember the fun I had with my brother. I was an oops baby and he was ten years older than my eighteen, so he was nearly a father figure. My Dad was gone working long hours, and I always suspected relaxed with a woman of the week. My Mom, who is gone now, could be brutal, so in some ways I understood, but when he was gone from her, he was also gone from us. Stevie was more responsible for me than my Dad ever was.
On my last round of visiting universities and I had saved Columbus for last. My brother was a defensive linesman, always was big and burly from when we were kids. He now special orders dress shirts to wear at the auto dealership he owns in Dublin, where they live.
Trisha was waiting for me with a big smile when I rolled my bag out. "I'm so glad you're here," she said warmly, giving me a hug. "I think of you as my sister too, you know!"
"You've been in the family so long I think you are my sister!"
"Steve is still at the dealership so I thought we'd stop for lunch?"
"Yes! I bet I know where we're going! Sausage!"
She laughed. "I knew you liked the German Village as well."
We talked nonstop. I did not realize how much I missed her and began to feel the warm peace we feel when we are with family. I couldn't wait to see my brother. His nature and size always made me feel protected.
The gates slowly opened as we pulled up. Already stunned at the grandeur, I was having a difficult time taking it all in.
"Wow, Trisha," I said in awe.
"You like?"
"Are you joking? Do you have GPS for that house so I don't get lost?"
She laughed. "Your brother loved it because the rooms are spacious. I think he finally feels he can move freely and not have to be worried about fitting through doors or knocking something down."
I nodded. "I remember that. We don't realize the plight of large people in a normal world."
I caught a glimpse of the golf course through the trees, a premier Dublin tournament course in the country, and right in their backyard. The landscaping was summer lush. She pulled into the three-car garage alongside an exotic sports car and empty space for whatever Steve drove.
The mudroom, between the garage and kitchen, was as large as my bedroom at home. I walked into the kitchen and my act of cool and no-big-deal attitude went straight into the dumper when I saw the kitchen.
"Oh. My. God!" I said, my mouth literally hanging open.
"It's great isn't it?" she exclaimed. "Even though it's just the two of us, I love cooking here." She smoothed her hand over the stone island. "We entertain a lot so this, or even the house, does not go unused."
The laundry room slash pantry was conveniently off the kitchen. Trisha said the second floor had its own laundry and pantry, but that one had a small drink refrigerator and microwave for late-night snacks. Guest rooms also included a small refrigerator.
"Okay, let me take you to your room so you can get settled in."
We went up a grand staircase to the second floor that overlooked the living room on three sides. Two floors high huge stacked windows brought the daylight into the cozy living area and polished stone floors.
"This is so beautiful, Trisha. I'm so happy for you guys!"
"Thank you, honey. We have five bedrooms for you to pick from, but I thought you might like this one."
She opened the door to what I would consider a master-size room, which made me wonder about the real master bedroom. The outer wall was a series of french doors that opened to a balcony, which allowed me a view of the golf course on the vista, and the swimming pool, hot tub, and deck below.
"You can put your clothes in here." She opened the door to a bedroom size walk-in closet with a makeup counter in front of the windows.
I nodded. At a loss for words that weren't drooling compliments. I was sure there were more jaw-dropping things to come, but for now, my head was exploding.
"I'll put my clothes away and maybe grab a nap. I had to get up early for the flight and I'm feeling a little drowsy. Especially after that sandwich! I love those things!"
I looked at the remote that Trisha handed me and found the curtain button which quickly darkened the room. The soft cotton sheets felt good on my skin and I dozed off.
A tap at the door woke me up. "Come in!" I said, my voice gravelly while I looked for my phone on the nightstand to see what time it was.
"C'mon lazybones," my brother said in his quiet voice, which I appreciated. "I left the dealership early to spend some time with my little sis!"
"Stevie!" He sat on the edge of the bed and we hugged, not wanting to let each other go. "I've missed you."
"Mmmm missed you too honey," he whispered in my ear. "Since when did you grow into these?" He rubbed his chest on my tits.
I laughed and punched him on the arm. I pulled the sheet back up, but not before he got a good look.
I patted his belly, still firm without an ounce of fat, but I still had to say, "Since when did you grow into this?"
He boomed laughter, pushed me back on the bed, and had my wrists pinned above my head before I knew it. All through my life I never really stood a chance with him. He would only let me get away with stuff when he wanted to.
I saw him looking and realized the sheet slipped again and my breasts were totally exposed to him.
"Damn, you have grown up little sister," he growled low. "If you weren't my sister...." He looked down and dropped his head a bit. "Mmm mmm, mmm."
He let go of my wrists and I pulled the sheet up. "Not like you haven't seen them before, Stevie."
"No, but not bare and certainly not this size... What are they anyhow?"
"Thirty-eight D. You're depraved."
"I've seen them, a million years ago, much smaller and you were never naked besides." His eyes raked down my body. The soft cotton sheet had settled on all the curves and valleys of my body so he could probably revealed more than it hid.
"You are perverted," I laughed. "Should I check for cams in my shower I wonder?"
"No, but that's a damn good idea," he said, still checking me out.
"Get out of here and let me get dressed!" I said, shoving at him, although I may as well be trying to move a house.
He sat there and laughed, daring me. I flopped back on the bed and yanked the sheet up to my neck.
"Since you put it that way," he grumbled and left.
I realized then how much I missed him and our banter. It had never been sexual, but we always had teasing fun. He has been the best brother I could ever want.
I took a quick shower, dressed, and was downstairs in thirty minutes.
"I need to take some things to the houseboat, are you guys coming with me?" Steve said, carting a big box into the kitchen.
"Not me! I'm making us a special meal tonight to celebrate Lily being here!" I went over and hugged her, thankful I had a sister-in-law so sweet.
"OK sis, you're up. You haven't seen the houseboat lately. We had some work done on it.
He walked past Trisha's SUV, past his sedan and the sports car chirped. "We'll take this. I haven't driven it in a while."
"Poor you," I said, smirking.
"You are really looking for trouble young lady."
"HEY, I'm almost nineteen!"
He groaned. "Don't remind me." Sometimes our ten-year difference could be bothersome.
"Love you, Stevie," I said. He kissed my hand and put it on the shifter under his.
We roared out the driveway and down the winding road, the acceleration and power were like a bolt of lightning from my hand through my body. He up-shifted and downshifted through the curves and waves of adrenaline shot through me like an orgasm.
He slowed down as we hit the lowered speed limit. He kissed my hand and dropped it back on my thigh but not before brushing my skin with his fingers.
"You're corrupt," I said, and he grinned. "But that was hot." He laughed loud.
They bought the houseboat shortly after they were married and had actually lived on it for a while while he transitioned into pro football. Once he turned pro, they moved to several cities as teams changed until he had an injury that sidelined him.
"Good. It's still the same old houseboat, just fresher. Prettier!" He snorted and laughed.
"Pretty huh." He began pulling stuff from the box. "Hey pretty, why don't you go to the deck out back and get some sun. It's private so you can go topless!"
"Evil you are."
I did go stretch out on the lounger enjoying the warm sun and slight bounce of the boat. He came out and began working on a light fixture.
"You know--"
"Don't even say it," I interrupted.
"What?! I was just going to say we could swing by the business since you haven't seen it before."
"Sure you were going to say that," and we both laughed. I smiled watching him work, enjoying how without the pressure of the pros, he is much more relaxed and enjoying life. Not to mention more amorous and sexually flirty with me.
We drove by rows of glittering automobiles before we got to the soaring glass fronted building. It was a much bigger dealership than I imagined. The opposite side was rows of preowned vehicles. He introduced me around and we went up to his office.
A bank of screens appeared to cover every square inch of the place. The mirrored front allowed him to overlook the showroom floor and out into the front lot. I stood in front of the window.
"Very sneaky, brother. Spying."
I felt his heat behind me before I felt him brush against me. My knees turned weak and I gripped the rail that went across the window.
"I've never been sneaky, but suddenly you're making me that way," he whispered in my ear. "Sis, you're driving me crazy. When did you grow up to be so fucking beautiful and sexy."
The heat of his body was intense. I swallowed. "Don't tell me you haven't fucked some lovely up here!'
"Okay, I haven't fucked anyone up here. Never even thought about it." His big hands held my hips. "Until now." He rubbed his hard cock against me."Baby, let me touch."
I shuddered. How could I be forgetting that this was my brother? He was a lusty man and everything else in my mind dimmed. Damn. I can't feel this for him. But I was so young when he left the house, we did not live together long as brother and sister. Our ten year age difference did make all the difference.
"Stevie, this is such a bad idea."
One big hand splayed across my stomach, the other my midriff holding me back against him.
"Then why are we both feeling like we don't want to stop," he said, nuzzling my neck. "C'mon. Let me touch." His hand was underneath my breast.
I watched the people on the showroom floor knowing they could look up at any minute. The glass was mirrored, but would it really hide us. It made the whole situation that much more titillating. But he had just introduced me to them all as his sister.
"You just want to grope my tits," I murmured, relaxing back against him, loving the feel of his hands on me.
"And your point is...." I could feel his smile against my neck. I could feel the hardness of his cock pressing against me.
"Mmmm, Stevie," I murmured, leaning my head as he kissed and nuzzled my neck. His hand moved between my breasts as though not wanting to push me any further than I was willing to go.
"Your heart is beating so fast, honey."
"It's what you're doing to me," I whispered.
"Like what you're doing to me," he growled. "What's happening between us. I don't know the answer any more than you do, but I know it feels right, Lil. I've never had the kind of need for anyone like I have for you. Right now my balls are aching."
Agreeing with everything he said, I gave up. I reached back and squeezed the hard bulge in his pants. "When did you grow this?" I said, grinning.
"Apparently we missed the good parts of each other growing up, eh?"
I rubbed the length through his pants and he pushed into my hand. "Honey, another minute of that and you're going to have to follow through."
I sadly gave one last squeeze. "I have to sort this out. But if so, not here, not now."
"I agree. I want you naked in bed under me while I slide deep inside your sweet pussy." I swallowed hard. "But not before I get between your soft thighs to taste you. But not before I caress and suck those luscious tits." My knees went weak again.
"Stevie," I moaned, turning my head.
His lips were on mine, hard and insistent. His tongue pushed in and I sucked his tongue in, tasting him. He slipped his hand between my legs. I was sure my panties and shorts were soaked. He moaned and pressed his fingers into my cunt, the heel of his hand rocking on my clit. I opened my mouth wider and shoved my tongue in and out.
"Oh god baby, cum for me," he growled against my lips. My hips rocked rhythmically against his hand and suddenly an orgasm exploded through my body. I moaned loud in his mouth as wave after wave crashed through me. As my body relaxed, he supported me against him.
He murmured in my hair, "I want you and I'll have you."
My brother sent me down to the showroom until he could be presentable enough to walk out. It wouldn't do to see him with a hard-on for his sister, I thought.
We walked into a kitchen that smelled deliciously spicy and suddenly the German sausage sandwich seemed like a long time ago.
"Did y'all catch up today," Trisha asked during dinner.
"We did. I got everything done on the houseboat, then I took her by the dealership."
"Nice. I guess. Not exactly a girl's dream day," she said and we all laughed.
Stevie and I exchanged glances thinking the same thing. What he did to me was a girl's dream. Many a girl back when he played.
That night, I had the most arousing dreams. At my age, I haven't had a lot of experience, but today with Stevie changed all that, opening my mind to anything.
"Lily."
I heard him in a dream and waiting to see him.
"Lily."
I fluttered my eyes, not wanting the dream to end.
"Lily wake up, baby."
I opened them to Stevie leaning over me.
"Mmmm, I was just dreaming about you and here you are," I mumbled.
He brushed the silky black hair back from my face, just like he did when he used to put me to bed.
"I'm no dream. I'm here." I tried to look at him, but he was so close all I could see what his broad shoulders and thick arms. I turned my head to see the rest of him and as my eyes traveled lower, I saw he was naked. His cock was thick and angry red and throbbed in front of him.
"Mmmm, Stevie," I murmured, still half asleep, but knowing what I was looking at.
"Yes, baby. I want to see you too."
He slowly pulled the sheet down, exposing my bare tits to his gaze, then lower past my belly until he uncovered my pussy. I kept a small tuft of black hair but my pussy lips were smooth and soft.
"You're so fucking hot, Lily. I wouldn't have guessed you would be so gorgeous and look like this."
He caressed my breasts with his big hands. I arched, pressing my tits into his hands. He slid a hand between my legs like earlier, but this time he fondled my bare pussy. He slipped a finger in and stroked through the wet folds.
"You're so wet."
"My dreams. They were of you. Of us."
"Oh my god. I need to bury myself in you." He touched my clit and that was all it took to set me off after the dreams and his touch. I tried to stifle my moans. "No one can hear you, baby. The rooms are all soundproof and she is in the other wing. Which is good because I will have you screaming with pleasure when I fuck you." His words send shudders through my body. "Night night sweet girl. Dream of us again until you soon feel me inside you."
I heard the door close softly.
The next morning at breakfast, Trisha announced she had had a tennis date that she couldn't cancel.
"I really don't want you guys stopping your lives because I'm here! There's a pool and hot tub out there that's calling my name. I still need to go look at housing near the college. Daddy doesn't want me to stay on campus, but get an apartment of my own, so that will take some time. I have an appointment for a tour and to talk to the head of the department, but I'd like to look around on my own first. So see, I have plenty to keep me busy."
My brother was cutting back his time at the business and allowing those he groomed to take some responsibility, so today was his day off.
"Hot tub and pool sound good to me!" he said. "If you want company that is."
I laughed. "As long as you don't displace all the water."
"Uh-huh, I'll get you for that one," he warned. I turned and flew up the steps to my room, only to remember I didn't bring a swimsuit. So after that grand exit, I had to go back down to mention that. I needed to go shopping first."
Trisha said, "I got a million of 'em! Just look in the pool house and wear what you want."
"Thanks, sis!" I said and she grinned broadly.
I loved my sister-in-law and couldn't think about her when I thought about what Stevie and I had done. Or maybe even will do. Will I have a guilty conscience, I wondered. If I go to college here I will be seeing a lot more of her. Of him as well. Maybe I should consider everything before jumping into the fire. But I was like a moth to a flame when it came to my brother.
I went into the pool house and sure enough, Trisha had enough swimsuits for a third world. At least anyone in the third world might want to wear skimpy bikinis. I chose one, changed, and pinned my long black hair on top of my head. By the time I came out, my brother was in the hot tub.
"C'mon in sis!"
I squatted on the edge and slowly slid one leg in, then the other. He watched me through slit eyes.
"What are you looking at reprobate."
He boomed in laughter. "You are still an ornery one, aren't you."
"Like you aren't worse!"
"You know those tits are buoyant."
"WHAT. You're nuts."
"Look at them."
"You look at them," I shot back before thinking.
"I am baby. I am." I rolled my eyes.
I leaned my head back and closed my eyes to enjoy the swirling hot water on my body. He nudged my knees apart and pushed his big body between my thighs.
"What are you doing?"
He cupped my ass and pulled me against him, my legs automatically wrapping around him. He leaned back on his knees in the water and ground his hard cock into my pussy.
"Jesus Stevie, Trisha could--"
"She won't be home for hours. Let's play baby."
His hazel eyes always melted me before, now they were mesmerizing. We had the same black hair, his was short and spiked from the water. His black beard appeared to be a five o'clock shadow even right after he shaved. We had the same milky white skin. I ran my fingers through the black curls on his chest.
I trailed my fingers down the center arrow, under the water, until I got to the bush at the base of his cock.
"You're naked!"
"Mmmm, yes I am. What are you going to do about it."



After a moment's hesitation, I took my brother's cock in my hand and started stroking, saying, "This! I'm going to do this to it."
"Yeah, baby. That's my girl," he growled.
"You know you just peeked on me, but I never did on you."
"How'd you know I peeked?"
"I didn't until now," I said, smirking.
"You are a brat... Oh god, that feels so good."
I lightly bounced his balls on my fingers as I stroked his shaft. The water churned around his cock as I stroked faster. His head tipped back and he growled.
Both of my arms under the water squeezed my tits up and nearly out of the bikini top. He pulled the ties and it floated away. He weighed each one, his big hands pinching my nipples between his thumb and forefingers. He tugged and pulled them harder and longer.
"Mmmm, Stevie. I love that."
"God these tits drive me crazy. D cup is perfect for my big hands."
I giggled. "I could see you putting your hands on a girl's tits looking for the perfect one for you."
"Nothing wrong with that," he said then groaned louder when I palmed the head of his cock. "Keep that up and you're going to get an eruption in the hot tub."
I shrugged and stroked faster. I fondled his balls, which he loved by the grunts and graveled vibrations. He began thrusting, bouncing me on his lap, while I held on to rub his shaft. Waves lapped against the sides of the hot tub and splashed over. His cock began to pump his seed that immediately swirled and disappeared into the hot water.
"Oh my god, Lily." He gathered me in his arms and pulled me against him. My nipples hardened as they rubbed his furred chest. He caught his breath. "Your tits against me. I'm obsessed with them, Lil."
I smiled, liking his obsession a lot.
We were out, showered, and dressed having lunch when Trisha got home.
"I almost forgot! We have to go shopping for dresses for the party!"
"What party," I asked.
"I have an annual party for invited guests from the other dealerships in Columbus. Mostly owners, other high-level people," Steve said, reading the paper.
"I'm buying you the dress for the party, my treat, and I get to pick it out!" Trisha said.
"Uh oh. Your style is a little more, uh, revealing than what I usually wear."
"My point exactly! I want to get you something to show off your gorgeous body. You never know who you'll meet at this party!"
Steve peered over the paper. "You're trying to fix her up? She's only eighteen. She still has college and a career ahead of her," he scolded Trisha but she was paying no attention to him.
"Let me change clothes and we'll go to the mall. There's a big one north of Columbus with lots of dress shops. We'll both find something great!"
I watched her run up the stairs.
"Phew," I said, laughing.
"She does get carried away, but she loves you. Let her spoil you. She has excellent taste."
The mall was huge and surrounded by a huge variety of other stores and restaurants. Trisha knew where to go and we headed to the first store. She was a whirlwind whipping through the racks and pulling out a dress here and there.
"I'll be sitting out here, I want to see them all. Get an idea of color and style."
She was on a mission, I thought, laughing. I hung up six dresses and undressed. The first one was a no-go for us both. Second and third I liked, but she didn't Fourth was a maybe, and fifth and sixth were no go. She had them hold one and off we went to the next store.
Four dresses and she didn't like any of them on.
The third store she had more of an idea of style and color and chose very similar dresses.
She loves the first one but I wanted to try on the others. I did and we decided on the first one. At that point, I decided to let her choose all my clothes.
We stopped back at the other shop to tell them we found a dress, but Trisha bought that dress for me too saying I'd have a chance to wear it in the future.
The shoes she chose were the highest heel I've ever worn and I hoped I would make it through the evening without falling down.
"These things are impossibly high," I grumbled.
We stopped to grab lunch.
"It's so much fun having you here, Lil. I hope you decide to go to school here. I could spoil you more."
"It's strong out front for me but I want to check the department and department head. The campus to some extent too."
"I get it totally."
"You guys seem so happy," I remarked. "And that makes me happy."
"I suppose we are," she said contemplatively. "We had some really tough times. When your brother was hurt and they finally told him it was career-ending, I didn't know how he was going to adapt. He was in a dark place for a while, but thankfully he came out of it better than ever really."
I smiled.
The next few days were meetings with caterers, florists, parking and I lost track of what all. Trisha had it all under control. I could tell she had a lot of experience setting these things up.
"We'll have to stay out of the kitchen the day of the party, but the caterer has promised the three of us breakfast and lunch."
"Nice. Here's hoping for perfect weather!"
"Yesssssss," Trisha said. "That's the only thing out of my control. If it's nice, there will be dancing out on the patio and a bar on the deck. Torches will line the perimeter of the property and they will have huge floating lit up white balls in the pool."
"Wow, I'm really getting excited now," I said, pouring us both a cup of coffee. "Is it mostly couples?"
"Steve invites a nice mixture of singles and couples. He adds in a few movers and shakers in Columbus as well as some artists. Just to spice things up a bit," she laughed.
"Fun stuff. I'm totally excited about it."
"Excited about what, sis?" Steve asked breezing into the kitchen. I got up and poured him a mug of coffee, ignoring his inference.
"The party. I was telling her who all would be here."
"Ah yes, all too old for her," he said, laughing.
"Okay, I gotta go," Trisha said. "I have an appointment with a new bakery to do some tasting. It's a tough job, but someone has to do it," she giggled walking out the door.
Steve took a sip of his coffee. "It will be old men compared."
"What? Your age?"
He tapped his fingers on the counter and eyed me. I decided to go while I could and raced up the stairs. He caught me at the top of the stairs, threw me over his shoulder like I was a feather, and dumped me on my bed. I was giggling so hard I had to run to the bathroom.
When I came out, Steve was in my bed. He didn't have a shirt on when he came down for breakfast, so I couldn't tell if he removed any clothes.
"What're you doing in my bed?"
"Come over here and find out."
I looked at him suspiciously "I'm your sister you lecher."
"I know. I want to compare to see how much we are alike."
"Compare what?"
"Oh, you know," he smirked.
"No. I don't."
"You know what's going to happen if you continue to tease me don't you?"
"No. What?"
His eyes narrowed and in a seductive voice said, "You'll get it deep and hard." He watched my breasts as I breathed harder. "And you know from a long time ago, I keep my promises." I swallowed. "So now, are you going to come here, or do I have to come get you?"
I walked over to the bed, crawled up from the foot of the mattress, and straddled him over the bedclothes.
"You're close. Warm. Keep trying."
I locked eyes with him, reached down, and pulled my shirt over my head. His eyes flared.
"Nicely done. Love your lingerie, sis."
The smoky lavender bra was perfect on my white skin and lacy enough to see my dark brown nipples through. I leaned forward, let my hair hang in front as I reached back and unhooked my bra. He never took his eyes off of me. I let the bra drop, but my long thick hair covered my tits.
Suddenly he grabbed my wrists as slowly pulled me forward. My hands were on his shoulders and I was on my knees straddling him. He reached up and gathered my hair in his hand. My tits were hanging and swaying over his chest.
"Like what you see?" I whispered.
"I love what I see," he whispered while cupping his big hands under my tits."And what I feel. And what I'm going to taste."
I leaned over his mouth and teased his lips with my nipple. He growled as I kept brushing it back and forth. He squeezed my tits together and rubbed his beard across them both, stopping to nip and tug. I moaned. He sucked harder.
"Take your shorts off."
I slipped off the bed and shimmied my shorts and panties down my legs. He threw the covers back displaying his muscled body and throbbing cock.. I straddled him again, but this time it was open steamy pussy on his hot shaft.
"Oh baby," he said, cupping my ass and grinding up into me. "I can't believe how sexy you are. My sister turned into a fucking sex goddess."
I sat astride his huge body. "I'm glad we found each other." He nodded, knowing exactly what I meant.
"Wait, I have something for you." He got a recognizable blue box out from under the covers and opened it towards me.
"Oh my god, Stevie," I said as he reached up and hooked the necklace behind my neck. It was a collar of diamonds that fit snugly around my neck. Two chains dropped from the center and a large emerald cut diamond nestled in my cleavage.
"Beautiful," he said running his fingers lightly over my breasts. His finger traced the arc from my nipple to the diamond to my other nipple. "Do you like the collar?"
I reached up to touch it. "I've never worn anything like it. I will have to get used to it." I traced the chains down to the diamond. "This is too extravagant, Stevie."
"Not for my sister."
"It's to wear with your new dress at the party."
"Trisha is going to wonder...?"
"Trisha knows. She showed me your dress and I said I would get a necklace for it. Oh," he nodded towards the dresser, "There are matching earrings over there."
"Stevie!"
"So now, after all this, are you going to keep just sitting on my dick and smashing it, or can you find something to do with it?"
I went to my hands and knees and kissed all over his face, then I covered his lips with mine. My tits hung low and I let my nipples rub his chest. The diamond glittered between my tits. I went up on my knees, reached down to hold his cock, and began rubbing the head up and down my slit. He growled and watched me. I teased it at my entrance and just slipped the head in. He growled again. His precum and my juices had my cunt dripping.
"Do you want it," I whispered. He rocked his hips. "Tell me you want deep in your sister's cunt." I kept rubbing the head on my clit.
Suddenly he grabbed my hips. "Fuck me, Lily," he ground out. "I need your tight cunt on my cock. You know I want to be deep inside your body. I want my sister riding my cock. I want to watch those tits bounce."
I looked at him as I slowly slid down his shaft. Until I was down so far the only thing I could do was grind on it. I leaned on his shoulders and slid up and down his cock, letting my tits sway over him.
"Oh god, baby," he growled. "You are driving me crazy."
He kneaded and squeezed my firm tits, moaning the whole time. He began to buck and all I could do was hang on and ride. My tits danced and swayed, my hair flew, I tightened my cunt to squeeze my brother's marauding cock. I raised up, my head fell back and I moaned loud and long as the orgasm racked through my body. My clenching cunt milked his cock.
"Oh my god, Lil, I'm cumming," he shouted, driving up and pumping his load of cum deep inside me. "Holy fuck," he moaned, pulling me down on his chest.
"Mmmm, that was the best," I murmured against his furry skin.
"It was the best ever, yes."
He rolled us on our sides and gathered me tight against his big body. I was cocooned in his arms and legs.
"I love you, Stevie," I whispered.
"I love you too, baby."
"Now you need to get out of here before Trisha comes back."
"Damn. Kicked out of my own sister's bed. What the fuck."
"You're just shameless," I told him.
"You liked my dick inside you though, didn't you?"
'Damn straight! Now get the fuck out of my bed!"
Three more days until the party and Trisha whisked me off for a spa day. Waxed, creamed, brushed, scrubbed, trimmed, and painted. They didn't miss a square inch of my body and by the time I left, I was so relaxed my legs were like noodles.
At dinner, Steve said, "Did you ladies have a good spa day?"
"Oh my god, it was awesome!" I exclaimed, totally captivated by spa anything now.
Trisha smiled at me fondly. "I think we--" She looked at her buzzing phone. "Shoot, I have to take this call." She left the table.
"So you liked the spa huh,' Steve said looking at me. I nodded a little suspicious. "How about a spa day with me?" he said, waggling his eyebrows and I laughed.
"You goof."
The morning of the party was bustling activity inside and out. I watched from my balcony as they converted the pool, deck, patio, and yard into what will be an illuminated spectacle. Columbus weatherman predicted a perfect evening and I was so happy for Steve and Trisha. I peered down into the living room which had flowers stacked on every surface waiting to be the last things to go out.
I leaned on the railing and jumped when Steve grabbed me by the hips and rubbed his hardening cock on my ass.
"You are despicable," I said, wiggling my ass into him.
"I love the names you're calling me. Eventually, you'll run out."
"I doubt it! I can be very creative." He reached under me to squeeze my tit. "Stop it! Someone will see us!"
"She's riding herd in the kitchen and won't come up for air until it's time to get dressed."
I turned around and said, "I still don't like taking chances, Stevie."
Suddenly he picked me up and we went through a door into a darkened room. He kicked the door shut behind us. He set me on my feet and then there was a dim light allowing me to see we were in his his office. Bookcases that looked like fine furniture lined the walls and held awards and plaques, and football trophies he had won through the years.
He hooked his fingers in the waistband of my shorts and yanked them to my ankles.
"Ohhhhhh you!"
He set me on the edge of his huge wooden desk and stroked a finger through my slit. "You're wet, baby. That's from me?"
"Mmmm," I moaned. "Not really. I thought the caterer was pretty hot," I joked.
He unzipped his pants and his cock flopped out heavy and swollen. "He's a pussy. You're mine."
He stood between my spread thighs and ran his cock head up the same path his fingers stroked. I sucked in a breath. We both looked down between us as the tip of his cock slipped between my soft pussy lips. He teased my clit.
I pulled my shirt off and tossed it on the desk behind me. My breasts exploded out of my bra.
"I need you so much. You know you fucking drive me crazy."
He pushed the tip inside me. "More," I moaned, watching his cock start to disappear in my cunt. Another teasing inch.
"Tell me you want it."
"I want it. I need your hot meat," I gritted out.
He slowly slid in until his pubic hair ground against my soft cunt lips. We both moaned and his cock pulsed inside me. He fucked me on the edge of his desk for a while. Then picked me up and walked to his office chair while I was impaled on his cock. He sat on the edge, my legs hanging on each side of him.
My toes rested on the legs of his chair and I could push up. And down. And up. And down. I got into a rhythm and rode his cock in long strokes. The head nearly came out before I dropped back down his shaft. I ground down, taking it deep. Then pushed high.
His hands were on my bouncing tits and he groaned, low and deep. "I'm gonna cum soon, Lily. Gonna shoot deep in your sweet pussy."
His words were inflaming. His shaft rubbed my clit and my cunt clenched, tightly milking the cum out of his balls. He grunted loud and his cock pulsed as his heat filled me.
I wrapped my arms around his shoulders. "Oh, Stevie," I whimpered.
"I know. It'll only get better baby."
Later, after I had showered to prepare for the evening, Trisha did my makeup and hair. Her dressing table was a jumble of pots and containers and from that, I went from a moth to a butterfly. I looked in the mirror at a person I didn't recognize.
"Wow."
"You're already so beautiful, Lily. I knew with a little bit of makeup you would be stunning," she said, standing behind me looking at me in the mirror. My long black hair was pulled up in a sexy tumble with a few strands trailing down. "You really have no idea how gorgeous you are, do you."
"Oh my god thank you so much, Trisha." I hugged her. "This is going to be so much fun." I ran back to my room, anxious to see me in my dress.
I spotted people out on the deck getting drinks and wandering around the patio and pool. I wanted to wait for a while to go down so Stevie and Trisha had time to greet their guests before having to deal with me. I was feeling a bit nervous too. I was an eighteen-year-old in a very adult world here.
I began to descend the steps and as soon as I saw Steve, all my nerves vanished when he smiled and winked. He met me at the bottom of the stairs.
"You look gorgeous, Lily. I almost wouldn't have recognized you."
Thank you. Thanks to Trisha I have smokey eyes."
He leaned in and whispered in my ear. "And you have given me smokey pants you sexy thing." I giggled.
The black dress shimmered, but the star of the show was the emerald-cut diamond that nestled between my breasts. My dress bodice was deeply cut and held by two spaghetti straps. It was longer, above the knee, but the slit went to the top of my thigh. I wore impossibly high strappy black heels.
As Steve and I stood talking several men began to crowd in for introductions. As he introduced me, he gave names and how they were involved in the business or community. I got the card from someone in charge of marketing at a large firm in Columbus, that represented an impressive amount of regional business. Since my major would be in marketing, he asked me to follow up with him.
Later Trisha cut in and whispered, "I thought I'd save you for a minute." We giggled.
"It was a bit overwhelming."
"I'm sure it is honey. The fact you look much older than your age makes a difference. If you get stuck, give one of us the high sign and we will save you. Steve is keeping an eye on you as well."
"Thank you," I said, relieved.
I was able to get away and wander out to the deck for a drink. No alcohol because I knew I had to stay sharp with this group. I was in the shadowed corner of the pool when Steve came out and motioned to go down the path towards the golf course.
"You've had my dick hard all night, young lady," he said, and I jumped.
"I didn't hear you coming, Stevie."
"Oh, you can hear me cumming, baby." I laughed and punched him on the arm.
"You're going to be missed at your own party, bro."
"I've talked to everyone there. At least once. Did a little business. And now it's time for a little fun." His big hands wrapped my waist and pulled me against him. "You have been driving me nuts all evening you know."
"Oh yeah," I murmured. My heels made me much taller and I found I had more control. I held the back of his head, pressed my lips to his, and dipped my tongue in. I tasted the smokey scotch. "Mmmm, you taste good.
"Take your panties off. I want to taste you!"
"You wolf!"
He was kissing me over and over, pressing his hardness into me. He slipped a spaghetti strap over my shoulder to free my tit in his hand. He leaned over and suckled my nipple even harder.
"At least the names you're calling me are more accurate now," he said smiling. He tugged my nipple with his teeth. "I'm going to get you diamonds for each nipple."
"Eeek, you want me to pierce my nipples?"
He didn't reply. His hand slipped into the slit in my dress and pushed it up to my waist. He looked down t my garter belt and thigh-high hose.



"God damn, baby. You're killing me. And those fucking heels."
I stood there, one tit out of the bodice and my dress bunched around my waist. "What if someone sees me like this," I hissed.
"They'll want to fuck you too, but you are mine."
"God knows my cock wants to, but I'm not going to fuck you now. Go repair your lipstick and I'll see you back at the party."
He tucked my breast back into my top and slid the strap up. I watched him stride back up the path as I fixed my dress. I slipped in to repair my makeup.
"I've been looking for you, Lily," a white-haired gentleman said. "You've been surrounded by the young cocksmen."
I laughed. "I'm glad you found me," I said sincerely. I remember when Steve introduced us, there was a fondness between them.
We found a small unoccupied table on the deck and talked. He was amazingly smart and one of those types of people you could talk with for hours.
"Rod, you old coot, are you hitting on my baby sister?" Steve said, pulling out a chair.
"I think she has better taste than that!" They laughed.
Actually, I preferred older men as friends, and although I hadn't had much time for dating, knew that when I did, it would be an older man. Rod's white hair belied his age I was sure. He was not as old as he appeared to be at first glance. Or maybe because he kept a young man's vitality. No matter, I found him attractive.
He excused himself and I told Stevie I was tired as well and going up to bed.
Not surprisingly, in the middle of the night, Stevie pulled the sheet back, baring my body.
"Open up baby. I need you."
I mumbled, still so sleepy but wet just as soon as I heard his words. I rolled on my back and opened my legs. I love the immediacy of night sex. Sleepy quickies.
"Fuck me, Stevie,' I whispered. "I need your cock."
He held himself over me and shoved in. That angle meant his shaft rubbed my clit. My body jerked with each stroke. He was desperate and fucked me with short, hard jerks. Each with a deep graveled bark against my neck. It was pure raw sex and we both climbed higher. I dug my nails in his ass and squeezed. He pounded into me even harder.
"Oh god, Lily," he growled.
He shoved in hard and deep and at the same time slammed against my clit starting spasms in my cunt. He growled louder when the muscles gripped his cock and flooded me with his seed.
"Damn baby, I didn't hurt you did I," he whispered while we caught our breaths.
"Mmmm, no. That was the best, Stevie. You make me cum so hard."
He rolled to his side taking me with him and cradling me against his chest.
"I think it's because we are brother and sister. There is another element of excitement, add taboo to it, and the fact that we are highly sexed," he added, and I giggled. "I love that you're always ready for me. Always so wet."
"You make me wet. Sometimes just hearing your voice," I admitted.
"Lily, first I want you to know that Trisha and I discussed it and we both want you to stay here. If you decide on Columbus. The campus isn't that far, and there's a bit of interstate that helps."
"Stevie, I don't know what to say. You're both spoiling me," I said, kissing his chest.
"You don't think you're not spoiling me. Giving me your sweet pussy whenever I need it. Which is often, with you," he laughed. "By the way, there's a car in front of the garage that's yours to get around in. Nothing fancy, but I know you wanted to check out the campus on your own, and you'll need it to get to your appointment. The keys are above the visor."
"Stevie!" I threw my arm over his chest and my leg over him until I was half laying on him. I swooped in for a long, wet, wicked kiss. We made out like we were in the back of a car until we both fell asleep. In the morning, he was gone.
I was awake for a while before getting out of bed. I loved my brother's late-night visits to my bed. Trisha told me they have separate bedrooms because of her snoring, which she laughed about.
We were brother and sister that loved each other but with an added element. I would never make demands on him and I know he would not sacrifice his marriage for me. I had a lot to think about. Not only if I want to go to the university here, but if I would live here.
Steve and Trisha were both gone with a note as to their itinerary for the day. I remembered enough about Columbus that I felt confident getting around, so I took the car and headed out.
I drove up High street through Clintonville, where I thought I might find housing. It was a great neighborhood, walkable, historic, and just down the road from the campus. I found a parking spot off-campus, grabbed the map I had printed out, and began to wander around. My stomach started grumbling, so I grabbed a sandwich across the street and people watched. Even though it was summer, there was a remarkable amount of students out and about.
I left and headed back to Dublin. I had to go by Stevie's dealership and decided to stop to see if he was busy. When I walked into the showroom, I saw him talking to several salespeople. He saw me and I hung back.
"Lily! This is a wonderful surprise, baby," he said low. "Let's go up to my office. I make them nervous when I'm on the floor," he bellow laughed, and I saw the others smile at him fondly. I knew he was well-loved by his employees.
He got us both a soda and said, "So how was your tour, what did you do today, did you get lunch?"
"Geez, bro."
He laughed. "I guess I sound like Mom huh." He sat on the edge of his desk while I told him about my day. I told him I had gone through Clintonville as well, and if I decided not to stay with them, I would like a place there.
"Loved the campus. Very imposing and I got the feeling just walking through, that this was a no-nonsense place for the serious student. I really loved that about it."
"Agree with your assessment. You'll come out of there with superior knowledge, and businesses know that. They're always looking to hire a graduate from there. Anywhere in this country actually."
"Of course it depends on my interview, but I'm pretty sure I want to go there."
"Oh baby, I'm so damn happy you'll be here with us. Either way, with us at the house, or just in town."
I walked to the glass window and looked down at the showroom. "You would never jeopardize your marriage for our relationship would you?"
I could feel his heat behind me and his hands rubbed my arms. "Lily, I would never do that, no. What you and I have is special. Brother and sister love that goes way beyond the normal. Way beyond." He kissed the side of my neck. "Do you feel better about us now?"
"No."
"No?"
"I'll feel better about us if you fuck me in front of this window," I said, turning and putting my arms around his neck. "You're sure they can't see us right?"
"Fuck. Men fantasize about a woman like you and I have you right here, in the sweet flesh."
My clothes were in a pile around my feet before he came back from locking the door. I leaned on the railing, my ass out wiggling. He groaned.
His cock rubbed down my wet opening, adding his copious amount of precum. "You're wet too, you know."
"I am. I do. All for you. Because of you." He pushed the head in a little, and I moaned. "This sweet pussy gets me harder, faster." He pushed in deeper then back out. I whimpered. "Almost like I was when I was your age." He continued to push just the head in, then back out again.
"You're teasing me," I whimpered.
"I am."
I pushed back to try to slide on, but he did too. "Stevie!" He started rubbing his cock on my clit and I groaned and my cunt contracted. "Dammit, Stevie, fuck me!"
Just that quick he shoved in ball deep. Gravelly grunts as he held my shoulders and pounded into me. My tits swayed and bounced. His fat balls slapped against me.
"Fucking fat balls," I moaned. "Shove that stiff cock in deep. Deeper!"
As I rode him, our bodies slammed together harder. The sound of pounding flesh, low continuous moans, grunting growls to the pace, the lewd slurping of our juices. The smell of our sex drifted from between my legs and added to my arousal.
"Fill me with your cum. I want to feel your cock pumping. Emptying your balls. Fuck me harder. My tight steamy cunt is going to milk every drop out of you."
The more I talked the harder he fucked me, the louder he grunted and growled. Without warning, I shot off. Wave after wake rolled through my body. My cunt spasmed on his cock.
"Goddammit," he groaned. He grabbed my hips and locked in deep. His cock pulsed. Wet heat filled me.
After his cock fell out of me, I stood up. Naked in front of the window. I still felt the thrill of being seen even though no one could. He stood behind me and kneaded my tits, tugging my nipples. He smoothed his hands over my belly to my pussy.
"It feels like everyone is watching us doesn't it?"
"Yesssss," I hissed.
"If they could see you, every guy down there would have his cock in his hand. You leave a wake of hard-ons you know."
"I do?"
"There were more than a couple of guys at the party that would give anything to have your sexy body under them in bed."
I leaned my head back on his shoulder. "Only one guy there that I want to do that, and he's here with me right now."
"Love you, Lily," he said, nuzzling my neck.
A few days later Steve came into my room early. He smiled.
"What you're thinking will happen later."
"Promise?"
"Oh god yeah."
"Do you remember Rod from the party?"
"The white-haired guy?"
"Right. I'm not sure how I feel about this, but I told him I would run it by you. He helped me get started and I owe him that. He is buying up dealerships around here and wants to include the Cincinnati area. He has a weekend of meetings at a resort further south."
I nodded. Not knowing where this was going.
"He asked if you could go with him for the weekend."
"The whole weekend?"
Stevie nodded. "There is always a lot of socializing at these things along with intense meetings where millions are on the table."
"Wow," I said, learning a lot during the conversations so far. "So what would I do?"
"The point would be arm candy for him. Having a younger woman gives the impression to others that, an older man especially, has the vitality of youth and stamina which transfers to the boardroom. In other rooms, a sexy young woman is not going to be hanging around with a limp dick. So to speak."
"Speaking of dicks. Would it include sex?"
"That is totally up to you, baby. I know Rod wouldn't expect it, nor would he push it. It's going to be all up to you."
"Wow," I repeated.
"He is my best and oldest friend in the business. Out of everyone I know, I would choose him to be with you. If that was what you chose. Again, it's up to you. All that will be expected is that you attend the social functions and dazzle them, just like you did at the party here."
"Can I think about it?"
"Absolutely! It's two weekends away and I know if you don't go with him, he won't take anyone else."
"And you're okay with whatever happens?"
"Yes, I am. You'll always be my sister, and I hope my lover. We have a complicated relationship don't we," he chuckled.
'I know I will want you no matter what I do in life, or who I'm with. You complete me in a way no one else has."
"Oh baby," he gathered me in his arms and squeezed as only a football player can.
A few days later I told Stevie I would do it. I remembered Rod. I did feel an attraction and knew I would be comfortable on any social occasion with him. Beyond that, I wouldn't plan.
That afternoon a clothing rack was wheeled into my bedroom. Trisha followed the delivery man in and closed the door when he left.
"Rod sent these over. He said to choose any or all. And if you prefer another lady's dress shop, let him know and he will have an account open for you," Trisha said, raising her eyebrows smiling. "I might add that this is from the most exclusive dress shop in the area."
We unzipped the cover and both gasped at the same time. It was packed with the most exquisite gowns I have ever seen.
"Oh my god," Trisha murmured, pulling one out to hold up. "Look at these!" she said, waving to the rest.
"Can you help me choose?"
Several hours later, after trying on more dresses than I could imagine, we had them narrowed down. Trisha called the store to come to pick up the rest.
"I guess I need to learn this smokey eye thing from you too," I said ruefully and we both laughed.
The gowns glittered and sparkled like a jeweled rainbow in my closet.
"Trisha sent me up to put my stamp of approval on the dresses you guys chose."
He let out a long wolf whistle when he walked into my closet. As he looked and slid the next gown down, he said, "Maybe you doing this wasn't such a good idea." He turned and laughed when he saw the look on my face. "I'm joking sis, you are going to knock them dead and I'm thrilled. Don't forget, you have my name so that will be a few marks for me having such a sexy sister." He shrugged.
"You are incorrigible!"
I was a little worried that this would change things between Stevie and me, but that night I got a late-night visit.
"Open up for me, baby," he said, cradling himself between my thighs. "Fuck, you look so damn sexy when you're sleepy like this."
"Mmm," I murmured, smiling.
"I need in." I wrapped my legs around his waist and he groaned, sliding in deep.
"You feel so good inside me," I said, my voice raspy from sleep. "Was thinking... Probably wouldn't do well in classes... If I didn't have this cock in me every night."
I felt his cock jerk inside me when he realized what I was saying. "You'll live here?" I nodded.
"Fuck, baby, you just made my night. Day. Week."
I giggled. "Just fuck me, big brother."
The following Thursday Rod picked me up in a limo for the ride to Cincinnati. He was as handsome and vital as I remembered. He had a male vigor that I knew once was unleashed, would be more than I had ever experienced.
The two-bedroom suite was splendidly appointed with a full bar and living quarters with adjoining bedrooms. My clothes were already in the closet, as was a variety of casual clothing.
"Trisha picked out some day clothes for you as a surprise," he grinned when he saw me looking at all the clothes.
"This is so much for just a weekend!" He shrugged. "They're yours now. I can't wear them." We laughed. "We have nothing scheduled for today, so I thought we would just relax. Maybe a massage and steam?" I nodded, having neither before.
The massages were separate but we met in the private steam booth. We each had a white towel wrapped to cover. He sat on the lower bench with his long legs stretched out in front of him. I sat opposite, which was a mistake. I was having trouble with the hook and loop on the towel because it was not meant for someone with thirty-eight D tits. I frowned and fixed it again.
He chuckled. "I'd like to say just take it off, but I know that could be taken in several ways." I looked at him. Stood up, let the towel slide down, and wrapped it around my waist. "I can't say that wasn't one of my better ideas," he said, eyeing my tits appreciatively.
"You're Stevie's friend," I shrugged. "I trust you. And I'm comfortable with you."
"That's quite a compliment. Although it could be taken several ways. One is you're comfortable with me because you know I'm too old to do anything to you. Or two, you're comfortable because you know I'd never do anything to you that you wouldn't want."
"I don't think you're old at all, so...."
"I'm afraid my towel is giving it away." I looked down at the tent from his hard-on standing at attention.
"I'm looking forward to this weekend," I said smiling.
"As am I. I will be in some high-pressure meetings and look forward to having you there to relax with."
"That's what I'm here for," I said, thinking how much money he spent on me already.
"Oh, you'll find all the amenities of the resort on the coffee table. Feel free to do what you want. There's golf, tennis, and other activities. Of course, a wide variety is offered at the spa. Order lunch in or go to one of the little cafes around. Please do what you want. I want you to enjoy the resort!"
"Thank you," I said sincerely.
"Now, as much as I hate to lose the view, we need to get out of here before we melt." I pulled the towel out and headed towards the shower area.
We met back in the suite. "I've made reservations for dinner. This might be the only dinner I won't be rushed."
"I understand. I don't want you to feel pressured because of me. I'll be fine and look forward to spending time with you when you can."
"You're a soul beyond your years."
I pulled out an off-shoulder long sleeve dinner-length dress. It was in a bronze color that looked beautiful with my hair and skin. I did a smokey eye that Trisha would be proud of and slipped into another pair of impossibly high heels. I guess I was going to learn to walk in them or else.
I came out to Rod waiting with crystal glass in his hand. The ice tinkled when he turned.
"My lord, Lily. You're gorgeous."
I smiled and blushed. "Thank you."
Dinner was impeccable and delicious. We went into the bar with three-piece live music. We sat in a small semicircular booth next to each other.
"You act as though I'm the only man in the room. You have no idea how nice that is."
"I thought you were the only man in the room," I said, picking up my glass to take a sip.
He held my hand and we sat drinking, talking, and listening. "Would you like to dance?"
"Yes, I would."
I easily went into his arms, my hands on his shoulders, his hand wrapped my waist. I glanced up when he looked down. I felt his body vibrate a groan.
"You are making this extremely difficult for me, you know?"
"I am?"
"I'm doing my best to be a gentleman that I promised your brother I would be, but I look at you, and that all flies out the window."
I slid my hands to the back of his neck, moving my body closer to his. He could feel my breath on his neck. I could smell his maleness. He moved his hand up my back and lightly pressed me closer. We danced until the band took a break.
We sat down and ordered fresh drinks. He cleared his throat. "So what exactly brought you to Columbus? To see your brother and sister-in-law?"
"No, I'm interviewing colleges and this was my last stop so I could spend time with them."
"Ah, okay! And have you decided?"
"Yes, I'm going here."
"Good choice. A diploma from there opens doors. What are you interested in doing?"
"Marketing."
"Good career choice. You are a smart lady," he said, smiling and squeezing my hand.
"Thank you. I have a full scholarship that will start next year, which gave me time to look around."
"Very impressive! The band is back, another dance?"
I held his hand going to the dance floor. We fell back into the same comfortable position and as the song went on, I wrapped my arms around his neck, bringing my body tight against his. He nuzzled my neck and turned us so my back was to the wall. His hands slid over my ass and pulled me against him. I felt his heat through our clothes. It turned into more of a moving embrace than a dance, but the bar was nearly empty and the dance floor was heavily shadowed, so even the band couldn't see us.
"Looks like it's time to go," Rod murmured, his voice deep and raspy. I backed away and walked by the table and picked up my clutch.
We walked into the suite and I immediately kicked off my heels. He laughed aloud. "You poor thing."
I laughed. "I call them impossibly high heels because it's impossible to get used to them and impossible to walk in them."
He smoothed his fingers over my cheek. "This has been a wonderful evening, Lily. You are special."
His lips brushed mine and I opened when his tongue lightly dipped in. I could taste and smell the woodsy whiskey on him. He cupped my ass and pulled me against him, sucking in a deep breath. His cock throbbed against my pussy as the kiss went deep and passionate.



He lowered me to my feet. "Not now, sweetheart. Although dammit I want to bury myself in you. But not now." He closed his bedroom door behind him.
My body was nearly vibrating with arousal and as soon as I slipped between the sheets. I had my fingers between my legs. A few flicks of my finger on my clit and I was flying. I sighed and wondered if he had done the same thing.
I called down to the desk to schedule a time for a golf lesson. I'd always wondered if I'd like it, and I knew Stevie played, so I thought I would try it. It turned out I loved it and scheduled another time for the weekend. I stopped and had lunch in the cafe. On the way back to the room I passed the pool which looked very enticing.
I had brought books so I was changed and back down at the pool. I piled my black hair on top of my head and swam for a bit. After I got out I was covered in sunscreen and began to read. A shadow fell over me.
"You got my note," I said.
"I did. I appreciate you left it."
"I wanted you to know where I was."
He spread his towel on the lounger next to me. I had a chance to check his body and it was as firm and muscular as I thought it was. He was also deeply tanned which showed off the glitter of silver on his chest. He sat on the lounger facing me, which put his sizable bulge on full exhibit between his legs.
"Do you want a drink?" I shook my head and he ordered for himself.
"Are your meetings over for the day?"
"They are. It all ended earlier than I thought it would today."
"I hope that's a good thing for you."
He nodded. "It is. Very. You're good luck for me I think." I laughed.
"You're the distraction I need in the off times. If you weren't here, I would be going over the whole thing in my head, over and over. Now and here all I want to do is look at you and talk to you."
I rolled to my side facing him, propping my head on my hand. "I enjoy distracting you I think." He didn't miss my tits that were pressed together, and in my current position, nearly ready to pop out of my bikini top. "Any way I can," I smiled.
"Mmmm, you know I have to get back up to the room looking like this," he said, glancing down.
I was in a position to see up the loose leg of his swim shorts. "He wants out?"
He laughed. "You are an ornery one aren't you?"
I slid my hand up his inner thigh. "Let's let his head out to peek around."
"Mmmm, Lily you're playing with fire."
We were in the corner of the pool so I knew no one could see what I was doing. I wrapped my fingers around the wide ridge of his head. "Yes, it's pretty hot." I swiped a drop of precum on my finger and brought it to my lips and licked.
He groaned. "You're killing me." I smiled wickedly. He got up and jumped in the pool and began swimming laps. He was a strong swimmer and I thought that this was something that he did every day.
He finally got out and grabbed his towel and my beach bag, and waited for me to get up. I slipped my cover up on but didn't have time to zip it up. I held it together as we got in the elevator, and on each floor, it began to fill up until I was crushed against Rod. He put his arms around me from behind with one hand in my cover-up.
He lifted a breast out of the bikini and began to knead it. My knees went weak and his other arm wrapped around my waist to steady me against him. He pinched my nipple while he ground his hard cock into my ass. I had to stifle my moans. I looked around scared that one of the others knew what he was doing but no one was paying attention. He pulled my other tit out and did the same. My breasts were exposed because the cover-up was gaped open because of what he was doing.
My pussy quivered and I felt a rush of wetness because we were so close to being caught. At any second someone could look over and see my tits.
Another floor and another person jammed on. A guy to our right turned to not squeeze someone behind him, and at the same time, he glanced over and saw Rod's hand on my tit. His eyes flared and Rod hefted my breast in his hand for the man's enjoyment. My cheeks were flushed from embarrassment and excitement. My pussy soaked my bikini bottoms. Rod's cock throbbed against me and I knew he was affected the same way.
Finally a few stepped out and the other spread out a bit, but the guy getting the show. He turned more to block the view from most of the passengers and Rod uncovered both my tits. The guy stared and winked at me. I smiled. Rod kneaded and massaged. He tugged my dark nipple longer, and my chest heaved from arousal.
The top floor came up and he covered me up and we stepped off. The guy hit a button back down for a lower floor. He was just along for the ride. And view.
Rod slammed the door behind us, I turned, leaned against it, and shoved his shorts down. His cock sprang free, throbbing and angry red. He untied my bikini bottoms and they dropped. I hung on to his shoulder and he grabbed my ass and shoved his cock into me.
"Oh god yeah, fuck me," I groaned. He fucked me hard against the door. My breasts were crushed against his chest.
'Ung ung ung," he grunted loud at the pace he fucked me. Suddenly I felt my cunt tingle and I shot over the edge. My cunt clamped on his cock and I screamed my orgasm. One last hard drive and he locked into me while his cock exploded.
I slowly let my legs fall to the floor. My chest heaved to catch my breath. He gasped into my neck.
"So much for the night of loving I had planned for you, Lily," he murmured. "I've never done anything like that before. I've never lost control like this.'
"I loved it. You know we have had long teasing foreplay starting last night."
Later that day Stevie texted me.
Is everything okay, sis?
I replied,
Going well but I need you and your cock bad.
He sent a smiley face and I grinned.
It was true, Rod is hot in totally different ways than my brother, but no one will replace Stevie. And I know he will be okay with what I chose to do.
We showered and had shorts on and the dinner hour was coming.
"How would you like if we order a pizza and beer and stay in and watch movies?"
"That is my kind of a perfect evening! Add you to the mixture and it's heaven to me."
"You're so sweet," I said and watched him blush even under that tan.
I was glad to stay in my shorts and braless in a tank top because frankly, I was tired of dressing up. We spread the pizza and beer on the coffee table and sat on the sofa next to each other. He started flipping channels on the remote. Because it was an adults-only resort, the array was channels was wild. I started giggling as he flipped and flipped.
"Maybe we should just pick a channel instead of wading through it all to see what was available. Obviously, everything is," he said laughing. A movie was just starting and he stopped there.
I finished my pizza and snuggle back into the sofa cushions. A sexy scene came on and then it quickly escalated into close-up shots of his cock sliding in and out of her.
"What the hell," Rod said. I laughed.
"This is apparently beyond R rating!"
"More like X rated, I'd say," he said. "I can find another movie."
"I'm okay with it if you are."
"Really?"
"Yeah, even at my tender age I've seen porn before!"
He laughed and put his arm around my shoulders and I scooted over so I leaned back on his chest. When I moved, my cropped tank top twisted and slid up. When his arm came over me, his hand landed on my bare midriff.
The next scene was girl girl and I felt his body tense and knew he was enjoying this one. His breathing got harder.
"You like two girls together?"
"Mmmm, I admit I do."
"Have you been with two girls?"
"I have not. Have you been with a girl?"
"I haven't, no. But this looks pretty hot. Their tits rubbing together. That would feel so good on her nipples. The way they are grinding on each other's thighs." He moaned. "Their full pink lips and tongues running across as they kiss."
"God, Lily," Rod moaned and sucked in a deep breath through his teeth. His fingers lightly caressed my side. "I love to see women sixty-nine."
"Licking each other's clit. Sucking on it. You can see their juices on their lips and face." He moaned louder. He traced larger circles on my side, not realizing that my shirt was pulled up and he was an inch from the under curve of my tit. "Their faces between each other's soft thighs. Smooth skin bodies rubbing together."
"Yessss," he hissed. He bumped into my breast and stopped, realizing I was bra-less. "Oh, Lily," he whispered, caressing my breast.
I quickly leaned up and pulled my top off. "That way you can watch and touch."
"You are so seductive." He looked over my shoulder and took my tits in his hands. "I don't need to watch a movie when I have something better here in my hands," he murmured.
The scene switched back to a couple where she had his cock in her mouth.
"Do you like to have your cock sucked, Rod?"
"God Lily, you're killing me. I've never met anyone that can talk about sex so honestly and naturally. That's going to take some getting used to for me. But I will. Make damn sure I will."
"I'm taking notes," I said and Rod groaned. "Always room for improvement." And I can practice with my brother too, I thought.
"Ugh, I have a video conference meeting very early in the morning because he lives overseas. I need to get some sleep. Much as it pains me to leave you."
"I understand. I will still be here and so will the movies," I said, grinning.
I slept in my own room because even though we had wild sex against the door, we weren't ready to commit to all night in bed together. Well, I wasn't anyhow. So I had no idea what time Rod left in the morning.
The room darkening curtains gave you no clue what time of day or night it was and I was sleeping longer because I didn't get a hint of sunrise.
"Hey, you going to sleep all day." I felt the mattress move and saw Rod sitting on the edge of the bed.
"Maybe," I mumbled, giggling.
"If I didn't have another meeting in a few hours, I'd be right in there with you." I moaned. "I know, but I don't want to be rushed. We have plenty of time for just us, sweetheart."
I flipped the covers back and stood up. "Okay on second thought maybe we do have enough time."
I walked to the bathroom and looked back over my shoulder. "I can wait. Can you?" I giggled.
"You are such a tease," he said laughing, and I could hear him through the door.
I got dressed and we went down to the cafe for lunch before he had to go back to his meetings. As I was reading the menu a man walked up to the table.
"Hey! Just grabbing a bite before the next bludgeon," Rod said to the guy and they both laughed. "Lily, I want you to meet a business associate of mine, Jerry." We shook hands and he smiled warmly. He exchanged a few more words with Rod and was gone.
"You'll be the talk of the group now."
"Me?"
"Yes, your beautiful and charming self." I smiled at him and blew him a kiss across the table.
Tomorrow evening was the first of several social events and I had made appointments to get my hair and makeup done as well as nails. If I was to be arm candy, as Steve called it, then I was going to to be a memorable piece of candy.
I was under the dryer and texted Steve.
u miss me?
After a few moments...
fuck yeah I do! when u cumming back?
i miss u cock. and u too!
grrr, u tease.
where r u?
wy office.
what r u wearing?
LOLing here princess
i'm wearing nothing
grrrr. don't tell me.
okay i won't tell u I'm naked.
stand in front of ur window with ur dick out
lily
do it
ok
is it hard?
y
u know what to do
lily
do u have precum?
y
mmm yum. milk up more 4 me
fuck ur going to make me cum
y
i'm playing with my tits. nipples hard.
grrr
u milking the cum out of ur balls 4 me
y
wish I could taste it
where u go?
u cumming?
bad boy bro. ur squirting
y I did
uym.
in front of the window
y
good boy
u fuck me there when I cum back
YES
So now I had myself squirming under the dryer and still had to get my nails done. I'd just have to take care of myself later or wait for after the event.
I sat there thinking how brazen I had become since I left home. I would chalk it up to coming of age, passages, all the usual. But all I would attribute it to was my brother. I was not ashamed of my body. I knew sexually what I needed and I took it, but I also gave just as much in return. I am learning how to read a man. I was always more mature than my age, and my sexuality was now just catching up with that maturity.
I dressed for the event with much more confidence. I learned a lot from Stevie's party and had that experience under my belt.
I came out about fifteen minutes before we were to leave.
"Lily, you are stunning," Rod said, staring.
The one-shoulder black dress had one long sleeve and left the other shoulder and arm bare. No cleavage showed, but the style of the dress was tight and caressed all my curves. It was shorter than the other dresses, but nothing I was not okay with. I was able to wear my black impossible heels which were a bit more comfortable since I had worn them previously.
Rod walked closer and looked me up and down. "Just one thing wrong."
"Oh?" I said, ready to run back and fix my makeup or whatever was wrong.
"You need these." He held up a pair of diamond earrings.
"I can't. That's too much."
My hair was up-swept, the front angled across my forehead and covering one eye. My ears were bare and I knew they would look awesome. I took them from him and put them on.
"Perfect!"
'Thank you, Rod," I said, kissing him. He moaned and we took the kiss deeper. He cupped my ass and ground against me. I moaned in his mouth.
"I want you right now, but I'm not going to stop, once I have you naked against me." My pussy was wet at his words.
By the time I went in to repair my lipstick, Rod had himself back in check and we headed down.
It was located in the grand ballroom and it was certainly that. Tables had tiers of food starting with appetizers, the salads, to the main course, sides, and the dessert tables were spectacular. Rod held my hand as we surveyed the room. Large round tables had quite many people around them already. Servers circulated with trays of drinks and some folks were perusing the food tables with plates in hand.
"I have a table with the least amount of vultures," Rod whispered in my ear and I giggled. He looked at me and smiled. "You're awesome."
We saw some arms up in the air waving and we headed that way. But not before being stopped several times. Rod was very popular and obviously well-liked. He introduced me to everyone and got the same warmth. We finally made it to our table and made introductions.
One of the wives asked where I lived and what I did. I felt Rod tense beside me and I said, "I live in Columbus and am in college." Leaving them to assume how far I was in college. Grad school, probably. I knew I didn't look eighteen, especially right now.
A few minutes later Rod leaned over and said, "Nicely done," in my ear. I knew what he meant and smiled.
People continued to stop by the table to say a few words to Rod. Names and faces began to blur and I hoped there wasn't a quiz to follow.
We went out to dance, our first alone time since we had arrived.
"Finally, I have you all to myself."
"I think I was the one sharing you! Everyone loves you," I said truthfully.
"They love what I am, not who I am."
I didn't understand what he meant but just enjoyed being in his arms for a bit. Suddenly someone cut in and Rod hesitated before he turned me over.
'I"m sure you don't remember meeting me earlier. I'm Mike. I'm co-owner of a dealership in Cincinnati."
I smiled, at a loss. "Nice." I had an uneasy feeling about Mike. I looked over his shoulder as we danced hoping he'd lose interest in chat.
"Your man. He's a real shark." I could tell by the way he spat it out that it was not meant in a positive way.
"I don't know about him, but I know sharks in my business and something you really have to watch for," I hesitated because he was now paying close attention. "What you really have to watch for is their teeth," I said, loudly enunciating the last word. "Please excuse me, I have to find the ladies' room."
I wove my way through the dancers to the ladies' room. I took a moment to fix my lipstick and kill time, then made my way back to the table.
"Is everything okay," Rod asked, concerned.
"Absolutely!" I smiled and kissed him softly on the lips. I could feel the eyes on us, so I followed with another kiss before leaning back in my chair.
Everyone at the table was very nice and I enjoyed talking with them. I was sure that I got respect only because they respected Rod so much. And that was really okay.
We walked in the door and he nearly ran into me because I stopped short to kick my impossible heels off. He laughed.
'You little minx," he laughed unbuttoning his white shirt and tossing it on his suit coat on the sofa. "I had a feeling Mike was up to something. He's not my biggest fan."
"You're right, but he underestimated me."
He laughed loud. "I'm sure many do and I'm also sure you put them in their place." He sat down to take his shoes and socks off.
"He called you a shark!'
"That's all? That's the best he could come up with huh. So I know that's not all of it. I know you could be a little wildcat." He stood up and unzipped his trousers and dropped them. He picked them up, waited for me to finish, but I was staring at him in his snug knit boxers. "Did I distract you, sweetheart?" He grinned.
"No, you didn't," I said, unzipping the side zipper on my dress and letting it pool at my feet. I stood there looking at him in a black lace strapless bra, a black lace garter belt, black lace top hose, and no panties.
He swallowed hard, and said, "You win."
I laughed. "Okay so he said shark, and I told him that in my business I run into a lot of sharks, but the one thing you have to remember about sharks is...." Rod stopped looking at my body and met my eyes.
"Is what?" he asked anxiously.
"Sharks. Have. Teeth."
He bellowed out a laugh so loud I was afraid the next room would hear. "You are a mankiller in more ways than one, sweetheart!" He took my hand and led me into his bedroom. "You know, you are now going to have to go with me all the time so I have a protector. I need someone to have my back."
He scratched my nipples through the black lace and I sucked in a breath. I pushed his shorts down and he kicked them off. He had a handsome body. Well toned, muscular but not overly so. He was well endowed with balls. They hung heavy and low in their roomy sac behind a thick cock that would be average if it weren't for the large head with wide overhang.
"I'll have your back," I reached down and cradled his balls in my hand and said, "and your front."
"Mmmm, even better. I don't think I'm going to give you back to Steve," he said, and I thought, if he only knew.
I fondled his balls in their sack and got a moan. I wrapped two fingers around the base of his cock and squeezed tightly while I palmed the copious amounts of precum over the head. I dropped to the edge of the bed and lifted his balls in my hand. I pushed my finger into the sac and rolled his balls on the tip of my finger.
"Oh my god, Lily," he hissed.
I held his heavy cock against his stomach and licked his ball sac before sucking one into my mouth. His fingers wove through my hair and gripped, not painfully, but strong. I looked up at him and ran my tongue over his balls and up the underside of his shaft to the tip, then licked the beads of precum. His eyes grew dark and heavy. I wrapped my red-painted lips around the wide flange and lightly scraped my teeth over the head.



He sucked air in through his teeth. "Oh sweetheart, your sweet mouth makes me crazy."
I ran my lips down the shaft to the puff of hair at the base, then sucked hard back up. I could taste the precum that I milked up in the back of my throat. I sucked on the head of his cock while I circled my fingers around the shaft and stroked. He groaned. I sucked rhythmically and stroked. His hips rocked, wanting to fuck my mouth.
I let go of his cock and squeezed his firm ass and let him fuck my mouth. He set the pace. I sucked harder and lightly grazed my teeth as he stroked in and out of my mouth. His breathing was raspy and more rapid. His fingers, still tangled in my long hair, clenched and let up as he got closer.
"Oh yeah!" he shouted and I felt the first hard pulse of his cock in my mouth. I locked my lips at the base of his shaft and he exploded in the back of my throat.
His fingers relaxed in my hair and he groaned. "Lily, I'm definitely not giving you back now." I stood up and kissed him, letting him taste himself. "Oh, sweetheart."
He ran his lips over my tits that bulged over the top of my strapless bra. He reached behind and unhooked it and my breasts spilled out in his hands. He sucked a dark nipple hard and tugged it longer. He ran his finger along the dents in my skin the tight bra caused and frowned.
"I don't like anything marring your beautiful skin," he whispered. He brushed his lips over mine and it quickly escalated to wet and steamy.
He laid me back on the bed and began kissing my body. His lips were like butterflies on my skin and it was even more inflaming. He kissed my inner thighs. I still wore the garter belt and hose, but with no panties, I was totally exposed to him. I could feel his hot breath. Teeth nibbled my swollen pussy lips. I moaned. The tip of his tongue flicked rhythmically across my clit. I arched. He kept the tempo until I shuddered and moaned low and long.
He lapped at the juices and buried his nose. He squeezed my ass and lifted me to his face. Rod began sucking my clit to the perfect tempo driving me higher again until I flew over the edge again. He kissed me to give me a taste of myself and stood up. He unhooked my garter belt and carefully rolled my hose off my legs. He gave me a last brush of his lips on my belly and pulled the sheet over me and that was the last I remember until I woke up in bed alone.
Much to the pro's delight, I scheduled another golf lesson. He had told me that I showed a talent for the game and should pick it up after I was home. I intended to do just that.
I just walked back into the suite and Rod opened the door. He was smiling and had a bottle of champagne in hand.
I grinned. "You must have been successful!"
"I was! Negotiations went way better than I thought and I'm now the owner of not two, but three more dealerships. A representative from the automobile companies sat in on all the meetings and even congratulated me on a great buy." The cork popped and hit the ceiling. "So we are celebrating and heading north!"
I was happy too. Although I thoroughly enjoyed Rod, I missed Steve and Trisha a lot more than I thought I would. I realized that deciding to stay with them while I was in college was an excellent idea.
I quickly packed and our baggage was whisked away. Rod grabbed what was left of the bubbly and two flutes and we settled into the back of the limo.
"Sweetheart, this time with you was more than I had ever hoped for. I would love to continue to see you when we are back in Columbus."
I nodded. "Yes, most definitely."
I walked into an empty house, which wasn't unexpected. I texted Steve to let him know I was home.
i'm back. ur gone.
i'm not. in the gym.
?
the gym. u need to look around more. basement.
I had noticed the walkout basement but didn't know what was down there.
I stopped and peered in the glass doors to a dark wine cellar, and assume the next door was the gym.
I glanced around and saw it was outfitted better than a public gym. But workouts for pro players were intense and I suspected my brother wanted to keep up even though he was retired.
"I missed you baby."
I turned to see him on a stair climbing machine. Rivulets of sweat ran down his chest and into the waistband of his gray sweatpants. He wiped his face with the towel around his neck.
"I missed you too, Stevie." I stared, watching the sweat run like a river.
"Golfing clothes?" I nodded, looking around the gym.
"You have shorts under that skirt. Take it off and work out with me."
"They're not shorts, they're just matching underwear," I said laughing.
"Nothing I haven't seen before, sis. Quite intimately if you remember."
"Oh, I remember."
I unzipped the skirt and let it slide down my legs. The panties were not meant for public wear and had a center seam that ran down between my cunt lips and up the valley of my ass.
"Damn, baby." I looked and the front of his sweatpants was tented out.
"You're not wearing anything either." I could tell by the way his package, even hard, flopped around when he moved.
"Good eye, baby."
He stared and licked his lips. "You give camel toe a new definition." I giggled.
He stepped off the machine and strode over to me. "You're all sweaty!" I said, backing away. He took another step towards men and I back one step.
"You are not going to win," he warned, and I took two steps back. "That's okay, I need a spotter anyhow. Take your clothes off."
"What?!"
He walked over to a weight bench, looked at me, and shoved his sweatpants down, continuing to look at me until I shimmied out of the tight panties. I pulled the knit golf shirt over my head.
"Wait, don't take that off." I watched his cock jerking. "Where did that come from?"
"Trisha bought it for me."
He walked over to a small refrigerator. I watched the swing of his cock and balls.
"Come here." I walked over, still staring at his cock.
He grabbed my arm and pulled me closer. I looked up to see that he was drinking out of a cold bottle of water. He cupped a hand under my tit and poured the cold water across the top of my tits.
"Ohhh! That's cold!" He rolled his eyes. I looked down and the thin knit sports bra was wet and transparent. The cold water had my nipples obscenely poking out. "Ohh. Mmmm, you like that huh bro."
"No," he growled. "I fucking love it. Tell Trisha you want more of these things."
"You know," I said stepping closer. "The same thing could have been accomplished by doing this." I rubbed my tits all over his sweaty chest. The coarse hair abraded my nipples longer and harder.
"You minx," he said, grabbing my bare ass and pulling me into him. His cock slipped between my thighs and nestled between my pussy lips.
"Mmmm," I purred, wrapping my arms around his neck and pushing my tits into him.
"You are such a distraction. I have to finish my workout."
He put me away from him and straddled the weight bench and got into position. I took my time getting there so I could gaze at his hard cock flopped back on his belly, his full balls hanging between his thighs. The long muscles of his thick thighs worked under his tanned skin. I followed the ripple of muscles from his stomach up. His nipples were hard and poking through the mat of hair. But best was the smooth white skin that would be under his swimsuit. Thankfully he didn't wear shorts, which would have left part of his thighs white. There was a distinct line that went across his lower abdomen, and at the juncture of his thighs and body.
"Are you studying for a quiz or what," he growled. But he was smiling.
I smiled in return, at the same time lifting my leg over him and straddling him and the narrow weight bench.
"Oh god, baby," he murmured, watching me through narrowed eyes.
I splayed my hands on his chest, which put my arms in position to squeeze my tits together. He didn't miss that. I slid my hands up his chest to his shoulders, which also lowered my body. I kissed him while I slid my wet pussy up and down the length of his cock. He held the back of my head and kissed me deep and hard, a growl vibrating in his throat. At the same time, I swung my leg back over and stood up.
I walked to the end of the bench, threw my leg over and lowered my pussy onto his face. He moaned, grabbed my hips and held me down. I leaned over, held his cock and licked the head like it was an ice cream cone. I heard him and felt the vibration of his growl. I bounced my head fucking his cock with my mouth while I fondled his balls in my fingers.
He began flicking my clit with his tongue and I groaned, sending vibreations through his cock and balls. I came just as I felt his cock throb in my mouth. First pump I pulled off and leg him blow his seed all over my tits.
My hands on his hips, I pushed up and threw my leg back over him. I stood looking down at him with my hands on my hips.
"Don't think because of this you're going to get out of the workout, sis," he smirked.
Chapter 02 cumming soon....
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Trisha poured a coffee and shoved the cup across the table. We were having breakfast on the deck. "We need to take advantage of the nice weather. Seems like summer never lasts long."
"Yes, too bad. I bet it's beautiful here in the snow." The landscape was established and surrounded by stately oaks and thick lush pine trees.
"It is! I love Christmas. I'm so glad you'll be here with is for it. Make it that much more special."
"I really appreciate you guys--"
"Here you are!" Stevie boomed. "I smelled the coffee trail. Good choice breakfast out here, hon."
"Yeah, just told Lily that summer doesn't last long around here."
Stevie went through the pile of mail he brought out while Trisha told what they light for Christmas.
"Hey Lil, you need to go back and get your things at the old man's house don't you?"
"Yeah, guess I should. Hadn't thought about it."
"I have a reunion coming up. You can come with me and we can get your things, all in one trip."
"Sounds good. Let me know the details and I'll put it on my calendar."
I began choosing classes and getting signed up at the university. I had to think about clothing. I had an odd assortment of evening gowns and casual summer clothes, but nothing in between. I will save that for a day Trisha can go. She has a better eye and more patience for shopping than I do, I thought laughing to myself.
I spent most nights in Stevie's room, but kept everything in my bedroom, for appearance's sake. Although she never comes to this wing of the house. So far, other than looking at the dresses Rod chose, that seems to be true.
I had golf lessons three times a week. On opposite days I would go to the range. I was finding I loved golf and couldn't wait until I could get out and play. Maybe a woman's league there. Trisha was active at the country club with various women's clubs and tennis. She played year-round since they had indoor courts. I had only known Stevie to get out golfing a couple of times since I'd been here.
There was not much to pack for the trip home since I had left plenty of clothes. I planned on quickly going through them before bringing them here. I was most nervous about Dad and Stevie. Even though he made it to the pros, Dad always wanted him to go out and find a job after high school, not caring Stevie got football scholarships.
We got to the house first, wanting to get it all over with. Stevie and Dad were cordial, so I went to my room to get started, but it was full of boxes. Dad had boxed all my stuff up. I frowned, not happy that he did that, but I knew I could not make a big deal about it or Stevie would get angry at him.
"It's all boxed up? Everything?" Stevie said coming into the room.
"Yeah yeah, conveniently. How do we get it all back?"
Stevie flipped through screens on his phone and made a call. "They'll pick it all up this afternoon and it will be at the house tomorrow morning."
Stevie made excuses about his reunion thing and Dad did not seem to want us to stay, so we left.
"I'm glad I had you," I sniffed.
He took my hand. "Sorry baby. I didn't think he would be that unpleasant." We drove for a bit. "Hey, let's ride around and see the old hood?!"
It was not long before we put the experience with Dad behind us with all the reminiscing. Steve was around in my childhood, so he remembered playground stuff with me. Now he is ten years older than my eighteen because I was an oops baby. He was more of a father figure growing up.
With a population of less than two hundred thousand, it was a relatively small city, but even so, it was amazing to sit down in a restaurant and have Stevie immediately be recognized. He draws attention because of his size. He is also the only pro player to come out of our town.
Lunch was interrupted several times by those wanting to talk and get autographs. I could tell he was just as amazed at the attention.
When we got back in the car he said, "I never thought anyone would remember me. You're going to have to make sure when I go out in public here I don't have spinach in my teeth or my dick isn't hanging out."
I laughed. "You goof!"
"Hey, you know what has been a long time?"
"What?"
"Since I was inside you."
I laughed. "Then you should remedy that ASAP."
Stevie had made reservations at a new hotel that was on the outskirts of town, in an up-and-coming area.
The elevator was a smooth quick ride to the top floor. The one-bedroom suite was more luxurious than I thought we would ever see around here.
I walked into the bathroom, which only held a shower, a dressing area, and the most exquisite soaking tub ever. I ran the water, poured in the scent and bubbles, and tossed my clothes out, piece by piece.
"I don't know what's going on in there, but I like what I'm seeing out here."
By the time he walked in, I was up to my neck in spicy scented bubbles with candles flickering around the edge.
"I'm lonely."
"Will I fit?"
I laughed. "You will," I assured him. "C'mon in."
I stood up, water and bubbles sliding down my body. He stepped in behind me and lowered himself into the water. Once he was situated, I sunk back into the warm water and on his lap.
"Mmmm baby, I think you need one of these." I leaned back on his chest and his hands were immediately bouncing my tits in the water. "I love your water wings," he growled in my ear.
"No, you're not going to remodel my bathroom just to put one of these in."
"Well no of course not. Don't be a silly girl. I'd also add a big shower with the latest jets and steam, and a bidet. Every woman should have a bidet in their life."
I giggled. "You're so weird."
His hand slid between my legs, his fingers playing on my clit, getting the water to swirl. "I am, am I?"
"Mmmm, you know that drives me crazy when you do that in the water," I whimpered, squirming. "Oh god, don't stop."
"Yeah baby, cum for me."
I couldn't do much in the position we were in, but I could reach behind me and fondle his balls and get the water swirling. He moaned and rocked up. I danced his balls on my fingertips and I heard the hiss of his breath.
"You know your ball play drives me crazy. No one has ever done that to me."
Somehow I twisted my body and flipped so I faced him. I kept floating and he held my ass down which kept my head above the water. He was buoyant enough in the water that he floated a bit off the bottom.
"You like this too don't you," I growled, and began stroking his cock. "The action of the water... my soft hands on your big hard cock... cupping your fat balls." His head fell back and his lips parted.
I began stroking the perineum, from his ass to his balls, and he jerked and rocked up. I continued to stroke that area and slowly stroked the length of his shaft.
"Oh, baby. Damn. You can make me feel so fucking good," he breathed.
My finger worked its way to his wrinkled opening and I lightly probed. He groaned and I slipped the tip of my finger in. His cock jerked and throbbed in my hand. I slowly worked in until I felt the knob of his prostate and started a rhythmic pressure.
"Oh god baby," he hissed through his teeth. His hands gripped the edge of the tub. I pressed faster and faster. "Fucking hell I'm going to cum," he shouted and it bounced off the walls of the room. His ass clenched my finger and his cock spasmed over and over.
Slowly he relaxed. 'Phew. What the fuck did you do to me? Where did you learn that?"
"I read a lot." I was still stroking his cock.
"I'm still hard," he said, seemingly amazed.
"Yeah, when you have an orgasm through the prostate, it's intense, but often you won't ejaculate."
"Intense isn't the word for it. Feels like an electrical current is still going through my body." He pulled me on top of his body and kissed me. "What you do to me," he sighed.
I stood up in the tub and said, "No, it's what you're going to do to me."
We spent the afternoon playing in bed and decided we did not want to get dressed and ordered room service.
"See if it's a guy and give him a titty shot, baby."
"You like my exhibitionist tendencies do you?"
"Oh yessssss, I surely do."
I wrapped a towel around me and opened the door to a good-looking guy not much older than me. He pushed the loaded cart in, I'm sure thinking we had a crowd and not just two people. The receipt pad was on the cart so I bent over to sign it.
As I did, the towel opened from the weight of my tits swinging. I signed and as I came up, I let the towel drop below my tits, before trying to find the edge of the towel to twist it over my tits. I just held the towel closed under my tits with my forearm, and placed my fingers over my nipples as though covering them up. But my big nipple would not be covered with two fingers.
I smiled, shrugged and he stared. My nipples hardened under his gaze. He took his time picking up the pad and going out the door.
"Did that turn you on, baby?"
"Well, yeah. I'm sure you had some babes in your years that were exhibitionists."
He was digging into the food and filled a plate.
'A couple, but they were over the top. Taking their clothes off in the middle of a party kind. I love the way you do it. You're a tease."
"So what else would you like me to do?"
"Oh, I don't know. Subtle stuff. Nothing flagrant. Maybe no panties and flash some guys. A little titty peek here and there. You drive guys nuts with those spectacular tits."
"Really."
He talked between bites of food, so it took forever to get an answer out of him.
"I've had a couple of the guys ask if I've seen your tits."
"What did you tell them?"
'Yes."
"You did?!"
"Yep."
"You didn't!"
"I told them you were a nudist and I often saw you completely naked."
"What did they say?!"
"They wanted details."
"Who are these guys?"
"A group I play poker with," he said, going to the cart for more food. "Aren't you going to eat, baby?"
I ignored him. "So you just play poker and talk about seeing me naked? Are you serious?!"
"Well yeah, they don't ask if I've seen Trisha naked," he laughed.
"And they know I'm your sister?"
"Yeah, they do. They all think it's pretty hot that we're nude around each other."
"You told them we were both nude? Oh my god."
"Well yeah."
I put some food on a plate and sat cross-legged on the bed facing him.
"Didn't they think it was sick or something? Brother and sister naked together?"
"Nope. One guy even said he wished his sister would do that with him." He shrugged. "The other guys thought it was pretty fucking hot."
I dipped a spear of cucumber in the dip and nibbled on the end, thinking. He was staring at me. "Geez, a whole group of degenerates," I laughed." But they don't know that we do it... I mean fuck and stuff?"
"I think they might be on to the stuff part. Maybe the fuck part too. The guys aren't stupid."
"Oh my god."
"They want me to bring you some time."
"To poker?" He nodded. "Whatever for?"
He shrugged. "Eye candy. Get us our beers. Tease as only you can do." I sat, just taking it all in. "Hey babe, getting pervy with the food and nipple dipping," he chuckled.
I looked down and sure enough, I had a drip on my nipple. I remembered something, and I took my tit and lifted in and bent my head and flicked my tongue across my nipple.
"Fucking hell."
I smiled at him.
The next evening was his high school reunion. I asked him to choose my dress. In this instance, I would just be his sister and had to remember to keep my hands off of him.
I came out dressed. "You're sure it's not too flashy?" The red sequin dress fit me like a glove and I found any underwear showed. I traded off on an occasional nipple poke for bra and panty lines everywhere. Off-shoulder and long sleeve kept it from being over the top. I wore the diamond necklace he gave me and the diamond studs Rod gave me.
"Damn Lily." He looked me up and down. "Maybe we should stay right here."
I laughed. "You look good bro. You in a black suit and me in this dress look will knock 'em dead."
He pulled me against him and cupped my ass grinding against me.
"I'm not wearing any underwear."
He growled loud. "You didn't need to tell me that now." I gave him a wicked smile.
We walked in and he was immediately surrounded. He was so far ahead of me in school that I did not know any of his classmates. Some of which took pity on me and came to make small talk. More than a few women asked if he was single and one asked if he played around. I deferred to him on that and made note of who it was.
I found our place cards at a table and sat down. Stevie appeared instantly with two drinks in hand.
"Sorry," he whispered.
"No worries. I expected it and you deserve it," I whispered in his ear.
"I don't know how I'm going to keep my hands off of you tonight."
Just then someone came up and asked me to dance. "It'll be easy," I whispered, laughing and standing up.
During our dance, I found that I knew the guy's younger sister from summers at the pool. He told me he only asked me to dance because he heard of was Steve's sister. I laughed, enjoying his company. I saw Steve dancing with one of the women that inquired bout his marital status. She started adoringly at him and he looked down smiling and entertaining her. I got back to the table to see him snagged by another woman on the dance floor. She was clinging to him and I could see by his body language he was trying to back off.
Finally, the one that asked if he played around tapped on her shoulder and I could see the relief on his face when she backed away. But this one would be worse. Much worse. She appeared to have had a few drinks by now. She was hanging on my brother and it was apparent he was uncomfortable. She began to nuzzle his neck and surrounding dancers began to look at her, knowing it was not her he was with tonight.
"May I cut in," I said. She glared at me over her shoulder and continued plastering herself to him. I leaned in close to her ear and said, " Please." At the same time, Stevie put her away from himself, steadied her for a moment, and turned to me.
"Thank you," he sighed as we danced away.
"Yes, I felt bad for her. Too much alcohol."
"She was always after me, even in school."
"Oh, she's a cougar now then."
He laughed. "Cougar. Don't they go after younger guys?"
"I don't know," I giggled.
"Are you having a good time, baby? Is it too boring for you?"
"No no, not at all. Everyone is nice and I've even met the brother of a girl I knew at the pool. Don't worry about me, Stevie. Have fun reminiscing!"
The rest of the evening went quickly. I danced all night in my impossible heels and survived, so I was happy.
Stevie came up. "One last dance and then we will go," he said, holding out his hand.
They dimmed the lights and a favorite slow romantic song came on. He led me by the hand to the back corner of the dance floor in darker shadows. I went into his arms and he groaned as he pulled me against his body.
"You know you look so handsome I've been wet for you all evening," I whispered in his ear as I nuzzled his neck. "No panties so my juices are probably on my dress." He growled in my ear and bumped me with the hard mound in his pants.
"You know I want to bury myself deep inside you right here, don't you. I want to pull your dress up, lift your thigh, and slide in." I moaned. "The guys that lusted after you all night would see your sweet pussy that was wet for me."
My breasts started aching and I pushed them into him. I knew we were dancing much closer than a brother and sister should.
"People can see how close we're dancing, Stevie. No brother and sister would do this."
He growled, cupped my ass, and pulled me into him. Mmm, you want them to wonder. The titillation. Sort of nonnude exhibitionism."
"Yes."
He squeezed my ass and my dress slid up a bit. I nuzzled his neck, my teeth lightly nipping. My skirt got a bit shorter.
"You're playing with fire."
"I know how you burn me."
"No, everyone is probably looking."
"Fuck 'em." I wrapped my arms around his neck pulling my dress high enough to feel a breeze. "You minx. I can imagine the hard-ons you caused tonight."
"As long as it's yours, that's all I care about."
"Let's get out of here."
The drive across town took forever and once the elevator doors closed we were all over each other. He had my dress shoved up to my waist and my bare pussy rubbing against the heated mound in his pants. The door quickly glided open and he pulled me down the hall by my hand, bare and exposed from the waist down. That anyone could have seen me got my juices flowing even more.
"You've turned me into a nymphomaniac exhibitionist!"
"I've just started with you," he said, nearly ripping his clothes off. He sat me on the back of the sofa, held his cock, and drove in.
"God yeah, fuck me, Stevie. I wanted you all night."
He pulled the dress over my head and I heard it tearing, but neither of us cared. He just wanted my tits bare to him. He latched onto a nipple and sucked hard, nipping with his teeth as he thrust into me hard and fast.
"Those women got you hot... rubbing their bodies all over you.... pushing their cunts against your hard cock.... did one of them touch you.... squeeze your hard shaft in your pants.... whisper dirty words in your ear...try to seduce you.... wanting you in between their soft thighs tonight... turning you on... wanting your big fat cock in them..."
"Dammit Lily," he shouted, losing control.
He fucked me so hard and fast I was afraid I'd fall over the back onto the sofa. His cock abraded my clit and my juices flowed even more. My nails dug into his shoulders, as he pounded and growled every thrust.
"I'm cumming," I whimpered, as my battered pussy lips tingled, and my body released enough juices that I thought I wet myself.
"Motherfucker," he grunted when it ran out of me and down his slapping balls. He drove in hard, nearly knocking me back while his cock throbbed hard. His seed was hot inside me. His guttural wail echoed off the walls until the last hard pump of his balls.
He leaned over me and I hung on so I didn't fall. He held my ass and lifted me, I wrapped my legs around him as we went into the bedroom. He followed me down to the bed, staying inside me as long as he could. My legs stayed wrapped tight.
"Goddammit, Lily," he ground out. "You make me lose control and I don't want to hurt you."
"You don't. You never hurt me. Never would."
"It scares me because I've never lost control as I do with you. Your words sometimes just ring through my head and I can't stop fucking you."
I held him against me. "I'm not scared, Stevie. Our sex is too beautiful to be afraid. It's raw and it's real. I don't think a lot of people have that. There's always something to hold us back. But you and I... Maybe because we are brother and sister. There's nothing to hide."
"How'd you get so fucking smart?"
"I read a lot," I said, smiling.
The next morning Trisha texted Steve and said she had to go back to her Mom's house. She wasn't doing well and planned to stay as long as it took to get her back on her feet and healthy.
We walked in the door from the garage and let our clothes drop to the floor, then laughed at each other.



"We are nudists!" I laughed.
"At least naked people," Stevie chuckled.
I let him walk ahead of me so I could admire his firm muscled ass again.
"I have to make a few phone calls," he said, pulling me against him and kissing me.
"Mmmm," I moaned when our naked bodies rubbed together.
He sucked in a breath. "God I want you again," he murmured. "I need to make the calls. I'll find you later."
I read for a while in my room and decided to wander around. I had not taken the time to look around. I ventured into the other wing, where Trisha's bedroom was. I peeked into what were guest rooms. The last door at the end of the hall was Trisha's room. I didn't feel right going in without her being here, but my curiosity got the best of me.
Her room was a study of femininity. Gossamer white sheers blew in from the open french doors. My toes sunk into the thick luxurious white carpeting. The bed was unmade. White satin sheets shimmered on the bed, a white velvet coverlet was pushed aside. The walls were the palest of blush. It wasn't childish, but fit for an adult princess and I loved it.
A plush white robe was tossed over a blush velveteen chair. Another chair was piled with pillows, obviously from the bed. I ran my hand over their thick fur-like texture.
I jumped when Stevie said, "I wondered where you got to."
"Sorry... I-"
"You're allowed in here, baby. No apologies." His big dark body looked even bigger and more masculine in this deliciously girlish room. "Why are you looking at me that way?"
"I uh," I stammered. "You look like a big bear in here."
He grinned. "Is that good or bad?" His cock was already jutting out in front of him.
"Uhmm, good I think."
"You want me to fuck you in her room don't you."
"Sounds terrible putting it that way."
"I don't think it does."
"We can't fuck in her bed, she'll know!"
"Not if the maid service comes in before she gets back."
"I'm not sure... It just doesn't feel right."
He stood behind me and put his hands on my shoulders.
"It's just a naughty thing we'd do. Not unlike all the other naughty things we do."
"So you'd want to fuck me in your wife's bed."
"Hell to the fucking yeah," he shouted.
"God you are such a scoundrel!"
"Oh yeah!?" He grabbed me from behind and threw me on those white satin sheets.
"Oh my god."
I writhed on the slick cool satin, so arousing on my skin. He knelt on the bed over me. I couldn't quit moving on those sheets. I undulated my body, the slickness driving me crazy.
"You keep doing that and I'm going to lose it," he warned.
I dug my heels in and thrust my pelvis up off the bed. Squeezing my ass I widened my thighs and thrust high and down, high and down.
"Dammit, Lily!"
"Mmmm, I need your cock in me now. NOW!"
He held my ass up high and drove in. I held my ass up so he could continue driving in. I was moving up the bed and had to put my hands on the headboard to keep my head from crashing into it.
"Fuck me dammit," I shouted.
My ass was a foot off the bed, and he rose up on straight arms, squatted, and drove deep, hard, and fast. He grunted every thrust. His eyes were glazed, watching my tits jerk on my chest to each pounding he gave me. My thighs were wide open and he drove deep. I shouted when he hit my cervix. The jolt was like an instant orgasm.
"God yeah, fuck me like that Stevie! Drive your meat in deep and hard... my brother's cock deep in my cunt... Damn feels so good.... "
He fucked me at warp speed banging into me. The headboard creaked as I held myself away from it. The satin caressed my skin like nothing I've ever felt. His body was so hot. He was on fire.
"Fuck me in her bed... In your wife's bed... Fill my cunt with your cock.... " He growled loud and long, stiffened, and pumped into me.
He dropped down next to me, gasping. "Dammit, you had my balls aching hurting at the end."
"When I said you were fucking me in your wife's bed."
His forearm was across his forehead. "Yes!"
I rolled on my stomach rubbing my tits on the satin, my head on the satin pillow facing him. The upper sheet was tangled between my legs. I spread my thighs and the sheet was pushed up against my cunt. The satin on my cunt lips, I moved my hips a little and pulled the sheet up tighter.
"What are you doing you naughty girl?" Stevie looked over at me.
"Nothing."
"You're fucking the sheet aren't you?"
"No!"
He rolled on his side and started caressing my ass, then slipped his hand between my legs. He crumpled the satin in his hand and began to rub it on my smooth shaved pussy lips. So soft and slick on my swollen sensitive pussy lips. He thumbed my clit and I shuddered as it rolled through my body.
"Baby you are so reactive. So easily turned on, so fucking hot. You keep me on edge as I've never been before. If I weren't so old, I'd keep you," he smiled.
"You're not old!"
"It's just that I don't want you to be tied down to me. I want you to be free to go out with anyone you want."
"I don't feel tied down, Stevie. I'm just not interested in anyone else."
"What about Rod? I know he's older still, but he can take you out on the town and give you a great life. I'm pretty sure you hit it off in his bed too," he smiled.
"Yes, we fucked. But it wasn't like us. He doesn't get me hot as you do. My pussy doesn't get wet for him like it does for you. I feel like you are the missing piece of the puzzle until we are locked together. Until you're deep inside me. I feel complete."
"I feel the same way baby. I've never had the connection that you and I have. I wake up at night and am so thankful that you are in bed next to me. And that you keep my cock hard. I was beginning to wonder for a while." I looked at him. "Before you and I, I can't remember the last time Trisha and I had sex. I told you that she often accused me of being sick because of the videos. And I never would have gone out on Trisha, so I just didn't have sex."
"I'm sorry Stevie. That's no way to have a marriage. You're such a seductive man. I can't imagine anyone not being attracted to you."
"Oh, I've had plenty of offers. Some I've come pretty damn close. None seemed worth my marriage, such as it is. I got in the mode of going to the gentleman's clubs out of town. It's a quick way to get off and get some female attention. You can get pretty much anything you want there for the right amount of money."
"Really? I thought it was just dancers."
"Oh they dance, but they will also offer other comforts to a man."
"Like?" I asked, curious. He laughed.
"You minx. Lap dances. Hand jobs. Blow jobs. Full-on fucks I guess, but I never went that far."
"Do women go to the clubs?"
"Yes. Some couples use it for a little titillation in the bedroom. He gets all heated up and she enjoys the results later."
"I want to go!"
"You have to be twenty-one, baby." I frowned.
I snuggled down into the satin sheets a little more. 'Do these feel good on your skin too?"
I softly brushed the satin over his resting cock. "Yeah, it does. I think I need some for my bed hmm?"
"Oh yeah," I pulled him down for a kiss and a make-out session. We dozed for a while.
"Let's get a shower and something to eat. You want to go out?"
"Nope."
He laughed. "You'll never get dressed again. We should go to a clothing-optional resort sometime." I wagged my eyebrows. "You'd have everyone with hard-ons. Better make it that kind of resort. Some don't want anything sexual. That'd be impossible with you around."
The next morning over coffee Stevie said, "I have a surprise for you."
"You do?"
"I'd rather it be a total surprise after it was done, but it won't work out that way." He grinned. "I"m having your bathroom remodeled."
I jumped up and wrapped my arms around his neck. "The tub! Oh my god thank you thank you I loved it!"
"I know you did." He wrapped his arm around my waist.
I brushed my lips over his cheek, nibbled on his earlobe, and softly breathed in his ear. "How will I ever thank you."
I nuzzled his neck and he tipped his head. I nipped along his jawline and kissed him. My fingers tangled in his chest hair and I lightly scratched his nipple. He sucked in a breath. I kissed down his chest and tugged at his nipples with my teeth. I kissed lower.
He was sitting on a counter stool, his cock standing up between his thighs. I dropped to my knees. His balls hung over the edge of the chair and I scratched my nails across them and I heard a throaty growl. I licked the precum off the tip of his cock and probed the hole with the tip of my tongue. I milked more precum up his shaft and flicked my tongue over the clear beads.
I cupped his balls and licked the big sac while I teased the fat balls with my fingers. I sucked one into my hot steamy mouth and he groaned. I toyed with it with my tongue, with a loud slurp I let go of it and moved to the other ball. A throaty vibration started. I licked up the sensitive underside and flicked my tongue right below the hole and he gripped my hair.
'Oh god baby.... so fuckng good.... your mouth...." he rasped.
I sucked the head of his cock in my mouth, and let my tongue circle the thick ridge before slowly sliding my lips down the shaft until it bumped the back of my throat. He hooked his feet in the rungs and rocked his hips, fucking my mouth. He held my head tight and thrust in and out of my hot wet mouth. I groaned to vibrate and growled deeper in my throat.
He started fucking faster and his cock throbbed in my mouth. I pulled off at the first pump and he shot all over my chin, chest, and tits. White trails of cum ran down my tits and off my nipple.
He pulled me up off my knees and kissed me. I rubbed my tits against his chest spreading the creamy cum on us.
The sound of the doorbell broke through the thick sexual tension.
"It's one of the workmen. Crap. I didn't know it was that late," he said. We were both naked and our clothes were upstairs. "My dress shirt is hanging over that chair, do you want to put that on and keep him busy until I get dressed and come down?"
I smiled. "If that's what you want me to do?"
"You minx. Go for it! Just let me run upstairs while you keep him busy at the door."
I slipped the shirt on and buttoned two buttons.
"Hi!" I said, opening the door. "Come on in, Steve will be with you in a moment."
He introduced himself but never took his eyes off the gaping front of the shirt. At that point, you couldn't see anything but a promise. Just a movement. He was younger than Steve and good-looking by anyone's standards.
I leaned behind him and closed the door, which I'm sure gave him a flash of a tit. He dropped his pen and before he could move, I bent my knees and leaned down to pick it up, allowing the front of the shirt to totally fall away from my body.
'Th-," he cleared his throat. "Thanks."
When I did that my shirt slipped off one shoulder a bit exposing the top half of my breast. A deep breath and my nipple would have peeked out, but I heard Stevie walking up behind me.
"Nice to meet you," I said, turning and walking away.
After he left, Stevie said, "Did you see the boner that guy had for you/?"
"You like that don't you?"
"I do. I"m kinky. What can I say." He shrugged.
"I like that you like it too."
"We need to get you all bulged up to entertain a woman sometime you know."
"Bulged up?"
"Yeah, your package upfront."
He laughed. "I'll let you take care of that."
The next day all the workmen arrived early and began on my bathroom. I hated having to wear clothes, but at least I can have fun with the clothes I am wearing.
I saw a thin-knit wife-beater in Stevie's drawer once and dug it out. It was thin and transparent and may have well been nothing. Perfect. Tight shorts that showed a plump camel toe completed my outfit.
Stevie was downstairs talking to a workman when I came down. His eyes widened when he saw me and he smiled. He introduced me as just Lily, and not his sister.
"Too much?" I asked him when the workman left.
"Not for me! I just hope they can get work done with you around," he laughed.
I took a book and read outside, sat with Stevie in his office and read, and wandered in and out of my room to see how my bathroom was progressing. I could not do it too often because they all stopped to look at me. Out of total boredom, I wandered into Trisha's room. Cleaning service hadn't been in yet so I stretched out on the cool smooth satin. I grabbed another pillow to prop my head up and felt something underneath.
It was an envelope. It was unsent and addressed in Trisha's handwriting. I lifted the flap and saw it was several sheets folded. I didn't recognize the name or address, but that wouldn't have been unusual. I knew a few of her family and friends. I knew I should put it right back when I found it. I tapped the edge on my hand. Should I or shouldn't I. I knew I shouldn't, but...
I pulled the papers out, careful to pay attention to how they were in the envelope. I began reading...
My Love,
I miss you so much I ache for you. It seems like forever since we have seen each other. Been together. How long since I've been in your arms. Your body against mine. I want you inside me so badly I hurt...
I quit reading, only seeing it was signed,
Love, T
I carefully slide the pages back into the envelope, placed them under the pillow as I found it, and left the room.
The workmen have left for the day and a naked Stevie found me at the pool.
"We're free!" he said, laughing. I smiled at him but wasn't even in the mood to get naked. "Uh oh, what's wrong baby?"
"Nothing!"
"Yes there is."
"No there's not. I'm fine."
He straddled my lounger and pulled my wife-beater off. His cock flopping in my face. He took a few steps back and hooked his fingers in the waistband of my shorts, I lifted and he pulled them off.
"Much better! Do you want to get in the pool?"
I was just not able to muster any enthusiasm. After mulling it over in my mind, I decided to not tell Stevie what I found. Let it take its natural course.
"Sorry, just not feeling it."
"I saw you napping in Trisha's room, so I know you're not tired." I tensed, not realizing he saw me in there. Wondering if he saw me with the envelope. But surely he would have mentioned it.
"Just sort of down. No real reason," I shrugged.
"Let's go nap on those satin sheets, they always make you feel better."
"No!," I snapped, and immediately feeling terrible. "Sorry."
"S'ok baby. Oh, I talked to Trisha, she said she'll be gone for a while yet. Her Mom isn't wanting to follow directions and has setbacks."
"Does she drive or fly to see her Mom."
"She drives. She's only like three hours away, near Toledo."
I watched the fountain spray into the pool. Toledo was the address on the letter. I got up and went over and jumped into the pool.
Stevie followed me in and swam up in front of me. "I don't like seeing you this way, baby."
"I'm fine, really. I love you," I said, kissing him.
"I love you too, Lily," he said, still unsure.
I decided to take a nap and slipped into Stevie's bed. He was in his office and I didn't want to bother him again or have him question me.
I had dreams of Stevie and Trisha fighting, almost nightmarish. I tossed and turned and woke myself up. Stevie was sitting on the bed. I tried to blink the sleep out of my eyes.
"You were having nightmares, baby," he said, smoothing my hair back.
"I think. I must have been, yes."
"About this?" He held up the envelope.
I looked at him, feeling terrible. What he must be thinking. I wanted to cry.
"I'm sorry," I whispered.
"What are you sorry for. She was the one that left it lying around where anyone could find it." He frowned.
"You knew?"
He nodded. "Yes, I've known for a long time, Lil. Someday she'll come to me and I'll let her go. Otherwise, we play it as it is. I want to support her and continue to have a home until she doesn't want that, or me anymore."
It was all so sad, my lips quivered while I tried to hold back the tears. He pushed the covers off me and slid in.
"Don't cry baby," he said taking me in his arms. "It's okay. Really. She went to school with him. The son of a preacher. Not a kinky bone in his body, I bet." He laughed. "Trisha is happy with the straight and narrow. She has been a good wife in all ways but one. I won't ever kick her out. If she goes, it will be of her own volition."
I nestled my face against his chest and slipped my leg between his. I needed to be as close as I could get. "They dated in high school. Right up to when she and I met. She had just broken off with him. I didn't know about him until long after we were married. I'm sure she married me on the rebound."
He growled low in his throat and pulled my ass into him until I could feel his hard cock against my thigh.
"Anyhow, once she found out about the videotapes and accused me of being a sicko, she went back to her Mom's and that's when she saw him again. Her brother has been keeping me apprised."
"Really? Doesn't he like her?"
"Sure, but he was most impressed because I didn't dump her when I found out. I told him the same as I'm telling you. It's going to have to be her choice to leave. I'll support her until then. So he keeps me posted now. At first, he did in hopes that she would get tired of him and give it up. But if anything, it's more intense now." He shrugged. "Someday I'm sure she will come to me and ask for a divorce. I expect it every time she comes back. And because she has been there so often lately, I suspect it will be sooner rather than later."
He kissed the top of my head. "Anyhow, I'm sorry you found out that way. I know you two are close and I hope you won't let it affect your relationship."
"I'll try," I sniffed.
"And you know, it does mean that you'll have to take extra care of your big brother." I nodded. "Probably starting right now even."
I stretched my arm up under his head. His cheek rested on my upper arm and we were nose to nose. My legs were still locked with his. My nipple grazing his furred chest.
"Feel better now that you know?"
"Yes, I do. I don't like what she did, but I know you're not hurt that's the main thing."
"No baby, not hurt. I don't think I ever was. And now that I have you in my life, I have all the love I need. I mean we are pretty compatible in every way, right?" He grinned.
"Yes, in every way!"
I raked my nails down his back to his hard-muscled ass. "You have the hottest ass, you know."
"I do?" He seemed surprised.
"Mmmm, you do." I smoothed my hand on his hard muscle and squeezed and kneaded. He moaned. "Someday I'm giving you a massage."
"Someday?"
He rolled out of bed, pulled me up and tugged me across the room. He opened a door. In his dressing room, twice as big as mine, was a massage table. Towels and various oils were stored underneath.
"I should have known you'd have one stashed somewhere," I said laughing.
"I've always had a naughty fantasy about this too," he said, whispering it in my ear.
"Mmmm, really, do tell."
He plugged an oil warmer and sandalwood began drifting through the air. I saw a small table light and flipped the switch and turned the overheads off, and a soft warm light bathed the room. Stevie came back into the room and closed the door.
"Nice, baby."
He started on his stomach. I spread the warm oil in my hands and began stroking the calves of his legs. They were so powerfully muscular, just like during his playing days. I stroked in long strokes up to his knee. It was to hard to reach all of him so I climbed on the step at the end of the table and was on my knees.
I ran both oily hands up his thighs to the base of his ass. I started on his outer thigh with a constant pressure back down, and back up again. I worked on his inner thighs with warm oiled hands. My thumbs lightly brushed his balls on each stroke up. His as muscles flexed each time.



I poured more oil into my palms and ran my hands up his back, my thumbs running up his spine. Up on my knees allowed me to work on his back muscles and he was soon moaning. My knees were between his upper thighs and I worked on his shoulders and upper arms, to his low continuous moan.
He reached underneath to adjust himself. I massaged down his back to the top of his ass, making sure I wrapped my fingers around his sides. I scooted back further and placed my hands flat on his ass and massaged with the heel of my hands. He moaned louder. I rubbed from his hips over, then down. When I came back up I caught right under his ass cheeks and pushed and he groaned. It was then I saw his cock, hard and pointing down between his legs, covered by his fat balls.
I made no sound because his fantasy was of a beautiful Asian woman massaging him. I knew that was running through his head.
I picked up the oil and let it drip into the valley of his ass and down over his balls and cock. His ass flexed and his hips rocked. My thumbs met at the valley and went deeper on each stroke up. I used the edge of my hand to run through the valley from top to his balls. He growled and his hips began undulating. I massaged the bottom of his ass, upper thighs between his legs, and his breathing got raspy.
I brushed, fondled, caressed, and rubbed his balls and cock while I worked. I was ready for him to turn, but first, I saw a tie. I put it around his eyes. I wanted to keep his fantasy going. If he could see me, it would be over.
He rolled and his cock flopped heavily on his belly, waiting for attention. His lips were parted and I could hear him breathing harder.
I climbed up and began on his thighs, beginning on the outside, but when I got to the top of his thighs, I ran my fingers through the crease and barely brushed his balls to keep the sexual tension high. His hips automatically thrust, his cock searching for relief. The tops of his thighs brought me closer and I lightly trailed the side of his balls.
I would take my hands off of him so he wouldn't know where I would touch next. His cock would jerk when I was even near it. I stroked up his inner thighs and fondled his oiled balls. He gasped and moaned, raising his hips. I moved higher and began his chest, making sure to tweak his nipples as I passed. I massaged his shoulders and upper arms.
I worked lower until I was back down at his waist. I flat-handed on each side of his cock, barely touching it. It jerked. I reached between his legs and rubbed the perineum, rhythmically. He thrust to the tempo. I lightly massaged his balls in my oily hand and he hissed in a breath.
Finally, I flat-handed the underside of his cock. He jerked and shouted when I rubbed the sensitive underside and drops of precum bubbled out. I flat-handed back and forth and he jerked and thrust, gripping the edges of the table. I heard his low constant growl knowing he was on his way,
I gripped the shaft in my and squeezed up and down, milking. I got to the base and pulled the skin down hard and palmed the head of his cock.
He jerked. "Oh god damn!" he shouted. I continued to stroke his shaft and circle my oily palm on the tip.
"Ungh, ungh, ungh," he growled louder and louder and repeated. His cock was so hot and hard, the oil so slick that I could stroke his faster taking him higher faster. His fingers were white with the grip on the table.
Suddenly she shouted, his face contorted and he drove through my hand shooting copious amounts of hot cum on his chest.
He pulled the tie off and tossed, it while trying to catch his breath.
"Motherfucker," he mumbled. "Every time I think she's the best, she does something better."
"Was it like your fantasy?"
"Fuck no. Not even close." He gasped. "It was better. I can't even fantasize this," he said, waving his hand.
He raised his head and looked down at his chest. "I haven't had that much of a load like that since I was your age," he laughed.
A week later the workmen were almost done but finishing touches and Trisha was coming home. Stevie and I dressed that morning knowing our naked fun was over. We were both quiet and I went into the room that he had the boxes from home stored in. I needed to start going through them and get it over with.
I was almost a quarter of the way through when Trisha came in.
"Hi!" I jumped up to give her a big hug. She hugged me for a long time.
"Missed you, sis," she said.
"I missed you too. A lot. I'm so glad you're back." She smiled. "Do you know where Steve is?"
"I've been in here all afternoon and I haven't seen him."
She sighed. "Okay, thanks. I'll keep looking."
I had an uneasy feeling and decided it best to stay in my room that evening. I had snacks in my little refrigerator and didn't need a full dinner. I turned the television on in my room and must have dozed off. I woke and it was dark. I looked at my clock and it was well past dinner and no one had called me. I had a bad feeling. I pulled the covers up to my neck and went back to sleep.
"Open up for me baby, I need you." I heard his whisper at the same time he moved between my thighs. He slid a finger along my pink folds. "God baby, you're always ready for me."
He slowly slid into my cunt. I moaned against his neck as his cock stretched my tunnel for the first time that day. He was half on, half off of me and held me against him as he jerked in hard, and jerked hard again, over and over. He hammered my clit every time and waves kept washing over me. I clung to his shoulder and whimpered into his neck.
He grunted on each jerk. I squeezed his cock with my inner muscles and he squeezed my ass hard. I continued to do that with each hard thrust. Each time a deep growl. This was different. Our position. The way we clung to each other. I dug my nails into his back and he squeezed my ass even harder. It was as though we needed some pain with the pleasure tonight.
Suddenly without warning, he erupted inside me. His hot seed seeped past his cock and ran out of me. I dug in and he groaned.
My face was buried in his neck and I pulled back to look at him. He smiled.
"She's gone."
I blinked. "Gone gone? Now?"
"Yes, she left a little while ago." His cock softened and fell out and only then he relaxed back, pulling me against him. "And the weird part. She wanted to fuck. One last time she said. What the fuck, she didn't touch me in all those months, and now she wanted me."
"Did you?"
"NO! All I could think about was you up here. Opening up for me. Taking me deeply."
I held his face and kissed him. Loving. Like the change that was bound to happen in our relationship. I would be starting university classes soon. I looked forward to whatever my future held.
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BELLE: Steamy Georgia Days & Nights

I leaned on the counter in the window of my food truck. I didn't have to look down to know I'd busted through my plaid western shirt. The plight of a thirty-six D in a medium-size world. If it fit my waist, it was tight on my bust and vice versa.
A head popped around the corner of my window. "Darlin' you look good enough to eat today." The workers at the factory I fed on Tuesday were now on the loose and hungry. He got a quick look at my breasts squashed together between my arms before I stood up. 'Whoa," he said waggling his eyebrows.
"Knock it off Woody," I said grinning and moving behind the grill. "You having a burger?" I said while tossing a few balls of my hand-ground meat on the flat top.
"Yeah yeah, the usual...." He looked at the day's menu propped against the truck. "Oh, you got that durn hummingbird cake today! Dagnabit I almost missed it! Good thing I got here early... I'll have me a piece o'that for sure."
Burger done perfectly medium rare. First came the peanut butter, crisscrossed with bacon and topped it with homemade sweet relish. I handed it out the window along with a plastic-wrapped piece of the ever popular hummingbird.
And so it went, for the remainder of their lunch hours. I've been scheduled here once a week for the last year. It was a huge textile mill and lucky for me the lunchtimes were staggered so I could easily keep up.
Summer in the south meant boob sweat and a river trickled between the girls nearly constantly. A cotton sports bra helped some but my shirt was still plastered to me. Georgia summer heat wasn't for sissies and it was hotter than a two-dollar pistol today.
"Belle, when you and me gonna run away together?"
"When you're old enough to shave," I quipped back.
Knowing his usual, I tossed his burger on the grill and gave him the last piece of cake, glad that I made three this time.
"Aw c'mon Belle. Who cares about age? So you're older than me, big freakin' deal." I rolled my eyes having had this conversation many times before. Billy was a big tease and we tormented each other since we met. He was dark-haired, fair skin with a build of a man that put in a lot of gym time, but I knew for a fact it was his job that created that body.
He looked inside the truck to see my fans still weren't working. It wasn't as though I couldn't fix them. It was just by the time I got home, cleaned the truck, and prepared for the next day I ran out of time. "How about I come by and finally get those fans fixed for you?"
"I reckon that'd be just about perfect, Billy." He flashed me a grin, grabbed his burger with hot pepper cheese and my special spicy relish.
Lawdy but that boy sure can get my britches steamed, but he was thirty to my fifty-two. Never too old to fantasize though, I thought.
I closed up the truck and headed home. My late husband bought this acreage and intended to farm, but he only got as far as a few pigs and goats before he was taken. I had the pigs butchered into country sausage for the truck, sold the goat, and bought chickens for eggs. I got enough daily from the girls to use in the truck and extra to trade for produce that I would include on the next day's menu.
I was scheduled six days a week, and it could have been seven if I didn't put my cowboy-booted foot down for a day off. I could afford to cut back another day, but all my stops were longstanding and I wouldn't know who to cut. Besides that, I'd feel downright terrible doing it. All of them were hardworking guys and gals, but one day that I sold at the local shopping plaza. I enjoyed that because I saw so many neighbors and townspeople.
I locked the door behind me and immediately had my plaid snap cowboy shirt and bra off and stood under the ceiling fan letting the air wash over my damp skin. I pulled my cowboy boots off and parked them by the door, dropped my frayed jean shorts and stepped into the cool shower.
I usually toted everything into the house from the truck first but with Billy coming by, I thought it best to get cleaned up a bit. And none too soon because I no more than fluffed my wet dishwater blonde hair and his motorcycle roared in. I quickly pulled on a tank top and shorts.
I swear those baby blues and long black eyelashes were going to be my undoing, I thought to myself. "Hey, Billy," I said, playing it cool.
"Not as good as your food, but thought you might be tired of cooking." He held out a bag from the best Italian place around.
"How'd you know that place is a favorite of mine! I'll get us a beer." I came back out and he had two meatball sandwiches nicely arranged on the picnic table. "You're a mind reader, Billy."
"Nah, if I was that I'd know how to get you to go out with me. How many years it been now Belle? When you going to give me a break?" He had stopped eating, waiting for an answer.
I picked at the bun trying to think of a reason other than I was too old for him. That was a tired argument that wasn't going to fly anymore. He took my hand and rubbed his thumb over my fingers. A little spark always went through me at his touch.
"You know why Billy. I've told you. I'm too old for you."
"Bullshit." I pulled my hand back and began to nibble at my sandwich, not as hungry anymore. "I'm not giving up darlin'. Just throwin' that on the table right now. So be prepared. I get what I want, Belle."
Knowing I'd give in if I looked into his eyes, I got up, tossed the empty containers out, and followed him into the food truck. I had three fans for air circulation and none worked. They really just blew the sweltering Georgia summer air anyhow, but it was something.
The truck was small and not meant for two. In the same place anyhow. "Don't run away Belle, I'm going to need some help."
Being right in front of me I couldn't help but notice how the tight white t-shirt clung to his muscles. As he worked overhead, I was mesmerized by how they flexed. His t-shirt had pulled out of his jeans and I got a glimpse of his flat stomach, a teaser of black hair that arrowed into his jeans.
"Earth to Belle, wake up," he said, annoyed. "I need you to hold this." He was looking at me and I flustered at getting caught ogling him.
I reached up and held the fan while he worked. Face to face and he was crowding me. On purpose. The edge of the counter was against my lower back, his chest pushed into my tits and when he turned to reach for a screwdriver his knee pushed between my legs. The action of him tightening the screws kept rubbing his chest on mine until my nipples hardened, poked through my tank and rubbed on his chest.
He lowered his arms while I was still holding the fan and put his hands on my waist.
"When you gonna gimme some sugar, Belle," his lips so close they brushed my lips when he talked.
"Can I quit holding this now?" I asked, finally on to his game. He ran his hands up my sides from my waist to my hands and lowered them to his shoulders. My fingers automatically flexed into the hard muscles.
"Now isn't this better?" he whispered in my ear pressing into me. I shuddered and got wetter.
I felt the hardness of his cock through his jeans. He kissed from my ear down my neck and I sighed. His lips pressed against mine, his tongue teased, wanting in. He wove his fingers through my hair to hold my head while he tipped his head and took the kiss deeper. His tongue dipped in, circling my lips and I sucked it back in. He moaned. His hand was splayed on my side, his thumb on the outer curve of my breast. He pulled back and gazed into my eyes and sighed.
"I knew your mouth would taste as sweet as your shoo-fly pie," he whispered and I smiled. I had enough of a participant that he now knew my objections were pretty lame.
"We uh-," I cleared my throat. "We should get to the other fans." He nodded and after a hesitation moved back.
I was busy as a cat on a hot tin roof that week and tomorrow I'd be back to see Billy again. When I was set up at the shopping center this week, I accepted a date with a fellow down the road I'd known for a long time. Mostly as a distraction, I suppose.
I met him at a local restaurant wearing a modest pink sundress and strappy white sandals. For some reason I felt like another person and that wasn't a good thing.
Nearabouts I can tell is I wasted almost four hours of my life that evening. His talk centered around how women his age, same as mine mind you, just did not take care of themselves. How they let themselves go. What a sexy figure I had and someday he'd like to get around to discover what was under my dress. The last straw was when he pinned me against my car in the parking lot and swooped in for a kiss. He found out then how fast I could move, and he missed ogling my ass because the only thing he saw was my taillights when I drove off.
I spent the rest of the evening fuming and comparing him to Billy. Even he was more of a gentleman than a guy my age. I was madder than a wet hen and slammed things around the kitchen which always made me feel better.
It was late by the time I completed all the preparation for tomorrow and I know I'd not get my sleep so I'd be cranky the next day.
I backed the truck into the shade of the big trees on the perimeter of the parking lot of the mill. I jumped out, opened the window, and put the menu board out. I had more new things and was curious as to what the guys would have to say.
"Howdy Woody, how's it going?"
He stood there reading the menu board and blew me a kiss. "Sure lots better now'n I seen you, Miss Belle." He made a show of looking at my tits and saying, "Yeah sure is nice to see your girls too."
"Knock it off, Woody!" My usual retort to Woody who usually made my day, but I had to muster up a laugh even for him.
He chuckled and said, "Hey, think I'll try one of them new meatball sandwiches. And you got peanut butter pie huh. You know I'd let you get in my pants for that."
I laughed. "You're incorrigible, Woody!"
He was the first to sit at the new picnic tables that were set up in the shade. They filled up quickly as the line came and went. Most everyone tried something new and the comments hollered from the picnic table were all good, so that made me happy..
I had a short break until the next group was released for lunch. I needed to replenish the buns and was yanking on the door where they were stored.
"Dammit, c'mon you bitch," I grumbled, putting my all into it. It was hotter than hell even though the fans were now moving some air and sweat pooled and ran down my body.
"Is anybody home?" I was squatted down in the narrow aisle and it took me a moment to stand up. I smoothed my damp shorts and looked out.
"Hey Billy, how're you doing?" I said trying not to show how annoyed and cranky I was.
"Were you just swearing at someone or something in there?"
Oh god, he heard me. "Yeah, can't get the cabinet door open that holds my buns."
"Darlin' you should know I'm the man to hold your buns," he grinned. I was so aggravated it took me a minute to get it and I rolled my eyes. "Want I should come in and see what I can do?"
"I'd appreciate it. I need those buns and the guys will be out any second."
Sure enough, they began to filter out of the mill. I had a few buns to get started with so I began to take orders. In the meantime, Bill was in and had to crawl between my legs to get to the cabinet and was squatted down against my right leg. He was bumping me as he worked on the door, then suddenly held up packages of buns that I tossed on the other end of the counter.
I couldn't afford any hold-ups from a food truck. The guys only had so much time and depended on me. Billy crawled between my legs again and I was not only thankful for the buns but more thankful the crowd in front of my window couldn't see that It looked like we were in the intro of a bad porn movie.
"Want I should stop by later and fix that door?"
"I can probably do it, Billy, thanks," I said smiling.
"Aw, c'mon."
"Yeah, okay, fine, now skedaddle," I grumbled and smiled as he left out the back door.
He rolled in on his motorcycle and came over to the glider. I had my legs crossed holding the notepad for menu ideas.
"Never thought I'd get as close to those beautiful legs like I did today," he said wistfully looking up at the sky.
"Yeah, you liked that today didn't you." He flashed that disarming grin with a blink of baby blues. "Least you didn't see my tattoos. Now, if'n you ever got that close...."
He perked up."Tattoos? Let me see." I shook my head. "Aw, c'mon Belle baby. I'd show you mine!"
I laughed. "I'm sure you would."
"You said tattoos, so more than one... Okay, just show me one."
I shook my head.
"Why are you so cruel to me? And after I brought you something from your favorite place."
"Muffuletta!" I stood up and tweaked his cheek. "I'll get us a couple of beers."
Billy took his last bite and tossed his napkin on the wrapper. "Hey, I wanted to tell you, I heard a lot of comments about your new food. The guys really loved the new stuff."
"Thanks, Billy. It always helps to hear what my customers like, and don't. Actually, I got the idea from the meatball sandwich you brought. That but on a smaller scale."
He sauntered to the quonset hut that housed the food truck. I watched that sexy ass in tight jeans and a white t-shirt that hugged his muscles just stroll on away. I shook my head, feeling sorry for myself and wondering how long I could resist that. He has really been pourin' on the coal lately.
I sat in the open back door while he worked on the door.
"I had an idea if you'd like to hear."
"Of course, Billy. I miss the debates and brainstorming I did with my husband."
"Sorry Belle. It must be rough without him."
"He's been gone a while now and I get by, but it does get lonely at times." I felt a wave of melancholy. "So what's your idea?"
He went on the show me how I could change some of my storage so I could reach it all whenever I needed it. It was simple but so much more efficient. We found some metal to make it with in my husband's shop and Billy said he had the rest.
"Since you're free on Sunday, I can come by and work on it. I think it'll be too rushed trying to work on it after work."
"No no, Sunday is better. It's too much for you to do after work." He nodded.
"Where?"
"I'm not telling you, Billy!"
"Can I guess where they are?"
"NO!"
"Shoot. Shot down again," he said, looking down and scuffing his boots in the dry red clay.
I laughed. His eyes twinkled with humor, then he shrugged and laughed.
Walking out to his bike, we talked about the farm. He hooked his fingers behind my head and stroked my cheek with his calloused thumb. He leaned in for a kiss, and we pressed our lips, tentatively, then harder, possessively. He dipped his tongue in and I teased it with mine. He moaned and relaxed the tension in his hand.
He looked at me for a moment before sliding his helmet on. "Goodbye Belle, see-ya Sunday." I nodded and smiled, but I felt a little empty when he left.
The next day was an industrial park and workers came from a variety of businesses. One of my customers was an accomplished home chef and I asked if he would show me how to roll an egg roll correctly. I also wanted him to be my guinea pig and taste the smoked pulled pork and South Carolina yellow sauce filling I had in mind. New foods kept me busy between times seeing Billy.
Sunday morning finally came and I stood in front of the mirror trying to do something with my hair. I kept it somewhat short, but between curls and summer humidity, my dishwater blonde raged in spikes against the weather.
It was hotter than the hubs of hell out and the humidity was stifling so I opted for my standby cotton sport type bra and cotton tank. Because I knew I'd likely be crawling around in the truck, I chose longer shorts than my normal.
I checked everything in the mirror. I was proud of my body. I chose not to have children so my body didn't go through the ravages of pregnancy and childbirth. My thirty-six D's sat high on my chest but that was solely due to genetics. My sixty-eight-year-old Mom still had perky girls that some swore had help from a boob doc. I ate well, never exercised but working a food truck and a farm was enough to keep me in shape.
A battered up old blue pickup truck bumped up my long lane to the house. I was surprised to see Billy jump out.
"I needed to bring tools and some other stuff so no bike today." He pulled a big toolbox out of the bed of the truck. "Next time I bring the bike, we're going for a ride." I nodded quick enough to not let myself think on it. He grinned.
He pulled the truck out of the big metal quonset hut I kept her in overnight.
"She deserves some sprucing up," I said, patting the hood. "She's done me good."
"How'd you know she's a she?"
"Because she never gives me any shit." He laughed loudly.
I helped fetch tools and we worked well together all morning. My stomach was starting to grumble and he must have heard it.
"I'm about ready for lunch," he tossed a wrench in his toolbox. "And I happened to bring it."
"You brought lunch?"
"I figured you could stand a break." I smiled and watched him slide a big cooler off the tailgate of his truck.
After spreading the cloth on the picnic table, I grabbed us a couple of beers. I saw by the name on the bag he has stopped at one of the best deli's in town and raided their case. There were containers of almost everything they offered and I stifled a laugh seeing it all.
He looked at me and grinned. "I couldn't make up my mind!"
"I see that!" I giggled.
He looked at me and his blues got stormy. "You giggle like that again darlin' and the only thing I'll be eating is you," he growled. I didn't blush easy but I felt my face flame.
"Sit down and behave yourself!"
"I'll sit down, but behave myself around you?" He shook his head and started to dish out a spoonful of everything on my plate.
I looked down at my heaping plate and groaned inwardly. "I don't know where to start!"
He held a fork of sweet potatoes in front of my lips and I opened and sucked it off the fork. His eyes went stormy again as he watched. I flicked my tongue across my lips to catch a drip.
"Mmmm," I mewed. His eyes flared. "That's good too."
He looked at me like he wanted to clear the table and have me right on my picnic table. And I'm sure with any inclination, he would.
My eyes were downcast, I concentrated on the variety of food on my plate. I got up, ran into the house, and came back with my tablet.
"I'm getting some good ideas with this. I can see I'll be piddlin' with new recipes all week." His eyebrows raised and he grinned. "But you knew that was going to happen, didn't you."
.
"I figured you get a taste of a thing or two and run with your own take, sure. I liked what you did with the meatball sandwich I brought, so I thought this," he waved his hand over the table, "would give you enough busy work."
I laughed. "Lawdy, you are so freakin' bad." He laughed loudly.
"Next Sunday, creeks don't rise, we're going on the bike." I nodded, already looking forward to it.
I was able to try some new ideas on my stops that week. I chopped up southern barbecue pork for my southern-style egg roll concoction. I wasn't sure at all how they would do, but I had to try it.




"Egg roll?" I heard at my first stop of the week.
I cut one into fourths and passed them out at the window and all four ended up ordering one. They then raved about it to the others and more orders rolled in. Those were the first things I ran out of.
I then ran out of the pulled pork barbecue topped with southern red coleslaw, and on until the last of the lunch, the crowd was done. My truck was nearly empty, which pleased me immensely. Not only for monetary reasons, but I also just like to feed people.
I stopped on my way home to order more barbecue from another food truck that had a permanent spot at the corner gas station across town. I left with a pickup time in the morning and an order for fresh eggs from my girls.
The next day was the fiber mill and best of all,Billy. Old lady you gettin' plum nuts, I thought. And just as I tried to get control of my libido, the bad boy pops in the back door of the truck with a case of beer.
"I been drinkin' your beer. Put this in your fridge at home."
I started to say something then I saw his hand wrapped in a fresh white gauze wrap. "What the hell?"
"It's okay. Me and something had a little altercation and I lost." He saw the concern on my face. "It's really okay honey. I'll be all healed up in no time."
I stashed it in the back cooler, still frowning. I turned and he had stretched one of my cooks' rubber gloves over his gauze-wrapped hand and the other.
"Good news is I can help you! And look for your tattoos," he said with an evil grin.
"Never find 'em."
"Oh you bet that sweet fine ass I will," he said, wiggling his eyebrows. I rolled my eyes and he laughed..
Turned out he handed the food out the window while I worked the grill and it was very efficient. He knew the guys and had almost all of them talked into buying extra, consequently, I almost ran out of food for the last lunch shift.
"Billy, you gotta stop overselling," I laughed. "I'm about out of food."
The last customer walked away and I reached out to let the window drop closed.
"Phew."
"You do work hard at this, honey." He smoothed some strands of what I'm sure was wild-looking hair off my face. He hooked two fingers in the front waistband of my blue-jean shorts and tugged me into him.
"I'm all sweaty," I murmured. His lips were only inches away.
"Uh-huh," he whispered, brushing my lips with his. He nipped my lower lips and tugged.
"I'm all stinky," I breathed.
"Umm hmm." He pressed his lips against mine and I felt the pressure of the tip of his tongue. I opened and he swooped in to taste, to tease, and duel with my tongue. He held the back of my head and angled, taking the kiss deeper.
My hands were flat on his chest. I could feel the thump thump of his heart. His white t-shirt was damp with his sweat. I slid my hand up and around the back of his neck. He moaned and kneed my legs apart and pushed between them. He kissed me deeper and rhythmically rubbed his hard cock against me.
He reached down and lifted my leg high and pushed deeper between my legs. I could feel the heat and throb through two pairs of jeans. I tipped and rocked my pelvis against him and he groaned.
He pulled back, gasping. "Oh baby, if we weren't here, I'd be inside you." When he talked his lips rubbed mine. "I'd be in the soft cradle of your thighs. Deep in that sweet pussy."
His words flowed through my body and made my cunt tingle with need. I moved against him with more urgency and his fingers dug into my ass and he pulled me closer. I ground into him like a girl with her first guy at the senior prom.
"Easy honey," he crooned. His hand cupped my breast. My nipples were so hard they poked through the cotton sports bra and my shirt. He pinched and pulled at my nipples, watching them poke out even further. "I can't wait to get my hands on these. Get my mouth on your nipples." My fingers dug into his hard-muscled shoulders.
A car door slammed in the nearby parking lot bringing me back to my senses.
"Billy," I gasped. "We have to stop."
"We will." His gaze pierced me. "For now."
He turned and walked out the back door...
Since they were nearly cleaning me out every day, for the remainder of the week I opted to add more stock. I didn't like to run out of food before my scheduled time was over. Just bad business for a food truck. I was even close to running out when I was at the shopping plaza, and historically it has never as busy at my factories.
That means each evening's preparations lasted longer because I had more to do. Because of Billy's deli ideas, I was able to prepare more food that I could pull out of the coolers, or pop into the microwave. I only had so much refrigeration space so I had to be careful.
I nearly jumped out of my skin when I heard a knock at my back door. I could usually hear someone coming up the gravel lane.
"Damn son, you scared the bejeebers out of me," I said to Billy, who stood grinning like a boy who just got away with something.
"Sorry, I was in the neighborhood so thought I'd see if you needed any help for tomorrow." Suddenly he held the back of my neck and swooped in for a kiss. A burning hot let me taste you and you taste me kiss. "I couldn't help it. Just looking at you made me do it."
Ugh, I thought right then, I must be a mess. My hair. I hadn't looked at myself since I got home with the truck. And I didn't shower because I wanted to wait until after I finished the food for tomorrow. I stepped back from him.
"Okay well sure yeah I could stand some help chopping veggies." Anything so he wouldn't be near me again to get a whiff of my stank.
"I'm your man! Just tell me what and how big or small."
I got him all set up and went back to mixing and getting what needed to be in the oven, finally in the oven. Again, with his help, it seemed as though I was done in no time.
"Wow, I think once the bread pudding comes out of the oven, we'll be done!" I started to give him a hug, but stopped and just said, "If it weren't for you, I'd only have about half this done. Thanks, Billy."
He stepped towards me and I stepped back. He took two steps and I backed into the counter. "Are you afraid of me after all this time, Belle?"
I'm more afraid of me. "No, of course not."
"Then why are you backing away from me?" He strode across the room until I could feel the heat of his body. He held the back of my neck and swooped in for a kiss.
My hands were flat on his chest. I could feel the thump thump of his heart. His increasing breathing. The dampness of his white t-shirt. My fingers flexed into his muscles.
He moaned and pressed against my lips until I opened them. His tongue pushed in and tasted, teased my tongue until our tongues dueled. His hands were on my waist as he pushed his body into mine. His hand slipped under my shirt on my damp skin. I pulled back.
"I can't. I stink from today." He looked at me for a couple of seconds and laughed loudly.
"You smell like a woman that worked hard." He nuzzled my neck and breathed in my ear. My skin prickled and my hands slid to his shoulders. "How big is your shower, Belle? I think you need help," he breathed, his lips rubbing mine as he talked. I shuddered as visions of his hard body against mine under the water flashed through my mind.
He rubbed my back under my shirt. I hadn't bothered to put a bra on after I changed from work clothes. I tried to clear the haze from my brain to think, but Billy overwhelmed my senses. And my defenses wandered off yonder somewhere. As they usually did when it came to him.
I put my hand on the side of his face. Light beard bristles under my hand. His jaw clenched. His lips parted. His eyes were dark and lusty. His bad-boy lock of hair fell across his forehead. I moved it back and it followed my hand right back again. I smiled.
"I had to try. I thought it would do that," I mused.
"I need you, Belle."
I took the bread pudding out of the oven, locked the back door, took Billy's hand and led him up the stairs. My bedroom was loft-style, overlooked the living room and fireplace below and a large triangular window opposite. We had a large spa shower and soaking tub installed when the house was built.
I closed the door behind us and switched on a series of indirect lights. The lighting was muted and relaxing. This room only contained the shower, sink, and soaking tub. An adjacent room had a toilet and bidet.
"That's what I call a shower," Billy said, looking at the big glass-walled shower.
My hands slipped under his t-shirt and over his heated skin as I pushed it over his head. He pulled mine off and stopped to look at my breasts. He caressed the heavy globes and rubbed his thumbs on my nipples. I gasped.
I unbuttoned his jeans, slid the zipper down and shoved his jeans down his hips. His cock flopped out, hard and heavy. I slid my baggy shorts down and stood before him naked. He finished removing his clothes and looked me over before pulling me against him.
"You don't know how many times I fantasized about this. Feeling your body against mine. I wrapped my arms around his neck and rubbed my nipples on his chest. He cupped my ass and pulled me into him.
"You feel so good, Billy." I trembled under his touch. His hot hard body against mine.
There was a variety of shower heads and jets installed for any kind of water experience one could want. I chose the oversize rain shower and the warm water poured over our bodies.
Billy tipped his head back and opened his mouth. The water slicked his hair back to the black luster of onyx. I smiled that his bad-boy lock was finally tamed. I let the water wash through my hair and stream down my body.
"This is like playing in the rain," he finally said, grinning. He looked like a boy that was relishing a cool summer shower.
I drizzled shampoo in my hand and began to rub my fingers through his hair. I lathered and massaged and heard his low moan.
"Nice isn't it?"
"I've never had anyone wash my hair before. It's great."
I massaged up the back of his neck to the base of his head. I rubbed circles on his temples with my thumbs. His moans were louder. I tipped his head back under the water and tiny bubbles and water ran rivulets down his body. I watched them run down his chest, over his belly, and create a river off the tip of his cock.
It was hard and extended from his body. His balls were tight at the base and they dripped what water took the path around the base of his cock.
"Like what you see?" I jumped slightly, getting caught ogling his body.
"I do."
He had shampoo in his hand and stepped behind me. "Belle, these are just what I'd expect from you. Your underlying sweetness." I smiled knowing he found the pink bow tattoos under the curve of my ass at the top of each thigh.
His strong fingers mimicked what I had done to him and drove me crazy. I purred and I mewed.
"If you don't stop doing that I'm going to fuck you right here in this shower. You're driving me crazy."
His cock bumped my lower back. I reached behind me and took his hard shaft in my hand. I heard a vibrating growl. I turned and let the water rinse my hair. I dripped body wash into the palm of my hand while I watched him watching the drips. Lather and bubbles flowed out of my hands.
I began on his chest, circling my hands on the black fur. It wasn't thick, but just the perfect amount, I teased his hard black nipples and he swallowed hard. I soaped down his belly and took his cock in my hand, the other cupped his full balls.
Soapy slick hands covered my tits. He palmed my nipples harder and I sucked in a breath through my teeth. I held his shaft and palmed the head of his cock and felt his reaction as his fingers flexed into my firm tits.
His eyes were as dark as the stormy sea, lips slightly parted. His fingers dance between my legs teasing my lips and clit. I wrapped my fingers tightly around his length and stroked. His eyes flared. I moved closer and his hands went to my tits. His cock slid between my swollen pussy lips and he stroked in, abrading my clit with every pass.
We kissed and I fucked his mouth with my tongue while his cock rhythmically rubbed my clit. He squeezed my ass and held me tight against him, thrusting. I moaned in his mouth, my body tensed, and everything went black but for the fireworks going off. His cock pulsed between my pussy lips and the heat of his seed was thick and slowly trickled down my legs.
"If I'm your bad boy, you're my bad girl, Belle." his hands on each side of my face. "I respected your wants, but let it be known I won't be done until I have you beneath me and my cock is buried deep in your body."
Only after he left and I crawled into bed did I let myself think about what happened. I had a few dates since my husband died, but if the truth were known, I haven't had a man in my bed since him. It had all been a game between Billy and me and I guess I never thought it would go further, so I never considered what to do with him- or how far I wanted to go.
He dropped in last evening and his maleness was so overwhelming it wasn't until we were in the shower, naked together, that I realized what I had done. I had to have time to think about him being in my bed. Being here in the morning. Sharing the bathroom with him. I had another week until I saw him again and I had to decide what I wanted and what I needed and if he was included.
I had a fitful sleep and woke up cranky and tired, but by the end of the day, I was flying high because everything new was very well received and they were even asking for some things to be put on the regular menu rotation.
The next day was my neighborhood shopping plaza gig. The manager of the grocery store, which was the one I shopped at, was usually there when I opened my window.
"Hey Larry, how's it going?" I propped the menu board up and went in and popped out the window.
"You have some new things! Not that I don't love what you always have-"
"I get it, Lar, no worries. It's always good to change things up eh?"
"Shoo-fly! I think I'll try one of your egg rolls and some of that southern red coleslaw. I love that stuff."
Larry wasn't from the south originally but had immersed himself in our food and culture. He was one of my favorite people.
I handed out his food. "Great to see you again, Larry. I'll see you on my next time I have to fill up my buggy," I said, laughing.
"Belle, I was wondering." He looked around to make sure no one was behind him. "Would you be interested in going out with me?"
"I think I would be, yes." I wondered if this would be another date I'd regret.
"Hi Belle," Billy appeared at my window near the end of my day at the factory. I leaned out the window.
"Did you lose weight?" His face looked thin and tired. Like really tired. "What's going on?"
"Overtime. Every day. I'm beat."
"You look like it."
"I don't have overtime Friday. Can I see you, Belle?"
I hated seeing how beat he was. "Sorry I can't Friday, Billy." And I hated how disappointed he looked, but I had already made plans with Larry, and to be honest, it was because of Billy.
"Sure, okay. Maybe another time?" I nodded.
He left the window without ordering.
Friday evening came and because the Georgia heat didn't let up in the evening, I chose a summer dress. Larry mentioned a restaurant I hadn't been to in a long time. Great food and was quiet for conversation.
I put my earrings on and looked in the mirror. I liked Larry but I never thought of him as more than a friend. I don't know why I said I would go out on this date with him. Well yes, yes I did know exactly why. Billy. I thought seeing someone else, spending time with another man would get Billy off my mind.
Billy is just a walking candy bar of buttery potent masculinity, covered in sexual attraction disguised as chocolate. Just to suck you in. I know once I get past the chocolate coating, he'll be just another guy. But damn, licking my way through sure would be fun.
There was a children's carnival set up in the parking lot and we wandered through after we ate. The Ferris wheel glowed lighting up the night sky. Littles screamed on the teacup ride. The midway was all about the senses. The bright lights on the food trailers blinked and vied for attention. The smells changed as you walked the midway too, from popcorn to sausage and onions, to french fries, to the sugary pink cotton candy. I couldn't resist that and walked with a big pile of pink fluff in front of my face and sticky fingers.
It was a fun evening with Larry. I haven't laughed that much since I don't know when. I even got the giggles at one point that wasn't even encouraged by alcohol. I may not have found the love of my life, but I, sure enough, found a good friend that I'd love to spend more time with.
Tomorrow would have been the plaza but they canceled because of the carnival which gave me a rare chance to sleep in.
"What in tarnation is Billy doing sleeping in my hammock," I groused to no one while I filled up the coffee pot with water. I got it going and went outside.
"What in the ever-lovin' hell are you doing in my hammock?"
His boots were parked next to the hammock and his fingers were laced on his stomach.
"I might ask where you have been."
"Sleeping!" I hissed. "What are you doing here anyhow!"
"I was going to help you today since I had a day off work, but you must have the day off too."
"Yes, and-"
"You got my coffee yet?" he interrupted.
I stomped back into the house. As much as one can stomp in sleep shorts and matching t and big white crew socks. I brought the pot and two mugs to the picnic table.
"I'm not serving you."
He sat up, a leg on each side, and stretched his arms over his head, and yawned. Easily swinging his leg over he meandered over to the picnic table. Only Billy could show grace getting out of a hammock, I bellyached. He came up behind me, took the mug out of my hands, and set it on the table, put a finger under my chin, tipped my head back and kissed me.
"Mmmm, you taste like cotton candy and coffee." He sat across from me, bumping his knees into mine. "Cotton candy from the carnival?" I nodded, not giving anything up. "You must have been there with someone." He frowned before picking up his coffee and taking a drink.
The way he looked at me made me feel like a butterfly pinned to a board. "I was there yes. I had a date." His eyes flared.
"So if you're dating, then you'd go out with me?"
"Yes... Well, no." I nervously tapped my nails on the mug. "I guess, sure."
"Yes. No. I guess. Doesn't exactly make me feel wanted, honey."
I actually saw a flash of hurt. I thought I was a fling for him and I was taking it much more seriously than him. But now I began to wonder.
I poured coffee I didn't want into my mug. "I didn't think we had that kind of a relationship."
"What kind of relationship do we have?"
I shrugged. "I guess I'm really not sure."
"Do you normally have your male friends over, have them naked in the shower, and get them off?"
I flinched at his words and a hint of anger. "Of course not. I thought we were just having some fun. I mean I'm fifty-two, you're what, thirty. I guess I thought it was just a fling."
He toyed with his coffee mug for a moment. "You thought I was doing all this," he waved his arm towards the food truck, "because you're just a wham-bam-thank-you-ma'am to me?"
"I really don't know. We never discussed it, and I thought... Because of the age thing..."
"Fuck the age thing!" he shouted, pounding the table. Now he was angry. "I wouldn't want to spend so much time with anyone I thought of just for a little hanky panky. And besides," he leaned forward so his face was in front of mine, "If you were a fling to me, I would have had you in my bed by now and been done with you." His eyes indicated that was guaranteed.



I felt the side of the coffee pot and said, 'Oh, the coffee is cold."
He ignored that for what it was worth. "Now I have slept on your hammock nearly all night, I need breakfast, then a shower," his eyes grew dark with the memory, "and possibly a nap."
I got up from the picnic table. "I'll make breakfast."
I didn't have to think about cooking as I prepared breakfast so I had time to ponder what just transpired. He had made several things perfectly clear which gave me a different outlook on our relationship.
"You are the best cook, Belle," he said, tossing his napkin on his empty plate. "You are lucky to have found something you love in the food truck."
I cleared the table. "Are you happy at your job?"
He shrugged. "It's a job. Don't love or hate it. I put my technical degree to work there, so that's a good thing."
I leaned against the counter and looked at him. "What would your love be? Career-wise I mean."
"I don't aspire to be a CEO if that's what you mean."
"No, I didn't mean that at all. If you could do anything at all for work, what would it be?"
"I guess I never thought about it." He looked uncomfortable so I didn't push. It was just a get-to-know-you thing anyhow. "Now about that shower..."
He knew the way this time and was stripped and ready by the time I got there.
"Anxious are we?" His cock hung heavy and thick. I pulled my shirt over my head, baring my breasts. "Now about that date."
"Anytime anywhere!"
I hooked my fingers in the waist of my sleep shorts and slowly pulled them off.
"You know," I said, moving close enough my nipples grazed his chest, and I heard his low growl. "I never put the cart before the horse." His hands went to my ass and he pulled me into him.
He nuzzled my neck. "What do you mean, darlin'?"
I tipped my head to give him better access and sighed. "Means you usually don't get milk from the cow without a little sweet talkin', or in this case, a date."
He stopped when it sunk in. "So, you mean no nookie until we go out on a date?"
"Darn tootin'!"
"But it's okay if we shower naked together?" I nodded. "But you wouldn't leave me with blue balls right?"
I laughed. "That line only works with a blushing girl on prom night. I reckon most of us wise up after that." He looked sheepish but laughed. "But no hot-stuff, I wouldn't ever leave you hanging. Maybe begging for more though." I smirked.
Later when we were all slick and soaped up with our bodies sliding together and hands roaming each other, he said, "Y'know Belle, you're killing me here."
"Bless your heart," I whispered against his lips and I kissed him while I took his hard cock in my very talented hands.
I had planned on making a few new recipes today but didn't expect the homey background of football and a man hollering at the refs. If I wasn't careful, I could be sucked right into this cozy domestic scene. Especially since we hadn't even gone on our first date yet.
He padded into my kitchen, barefoot, bare-chested, and jeans unzipped. Damn but that man could steam my panties.
"Can I help you with anything darlin'?"
Help me? Oh, you have no idea.
"I think I'm okay. I just wanted to try a couple of new ideas."
He rubbed circles on my back and I could feel his breath. "I was thinking." His hand came up my neck and his fingers ran through my still-damp hair. "How about taking a ride on the bike tomorrow?"
Phew. I thought it was going to be something sexual for sure.
"Sure, sounds good, Billy."
He turned and left the kitchen, but popped his head in and said, "Hey! Does that count as a date?" I threw a dishtowel at him as he laughed and ran.
He stayed all day, helping me taste test and with the clean-up. He took my old Jeep into town and picked up a pizza, so dinner consisted of pizza and beer on the sofa watching football. And like a pig in mud, I wallowed in it.
He put his arm around me and I leaned back into his chest, enjoying the vibrations of his chest when he'd yell at the game. I even liked his beery kisses during commercials. I hadn't realized how much I missed a man being close, just doing everyday things. This was my high cotton, I thought.
I almost gave in and led him up to my bed after dinner, but I think the heightened sexual arousal made us feel like a couple of trembling virgins that were excited for their first. In a way, that was for us. Our first time. I wanted to make it good. Memorable. Hot and steamy. It may be all we have, or we may look back on it from our front porch rockers. Who really knows.
It was late when I shoved him out the door with a promise of breakfast before our ride.
A more perfect day couldn't have been ordered. The summer heat and humidity granted us a short reprieve. The canopy roads were cooling and refreshing as we rode through. He stopped at an overlook that I wanted to remember to visit again for autumn colors. A deck overlooked a series of falls that thundered the water over outcrops of rocks and down the river.
"This is gorgeous, Billy!" I said, leaning over the railing.
"I thought you'd like it," he said, brushing at my hair that the helmet smashed.
"My hair must be a mess." Even on a good day, my hair was a mess. About twenty years into my life I had given up on it, quit fighting, and let it have its way.
He smiled. "I love your hair. Always have," he said softly, still smiling and touching my hair. "It's so sexy." I laughed. "Really. It has that wild indecently suggestive look like you just had a night of racy sex."
"What?! Get outta here!"
He shrugged. "Not just my opinion." Good gravy, that means they were discussing me. I didn't even want to know and dropped it.
We stopped down the road for ice cream. It was still warm enough that I had to fight the heat to get in down before it melted all over me. I quickly licked and bit at the cone at the same time trying not to wear the drips that were falling. I turned the cone, licking and sucking. I giggled when I got down to the cone and look at Billy.
His eyes were dark and lusty. He leaned over and kissed me, licking the ice cream from my lips. "You're killing me, Belle."
We weren't out late because I had to prep for tomorrow's gig. I got a mess of sweet potatoes and had some pies to make. Billy made himself indispensable and we were done in no time. All I would have to do is tote it all out to the truck in the morning.
I walked him out to his motorcycle. "I had a lot of fun today," I murmured, kissing him. "And you're spoiling me with all the help you know."
His hand was on the back of my neck and the kiss quickly turned hot and steamy. "So, about this date. Are you free next Friday, or have you make plans with the other guy?"
"I have no plans and would love to go out with you." He nodded, kicked his bike, and roared off.
That varmint was weaseling his way into my life and knew he was doing it too. He was becoming important in my life, in all ways. He fixed things on my truck, tasted new recipes, helped me prep, made my house a home again, but most of all made me lust after him.
Billy sat in the truck eating his burger and red slaw while I served his coworkers.
"Save me some of that banana pudding, woman," he said. I stabbed him with a look and he raised his eyebrows and shrugged. I pushed a dish of pudding down the counter to him.
During a slow down, I said, "So can I have an idea of where we're going so I know how to dress?"
He looked me up and down, taking in short denim cut-offs, plaid sleeveless western shirt, and cowboy boots. "'Bout like you are now."
"What?!"
"OK, like that but jeans maybe. I don't want everyone ogling those sexy legs but me." I rolled my eyes.
"Hey remind me that I had a couple requests for cobbler," I said and he nodded.
"Okay, darlin' much as I love being here with you I got to get back to work." I walked to the back door and we kissed. He slipped and hand under my shorts and squeezed my ass. "Just checking those bows."
"Bad boy," I mumbled and went back to the grill.
Friday came and I still was clear as mud on how to dress, so I did choose jeans, boots, a blue t-shirt, and jacket. He came rolling up in his pickup so I felt relatively comfortable in my choices.
I saw a cooler in the bed when he held the door for me. "You're looking right sexy tonight, Belle," he said giving me a quick kiss before closing the door.
We drove quite a ways further out in the country and I could see the glow of bright lights in the night sky. Football maybe? As we neared, rolls of dust billowed and moved through the lights dispersing into the night sky. Then the sound of throttle acceleration, off, then on, then off and I knew we were going to the dirt track races.
He looked at me and I grinned. "Okay?" he asked.
"Yes! I haven't been to the dirt track in forever!"
He backed the pickup on the dirt mound overlooking the track. I hopped on the tailgate and watched the stockcars. He came up and stood between my legs and held my face between his hands. He studied me for a moment before giving me the sweetest kiss I've ever had in my life. He shook his head and slid on the tailgate next to me, touching knee to hip.
When there was a break in the action, we raided the snacks and grabbed a couple of sodas from the cooler.
"I wasn't sure you'd like this," he said.
"Oh yeah. My Daddy used to take me to the roundy rounds every Saturday night. Before I got married, I dated a guy that drag raced. I loved that because I could be in the pits and even took his car down the quarter-mile. Good memories," I said, smiling in remembrance.
"You are my kinda woman, Belle. But then I've always known that" he added, putting his arm around me. I rested my head on his shoulder.
We got back to the house covered in dust. My hair was full of grit down to my scalp, I could even feel it on my teeth. I went into the bathroom, bent over, and fluffed the dirt out of my hair as best I could. He walked up behind me and I looked in the mirror.
"I found my first silver hair the other day. Since then I've found more. I'm getting old."
"Stop it!"
"Maybe I should dye it."
"Stop it, Belle. You don't need to dye your hair. I like you just as you are. Silvers and dirty teeth and all."
"Lawdamercy!" I leaned in the mirror and smiled to inspect my teeth.
I grabbed my toothbrush and paste and started scrubbing. Billy sat on the toilet lid watching me, not even considering he should leave. He found the toothbrush I gave him before and did the same. We made big toothy grins at each other and nodded that all was clear.
Which didn't cover the grit in my hair. It's pay-up time, Belle, I thought. He followed up on his end of it, now it's your turn.
"I think I'm going to need help getting the rest of this dust and grit off of me though," I mused.
"Really. Anyone in mind?"
"Nah, I'm still thinkin' on it."
He jumped up and grabbed me around the waist and I squealed because he startled me and then I started laughing.
Holding my chin between his thumb and forefinger he said, "I better be the only one up for consideration." I nodded. "What? I can't hear you."
"Yes! You're the only one in my shower and in my bed."
It took a moment for what I said to sink in and he smiled. He pulled my shirt over my head and unhooked my bra. My tits spilled out into his hands. I worked his shirt off and unsnapped his jeans. I scratched his hard rod through the denim and he moaned.
"I need you, Belle," he murmured, nuzzling my neck. Neck kisses drove me wild and I think he was on to that. "Let's get rid of this track grit."
He adjusted the shower and I followed him in. I used the shower heads to rinse out the sandy dirt first, and he bent over so I could do the same for him. We soaped and scrubbed each other more efficiently than the other times. He ran his finger through my rosy pink folds and found me wet for him. We quickly toweled off and I stretched out on the fresh sheets I'd changed that afternoon.
He put a knee between my thighs and held himself over me looking down at me. "I've waited for this a long time."
I stretched my arms above my head and twisted my torso, and he moaned. He brushed his lips over mine and trailed them down to my tits. He captured a nipple with his teeth making me gasp and arch. He sucked onto my nipple and pinched it between his tongue and teeth while my pussy got wetter.
He trailed his tongue around my nipple and down, circling my belly button. I gripped the sheets when I felt his breath between my legs. My lips were always shaved soft and smooth and I know they were wet with my juices. His tongue drove through the folds and teased my clit. I sucked in a breath and rocked my hips.
His hands were on my inner thighs spreading me wide. He sucked on my lips and nibbled with his teeth. He sucked on my clit and moaned, vibrating it and I mewed loud and long. He began doing that rhythmically while he kept up the vibrations. My toes curled and my body arched and I trembled and moaned my way through an orgasm.
I needed to be filled. I had to have him inside me. "Fuck me, Billy. I need you inside me."
He supported on his elbows and we locked eyes and I held his cock and guided him in. He pushed in slowly. His eyes were dark blue liquid. I mewed as his cock stretched my tunnel and conformed around his hot shaft. He filled me then. We were locked together.
"Oh darlin'," he breathed, grinding in deeper.
"Billy....."
I pushed up and there was little movement. As though he would slide out and the feeling would end. Finally, his eyes closed and he stroked in and out. I could tell he was trying to stay in control. I squeezed my cunt muscles around his cock and he moaned.
His mouth was near my ear. "Darlin' you do that again and I won't last." I squeezed his ass and ground up against him and dropped, riding his cock. Suddenly he rolled. Somehow he stayed in me and I was now astride him.
I ground down, taking him as deep as possible. I rocked slowly. His hands covered my tits. He already knew what drove me crazy. I raised and supported myself on my arms and watched his cock disappear in me as I rode him.
He moaned and cupped my dangling tits in his hands. I began to ride faster with longer strokes. His hands went to my waist as he thrust up to meet me. Our bodies pounded together. His cock rubbed my clit into a high-flying orgasm. My cunt pulsed and gripped his cock rhythmically. He grimaced, shouted, drove up, and held me down. His heat filled me along with the hard throb of his cock.
He pulled me down on top of him and rolled us on our sides. He scissored his arm around my head and buried his face in my neck. He held me close and tight and his thigh came over me and pulled me close.
"I can't breath," I mumbled. "Big hug."
"Sorry darlin'," he said, easing up. "I don't think I've ever cum that hard before." He smoothed my hair back and kissed me. "Be right back!" And I saw his bare ass disappear down the stairs.
He brought back a tray heaped with food. "I wasn't sure what you wanted so I brought it all."
I laughed. "I see that!"
We sat cross-legged on the bed and made salami and cheese sandwiches. Of course he found the red slaw. I ate an egg roll with the Carolina mustard barbecue sauce which was my favorite of the new stuff. The whipping cream on the coconut pie ended up on me more than the fork, but he liked licking it off me mostly.
I snuggled in next to him in bed, knowing it was the right thing. No matter how long it lasted. I needed someone in my life like this. Before I drifted off, I realized how tonight changed my feelings.
I smelled bacon and tensed for a moment. It had been a long time since I awakened to someone in my house. Not that I was bothered by it now. Not by a long shot. I let him into my life with the likelihood that he would leave just as quickly. A man his age isn't going to be interested in someone my age for very long. Once he had a hint of the future reality with an older person, the sooner I would see him zooming out the lane.
I threw an oversize white t-shirt on and went down to the kitchen. There was a pile of french toast staying warm in the oven along with a platter of bacon and pan of cheese grits. He was just finishing up two bowls of fresh fruit.
"Mmmm, this was nice to wake up to," I said, wrapping my arms around him and peering over his shoulder. "You had a real hankering for breakfast huh?" I chuckled.
He looked over his shoulder. "Yes, ma'am but my hankering was really for you but I didn't have the heart to wake you up."
"I don't mind if it's you doing it."
I took the butter and maple syrup from the refrigerator and set the table. He set the loaded platters down the middle.
"What do you think?" He sat down across from me.
"Are we having guests I don't know about?" I laughed. "This is a lot of food, Billy." I cut into the french toast before adding syrup and I was glad I did. Whatever he did to it gave it enough flavor that only butter was a good addition. "Mmmm, this is fantastic!" He grinned. "You never said you were a cook."
I dove into the tall pile of french toast I loaded on my plate. "I like to cook. Never get a chance to do much, and it's not much fun just for myself." I nodded in understanding.
"You'd do wonderfully with a breakfast place."
"What I'd really want to do is smoke."
"You mean like barbecue? Chicken? Ribs?" He nodded. "Wow, that's pretty awesome. The truck across town that does it for me has a pretty lucrative business. He has a permanent place to park his truck and gets lines waiting around the block."
"I've been there. His is really good."
"Right, that's why I use it on the truck when I have a barbecue special. I can't do it often because the markup from him that I have to pass on makes it a little pricey for my stuff." He nodded.
"I order a mustard-based barbecue sauce out of South Carolina that is well-liked. I use it in the egg rolls... But you've had them," I said, laughing.
He grinned. "That's okay, you should be excited about your food."
He cooked and I told him I would clean up. He still dried the dishes and learned where everything was in my kitchen at the same time. He was driving me crazy bumping against me, as he walked by.
I just finished up at the sink when he came up behind me. I felt the heat radiate off his body. His arms came around my waist and he started doing that neck thing. I gripped the edge of the counter as his cock pressed into my ass. He pulled my panties down and ran a finger between my pussy lips.
"So wet," he murmured. I moaned.
I heard a rustle of clothing and felt his cock stroke through my pussy lips. I pressed my ass out and back. Wanting. He kneed my legs apart and moved in. The head of his cock slipped in, then he rubbed it over my tingling clit. My knees were rubber. The slick tip rubbed circles on my clit. I leaned further over the sink, clutched the faucet, and trembled a low moaning orgasm.
While my pussy was still pulsing he pushed in deep. He held my hips and thrust into me fast and hard. For a flash, I was glad I let the water out of the sink because my tits were hanging in there jiggling around and jerking each hard thrust.
He grunted over and over sounding almost desperate to cum. Right then he locked deep inside me and pumped his hot seed deep.
He stepped back and I hated when his cock left me. He turned me around and took me into his arms. I had my arms around his neck while he softly rubbed circles on my bare ass.
"You're killing me, Belle."
"What did I do?"
"Just being you."
"Oh, okay. You had me worried for a while."
"You always have me worried."
"I do? Why?"
"Because I think any minute you could walk out of my life," he said with a slight frown.
"I don't want to do that, Billy. I have no intention of doing that." He zipped his jeans, sat at the table, and pulled me into his lap. "In fact, I was thinking what a great team we would make if you started smoking. You could sell through my truck. Or get your own. Or wholesale it."



"That would mean we'd be together a long time though." I nodded. "It would be more than fine by me." I nodded.
I set out to show him how much I wanted him around. We didn't have to use words for the next couple of hours.
-- the end -
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Dr. Dad Will You Be Mine?
"Are you fucking kidding me, Jenn? A week to get your Dad into my bed?" Piper shrieked.
"Yeah, sure, whatever. Just don't tell me about it," I said with a dramatic eye roll. "We've been best friends forever, did our eighteenth birthdays with each other, and you've always crushed on Dad." I laughed, although I had to wonder how she suddenly went from crush to planned seduction.
Piper sniffed. "The sad part is that you'll stay there for college, and I'll come back by myself," she said, ending with that crackling cry voice that comes before the actual sobbing sets in.
"I know. I'm sad about it too. But we can go back and forth on breaks. Winter, you come to Gainesville to see me, and summer I'll come to Cleveland to see you. Deal?"
She was full-blown ugly crying now. I knew. I'd seen it often. I wiped my own tears and we hung up. Piper had to depend on college loans while my Dad was footing my tuition. But only because I had chosen the same career. Sort of. I wanted to be a veterinarian. He was a veterinary cardiologist, and he wanted me to go on after graduation and take up a specialty too.
I began to pack for my move from Mom's house, where I'd lived since their divorce, to Dad's house where I would live while I worked towards my degree at the University of Florida.
Two weeks later we were landing at GNV for a week together of our summer vacation. We grabbed our stuff at baggage claim and found my Dad waiting at the curb in a big black Mercedes SUV. I gave him a quick hug and jumped in the front seat, Piper, not one to pass up an opportunity gave him a full-body hug before sliding into the back seat. Full body from Piper was her thirty-six C's smashed into you, and likely accompanied by a little bump and grind for dad.
"Figured you guys wanted to settle in and maybe hit the pool so I thought we'd stop now and pick up some food from Bangkok Square?"
"Sounds good, Jeff!" Piper said from the back seat and I agreed.
As soon as Dad went in to order, Piper whispered theatrically, "Oh my god he is so hot, Jenn."
I laughed. "If you say so!" I had to admit that my Dad had a charisma that made both men and women gravitate towards him. He always did. Which was what my Mom let eat at her until she was accusing him of everything. Sex with women, sex with men, anything lurid she could come up with.
He always included her, so I could not understand why it was such an issue for her. Even when he and I went somewhere, he always kept me by his side, never making me feel left out. He could only take so many of her allegations and he finally left her, immediately filing for divorce.
I was sixteen and although I was heartbroken to see their breakup, I understood why he did it. Sadly, she was even more miserable after he left. I couldn't console her, and after two years of trying, college was my way out.
Dad automatically gained respect because he was a very talented well-known veterinary cardiologist. He has been to Japan and the United Kingdom to learn open heart surgery from some of the best. In Gainesville he works with cardiologists at Shands, the UF teaching hospital. I've always been so proud of him.
He came back carrying enough food for a small country and I laughed at him as he handed the bags in. "Geez Dad, are you sure it's enough food?"
"I didn't know what you guys like, so I got a variety," he grinned, shrugging, and getting us on the road again. "If you guys are interested in going to the beach before Piper leaves, I can arrange my schedule and we can go to Crescent beach in St. Augustine?"
"A little beach time would be great, Dad!"
Dad pulled up to an imposing gate that slowly started to swing open. Behind it was a Spanish style Florida stucco home that soared three floors. He pulled into the main floor garage that also housed a red sports car and a pickup truck. I laughed to myself thinking he was ready for anything. Between suitcases and food, we all made a few trips back and forth.
The interior was the same Spanish vibe and the living area was open into the kitchen as well as out onto the lanai and pool. It was a house made for parties and I was sure he had many. Piper walked around oohing and aahing while we spread the food out on the kitchen island. We often used chopsticks when I was growing up and Piper was all rapt attention as Dad showed her how. After a lot of laughing and giggling, at her and with her, she gave up and picked up a fork.
"So it's early and I figured you guys might want to just hang out at the pool today?" His look went from me to Piper. "I arranged the day off so we could go somewhere if you want? Shopping maybe?"
Piper was the first to speak up. "I think I'd rather stay here and get some sun and pool time?" She looked at me and I nodded. Since she would only be here a week, I wanted her to do what she wanted. I lived here now and would have plenty of time to check out the shopping situation.
"Okay then, that's settled!" Dad said diving into the last of the massaman curry. "Y'all go ahead, I'll clean this up."
"You're the best, Jeff!" Piper gave him her best seductive smile before she ran up the steps to change.
"She has really grown up," Dad said, watching her for a moment. "I remember when you two were wanting to get your driver's licenses and you were only thirteen," he said laughing.
We both grew up, I thought.
By the time I got there, Piper and Dad were already in the pool. She had him in the corner, although he didn't seem to mind much as his arms were spread on the edges of the pool, and his head was tipped back laughing at something she was saying. She wasn't but a foot in front of him and I could see her kicking her legs which kept her bumping into him.
"Jenn! You made it," Dad said when he saw me. "C'mon in baby girl." That was his childhood nickname for me and my green eyes leaked a little at the memory. I couldn't remember the last time he called me that.
I tied my blonde hair up on top of my head and dove in to remove any telltale emotions before Piper noticed. I swam down to that end of the pool and Piper reluctantly backed off. I ignored her pointed look, obvious she didn't appreciate being interrupted. But I had news for her, I wasn't about to let her commandeer his whole life this week.
"This isn't the best time of year for visiting. We don't have the advantage of the coastal breezes and the summer heat can be overwhelming when you're not used to it. But at least we have the pool and plenty of shade."
The backyard was landscaped for total privacy. The perimeter was thick and tropical with palms, bright orange bird of paradise, and bamboo rustling in what little breeze there was. The fans on the lanai turned lazily over a seating area with a drop down television. Outdoor seating and dining areas had cooling misters and were adjacent to a fire pit for cooler evenings.
"This place was definitely built for parties," I said, thinking of the glass wall that slides open between the lanai and the house, bringing the outdoors in and vice versa.
He laughed. "You're right, it is great for entertaining. I've had some pretty good size parties and it never felt crowded. I do entertain a lot for business, Jenn." He smiled at me. "I'm going to enjoy having you here for them."
Having had enough of being left out, Piper grabbed a beach ball at the edge of the pool and tossed it to Dad, who in turn tossed it to me. I grinned at Piper before lobbing it back to her. She threw it a few more times then went to the ladder and took her time climbing out.
She had pulled out all the stops in her campaign to seduce my Dad. A brief black bikini called attention to all her curves. She was 36C like me and the triangles didn't begin to cover her breasts. She grabbed a towel but made no move to adjust her wet suit, which had worked high on her ass and sucked into the valley between.
Dad hadn't taken his eyes off of her. I swam to the steps and even though my bikini was more modest, I tried to put on a similar performance. Why I don't know. You are jealous. You are also nuts, I thought, silencing my inner voice.
After I adjusted the lounger for optimal sun angle, I spread my towel and stretched out. I must have dozed for a bit because when I woke, Piper and Dad were gone and the sun was much lower in the sky. Could she have gotten to him that soon?
I was done with the sun anyhow and went to see where they had disappeared to.
I heard laughter and followed it. "Baby girl, I was just getting ready to get you out of the sun so you don' burn to a crisp." He stood at the kitchen island with the cartons from lunch spread out. "Executive decision to eat leftovers for dinner, but if you want to go out, we'll shower and head out."
"No no, leftovers are fine but I'm really not hungry now. Don't want to get fat while I'm here," I said, pointedly looking at Piper who was literally using chopsticks to shovel food into her mouth from a carton. A suave nineteen-year-old she wasn't. She stopped and glared at me but I turned and headed upstairs to my room.
I showered and changed into soft peach sleep shorts and top. Dad was already on the sofa, remote in hand, scrolling through the channels. He patted the cushion next to him and I snuggled under his arm, just like we used to watch television.
"I'm so glad you decided to come here, Jenn. I've missed you more than I could say."
"Missed you too, Daddy. A lot." I wrapped my arm across his chest and hugged him.
"I'm sorry that you had to go through so much with your Mom after I left."
"It was terrible and I hated that I couldn't do anything for her, but she refused to see anyone about her depression, and there was nothing else I could do. She's close to her two sisters so she has a lot of support around her." I sniffed. "I just had to leave. She was smothering me. Just like she did to you."
"I know baby girl. You did your best." He kissed the top of my head.
Piper walked into the room wearing similar sleepwear to mine, but hers was white and a size too small. The top stretched across her breasts, the knit so thin you could see the shadow of her areolas and her nipples poked through almost obscenely. She sat directly across from us, her legs across the arm of the chair.
"You guys interested in any movies?" Dad asked, scanning the movie channels. Piper stopped him at one and he pulled up the information. It was adult-themed and didn't look all that raunchy.
"Yes! That one," Piper said, but Dad continued to scan. We chose a movie that wasn't sexually graphic as the other, but Piper sat in the chair pouting. "This is sort of a kid's movie."
Dad ignored her and went to make popcorn.
"Let me sit there," she hissed, indicating my seat on the sofa.
"No! That would look weird."
"No, it wouldn't. C'mon! I'd do it for you."
"You're so obvious, Piper." I stage whispered. She frowned, began to say something but looked over my shoulder and I knew that discussion was over.
"Did I miss anything?" Dad asked, handing her a bowl and one for us to share.
"Nothing at all," I said turning my attention back to the movie and ignoring her dirty looks.
After a few minutes Piper said, 'I need something to drink, can I grab us all some of those beers I saw in the refrig?"
"No, no beer for you two."
"It's not like we're going out in public or driving anywhere," Piper said, attempting to plead her case. "No one will even know." She shrugged, throwing her hands up.
"I will and I don't want you drinking on my watch."
His tone invited no debate and we went back to watching the movie. It was a comedy and pretty funny and Dad laughed as much as I did. Piper was pouting about the beer now and saw no humor in the movie. Her first day here was not going well.
Dad had to go into his clinic the next day but promised to leave as early as he could. He gave me the keys to a smaller sedan parked in the basement garage. He took me aside before he left and handed me a credit card with my name on it.
"You're going to need a lot of new clothes since you'll be living in Florida. Get what you need. The mall isn't far from here."
"Daddy! That's too much but thank you. You can trust me with this."
"I know baby girl," he said, hugging me against him. "I wouldn't do it if I didn't trust you implicitly."
Piper and I cooked a couple of eggs and some bacon for breakfast, then cleaned the kitchen and went to dress for the mall.
"You know Jenn, you need to give me some time with your Dad. It seems like you're always butting in," Piper said, holding a dress up in front of her in the mirror. She made a face and put it back on the rack.
"Butting in?" I put my hands on my hips."I would like to spend time with him too. He is my Dad after all and I haven't seen him in a long time."
"I get that, yeah, but it might have been nice if you would have left us along during the movie. And you could have backed me up about the beer, too. Maybe just make yourself scarce huh."
I was out of the mood for shopping now that I discovered that the real reason she came with me was to seduce my Dad. She had always crushed on my Dad, but I didn't think she was that serious. I vaguely flipped through the racks intending to come back alone, after she was gone.
"You didn't find anything?" She had an armload of clothes to take to the fitting room.
"Nothing. I'll meet you at the coffee shop in the middle of the mall when you're done." She seemed irritated, but nodded and flounced away.
I ordered a latte and sat down to people watch and think. There was no way I was going out of my way to leave them alone. They would just have to find the time on their own.
I missed my old friend and had looked forward to our week together to do things just like this, but it seemed the whole week would be nothing but her chasing him. I know my Dad dated and it never bothered me before so I did not know why now, with Piper. I guess I did actually feel some jealousy.
I watched her coming towards me loaded down with bags from several clothing stores. She dropped her bags on the seat and plopped in the other.
"Florida has the best stores!"
"Pink Zebra huh. Pretty sexy stuff in there."
"Ohmygosh you can't believe what it got there," she gushed, fanning herself with her hand. "They have the sexiest gowns and lingerie!"
"They'll go great in your dorm,' I said laughing. I drank the last of my latte and stood up to go.
"Don't be silly! They're for your Dad! I'm sure he would love it if I wore them for him."
"Right," I said, turning and heading to the exit doors.
Piper dragged all her bags up to her room when we got back. I didn't expect Dad until late dinner and he said he'd grab a pizza on the way home. I planned on doing a lot of cooking while I lived here, but probably not until after Piper left. This whole thing had me out of the mood. Out of sorts in general.
The pool shimmered invitingly in the sun. l put my suit on and went out with my Kindle. I stretched out on a lounger in the shade. Mom called and began making me feel guilty I hadn't called her, complaining about how I just left her by herself, and how could I choose my Dad over her. It was the normal topic of conversation I usually had with Mom but on top of everything going on with Piper, it hit me harder than usual.
Right then she came out wearing a new bikini. "Check this out, Jenn!" She twirled. The top was two triangles that barely covered her nipples, the bottoms were thong back and didn't cover much. "Florida is the best place for swimsuits!"
I nodded, embarrassed for her. The bikini was way beyond her normal and there was little doubt she got it to allure my Dad. "I'm not sure showing more skin is the answer, Piper."
"Oh come on! You're downright archaic, Jenn! Loosen up!" She arranged her lounger in the sun and practiced posing. I rolled my eyes behind my sunglasses. "He's a man, Jenn. We're used to dealing with boys."
"Uh-huh. We're so the experienced women of the world." I snickered.
"What better way to gain experience but have a real man teach us? An older man."
"You do it your way, I'll do it mine."
That's all I had for her. This was supposed to be a relaxing week and instead, it had been anything but. I picked up my book and pretended to read and Piper continued to try different poses on her lounger, presumably to decide on the sexiest one.
"I'm going to have to sneak out of work early more often if I'm going to find two gorgeous mermaids at my pool!" My Dad's voice boomed from the house.
"Put your suit on and join us, Jeff!" Piper trilled.
He walked out a few minutes later. "Hi, Daddy." He leaned over and kissed me on top of my head.
"Glad to you see having fun, baby girl."
Piper was posed with a bent knee, back arched and fingers hooked on the back corners of her lounger. Dad didn't spare but a glance towards her before diving into the pool.
He came up, water streaming off his body. He kept his hair trimmed and I saw a couple glints of silver in the black. He began to swim laps. His form and speed indicated that he swam daily and his trim body was the result. His chest hair was neither too much or too sparse, and just about perfect in my estimation.
Not surprisingly Piper did a runway walk over the pool and slipped into the water. She did remain off to the side while he lapped, but was ready to spring on her prey the first opportunity. The last lap brought him out of the water and up the steps in one smooth maneuver and it made me wonder if he knew she was lying in wait. He grabbed a towel and a bottle of suntan lotion.
"Jenn, can you put some on my back and shoulders? I want to get some sun but those places are first to burn." He sat on the edge of my lounger and although I wanted to look at Piper, I knew the daggers would be flying from her eyes, so I chose to ignore her.
"Sure."
I toweled the water off and rubbed the sunblock between my hands, stroking from his shoulders down his upper arms. I felt his muscles flex under his skin as I ran my hands over them. His back was already hot from the sun and the lotion melted between his skin and my hands as I applied it. I heard and saw a big sigh and continued to rub his back beyond what was needed.
He looked over his shoulder and said in a low voice, "That feels good baby girl."
His voice was different. Deeper, low toned. It sent a little tingle straight to my pussy along with a soft mew. He smiled, his eyes were searing as they quickly ran over my body. He picked up his towel, moved to a chair in the sun with the towel on his lap.
"Hey Jenn, you coming in or what?"
I jumped up, ran, and dove into the pool. I needed to cool off one way or the other. The other would have to wait until I got in the privacy of my bedroom.
We batted the beach ball back and forth and got back to the laughs we used to have before Piper's libido snatched it away. We chased each other, diving under and behind each other. One time she came up laughing waving my bikini top in the air.
"Hey!!" I went after her but she tossed it out of the pool and skittered away just as I got to her. She was a better swimmer and used it to her advantage, quickly gliding to the steps and getting out. "Give me my top, Piper!"
She picked up a towel and began drying herself, bending over in front of Dad and going through a few suggestive poses. Dad's sunglasses blocked his eyes, but it didn't take much guessing where he would be looking. Piper leaned over her lounger to straighten her towel, tits swaying, those tiny triangles in a heroic effort to cover her nipples.



I'm still not sure why I did it. To piss Piper off or get my Dad's attention, or maybe both, but I got out of the pool topless. I walked over to my bikini top and hung it over the back of a chair and casually went back to my lounger.
Piper's mouth hung open, obviously thinking I'd stay in the pool until someone took pity on me. Dad's head moved with me as I walked around the pool.
I laid back and stretched my arms above my head, arched my back, and sighed.
"Better put some sunblock on baby girl, the sun here is brutal on tender skin."
"Good idea! Thanks, Daddy." My nipples grew hard knowing he was looking.
I picked the bottle off the ground, squirted lotion in my palm, and rubbed my hands together. I slowly smoothed the cool lotion over my neck, shoulders, and down my arms. I dripped more lotion in my hands and stroked it across my upper chest, then down over my breasts.
My nipples tightened harder from my touch. I rubbed circles of the white cream around my nipples making sure the lotion covered each tit. Thirty-six Cs were more than a handful for me so I had to make sure the lotion covered each fleshy globe.
I stroked more lotion from beneath my tits to the top edge of my bikini. I ran a finger under the edge across my abdomen. I stretched my arms up and put my hands behind my head, back slightly arched, knee up. I looked over at Piper who was staring by now and winked.
I did doze a bit and Dad woke me up. "Baby girl, you're burning." I looked and the part of my breasts that had never seen the sun was pink.
"Oh shoot," I murmured. As he pulled an umbrella over me I noticed Piper was gone.
He rummaged around through a cabinet in the outdoor kitchen and came back with a bottle of aloe that glowed almost fluorescent green. I giggled.
He laughed and sat on the edge of my lounger. "The color is wild, isn't it? But it really helps." I put my hands behind my head and arched my back, thrusting my tits out. "Oh, you want me to do it huh," he grinned.
"You are the doctor right?" He grinned and dipped his head, not arguing.
The green gel dribbled onto his fingers and he started to lightly stroke across my upper chest. I jerked when the cooling gel hit my hot skin, and immediately moaned when the gel began to cool my skin.
He swallowed hard. "I'm going to lay this on pretty thick to get your skin cooled off. You can reapply it after you shower for maximum effect."
"You even sound like a doctor," I laughed, and after a thoughtful secon he did too.
He spread the gel with the tips of his fingers in a semicircle on the upper curve of my breast until he got to my nipple. He went to the other and did the same. He began working it over the sensitive under curve of my breast and I sucked in an arousing breath. His sunglasses were off and he quickly glanced at me. My breasts were shiny and slick with the cooling gel.
"Feels so good, Daddy," I breathed.
He finally tipped his fingers with gel and rolled them over my nipples that tightened and lengthened at his touch. I mewed at the sensation and my pussy gushed more wetness. He was concentrating on my nipples and his lips parted, the tip of his tongue sliding back and forth.
There was a sound that came from the house and although we were positioned that we couldn't be seen, he stopped and sat up. "That should do it."
"Feels a lot better, thanks," I smiled, wondering if my face showed how aroused I was but at the same time seeing the lust and confusion on my Dad's face.
I was just as confused. I started out just wanting to annoy Piper by getting my Dad's attention but during that time, I began to see him as a man, a man that I was attracted to. Oddly enough he seemed less like Dad as time went on. In my heart, I knew that was wrong, but the floodgates were open and I didn't know how to stop it. Nor did I know if I wanted to.
I showered and reapplied the aloe gel. I was naked and the fan lazily circled and cooled my skin even more. I opened the drawer next to the bed and found my bullet. I fantasized that Dad was here in my room running his cool hands over my fiery skin. Then I felt his lips on my soft skin. His teeth tugging at my nipples while they grew longer and harder for him.
"Daddy," I moaned, running my finger through my wet slit. I was still so aroused from his hands that it didn't take long to get worked up. I slid a finger inside me, then two, imagining they were his fingers. I spread my thighs imagining he would be between my thighs. I heard his low growls and vibrations. Smelled the scent that was always him.
I clicked the vibrator on and with just a touch on my clit, I went rigid and fireworks went off. Wave after wave crashed over me hard. My body arched off the bed, the vibrator taking me higher and higher. Everything went black and I launched off the edge into a numbing free fall. All the tension flowed out and I collapsed on the bed. I gripped the bedclothes wanting my hands on him. On his body. Smoothing over his hot skin. I fell asleep with the arousing fantasy of his body next to mine.
A sound woke me in the middle of the night and I eased the door open. Nightlights were spaced at regular intervals down the long hall and illuminated the sheer silk gown that Piper had purchased at the mall. Dad was in the dark shadows, but as soon I heard his deep whisper I quietly closed my door.
I fell asleep knowing that Piper had her dream come true, and I lost mine.
It was two more days until Piper flew back north so Dad suggested the next day for the beach. It was a bit of a drive from Gainesville, but I knew he didn't have much free time so I better take advantage. My mood had changed radically and I know Dad noticed because he looked at me curiously several times. To get through it I tried to remember that she would be leaving soon, their fling would be over, and we would get back to our normal father-daughter relationship.
Piper and I stuffed our beach bags, Dad put a cooler of drinks together saying we would find somewhere there to eat. It was a weekday in the heat of summer so we pretty much had the beach to ourselves. Piper and I played in the frothy surf and collected shells along the sandy beach.
Dad leaned back on his beach chair and and laughed as we ran screaming in and out of the splashing waves. He had set up three beach umbrellas with blankets in the shade. I came and plopped down on the blanket and dug into my bag for another pair of sunglasses that weren't covered with salt spray.
"Looks like Piper found herself a friend," Dad mused. "More her age."
I looked and she was animatedly talking to a guy we had seen coming down the beach. He did look to be about our age, but I did wonder what Dad was alluding to.
I was on my stomach next to Dad and he reached over and brushed the sand off my ass. A jolt shot right into my pussy just at his touch and I jerked.
His hand still on me, he smiled and said, "Sorry baby girl."
"No, that's fine Daddy, you just startled me is all," I lied. His hand lingered before moving.
Piper hollered up that she was going for a walk down the beach with him and we both waved.
"That guy won't know what hit him," Dad mused and I laughed.
"She does come on a little strong sometimes."
"Yes she certainly does, but I'm glad to see that there's someone else she's setting her sights on. At least until we leave," he chuckled.
"I thought most older guys would love young girls coming after them?"
"Well, yeah... I guess some guys like inexperience and gravitate towards younger girls. Personally, I don't want to feel as though I'm being stalked no matter what her age."
I didn't answer right away to ponder the inexperienced comment and wonder how, or if, it related to him. Maybe he as isn't interested in Piper as I thought. But what about the middle of the night tryst in the hall? It could all have been very innocent, I thought. Oh sure.
"Come play in the surf with me, baby girl!" he said, standing up and holding his hand out. We ran out into the warm water hand in hand until we were waist-deep.
A wave rolled out and moved us a little deeper, then the next one in lifted us into each other. I yelped as the wave splashed over our heads and shoved us together. Dad laughed and grabbed me around the waist just as it rolled back out again, pushing him even harder into me. I had my hands on his shoulders and upper arms and relished the flexing of his muscles under his skin.
I laughed when another more brutal wave hit me and slammed my body against his. He grabbed my ass and held me tight as the water swirled around our legs. By now the water came up to my tits, pushing up the valley in between.
"You're going to lose your top again," he laughed looking down and the water sucked at the cups. He hadn't taken his hands off my ass and as the water moved me, I bumped into his hardness, making my cunt tingle.
Water got behind them and they ballooned out away from my body-baring my tits. "I think so," I grinned. "I think Florida wants me topless!"
"Mmmm, yeah," he murmured as the current kept bouncing me against his hard cock.
The next wave out I wrapped my legs around him and hung on. We laughed as he tried to keep his footing and hold me. The water swirled around my open legs pushing my cunt against his cock with only our suits between.
He moaned. "Baby girl, we're playing with fire." His hands slid inside my suit so he cupped my bare ass and pulled me against him. 'Oh god, you feel so good." His head tipped back as he ground his hardness against my open pussy.
"Daddy, I'm aching."
"I know baby girl but we have to think about this. Once we step over that line there's no going back. We have to make sure it's what we both want. I know I had no intention of anything like this happening, but it just seems so natural now. That doesn't mean it's right and we shouldn't use common sense though."
I nodded. It did sneak up on me. I started out just being annoyed by Piper's focus on my Dad. And it morphed into me being jealous into wanting him myself. But I knew at that moment what I wanted. He was a man I wanted to kiss right now. I wanted to slip my hands in his suit and weigh his fat his balls, and squeeze his hard cock in my fingers. I wanted it to just be the two of us. But it wasn't just the two of us.
We began to walk back in but I had to stop and ask, 'Daddy, were you hard for me?"
"Hell yes! You've been doing that to me since you got here."
"I didn't know if Piper did it."
"At first she did, sure. But she got too pushy and it worked the opposite of what she wanted, she didn't stand a chance with me. You were just sexy and womanly without even trying. Without putting in any effort."
When she returned, we found a beach bar and sat at a high top. Dad ordered us all sodas and was waiting for us to decide what we wanted to eat. The server was older than us, but not quite as old as Dad, and she gave him special attention. She hung at the table giving Dad special attention in soft chitchat, while Piper made her decision.
The server left to put in our order and I looked around at those seated near us. Piper left her beach cover-up unzipped, her breasts rode above the table looking like two ripe melons. The tiny triangles were tied high on her tits so they totally bared her globes from beneath her nipples down. All eyes were glued to them, including Dad. Was he now just enjoying the show along with the other guys here I wondered.
A small band was setting up for the evening and once they began playing, couples got up to dance on the sand. Our sandwiches arrived about then and I wasted no time digging in because I was famished. Dad dove into his as well, but by then Piper noticed the attention she was getting and food was the furthest thing from her mind. A guy a few years older than us asked her to dance.
"She was waiting for that," Dad said, chuckling. I nodded, knowing we would see a real show. I was sure everything Piper did was designed to get my Dad's attention. She was sure she could get his interest by being as provocative as possible. As though reading my mind he said, "Baby girl, I'm a man. I'm going to look. It's what we do. But with me it's just entertainment and means nothing beyond that."
Her dancing partner held her tightly around her back pulling her tits into his chest. She looked up, laughing and eagerly talking to him. Her arms went around his neck and her head on his shoulder. I saw his hand snake between their bodies and by her reaction, he had a handful of a tit she had on display earlier.
Dad called the server over, paid the check, and had Piper's sandwich wrapped to-go. By the time Dad got to the dance area, they were clenched in a lip lock and he wasn't hiding his fondling of her tits.
"Time to go, Piper!"
"Awh man, I'll bring her home," the guy whined, just getting warmed up for some real fun.
"C'mon Piper," he wrapped his fingers around her upper arm.
"I gotta go," she huffed, but didn't argue, and just stomped ahead of us to the car.
Tomorrow was the day she flew out, and none too soon for me. She had ruined what I thought would be a fun week for us because she was so determined to get my Dad. I sat in her room that last night while she packed.
"I"m going to miss you, Jenn," she sniffed. You're going to miss who? I thought.
"We're both going to be so busy with college we won't have time to think of much else," I laughed.
"Yeah, you're lucky to have the rest of the summer here before you start. I wish I had planned to stay longer."
"It's okay Pipe, we'll see each other for vacations and breaks!" She nodded, clearly upset.
The next morning I dressed because I knew we were taking her on an early flight. I went into the kitchen to tense silence. She sat at the island, my Dad read the news on his tablet.
"Morning, baby girl," he said somberly and got up to pour me a cup of coffee. He handed it to me but wouldn't meet my eyes. Neither would Piper.
Obviously, something had happened between them. I noticed her suitcase and bag were already parked by the door. I gulped down my coffee when it became apparent we were leaving early for the airport.
While Dad unloaded her suitcase I got out on the airline curb and hugged her. She was cool and still wouldn't meet my eyes. He handed her the bag, nodded curtly, turned, and got in the car.
"Summer vacation is over and totally ruined," she said so low I could barely hear but I did notice her eyes rimmed with tears.
I waved but she never looked back.
He pulled into a popular breakfast spot in Gainesville and got seated and handed menus. He still hadn't said much.
'I'm sure you're wondering what was going on," he said, his jaw clenching.
"Yeah, it seemed pretty bad." I was half embarrassed because it was my friend that acted that way and I brought her into his house. I assume this last situation was the worst.
"I can't go into details here," he said, looking around. "But I will tell you everything when we get home."
He seemed relieved to get that much off his chest and the rest of the meal was back to our normal chatter. I knew it had something to do with her practically forcing herself on him and almost didn't want to hear. But I felt some responsibility because I did bring her here.
We got home and he suggested some pool time, which I loved since it was normally relaxing and I thought we'd need all of that we could get. I forgot to rinse the saltwater out of my suit and had to dig around to find the only other one I had. It was a bikini, but much more modest than Piper had been wearing.
I dropped my cover-up and Kindle on the chair and pushed off the steps to swim to the other end. The water felt cool and I floated on my back, my blonde hair spreading out in the water around me like a halo.
"You're fast," Dad said, laughing as he tossed his towel on the chair and jumped in, splashing and bouncing me.
I laughed, dove under, and swam between his legs, coming up on the other side. We played and laughed for a while but then he became more somber and I knew he had to get it out.
"So yeah, something happened I guess, but I first want to say had I known she was going to act batshit crazy, I never would have invited her."
"Baby girl, it had nothing to do with you. She was your childhood friend, I would have never guessed either."
He hooked an elbow on the edge of the pool and began.
"Last night, about an hour after I went to sleep... Well, I was dreaming, to begin with. Deeply asleep. I felt a soft body behind me. Spooned close... An arm wrapped around me... And to be sure how much of this was real and how much was a dream I still don't know." He swallowed. "Soft breasts pressed into my back and I felt a hand on me... I was hard from the dream... Because... Well because it was a sexual dream."
I nodded, getting that, but not saying anything and trying to keep my face as neutral as possible because I could tell he was nervous.
"A soft hand rubbed my chest and down to my stomach... I heard myself moan and I think that was when I began to wake up. It was so real, but I was still confused if it was still a dream or not... I felt hard nipples digging into my back... Fingers playing in the hair at the base of my cock."
His breathing was quicker and I know he was aroused telling me about it. I just wanted to know how far she got with him. Did they fuck? If so it was a good damn thing she was gone.
"When the fingers wrapped around my shaft and squeezed, I was fully awake... I was so horny because she had been teasing me all week, and I was watching and wanting you... To be honest I wanted the release... Needed it. But as soon as I realized it was her and not a dream, I threw her out of my bed." He sighed. "The only thing that happened was me and my hand fantasizing about you."
I felt my face flush and my nipples harden at his words. That he was thinking about me and wanted me as much as I wanted him. That he was my Dad be damned.
"I rolled back because honestly, I thought it was you... It was you I was dreaming about, Jenn."
"I fantasized about you, Daddy. I used my vibrator and fantasized you were with me." I let myself float closer to him and he caught me around the waist.
He hissed through his teeth. "Baby, you don't know how that affects me... You telling me that," he groaned, his voice vibrating.
He pulled me against him and I wrapped my legs around him just as we did in the ocean, only this time I slipped my hands in his suit. This time I did take his cock in my hand and cup his fat balls in the other.
He buried his face in my neck. "Oh god Jenn, are you sure this is what you want?"
"I want you. I want to be in your bed every night. I want to taste you. Feel you inside me." I squeezed his throbbing shaft."I'm going to be here a long time while I'm in school and I want to take care of you like I know you'll take care of me." I hesitated. "I know this isn't right, but I don't know why it's wrong."
"Come out," he swam to the steps and tugged his shorts off, and left them on the edge. His cock was hard and throbbed with his pulse He pulled me out and untied the strings on my bikini baring my body to his eyes.
He moaned and pulled me against him. I whimpered when I felt his hot hard cock grind against me. He cupped my ass and pulled me tighter against him. He groaned, took my hand and led me to the corner of the lanai, and started the shower. The first flush of water was cool but quickly changed. He grabbed a bar of soap and began running it over me, quickly and efficiently. He did the same for himself, rinsed us, turned the water off, and toweled us both dry.
"I want you in my bed."
Those words were like a spark between my heart and my pussy and I followed him to his bedroom. I looked at his bed and he said, "I changed the sheets." And I was relieved.



"You're not a virgin, are you? I need you too much to take care. I need to be buried inside you. Feel your tight cunt around my cock." My pussy gushed at his words and coated his fingers.
I shook my head. I wasn't a virgin nor was I very experienced but I would learn what drove him wild.
"Spread your legs," he settled into the cradle of my thighs. His cock rubbed my wet slit and I reached between us to rub the head on my clit and position him at my entrance. He pushed in. "Oh yeah," he moaned. "Fuck, you're so tight." He ground in and I felt his curls abrading my soft smooth pussy lips.
I pushed up and we began a hard rhythm. Our bodies slammed together. My nipples were pinched in his teeth and he tugged them longer. I arched and groaned for more.
"Fuck me harder Daddy... Harder dammit..." We were frenzied and were focused on getting to the peak. I wailed. Went rigid. My cunt clenched his cock hard. He shouted, rose over me, slammed in, and pumped his seed deep inside my body.
"Oh my god," he gritted, rolling off me and pulling me into his side. "What the fuck just happened."
I nibbled on his nipple and nipped hard and he moaned. "We just fucked, Daddy. You shoved that big fat cock into your daughter's tight cunt. And we only just started."
He had a forearm over his eyes. "I think we both just discovered that we had something in common that we never would have dreamed."
"You unleashed it in me. I didn't know I wanted it like that. Needed it like that."
"I know I can get rough, baby girl. I don't want to hurt you."
"You won't." But maybe I'll hurt you.

ONE YEAR LATER

"Your Mom wants to come see you, Jenn."
I had just slid his eggs on the plate and hesitated. "Really?" I filled our mugs with coffee and sat at the kitchen island next to him. I only went back north to visit her on one break and I did feel a little guilty about that. "Maybe I should just go up."
"No, she wants to see us both."
I looked at him but couldn't really read his feelings about that. We had both changed in the year I had been living with him. We were intimate. We were a couple now.
Some time back we had found a small group that not only accepted us for what we were, but were also the same. Some were mother and son, some father and daughter. We didn't share but we did spend intimate time together with them, because most liked to watch and be watched. Some had piercings or light kinks, others enjoyed pain with pleasure, like we sometimes did. But recently we had drifted away because of work and school commitments.
"Do you want her to stay here?"
"She could. She only wants to be gone for a few days." I nodded, thinking.
"We would have to behave," I warned.
He nodded and said, "There are locks on the doors."
I nodded and said, "I guess it would be okay although I'm not sure how I can keep my hands off you for that long."
"Or I you." He reached over and tweaked my nipple clamps and created a gush to my cunt. "You like those don't you," he laughed. "Does the pain make you wet, baby girl?"
"You know I love them on my nipples. Thank you, Daddy," I said, giving them a pinch. "I'm glad you saw them when you got your piercing."
He groaned. "I need to get to the clinic but now you've gone and got me all hard to fuck you."
I stood next to his stool and unzipped his pants, pulled his cock out, and gave it a couple of strokes.
"Poor Daddy," I crooned leaning in to nibble on his lip.
He grabbed the back of my head and dipped his tongue in, and I sucked on it. Our tongues dueled and I opened his pants to allow more room.
I dropped to my knees in front of him and released his cock and balls from his briefs. "I better take care of this big fat cock."
I licked the precum that glistened on the tip and ran the edge of my teeth across the sensitive head. I tugged at his piercing with my teeth. He moaned and held my head. His frenum piercing had just healed enough for play and he loved it. I circled my lips around the deep ridge and sucked the tip hard. Then harder. He sucked air through his teeth and his body trembled.
I squeezed the shaft of his cock and sucked one of his smooth shaved balls into my mouth. I toyed with it with my tongue. I slid my hands under his shirt and played with his nipple piercings.
"Oh god yeah, Jenn. Fuck," he moaned. "Suck it, baby."
He jerked when his cock hit the back of my throat. I tugged on his balls while I fucked his cock with my steamy hot mouth. A few flicks of his nipple piercings brought more shudders and moans and his cock swelled thicker. He held my head down so I'd keep his cock deep in my mouth and sucked rhythmically. He let off and I sucked on the head while I gripped his cock with two fingers and stroked.
His moans vibrated from the intensity. He twisted his nipple piercings adding to the total sensations going on. I swung his balls back and forth with the tips of my fingers while sucking and stroking. His vibrating moan was constant now and I knew he was cumming soon.
Seconds later a loud deep grunt and he splashed all over my face and tits.
"Have a good day, Daddy," I chirped as he went to work.
I wondered what he was thinking having Mom stay here, even just for a couple of days. For one she couldn't know that her daughter was in her ex-husband's bed every night. They made me with the same seed he regularly filled me with. Any hint of indecency that his cock is ever out of his pants when I'm around could bring everything down on our heads.
If nothing else Mom had taken care of herself through the years. Sunblock kept her skin looking thirty, yoga kept her flexible, weight training gave her dimension and she always watched what she ate. It seemed her health routine kept her going through her bouts of depression.
I went in to wait for her by baggage claim while Dad waited at the curb. As always she looked perfect and still carried herself like a model. Where everyone else that flew anymore was casual, she wore a suit, hose, and heels. The jacket was fitted and enhanced her ample breasts. I got my big tits from her, but she was a thirty-eight D to my thirty-six C.
"Mom!" I hugged her and she held me.
"I missed you, honey," she said hugging me tightly.
"Dad's waiting at the curb"
"Nice to see you again, Jeff," Mom said as he took her luggage.
"You're looking well, Lucinda. I'm glad you could come down to see Jenn." If Mom had any illusions that she and Dad might get back together, he was putting a stop to them right now.
"Jenn and I thought you might want to stop for brunch somewhere, or we could just go back to the house and rustle something up?"
"I think I'd rather just go to your house and relax. The flight was tiring."
I was sure it was for her. She essentially went nowhere, much less a trip away from her home. She had told me she was seeing a doctor for her depression and he had her on medication. She certainly did seem to be in better spirits than I had seen her in a long time and I was so thankful for that.
"You have a beautiful home, Jeff."
"Thanks, we like it," Dad said glancing at me while Mom looked out at the pool. I grimaced and mouthed we to him in a question.
"Did you bring a swimsuit Mom? We could go to the pool if you like?"
"I think I would like that, yes thanks."
"I'll take your bag up and show you your room."
"Oh good, is it near Jenn's room?"
"Yes, right next to it."
I was using that closet in the room for off-season clothing and a few other odds and ends. I just added a few more things to make it look like I slept there.
I had followed them up to change and noticed how happy Mom seemed. Dad relaxed a bit too. We just weren't sure what to expect. I quickly changed and ducked into Dad's room.
"Soooo, it's not too bad huh?" He walked out of the bathroom naked and I swallowed hard. Normally we would have ended up on the bed, or against the wall, or strapped down. Whatever our mood.
I watched his cock grown. "Quit looking at me like that, baby girl. Like you want to devour me. You know we can't and you know you better not push me or I'll fuck you and I won't care who knows."
I jumped up off the bed. "See you at the pool!" I left.
Mom was already at the pool looking out over the tropical backyard. She turned when she heard me and said, "Your father has a beautiful place here."
From the back, she could have passed for a thirty something. Her ass was firm, her waist still cinched in for the hourglass figure she always had. Her bikini was similar in modesty to mine, but since her tits were bigger, there was less coverage. She was still a knockout I thought and wondered what Dad would think.
It wasn't long until I found out because he brought towels and lotions as well as a pitcher of icy drinks.
I watched him look up and see her gazing out on the back yard and he swallowed hard. I wasn't shocked because I can remember how sexually active they were before Mom became so possessive. They couldn't keep their hands off each other and I could almost see the reels playing in Dad's head from those days.
"Lucinda, would you like an iced tea?"
She turned and smiled, "I would thanks."
We all sat at the glass table under the umbrella. She told us about her family, her sisters and caught us up on old friends. I told her about my college courses and that it was too early for me to be taking any classes towards my veterinary degree yet. She was disappointed but Dad explained how many years I would be going to get my diploma, and any specialty would be another three to five years beyond.
"I'm glad you have your Dad to help you," she said. "You're smart and empathetic like him and you'll make a good doctor as well."
Thank you, Mom," I said, clasping her hand.
We had a nice afternoon swimming and sunning and decided to order pizza for dinner. Mom wanted to call it an early night because she was tired from the trip. I followed her up and went into the room next door, closed the door loudly, then slowly cracked it open and softly closed again before going to our bedroom.
"She didn't hear you did she?" he asked. I shook my head.
"I need a shower."
"Yes, we do."
He held me against him under the spray of warm water. "God I've been wanting to do this all day. I need you so bad." His hard cock pushed against me and I wrapped my fingers around it and squeezed.
"Fuck me, Daddy."
I turned around and spread my legs and leaned against the tile wall. He ran his cock head up and down my slit teasing my clit. I reached between my legs and held his cock at my tunnel.
"Fuck me. Shove it in me. My pussy is tight and wet for you, Daddy. Fuck me hard like you want to do it!"
He growled and shoved in deep with one stroke. I pushed back and rode. Our bodies met and slammed together. I moaned. His balls slapped my clit. His piercing abraded my tunnel in such a delicious way. He reached under me and squeezed my tits. I had taken my nipple clamps off before Mom arrived because I didn't want her noticing them. He pinched my nipples and pulled them longer.
I moaned long and low and went off the edge soaring in wave after wave of pleasure. My cunt clenched his cock rhythmically and he held my hips, slammed into me, and exploded deep in my cunt.
"Fuck," he gasped. We both had to catch our breath. Keeping our hands off each other made it fast and furious. "I don't know if I can take four days of this."
I agreed. "We're going to have to. Mom can never ever find out about us."
I slept with Dad but set the alarm on my phone so I could get back to the other room before Mom would be up. I hated leaving the warmth of his body for a bed I'd virtually never slept in before, but I rallied when I thought it was just for another couple of days.
Dad was up early and gone to the clinic and Mom and I decided to hit the mall and have lunch. I knew this trip would go better than when I was here with Piper.
Walking through one of the anchor stores Mom wanted to stop at a sale rack and I spotted the men's department. The model on top was wearing tight-knit boxers with a large pouch on the front. I often made Daddy go with his cock and balls in a ring which would make his stuff stand out out front and center. These briefs would be perfect for that. I had two pairs in my hand and was looking for the registers.
"What'd you find, honey," Mom asked, looking at the shorts in my hand. At that moment it registered what I had and how I was going to explain it. "Oh, nice. A boyfriend I haven't heard about?"
"Yes! We haven't been dating long and really haven't talked about him much."
"Buying him underwear seems pretty intimate though."
"Right! You're right! Too much." I ran and put them back on the display thinking I needed to be much more careful around her.
"Your Dad seems happier than I think I've ever seen him."
"I think he is too," I said, measuring each word carefully.
"He must have a girlfriend," she said, more of a statement that I didn't need to reply to.
"Are you having dessert, Mom?" I asked, opening the menu and changing the subject.
We shopped and would sit to people watch on occasion until early afternoon. It was fun and I was glad to have someone to talk to other than a few classmates I studied with. I never did party much and wouldn't have here either if I was on my own.
We came back and took our packages upstairs. I walked right by my room and Mom said, "Where are you going?"
"Oh, silly me, just walked right by my room!" I laughed and ducked in. Holy fuck I was going to really have to be careful.
I left everything in bags so I could switch it to my other closet later and went to the kitchen to make a pitcher of iced tea.
"Hey," Dad said, walking in the door and glancing around.
"You're earlier than I thought you'd be." I poured two glasses of tea and pushed one across the island to him.
"I had a couple of cancellations and could get away a little earlier. I thought you and your Mom might like to go out to a nice place for dinner."
"Oh, that'd be great, Daddy. I'm sure she'd like that."
Reservations were required, but Dad made a phone a call and we got a time for that evening. I had heard about the restaurant so I looked forward to it. Perfect that I bought a dress when Mom and I were at the mall. He told Mom when she came down for breakfast. I didn't have classes that week but needed to catch up on some reading and remained in my room most of the day. Dad was at work and Mom was left to her own devices.
Because we would all order steaks, Dad opted for a seafood platter for us to share, which was nearly a meal in itself. He got a rib eye, and Mom I decided on filet mignon. They were perfect. He said dessert was a requirement there and we ordered the beignets to share. It was a wonderful evening because my parents were finally able to communicate as friends. Mom had her depression under control and she was much happier for it, as we all were. I could see their married relationship sustained too much damage to revisit, but they began forging a friendship, which was wonderful.
The remainder of her time with us flew by. I had no more close calls so she left having no clue about the relationship between her ex-husband and her daughter. We made plans for her to come back again. Her flight was late afternoon so we stopped for a quick bite on our way home.
"It wasn't near as bad as I thought it would be, but I am glad to get our privacy back again," he said when we walked in the door.
"Yeah, I'll be more relaxed not having to measure every word. I almost blew it a couple of times."
"You did? Maybe that's why she asked a couple of odd questions." He thought back to their conversation. "I don't think she had any clue really, but she did seem to think our situation was different." I shrugged.
"At least we don't have to worry about it. I'm going to go out to the pool."
It was nearly dark and one of my favorite things was being in the pool naked at night. Dad had a colored light show installed that I admit, was a real toy for me. It was all changeable and variable and the remote for it was my toy.
Dad came out, naked with a glass of scotch, and sat at the table. He had a tough week at the clinic along with trying to entertain Mom while she was here. Not having the freedom we were used to added to the equation.
I stepped out of the pool and leaned on the arms of his chair and kissed him. He was already hard and moaned wanting to pull me into his lap but I resisted because I had another plan. Something I was sure he'd enjoy much much more.
"You know I've never tasted scotch before."
"You'll be twenty-one soon, you can try some," he said offering me his glass.
"Ummm, no, not that way."
"Okay then." He placed the glass back on the table.
"Stand up."
He did and I dropped to my knees. I held his cock and sucked the head in my mouth, then slid my lips down until his cock was buried in my hot steamy mouth. He tipped his head back and hummed deep in his chest.
I picked up the glass of scotch and dipped the head of his cock in, then lapped it off. He jerked from the hot to cold sensation and looked down.
"Oh my god," he gritted, wrapping his fingers in my hair.
I continued to suck, getting his cock hot in my mouth, then dipping it into the cooler alcohol. Sometimes I blew on it before sucking the scotch off. He trembled and thrust his hips, needing more. I brought the glass higher and dipped his cock in deeper and he hissed through his teeth. I even dipped his balls in the caramel colored scotch and sucked it off.
"Fuck, that feels incredible, Jenn." He hissed again as I dipped and sucked. "I'm going to fuck you hard and fast real soon baby girl. Real soon," he murmured and I nodded, knowing we were headed for hard and rough and I was ready to feel him deep inside my tight cunt.
I soaked his cock then swirled my tongue around the head and shaft as I took it deep in my mouth. My teeth grazed the head and all the way down, and I sucked hard on the way up.
Suddenly he pulled me up and bent me over the chair. Luckily his backyard was private enough no one would see us, but they could hear.
"Fuck me! Shove that big fat Daddy cock into me,"
I groaned and rubbed my clit as he pushed in deeper. I moaned louder and pushed back riding his cock. He grabbed my hips and began pounding his cock into me. I tightened my cunt muscles around his marauding meat and he grunted, thrusting faster. I leaned on the chair, my tits swaying, hand between my legs, wave after wave washing over me keeping me in one long continuous orgasm.
"Oh my god yeah," he shouted, held my hips, and locked into me. His cock throbbed pumping his seed deep inside me.
We stayed like that for a moment catching our breath. When I stood up our hot juices ran out of me and down my thigh.
"Oh baby girl, where did you come up with that?" He nuzzled my neck from behind.
"I don't know... The scotch was there... I wanted to taste it... What better way than on your dick?"
He growled. "I've missed you so much."
I knew what he meant. Although we slept together every night Mom was here, we really didn't fuck much. Partly because we were afraid she'd hear us, and mostly because we just didn't want her to have any hint of our relationship. Besides being taboo, it was just something we both wanted to be normal. We could have easily lived as a couple, albeit age difference couple, but too many here in Gainesville knew I was his daughter. So our private life would remain just that.

ONE YEAR LATER

Mom had found a beau and was busy with him, so we didn't see her. Although I wanted to get up to see both her and Piper on one of my college breaks, I mostly studied right through them all. My classes were consistently tougher and although I never struggled in school, I knew it would be all too easy to get behind.



One morning while we had our after fuck snuggle Dad asked if I would have enough time for a trip to California with him. We discussed timing and it looked like it would work out.
"I know it's not a vacation. You don't take vacations," I said, running my fingers through the curls on his chest.
"No, you're right. I've been offered a research position and an opportunity to teach. I can accept it right now, but thought you would want to go out first."
"Really? In California."
That was stunning and my mind quickly began to process what that would mean for me. The ramifications were great and I wasn't sure I could see my way around the obstacles. But there was no way I could hold Dad back from that kind of career move.
I toyed with his cock and freshly shaved balls while I thought. Could I leave him? Stay here and continue college while he lived in California. I loved him in all ways and it would feel like a divorce. But would I have to give up my dreams? We had just finished fucking and I was surprised to see him growing hard in my hand.
"Look what you do to your old man, baby girl."
"Old," I scoffed.
"You keep me young you know. We are so sexually attuned that we give each other what we want, and fulfill our own needs at the same time. I often wonder if that comes from our connection."
"That you fill me with the seed you made me with." He groaned and his cock jerked in my hand.
"Oh god yes,' he moaned. "We have the same DNA and it certainly goes beyond our hair and eye color. It would make us compatible in many other ways."
I thumbed the drop of precum that formed at the hole and rubbed it on the underside, just below the hole. He hissed and pulled my thigh over his hip.
"Just let me slide inside you baby girl. I don't know that I can cum that soon again, but I need to be in you."
He slid in deep and I squeezed my cunt muscles on his welcome meat. We kissed and made out like we were in the back row of the theater. I clenched my cunt every once in a while to keep his cock happy."
"I don't know if I could give up everything to go to California with you... But if that's what you really wanted me to do..."
"Of course I want you with me. Just as long as you want the same. I wouldn't expect you to give up everything. The college where I'd be teaching has a stellar veterinary program and I would be creating and heading up the new veterinary cardiology department."
"Really?!" I started really getting excited about it, and pushed him on his back and straddled him.
"Oh baby," he moaned when I ground down on him.
"So no one would know our relationship in California either." I rocked.
He gasped and ground out, "Nope. No one would know you were my daughter." He pushed up. "In fact, they would likely think you were my wife since we do have the same last name."
I leaned on his shoulders and made long deep strokes on his cock. I pulled up until he was nearly out, then tightened my cunt and ground down.
"So I'd be your trophy wife," I giggled and shimmied so my breasts bounced.
"Oh my god, you're killing me here, baby girl." He cupped my tits and kneaded until I moaned. "Yes, you'd be my very young beautiful wife."
I rocked and clenched. "And I'd need the student information."
"It's on my desk." I laughed knowing I had been set up. But I was okay with it.
Three months later we were moved across the country, settled in, Dad was teaching and researching and I was back in school. As he promised, the classes were more in tune with my aspirations as a veterinarian, although at this point I was still unsure of my specialty.
We took a drive on Mullholand in Dad's new convertible sports car and he pulled off in one of the overlooks near the Hollywood sign.
"Are you happy, baby girl?"
"I am. Are you?"
"More than I've ever been."
As we drove we began to get into some of the more deserted areas. I pulled my tank top over my head exposing my breasts to the sun, Dad, and anyone else that might be along the way. The close quarters of the car allowed me to easily reach over and squeeze his hard bulge occasionally so he was hot and hard by the time we parked.
He leaned over and sucked a nipple into his mouth, then bit and soothingly licked it. He pinched the two nipples together and tugged. I arched and moaned at the pain-pleasure.
I pushed him back in his seat and opened his pants pulling out his cock and balls. "What the hell Jenn, someone will see us."
"I don't give a fuck," I murmured, taking his cock into my mouth.
I tweaked the gold balls on his frenum piercing which was guaranteed to drive him wild. He moaned and leaned his head back on the headrest. I licked up a liberal amount of precum and scraped my teeth across the mushroom head. He sucked through his teeth and reached under to knead my tit.
I moaned deeply vibrating his cock. A car whizzed by behind us. I began to fuck his cock with my mouth at a faster pace. His ass lifted off the seat and I let him set the pace. He held my head and fucked my mouth, grunting and panting with each thrust. Suddenly his cock exploded in my mouth and I swallowed all I could.
I sat up and wiped the corners of my mouth, grinned, and said, "That was fun. A quickie on Mulholland."
He tossed my shirt at me, shook his head, started the car, and pulled back on the highway.
We had to quickly settle into a routine because my classes started almost immediately on our arrival in California. Dad's employer had leased a house for him up in Malibu until we could find suitable housing. I would have been happy to stay right there and watch the Pacific churn until I was old, but we actually needed something more spacious for entertaining so we were set to go house hunting soon.
We enjoyed the front deck high above the beach.
"I have an event coming up I'd like you to attend with me."
"Oh? Sure, whatever you want Daddy." This would be our first public event togther and I was already excited.
"What I'll want is for you to stop calling me Dad in public and then I'll start calling you Mrs. in public."
"Really?!" I all but hollered and jumped in his arms.
He grinned. "Do you think you can handle being Mrs. Jennifer Baxter now? Although nothing much changed there but that little Mrs."
"Little?!" I kissed him all over his face. "We can go out in public and be who we are now. Lovers."
"We can. So I take it you're excited about that," he laughed.
"Oh my gosh yes! What will I wear?" I asked, a little worried because the social events in California were much different than what I was used to.
"Okay baby, take your credit card and stop at one of those little dress shops on the avenue. They'll help you choose."
The next day was an early class so I could stop by on my way back to the house. The woman that owned the shop was there and was such a kind person. She was more interested in my comfort instead of selling the most expensive dress. For that I let her choose all my accessories with a promise I would tell everyone and come back. A hug and a French-style kiss miss on each cheek and I was back out the door from what I worried would be a painful experience.
The afternoon of the event I took a long bath, oiling, and creaming until my skin was unimaginably soft and buffed.
I wore my hair coiled on top of my head with two black sticks with shimmering crystals dropping off the ends.
The black matte crepe dress was stunning without being provocative. It did fit me like a glove and the darted bust allowed it to cling to my breasts. It was off-shoulder and had no hint of cleavage which was just what I was looking for. At 38D anything remotely scoop looked plunging and would have been too much for this social but business event.
As soon as he told me about it I began to use Dad or Daddy only in bed and the rest of the time, Jeff. He reserved baby girl for intimate times too.
Just as we pulled into the venue I asked, "Do you think they'll have any scotch here?"
He groaned. "You just had to remind me, didn't you! Now I'll be remembering that blow job all evening."
"Good," I smirked as the valet approached my door.
Dad never left my side and was in his glory introducing me as his wife all evening. I couldn't hear it enough either. Dr. and Mrs. Baxter. I felt like I just started a new life, with a new me, with a new man. Oddly, at this point, that he was my Dad wasn't the first thing that came to mind other than we were in bed.
Our father-daughter relationship was still, and would always be, the underlying excitement. It was something I couldn't avoid and I wouldn't want to. Since we knew no one, we didn't have to hide here in California and could be ourselves. We decided to fly to see Mom because we couldn't afford to have her here to see our living situation.
I excused myself and went to find the ladies' room, which turned out the be the end of a long hallway. Suddenly someone grabbed me and pushed me through a door into a dark room.
"Don't scream, baby girl."
"Damn you scared the crap out of me."
"Pull your skirt up. And face the wall."
I hiked my skirt to my waist and leaned against the wall, arms and legs spread.
"Oh my god," he moaned, running his hands over my bare ass. "You wanted to get fucked didn't you."
"Yesss," I hissed. "Fuck me now... I need it now... Big fat Daddy cock.. Shove it in me."
I felt his hot breath on my neck and he shoved his cock deep in one hard thrust. He mauled my tits while he slammed into me. My cunt clenched over and over as I rode waves of orgasm. He was quick to grit out a deep groan while he pumped into me.
On the way back down the hall again I said, "Now I'll have your seed running down my thigh all evening." He rolled his eyes and groaned.

FOUR YEARS LATER

"Congratulations Doctor Baxter," Dad said, kissing me.
"Thank you, Doctor Baxter." I smiled. "I made it."
"I knew you would baby girl. There was no doubt in my mind."
We snuggled together under a light blanket on our own balcony overlooking the Pacific, and watched waves crashed in over and over. Never-ending. Just like our love for each other.

-the end -
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Brad came in to wrap up his aunt's estate, but he never thought a summer romance with younger Georgia would turn into anything. But the country fried town and spitfire local girl get under his skin.
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Every day I would pass those hand-lettered bright yellow signs evenly marching down the side of the road and every day I turned down the dusty road to get to Aunt Birdie's house before I got to the actual goods.
The door creaked on the rusty unused hinges and the dust danced across the sunbeams coming in through the windows. I had been there a week already going through Aunt Birdie's estate and only had a few boxes stacked by the door. It was much harder to do than I had envisioned. She was eighty-six when she died a few months back. Being and only child I was her only surviving relative. I had stupidly put this off until it was the middle of a Georgia summer with sultry summer humidity and brutal heat.
My first marriage was short and not so sweet. I was fifty-four and had an excellent job that I could work from anywhere. That allowed for traveling, so I could work and do what needed to be done here with no one to account to.
Aunt Birdie was a collector of books, some of which were valuable and they all had to be sorted and made available for sale appropriately. Being what the locals call a stone's throw to the Georgia Florida line in the middle of nowhere makes it tough for shipping. Forty-five minutes to a parcel service store meant I will get as many boxes prepared that I could take at one time.
I spent a few hours filling two boxes, and another for thrift. With that accomplishment, I deemed myself done for the day. I locked up and bumped back down the sandy rutted road. But instead of turning left to go back to my motel, I turned right, compelled to find out what boiled peanuts were all about.
I pulled up in front of a weathered wood open front shed with a rusty roof. Angled shelves across the front held baskets of bright red tomatoes, blush peaches, jars that sparkled with different colors of jams and jellies. Another shelf held bags of pecans and peanuts, and jars of warm golden honey. It was all very bright and artistically displayed against the grayed wood.
A radio was blaring a crackling off-channel Willie Nelson tune. Delicate feet long stained with Georgia red clay feet were propped on the lower shelf. My eyes followed the longest legs I have ever seen and on up to fingers laced over denim cut off shorts which called attention to her bare midriff. From there the green camo shirt that was tied under her well-endowed bust, which was very much at odds with her long red braids and three nose freckles. But her face was farm girl milk maid knockout and my dick was very much in approval of all.
"You just passin' though?" Bright blue eyes looked me over as she stood up behind the shelves.
"Yes, Well no." Damn, I thought. "I'm here for a short time to sell my aunt's house."
"You must be referring to our Birdie," she said, her eyes hesitating on the obvious bulge making itself known through Florida cool cotton shorts.
"Yes. You knew her then?"
"She-it, everyone knows everyone here doncha know," she said in her lilting southern twang.
"I noticed, yes," I said laughing. "What I stopped for was to ask about boiled peanuts?"
I stepped to the side when a car pulled in and bought some fresh peaches and okra, along with a couple of the jars of pickles.
"You mean you never had boiled peanuts before?" she asked, incredulously, the southern twang raising a couple of squeaky octaves. "We grow up on them in the south!" Steam billowed and rolled when she opened the lid of a huge stockpot. The smell was earthy when I looked into a foam cup of what was essentially, wet peanuts. "If you like them spicy, I'll give you some of them to try."
They looked mushy but weren't at all. They were fairly firm and salty. I ate a few more. They were growing on me A few more. She took the cup and handed me another. This was spicy with the earthy scent and, "I love them!" I said and she was obviously delighted.
"You either love 'em or you hate 'em. I used to drop a bag off for Birdie every week," she said, looking sad. "I"m going to miss her. I sold her jam here." She pointed to the jars. "Those are hers. She gave them to me about a month ago."
"She was a character," I said, remembering. "I used to spend summer vacations here. It was so hot it would burn my city feet, but that spring on her property. Always moving and cool." I smiled, thinking back. "I spent time there every day, splashing around. Water was clear enough to drink. Imagine it still is."
She was smiling, her eyes wet. "She-it, I guess we have been yakkin' enough to exchange names?" I nodded, hiding my smile at her cursing. "I'm Georgia," she said, sticking out her hand.
I laughed and said, "That's fitting since we are a stone's throw from Georgia!"
"My mama named me that to remember when I was conceived."
I started to laugh, then realized she was not joking, so I just nodded. "I"m Brad. Bradley. I mean Brad." This red headed tomboy had me off balance.
"Nice to meetcha Brad Bradley Brad. 'Round here we may have a Billy Bob but not usually three names." She grinned.
"Just pick whatever one you like," I said, laughing. She was easy to talk to and comfortable to be around.
"Do you have much to do at Birdie's?" she asked. I told her about the estate project in between a steady stream of customers. "If you ever need help, let me know. I"m usually sold out mid-afternoon and done until early produce pickings the next morning."
Sure enough, I looked at the shelves again and there was not much left of her wares. "Feel free to come anytime. I'm at the house every day." She smiled and nodded. "Oh... just as long as you bring those boiled peanuts," I said, laughing.
I stopped at the diner and picked up a burger and fries to-go and went back to the motel. It was lost in a time warp but meticulously clean. An older couple owned it all their married lives, took great pride, and it showed.
I turned on the television which was a big old tube job on rabbit ears that got snowy images on every channel. All three. I just listened normally, but tonight I could not get the image and sweet sing-song voice of Georgia out of my mind. I was way too old for her, but a man can dream. And fantasize.
I thought of her full rosy red lips and the peek of cleavage the green camo blouse allowed. Before I knew it I had my dick in hand and cumming hard to provocative images of a naked Georgia.
The next morning I had my usual grits, eggs, and coffee at the diner. Since I had been here a week, I was a regular and she was calling my order into the kitchen when I walked in, and a steaming mug of strong coffee was on the table by the time I sat down. Bessie was not one much for talking, and I was not one much for anything in the morning. Besides coffee. Which she kept filled.
I woke up with Georgia on my mind and thinking Ray Charles although he was before my time I didn't if he was talking about the woman or the state. As I drove in and out of the invisible Georgia Florida border to get to Aunt Birdies, I considered stopping by her stand first but thought better of it.
I boxed up more books to ship, more for the thrift store, and the last of Birdie's jams. I thought to just swing by the stand on my way back to the motel, but it was boarded up and she was gone for the day. I was surprised at the disappointment I felt. Brad old boy you've been isolated in this burg too long.
I made a few calls back home to friends and family and felt more myself. I told the family that I was working on Birdie's house, but it was going to take longer than I thought. I wasn't sure why they cared because they weren't in the inheritance, but people can dream I guess. They didn't pay her no mind until after she died as Georgia so correctly had pointed out.
The next morning I woke up to pouring rain. I didn't want to run through that deluge for breakfast and figured I'd knock off early and get lunch.
I bumped and slid down the mud slick road that was as dicey as driving on ice. I pulled as close to the house as I could and ran through the rain and up the steps to get out of the pelting rain.
"You forgot your umber-ella." I started and looked up to see Georgia sitting on the porch swing.
"I don't even think it would help with this downpour," I said, shaking my jacket off and hanging it on the back of an old rocking chair. "Not too good for business either I'd guess."
"She-it, those pansies want me to deliver it to their cars. Dayum if I'm gonna do that.."
I couldn't hold it in any longer and laughed at her cursing and colorful language. I sat on the swing with her and enjoyed the rain that was stinging the metal roof.
"Did you ever sleep under a metal roof in a rain like this?"
"No, can't say I have, but I bet it's relaxing to listen to."
"Yup." She crossed her long legs at the knee and I kept the swing going. "Birdie has a bedroom in the attic and I loved to lay there and listen to the rain."
"Oh, you used to stay with her?"
"Sometimes." Her sharp reply didn't invite more.
She pointed to the big picnic basket and bag near the door that I hadn't noticed."I brought you food. And thank you for the jam. I figured that was the last of it." I nodded.
"Groceries?"
"Yup." She pointed out to the driveway which was a sea of water where I had just driven through. "I knew that you wouldn't realize that it flooded out here and would come on out. You'll be here awhile Brad Bradley Brad. This is a real gully washer."
"Yeah, I can see that." I sighed. "but thanks to you I'll eat."
Thankfully I hadn't had the electricity turned off and as it became darker outside, the house did too. I took the groceries in and we stowed the refrigerated stuff in the old Frigidaire that could have been used in an ad for their longevity.
She volunteered to help with the books and we did for a while, but even with lamps we gathered from around the house, it was still to dark to see.
"Hey, do you want to go listen to the rain?" I nodded and she nearly skipped up the two flights of steps.
The attic was amazingly large and big windows at each end gave a nice diffused light. In the middle was a big old brass bed piled with quilts. The headboard gave off a soft warm glow. She ran over to one of the old trunks, knelt in front of it, and opened it. I ran my finger over the warm wood on the dresser and it was amazingly dust-free. The top was cluttered with cut glass bottles and tins of women's toiletries from back in the day. I picked one up to smell it. Distinctly lily of the valley.
"I love it here," she murmured, her lap full of lace and satin. She held up a gown of satin, ribbons at the shoulders. I assume it was nightwear from back then.
"It's beautiful."
She stood up and picked up a lace dress. Holding the bodice to her front, she pulled the skirt out and twirled around.
"Try it on!"
"It's lace and there's no slip."
"Oh, okay." I thought how shockingly obscene it would be back in those days to wear it without the slip. Then momentarily wondered where that came from.
"Don't look!" I heard a rustling of clothing behind me. Would she actually....? "Turn around!"
Bracing myself, I did. She found a satin gown that I was sure was silk. She was busty so the bodice stretched tightly across her chest. It dropped to cling seductively to her hips. Never would I have imagined a dress that great-grandmother would wear would be so fucking sexy, but Georgia nailed it. When she glanced down I realized my cock was standing up in my pants with his vote.
"You look very sexy in that, Georgia," I said truthfully.
She looked incredulous. "Really?" I nodded and she ran over to a dusty old pedestal mirror and looked at herself. She ran her hands over the satin of her tits and nipples poked through the shiny fabric. You could see the outline of her bra and she tried to tuck the straps in the dress but the design didn't allow for a bra. Or at least that kind. I had no idea what their underpinnings were back then.
She smoothed her hands down her sides and over her hips. "They were very elegant then weren't they."
"Yes, they were. It's almost sad we have lost that through the years."
She quickly cupped her tits before nodding. "Yes."
I went to look out the window while she removed the dress. She came up behind me and we watched the rain pelt the window. It hammered on the roof, loud but soothingly constant.
"Here."
I turned and saw she had moved the quilts and left just one along with two pillows. I took my shoes off and stretched out on the bed and she did the same. Her little finger touched mine. I didn't move, just closed my eyes and listened and felt. Finally, her little finger curled around mine and that was the way we stayed.
I must have dozed because I woke up to her gone, the rain still beating on the roof, and the scent of bacon wafting up the stairs. I checked to make sure my car hadn't floated away before going downstairs.
"We're having breakfast for dinner."
"I like breakfast for dinner. I often do dinner for breakfast. Like pizza."
She looked at me, grinned then popped the top of a beer and passed it to me. I'm not sure how much Aunt Birdie would have approved of us sitting at her table eating bacon and eggs for dinner with a beer. But it worked for us.
"It's still pouring and I can't take you home. Can you stay? I don't want you walking through this mess."
"I can."
"Do you need to call anyone to let them know you won't be home?"
"No."
"Okay, then it's set. Neither of us will go out in this miserable weather."
She cleaned up and didn't want help. I futzed around and found a radio that got in a local station relatively well. Country of course, but she started bouncing around the music so I was happy with it. She stood at the sink with her hips swaying to the music. Another song came on and she started singing along and really gyrating to the music.
She twirled and saw me watching and stopped. She turned back to the dishes and I felt like a lecher for getting caught. I went over, pulled up a lamp, and went through a small table of books.
A while later she put her hand on my shoulder. "Let's go to bed."
I thought, oh I wish, then realized she meant it. She turned and slowly walked up the staircase. I followed and we were back up in the attic. She went over in the dark and turned a small bedroom light on that glowed pink through the faded rose shade.
I sat on the edge of the bed and removed my socks, shoes, and shirt. I stood up and dropped my pants and slid between the sheets. We were as before but this time she put her hand on mine, and I wove my fingers through hers and we went to sleep with the rain still knocking on the tin roof.
Sometime during the night, we changed positions and I woke up with her sleeping soundly curled at my side. Her arm was across my chest, her leg over my morning wood. My arm was around her and rested on her side. I realized then she was naked.
No way was I able to move without waking her. No way did I want to wake her. It had been too long since I had a woman in my arms. And especially a young woman. I must have dozed off again and this time she had changed positions. She was stretched out and her leg was between mine and the warmth of her pussy on my thigh was steamy. She had rolled towards me and her left breast rested on my chest, her right smashed against my side. Her head was on my shoulder and her arm was wrapped across my waist.
She stirred and I woke but pretended to be asleep to give her time to move away from me without being embarrassed that she was sprawled naked on an old guy.
I felt her breath on my jaw and knew she was looking at me. I knew any moment she would roll away and this would turn into a jerk-off fantasy for the rest of my life. I waited.
"Mmmm," she moaned, loud enough to wake me up. When I didn't move, she repeated and I could no longer play dead.
"Oh, good morning," I said, immediately thinking, damn Brad, is that the best you can do. "Sounds like the rain let up."
She stretched out against me and settled back in. "It sounds like it. I think the sun is out." She was as casual as if we woke up like this every morning. She moved her knee and her thigh slid over my morning wood and it throbbed. "Mmmm." She pushed her breasts against me and got even closer. "I'm a little cool."
I reached down and pulled the quilt over her shoulders and she sighed. "You still won't be able to drive out of here until it dries out, and I'm not going to slog through the mud to go pick and open the stand. It's a good day for just lollygaggin' around the house." She said, still making no move to get up. She was all warm and cuddly against me and I could have stayed there all day but I had to get up and use the bathroom.
"I have to get up," I said untangling myself from her. I felt her eyes on me as I went down the stairs to the bathroom.
When I came out, she was coming down the stairs. Her long braids were loose and she had my white t-shirt on.
"I hope you don't mind."
"Of course not," I said, trying to tear my eyes off the nipples that poked through the thin knit.
"I'm fixin' to take a shower."
I swallowed hard and stood there in the hall in my boxer shorts with my cock tenting the fly out. One move and he was out the door.
"Good idea."
"Do you want to go first?"
"No no, you go." Please. So I can move.
She made a point of looking at the front of my boxers for a moment before going into the bathroom. I ran upstairs to get my clothes and when I came down, the bathroom door was open and the sweet-scented steam rolled out. I rushed on down the stairs but not before looking in but the shower curtain was too opaque to see.
I found coffee and had water on the stove when she came in. She had a snow white towel turban on her head and she must have been in one of the trunks because she had a floor-length satin robe on from another era. It was a shimmering light blue silk and clung to her body. The belt was tied but the front gaped open when she moved, obviously not intended for a woman with such wonderfully ample breasts.
I poured us both coffee and we sat at the table. She tapped her mug with her unvarnished fingernails and talked about how she might help me here today and all I could see behind that mug was the silk clinging like a second skin to her breasts. The nipples poked through and I could see the bumps of her aureoles in the silk.
Another old lecher move, I thought to myself. Get with it Brad I thought, and focused on the conversation.
We started that morning and by mid-afternoon, we were cross-eyed exhausted, and done. I looked out at my car, still looking adrift in a sea of rust colored muddy water. It had not receded one bit. They had so much rain previously that there was nowhere for it to go and the ground was saturated. Gully washer indeed.
"Hey! Let's go to the spring and take a dip. I haven't been in a long time."
"I haven't been in years," I said, smiling at the memories of my childhood with Aunt Birdie.
After a couple of wrong turns, she thought it was over yonder and sure enough it was over yonder. Like a lush green oasis, the water sparkled and the surrounding vegetation was a vibrant green. I had forgotten how clear it was. I heard a splash and looked up in time to see her naked body slicing into the water.



She came up, waters streaming off her face, her hair clinging to her. "C'mon in!"
As she splashed around I quickly undressed and jumped in. I shivered at the cool. I had also forgotten how cold the water could be, but yet refreshing on a hot day.
She swam up and splashed me and we began playing in the water just like childhood times. But not like old times, the girl I was playing with now was a knockout. She would come up out of the water with her hair clinging to her voluptuous breasts. She went under and swam between my legs, then around me, and surfaced in front of me. Close enough her nipples rubbed my chest.
We were laughing and diving to catch each other, but she would swim away just as I got near, and I did the same. One time I caught her around the waist and she giggled and squirmed and her back was against me and she was rubbing her delicious ass against my cock. She hesitated for a second when she felt it and backed into me rubbing her ass in circles. I still had her around the waist and she twisted as I lifted and those fabulous breasts were in my face. She grabbed me by the shoulders, pushed up, and shimmied them on my face, giggling.
I smacked her ass and she wrapped her arms around my head so her tits were smashed into my face. A nipple was in my eye, the other on my cheek, but didn't care. It was the sexiest fun I have ever had. I dipped down under the water and she let go. Next thing I know her thighs were on each side of my head, her pussy on the back of my neck. I came up with her riding my shoulders.
I went down and shot up and she jumped off my shoulders, splashing. She dove under and it felt like a fish touching my cock. Just a light touch. I jumped back and it followed. Suddenly she surfaced in front of me sputtering. She wrapped her arms around my neck and her legs around my waist. I automatically cupped my hands under her firm ass.
Tiny droplets formed on her eyelashes. Red hair swirled and clung to her creamy skin. Sea blue eyes looked into mine, then to my lips. She leaned in and pressed her lips against mine. Tentatively at first, then more pressure. Her mouth opened and I felt her hot tongue on my cool lips and I let her in. She held each side of my face, as though to keep me in place while she angled her head from side to side as though measuring. She tugged at my lower lip with her teeth and I did the same. Her legs tightened around me and my cock bobbed and searched but she was too high on my body. Her breasts were smashed into my chest and I could feel her hard nipples digging in.
She leaned her head back. "Bradley Brad Bradley, you're a helluva kisser." She put her elbows on my shoulders, her forearms over my ears, and her fingers wove through my hair.
Again she kissed, angled, moved, nipped, bit, and sucked. Our noses pressed together as she tugged at my upper lip. Her tongue drove in and out of my mouth, slowly, then increasing like fucking. It was incredibly arousing. I squeezed her ass and she responded. She dropped her legs from around me and bumped into my cock as she floated in front of me.
"Let's go. It's getting cold," she said, and she was right, it was. I dried off with my shirt and drug my shorts up my wet legs. She dried off with her shirt and tied it around her waist like a cape. It was open in the front displaying her tuft of red hair, then draped lower and back around her ass. I smiled at her new style.
We walked back slowly because we were warming up from the spring water. She draped her arm around my shoulders and I had my arm around her waist. We walked and bumped crossing each other's paths. Then she bumped me harder with her hip, and I did her, and we laughed and hip bumped back to the house.
I put hamburgers in a skillet and she put mayo on the homemade bread she brought. She scooped corn relish onto our plates along with sliced fresh tomatoes. She didn't change her outfit and still had her waist cape on and breasts bared.
I put a burger on her bun with the spatula. I had mayo on my finger and wiped it on her nipple. She looked down and made a big O with her lips.
"Now look what you've gone and done. You have to lick it off you know." She set the plate down, put her hands on her hips, and thrust her breasts out. I picked up a scoop on my finger and mayo'd her other nipple. "Now you've really gone and done it." She shimmied her tits and they shook in my face.
I stuck my tongue out and just touched her nipple. "That's not very efficient." I wiggled my tongue. "Nope." I circled my tongue. "Mmmm, better." I moved to the other one and did the same. "There's still some left Brad Bradley Brad," she said sing-song, her voice rising.
I took a deep breath, leaned in, and took her nipple in my mouth sucking and nipping and nibbling and tugging. I came off with a wet pop. She just moaned, so I went for the other one the same way.
"Mmmm, yes," she moaned. "Umm let's sit down and eat." And with my cock throbbing under the table, we did.
The next morning I woke up without her next to me and felt sad. How quickly I got used to her soft warm body curled into me. I felt the bed move and she was on her knees next to me. She was going through the trunk again because she was wearing some filmy little thing.
"Do you like it?"
"What is it?"
"It's a bed jacket. They were popular in the 1960s."
I propped the pillow under my head and said, "Jacket. It looks like a robe for really short people."
She looked down and straightened the satin ribbon that held it closed at the neckline. It had below elbow sleeves of a very thin knit fabric and it ended right beneath her breasts. It spread open from that neck bow so a considerable amount of her inner breasts and the valley were viewable. As she moved the hem would cling to her nipples and I could see the delicious under curve of her breasts.
She covered her tits with her hands. "I suppose women didn't have big bosoms back then. Everything is too tight across my titties."
"Their loss," I mumbled, noticing that today she was wearing pink bikini panties, whereas yesterday they were white.
She kissed me. "Mmmm. You are sexy as all get out. I'm going to make us coffee," she said and was gone.
I was just out of the shower brushing my teeth with toothpaste and a washcloth thinking I really had to get out of here today. I found small scissors and attempted to trim the mustache that was out of control.
She set a cup of coffee on the counter next to me, dropped her panties, and sat down to pee.
"I reckon you might get down the road today if you stick to the high side," she said as though she always peed and talked. Having a woman even be in the bathroom at the same time was a first.
I took an appreciative sip of the coffee. "Yes, I have to get back to the motel and get a little work done. I'd just stay here but I need wi-fi for my laptop."
She dried, pulled her panties up, flushed, and picked up her cell phone waving it. "There's wi-fi here. I'm using it."
"What? Really?"
She took a sip of my coffee and stood behind me looking around my shoulder at us in the mirror. I had a towel slung low around my waist. The old fluorescent light above the mirror gave our skin a weird greenish glow. I watched in the mirror as her arms wrapped around me. She had one hand splayed on my upper chest and the other traced the arrow of hair from my chest to under my towel.
At the bottom of the mirror, we watched my cock grow and the tent the towel. Her plump breasts pressed into my back and she looked up at me.
"I'm getting used to you smelling like spring lilac," she smiled, rubbing her nose on my shoulder.
I laughed. "It doesn't take away from my overall macho-ness I hope?"
She glanced down at the tent in the towel. "Oh, no. Not. One. Bit."
She had vegetables to pick to get her stand open and I needed to make an attempt to get my car out of here, pick up my stuff at the motel and get it back here.
As Georgia advised, I kept to the high road and away from the mud slime white knuckling it to the paved road. I wanted to give her a ride but she insisted on walking, cutting through the fields.
Chapter Two
I swung by the motel, gathered my things, and checked out. I pulled into the diner and ordered breakfast while I made out a list for the grocery. I did it hoping that she would be there to share it all with me. If not, I'd have a lot of food and be lonely and I did not want to consider that.
I've never had as much fun in a grocery store as I did shopping for us. We were using a lot of Aunt Birdies things, but we needed fresh. I didn't stop at the stand to see her because I wanted to get back and get everything in place before she came back.
I got that finished and moved to the bookshelves in the next room. I got involved and realized it was getting late in the day and no Georgia. I knew she had a cell phone but didn't think to get her number. Darkness fell and I knew she was not coming back, but I guess I knew long before that. I shouldn't be surprised and I expected sooner or later she would realize an old man is not much fun. I realized I needed to get this wrapped up and back home.
It was nice having my own things in the bathroom to get back into the routine. Gone were the lilacs and in place women's shampoo, body soap, and creams that were next to my masculine body soap. I did not know what she normally used to I sort of went nuts picking and choosing. I was a little down that she had not shown up today and went to bed that way.
Waking up without her in the house did not improve my mood. I made coffee and did some work on the laptop. Birdie's house was typical of that style old Florida house and was broken up into smaller rooms. Some that made no sense, but that is what they did in those days. One small room already had a desk so I commandeered that for my office. It did feel good settling in somewhere instead of that off-balance feeling you have when traveling and living out of suitcases in motels. I can at least get somewhat comfortable before I head home.
I wanted Georgia to have all the trunks of clothes and any other of Birdie's things she wanted. I pushed the trunks in the attic near the steps intending to move them down later. First I wanted to load the boxes of books in the car that I did have ready to go and drive to the next town to ship to the dealer. He had texted, anxious for some books, and I promised him they would go out today.
It was an hour to get to the closest shipper and thought I should enjoy the city while I was there. Even though it was one-tenth the size of Charlotte, it was better than the burg I had been staying in. I stopped for lunch and a beer chatted with the barmaid and almost felt normal again. Although I thought how nice it would be to share this little excursion with Georgia.
I unlocked the door, stepped in, and immediately knew she was here. Somewhere.
I looked on the lower level and started up the steps to the attic. She heard me, turned and took my breath away. She was beautiful and seductive and obscene all at once.
She put her hands on her hips. "Where have you been?"
"Where were you?"
"No matter. We are here now, right?" I nodded, walking up to her. "Can you zip me up?"
The dress was tight and the zipper took some time to ease up. I looked at the shadow down the center of her firm ass, held tightly in the heavy lace. It was easy to see she wore no underwear, just the thick lace dress that she found before with no slip. I finished and she turned.
The dress hugged her curves and was stretched tight across her tits. Her hard nipples obscenely poked through the lace and hardened into long long nubs. I raked my nails over the lace on her tits and she moaned.
"Brad Bradley Brad, I like that a lot."
"Do you now?" I scratched around her nipple and heard her breath catch. "You look very naughty you know. Playing sexy dress-up."
"I am," she breathed. "For you."
I looked into her eyes and knew she did not have it in her to lie and even tell a man what he wanted to hear. She would tell you whether you wanted to hear it or not.
"Really?" I said, hefting her heavy tits in my hands. She pushed them into my hands and I palmed her nipples.
She put a hand on each side of my face and pressed her lips against mine, almost sweetly, chastely. I kneaded the soft flesh in my hands and her hand slid to the back of my head, as though to hold me in place for the onslaught of passionate kisses. She angled and nipped and nibbled and sucked. She drove her tongue in and out of my mouth and sucked mine into hers. I pulled her against me and squeezed those heavenly globes in my hand. They were so tightly encased in the lace I could feel her soft skin along with the heavy, almost coarse texture of the lace.
She undulated her hips, pressing her mound into my hardness. She reached down and gathered the hem of the dress and worked it up over her hips until it was bunched at her waist. I eased her back on the bed and spread her creamy thighs.
"Oh Georgia," I breathed. Her sweet pussy lips were shaved smooth and I buried my nose in the shock of red hair. I nibbled and licked and her hips rocked, rubbing her wetness all over my face. I probed her clit with my tongue and she jerked. I flicked and licked and took her higher until she shuddered and moaned.
I slid my hands up her body and kneaded her lace-covered tits. I pinched and pulled her nipples longer, then did it with my teeth.
"Ohhhhhhh, Brad," she moaned, thrusting her tits higher.
Knowing the coarseness of the fabric was erotic against her soft skin, I scratched my nails across her skin. She moaned louder and her thighs parted. I moved higher and sank into the cradle of her thighs.
"I want to fuck you, Georgia," I murmured.
She shoved my shorts down and my cock plopped lewdly against her cunt. She pushed up and the head slipped between her wet folds aimed right at her entrance.
"I need your cock in me...." she whimpered.
I pushed the head into her steamy heat and slowly pushed in. She had a long intake of breath hissing through her teeth as my cock stretched her tunnel for the first time. Her nails dug into my ass until I bottomed out deep in her body.
I dropped my head next to hers for a moment. My cock throbbed and grew hotter inside her and I needed to gain control. My steamy breath was in her ear which only served to inflame her. She squeezed my ass and thrust up, grinding my cock deeper and I began long slow stroking.
Her soft thighs wrapped around me and her nails scored up and down my back. I jerked and drove deep. Our moans and obscene sex sounds rumbled around the attic. Just fucking in this sinless unsullied room was vulgar, making it even more arousing. I raised up over her and began driving into her wet cunt. My shaft abraded her clit on each stroke and her pussy convulsed over and over on my cock.
"Oh yeah, Georgia," I moaned, stiffened and exploded inside her while she panted each hard throbbing pulse of my cock. I rolled to the side and we both caught our breaths.
"Mmmm," she moaned, satisfied.
"I thought I was too old for you." There was short silence then she began laughing, and laughing, and laughing.
"Oh hush your mouth!" she exclaimed, still laughing. "She-it, I don't give a feck how old you are. I don't even know. Never even thought about it. You're just a man that I'm attracted to." Then she added, "Really attracted to." She sighed contentedly.
We lay on our backs and she slid her hand into mine and dozed.
We woke and she wanted the dress unzipped. When she shimmied out of it, she had imprints of the lace on her soft skin.
"Whoa," she breathed, running her fingers over her breasts.
"Whoa," I repeated, doing the same and she giggled. "Actually it is pretty cool." I leaned over and softly trailed my lips across the bumpy flesh.
"I'm going to find something else to wear for you."
"I just can't wait."
She was irrationally excited about everything I bought for her and each time she would find something she would run up and give me a kiss. She stayed topless but had her bikini panties on and that was how she worked around the house. I knew I had died and gone to heaven.
"Do you want me to start going through Birdie's bedroom?"
"Please." I was most thankful for her help on that. Even dead I had respect for her and would not have been able to bring myself to sort through her stuff. Georgia would give me an idea of what she thought should be done and I mostly agreed.
"Why did you move the trunks?"
It took me a moment to remember I had moved them. "I was going to bring them down here so I could load them in my car and bring them to you. I want you to have all that, Georgia."
Tears filled her eyes. I thought because of the sentiment until she said, "I can't."
"Why not?"
"Just because I can't."
"Okay." I dropped it.
She worked on Birdie's room all day and was done by nightfall. I looked in and it no longer looked like my aunt's room. There were no traces of her. Even the furniture had been rearranged. Somehow Georgia got the bed to the other side of the room and had fresh new bedding on.
"Wow, I can't believe you got this all done in one day. I got involved with the books and time flew by."
I turned to look at her and she was smiling proudly. What she didn't know was that she had smudges on her face, legs, and even on her tits from working topless. I thumbed them off her face.
"Looks like we both need a shower." She looked down and laughed saw how dirty she was.
"I think I may need help," she said and batted her eyelashes.
"I'm the man for that job."
"I'll go get everything set up in the bathroom while you finish up in here," she said, sprinting up the steps.
A few minutes later I walked into the bathroom to find her submerged in the deep claw foot tub.
"I think it's too small for both of us to shower in. So I thought we could use the bath."
"I see," I smiled and started shedding my clothes.
My hard cock bounced in front of me as I walked over to step into the tub. She stood up, bubbles and water streaming down her body then lowered herself on my lap. The warm water felt wonderful, her body on top of mine was excruciatingly arousing. I wrapped my arms around her and she had her head back on my shoulder. She sighed deeply.
"This is incredible," she murmured and sighed deeply.
I kissed the side of her neck and whispered in her ear, "Very much so."
I had her breast in my hand caressing it under the warm silky water. She reached down, held my thighs, and pushed back into my cock. I moaned and slipped my hand down her belly and between her legs and teased my finger in her slit. That and the fluttering movement of the water caused her to begin soft little pants and I knew she was on her way. I flicked rhythmically, felt her tense in my arms, and mew out a long moan.
"Oh Brad," she said, angling her head back for a kiss. "No one has ever done what you do to me."
"I'm sorry, honey. All men should take care of their women." She went silent.
She was so weightless in the water she wiggled back until my cock stood up between her legs and was tight between her pussy lips. She rubbed her hand up and down the underside of the shaft and thumbed the head. She reached under and danced my balls on her fingers. Her actions and that of the swirling water was driving me crazy.
"I'm about to lose control," I gritted out. All she did was rub my cock faster and circle palm the head. "Oh my god." That did me in. I thrust, drove my cock up, and shot ropes of cum spiraling into the water. Everything was surreal under water as was the extra intensity of my orgasm.
"Oh Bradley Brad Bradley," she moaned, relaxing against me again. "You are one hot ride."
She got back into her morning routine of picking and gathering vegetables for the stand and then usually home by early afternoon after she sold out.



"How was today?" I asked when she came in the door.
She began mumbling under her breath, and besides a lot of swearing, I got, ".... madder than a wet hen...." More cursing. "...Little dick's have big trucks..." Lots of cursing. "....who does that varmint think he is..." Even more cursing.
"Georgia had a bad day, I think," I said. Her head swung around like a scene from The Exorcist and she stared at me. "Honey...?"
She stalked out to the kitchen and began unloading the bag of fresh veggies for dinner. I chose the better part of valor and went back into the room to finish going through the pile of books... And hid.
After a while, all kinds of delectable curry spice smells drifted in from the kitchen and I had to go see what was on the menu. Georgia used her own vegetables and fresh meat from the local butcher.
"Yum, smells good," I said, treading lightly.
She smiled, looking only slightly annoyed instead of rabid as before.
"Do you want to sleep downstairs tonight," she said out of the blue.
Taking my time to answer in case this was some kind of a test, I said, "I don't know. What do you want to do?"
"Whatever you want to do."
Well crap, this was not going well. "I guess we could?" I put it in form of a question so as not to commit myself.
"Y'all men just think you can say whatever the hell you want to say," she gritted out, making me go over the last thing I said to her, which seemed pretty innocuous. So I just kept my mouth shut because I knew the other boot was going to drop at any moment.
She was doing a stir fry and chopping vegetables at a record pace. I gently took the sharp knife out of her hands and finished chopping.
"Those little dicks that drive those big ol' pickups," she grumbled. "All the girls round these parts know that the bigger the pickup the bigger the ego."
She was no shrinking flower and I knew she could be a badass and could kick some serious ass if necessary. I didn't need to fear for her life. She would whoop and live to tell about it.
"What did he say?"
"He asked me out!" I blinked. "He just pulled in out of nowhere, got all up with that snarky leer y'all macho whatevers get. Said he'd like to take me for a ride like it was a big deal to me." She scowled.
"On a date?" Thinking there had to be more to it than that.
"YES."
"And you said?"
She turned around and frowned at me and I swear on my mother's grave fire shot out of her eyes.
"NO." And she started slamming things around again.
I got dinner plates out and set the table and pretty much tried to stay out her way. I was in the dark and didn't know if I would be seeing the light any time soon. On one hand, I was relieved she turned him down, on the other, she needs to live her own life but it would have killed me to see her with anyone. At least while I was still here. Once I was back in Charlotte, I could live in my own fantasy world that she never was with anyone else and I could live happily ever after with that.
She slammed a couple of beers on the table we began to eat.
"What did you want me to say to him?" she asked.
"Ummm, whatever you want, Georgia, it's your life. I have no say."
She nodded and I watched her eyes rim and she blinked tears back, then take a long pull of beer. The rest of the dinner conversation centered around the crops, what was coming up for picking, and that she wanted to add some new things to the roadside stand. I was impressed with how she handled the stand as a real business and was very successful at it.
"You know Birdie has those hives out back. I have someone caring for them now, but you might consider taking them over and adding local honey to the stand."
She looked at me and said, "What happens when you sell the property and go back to Charlotte? Where am I supposed to put the hives?"
She had a point. I couldn't stay here forever and did plan to sell the place.
"I guess I don't really know what your living situation is. We never talked about it. I mean I know you stayed with Aunt Birdie sometimes, but I don't know where you actually live."
She got up and began clearing the plates and running water in the sink, effectively ending the conversation. She was always uncomfortable talking about her life so I assumed it wasn't good and I did not push.
She washed and I dried and we were soon done. "Did I see a television in Birdie's room?"
"Yup, she has cable here."
"Really? I've been television-less and didn't need to be." She laughed.
"I thought you knew. It's only down here, not up there," she said, looking up. "I wouldn't want a television up there."
"Me either." The attic was a special place. It was magical for Georgia because of the trunks of memories, it was special to me because that is where she sleeps in my arms.
She went into the room and turned on the television. It was an older newer style so the picture was pretty damn good. Certainly better than I had in the motel. She piled and plumped pillows and stretched out. I grabbed a couple more beers and lay down next to her. She rolled on her side, head my shoulder and leg across mine. Her hand was on my chest and slipped under my shirt while she toyed with the curls. We found a good movie that we were making out to before it even ended.
"Are we staying here, or going up?"
"Up," she said and sprinted up the steps.
I made sure lights were off and everything was shut down before going up.
She sat with her legs folded under her in a sheer kitten baby-doll nightie like a centerfold from the sixties. The sheer white clung to her nipple before dropping in soft folds to her thighs. White satin ribbon tied at her shoulders. Her hair was up in a vintage French twist.
"Oh, baby." I dropped pieces of clothing as I walked to the bed. She rose up on her knees and I saw the matching sheer panties, that gave a peek of her red bush.
She kissed me and I held her, the silky fabric sliding her over her skin. I ran my hands over her firm ass, encased in the slippery silk panties. She kissed down my chest until her lips grazed the tip of my cock. Her cherry red lips wrapped around the head of my cock. Traces of red lipstick smeared my cock and she sucked the head, grazing her teeth over the sensitive surface then scrubbing it with her tongue. She already had me a trembling mess.
Two fingers wrapped around the base of my cock while she sucked a ball into her hot wet mouth and toyed with it with her tongue. My legs were jelly as she kneaded and squeezed my ass while pulling my cock into her throat. My hips spontaneously rocked into her sucking mouth. She took me right to the edge, but before I flew, she stopped and pushed me on my my back.
She wiggled out of the sheer panties but kept the short babydoll on. She loved wearing it and was all but nude since it was transparent so it was win win.
She straddled me and held my cock. While she watched me she slowly slid down my cock until we were locked tight. She ground down to make sure.
She used her knees to stroke her tight cunt up and down the length of my cock. Her back was arched and tits thrust out. I could see the silky gown sliding over her hard nipples and I slid my hands under her babydoll and cupped her tits.
She got this body rocking undulation going that gripped my cock in long strokes. I toyed with her nipples and her lips parted and the tempo increased. I thrust meeting her movements but she was in total control. I saw her jerk at the same time her cunt clenched hard on my shaft and pulled as she began rocking faster, intent on draining the seed from my balls.
I palmed her nipples and she tightened her inner muscles and kept milking my shaft with those long strokes. My balls tightened and I was over the edge. She stopped and ground down taking my cock deep as it erupted in her.
After awhile she took the babydoll off and snuggled next to my side. I fell asleep thinking it was the most beautiful sex I had ever had.
"I think you're a closet nudist," I said the next morning when she came to breakfast totally naked. "Either that or you forgot where you put your clothes."
"Oh you think so do you," she said, wrapping her arms around my neck and pressing her body into my semi-clothed one. I smoothed my hands up and down her back and over her ass while she pressed into my bulge. "Feels pretty good to you, hmm." She wiggled her ass and ground into me.
I moaned. "I give, go ahead and run around naked all day so I stay hard all day and get nothing done then I'll never get out of here." I laughed but her face fell and I realized what I said.
She pushed away and said, "I need to go get picking." She turned and ran up the stairs.
This was the first she indicated my leaving bothered her. I thought she looked on us a thing and did not allow myself to think much past the current moments. Would someone her age be happy with an older guy, I wondered. She will end up taking care of me as she would a father or grandfather. I don't think she has thought it through.
I pulled boxes of books out of a closet and stacked them in the middle of the room. The last box out was back in the corner and had much more dust on it than the others. The tag had my Uncle's name on it, Aunt Birdie's husband that died before I could remember.
I took a rag and wiped the box off. It had been sealed, but the clear cellophane tape had yellowed and curled, the glue having long since let go. I spread the flaps and picked up a stack of old photographs and postcards. They were all images of erotica. These from the early nineteen hundreds would be my guess. One would be titillatingly suggestive, the next would be stunningly pornographic.
Anyone thinking pornography of the early days would be tame, would be shocked to see these images, I thought. I would hazard to guess that many of these women were prostitutes in France because brothels were legal at that time. I sorted through the mostly postcard size images into piles. Many were not surprisingly girl-girl, several were both males, some of it was fetish, most of the women would be overweight by today's standards, men had bellies, and in all the pornographic images they looked like they were enjoying themselves, smiling even. Not the fake tits and bored smiles of today.
They were sepia to black and white. Up through the nineteen fifties, by clothing of the era. There was thick untrimmed pubic hair, heavy hanging breasts and, innocent pinups to lewdly spread bawdy women. The later images of women were most titillating I thought. The women carried ten, twenty, or more pounds. Many had pretty good size breasts, especially considering they were all-natural. Faces were not all beautiful, nipples were huge which made me wonder if they began airbrushing nipples smaller after the centerfold days.
The box was packed with hundreds of images like that. The bottom of the box had books and smaller leather-bound novels, all erotica and pornographic.
Georgia would love these because many had vintage clothing and lingerie.
I was filthy from digging through the closet and ran up to shower. When I came back Georgia was on her stomach, studying each image and spreading them on the floor. I squatted down next to her.
"I thought you might like those," I said, smiling.
"Oh yesss," she said looking up at me wide-eyed. "Am I supposed to be this turned on by them?"
"Sure, why not honey, I was with some of them too," I admitted. "That was really the point of it back then... And now I suppose."
She was still dressed from working the stand in shorts and a cropped t-shirt. I slipped my hand under her shirt and unhooked her bra. Her tits tumbled out and she moaned.
"Oh, that feels so good." I pushed her shirt and bra up and off. "This feels better." She rolled to her side and propped her head on her hand. "And why are you still dressed?"
"What? I only have shorts on! I'm almost naked." She laughed at me.
"I'm going to make a nudist of you yet! Not much longer and y'all will come home and strip at the door," she said smirking.
I caught the ya'll-will-come-home part and liked the sound of it.
Chapter Three
I shoved the box of my Uncle's vintage erotica and pornography back in the closet. I would have to find an appropriate dealer to take all that, so I needed research time.
I was sitting in the middle of the floor surrounded by stacks of books when Georgia got home from her stand. The door closed behind her and she had her top and bra off before she took another step. I leaned back on my hands and thought about what a lucky fucker I was.
"Bradley Brad Bradley, I want to ask you something." She climbed over the books and plunked down in front of me, cross-legged, and handed me a bag. I was still smiling like a goof from thinking what a lucky fucker I was and she hesitated.
"What, honey?"
"Okay, so well you know how busy my stand gets?" I nodded. "I am running out of things earlier and earlier, because I don't have enough to sell and I thought to add some new stuff." I was having a difficult time hearing her and trying to keep my eyes off her bare breasts, much less my hands. "And I thought now without Birdie's jams and stuff I was really in trouble."
"You need more stock and you want to keep it to homemade products that will go along with your fresh produce. That's a great idea, Georgia. Not only will it benefit you obviously, but you will help the local folks." She nodded vigorously seemingly glad I got it.
"Yes! But the only problem is, I don't have anywhere to meet with the vendors and taste their products. If they see any activity at the stand, customers pull in to buy, so I can't do it after hours." She glanced down. "Don't you want to see what I brought you?"
"Oh right!" I opened the bag and knew when the earthy steam puffed out. "Boiled peanuts!" She grinned.
"So have them come here to meet with you. That's no problem. We can straighten up the front room and set things up however you want them."
"Yay!" she cried, jumping up on her knees and throwing her arms around my neck. I fell back with her on top. "Mmmm," she said, rubbing her tits on my chest.
"Oh honey, now look what you've gone and done," I said, pushing my hardness against her. I heard a couple of my nicely stacked books slide away as my clothes disappeared.
She left me gasping, empty and sprawled among the books. Life is pretty fucking good, I thought.
I got Georgia's room ready. I had found another desk and drug it in her room as a surprise. I wanted to make sure she had enough seating and called her into the room.
"Did you do all this for me?" she asked, shocked. "It looks like an office!"
"Of course I did."
She wrapped her arms around my neck and sprinkled kisses all over my face. "Thank you thank you thank you!"
I hugged her, happy at how happy that made her.
Her room was near the front door so she was able to escort them in there right from the front door. Very businesslike. I heard the low hum of their excitement even from the other room.
She peered around the corner of the door, "Brad Bradley Brad can you come in and help me taste test? I need another opinion."
"Sure," I said following her.
After quick introductions, I went to the tasting table. It was loaded with all sorts of jams, jellies relishes, pickles and any other kind of home-canned good you could think of. Georgia handed me a glass of water, to cleanse my palette she said grinning.
I began mentally keeping track of the best ones, but that quickly failed because so many were excellent enough to be on commercial store shelves.
"Can they leave them?" I whispered to Georgia and she nodded. She told them it would take some time to decide and she did not want to rush and wanted to be fair. They were all very agreeable and some brought in more jars. We filled a shelf up of the small refrigerator with the rows of jelly jars.
"She-it, this is going to be tougher than I thought," Georgia said. "There, I believe I can add some extra shelves doing it this way," she said, pushing her sketch of the stand across the table.
"Sure, sure, I said, thinking that was not going to be near enough space for the number of products she would need. I had to put some thought into it before I approached her with any ideas.
That night she was not feeling well and just wanted to cuddle and I was more than happy to do just that with her. Anytime.
"Georgia honey, I never asked, but do you own the property the stand is on?"
"She-it, no. I couldn't afford that. Gilbert lets me use it because some of the vegetables I sell are his."
"Oh, okay. Nice deal then." I was thinking that possibly rebuilding the whole stand would be better than trying to use what's there. She had her head on my shoulder and my arms were around her holding her against me. "You never did tell me where you lived. I mean before you started staying with me."
"No. I don't tell anyone."
"Okay. But I don't even know anything about you, you know. About your parents." I could feel her tense. "Sisters or brothers. Nothing. Do I at least get a hint?"
"Not brother or sister and no mother. Mama died a ways back."
"Sorry honey... So your Dad is still around then." She nodded.
"Yes, he's still in these parts. He's a drunk."
I kissed the top of her head. "I"m sorry honey, that's tough to live with. I know."
She let out a big sigh and snuggled even closer. I knew that there was more to it and it wasn't going to be good.
"That's why I don't like to go home."
The next morning after she left to pick, I made a few phone calls. By noon everything was arranged and I couldn't wait to tell Georgia. I began to draw some preliminary sketches of her new stand. Actually, it would be more of a building. She would have room for a lot of new products as well as her daily produce. It was arranged that she could grow into it as her business enlarged.
By the time she got back, I had several variations spread on the table.
She placed a bag of dinner's produce on the counter and tossed me a bag. I caught it but promptly tossed it back into the air. "Ow! Hot, boiled peanuts today!" I said, tossing the bag from hand to hand to cool them down.
"What's this?" she asked, moving the drawings around on the table.
"Your new stand!"
"You're nuttier than a Junebug in July! That won't fit there!"
"You're right. It's not meant for there. It's meant for the end of the road right out front," I said, smiling and proud of myself.
"What? So you're staying here?" she said, her face lighting up.
"Not exactly. I'm giving you a piece of property for your stand with enough room behind to build a cabin if you want."
She shuffled through the drawings and tapped her fingers on the table. She was quiet for a few moments. I could tell she was trying to compose her thoughts. This was not going the way I envisioned.
"I mean you don't have to build it like one of these. I just sketched these as ideas. Do whatever you want, Georgia."
"No no, these are fine. Dandy.. I'll be making enough money that I can repay you."
"I don't want you to do that. It's a gift, I want you to have it. Think of it as being a gift from Birdie too. You've been so successful with your stand, this little store is just the next step." She hadn't met my eyes since I told her and I was getting worried.
"Yes, I like these," she said turning away. "I need to get started chopping the vegetables for dinner."
I gathered up the drawings and took them into the other room, but not before I heard her crying. I didn't know what I did so I didn't know how to make it better. I just wanted to allow her to continue her success but on a bigger level.
I lost myself in books because I honestly did not know what to do. I was bleary-eyed and had to go to bed, but as I walked by Aunt Birdie's room, I saw Georgia had fallen asleep in there while watching television. She had normal nightclothes on, obviously intending to spend the night there. By herself. With a heavy tread, I went up to the attic to sleep alone.



Georgia was up and gone to pick before I came down. The sketches were on the table with a scrawled note.
I like this one. Can it be done before you leave?
I immediately thought sure, I would make sure it was done. But then I realized I had no idea of when I was going to leave. I owned a condo in Charlotte that was fine without me, and I did my work from here, or there. Made no difference. I guess I assumed I would leave when Birdie's house sold. By then her books would safely be in the collector's hands and I had thought to have what was left auctioned off.
I had no life to get back to, but I wanted Georgia to get out and find some guy her age. After I was gone because I sure did not want to see her with anyone. That would be too painful.
I would have to find someone to build it and get the proper permits before starting. Not being familiar with the area, I had no idea of how long that would take. Which brought me to the conclusion that I had no real answer for her.
She was home by mid-afternoon and before we could get into any serious discussion, she wanted to narrow down the jams and jellies and sundry other things that filled our tiny refrigerator.
We decided on a method, set up the jars, glasses of water, and scorepads.
"I like this mango jam. They don't grow here but the woman that makes this gets them in southern Florida. It'll be unusual," she said and I agreed.
"This wild blueberry is pretty tasty too," I said and she agreed. The next three we ruled out and chose another four, giving us six new jams.
We brought out the pickles, but because there was pickled cauliflower, brussel sprouts, broccoli, Vidalia onions, and okra, we had to narrow it down yet again.
Making the choices took the rest of the afternoon. I was continually amazed at how these tasted good enough to be in a mainstream grocery store. Finally, we were done and although we had taken the smallest of tastes, we were pretty full, we decided on grilled cheese for dinner.
Georgia buttered the bread and began slicing the fresh tomatoes she brought home. When I saw her put them between two pieces of cheese in the bread before she grilled them, I was a little hesitant. But, decided to withhold comment until I ate it. Just like the boiled peanuts, it might be my new favorite food here.
She slid the sandwich off the spatula onto the plate in front of me. "Here ya go, Brad Bradly Brad."
"You know, I've never had grilled cheese with tomato before." She stopped and looked at me like I had grown a third eye in the middle of my forehead.
"What? Never?"
"Never."
"You have led a sheltered life. I spose you haven't had shoo-fly pie either? Don't answer that," she said rolling her eyes.
"I do believe I have," I said, picking the sandwich up and taking a bite. The gooey rich cheese mingled with the acid of the tomato and I said, "Damn this is really good!"
She grinned. "I'm glad you like it. Better I'm glad you tried it before saying no. I hate that. So feckin' rude!"
We decided to watch a movie and settled on the bed.
"You never answered if the stand could be done by the time you leave me?"
Leave me. Those words were like a kick in the gut. Before I leave her. Putting it that way made me sound like a real scuzzball. Damn.
"I'm not exactly leaving you, honey." I tried to measure my words as carefully as I possibly could.
"No? What are you doing then? If you're not staying with me, you're leaving me right?"
"Well yeah... No... I mean you need to get back to your life. This will all be wrapped up eventually," I said, waving my hand around. "And I'll be done here."
"I see." She drummed her fingers on the bed. "And you have decided that without even discussing it with me?"
"Decided what?" I said, confused.
"That I needed to get back to my life? What if this is my life? This is what I want? I am about to pitch a hissy fit, Brad Bradley Brad," she growled, hands on her hips.
"You want this?" I asked, waving my hand. "The house? It's yours!"
"Bless your heart. You really have no idea, do you?"
"I guess not."
"You must be ready to get back to your life in Charlotte, I guess," she asked.
I had a feeling a lot of things were going to hinge on my answer to this one question. I looked at her and tried to quickly weigh all the angles. "I, uh," I faltered. "Not really, no."
"When do you reckon you'll know?"
"Maybe when you get tired of me," I smiled. She rolled her eyes, shook her head, and walked out.
We found a builder for her new stand and met with him. He assured us he could get it done in a timely manner.
After he left, she scoffed, "Timely. No such thing in the south. They're all slower than a Sunday afternoon."
Sure enough, we did not hear from him again for two weeks. In that time Georgia worked on the interior shelving and storage. She ordered canned goods that we tasted. She lined up a baker that would drop homemade bread every day. Again I was impressed with her business acumen. She was very shrewd.
She found a cork board somewhere and set it up in her office and kept track of each project she was working on. She would ask for my opinion occasionally, but overall it was her baby. Vendors began calling her and every evening she had a ton of voicemails to go through.
It began to rain and she came to me and said, "Let's go to bed."
We turned off the lights and climbed the steps to the attic. She turned to me and slipped the oversize shirt off her shoulders.
A vintage white slip hugged her curves. The upper edge and hem were trimmed with delicate white lace. The body of the slip was sheer and silky. The bodice was sheer with tiny pleats. Vintage often did not account for the larger breasts of women today and the sheer cups were full with her ample tits. Hard nipples poked through the sheer. Narrow white satin ribbon attempted to hold her luscious flesh up.
Her red hair was pinned up with escaped curls dancing around her head. "You look beautiful Georgia," I breathed. I pulled my shirt over my head and dropped my pants. My cock throbbed in front of me while I took in her body, her sweet face.
"Mmmm, is that for me?"
"Always for you. Only for you, honey." I said the true words. I took her in my arms, sliding my hands over the silky slip. I cupped her ass and pulled her into me. "You are so sexy in this."
Because of her, I discovered that although I love skin on skin, there are times a tantalizing mystery is just as erotic.
I backed her against the big brass headboard and raised her arms and wrapped them around a brass curve. She hung on and arched her back. I began to slide the satiny skirt higher and higher until the lace hem exposed her sweet pussy, and let the silky fabric slide down her skin. I heard her breath increase. Her tits were tight in the sheer cups, her nipples lewdly poked out of the soft fabric.
I wrapped my hands around both breasts and kneaded and squeezed, studying her soft flesh and feeling the firmness in my hands. I urged a ribbon strap over her shoulder and down her arm. I pulled the lace edge cup down slowly, excruciatingly slow to expose her breast. I rubbed the lace over her nipple, abrading it with the texture.
She mewed and squirmed. She still clung to the headboard, her eyes were dark with lust hooded. Strands of red hair had fallen over her face and shoulders and clung to her damp skin.
I pressed my lips on hers and she parted them in invitation. I kept the kisses, light, erotically teasing. My cock throbbed and wanted attention, but this was for Georgia now. I stepped back and cupped a breast in each hand, one behind the lace and sheer, the other exposed and bare. Her nipples were hard and I tugged on each one. Her back arched and her head fell back.
She looked like a tawdry dame from the cover of an old trashy dime novel. I pushed the other strap down and traced the outline of the bodice on her skin. Her breath hissed through her teeth. I uncovered that breast leaned over and took it into my mouth. She moaned when I tugged on her nipple with my teeth. I reached under her slip and ran my finger between her soft lips. She was wet. Very wet.
"Turn around." She let go, turned, and grabbed back on again. I pulled her skirt up and bared her ass. I rubbed circles on her firm ass. She began to purr, low and deep.
I pressed up behind her and kissed her neck. She moaned and pushed her ass back into me.
"Do you want it?"
"Yesssss," she hissed. I slid my cock between her legs. "Brad... I need you..." I rubbed my cock head between her soft lips. She moaned. I pushed in and she thrust back, sliding on until my cock was ball deep inside her. I held her hips rocking into her, deep and fast. I knew I wouldn't last long after that, and right then her pussy clamped down on my cock and she shuddered, mewing long and low.
Her pussy milked my cock and my balls twinged. I locked inside her, and exploded hard and loud.
She dropped her arms to her sides and caught her breath. "Ohhhh Brad that was good. That was so fecking good."
The next morning I woke up and she was already gone, but the smell of bacon wafted up two flights. I pulled on my shorts and headed down.
"Whoa!" Georgia was at the stove cooking up bacon, but somewhere she found a frilly vintage apron. It flashed through my mind that this was going to be payback for our sex last night.
She turned and said, "Sit down Brad Bradley Brad, breakfast is almost done."
The front bodice square was held up by a loop around her neck and was edged in a ruffle of the same tiny blue flower cotton. The edges barely covered her nipples and when she moved, the top would give me a flash of nipple.
The skirt of the apron was of the same fabric and full. The wide waistband created the back straps that tied into a large bow, with the tails hanging down over her bare ass.
She leaned over the table to serve the bacon and eggs and her bodice moved to reveal one breast, then as she stood up, it was hidden again.
"Aren't you hungry, Brad?" I glanced at her face.
"Uhm, you're certainly looking like a fifties hot housewife this morning," I stammered. She smiled. "You don't have to pick for the stand this morning?"
She turned to the counter to butter the toast. Her sexy ass between the back opening of the apron skirt was driving me crazy.
She sat down. "I have to meet with the builder this morning to go over some things."
"Not like that I hope."
"No silly! This is all for you," she smiled seductively.
"Lucky me," I sighed, wondering how I was going to get this out of my head to make it through the day.
"I'm going to clean out the pantry later so we can get some food in. Everything is pretty much out of date from Birdie," she said matter of factly.
I kept glancing to see if I got another flash of nipple. "Sure, we can go into town to the grocery store later." A big grin formed on her face at that.
I had to get quite a bit of work done today so I was shut up in my office for the better part of the day. I would hear bumping and banging around at times. She brought in a sandwich and salad so I could work through lunch.
I was stunned when I walked into the kitchen later and found all the counters cleaned off of Birdie's bric a brac. In its place were what few more modern appliances that were here. I noticed everything she removed had been carefully stored away on a pantry shelf. I could smell a faint pine scent indicating she also scrubbed the kitchen down. Beyond that, the wonderful smell of meatloaf came from the oven.
"What do you think," she asked, wrapping her arms around my waist.
"Mmmm, I think you smell warm and good from your shower," I said, nuzzling her neck.
"The meatloaf is going to burn."
"I just checked, it has another thirty minutes."
We kissed and it escalated to hot and steamy. She had my pants open and pushed down to my knees and sat me on the kitchen chair. She straddled my lap and shimmied her tits in my face.
"Oh honey," I whispered, reaching under her shirt to massage her fleshy breasts. I sucked her nipples through the light cotton until she began to lower herself to slide onto my cock. I moaned.
She bounced and rode on my cock, letting her inner muscles milk my shaft. She threw her head back and moaned out an orgasm, her cunt tightened on my cock. I felt it in my balls and locked her down on me while I unloaded inside her.
We kissed. "Mmmm, I kinda like these quickies," she said. That's my Georgia, I thought.
Over dinner, we discussed the plans for her stand. Even though it was at the end of my road, I hadn't been out of the house to see it recently and I promised I would tomorrow.
The next afternoon I sniffed the air and couldn't decide what the delicious smell was, so I had to go investigate.
A pot bubbled and steamed on the stove and I looked in to see the wild blueberries she had found on the property. She came from the pantry carrying a big canning pot. I flashed back to Aunt Birdie using it when I used to stay here.
"I had a hankerin' for some blueberry jam so I picked on my way home from the stand."
"Smells wonderful, honey." She smiled brightly. A few hours later glass jars of purplish-blue blueberry jam cooled and pinged on the counter.
Dinner was meatloaf leftovers, which I was thrilled about, and a mix of fresh vegetables from the stand that she stir-fried. "These are really good, Georgia," I said of the vegetables.
"Thanks, it was a new idea."
"Hey, do you want to go to the grocery when you get home tomorrow?"
"Sure thing." She hesitated. "Can we get some paint for the kitchen maybe?"
After she had scrubbed the cabinets and walls it made it apparent that it was pretty worn. Who knows the last time Aunt Birdie painted it.
"Absolutely. We'll get paint and supplies first. Decide on a color."
She leaned over and threw her arms around my neck. "Thank you, Brad."
I was grateful she no longer seemed mad at me, and we were settling into a life routine. I loved going to sleep with her next to me, and I loved waking up to her next to me. I didn't know what I'd do without her, frankly. And that thought took me aback. Were we getting too comfortable? It would be painful to leave no matter, but the deeper we got into a relationship, the harder it would be on us both. I decided to put it out of my mind for now. I had to be around until the books were done and her stand was completed. I would just have to deal with it then.
We stopped at a big box store for paint and left with paint, a microwave, a ceiling fan, two new faucets, a new bathroom light and an ecstatic Georgia. We stopped at a drive-in where they roller-skated our burgers and fries to the car. Georgia dropped her empty milkshake cup into the trash on the way into the grocery. Most of the town knew her so we stopped to talk. She then loaded our cart so it took us numerous trips to get the car unloaded.
"Phew, I'm exhausted from bringing food and supplies before I ever get to the part about using them," I said laughing.
"Let's go out to the porch," she suggested. "I'll grab us a couple of long necks."
She sat on the swing and I had my head in her lap. She chattered about ideas for her new stand while she stroked my hair and all I could think was I would never get enough of her lilting southern drawl. Her feisty sweetness. Her wicked business sense. I have gotten by for years on my own, but now I wonder how I will make it without her.
When I woke up the next morning, Georgia was already gone to gather her vegetables. I was down to the last few piles of books. The dealers were thrilled with the collection they had received and I didn't feel the pressure anymore.
I sat at my desk, opened my laptop, pulled up a blank sheet, and began typing my first book. It flowed and flowed until Georgia came home. I didn't tell her my plan yet but felt a new sense of purpose.
"Hi honey, how goes it at the stand today?" I put my arms around her while she unloaded the vegetables she brought home for dinner.
She wiggled her ass against me. "Not as good as this feels," she murmured
I kissed the side of her neck and she moaned. "Mmmm," I whispered as she arched her neck and ground her ass into my hardness.
"Brad, I need you now." She pushed her shorts down to her ankles. "Now. I need you inside me."
She leaned over the counter and I pushed my pants to my knees. I ran my finger through her slick folds. She was wet. So wet. I held my cock and rubbed it up and down her pussy lips, circling the head on her clit. She moaned and rocked her hips. I positioned the head at her entrance and she pushed back, taking my cock deep in one thrust. My balls slapped her clit as we fucked. Hard and fast and hot, racing towards the edge. I held her hips and thrust into her. She groaned loud and her cunt rhythmically squeezed my cock. I followed her over the edge, locking deep inside her and filling her with hot seed.
We were both out of breath. "Ohhhhhh Bradley," she breathed. "You're so good for me."
A quickie in the kitchen with Georgia topped my list of best ever.
She came into my office later and said, "I'm going to make you a country boy yet... Tonight we're having chitlins for dinner!" She looked at me a moment and doubled over laughing. "The look on your face," and more peals of laughter.
"Ummm. Maybe not that much country?"
She leaned against the door, wiping her hands on a towel. She wore her usual cutoff denim shorts, a red checkered blouse tied at her waist, and knee-high farmer's boots and she was the sexiest thing I ever laid eyes on.
"I'm making you a possum pie from the recipe my Granny used to make." I looked at her suspiciously. "And fried chicken!"
"Sounds great, honey," I said, not going to fall for it again.
"You're doing a lot of typing for your work job."
"I've always wanted to write a book and I just started it."
A big smile lit up her face. "Really! I reckon that you finally deserve to do something for yourself." She came over and gave me a kiss. "I'll let you get back to writing while I get back to the possum for dinner." I watched that hot ass sashay out of the office.
I wrote for several hours and decided to take a break and start installing some of the things we got at the big box store. Georgia said she wanted to paint the kitchen herself, so I left it to her.
A few hours later I had both faucets installed and had to hunt her down to find out where she wanted the ceiling fan.
I knocked lightly on the bathroom door. "C'mon in, Brad Bradley Brad." I slowly pushed open the door and saw her up to her luscious tits in a bubble bath.
"You caught me," she smiled.
She had her red hair haphazardly pinned up and long strands floated in the water and clung to her wet skin. Seeing where I was looking she arched and pushed her tits above the water. They were covered in iridescent bubbles. I lightly caressed the underside of her breast under the water. She sucked in a breath through her teeth.
Her eyes were closed, head back, her lips slightly parted as I continued to caress her breasts. I pinched the hard nubs and tugged them longer, which brought a moan. Her tits were buoyant in the water and I lightly bounced them with my fingers and she arched, pushing them into my hand. Her tongue flicked across her lips.
I slid my fingers between her legs and her knees fell wide. I finger swirled the water around her clit. I created a tornado-like effect in the water on her clit without touching it.
"Oh my god," her voice heavy on her accent. "Yessssss."
I let my finger begin to flick across her clit in a slow tempo. She gripped the edge of the old claw foot tub as I did it faster and faster. Her body arched and stiffened as she whimpered her orgasm.
"God honey, you're so sexy," I whispered. Her eyes opened and she studied me for a minute.



"I think I love you, Brad Bradley Brad."
I can't say that I have not tossed the love word around in my mind recently. I was still sorting my feelings out along with consideration of our age difference, that we lived hundreds of miles apart once I left, and I even considered not leaving but staying right here. Which brought me to would she want to continue to live with me here, like this. Would either of us want more or even less? Too much to consider to just throw an I-love-you out in reply.
I leaned over and kissed her tenderly, hoping to convey my feelings. Best as I could now.
We fell into a routine, that I wrote while she was at her stand, she would come home and we would both go check on how the new building was coming along. To say this builder was slower than molasses was an understatement, but Georgia warned me upfront, so I wasn't shocked.
She was surprised to see a small washroom in the back corner of the building. I had them run water to have a sink and commode. She would spend more hours here than in her old place and couldn't close up every time she had to pee to run back to the house.
Everything was now closed in enough that the building could be secured. She and I began to install some shelving and display racks ourselves after the building went home for the day. We had stock to work with and were able to space shelving appropriately.
At this point, Georgia was like a proverbial kid in a candy store. I brought two old rockers from the porch so I could either sit and watch her, or we could sit together to enjoy her accomplishments of the day.
I began to slowly realize I did truly love Georgia in a way that I didn't want to leave her, or worse, have her leave me. I could not see my life without her in it. We would have to deal with any age difference issues if, or when, they would crop up.
We watched the blades lazily turn. The air moved enough that it felt like a soft caress on my skin.
"You chose the perfect spot, honey. Right over our bed." We held hands. "I'd rather not change much else. Maybe when we bring our clothes here, we can use the bedroom next to the bath?"
"Huh?"
"I thought instead of adding a closet and storage here in the attic, we could use the bedroom-"
"I got all that! What are you talking about bringing our clothes?"
"When we move into the house here."
"What?!" she nearly shouted. "You're staying?"
"We are staying right here. Together. If you want to that is. And if you wouldn't mind being married to an old man like me, I was thinking we might do that as well."
She nearly rolled on top of me. "Are you proposing?" she asked excitedly.
"Well yeah. I don't think they'd rightly think in these parts take to us living in sin." But I knew Aunt Birdie would be overjoyed that her house would continue to be a home.
"She-it Brad Bradley Brad, I do!"
- the end -
"I do solemnly swear to take you, Brad Bradley Brad as my lawfully wedded husband."
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Architecture student Bobbi is on summer break and finds the vintage motor inn of her dreams but really lucks out when the older owner is pretty hot himself. Summer romance and self discovery.
This is a Summer Lovin' Contest story so please vote for me!
Mustang Sally

'Mustang Sally you better slow your Mustang down.'

Jerry Robertson
I'll admit I noticed the Mustang before the girl driving it. Poppy red 1965 Mustang convertible. I know this because it was the year I was born and it is a car I coveted all my life.
The girl quickly grabbed my attention. She stood behind her open door and seemed to study the office, then she looked up at the HiWay Motor Inn sign. She pulled her black cats eye sunglasses down her nose. The corner rhinestones winked in the sun as she looked at me through the front window. I would not pick her for a tourist, and certainly not in our little town.
When the interstate went in and bypassed our town, things went downhill. I worked here when I was a kid and of course it became mine after my Dad passed, which was right about the time my wife wanted me to sell it. I was kicking it around but then she died, so after that there was no reason to change.
The bell on the door jingled when Mustang Sally stepped in along with a puff of hot humid summer air . She smiled and removed her sunglasses. Chocolate brown eyes and hair made me want to see if she tasted the same. Where the hell did that come from. I'm dreaming, I laughed to myself, this girl is young enough to be your daughter.
"Hi! I just love this place!" I smiled, waiting for her to ask for a room. She had an elbow on the high check in counter and all I saw above it was white with red polka dot top. "You're the owner?"
"Ah, yes, yes I am. Can I help you with anything?" At all. I hope.
・Not really, I always wanted to stop by. This is such a great example of googie architecture.・
Before I could reply, the phone rang and I went back to my desk to answer. While I tapped in the dates of stay and information in the computer, she came back and perched on the edge of my desk. She crossed her legs, and the white sandal dangled off perfectly manicured red toes that matched her capri pants that matched her car.
I had to ask them to repeat the information before I hung up.
She sat saying nothing and still smiling, giving me time to notice the midriff top she was wearing, which I had not seen since i was a teenager. This top was obviously current though and buttoned low, exposing a lot of her ample cleavage, and tied in the center of those wonderful breasts.
She held out a slim manicured and and said, "My name is Roberta Jeanette Thibideaux, but you can call me Bobbi for short. That's Bobbi with an I."
"I thought your name would be Sally."
Roberta 'Bobbi' Jeanette Thibideaux
"All you want to do is ride around Sally"
On an impulse I turned into the parking lot of an old motor inn on the outskirts of town. I imagine before the interstate, it was a happening place. Today I suspect they do mostly hourly business.
As an architecture student, I noticed the googie style, popular in the fifties and sixties. The sweeping roof lines, and bold dramatic angles. The atomic HiWay Motor Inn sign that was spelled out in individual letters vertically soared high and could be seen forever it seemed. A wall of breeze block punctuated the style.
I parked and marveled at how this place had just been lost in time. No one had marred it's atomic significance with renovations.
I hadn't planned on going in, but the silver fox guy at the desk caught my eye. No one ever accused me of being bold, but here I was.
The bell on the door jangled loudly and would have caught his attention most anywhere on the property. There were twelve units in a U shape, with the office at the front on one side, the other looked as though it may be laundry and storage, so all the units were well back off the street.
At five foot six inches I'm not short, but the check in counter nearly came to my shoulders. It was the same sweeping curves as the roof line. I gazed around a room that I was sure had not changed from the day it was built.
I noticed him staring at me, with a bit of a frown. "Hi! I just love this place!" Whoa, girl, is that the best you can do. "You're the owner?" I asked, knowing by now he would think i was totally nuts. His phone rang before I got in deeper. Especially after my googie comment.
I walked around the high counter to check out the rest of the room, but I could not help but check the handsome proprietor. He could have been my Dad, and did have a little bit of a Dad bod, but there was a latent maleness that usually only younger guys have. And what I was thinking about him was definitely not Dad like, I thought wryly.
While he took the call, I sat on the edge of his desk, which would normally be another bold ballsy move for me. I chalked it up to the atmosphere of this place. His voice was raspy and deep bass. A voice i could listen to all day. A voice I could get rich by pandering him to women for phone sex.
He leaned back in his office chair just as I crossed my legs and noticed he was distracted by my sandal swinging off my toes. Although I saw no ring, I wondered if he was married.
He hung up and I introduced myself. I had to wonder what made him think my name would be Sally. Who the hell was Sally anyhow? But I decided then and there that had more important things to discover about him.
"I remember having gone by this place as a little girl and wondering about it. I guess I loved architecture even then."
"Oh, you're an architect?"
"Student. Another year and I will be. I'm on break." Done with talking about me, I looked around the room. "This place looks as though it hasn't been touched since it was built."
"Not really. My wife wanted to do some updating, but my father was adamant it stayed the way it was."
Wife. Ugh. I was afraid of that. Why should I care, I asked myself. Because he is intriguing, that's why!
"Well no offense to your wife, but I'm glad you father wanted it to stay that way. I take it he has passed?"
He nodded. "Yes, both my wife and my father."
I almost grinned but caught myself at the last moment. "Sorry to hear that," was all I said, and he nodded, giving me the feeling it had been a while back.
I picked up a piece of mail off his desk. "So you're Jerry Robertson?" I didn't know if he heard me he was so busy watching my leg swinging next to his, but he did nod.
"Yes, sorry, I should have introduced myself."
"Was your wife's name Sally?"
"Huh... No, why?" He looked quizzical, then exclaimed, "OH! No. Haven't you ever heard the song, Mustang Sally? Way before your time, so maybe not."
"Ohhhhh, yes of course I have! I just didn't put it together. I love that song! I have it on an 8 track in my car." He started to say something but I interrupted, "Yeah yeah 8 track wasn't factory until 1966 but it was installed as a hang on."
"You really know your car, don't you?" he said, impressed.
"Yes. It's the only car I've ever known. My Daddy had it and passed it on to me. It's all i have of him."
"I'm sorry, honey," he said sympathetically. I nodded, my eyes straying to his open shirt and the silver hairs glinting in the black fur on his chest. Thinking about how hairy he may be caused me to squirm a bit on his desk. "You can sit in a chair if it'd be more comfortable."
"No, I like it right here, Jerry." I liked using his name for the first time.
Jerry Robertson
So Roberta Jeanette Thibideaux was a college student. Still too young for me, or I was too old for her. Either way. Although she did seem to be flirting with me. But it could just be her personality. The friendly type.
She uncrossed her legs and let them dangle, and leaned forward a bit, which gave me a great view down the valley between her breasts. I got a glimpse of delicate white lace of her bra, which made me cross my legs to try to hide the growing bulge in my lap. Too late because I saw her smile.
"What have you designed? Buildings, houses...?" I trailed off knowing really nothing about architecture. Hell I didn't even know this old motel's design had any historical significance.
"I've designed most everything for my classes, but I love designing modern homes with touches of mid century modern. It's very popular now thankfully."
"Is it something that would be popular around here?"
"Nah, I doubt it, but I plan on working in Atlanta anyhow."
An hour away. Oddly I felt a bit depressed at that thought. "Okay I'm sure you'd be busy there." She nodded.
I excused myself and picked up the phone, spending the next five minutes explaining why I did not rent for short amounts of time.
After I hung up, she asked, "You got something against afternoon delights, a little lunchtime nookie?" I just stared at her, shocked. "Or you just don't like sex," she stated.
"Of course I do!" Although I couldn't think of the last time I had a date that involved sex. Not many available women to choose from in this little town and most of them had known my wife and felt sorry for me more than anything. My wife had lingered with her cancer.
She leaned towards me, offering an even better view of those luscious globes, and said, "Then what do you have against them renting from you for a few hours of fucking?"
My eyes were mentally caressing those ivory skin breasts and her words coming at the same time made my balls ache.
"It just doesn't.... What if.... " I really had no excuse. "My wife would have flipped if I would have done that."
"But she's gone, Jerry," Bobbi said softly, leaning forward to touch my shoulder. I nodded. It was long ago and I can think about her and talk about her without the pain anymore.
"You're right. Sometimes it's just easier to do what we've always done around here and not have to think about it."
"I get it."
Roberta 'Bobbi' Jeanette Thibideaux
'I bought you a brand new Mustang.. A nineteen sixty five, huh'
Jerry was a lonely guy, no doubt about it. He had accepted the death of his wife and moved on from that, but just has not really been living. The fact he got an erection when I unintentionally flashed him my tits, gave me hope.
"So you're a sexy guy, Jerry," I said, noting his reaction and wondering if anyone ever told him that. "I'd think you'd be using your own rooms here now and then." I made it a statement and not a question. It still made him blush. He had a virility about him that would seem to be hard to temper. With a little nurturing....
He chuckled. "No, not me. Just a boring motel owner." Those devilish blue eyes told me that once unleashed, this guy would be anything but boring.
"You don't have any kids do you?"
"No, how did you know?"
"You're not old like a guy that has been all wrapped up in his kids. Hard to explain." I shrugged.
He looked at me for a moment. "So is that a good thing or a bad thing for me."
Without skipping a beat, I replied, "Good. Oh it's very good."
・Then this is indeed my lucky day.・
I slid off the edge of his desk which left me standing close to his chair. 溺ay I have a tour of one of the units? If you have time, that is.・
"Of course!" He stood up and had to brush against me when he went by.
He put an old Out To Lunch sign on the office door and locked it. We went to one of the back units.
As was typical back then, all the good stuff was on the outside. The rooms back then were meant for a quick bath or shower and a good night's sleep before hitting the road again the next morning. It was fresh and clean smelling, but needed a little updating. Not remodeled, just new paint, curtains, that sort of thing.
I picked up the motel shampoo bottle and tossed it up and down in my hand. "You know, if you do decide to offer a little love shack room, I bet it would be a swinging door of traffic. I mean, who doesn't like a little spontaneous sex right?" He nodded. "There are probably things you wouldn't need in the room, like extra blankets, maybe other stuff.... Keep it simple and don't use resources you don't need."
"Yes yes," he said, thinking. He sat on the edge of the bed and looked around. "What else?"
"Really?"
"Yes!"
"Paint, new curtains, blankets, and the like. You have the awesome terrazzo flooring, so nothing needed there. It's in beautiful condition." I walked around, considering everything. "The furniture is in great shape and of the era so I wouldn't change that at all."
"That's all good and we can do that, yes." I don'[t know if he realized he said 'we' but I liked it.
"You know we can get this in the media. There are followers of the atomic age, googie, space age, and ultramodern would love to stay in a place like this." I stopped and laughed. "Just so you know that afternoon sex wasn't all I thought about."
This devilish blue eyes danced when he grinned and said, "I'll remember that."
Jerry Robertson
I felt like a moth around her flame, flying close, then backing off. What was it about her. I don't remember ever having been this playful. But again, our age difference was at the forefront. Even if it was a game between us, I planned on enjoying it, for however long it lasted.
Her ideas for the units were all wonderful and I began to get inspired. She seemed to have an eye for it because of her love of vintage.
"Yes, paint and all the rest are possible," I agreed. But she could have suggested anything and i would have agreed with her. "As long as you're here to supervise it all." I smiled.
"Yes! I'll help! I'll not only supervise but I'll help paint and stuff. I love doing that!" She was flitting around the room like a butterfly while i enjoyed her breasts bouncing and sexy little ass in those tight red capris. "When can we start?!" She bounced up and down in front of me.
I smiled, not saying anything, just enjoying the impact of that luscious body my libido. She glanced down and grinned impishly.
"We can start anytime you want," I said. "Anytime." The sooner the better, I thought.
"Tomorrow? I can bring you paint samples unless you want to go look yourself?"
"No no no, it's all yours, Bobbi." I moved to the door. I hadn't spent any money on this place other than general upkeep, and that was mostly behind the scenes, that i was willing to invest in this place.
Suddenly she hugged me and i was not expecting that. I wasn't ready for the sweet smell of her neck, the softness of her hair, the creaminess of her skin, the firmness of her breasts into my chest. And I certainly hugged her tighter and longer than would have been normal for the situation, but she kept hugging me too, and I knew this was right. Whatever this was.
Roberta 'Bobbi' Jeanette Thibideaux
'Guess you better slow that mustang down, huh'
Never expected that my whim this morning would turn into such an exciting project. I was irrationally excited to begin and stopped at the store after I left the motel.
I was somewhat surprised that Jerry was so agreeable to my suggestions. It made me wonder if it was just because he had been alone for awhile and had no one to do it for. I mean obviously an improvement in a business is always a good thing, but most people have to have an investment in it personally, even if it does include someone else.
It was apparent he had a physical reaction to me and I wondered if that was also because he'd had no one for awhile. Oh maybe he had been dating, but I suspected it was no more than a few dates here and there. I wanted to think he was interested in me, although I was likely too young for him.
I gathered a number of era appropriate paint samples and while at the store, got some pictures of possible window and bed coverings.
・Good morning! I brought you coffee. I hope you drink it. Just occurred to me you might be one of those weirdos that doesn稚 like coffee. I got sugar and cream in case you lean either way, or swing both ways. And since we need sustenance to get through this,・I tossed a box of donuts on the desk. He sat there, somewhat stunned. 泥on稚 tell me you池e not a morning person?・
・Ummm, I am not a morning person, but you are waking me up. Quickly,・he said laughing. 鄭nd good morning to you too. You池e looking nice today Bobbi, and yes coffee is imperative.・
I admit I liked turning him on and dressed for that today. "Thank you," i smiled appreciatively.
I sat on the edge of his desk and fanned the paint swatches out in front of him. I crossed my legs, today they were bare up to the short denim cut offs. I had a matching blue midriff baring tied shirt that was open from collar to the tie, creating a deep open V, giving a more revealing view of my breasts. I decided i was not going to play fair. I expected him to throw out stumbling blocks, but I was ready for them. I had set out to seduce him.
We quickly narrowed down what we liked, which I'm pleased to say were pretty much the same. We were not quite as in agreement over window and bed coverings, so I told him i would find some other ideas.
"Now we need to get the paint. I can give you a check you can pay with."
"Why don't you run and get it. I can stay here and check in any guests. It's pretty clear how it works. I can call if I get in trouble." He agreed and I tossed him the keys. "Here, take Sally."
He didn't argue, but walked out the door with a huge grin on his face, fired her up and off he want with a bright grin.
I checked in a couple of guests before he got back. "I see you got initiated as an innkeeper," he said smiling.
"I did! These folks won't stay long, " I said, cringing and giggling.
"Really? How much did you charge them?" I showed him. "Wow, they paid that much."
"Sure, they'll pay for morning nookie. Or afternoon." I laughed.
"I guess so!"
We started with the room next to the office so we could keep an eye out for any check ins and outs.
He grabbed a brush and began cutting in, and grabbed a roller. We were halfway around the room in no time.
"It's so much brighter already!"
He stepped back and looked around. "I believe you are right!" I bent over to load the roller and started on the third wall. "You are a distraction though you know."
I looked over my shoulder and he was pointedly looking at my ass. I knew the shorts had ridden up baring more than I normally would. For anyone but him that is. "Do you want me to change?"
"HELL NO." I smiled and went back to painting. I like a man that didn't beat around the bush. At least not until he was ready to deal with my bush. This man brought out my naughty thoughts, I'll say that.
We got the first coat on the room and had to wait for the second, which i intended to do today. "Hey, I'll help you change out those rooms while we're waiting."
It also took us no time at all to strip the beds, grab all the towels and take them to the washer. He started the washing machine and i went back to put clean sheets on. I was bent over smoothing the sheets and stepped back right into him. He grabbed my waist so neither of us would fall.
"Ooops, sorry, I didn't know you were back there," I whispered because neither of us had moved. I felt his erection against my ass. His hands tightened on hips. I relaxed back against him. He slid his hands up to my bare midriff and i gasped from the heat.
"Bobbi, I ―"
We heard the crunch of tires in the parking lot and I jumped away as though I was stung. He went to the office while I finished the two rooms.
Jerry Robertson
Bobbi had no idea the thrill I got driving that gorgeous red Mustang, now christened Mustang Sally. A car was an odd connection between a man and a woman, I thought. But corny as it sounds, my life is already brighter with her presence in it.



It was shocking to me how much she charged for renting the rooms for a few hours. And that it happened not once, but twice. I figured if I did offer it, I'd have to discount it from the daily rate too much to make any profit. She taught me a lesson. Much of it was that she liked to tease me with all the 'afternoon delight' and 'morning nookie' stuff. She's going to teach me a lot of lessons I suspect.
I had a brush and was cutting in, but it was slow going with all the titty winks and her nearly bare ample ass. She drove me crazy and I spent more time watching her than i did painting. I knew she knew what she was doing and I can't say I was not enjoying the game. The art of seduction is powerful.
We worked so well together that we had the two rooms cleaned and ready to go again in half the time it would take me on my own.
I almost lost control when she backed into me. She didn't jump away as I'd expect and I didn't move. Her body felt so good against mine, I imagined how her skin would feel and had to touch her, even just for that moment. I wanted to kiss her, feel her arms wrapped around me. Her breath came faster and I knew she felt it too. I don't know how far it would have gone had the guests not arrived to check in.
I had not been living on premises although there was a small apartment in the back of the office. I decided to clean it up just in case we worked late and I didn't feel like driving home.
I looked around and it was even worse than our rental units were. Old paint and old everything, really. I got the paint chips back out and decided on a color. Bobbi was not able to work on the other room until later in the afternoon, which made it perfect for me to go get the paint and shop for the apartment.
I was able to have half the place painted and everything put away before she arrived to start working on the guest unit.
"Hey Jer!" She smiled warmly. "Got some more pictures of bedding for you to look at while I was out this morning."
"Great, we will take a look at them later." She agreed and we gathered supplies to start the second unit.
"I love this color yellow. It was so popular back in those days."
"I'm glad," I said without thinking. Actually I was thinking... Of the apartment that was a similar shade of yellow. "You like it," I added, somewhat lamely.
She was excited and didn't notice. But what I noticed was she was not letting up on me and wore even more distracting clothes today.
・I値l start over here with the roller,・she said bending over to pick up the paint tray, wearing even shorter shorts than yesterday. The narrow crotch barely covered between her legs and her smackable ass was on full display. As she reached up to roll near the ceiling her cropped t-shirt raised enough that the under curve of her delectable breasts was on display. And today she wore no bra.
"Can you reach that high," I said, standing next to her ladder. I startled her and as she jumped, I put a hand on her bare ass to keep her from falling.
She looked down and reached high with the roller knowing I could fully see up her top. "Does it look like it?" She grinned knowing I wasn't watching. She squealed when I gave her ass little squeeze and smack before I picked up my brush.
Roberta 'Bobbi' Jeanette Thibideaux
'Let me say it one more time, y'all Now, all you want to do is ride around Sally'
I was so happy that Jerry ws having as much fun with this as I was. He needed some fun in his life and I could already see him opening up. It was like a long, seductive slow dance. We both knew how it would end, but knew that it would be a lot of fun and steamy times getting there.
"So you liked copping a feel?" I asked, giggling.
"Well, when its right there in my face, I have no choice but to react. I'm a man, after all."
"You certainly are that," I said, giving him a lecherous up and down look. "In your face huh."
"Well sort of. I mean you were up on that ladder and―"
"Like this?" I said, interrupting him.
He turned and his eyes bugged out when he saw i was now topless. My 36C's were visible and in his face.
"If someone needs to be checked in, who is going to be appropriate enough to do it?" I said making a point of looking at the front of his pants that were tented out.
"I'd say we were both appropriate. For an hourly motel." I laughed.
He walked over to the ladder and stood in front of me. "I think you are wonderfully inappropriate." He slid his hands up my hips and sides until his thumbs brushed the sides of my breasts. He watched my nipples harden and moaned softly.
"Funny because I'm feeling pretty indecent right about now," I whispered, willing his hands to fondle my aching tits.
"Mmmm, nope, you're pretty decent to me." He held the sides of my tits and kissed the valley between.
I held his head to me. "Yesss," I whimpered.
"You know we can't. Someone could come in at any time and I don't want anyone but me seeing this wonderfully indecent girl I have in my hands."
I nodded. "Yes, I know. I got carried away teasing you."
・Never carried away. Just not the time nor place for more.・He hesitated. 典here will be a time and place. SOON.・He picked up his brush and began painting again.
While painting, I wondered what he meant time and place. Made no difference, I could not wait to feel his body against mine. Maybe we could christen each room by fucking in it which gave me a creative charge. I would have to think about it before bringing it up to Jerry. I didn't want to totally scare him. I was a little surprised at how he had come out of his shell already, but I had been persistent.
The next morning I was excited to tell Jerry about my idea. I had a chance to think about it and sleep on it and was ridiculously excited.
He was sitting at his desk doing some paperwork when I bounced in. "Someone is in a good mood this morning," he said leaning back in his chair, giving me a chance to sit on his lap. "Whoa, I guess she is." His arm went around my waist.
It took me a moment to gather my thoughts because of the distraction of being on his lap, being that close. I grabbed a paper that I had sketched out a few ideas and he looked over my shoulder.
"And what is this," he asked pulling me back against his chest.
"I had a great idea i think!" His fingers lightly caressed my skin and I shivered. He thought I was cold and began briskly stroking my thighs, making it even worse. I squirmed, me moaned and I felt his hardness against my hip.
"Go on, while we still can talk."
"Okay right. Okay.... Remember we were talking about christening each room when we got done?"
"We did? When did we talk about that? How did i miss it? Excellent idea, no matter."
"Okay, maybe I was just thinking about it then. Whatever!" she said, obviously anxious to move on.
"Yes yes, go on!"
"I was thinking one of the rooms could be more of a sexy room."
I cocked my head."Sexy room?"
"Yes! Like this!" I showed him my drawings.
"Wow, these drawings are perfect," he said, amazed.
"I'm an architect, that's what i do."
"Right right, go on!"
"Well anyhow, this is it, make one of the rooms like this. Sexy. Like for honeymooners or those that need a sexy room to do.. whatever." I trailed off. "You know what I mean!"
"It's pretty clear right here in your drawings. I like it, but I need to think on it a bit."
"I know. I figured you would."
He put his arms around me. "Have you warmed up yet?"
"Ummm, maybe a little more," I said, cuddling into his chest and thinking how I could get used to this.
Jerry Robertson
Although I wanted to do everything and anything she asked, I did have to sleep on this new idea of hers. Just her presence has opened me up to more, but I don't want it to become a brothel here. We had plenty of work to do in the other rooms before we got to that.
Two rooms were painted and only needed window and bed coverings to be ready to book. I was looking forward to comments from those that come through every fall for leaf season. But the oppressive heat of summer was still here, which made this a great time for these improvements.
A new day and a new room. Bobbi came rolling into the parking lot early and got out balancing store bags, donuts and coffee. I ran out to help her.
"You've been busy already," I laughed.
"I have! I stopped at that little antique store in town? You know the one?" I nodded. She pulled two vintage paint by number style paintings out of the bag. "Aren't these cool?!"
"Bet I know which room you want them in," I chuckled.
"What do you think? Are they okay?!"
"They're great, honey," I said, loving her excitement.
She set two atomic lamps on the table. "Well?!"
I knew those were her pride and joy from the shopping excursion. "Perfect! They're in beautiful condition too." I would only need to update the wiring, which was no problem. "Hey, let me know how much all this cost."
She named a ridiculously low price. "I think the woman that owns the shop has the hots for you. She asked me a lot of questions," she smirked.
I shrugged, "What can I say? Cat is definitely out of the bag now. I got a trophy for being the sexiest motel innkeeper in the city."
She laughed. "You are so funny," she smiled and wrapped her arms around me. She looked up and said, "I think you should repay me in kisses for all this stuff."
I walked over to the door and flipped to the Out To Lunch sign and locked the door.
Roberta 'Bobbi' Jeanette Thibideaux
'All you want to do is ride around Sally (ride, Sally, ride) Ha'
I was so excited to find the lamps and paintings for the rooms at that little shop. I think he thought I was kidding about the old lady that was hot for him. I got the impression she had her eye on him for a long time, but either wouldn't or couldn't make the first move. Jerry was clueless to her interest in him so he would never dream of making a move. I'm not ashamed to say that I all but told her he was taken. By me. But I didn't add that last part.
It was actually that moment with her that I realized I did want him. And I was pretty sure he felt the same sure. With a little nudge anyhow.
"So shouldn't the sign say we are Out To Breakfast?"
"Breakfast and lunch," he murmured taking me in his arms.
I sighed, loving his hard body against my soft curves. I couldn't wait to be naked together. I raised up on tiptoe and pressed my soft full lips against his. He parted to let my tongue in for a taste. He was coffee and all male. He moaned and dipped his tongue in to taste me. Our tongues dueled. I had my hand on the side of his face. I felt a trace of beard and smelled spicy men's shaving scent. Even that turned me on. I leaned into his body and he squeezed my ass, pulling me against him.
"Is this how you wanted me to repay you?" he whispered, kissing my neck. I moaned finding it incredible that a man that had not had an ongoing sex life for a few years knew exactly what to do.
"At least. I might need more than I thought though." I went under his sport shirt and moaned when I felt his hot skin under my hands.
"You keep going like this honey and I can guarantee I'll need more." I pushed his shirt up over his head. I looked at his mat of curls as I ran my fingers through them. Black with just a few strands of silver. His brown nipples were hard and he sucked in a breath when I lightly scratched my nails over them.
Our kiss was hot, steamy and punctuated with breathy sighs and moans. He cupped my ass and pulled me up against him. "Wrap your legs around me, honey."
Suddenly he whisked us behind the office into a room I had never noticed. It smelled of fresh paint. He set me on the bed.
"A secret room! I love it." The bed was the centerpiece. One small dresser was against the outer wall and thick silvery plush carpet went wall to wall.
"For us," he said, coming down over me and kissing me. His thigh was between mine, his hardness against my hip.
We kissed while I ran my hands over his back. I wove my fingers through his thick silvered hair and held his head so I could take over the kiss. I nibbled his lower lip and tugged. He moaned and began grinding into my hip. His thigh pressed against my wet pussy.
We were so rabid to get each other's clothes off we got tangled together like a comedy act. Finally his hard naked body was against mine. I sat astride him on his upper thighs and slid my hands up his chest, enjoying the dense curls. His cock was thick and heavy and jerked when my fingers neared as I traced the arrow of hair closer.
Jerry was indulgent while I studied his body, running my hands over the textures, the hard and the soft. His cock lay in my hand, so hot and hard, but covered with silky skin. I spread precum on the head of his cock with my thumb and he moaned. I squeezed his hardness in my hand and milked up another drop of precum.
I raised and moved between his legs. I weighed his fat balls in my other hand. The base of his cock and his balls were thickly furred like his chest, only no silvers. Just jet black hair that contrasted with the whiteness of his skin. I noted that we would soon be working on some manscaping.
I leaned over and licked another drop off the head and he moaned. I was on a mission of discovery and noted every reaction. I flicked the tip of my tongue across the hole and sensitive area below and listened as he sucked in a breath. I ran my tongue around the deep ridge that circled the mushroom head.
"Ohhhh, sweetheart.... Your mouth...." he gritted.
I wrapped my lips around the ridge and sucked. He jerked and moaned. My teeth lightly grazed the head, my tongue scrubbed the silky skin. I meant to only play because I wanted him inside me when so I could feel the hard pulse of his cock. I sucked again and slid my lips down the shaft and slowly back up while I sucked harder. He groaned.
I straddled him again, his cock nestling in between my swollen wet pussy lips. I began to kiss him and slide on the that hard rod. His hands covered my tits and caressed. He twisted my nipples and I gasped in his mouth. He tugged and pulled and I began to grind on his hot cock.
He reached over and pulled a condom out of the drawer. I rolled it down down and his cock throbbed at my touch. I raised and hold his cock at my entrance. We locked eyes and I slowly slid down the length. I moaned as my tunnel stretched to accommodate. Finally we were joined together in the most intimate way possible.
I raised and ground down and raised and ground down. The sound of our loud breaths and gasps filled the room. Our sex drifted up to my noise while my ears were bombarded with the sounds of our bodies pounding together, the moans and louder grunts. I rode his cock faster, my 36C's bouncing on my chest. My head tipped back and I saw flashes as I went over the edge. Hard pulses of his cock and a low long growl told me he was with me.
I collapsed on his chest, not wanting to let his cock go yet. He ran his hands from my shoulders to down over my ass and back. His hands felt so good on my skin. I was still breathing hard and his heart pounded in my ear, my head moved with his fast breathing.
"Bobbi, what the hell did you just do to me," he murmured.
"Mmmmm," I mewed. "I hope I just fucked your brains out."
Jerry Robertson
She was so damn cute when she pulled in that morning, her arms full of coffee, donuts and packages. I ran out to help her and she could hardly contain her excitement about her finds at the antique store in town.
I didn't tell Bobbi, but I knew the woman that owned the shop was interested in me, but I just wasn't attracted to her. I always felt bad because she was nice. She was a friend of my wife and I can even think back to the time when she showed an interest then. If my wife noticed she never mentioned it.
Watching Bobbi while she showed me her finds and talked excitedly about her plans, I knew today was the day. I had to feel her against me, feel her tightly around me, slide into her depths. I couldn't stop it from happening today and locked the door.
I don't ever remember a woman's body being that soft. Or the radiating heat of a woman's skin. I couldn't believe what a lucky fucker I was while I watched her as she sat astride me. That this young girl wanted me as much as I wanted her. Age difference didn't mean a thing to her.
She straddled my thighs and rubbed her hands over my chest, tugging at the hair. She was intent, studying as she went. She would glance at me when she got a reaction. I moaned the first time she held my cock in her hand, her grip increasing nearly drove me insane. And then she fondled my balls too and I gasped.
She dropped those fantastic breasts into my hands. Damn they were so soft, but firm. Her nipples were like bullets in my fingers. But I nearly lost it right then and there when she knelt between my legs because I hadn't had a mouth on my cock since before I was married.
I did everything I could to hang on when my cock slid into her hot steamy mouth. I dare not move my hips because had I started fucking her mouth, I could not have stopped. If this was heaven, then I was home.
Not sure if it was wishful thinking, but last time I was at the store in the next town, I purchased a box of condoms. I couldn't buy them locally or the gossipers would have a ball. I didn't care about myself, but Bobbi lived in this town too.
It was all I could do but to hang on when she took my cock in her tight pussy. God it was as steamy as the Georgia air after a summer rain. It enveloped my cock in heat and in her tightness. And when she came her pussy clenched my cock over and over and that was it. My toes curled. My balls ached hard. My cock began pumping my hot seed into the the condom and for a flash I hoped it would hold it all.
She sank to my chest. I felt her nipples dig in. Each breath smashed her tits harder against me. Her skin was incredibly soft under my hands and I couldn't stop stroking her body.
She rolled off me and I removed the condom and dropped in the bin next to the bed. Bobbi had her head on my shoulder, her thigh over my recovering cock. She played with the hair on my chest.
"That was incredible, sweetheart." I felt her smile. "You were amazing. I never...." I trailed off. "I don't know what you do to me."
"I think I just fucked your brains out," she whispered with a naughty smile.
Her soft hand caressed the side of my face while we kissed. It was long and sweet and hot but not urgent at all. It was a kiss like you had when you were younger and just wanted to keep touching.
We dozed for a bit and when I woke, she was sitting cross legged on the bed with chips and a soda out of the machine. I propped my head on my hand and watched her.
"Do you live here?" she asked.
"No, I have a home a mile or so from here."
"So this is your little afternoon delight room huh?" she smirked. "Tryst, love nest, whatever." She waved her hand. I laughed. "You really are a latent bad boy aren't you."
I laughed again. "You have such a wild imagination."
"I do, yes. Always have had. I never needed non stinkin' doll house, I made my own. One had different architectural styles on each side," she said, laughing at the memory. "Must have been when I decided I wanted to design big buildings."
"As much as I know you, I'm confident that you'll be successful in anything you set out to do. You will have many accomplishments."
She tossed the empty bag on the floor, drained the rest of her soda and stood up. "Enough lollygagging!" She giggled. "I always wanted to have reason to say that word!"
We dressed and I flipped the sign and opened the motel back up. She had her painters clothing on and went to one of the last two rooms to be redone. I couldn't believe what all we had accomplished. Just the two of us. But mostly I couldn't believe the amount of work she put in.



I tried not to think about it, but I knew soon she would have to head back to school. It was still the height of sizzling summer, but she told me she'd signed up for a few late summer classes, then would be back to full time in the fall. And fall was when my business began to pick up. Leaf peepers then rolling waves from the north. Those that didn't want the crowds, traffic and expense of Florida, vacationed here. It was warm enough to still hike and be outdoors, snow was an hour's drive away up in the mountains. It was the perfect spot.
"How's it going, Bobbi?" She was on the ladder painting. "You know, I can help with the paint. We're too far from the office to both be back here, but you can take a break and I'll come back to paint."
"I know. And I know you worry I do too much. But I really love to paint. To see the transformation as it happens." She shrugged. "I'm weird that way."
"No no, I get you. You have an artistic soul. You are lucky to have it. Many of us don't have a clue," I said wryly.
Roberta 'Bobbi' Jeanette Thibideaux
'Mustang Sally, huh, ha
Guess you better slow your mustang down'
Painting gave me lots of time to think but one thing that I didn't want to think about was leaving. I had a couple of early summer classes I signed up for that would be starting soon. Now, I wish I wouldn't have, but it was too late. I was locked in. Then right after those my full time courses would begin.
I surprised myself when I realized how much I would miss him. If I didn't have so much invested in school and my career, I could easily settle here and help him run the motel. I had lots of ideas for marketing, but those I could still do from school. But still, it wouldn't be like being here with him. Sadly, I'm not even sure I could work from here. I have an opportunity in Atlanta that I would be stupid to pass up. And much as I would love to stay with Jerry, I wouldn't give up my career.
That sad thought stayed with me the remainder of the day and I couldn't shake it off. I l cleaned up, changed, and ran out for a pizza without telling Jerry.
"Whoa, pizza, nice surprise!" he said coming from his desk. "I didn't even know you left me."
Even that stabbed at my heart. Would he look at it as though I was leaving him when I went back to school. He locked the front door and flipped the sign on the phone number to call to check in. I had everything set up in the back apartment, along with a couple of beers.
"You really do know the way to a man's heart," he winked and gave me a quick kiss. We sat down to eat.
"I'll have to leave soon," I mentioned. He nodded. "I wish I didn't though."
"You have to finish school, Bobbi," he said, knowing what was in my head. "Maybe you can come back on your breaks or holidays. I'll always be here, sweetheart." He waved his hand. "This is all I know and I intend to finish it out here."
I frowned. "Are you okay?"
"Yes yes, don't worry, as far as I know I'm still ticking along. But Bobbi, I am older and nothing is guaranteed."
I dropped the rest of the piece on my plate, suddenly not hungry.
I stood up and began unbuttoning my blouse. Then shimmied out of my shorts. Reached behind to unhook my bra and let that drop. Then slid my panties down and off.
He sat, half eaten piece of pizza dangled in his fingers as his eyes roamed my body. 的 guess we're done eating,・he said. Then added. 撤izza.・
I stretched out on the bed and watched him at the end as he undressed. He leaned over the end of the bed and grabbed my ankles, parting my legs as he moved between my legs.
・Now it's time for dessert!・
For someone that claimed inexperience should had intuition on what drove a woman wild. The rhythmic movement of his tongue on my clit quickly brought me to a body shuddering orgasm. He kept it up so waves rolled through me and my body arched with each peak.
I reached for him and he swung around so his cock was in my mouth while his was on my pussy.
His cock was hard, red and angry looking. I sucked on the mushroom head and teased the hole with my tongue. I fondled and played with his balls in my other hand while I tightly gripped the base of his cock with two fingers. I slide my lips down, grazing the shaft with my teeth.
I hummed. I moaned. I did everything he could to vibrate on his cock. At the same time I danced his balls on my fingertips, then pushed in deep between and around them. I sucked harder when I backed off, the head of his cock pinched in my hot mouth as my lips slid off.
"Oh my god, sweetheart. Your mouth is magic," he gasped.
He licked up and down my slit and pushed a finger inside me while I mouth fucked his cock. I wanted to taste him. To feel his juices hit the back of my throat. He moaned a warning that he was cumming and I deep throated him, vibrating hard.
His tongue worked my clit at the same time while we went higher and higher together. Every nerve in my body tenses and the release felt like a fireworks explosion right out to my toes and fingers. His cock throbbed hard in my mouth and I pulled back so his seed splashed my tongue. I felt and heard his groan that reverberated through my body.
After we caught our breaths, we turned and kissed, smelling and tasting ourselves and each other.
"Mmmm," I mewed.
"Phew." He smiled.
I decided right then, that I would come back to visit him every chance I had, I also hoped that he would find someone else for his bed. He deserved someone full time in his life.
Until then, I'd come around every once in a while and screw his brains out!
- the end -
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Her husband's father steps in to pick up the pieces when his son follows the church and leaves his beautiful wife for a year with mom. Sexy silver fox Stede and his young daughter-in-law Jill find they have a lot in common, and will have major surprises for the returning missionary mom and son.
My Father-In-Law is my Salvation Ch. 01
"You're what?" I had paint on my hands so I swiped forearm across my face and pushed errant strands of blonde hair back. "I must not have heard you correctly."
"I am going on a missionary trip to South Africa," my husband Andy said, enunciating every word as though he were talking to an imbecile.
"Okay smart ass," I said and began rolling paint on the kitchen wall again. "Any idea how long?"
"A year."
I hesitated a moment. "A year. Is this spur of the moment, or did you know this when we bought the house, Andy?"
As an interior decorator, I networked with real estate agents, and one gave me a head's up on this property. A cape cod from the nineteen fifties, the bones were good and the price was right, so Andy and I snapped it up. At first to flip, then we decided to stay. It's small and will be little upkeep. My career keeps me busy and my husband, well lets just say he stays busy between work and his church.
"I thought it may come up but was not sure," he admitted. "I have a calling. I must go." He hesitated. "You know I do not like when you call me Andy. I've asked you numerous times to call me Andrew."
I knew better than to even make an attempt to reason with him, especially when it came to his church. And I well knew he preferred to be called Andrew since joining this church. Something that has crept into every aspect of our lives.
"When're you leaving?"
Continuing to roll the robins egg blue paint on the kitchen wall I concentrated on how much I loved it against the new white cupboards. We planned on DIY other than the kitchen and two bathrooms. They all thankfully were done as far as the professionals went. I wanted to get the kitchen painted so we would have one room that was done.
"Next week."
"Okay." I turned the radio up and moved to the last area that needed painting. "Are you cooking for your parents tonight?"
"Yes."
His Dad had just sold his construction company to retire, and has been a huge help to us. Him and Andy's Mom were usually ready to do whatever they could to help. I loved them both, but his Mom was the one that got her son involved in the church and I admit I harbored some resentment about that. I attended several times but never got good vibes and felt they were too controlling of the congregation, so I declined invitations from both Andy and his Mom after that.
"This kitchen looks fantastic, Jill. You really have an eye for color," Stede said.
Andy's Dad was tall, muscled like a construction worker and not a gym rat. Stede was named after a pirate, which was a good choice because his silver beard and head full of soft silver curls made him look like one. He had an outdoor worker tan, which made his pale blue eyes even brighter.
"Thanks!" I took his Dad to see both bathrooms since he hadn't seen the final results while Andy and his Mom conferred, no doubt about their church.
My husband loved to cook and dinner was always something new, typically exceptional.
"Did you tell your parents what you're doing, Andrew?" I stood up and began clearin the table.
His Dad looked at him expectantly but his Mom made a project of looking down and folding her napkin.
"I just told Mom." He looked at his Dad. "I'm going to South Africa for missionary work for a year."
"Really..." Stede looked stunned and to this point I've never seen Stede at a loss for words.
"Yes, and Mom wanted to go, but they need money for the trip and she was not sure what you would say. They collected funds for her, the only obstacle would be you. I guess."
Both Stede and I were hit with a double whammy, and he knew as well as I did arguing with their devotion to the church would get us nothing but frustration. Their church came first. Always.
Stede turned to his wife and said, "Is that true? You want to go on a missionary trip?" She nodded, eyes downcast.
"Okay then, go." He looked at me and smiled. "How about a beer for the old man?" Effectively dismissing any further conversation.
Everyone moved out to the deck since we had little in the way of furnishings other than bed and dressers. Andy continued to quietly converse with his Mom.
Stede said, "Don't worry about anything."
I smiled weakly and nodded, sure he saw the relief on my face. I've always been a self sufficient woman, but having a house dumped in my lap that was half in demolition was not something I was prepared for.
I stared at the ceiling that last night while Andy snored in a deep peaceful sleep. For the last year I had been considering divorce. When he first joined this church, it wasn't as demanding. Slowly they crept into every facet of our lives. About six months in, Andy told me that the church sanctioned that sex should only be used for procreating. And that day, our sex life ended.
From that point on I could not imagine what kind of a marriage we would have in the future.
I remained faithful to my husband, but this current situation, that he was leaving me for a year would put the wheels in motion to end our marriage.
Church members picked up the two the morning they were to leave. We hadn't talked much about it. He had been in high spirits since his announcement and obviously looked forward to his trip.
After the goodbyes, I went back to painting and had moved into the first bathroom.
"Jill," I heard someone call and I recognized my father-in-law's voice.
"Stede! I'm in the bathroom."
"Oh, okay. I'll wait in the kitchen."
I laughed. "No no, I'm painting. C'mon in!" I looked down and cringed when I saw my t-shirt with daubs and drips of paint on my tits. Thirty-eight D were always in the way, either catching drips or smearing paint.
Too late to change Stede appeared, nearly filling the doorframe. "Thought you could use some company slash help?" he smiled.
We both suddenly had unresolved issues and no one understood them better than us. At least we had each other.
"Please to both." He began to install towel bars and remainder of the hardware.
"So what do you think to all this, Jill?"
"Honestly? I'm going to file for divorce from Andy."
He nodded. "I understand, certainly. I admit the thought has crossed my mind as well."
"Yeah, it wasn't anything I had expected. To be honest, the church was just too controlling and it began to affect our marital life." I turned to look at him. "And you're not old, in fact I think you'd be quite a catch for any woman. You got that bad boy pirate look."
He chuckled. "I've been called a lot of things, but never a bad boy pirate."
"Yeah well I'm a woman and I know these things," I said, stepping off the ladder and bumping into him. "Yikes, sorry." He steadied me against him.
For a moment I basked in the heat of his hands and his hard body. I had been craving a man's touch. He was in no hurry to let me go or move away. He had certainly been affected as much as I, but I honestly did not know him well enough to guess if he would have found sex elsewhere. Outside of his marriage.
I always thought my father-in-law good looking, but not in the way I was seeing him how. I painted, he finished up some odds and ends and we kept brushing against one another. I knew he was starving for intimacy and affection as I was
We grabbed a couple of beers and sat on the deck, watching the last bit of the sun setting. I know neither of us wanted to talk about his wife, my husband, or our situation. I think we both knew we had to move on, in some way, as soon as we could.
"What're you doing tomorrow?"
"I usually go out fishing on Sunday afternoon," he said, seeming to trail off. He looked at me. "To be honest, I went fishing to get out of the house after she would come home from church. It got pretty intense."
I nodded. "I know exactly what you mean."
"So, since I don't need to escape from my own house, I can come over and help tomorrow. If you want me to, that is."
"Of course!" I jumped at his offer, not just for the help, but his company.
The following weeks went like that. If I wasn't on a job, he was here working when I came home. I discovered that Andy got his cooking skills from his Dad, who often cooked breakfast, lunch or dinner here, one or all three. We began to grocery shop and spent time together when we weren't working on the house.
There was a big difference in our ages, but it never really occurred to me. We had fun, and were coming to terms with our lives. I had been to a lawyer and he was drawing papers up. Stede and I never discussed it again after the first day and I didn't tell him.
We were starting the last section of wall demolition and I was happy to see the end in sight.
Stede came out of the demo room and groaned, rubbing his shoulder. "That lath and plaster is tough on this old guy."
"Old, she scoffs," I said smiling. "I think I have muscle rub, how about I work on your shoulder?"
"That would be great, Jill. I couldn't have asked for a better daughter-in-law. I wanted to tell you that a long time ago. You're like the daughter I never had, and I'm as proud of you as I would be my own daughter."
Heartfelt words like from a big burly father-in-law deserved a hug. I wrapped my arms around his middle, my head on his chest. I had lost my Dad when I was young, and Stede had actually been like a Dad to me.
There was a moment of shock before he wrapped his arms around me and held me tight. No words were exchanged but it was at that moment my view of him, my feelings for him, changed. And I knew it was the same for him. I felt it happen between us. He kissed the top of my head and I looked up.
Shoulder forgotten, his eyes turned dark blue, lusty. I flicked my tongue over my dry lips and he sucked in a breath. I stood up on tip toe, leaned into him and wrapped my hand around the back of his head, urging him closer to my waiting lips. Our eyes, met, he groaned and kissed my lips like a man that was just released.
He cupped my ass and pulled me up against him, his hot hard bulge rubbed against my mound. I wrapped my arms around his neck and was swallowed by our deeply passionate kiss. He pushed me into the wall and I wrapped my legs around him. He groaned and rocked his hips into my spread thighs, our thin shorts doing little to dispel the steamy heat.
He pulled away, gasping in my neck. He continued to grind into me. "I have to stop now Jill, or I won't be able to," he ground out. We were both hungry. He took some deep breaths. "We need to decide if this is what we both want. If it's not something we'll regret."
"I won't regret it. The divorce papers are in motion and my marriage won't stand in the way. As far as what I want, I want you." I stepped back and looked at him. "And it's not just for sex. I have a vibrator in that bedroom that has taken care of my needs since all this church stuff started. I'm going to guess you took care of your own needs as well."
He nodded. "This is all so new, Jill. I feel as though I've always had feelings for you. I couldn't even entertain the thought obviously. Besides being your father-in-law, I'm too old for you."
Brazenly I squeezed his hard cock through his jeans. "This doesn't think I'm too young for you."
"You're playing with fire."
"I hope so."
"Not here," he waved his hand. "Not now. I want you, Jill. I want nothing more than to be buried inside you." I swallowed hard. "But it'll be on my terms," he growled.
This was a side of him I'd never seen before and it was arousing. I pressed my body into him and reached up to kiss him. "If I don't get you first," I growled, throwing down the gauntlet.
He grabbed my upper arms and held me to him while we kissed hard and deep. I could feel my teeth in my lips as I drove my tongue in and out of his mouth. His hand covered my tit and kneaded through my t-shirt and bra. He pinched my nipple and I moaned into his mouth.
Suddenly he put me away from him. "Seems we have discovered something about one another today." He smiled.
What is the saying, I thought... Still water runs deep.
It was a whole different atmosphere between us after that. He began to take liberties with my body, as did I with his. We both knew it was an erotic foreplay leading up to rough and wild sex.
His son was always much more passive, and now I understand that he takes after his Mom. With the right encouragement, I found his father to be just the opposite. He turned into the aggressor, which allowed me the same. We had no limitations or boundaries. Yet. I was learning what I could tolerate, and it was much more than I'd ever dreamed. They say there is a fine line between pain and pleasure. I would know it when I got there.
One morning he walked in the door, lifted me off the floor and kissed me. Hard and deep. I hung on and took it deeper and harder. I was only about three inchse shorter than Stede. I was a big girl, with big tits, and a big ass. He appreciated that, and the fact I was no shrinking violet. I expected a bruise or two before it was over... Strickly from active sex and not abuse. I was not worried about him getting into that territory.
We began to play an erotic game of who wil break the first. He insisted we have a safe work just in case he got out of control in our play. I knew that would never happen, but agreed to it. Our work on the house went more slowly becase we did like the tease.
I was on the stepladder painting and I felt his hands on my hips easing my shorts down. I leaned on the top step and pushed my ass out, mostly bare because I wore a thong.
"Oh baby this ass has been driving me crazy," he murmured. He rubbed circles and began to knead each globe. I felt his beard and mustache right before he began taking nips. He nipped then soothed with a brush of his mustache and and then a harder nip. I leaned on the top of the stepladder and held on. I felt the sting and cried out more from the shock of the smack on my ass, than any pain.
"Mmmm, you like this," he stated. "Does this make you wet?" He soothed my ass with his hand, then suddenly another swat. It went into my pussy like a jolt of electricity and I could feel my wetness His lips ran over my ass cheeks, then he stopped and started to slide my shorts up.
"Leave them." I let them fall to the floor. I would work the rest of the day wearing just my thong. I moved to the first step and turned. He stood there with his hands on my hips, only now he was facing my tits.
"Ive been watching these tits bouncing around bare under your shirt all morning," he said, looking at my npples poking through the thin knit in his direction.
He opened his mouth, covered my nipple and sucked it and my shirt into his mouth. The shirt was the only thing between his teeth and my skin when he tugged them longer and harder. My fingers wove into his silver curls and I gripped, holding his head to me. He groaned and growled as his teeth worked on my nipples. My breath whistled hrough my clenched teeth as I arched, trying to shove more of my tit into his talented mouth.
He backed off. The wet white knit was transparent nad clung to my hard nipple. I pulled his head towards me because I needed more, but he resisted. He looked into my eyes as his big hand slipped under my shirt and over my other breast. He palmed my nipple hard. My tongue flicked across my lips and he glanced down for a second. He began to methocically knead my breast.
"Tell me," he said, knowing by the look in my eyes.
I opened my mouth, but nothing came out. The rhythmic squeezing was intense and pulled at my cunt every time he did it. The narrow strip of my thong as soaked and I could smell my sex. I held his head and give him hard biting kisses. He pinched my nipple and I cried out in his mouth, the pain and the pleasure all blurring into one.
"More," I breathed.
He wrapped his arms around my middle and lifted me off the ladder. "Not now baby, not now." I was angry and frowned, not wanting the game to end. "Each day is one more step we are both taking into the unknown. I can't tihnk of anyone else I'd rather be on this trip of discovery, than you."
Later he said, "Your ass is still pink from your spanking."
"My fat ass you mean?" I laughed, but he got serious.
"No, don't ever say that again. A real man appreciates everything about a woman, big small, short or tall. The others don't matter so don't listen to them. Your ass is perfect and I have plans for it," he grinned.
"Ohhhhh," I purred.
The next day we just finished lunch and his wife called from South Africa. He put it on speaker and I started to run out of the kitchen, but he cuaght me by the waist and set me on the counter. He moved between my spread thighs as she went on about how fulfilling their missonary work was there, how she found peace, how she was sorry she had to leave him alone. Up until then he replied with a few 'uh huh's'.
"Don't worry about me, Betsy," he said, pulling my t-shirt over my head and baring my breasts. "I'm doing fine." He kissed me while he caressed my breasts. 'In fact I have a special prooject I'm working on and have been busy with that."
"I'm so glad to hear that, Stede," she said somewhat quizzical. "Is it a project around the house?"
He sucked off my nipple with a loud pop. "Nope, nothing like that"
"What was that noise?"
"That's my project. It needs attended to constantly, so I better go. I'm glad you called Betsy. Talk to you again soon." And he tapped the phone good bye.
"Oh my you are bad like a pirate," I murmured as he wtnt back to latch on my tit again. "Mmmm," I moaned. "So bad." I clutched his head to my tit.
I had a sofa brought over from storage so we would have something to sit on. It was covered with a sheet for protection, so we could take a break throughut the day. That evenign we had beers and talked about tomorrow's undertakings. My phone rang and it was my soon to be ex husband.
"Andy," I answered.
Stede got up and began to measure, and I put Andrew on speaker and set the phone on a stool we used for paint and tools. Andy begain as his mother did telling me about his work there. I pressed into Stede's back and slipped my hands under his shirt, to run them over his lightly furred chest. I felt, rather than heard, his stomach suck in when he graoned.
"Sounds great, Andy," I murmured, slipping my fingers into the waistband of his Dad's shorts.
I pushed my tits into his back and Andy went on to describe their living conditions. I pushed my hands into his elastic waist shirts and into his tight briefs. His breathing increased He put his hands flat on the wall and leaned, looking to see as well as feel what I was doing.
"Wow, really," I interjected into Andy's conversations as my hand wrapped around his Dad's thick hot shaft. "That's really big."
"Big?" Andy said.
"Nice. I mean nice," I said, working to untangle his cock and balls from his briefs, until Stede reached down and shoved them down.
His cock flopped out and hung heavlly in front of his balls between his legs. Stede clenched his jaw and threw his head back and I fondled his balls and cock.
"Yes, I'm busy with the house," I told Andy. "Thankfully your Dad has been a huge," I said, squeezing his cock, "help to me. It would have been hard to find better encouragement than your Dad."
"I'm glad you two are getting on so well. I was afraid he'd be lonely without Mom."
"Dont you worry, Andrew, I'll see to it that Stede isn't lonely. I can comfort him when he gets lonely," I said stroking Stede's hard shaft. "If he needs soothing," I cupped his balls in my hand and caressed them, "I'll take care of him."



"Thanks Jill, you're the best."
"I hope I will be, but I'll find out soon. Bye, Andrew." I poked at the goodbye button.
"Holy hell," Stede shouted, turning around.
I ignored him and pushed his shirt over his head, then puled my own shirt off. I shimmied out of my shorts and grabbed his hand and ran into the bedroom.
"Fuck me with that cock, now."
It had all built up. The constant teasing between us and then today when he sucked my tits while he talked to his wife. And now. I had Andy's Dad's cock in my hand while I talked to him. I was past the point of no return.
He was between my legs, my ankles on his shoulders and he drove in deep.
"Oh my god yeah fuck me Stede. I need that cock. Drive it in your daughter." He groaned, pushed my legs down, dropped to support himself above me and began to pound his cock into my wet cunt. It was hard and fast and he was out of control. I was out of control. I raked my nails over his skin, dug my nails in his hard muscled ass the flexed and clenched as he fucked me harder and harder.
MY tits lewdly jerked on my chest. His balls slapped my ass. His groan was louder each time he slammed into me matching my own lewd sounds. I don't even know where it came from but it started with a low wail. As the orgasm racked through my body got louder and louder until the only thing I could hear were his loud grunts as he pumped into me. His head dropped to my breasts, his breathing hard and fast.
He rolled to his back. "What the fuck just happened."
I purred at his side. I hadn't had a chance to admire his body. His clothing hid a lot and he was all hard muscles. I trailed my fingers through the hair on his chest, then traced the arrow down over his stomach until I got to the thick nest of curls surrounding his cock. At rest his cock was average length, but thick. I hefted his balls in my hand. His thighs were thick and muscular.
He chuckld and I loked up at him."What?"
"You checking me out. Too late now if uou don't like what you see."
I smiled. "Oh I like what I see. Always have. Very much."
Suddenly he pushed me on my back and began the same investigation. His fingers twirled around my nipples instantly hardening them. He brushed his soft mustache over my breasts in the most arousing way.
His hand smoothed down my stomach and cupped my pussy. "I really really like this you know."
"My cunt?"
"That's another thing I like. When you talk dirty. I never hear that." Knowing my prim and proper mother-in-law I could only imagine. That's how I could unleash the savage beast. "No, I love this," he murmured, running his fingers over my soft smooth pussy lips. "That you are totally shaved." He looked up at me and stopped, reaching up to take my arm. "Did I do this?" he asked, looking at a finger size bruise. I nodded. "Oh my god," me moaned.
"No no baby, not like that. Remember wwhen I walmost fell of the ladder and you caught me. It was from that." I kissed him. "You have neverhurt me."
We lay there and kissed, hands stroking each other. "You know what else you did?" he asked.
"Uh oh." I grinned.
He pulled my thigh over his hip. "God you're so fucking sexy." HE pushed his thigh between my legs.
"That's what I did?"
"Oh no. You're distracting me," he laughd. "When you said something about fucking you, my duaghter."
"Ohhhh, that turned you on did it?" I had my hand on the side of his face stroking his beard.
"I think that's called a trigger."
"I'll store that in my memory bank for more fun and games."
"I can't wait," he said, pulling the sheeto over us. "OH, and I'm staying the night."
"That's okay, I wouldn't let you go anyhow."
Throughout the night I was aware of his hand on me, as well as me searching for his body. He spooned in behind me, his ccok neslted in my ass cheeks, his arm around me resting lightly on my tit.
We were needy and found each other. I wondered if it would last. My divorce would be final before Andy got home. Actually he had no home because I had better credit and purchased the house on my own. I could be the-othre-woman because I still didn't know what Stede intended to do about Betsy, if anything. It was a complicated relationshihp that could be a made for television movie.
Later that day we were doing the extremely dusty job of sanding drywall. Stede said, "Jill, I never want to hurt you."
"You won't, baby."
"But I could because I'm big. It could happen. You make me lose control you know."
"I'm not worried about it and you shouldn't either. We both get pretty wild, Stede. It's just us." I shrugged.
I had never had a relationship where we had rough sex so it was al new to me, but it was something I craved with Stede. Through the years I've had friends mention they enjoyed it rough, so I knew we weren't unusual.
"You can stay here as long as you want."
"Yes," he said.
We both knew that things would change radically when they came home. I would let Stede bring it up when he was ready, not wanting to be responsible for swaying him either way. It had to be his choice, either way.
He looked at me and smiled. "I don't know you you can be so fucking sexy and covered with drywall dust at the same time."
"Ugh. I look like a bug." I wore goggles and a scarf around my head but drywall dust still found it's way in.
"I'll just have to get you in the shower and clean you up, Ms. Bug." He laughed.
"Oh?" I moaned. "You're going to use that hot body of yours, to rub over my slick soapy skin?"
He moaned. "And I'll use my cock to get into every crevice."
"A man on a mission. I like that... Dad," I said, glancing down at the bulge in his shorts.
"Mmmm, you know you drive me crazy with that kinky dad daughter stuff don't you."
"Yep. And I plan on driving you crazy with a lot more too," I said matter of fact as I continued to sand. "Do you think we can get this done so we can get this mess cleaned up?"
"Sure sweetie, we don't have much more to do. We'll get it cleaned up tonight so we can start fresh in the morning."
I had a large glass enclosed spa shower put in with the remodel and I was excited just thinking about Stede in there with me. We actually left our dusty clothing in the room and ran naked to the bathroom.
"You know, Jill, when you brought me in to see the bathroom that day, I had a vision in my mind of you being in this shower. I never thought I'd be the one with you."
"I couldn't think of anyone I'd rather have be in here with me." I kissed him and pulled him under the rainhead. "You really have no idea how sexy you are do you?"
I ran my hands over his chest, across his wide shoulders and down his muscular arms. I looked down at his throbbing erection and fat balls below. His thighs were thickly muscled. I lathered my hands and soaped his ass slipping my fingers down the valley to the base of his balls. I heard his breath.
"Mmmm, you like that hmmm," I whispered. He let me study his body although he would tremble at my touch as my hands roamed his body. I learned by his reactions, his heavy breathing, gasps.
I weighed his balls in my hands as his hands covered my tits. "These drive me crazy you know. So big, firm but so soft. And your nipples are such a sweet pink." He pinched and tugged my nipples hard and longer.
That night in bed after another hard and fast fuck, I began to think that before this, I would never associate rough with sex. Stede was a big man and took what he wanted, but I found I could give as well as take. He had scratches down his back and nail marks in his ass to prove it. We were both the type that got lost in the heat of the moment.
When he ate me earlier, he growled, sucked and licked. He tweaked my clit until I came over and over, louder than I had ever been. With anyone. Hearing each other was a turn on in itself and we were inflamed. We seemed to be bringing it out in each other.

- pause or the end? -
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To my dear regular readers, this is a softer version of my normal, and the sex is coming in late to the story because she's a virgin. In her grayed young world, although unbeknownst to him, her uncle became her rock. She wanted to give him what was most important- her virginity. He gives her new life from the neglect of her past, but in the end they are still niece and uncle. Can her inexperienced naive seduction erase all his qualms? As always, comments welcome.
* * * * *
"Fwank is here," I mumbled to myself, standing on tiptoe and peering out the front window to watch his jaunty walk up the weed choked sidewalk.
Not Uncle Frank or even Frank. I couldn't roll the R's like everyone else so Fwank it was and always has been. Unruly straw-colored hair, sharp jawline, and thin lips created his handsome and somewhat boyish face. Mama always referred to him as her handsome brother even though he was her only brother. Her baby brother, she always has to remind.
The morning of my sixteenth birthday Fwank showed up in his usual suit of gray pinstripe, blue tie, black suspenders, and dark gray fedora. No men wore hats anymore and I was always intrigued by it. Always, meaning the annual visits he made that were usually on my birthday.
He said, "Dolcezza I want you to come with me to pick out your birthday present." Mama insisted that she would come along. He told me later that he threw his sister a red herring and I didn't ask what that was because all l knew was, she didn't come with us and I was glad.
Two hours later we were back in my shiny red car with the white sticker in the window. I had a new car and two hours of Fwank to myself.
We parked in front of the house. He turned in his seat and said, "This is your car. Don't let her take it from you. Get it?" I nodded in understanding. Although I didn't ever admit it to myself.
He left me a set of keys but took the second set, then hugged me goodbye on the curb and left.
Mama had left for her hair appointment and manicure, but on her return the first thing she asked was where the extra keys were. I told her he had them, and her face screwed into an ugly frown. She never even wished me a happy birthday.
My name was not Dolcezza, and I was at sea to what it meant but I did love the way it rolled off his tongue... Dol-chay-za. It was certainly better than the lispy sounding name Bethany.
Mama speculated about his money and told me in a dramatically conspiratorial whisper that she could expose him as a gangster but being her brother and all, she wouldn't.
But I knew she had a crush on Eliot Ness. That's why she looped crackly black and white Untouchables on sleepless nights. She just needed to romanticize that someone in her life was a mobster, or better, that she was important in his life.
No matter, I bought into it, and after that he was Dirty Fwank to me. I did think the fedora made him more gangsterish. I watched a few of the Untouchable shows so I was savvy.
I expected Dirty Fwank on my eighteenth birthday, but he was a no show.
Not bad enough that my birthday was in July, during summer break. Birthdays that fell during the school year at least had a party with homemade cupcakes and shiny colorful hats. To make matters worse, still no Dirty Fwank.
I did not have my hopes up anyways on my nineteenth birthday. Mama would always pat her beehive hairdo and tell me, Bethany that's the way Frank has always been. We never could depend on him.. But she never had cupcakes or a present for me. So that's the way she has always been.
I just wanted his presence, not a present. He was my rock in a sea of Mama's mishmash and neglect. My best friend in high school told me once that I lived in a melluva hess at my house. She never knew the half of it.
By my twentieth birthday I didn't even consider that he would show. I had just started my summer break from the local technical school for cosmetology because I was going to be a hair stylist.
A package wrapped in wrinkled purple paper and an orange string arrived that morning addressed to Dolcezza at my address. I carefully untied and unfolded to save the wrappings.
It was a cell phone with his phone number programmed in. A note with it in scrawled handwriting said...
Call me at midnight
I showed Mama the phone but not the note. "Look what Dirty Fwank gave me."
But she just glanced at it, said nothing and grimaced, stretching her lips across her teeth to apply her red lipstick. I used to think she was sad because she could not afford anything for me, but I don't think she was sad about it at all. It never bothered her that her daughter had to wear thrift store clothes to school. I was glad when I got to the technical school we had to wear uniforms for my cosmetology classes. It was the first time I looked like everyone else.
Daddy had walked out on us before I knew him, and although she worked two jobs, we never seemed to have enough money for a hair cut for me, for clothing or shoes, no Christmas and no birthday. All I had to look forward to, or be miserable about, was a hit or miss visit from Dirty Fwank.
They say you don't miss what you never had but I was thrilled to be like others and finally have my own phone.
Mama worked the night shift and left at eleven, so I had to wait another hour to call. I nervously tapped on the phone icon under his name.
"Dolcezza."
"Yes."
"I am sorry I missed your birthday."
"Birthdayssss," I enunciated and stretched the S at the end, just to make sure he knew that I was all grown up now and he had missed it.
"Yes yes, I'm sorry, I did miss a few, didn't I?" His voice flowed like honey over the phone, sweet and calming.
I nodded, my eyes spilled tears. I don't know why he became so important to me. He was rarely around and then when he did show up, it was only for a matter of hours, and he was gone again. Yet, he was my rock.
We never knew where he lived but Mama thought probably with other gangsters and that it was best we didn't know so we wouldn't have to go into some sort of government protection and then have to give up our identity and never talk to family or friends again.
So, I guess it was good we didn't know.
"Dolcezza?"
"Yes?"
"Are you mad at me?"
"Yes. No," I waffled.
"So, you must be in college now?"
"Technical school. I'm going to be a hair stylist."
"How were your grades in school?"
"I got all A's. Mama said I was always book smart."
"You're very smart, honey. What would you want to do?"
"I want to be a teacher."
"Nice. Very nice."
"I guess it's tough for your mom to swing the money for you. For your schooling I mean."
"I work at the diner and saved, and now I can pay for school and work now."
"Oh Dolcezza." I heard a loud sigh. "When is your summer break?"
"Right now. Just started."
"I'll pick you up Saturday morning. Tell your Mama."
I nodded.
"I have to go now. Use this phone and number any time you need me. No matter what. Call me. Even just to talk."
I nodded. My eyes leaking again. Then I sniffed.
"Don't cry."
"I'm not," I snuffled. He sighed and hung up.
The next morning, I told Mama that Dirty Fwank was coming to pick me up on Saturday morning.
Two days blurred by, and the Fwank morning dawned. I never called so last night he texted the time.
She not only never asked, but he never said how long I would be gone, but it made no difference since I had few clothes of my own to pack, and she kept all of the new clothes in her closet. Everything went in an old beat-up brown suitcase that I found in the attic.
"You make sure Frank buys you things... I don't know girl... You've always been book smart but sort of dumb sometimes," was her goodbye to me that morning before she left for work. She often told me that, but I don't know what prompted it now, nor did I care.
I was all jittery excitement while I waited at the window. He pulled up to the curb, I pulled the door closed behind me and he had already picked up my suitcase and had it in his car.
I stopped and stared. It was the first time I ever saw him without a hat and suit jacket. His tie was loose, suspenders clasped, and the sleeves of his blinding white shirt rolled up to his elbows.
He opened his door and leaned on the roof. "You coming or not, Dolcezza?"
I had worn my best dress because I didn't know where we were going. It was from thrift and was well worn pink cotton that was a size too small. My bust was an ample D, as Mama described us both and often were tight in the bust.
Fwank's eyes slid over my body trying to catch up with the years he hadn't seen me. I slid into the passenger's seat, and the big black car roared to life.
I latched my seat belt, cleared my throat and pointedly looked at him when he didn't. He took my visual scolding and buckled up.
We got on a highway and the scenery began to fly by. The clock on his dash said we had been on the road for an hour and still not at our destination.
"Why do you call me Dolcezza?"
He looked over and his eyes roved over me. "You'll figure it out someday."
I sighed. "I call you Dirty Fwank."
He chortled in amusement then burst out laughing. "I don't think I'm going to ask how that came about. Would you rather I call you Bethany?"
"No." I picked at the skirt of my dress. "I call you Dirty Fwank because Mama said you're a gangster."
This time he laughed so hard the car swerved. "She did, did she! My sister is a little cracked in the head." And he laughed again.
I laughed this time, secretly agreeing with him.
"Okay so then you're Dolcezza and I'm Dirty Fwank... Although your speech is perfect now so you could call me Frank or Uncle Frank."
I shook my head. "Nope."
He shrugged."I couldn't get used to you calling me that anyway." He slowed down and we took an exit. "Time for a sandwich. We still have a way to go."
"Are we going to your house?"
"Yes, we are."
"Are you married?"
"No, I'm not. Never have. Gangster work keeps me pretty busy." He knew that I knew, and I knew that he knew, but still I wasn't about to let him see the amusement on my face, so I turned and watched the scenery rush by.
We had drippy coney dogs and chocolate milkshakes for lunch. I giggled when he thumbed the dribble of ice cream off my chin then at the corners of my mouth. He smiled with darkening blue eyes and slowly tucked a strand of hair behind my ear.
Back on the highway it began to get warmer, and I was glad I wore a dress. It came to my knees but if I spread my legs just a little, the air conditioning would blow up my dress. Out of the corner of my eye I saw him watching.
He didn't talk much so it was hard getting to know him, so I never knew what he was thinking. I dozed on and off and lost track of how long we were driving.
The scenery seemed different now. It was flatter and I could not see anything off in the distance. No trees. No buildings. No mountains. Nothing but beautiful blue sky.
He exited, made a few quick turns, and we pulled up in front of big black gates that inched open as we waited. He parked in the circular driveway directly in front of a house bigger than I ever imagined.
I opened the door, turned in my seat, put my feet on the ground and looked in awe up the steps and up to the two floors that soared above. He came around with my suitcase.
He looked at me and laughed. "What can I say, it's lucrative being a gangster."
I trailed up the steps behind him trying to take everything in as I went. The huge balustrades, tall windows, and palms. Palms? We didn't have palms where we lived.
"Where are we?"
He unlocked the two double doors and swung them open. I stepped into a view that shot right through the house out onto a turquoise sea of crashing white capped waves.
We were on the beach.

~~~

I have always been poor, but never sad about it. Never envied those with more. They say you don't miss what you never had, and they are right. Mama got her hair dyed and permed every week, which made her happy. Money got tight when I started school, but schooling for hair did not last long and I would graduate soon. Then she could quit her second job.
I stood at the sliding glass doors in the bedroom and silently rhapsodized the view of the turquoise blue sky that fell right down into the matching ocean. It was so dazzlingly bright that I almost needed sunglasses. Fwank put my suitcase on a long dresser and said I can unpack my things into the closet and dressers.
Everything I had fit in one drawer. I carefully stored the suitcase away in the corner of the walk-in closet that was the size of my bedroom at home.
He told me to settle in then come down and we would go shopping. He wanted me to enjoy the pool and the beach, said we would be going out and that I'd need clothes for that.
On his way out he said, "Don't forget to call your Mama and let her know we arrived safely." I looked at the clock on the nightstand and knew she would still be asleep. I decided to call her later and went downstairs in search of Fwank.
He sat at the kitchen peninsula talking on his phone. He motioned me in. I looked around the kitchen, just like one that you would see on a television cooking show. We had a hotplate, but microwaving frozen dinners was my specialty so everything in the room was alien to me.
He ended his call and said, "Ready to go get you some new clothes?"
"I don't have much money with me."
"My treat!"
He held my hand and led me to the car. We didn't have far to drive until we were at a big mall. It dusky late and lights darted up the trunks to the undersides of the palm trees that marched up either side of the drive. Inviting lights poured out of the big windows and lured you to the main entrance.
"What stores do you like to- never mind, let's just go look."
We held hands as we walked the mall. My favorite window scarecrows were sporting summer hot hues of shorts, tops and bathing suits. Oversize straw beach bags, huge colorful hoop earrings, wild sunglasses, and sandals accessorized each outfit.
"Do you want to go in and choose yourself or do you want me to help?"
"Help please."
As though he walked into a woman's clothing store every day, he strode in, scanned the store, saw what he was looking for and began sorting through the rack.
"You're a medium?"
"In shorts and stuff," I said, blushing.
A crease appeared between his eyebrows but then his eyes dropped to the pink dress that gaped across my big breasts and he tipped his head back in understanding.
He pulled out a beautiful aqua tank in large and dark aqua shorts in medium. "Try these and see how good I am at guessing."
There was a knock on the door and a girl that helped us earlier, brought an armload of clothes in as I stepped out. Fwank's eyes flared and then slowly moved over me. I nervously tucked in my worn bra strap and fiddled with the deep scoop of the neckline.
"Your friend has good taste," she said, putting the hangers on the wall hooks. "He picked all these out and. I couldn't have done better." She hesitated, then added, "Lucky girl!" I ignored the unasked question. She could fish around him if she was interested in his dating status.
According to her they all looked soooo totally tropical and soooo hot on me. We came out with all the clothes and Fwank stood there with various sizes and colors of totes and bags hooked on one arm along with a handful of earrings.
"Do you have sandals to match those?" He bumped his free hand towards the load of clothes.
She led us to the back of the store. The walls were lined top to bottom with rows of sandals ranging from flip flops to wedges to high heel strappy shoes. I sat down, she checked the size and he picked out a half dozen styles and colors that would match the clothes.
We stopped in the lingerie area and to my chagrin he began pointing out panty and bra sets while the smirking salesgirl scooped them up. Apparently, to her, that he would choose something intimate for me, indicated our relationship could be sugar daddy status. I riffled through a rack of nighties so she would not see my amusement.
"Uncle Frank, I'm going to the ladies room," I said, and watched her eyes widen in shock before I walked away, amused.
He paid and she promised to store our bags until we came back by.
"Now, we need to find you some swimsuits. I know there's a store here in the mall that specializes in beachwear."
He had my hand and pulled me behind him into the store. Torsos of rattan women topped each rack. He held up a one piece suit with side cut outs, I nodded, smiling. He checked the size and handed it to me.
He was a whirlwind through the store, and he found another half dozen suits the were consistently tinier than the last. The last one I couldn't see myself in and I turned up my nose.
"Dolcezza, trust me, you will be gorgeous in this one. Try it on? For me?"
Since he was buying all this the least, that would be the least I could do. I tried that one on first, but I felt embarrassingly naked in it. My breasts were so big that tropical color top did not cover much beyond my nipples, the matching bottoms similar but I was not trimmed enough for his eyes yet.
A couple of the other ones were very risqué, and I would be nervous to wear them, but I added them to the pile.
Both of our arms were loaded with bags as we left the mall.
"That was fun! I think I like buying things for you."
"It was. Sort of." I laughed. "Thank you. No one have ever done that for me. I don't know what I'll do with them once I go back though," I said sadly, thinking there wasn't much that would work back home.
He reached for my hand. "It was my pleasure, honey. You look so beautiful in all that. I know you didn't shop much."
"No, we just never had the money. It was mostly thrift store shopping." I hesitated. "I didn't mind though. I found a lot of nice clothes although none like these and in such beautiful colors."
He was quiet for the ride back.
"I have some business to do tomorrow, but I should be back early afternoon. Maybe you'd like to go to the beach?"
"I'd love it."
He helped me take all the packages up to the room. "You have a lot of unpacking to do." I looked at all the bags and didn't know where to start. "Oh wait!" He jogged out the door and was back a minute later. "I got you something earlier today."
"You bought me something else?" I said, my voice rising octaves. I opened the package, and it was an online reader. "Wow, thanks!" I ran my fingers over the smooth cool glass. "I love to read. I used to go to the library every other day."
"There's a program that allows you to download books, magazines and newspapers."
I hugged it to my chest and he curled his fingers under my chin and stroked my cheek with his thumb. His eyes went smoky blue, his lips parted as we locked eyes.
Reluctantly, he stepped back and said, "I'll be gone when you wake up. Raid the kitchen. It's stocked.
The light streamed through the glass wall, and I opened my eyes to a stunning cerulean sky with whipped cream clouds. I felt like a princess with the view, technicolor closet, and the warming comfort of this home.
I showered, and by routine hand washed my bra and panties. After I hung them on a chair on the balcony I went to kitchen. A half pot of coffee was on the stove, a mug, and next to that a plate of chocolate chip cookies.
I never drank coffee until I worked at the diner, because it was free. I nibbled a couple of cookies and washed my mug in the sink.
I found a soft round chair right inside the glass sliders. I had a view of the pool and the beach. I curled up in the chair, searched a book and began to read.
"That's how I find you... Your nose in a book," Fwank said, laughing. He set his briefcase on the floor. His gray suit jacket was slung under his arm, his sleeves rolled up revealing dark blonde hairy arms. I wondered if his chest was like that.



"Yes, thanks again. I love this!" I waved the reader.
He smiled. As he walked up the steps he said, "You might want to get dressed, Dolcezza."
I looked down forgetting I was only wearing a worn out t-shirt. Heat crept across my cheeks when I realized he had clear look at my breasts. The shirt was tattered thin, and the shadow of my dark pink areolas clearly showed and my nipples poked through. When I stood, the shirt dropped from my big breasts and didn't even cover my patch of blonde hair.
I ran up the stairs and heard him before I went into my room. "Put a suit on, we'll go to the beach!"
I chose the one piece he had picked out last night. It was red and yellow tropical flowers and had two cutouts on each side. I hadn't tried that one because it was one piece. It was the bikinis that made me nervous.
I tugged and tried to adjust the suit, but it was designed that way and would not budge. Once I had to suit on, the cutouts started under my arms and pretty much bared the outer half of my breasts. I was still pulling at the sides when he rapped on the door.
"Let's go!"
I grabbed the towel, beach bag with my reader, a hat and sunglasses and ran down the stairs with the towel covering my breasts.
"Ready?" I nodded and followed him. He had a cooler and umbrella on a beach cart that he pulled the short walk to the beach.
Because it was an area with private homes, the beach was deserted. We found a spot back near the dunes and he pulled a blanket from the cart.
I stood there clutching my towel and bag in front of me.
"Help me with this?" he asked, clearly annoyed because he was struggling with the blanket in the wind.
I dropped the bag but held the towel in front of me while I grabbed a corner of the blanket to hold it down until he could stake it. He drove the umbrella into the sand and opened it. The orange against the dark blue sky was breathtaking. I remembered my phone could take pictures and I dug it out of my beach bag.
The blue and orange was just as stunning as I thought it would be and tempered by the sand dunes behind was beautiful. I walked around and got different angles.
"I'll have to sign a release before you show anyone those pictures." His voice brought me back to reality and the fact that I had long ago dropped the towel. I immediately began tugging at the suit. "Stop it, Dolcezza. You have a gorgeous body, and that suit is perfect for you. Give me your phone and I'll show you!"
I sat cross legged on the blanket next to him shuffling through all the pictures. I hardly recognized my laughing self in the hat and sunglasses, the sandy beach and blue sky background. I sent one of those, one of Fwank and one of the umbrella against the sky to Mama. I had sent her a few others around the house, but she hadn't replied to any.
He was on his side, head propped on his hand. His chest was as furry as his arms and the dark blonde narrowed down the center behind his white beach shorts. He was younger than Mama and did not seem much older than my twenty years. The one thing that connected us as uncle and niece was our straw-colored hair. My uncle seemed to have cultivated a good tan and I intended to do the same before I went back home.
"You should put some of this on, you'll burn quickly out here. Even in the shade. The reflection from the sand burns."
I spread the sunblock on my legs thinking how he was taking care of me. Even spoiling me. It was just me and Mama, so I didn't know any other way.
I finished my legs and began smoothing the lotion on my arms, then my face. He watched me from behind dark glasses and although I should mind, I didn't. No one ever took much notice of me, so I guess any attention is flattering. I stroked it across my neck and upper chest above edge of the suit and set the bottle between us.
He picked it up and squirted it on his fingertips. "Move your arm, honey." He carefully spread the lotion on the side of my exposed breast, then did the same to the other.
"You're calling me honey, not Dolcezza."
He smiled. "Don't you like that?"
I shrugged.
He said nothing further but rolled on his back with his hands behind his head. He was lean. Mama always said, That brother of mine needs some meat on his bones. Frank is too damn skinny.
Since he was no longer looking at me, I could finally peruse him. His legs were long and yes, skinny. His thinness did nothing but accentuate the large mountain at the juncture of his legs. I didn't know if it was large because he was skinny or because it was actually large. I never saw a man's stuff so all I could do was guess. Girls in school talked and all I knew was from them.
"Did you call your Mama?" I jumped because I thought he was asleep.
"Not yet. I thought about it but she's at work. I'll catch her before she leaves for her second job. I did send her pictures."
"She can probably give that up since you'll be gone."
"Gone?"
He rolled to his side again and removed his sunglasses. "I thought it would be good for you to stay here with me."
"Here?"
"Yes Dolcezza," he said going back to my original name. "We can get your school records and you can attend college right here."
"But where would I live? Where would Mama live?"
"You would continue to stay here, and Nadine would stay there. She could give up her second job since there'd be one less mouth to feed." His words stung.
"I was a burden." I sniffed. Behind my sunglasses my eyes rimmed with tears. He hooked them with his fingers and pulled them off.
"Honey you were never a burden. She just.." He searched for words as he talked, and I knew he was being kind about Mama. "She didn't know how to properly care for you. I think she was barely able to take care of herself."
I stretched out, facing him, and resting my head on my upper arm.
"So, I'd live here with you?" Live with Dirty Fwank? "Not just for summer break?"
"I talked to my sister about it and she agreed you were better off with me, but in the end, we are leaving it up to you. Your decision." He brushed hair from my face, his fingers lingered on my cheek for a moment.
I nodded. "Okay then." Fwank wanted me there with him. Even after all those years of bounding in and out of my life.
He smiled until he dimpled. "That's great, honey. I love having you here already."
"You missed my eighteenth birthday," blurted out of my mouth, out of the blue.
"I know. I'm so sorry. Were you mad?"
"No, not mad. Disappointed maybe."
"Awh honey I'm sorry. I didn't know you felt that way. Figured you thought that I was just the zany uncle that popped in and out." He was apologizing and I appreciated it but still I had to hide the sadness on my face. "I think I understand what's going on now. I just wish I'd have realized a long time ago. I'm going to make it up to you honey, I promise."
He groaned and moved nearer, pulling me close and holding me tight. It was as though the floodgates opened and all my emotions poured out of me at once. I began sobbing against his shoulder. He held my head and crooned while it all flowed out at once. I cried so hard I began hiccuping. He continued to just hold me and move his lips against my temple.
"I'm sorry, Fwank."
"There's nothing to be sorry about. I understand now." He reassured me. "About everything. I get it. I'm your uncle and your only close relative. I wish I had known what was going on with Nadine a long time ago. I'm sorry I wasn't there for you then, but I'm here for you now and I'm not going anywhere."
He still held me tightly against him but reached back and picked up a towel. He leaned back so he could wipe my face with the towel. He blotted my tears and like you would a child, wiped my nose.
"I must look tewwible," I blubbered, palming my cheeks, then giggling at what I said because my nose was stuffed from crying.
He smiled. "You look beautiful." We were so close his warm breath washed over my face. His lips brushed mine and my fingers curled in his chest hair. I tipped my head up wanting more. He sighed, pushed his fingers through my hair and pressed his lips against mine. He teased my lips with his tongue until I allowed him to dip in. His tongue snaked around my mouth. I felt the wetness between my legs.
I backed off and whispered, "Fwank, I..." I was so aroused that I couldn't even speak. I was so tightly wound I knew that I would fly away if he touched me.
He looked at me quizzically for a second. "You're a virgin." It wasn't a question.
"Oh Bethany, honey. I'm your uncle. We shouldn't even have gone this far. I shouldn't have let it get this far. You drive me crazy. I can lose control with you so very easily. You'll go to school, and find a guy your age to be your first. Or maybe even wait until you find someone you love to share your virginity with."
My uncle. He was of course. But that made it even more special to me that he be my first. I didn't want to talk. I wanted action. No idea what or how but I was sure I was going to die if I didn't get some relief. He seemed so unaffected that I wondered if it were only women that could feel this way. I scanned his face for anything to show that he felt the same. That he called me Bethany set me back and I did not like that. It was as though he was speaking to me as a child and I had to show him that I was a woman now.
His lips parted and I just held the back of his neck and pressed my lips against his, pushing my tongue into his mouth and tasting him. I leaned into him pressing my body into his, but when I did that, it only tightened the spring that was so tightly coiled within me.
"Dammit," he murmured against my lips. He rolled me to my back and came over me, kneeling my legs wide and sinking between. My legs wrapped around him. He grunted. Pushed that mountain between my legs and I automatically rocked up to grind against it.
Waves of pleasure coursed through me and I kept rocking and grinding. While he kissed me he slipped his hand in my suit and began to knead. I moaned louder and ground against him faster. My nipples grew longer and harder between his fingers.
Suddenly everything went black. I locked my legs around him just as the fireworks went off accompanied by my long low wail. My breaths were sharp and jerky. I wrapped my arms around him and held on because I was afraid I wouldn't come back. I never felt anything like it. I was in awe but frightened at the same time.
"Oh baby," he said, brushing his lips over mine. "You had a real ride didn't you."
My chest was still heaving while I tried to catch my breath. I had played a few times, but I didn't really know what I was doing and it was never like this.
I realized I still had my arms and legs around him. "Sorry."
"I loved it. If you weren't a virgin, I'd have pushed your suit aside and been inside you."
"Really?"
"Hell yeah!" His mountain was still lodged between my thighs, and I could feel its hardness and heat.
"I want that." I rocked up into him and he groaned.
"First of all, if, and that's a big if, I take your virginity it won't be on the beach. I'll have you naked in my bed."
"Okay then."
"I'm your uncle."
"So."
He rolled on his back and groaned. His shorts were tented now, so what I saw before was not big. At least not big like this. I cautiously reached out and put my hand on it. He jerked and I quickly drew my hand back.
"Oh god. I can shut down the most experienced women without a thought, but I can't say no to you." He had a forearm over his eyes. "You can touch it, honey."
My fingers automatically wrapped around the solid shaft, and I cautiously squeezed to test its hardness. When it jerked in my hand I quickly let go.
"You didn't hurt him. In fact, he liked that." I still couldn't see his eyes, but his lips curled into a smile.
Him. I liked that.
I cupped my hand over him again and felt softness at the base of the hard shaft.
I needed to feel him and slid my hand up the leg of his shorts.
I touched his balls and jerked back. I had never felt anything like that. The thick wrinkled skin then mushy until I felt two firm balls. I realized then it was a pouch. I bumped the hard shaft when I was carefully gathering his balls in my hand. His hips rocked up and he moaned, soft and low, at the same time reaching down to hold my hand in place. He knew I would jerk away not knowing what his response meant.
I put my thumb and forefinger on each side of the hard shaft at the base. The skin was so soft, the shaft was hard. I measured it between my finger until I bumped into the wide overhang, then up to the mushroom head.
It was wet and slick, and I rubbed my finger on it. He groaned and each hand clutching a fistful of our blanket.
"Keep going, baby. What you're doing..." He hissed a breath between his teeth. "What you're doing feels so good."
"It does?"
"Oh god yeah. If you keep doing that you're going to make me come. I'm not sure if you're ready for that but-"
"I am!" I cut in. "I want you to come."
"Alright then. Just leave him in my shorts this time. I'll help you, okay?"
'Yes!" My thumb began smearing the slick stickiness in circles on the smooth head.
"Oh damn that feels so good.. Now wrap your hand around my cock."
I did and he put his hand over mine and showed me how to stroke how tightly he liked to be held. He left me do it on my own and he rocked up, so his cock slid through my hand. He groaned, his fingers gripping the blanket again. He rocked faster and I stroked faster.
"Oh my god yeah, keep doing that don't stop," he gritted in a deep voice, his face grimaced.
I felt the first hard throb then hot liquid hit my thumb and was pouring down over my hand. He grunted with each pulse until there was nothing left. I loosened my grip on his cock and a pool of his seed ran down his cock. His cock was still hard, so I used the slickness to continue stroking him. I thought he could come again.
"No more now." He put his hand around mine and tipped his head to look at me. "I don't think I've ever come that hard from a hand job."
I smiled, hoping that was a good thing.
He groaned. "I knew from the moment I picked you up I wouldn't be able to control myself around you. You're just so damn beautiful and sexy."
"Me?"
Beautiful and sexy. Those words were alien to me. No one ever referred to me as either. I wore thrift store clothes, Mama chopped my hair, I have never worn makeup or even owned any. I kept to myself and did my work at the diner. A few customers asked me to go to a movie, but I declined. I've always felt terrible about myself because the other girls had nice clothes, pretty hair, and weren't shy.
As a child I had the speech problem, but had grown out of that, but I still never talked much.             
"Yes you."
He flipped the cooler open and grabbed two icy sodas. I sat up to watch the waves roll in and rolled the cold bottle on my neck. He pushed up next to me.
As though he just read my mind, he said, "I have a surprise for you."
"You do?"
"I think you need some spoiling. I've arranged a spa day for you."
"What's that?"
"Well, I haven't been privy to one, but I know you'll get a new haircut and style, and you'll come out of there all buffed, oiled and creamed." I reached up and picked at my scraggly straw-colored hair that was the same color as his. Mama always cut it so I never had a real haircut. "So, what do you think?"
I turned and looked at him, wondering what he got out of doing all this."I'd like that. Thank you. I owe you so much already."
"Your Mama was tough on your self esteem," he said vaguely. "And you don't owe me anything." He took my hand moved it to his knee. "I've missed a lot of birthdays, remember." I was still unconvinced but the feel of his hot skin under my hand was such a distraction, and I just couldn't think.
Two days later I was leaving in the morning with Dirty Fwank so he could drop me off at the spa on his way to work.
"Okay, have fun! I'll be here when you're done, and we'll go out to eat."
I was nervous but excited and pulled open the sparkling glass double doors. As the air exchanged, the aroma of eucalyptus and sandalwood, then lavender trailed behind. I could have just been happy sitting in the waiting area all day and breathing. But I barely had time to sit before a tall red headed woman smiled and beckoned me. We walked down a long hallway and went through the last door.
By the time I left I had been there for hours. I was so relaxed my limbs were noodles, I was waxed clean of nearly every hair on my body including a few embarrassing places, then creamed and softened. My next to the last stop was the salon where my hair was washed, conditioned, cut and styled while everyone buzzed over my natural straw-colored blonde.
My uncle leaned relaxed against his car, lanky legs crossed at the ankle. He wore a dove gray pinstripe suit, and had his fedora tipped. He stood up when he saw me.
"Oh my god." He pushed up and put his hands on his hips. "You look incredible. I hardly recognize you." I smiled shyly, embarrassed but still excited. "Give me your phone."
He took some pictures, then said, "We'll get more. You send them to your Mama. She won't even recognize you."
I nodded. "Mama will be surprised."
"Yes she, as it should be. I want her to see what happened when you were released from your cocoon."
"You are spoiling me, Fwank," I said, getting into the car. I didn't understand the rest of his comment, but I was too giddy to think much about it.
"Tomorrow we'll start going through the college catalogs. We need to get you enrolled in some classes."
SUMMER IS OVER -- BACK TO SCHOOL
My grades easily got me into any college Fwank checked with, so it was up to me to choose. I wanted to be a teacher and I had to decide which would cover my needs best. I read voraciously during the day, and we spent time together when he wasn't working.
He seemed to be avoiding any situation that could repeat what we had on the beach and until now I wasn't gutsy enough to make the first move.
It may be silly, but the spa day with a new cut and style and a lesson in doing my own makeup has been a real shot to my self-esteem. I felt better about myself and began wearing a little makeup and fixing my hair.
Since summer was over, Fwank had taken me on a school clothes shopping spree. So after wearing thrift store clothing all my life I finally looked like everyone else. With my hair and new clothing it was such a radical change in my life that I did feel like another person. More confident.
I made friends at school, was asked out on dates and had invitations to parties. I politely declined because even though Fwank and I never had a repeat of the beach, he would still be the one. He just did not know it yet.
My new girlfriends gave me lots of tips on seduction, although they never knew that the one, I wanted in my bed was my uncle. I had a plan in mind to slowly lure him in, like a spider to a web.
"Bethany you never did tell us who this hot guy is!"
"Well, he's not a student, but an older man."
"Woooohooooo, nothing like going for it, girl!"
One thing about meeting friends at college, they're all different. Some are almost as naive as me, others have had lots of experience, so advice can get into a wild swing sometimes.
"An older guy? That's easy! Just wait until he's in the shower, then sneak in. By the time he knows you're there you can have your hands and body all over him... By that time his cock will be hard and he won't fight it, trust me!"
One of the others added, "If it were me I'd just wait until he was asleep, sneak in his bed and get your mouth on his dick he's yours. Easy peasy!"
A girl more like me said, "No no! You have to polish the art of seduction... Wine... Candlelight... Sexy lingerie... Maybe a dirty movie to really heat things up!"



There was lots of giggling and laughing between us all, but the last suggestion was closest to what I was ready for. I could not imagine myself sneaking into his bed or shower.
He seemed to look at me differently after my makeover. In the mirror, I saw a woman instead of a girl. I finally wasn't embarrassed to show my body. During the day when he was gone, I'd wear one of the more revealing bikinis at the pool while I read and began to be comfortable wearing them. And really, just more comfortable in my own skin.
I shared pictures with Mama thinking that maybe she'd be happy for me. But other than telling me she quit her second job, she had little to say and it had the undercurrent that her burden was gone and she was now free. I think I knew all along that she would have been happy to not have me around. And maybe that's why I looked forward to Fwank's visits. He was more of a constant not being there much than my Mama was always being there.
I prepared dinner and had it ready when he arrived home from work.
"Wow, something smells delicious in here!" He set his briefcase down, shrugged out of his jacket and folded it over a chair. He rolled up his sleeves and finally looked up at me, getting everything ready on the kitchen island.
"I thought since it's cooler we'd eat by the pool?" He scanned my legs to the hem of my short swimsuit cover up. "I was in the pool this afternoon." As if I needed to explain, but I was a bit nervous with this seduction stuff.
"Yes of course. Do I have time to change? I'm a little overdressed I think," he said laughing.
"Plenty of time."
He sprinted up the steps and was back having quickly changed into pool shorts. We took the trays out. The sun was still high in the sky, but the table was shaded and we settled in to eat.
"It's warmer out here than I thought!" I mumbled, shrugging the cover up off my shoulders. I dare not meet his eyes but went back to eating.
When I did look up a minute or more later, he had a heavy-lidded gaze. The suit he chose was nothing but small triangles on a string. My young tits were like two large ripe melons on my chest, so that those triangles were just a suggestion of coverage. I was sure as I moved the edges of my areolas peeked out to wage war with his gaze.
I leaned back in my chair as I sipped from the frosty glass, allowing the icy drops to fall and trickle an undulating trail into the valley of my breasts. My tongue darted across my lips licking the red cherry drink.
I looked up to catch him staring and asked,"Is everything okay?" I waved my hand over the table. "Do you need something else?"
He leaned back in his chair, wiped his mouth, and tossed his crumpled napkin on the table. "No, I think I've had enough." I leaned up. "For now." His eyes trailed down to my breasts again and to give him time, I hesitated before beginning to gather everything on the table onto the trays.
He began to get up to help but I waved him off. I wanted him to enjoy my walk back and forth in the itty-bitty bikini that he had chosen himself. And brazenly, he did just that, although I think he meant to scare me off.
Fwank was experienced and knew a seduction was in the making. I was sure he thought to turn the tables, so I'd run. I was also sure he underestimated me. A woman on a mission. I hope he had reconciled himself to the fact that I was going to be in his bed, I thought with a wicked smile.
I placed my hand on the table and leaned towards him to gather his plate and glass, intending to give him another perspective of my tits. When I would walk away, he had a view of almost all of my ass because the bikini just covered the valley between my cheeks, then went to tie up over my hips.
He was still sitting at the table when I came out from cleaning up. His eyes raked over me as he said, "Should we do the pool or beach?"
"Pool."
He jumped in with a splash, but I used the steps and took my time descending into the aqua water.
"Mmmm, feels good," I said, sinking into the cool.
We did not have a pool in our small town, so I could not swim and stayed on the shallow end. Fwank swam a few laps, stroking past me and causing the water to lap against my sensitive breasts, a side effect of my seduction of him. I created a different atmosphere tonight and he was quieter, as though contemplating my next move. Or his.
I leaned against the edge of the pool and stretched my arms out on either side, letting my body float on the surface. He came up next to me, his blonde hair spiked, water beaded on his thick eyelashes. His lips were thin but sensuous, his jaw strong.
"Do you want to learn to swim, honey?"
"Someday."
"Why not start now?"
I hesitated because this was not going according to my plan. "Okay, but if it get too scared I want to stop." Then added, "The swimming lessons anyhow."
He ignored the innuendo and said,"Let go of the side and roll over. I'll support you, don't worry."
I didn't exactly let go of the edge of the pool, but I did manage to roll onto my stomach. His hands came up under me. One splayed on my lower stomach, the other had a thumb between my breasts and the rest right below my breast in the most distracting way.
"Let go of the side," he said. "I want you to float like that. I'll keep holding you, but you have to let go. Relax."
Sure that I would immediately go under, I held my breath, squeezed my eyes closed and let go of the side. My body did dip down a bit but his strong arms kept me afloat.
"You can open your eyes and breath now," he chuckled.
I made a big gasp for air, opened my eyes and realized I had not yet drowned. Even though I wasn't clinging to the side of the pool.
"Phew." I still had my neck craned, trying to keep my face out of the water.
"Okay, I want you to turn your head and let it lay on the surface of the water. Just exhale slowly, then turn your head up slightly so your mouth is out of the water and inhale. Try to stay as relaxed as you can."
I practiced that for awhile and he never took his hands off me, making me feel secure. Although I tried to stay relaxed, my body was tense. "I think maybe I'm done for now?"
"Okay, just put your hands on the side and I'll let you go."
I did and I really didn't drop down below the surface as much as I thought I would.
He remained right next to me and when I tried to right myself in the water, I bumped into him. I automatically grabbed his upper arms, which threw me off balance in the water and my body floated against his.
His eyes burned into mine. "I want you badly, Dolcezza, but I also know that you could very well change my life."
Strong fingers wrapped around the back of my neck; his thumb stroked my jaw. "What are you looking for... Someone to pop your cherry and walk away? Are you looking for more than that? You're my niece."
He pushed away and began swimming laps again.
"I don't care that you're my uncle. I want you. I always have. I'm not a child anymore, Fwank. I want kisses. I want seduction. I want your hot skin against mine. I want hands and lips on my overheated body. I want-"
Suddenly he pushed out of the water in front of me, his body pressed against me so I was trapped between him and the pool. He wove his fingers through my hair, angled his head and pressed his lips against mine. Not waiting but marauding my mouth with his tongue and taking what he wanted.
After a moments shock, I held his shoulders then wrapped my arms around his neck pushing my aching breasts into his chest. I tangled his legs in mine as I dueled his tongue. Our first kiss was wet, hard, and messy.
"Dammit Fwank, I want you to fuck me," I gasped against his lips.
He pushed my bikini off and clamped his mouth on my aching nipple. His hands on my breasts stoked the fire that was already burning in my core. His hands stroked down my sides; fingers plucked at the ties until the bottoms floated away.
A deep vibration started deep within me and I tipped my head back in the long low wail. He heard it and grunted, grabbing my ass and pulling me into him. His cock was inside his shorts, and I wiggled my arms down to push them off.
"I'm not fucking you here," he gritted. "Although the only thing stopping me from pushing you against the wall and shoving it in you deep and hard, is your virginity."
"Yes," I hissed. "Do it here," I pleaded. "I need you so much."
"When I take you..." He pulled my leg up to wrap around his waist. "You're going to be under me in my bed..." He rubbed the head of his cock up my slit and around my clit. "You're going to fuck yourself on this when I'm under you..." I trembled as he took me higher. I rocked my hips in a fruitless attempt to get him to slide it in. "And when you're in my bed you will be on your hands and knees in front of me."
His words pounded through me along with his cock on my clit sent me over the edge. I wrapped my legs around him pulling his closer, leaned my head back and wailed through each wave of orgasm that crashed through me.
"God, you're so fucking responsive," he said, gathering me against him. I was spent and numb.
He lifted me to the edge of the pool, pushing my legs wide. It was the first time anyone had ever looked at me that way and it made me tremble. I supported myself on my elbows so I could watch his face, try read his thoughts.
He stroked my inner thighs higher and higher until his thumbs caressed my smooth pussy lips.
"You're so beautiful, Dolcezza," he breathed, looking at me. "You know that now don't you?" He was convincing.
He leaned close. his steamy breath washed over my open pussy. My lips were swollen and wet with juices. Teeth and lips nibbled and nipped at their tenderness.
He lifted my legs over his shoulders so my soft thighs thighs framed his face.
I could no longer support myself on my elbows. I lay back to see the stars blinking in the dusky sky before closing my eyes and allowing him control. His tongue trailed up my slit and flicked across the tender bud and I bucked. He had a tight grip on my hips while his mouth closed over my pussy. His tongue continued its rhythmic assault.
The tension built in my body. Suddenly I arched, my toes curled and I felt as though I was flying up to those stars above us. I tried to stifle my cries but couldn't.
After I caught my breath, he pulled me back into the pool and held me against him. My body still hummed an electric current.
My head was on his shoulder, my lips against his neck and I murmured, "But you still haven't fucked me."
He threw his head back in a loud laugh. "No, I still haven't fucked you."
He led me out of the pool and over to the shower. He ran a bar of soap over my body while I stood there and let him, like a child. He quickly soaped himself, rinsed, and grabbed two towels. He wrapped one around me, and the other around his waist.
He had his arm around my shoulders and we went up the stairs slowly. "Dolcezza, have you given any thought to this? Even though we haven't seen each other very often, I'm still your uncle and you are my niece. There are many that think that is incest. Taboo."
"I have and I know and I'm sure," I stated unequivocally in one breath. "I know you're my uncle and I want you to take my virginity. I trust you. You're the only one I've ever trusted."
"Okay then. Your mom can never know. You can't ever accidentally slip and mention it or give her any hint at all."
"I know. But I'm living here with you now, aren't I?"
"Yes, you are honey," he kissed me lightly on the lips and opened his bedroom door.
Excitement had built up again and thrummed through my body in anticipation of what was to come. We stood in front of a mirror, him behind me. He reached around and loosened my towel, letting it drop to the floor.
"You are so beautiful." His hands cupped my breasts. "So perfect. That first day, when you came out in that pink dress looking like a waif, I wanted to bring you home, strip that dress off and do just this."
My head tipped back to rest on his shoulder, I watched him in the mirror through my eyelashes. He kissed my neck up to my ear while he palmed my nipples. I arched and pushed back into him. I reached back and pulled the towel off so his hard body melted into my softness.
"Ohhh, Fwank," I moaned. He throbbed against my lower back and his forearm went under my breasts, his hand splayed on my abdomen as he pulled me back harder. His hand slid between my legs. Watching at the same time I could feel him inflamed me quickly. He stroked between the wet folds.
"Oh fuck... you're so wet," he murmured against my hear and his breath sent a little frisson through me. "So wet and ready for my cock. Are you, honey? Are you ready for my cock?"
"Oh god yes," I was burning up and my voice was shattered and husky.
He turned me towards him and pressed his lips into mine, driving his tongue in and out, fucking my mouth. I did the same, then caught his lower lip with my teeth and tugged. He moaned, held my ass and pulled me high. I wrapped my legs around him.
My cunt was wet and steaming hot, and his cock homed in to what it wanted. I gripped him with my legs and he lowered me and came down over me on the bed. I pulled my knees back, opening myself further. He reached between us and guided the tip of his cock to my entrance and slipped in, so the wide ridge was just inside me.
He watched my eyes to gauge the pain of his movements as he pushed in a little more. I was so wet, his cock slid in easily and I knew he wanted to be careful this first time. I dug my fingers into his ass afraid he would pull back, or worse pull out.
He thrust in until he felt the resistance. He concentrated on my face, watching for any discomfort. "Are you okay?"
I nodded. "More please." He smiled and slowly pushed past the slight resistance. I felt a snap like a rubber band sting, then nothing but pure pleasure as his cock stretched and filled me.
"Oh fuck," he groaned, starting to thrust in and out.
"That feels so good," I moaned. "Uncle Frank, your cock fits me perfectly."
That brought a loud moan, and he dropped his head next to mine. His steamy breath washed across my ear and down my neck. He began to plunge in and out, his throaty grunts and vibrations against my neck. Not wanting to hurt me I felt he was holding back. His cock swelled even larger, pushing against the walls of my cunt. His fat balls slapped against me. I planted my feet on the bed and rocked up to meet his thrusts.
"Oh my god, honey," he groaned, finally losing control. He raised up over me and began to fuck me like he wanted. Like I needed. His cock rubbed my clit and I groaned in a toe-curling orgasm on his cock. I felt the hot juices running out of me.
With a throaty animal like growl, he locked into me, and his wet heat radiated through me. He dropped, rolling me with him, keeping me tight against him.
We did not talk. I started to go to my own bed, and he wasn't allowing that, so I snuggled with my back against his front.
Before dawn his fingers woke me as they stroked the length of my slit. I put my thigh over his hip and opened myself to him. He made a soft, throaty growl. I was quick to a trembling orgasm on his fingers at the same time his cock slid in from behind. The inky darkness seemed to magnify the raspy breaths, moans, and sound of flesh hitting flesh. The smell of sex permeated the air. He shoved in deep, his cock throbbed his moaning orgasm. He kissed my neck and we fell back asleep, his hands still on my tits.
The warm flush of the morning light, and muffled sounds woke me. I was confused for a moment until I remembered last night and that I was finally in Fwank's bed.
I stretched, brimming with the glow that I was now a woman. He walked over to the bed, and I smiled my best come-hither.
"This is nice to wake up to."
He tugged the sheet off me, exposing my body to his gaze. "As is this. But we have no time for this, get up sleepyhead."
"Mmm, what smells like lilacs?"
"Get a move on and you'll find out."
He led me into his bathroom to the large soaking tub that filled with steamy fragrant water. "I thought you might be a little sore this morning."
"Really?" I stared at him.
"You don't think Dirty Fwank can be thoughtful or what?" he smirked. "Get in, the water is cooling off."
"Thank you," I said, kissing him softly. Just a toe dipped in the water to test, then I stepped in lowered into the wonderfully warm scented mineral water. "You're spoiling me."
He sat on the stool next to me. "No, spoiling you will be when I join you in that tub."
"Oh yessss, now please."
"Nope. This is all for you. I have coffee made and was going to go get a cup, do you want it now or wait?"
"Now thank you," I whispered, sinking to my neck, and resting my head back.
I did not want to tell him that I was not sore to ruin his surprise, but this bath was so relaxing...
He was back with coffee and as we sipped, he said, "Are you happy now that you're no longer a virgin?"
I had to consider that for a moment. "Yes, I think I am, but I might need a replay just to make sure," I teased.
He threw his head back and laughed. "I knew you were bound to change my life!"
"Oh, and you should know, I'm not a gangster."
"I knew that."
"And only call me Uncle Frank when I'm getting ready to cum."
"Okay."

~ the end ~
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* * * * *
Kat, Rosa, and I were snuggled in bed watching movies on a dreary afternoon. Kat was between us and alternately watching the movie and playing with her Mamacita's sensitive breasts and her Dad's throbbing cock.
Kat found an old porn movie somewhere so we decided to have a hot afternoon of porn while creating our own porn.
"Do you think that was really her Dad?" Kat asked.
"Huh?"
"In that movie we watched the first time. Remember? She called him Daddy."
Rosa glanced at me and smiled. "They were probably just actors bebita," she said.
"Oh." She thought for a moment. "But Amy showed me videos her and her Daddy made that she called porn."
Times like this reminded me how young Kat was. Even though her twentieth birthday was next week, she had led a sheltered life without a Mom in the picture.
"Hey Kat, what do you want to do for your birthday next week?" I said, attempt to change the subject.
"For us to be a family."
Rosa looked pained and gathered Kat close to her as only she could. She cradled her in her arms, kissed her head, and murmured, "We are bebita. We are our own version of family and even better than most have." I agreed. "We are a little unconventional and lead more private lives than most, but we love each other." Having Rosa around has really changed our lives in many areas, and all for the better.
Kat curled her hand around Rosa's soft breast, her mouth near her nipple. "You love me?"
"Of course I do!"
"Do you love Daddy?"
Rosa looked at me and said, "Yes, I do. I love your Daddy very much."
And I followed immediately with, "And I love Rosa very much."
Content with that, Kat latched on to Rosa's nipple. I leaned over and kissed Rosa. I don't think either of us realized that we were in love with each other until Kat showed us. Kat climbed out from between and snuggled behind Rosa which put us face to face and as I edged closer, body to body.
Rosa had her hands on my cheeks and kissed me. I put my arm around her waist and pulled her tight against me. She threw her leg over my hip as our kisses turned more passionate. My cock bumped her open cunt as I cupped her tit and kneaded it. She gasped in my mouth. I pinched and pulled her nipple out.
Suddenly I felt a hand on my cock as it was rubbed on Rosa's wet slit. We both moaned knowing Kat was playing with us. She rubbed the sensitive head of my cock on Rosa's clit, and held my balls in her hand. I raised my right leg which moved Rosa's leg higher, opening our sex more.
Rosa's forehead was against mine, our lips close, breathing hard as Kat licked and nibbled her cunt lips, then sucked on the head of my cock. She then rubbed the wet head on Rosa's clit until she trembled out a long orgasm. She was still panting when Kat had my balls in her hot wet mouth sucking and toying with them with her tongue. I moaned and jerked and started rocking my hips. Getting close to the edge.
Kat guided my cock to her entrance and I slid in Rosa's wet cunt. Kat's fingers were tight around the base of my cock which also rubbed her clit. Rosa's soft little pants drove me higher and I stroked in and out of her cunt while Kat's tight fingers continually rubbed her clit. Waves were rolling through Rosa.
"Oh my god," Rosa cried out as her body stiffened. Her cunt clamped on my cock and took me along with her. I pumped loads of juice all over Rosa's cunt and my daughter's face.
We were hyper-sensitive and pulled Kat up between us and squeezed her tightly between our naked bodies.
"Oh bebita," Rosa sighed. "What you come up with. How could we not be a family?"
Paulina and Tom wouldn't be home until tomorrow and we were all looking forward to it. Rosa, Kat, and I had one last night alone.
We finished watching the porn movie with some heavy petting and groping fun, then jumped in the shower.
Kat and Rosa lathered up and body washed me. Front to front and back to back. Tits and sexy ass rubbing all over me. My lathered cock washed their cunt lips. We rinsed, did a tongue-dueling kiss for three, and raided the kitchen.
Paulina and her son walked in as Kat was leaving to meet up with some friends. Kat and Tom shared a lingering kiss and made promises to catch up later. So that left, Paulina, Tom and myself.
Apparently, Paulina missed me as well because she wrapped her arms around me and dove into the most passionate kiss we had ever had. By the end of my cock was throbbing and our clothes were off. Tom was already on the bed naked so we put Paulina as the creamy center.
A lot of heavy-handed intense groping, caressing, and fondling and she was on her son's cock. "In the drawer. The lube," she said and I got the bottle out. "I want you to ass fuck me." She slid her legs back and spread wide while still keeping Tom's cock in her pussy. I lubed her ass and my cock.
I straddled his legs and moved in behind her. "Ready, baby?" She nodded.
I slowly pushed in until the head popped and stopped until she adjusted.
"Mmmm, yeah, go ahead, Drew," she moaned.
It was incredibly tight as my cock slid in next to Tom's cock with only a thin wall between. Our cocks throbbed inside her together and she moaned. He began slowly rocking his hips and I followed, carefully so I wouldn't pull out.
Double penetration was sensational and we had not even started to cum. Tom reached under his Mom and rubbed her clit. She jerked and her cunt clamped down on his cock and squeezing mine. It was like nothing I'd ever felt. We continued to stroke in and out of her and I was able to watch my cock sliding in and out of her ass, hear her purring like a cat, and Tom's grunts as our cocks slid together inside his Mom.
Tom growled first and his cock pulsed against mine. I could feel the heat from his seed that he shot into his Mom. She squeezed her cunt around him.
"Stay in me if you can," she murmured to Tom.
He thumbed her clit again and her cunt clamping down again sent me over the edge and I pumped deep inside her body.
I carefully backed out and she rolled off Tom.
"Phew," I groaned. "Welcome home you two," I chuckled.
We showered, lathered, played and I told them about Jack and Amy. Of course, Paulina knew them and was thrilled to hear that they fit right in, and even more thrilled Amy was staying. Paulina and Tom were going back to school at the beginning of the week so they would only enjoy her for a few days.
Enjoying some alone time in the house, I sat nude on the back deck enjoying the sun and breeze on my skin.
Rosa had been away on family business and we missed her terribly. Kat talked to her on the phone every day. I could not have been more pleased that Kat chose Rosa as her confidante. We surely have an unconventional relationship, and with the addition of Rosa, is even more out of the ordinary, but it has been stable for Kat.
That our love goes even deeper, into our mutual physical interactions, binds us even tighter. Although Rosa, Kat, and I are free to play with whomever we want, we always come back to us. Then there is Rosa's acceptance and understanding of my relationship with Kat, and them forming a similar bond.
The way Rosa cradles Kat to her body while crooning and murmuring her love clinched it for me. She is the best mother figure Kat could have chosen. Kat has just started community college so it will be a while until she graduates and inevitably moves on. I want Rosa to continue to be our family.
"You're looking mighty sexy out here Daddy my love." Kat stood looking down at my lap. "And something created that monster," she said, pointing to my cock, full and heavy from thoughts of Rosa and Kat. I pulled her down on my lap.
"Yes, thinking of you and Rosa, my two loves." I slid my hand under her sundress and tugged her panties off. She pulled the dress over her head.
"This reminds me of the day Paulina caught us on our deck and all this started!" she said wiggling until my cock stood up between her pussy lips.
I laughed. "You're right!" Her head was on my shoulder. "You know I'll always be here for you until you are ready to move on." She sniffled and shook her head. "Bebita, you will graduate, get a job, and maybe want a family of your own and that's okay."
"Even so, I can't imagine not ever having you in me again. It's special for us Daddy and I know I will never find that with another guy."
"Until then you will stay with us and let your Daddy keep you happy. Then I will share you. But," I slipped my hand between her thighs and teased her wet pussy, "until then you'll have to stick with me.. Or is that I stick it in you?"
She groaned and laughed. "That was bad Daddy!" Just for that, she jumped up. "You'll have to catch me!" And she ran off.
I caught up with her in front of the house in the driveway. She leaned back against the hood of the car while vehicles streamed by. They would see her bareback, but the car would hide that sexy ass and anything we might do.
"You want fucked right here do you?"
"Yessss, Daddy."
She turned around and leaned on the hood of the car. Okay, I thought, so much for not seeing anything but her back. Certain angles were sure to see her dangling tits swinging and swaying. Just that thought made my cock throb.
"You want them to see you don't you?" I rubbed the head of my cock up and down her wet slit. "See your big tits, wishing they had their hands on them." I pushed the head in. "Knowing I was behind you fucking you just like this," I said, sliding in deep. She moaned. "That your tits bouncing and swaying were from the fucking you were getting by your Daddy."
"Oh god," she moaned. "You're making me so hot. Fuck me harder."
Cars slowed down and several went by twice. They're watching you. Watching the fucking you're getting from your Daddy."
Her cunt squeezed and pulsed around my cock. I felt the buildup and followed her over the edge and pumped her full of my hot seed.
"You're getting to be quite the bad girl," I gasped, catching my breath.
"Thank you!"
I had made reservations at one of the best restaurants in town for Kat's birthday and the three of us went just like a normal family. She was delighted and happier than I think I've ever seen her.
The following day Jack dropped Amy off. He had told me later that he was going to New York to pick up Amy's younger sister Kim from college classes. But before he brings Kim back he hopes that they will become as close as he and Amy. He has a week to seduce Kim so he can have them both in his bed.
That is if Amy accepts Kim in bed with her and her Dad.
I missed those large fleshy tits and couldn't wait to get her soft pale skin under my lips. I could see that ball aching sexy body under the shorts and shirt. I remembered her high-set gumdrop pink nipples and how they hardened in my mouth. Her long silky blonde hair flowed over her shoulders.
"Take your shirt off," I commanded. She did and her hair dropped over her tits, playing peek-a-boo with her nipples. I groaned. "Take the rest off." She shimmied out of her shorts and panties. The patch of silky blonde curls highlighted her soft pink lips, already swollen and tender.
AS she did the first day, she stood innocently. No posing. Nothing overtly sexual. Something a twenty-something usually has down to a science.
"Do you fuck anyone else other than me and your Dad?" She shook her head. "Does your Dad fuck anyone but you?" She frowned and shook her head, which didn't bode well for Jack.
I got undressed and walked up to her. "Your gumdrop nipples are incredible," I said, tweaking them. Her lips parted. Her nipples were set so high on her tits, she had a delicious under curve that was very sensitive. I caressed, the soft curve and watched her nipples get tighter, and her breath faster.
I ran my hands down the curve of her sides over her hips. Her sexy ass was in proportion to her big tits and I had a globe in each hand. Soft but firm. I kneaded and pulled her into me. My cock nestled in her soft belly and I lifted her until my cock slipped between her soft thighs. She reached between her legs and her hot pussy lips wrapped around my cock, but I denied her. I slid my cock head through the wet heat between her smooth lips.
I balanced her on the edge of the dresser and thrust through her fat pussy lips. My cock rubbed her clit, and her breathing was faster. She grabbed hold of my shoulders, her back arched, her head dropped back and she mewed out a long orgasm.
While she was in the midst of it I drove my cock into her convulsing cunt. Her nails dug into my shoulders as I drove deep, keeping her on the wave in a low growl. Her cunt continued to milk my cock and I drove deep and locked into her and unloaded all I had.
"Drew," she breathed. Still inside her, I picked her up and followed her down on the bed. I started sucking on those gumdrops. Her pussy was wet with her juices and my seed leaking out of her and I palmed her cunt, rubbing her swollen clit. She groaned, arched, and came again. "Oh my god, Drew."
I smiled. "You know how much I love your body. How much you turn me on."
In pillow talk, she began to tell me about her sister Kim. Even though Amy was older, Kim was the more mature of the two. She also indicated that she looked more like Jack's late wife, who was quite sexual apparently.
Although Kim went away to school, Amy stayed local for college and said she often came home to her Mom and Dad having sex somewhere in the house. No doubt when Amy began to see her Dad as a man.
"Did they know you were watching them?"
"Yes, they knew. Once I turned eighteen, and Kim left, they didn't flaunt it, but they didn't hide it either."
"Did you like seeing them fuck?" She nodded.
"I loved it, yes. I wanted to be Annika," she said. I had never heard her call her by her name before. "She could have any man she wanted. She was so beautiful and sexual she attracted men without even trying."
"Did you ever see her with another man?"
"Yes, a few times. One time I walked in on her riding an insurance adjuster once. Her skirt was pushed up around her waist, per panties were on the floor and his cock was through his fly."
"Did you Dad know she had other men?"
She nodded. "Oh yeah, she needed sex. All the time. She would never have left us for anyone. It was just sex."
"What would you think if your Dad and Kim were as close as you are to him?"
She frowned. "I don't know really. Hadn't thought about it. Kim is pretty serious so I don't know if she would."
"Might be hot to imagine," I pushed.
"My Dad with my sister?" I nodded.
"I don't know."
"You wouldn't be jealous would you?"
"I don't know."
I could tell she was thinking about it. I had my own motives to encourage this because Kim would be joining our little group here probably. I also think Amy could make life miserable for her Dad and Kim. I had to try to plant the seeds of possibility.
I began to stroke her body. "What if she was in bed with us? Hmm," I whispered while fondling her.
"I'm not much into other girls."
That was enlightening and explained a lot of things from when she was with us before. "That's okay honey, you don't have to be. But you're okay with sharing a man with another woman?"
She nodded. "That's okay yeah." So as long as Amy wasn't forced to interact with another woman, she would be fine. I get that. Either you are or you aren't into it.
Later I was able to let the women of the house know what transpired and they were quite understanding. Both Paulina and Kat shared that they didn't realize that other women turned them on until they were right in the situation and it may be that way for her as well.
They decided they wanted her to be comfortable around other women with everyone being naked. I was out at that point and just an observer. Or voyeur, as it were.
I wondered how Jack was doing with the seduction of his other daughter Kim. Little did I know she was riding around topless in New York wearing nipple clamps her Dad had put on.
Kat asked Amy if she'd been in our huge shower, which she hadn't. "Usually us women shower together, if you want to join us, you're welcome," Kat invited.
Amy looked wary but I could tell she wanted to join in the fun the girls always had. Right about then, Rosa walked in and I was able to quickly get her up to speed on Amy.
"Don't worry, we got this," she whispered, kissing me. "I'll take care of you later," she warned with a wink.
I wasn't too proud to admit had taken a front-row seat to the four females now in our shower. Rosa's darkness next to Amy's pale skin was stunning. I'm not ashamed to admit that four sets of tits naked in the shower were a dream come true.
In deference to Amy, there was no sexual play, but there was plenty of caressing each other under the guise of cleaning. Lathered hands circled ass cheeks and stroked the valley between. I lost track of who was doing who and didn't care. I was the voyeur enjoying the show.
Rosa lathered her hands and said something to Amy, who nodded. She stood behind her and started at her shoulders and down her arms, she came back up her side, her fingers lightly brushing the sides of Amy's tits. Amy giggled at something Rosa said when she moved into Amy's back. Her tits rubbed her back while Rosa left a trail of bubbles over Amy's tits and down her stomach. One hand splayed on her stomach as the other slipped between Amy's thighs, again under the guise of washing her.
But I saw Amy's head drop back on Rosa's shoulder as she whispers in her ear again. Her lips parted and Rosa's fingers worked between her thighs. Rosa tweaked a nipple while she brought Amy to orgasm.
Kat and Paulina had been watching as well and were now between each other's legs, soaping and getting each other off. Lots of giggling, moaning, and playing before the shower stopped. Then more tittering while they toweled each other off.
All four ran across the room and jumped onto the bed with me. Paulina took the edge and Amy next to her, Kat and Rosa surrounded me. More laughing as they talked about how they were going to split me up. Thankfully Tom appeared just in time.
"I heard the girls giggling in there. What did I miss?" Tom said, grinning.
'You almost missed that I need HELP!" I laughed.
Tom's mom said, "I bet Amy would love some of your attention!"
Amy's sweet face actually flushed but she didn't take her eyes off of him as he undressed."
"And I get her in between Kat and Mom. How lucky can I get?!"
He put one knee on the bed and lifted Amy's delicate foot to his mouth and kissed her instep. He trailed his lips over the arch of her foot and took each shell pink toe into his mouth and sucked.
We were all rapt attention between Amy's lustful face and Tom's seduction.
He kissed up to her knee and slid his hands up her inner thighs. Kat and Paulina each lifted Amy's leg over their hips, opening her up wide to Tom's gaze. I watched her chest heave, soft white globes moved with her breaths, her pink nipples were hard and tight.
My hard cock jerked when Amy's tongue slid across her full lips, which then formed a soundless O when Tom's mouth pressed against her pussy. I could hardly tear my eyes off Amy, only glancing at Tom.
I didn't even realize my cock was in my hand until Rosa pushed it aside and wrapped my shaft in her own talented fingers.
"Amy is so very sweet isn't she," Rosa breathe in my ear. We watched her head fall back, long blonde hair spread on the pillow. Her small hand with the same shell pink nails lay languidly next to her head, almost as though she were afraid to touch and break the spell Tom had her under.



"Look at her breasts... So soft and white... You want her nipples in your mouth don't you," Rosa continued, whispering low so no one heard but me. "Your cock is throbbing... Ready to slide into her tight young cunt... Those creamy white thighs wrapped around you."
Her dirty talk and vision of Amy inflamed me. I wanted to roll and fuck Rosa and tried, but she was so close behind me I couldn't.
"No, watch her, I'll take care of you.." she whispered, slowly stroking my cock. I wanted more. Needed more. "Her cunt is so wet and so tight... Remember the last time you were locked inside her..."
Suddenly Amy squeezed her eyes shut, arched her heaving breasts, and whimpered out a long orgasm on Tom's face. He groaned and kept going. I know how good Amy tasted. Know why he wanted to keep devouring her. Taking her to another orgasm on his mouth.
I moaned along with the rest. Kat began to knead Amy's tit and she turned her head towards my daughter and smiled a seductive smile. Kat stretched up and they kissed while she pinched and pulled those candy-sweet nipples.
Rosa increased the speed as I rocked my hips. She would slow down again, holding me on the edge, while I watched Kat and Amy kissing. Kat began to suck on those gumdrop nipples and she moaned around the pink hardness, tasting Amy's sweetness.
Tom moved up between Amy's thighs, slowly stroking his angry red cock. The veins were ropy and full as he guided the head to her entrance. His mom reached over and rubbed the head of his cock on her clit, then up and down her slit. Amy moaned and her hips began to thrust. Paulina held his cock at her entrance.
They both moved and I couldn't tell if she took him in, or he pushed in, they were so quick to fuck. Kat had one of Amy's nipples in her mouth and Paulina took the other while her son fucked that soft smooth cunt.
I nearly yanked Rosa over me so we could both watch but I could fuck her from behind. My cock ached and I had to drive deep into Rosa. She was ready knowing I was out of control. I watched Tom slam into Amy with Kat and Paulina on her breasts while I fucked Rosa.
The rough breathing, gasps, soft moan, and bodies pounding together filled the room. The scent of sex was almost overwhelming. I had Rosa's breast in my hand, pulling and tugging the dark nipple longer. I pulled her thigh back over me so I could grind in deep.
Amy's face was contorted into another long moaning orgasm. Her fingers were woven through their hair holding them to her breasts. Tom grunted loud, grabbed her hips, lifted her up, and drove in deep. His body jerked with each pump of seed into Amy. She began another orgasm from the flow of his heat.
I watched Amy and locked into Rosa, pumping my own seed into her with rasping groans. Amy looked over when she heard me and I saw the want in her eyes.
Tom and I were out of commission so Kat, Paulina, and Rosa began to play together, each cumming hard and loud. Amy had rolled over next to me and I stroked her soft body.
She was just as special to me as Kat and I was so glad that they became close because I wanted them both in my bed for daughters. Rosa was already close to Kat and was as enamored with Amy as I was.
We all crowded into the shower this time and soapy hands lathered up whoever they could reach. We rinsed and Tom went to start the grill while the rest of us raided the refrigerator and put together a quick dinner.
Rosa pressed against me in the kitchen, and I wrapped my arms around her. "Thanks for that. One of the reasons I love you so much. We can share, but we still belong to each other."
"Yes, I know how much you like Amy, as do I. It was fun to play the sexy talk game while you watched." I growled into her neck.
Rosa had work and headed back to her house after dinner. Kat went out with friends and Tom and Paulina were going to a resort. That left me with Amy.
After everyone left I went into my office. I had paperwork to do and had the television on when Amy peered around the open door, then stepped in.
"I wondered where you were. Hey, you have a bed in here!" She walked around the room, running her finger over the spines of books on the shelves.
She wore a cropped t-shirt that could only be worn for those she was close to. The bottom edge of her shirt barely caught her nipples and revealed the delectable under curve of her plump breasts.
I sat at my desk but leaned back in my office chair to watch the show. She pulled a book and opened it, scanning a page, then carefully returned it. She slowly walked by the next set of bookshelves, stopping to read some of the titles as she went.
"So where do you keep the dirty stuff?" She turned. Her soft pussy lips pouted in her tight thin shorts, wanting attention.
"Open the roll top." She seemed surprised but slid the door up the track, which revealed old x rated paperback novels, vintage men's magazines, much of it from my Dad's collection. I often enjoyed pleasuring myself to the written word so I kept them around.
She pulled out a paperback, plopped on the single bed opposite my desk, and began to read. I went back to my paperwork with an eye on my sexy Amy. When she stretched out, her shirt rode up, baring those luscious tits. She had a knee up, her other leg flat and bent at the knee.
She held the book in one hand, the other was over her head.
"Mmm, this stuff is pretty hot," she said, looking at me.
I grinned. "Oh yeah? Getting you excited is it?"
"Mmmm," she moaned. Suddenly she leaned up and pulled her shirt off, then lifted her hips and shimmied her shorts down.
"Make yourself comfortable, sweetheart." I slid my papers back into the folder knowing my concentration was shot.
I knew I'd have her tonight so I decided to watch her for a while and leaned back in my chair. Her lips parted and I saw her breasts rising faster. With her free hand, she began pinching and tweaking her nipples, then softly moaning. The book kept her captivated and she was holding it and able to flip pages with one finger.
Her hand went between her legs and cupped her pussy. For a moment she closed her eyes and thrust up. I watched her fingers stroking the soft folds, then find her clit. She began reading again while she played with herself.
I had to release myself my shorts under the desk and lazily played too. I couldn't have interrupted her even if I wanted to. She was learning a new process to pleasure. One I have enjoyed for many years.
I heard a cry, her eyes closed and she arched up, her hand moving swiftly between her thighs. I watched her gorgeous body relax again. She looked over at me and smiled.
"This book is hot!"
"You just discovered the power of the written word."
She carefully laid the book on the shelf behind her and said, "C'mere."
I stood up and stepped out of my pants and pulled my t-shirt off. She moved, making as much room for me in a single bed that she could.
"I have you all to myself," she whispered as I came down next to her.
"And I have you all to myself."
I leaned up to caress her soft body. I ran my hands over the curves of her hips, and down her thighs. Back in my day we would have said she still had a layer of baby fat, which was indicative that a young girl had more curves than others.
"I love when your hands are on me," she said. "I thought I'd miss my Dad, but I have you," she confessed.
"I can't think of a nice thing you could say," I murmured, pressing my lips on hers.
She immediately opened and her pink tongue darted into my mouth immediately, tasting and taking. I moaned and angled my head, needing more of her. I gripped her long blonde hair in my hand and held her head while I kissed her hard and deep. We took it more passionately and she arched against me. Her softness melted into my hardness.
"Oh god, Amy, I just can't get enough of you," I ground out, sliding my thigh between hers. She opened and my thigh pressed against her wet cunt.
Her hand raked up my back in painful pleasure. Her nails dug into my ass trying to pull me tighter against her. She whimpered, her arm was trapped between us and I lifted it so she could wrap it around me. Her nipples rubbed my chest and she moaned when the hair abraded her nipples.
I wanted her nipple in my mouth but she needed to push them into me. She whimpered again, wanting closer. We both wanted more of each other.
I rolled between her thighs and drove in while she thrust up. "Ahhhhhhhhhh," she moaned when we were finally locked together.
Her cunt was so tight on my cock, she flexed her inner muscles and I groaned. I wanted to fuck her hard and fast, but not Amy. I had to prolong it even more than I needed a fast fuck.
"Oh Daddy," she whimpered, squeezing my cock inside her when my cock throbbed hard at her words.
I buried my face in her neck. I inhaled her scent, a blend of innocence and sweetness. I took the skin on her shoulder in my teeth and left my mark on her. She raked my back again, nails scoring, leaving her mark. She held me down so my weight was on her, I tried to ease up but she wrapped her arms around me and held me close.
I could only jerk my hips and thrust in deeply. Each time would rub her clit and I felt her hot juices between us. The intensity between us was like nothing else. It was nothing like Kat because there could only be that between me and my daughter.
But it was just something else. We both felt it I know. I think Rosa felt it too. Certainly saw the connection.
"I love you so much, Drew."
"I love you too, Amy. So much."
I pressed in deeper, wanting to slip into her core. Her legs spread wider, needing the same thing. I slid out and slammed in, and finally, the tip of my cock hit her cervix.
"Oh my god!" She shouted, dug her fingers into my ass trying to hold me in. "Cum in me. Cum in me deep. I want your seed, Drew," she begged. Those words inflamed me, my balls tingled, and without warning my cock began pumping into her. I shouted when my orgasm pounded through me, and I vaguely heard her say, "I want your baby, Drew."
My limbs were still tingling as I moved off of her to her side. I consciously decided to act as though I hadn't heard her somewhat shocking words. I had a grown daughter and struggled to even get her there. I didn't see a baby in my future and I hoped she would forget the idea. At least with me.
Jack would be back soon with his other daughter, Kim. She is eighteen, six years younger than Amy. He went to pick Kim up from school as well as try to seduce her into his bed. If he was unsuccessful at that, he would have to give up Amy in his bed because it would be just too uncomfortable for Kim.
I was anxious to see his other daughter. He said both his daughters were bombshells, and I just couldn't imagine another one as arousing to me like Amy. But I would soon find out.
The next days were busy at the house. We all decided to spring clean Paulina's house and do some odds and ends that needed to be done. Rosa still rented my house, so Kat and I lived at Paulina's full time. Of course, she and Tom were often gone because he was in college.
I got a text from Jack saying they were heading back and would be in the next day and could I bring Amy back. He also wanted me to meet Kim. Jack had mentioned that his wife Annika was highly sexed, as was Amy, so I wondered that about Kim as well.
I began to think about how Amy seduced her Dad. While he was out sunning at their pool, Amy came home early from school and began to suck his cock while he was asleep. By the time he woke, it was too late and he was cumming in his daughter's mouth.
All I knew was he said they were both Scandinavian beauties just like his late wife, Annika.
Amy was excited to see her Dad and sister and was waiting at the front door when I came out from getting dressed.
"You're anxious to see them hmm?"
'Yes, but I am so going to miss you, Drew," she whispered, wrapping her arms around my neck.
"Mmm," I moaned, pulling her body against mine. "I'm going to miss you too my sexy girl. But I think we will still see each other."
"I hope so," she pouted.
We pulled up in front of a huge, modernistic home, that soared out into various angles. Amy jumped up and ran up to the door, and I followed with her case.
The door swung open to reveal a drop-dead gorgeous girl that could have passed for Amy's twin if it weren't for Kim being taller.
They hugged and bounced and danced until Jack guided them back into the house so I could move inside and shut the door.
Jack introduced me to Kim and she hugged me warmly. I felt her nipple clamps dig into my chest which told me that Jack was successful at bedding his other beautiful daughter. Kim and Amy were indeed Scandinavian beauties and I couldn't imagine what their mom looked like.
As it happened, I found out very quickly. We moved to the enclosed sunroom. Amy sat on her Dad's lap and Kim sat beside me on the sofa. After we talked for a while Kim got up and went over to a shelf, pulling a large book down.
Jack nodded at her unasked question and I was curious. "Drew, would you like to see our mom?"
"I would yes," I replied. Kim sat sideways against me, her left tit pressed into my arm. I held the large album on my lap and opened it to an absolutely stunning woman that was even more beautiful than her daughters. Although what made her more beautiful was her confidence. She knew she was gorgeous and sexy and it came out in the way she posed. She had a look that let you know that she alone created that hardness in your pants.
I glanced up at Jack to say something, but he and Amy were in the middle of a make-out session that was heating up quickly.
I turned the page and two more images of the beauty appeared. I had the album propped on my thighs and Kim leaned over to point something out on the photo, and as she did, she brushed against my bulge.
"She was very exciting wasn't she?" Kim asked softly.
"She was certainly. You look just like her you know."
"I think physically yes, but I lack the sex appeal she had." She studied the picture again. "She had lovers you know. She was very sensual with everyone. Women and men."
"Really," I swallowed hard at the vision her words put in my mind. Would this beauty have been my lover, I wondered. Kim rested her head on my shoulder and she rubbed her tit on me. "You're very alluring as well, Kim." She rubbed her cheek on my shoulder.
I turned the page to a startling graphic image. Annika was spread wide on the arm of a chair with a large realistic cock in her hand. Kim's hand went to my thigh. I heard her intake of breath when I flipped to the next page and saw her mom had the head of the dildo in her smoothly shaved cunt. She moved her fingers on my thigh until it brushed my cock.
I glanced up over the top edge of the album and saw Jack and Amy were gone so I was more relaxed. I was sure they'd be gone a while.
I flipped and Annika had the cock inside her, her head was tipped back, long blonde hair blowing in the breeze. Her beautiful face had a rapturous look. God, she was so beautiful. That she had born two daughters equally as sexual, equally as gorgeous, was amazing.
I flipped through more images that were even more intoxicating. I was already inflamed but I couldn't stop looking at the pictures until I was done. As I closed the album, Kim squeezed my throbbing cock through my pants.
She stood up and held her hand out. I followed her up to her bedroom. Kim wasn't dressed provocatively. She didn't need to. She was tall and statuesque and had long sensual curves. She pulled her top off revealing plump white tits with the same punk gumdrop nipples, the same as I noted her mom had.
She stood before me naked. The clamps had her nipples pulled out much longer than her sisters and I was dying to get my mouth on them.
She saw me studying her nipples. "I'm training them long for piercing." I trembled once at the thought. "Take your clothes off," she smiled.
I slightly shook my head to clear it and hurriedly peeled my clothes off. My cock stood out in front of me, pointing at her, throbbing and heavily veined. She looked like Amy, but even though Kim was the youngest, she was more mature. More worldly even. She had the look of her mom, Annika. There was the same depth to her eyes, the same mystery. They told you that if you were lucky, you might discover maybe even one of those mysteries.
"You are your mom."
"That's the loveliest thing anyone has ever said to me." She was graceful as she walked across the room to me. Her limbs were fluid. Delicate hands caressed my chest, lightly pinched my nipples. She smiled when she heard my quiet moan.
She looked over my shoulder into the mirror and stopped. "Was it my sister that put her mark on you?" She reached around me and smoothed her hands over the scratches on my back. "I'm surprised she had it in her," she murmured, mostly to herself it seemed.
She dropped to her knees. She weighed my balls in one hand, toying with them with her fingertips. She trailed her finger up the underside of my cock to the head. The tip of her tongue caught the precum that bubbled over.
I sifted through her luxurious blonde hair, letting it slip between my fingers as I watched her rosy pink lips wrap around the head of my cock. Her teeth lightly grazed the ridge, then her tongue circled. Her cheeks sunk in as I felt the suction on my cock head. I moaned when her tongue scrubbed the sensitive skin.
She held the base tightly with a circle of fingers and cupped my balls with the other and felt my shaft in the steamy heat of her mouth. She grabbed my hips and started me rocking into her mouth and I realized she wanted me to fuck her mouth. I gripped her hair in my hand and began thrusting my cock into her mouth. She moaned and dug her fingers into my ass, just like her sister liked to do, but Kim was much more talented with her mouth. I watched my cock appear and disappear in her drooling wet mouth while she continued to moan.
Then I saw her hand between her spread thighs in a rhythmic movement. I barked sharply and began pumping. She pulled her mouth off and the hot seed splattered on her face and neck. At that moment she threw her head back groaning out her own orgasm.
She gracefully stood up, kissed me sweetly, and disappeared into her bathroom, closing the door behind her. When I heard the shower running, I knew I had been summarily dismissed, but we had both gotten what we wanted, so that was okay.
When I went back downstairs, Amy and Jack were on the sofa in their bathrobes.
"I hope we can all spend some time together soon?" Jack asked.
"I'm sure we will and I'm looking forward to it."
I drove home knowing Rosa and Kat were waiting for me, and although Paulina and Tom were gone, they would be back soon. My family. And we would soon be adding three more to the mix.
Not much more I could ask for...

~ the end ~
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The Secret Life of Artists Chapter 4
I pulled my old white Range Rover to the curb in front of my new life. At fifty-three, after a life of travel and study, I finally settled down to live in my own home with a perfect-for-me attached studio.
The keys jangled in my hand as the deadbolt clunked a welcome. I stepped in, dropped all the bags, and spun around in circles in the middle of Cassie's huge glass-walled studio. Even though I just came from picking up the keys and signing the contract out at Cassie and Ted's ranch, I will have to keep reminding myself that I now own all this.
The flooring near the windows was paint-spattered, obviously where Cassie did most of her painting. I smiled remembering some of the stories she told me about the naughty college boy.
On the opposite side were two stacked mattresses. A filmy black backdrop flowed from the ceiling like a waterfall. Several stands without the light heads were scattered around.
So, this is where the naughty photographer did his deeds, I thought, giggling aloud and imagining the naked romping that went on in this room between Cassie and her young man, and then the photographer and all his models.
Live and let live is my motto. I haven't led the life of purity myself and am no one to judge other's actions.
I snapped the lights on in the- I would say bathroom, but was shocked to see it was really more of a dressing room with a divine glass-walled shower that had to be six by eight feet of group gropes and naked frolicking. Triple sinks lined a wall with makeup lighting surrounding the mirrors. A commode and bidet had their own closet in the corner.
I laughed again wondering if the studio vibe would be bored with my presence. No naughty goings ons, just weaving, and some painting. My students weren't likely to get into a group orgy, but I suppose you never know. Especially in this atmosphere.
The darkroom made me quite happy because it would be perfect for my dye room. That was most important because I dyed all my wool and silks. With a few changes, it would be perfect.
I was a dancer. Not a performer but I had studied a variety of dance and enjoyed them all. The dancing kept me in shape and was a requirement if I wanted to keep my figure. At only five foot four I had to watch my weight. And dancing kept my ass in tight round globes and my waist small. C cup breasts were the things that were out of proportion on my petite frame. A ballerina I would never have made.

~~~

Within a week I was set up for my first weaving class. Eight women and two men carried their looms in bags and set up in front of the chairs I had arranged earlier. They were anxious to choose their yarns and roving and settled in front of their looms. Most had woven before, the rest caught on quickly. I kept it basic for the first class which relaxed the students and gave me an idea of their expertise. They asked about the big floor loom that I had set up a few days ago. It had treadles that would change the shed for various weaving patterns. It could become quite intricate and take some time to complete a project.
The next day I dressed in black yoga pants and a black scoop tank. I tied my long auburn hair up and danced before working on my weaving. I leaped and spun and twirled until I was breathless. I leaned over, hands on my knees for a moment to catch my breath. I heard the doorbell at the same time I looked up to see a man blocking the glass in my studio door. It was a large glass door, and it would take someone quite large to do that.
I ran to the door and opened it, waving him in. I closed the door and turned. My eyes traveled up a massive chest to a face that immediately suggested, Simon, on the Bridgertons. His face was quite the same, but his skin was more chocolate. This man was much larger than I'd think Simon would be. His black curls were tight, and his mustache and beard were closely clipped and similar in style. I wondered if that was by design.
"Sorry, am I interrupting? You look busy." His voice was deep, smooth as velvet, and his smile revealed perfect pearl teeth.
"No, no, I'm sorry. I'm rude. It's just that you look so much like-"
"Simon?" he interrupted. I laughed, my face flushing. I must be like any other enamored girl his age. "And you're not rude. I'm used to it." His laugh was husky and whiskey strong.
While he was talking, I took in the broad shoulders that strained a white t-shirt, yet fit his rippled abs and narrow waist snugly. It was neatly tucked into low-slung jeans that hugged his hips but struggled to contain muscular thighs.
"Come on in! I'm Shania by the way." I motioned him to one of the chairs I had placed against the window. He introduced himself as Curtis.
He settled into the chair, elbows resting on the arms, legs spread male style. The seam of his jeans pushed into the mountain of his sex as it spread down across and a bit down his leg. His maleness was not only visible but palpable in the air surrounding us. My pussy tingled and dampened my panties, my nipples were hard and aching and I dare not look down because I know they were pushing through the knit tank I wore. I was thankful he seemed unaware of the effect he was having on me.
"Doctor Davis suggested I see you."I nodded, knowing immediately what he was here for. The doctor often sent patients to me for art therapy. I had taken the courses in college and have had ten years of experience, so he knew he could rely on me. He often took athletes and I have no doubt this is one.
"I see, okay, he refers a number of his patients to me. I'm very experienced in art therapy." He nodded. "I am set up to paint or weave, your choice. Or you can choose both and see what works best?"
He looked around and the big loom caught his eye. Understandably since it stood taller than him and equally as wide. "Is that for weaving? Could I use that?"
That one is my personal loom and I never let anyone use it. "Yes, of course," I answered without hesitation. What are you doing, Shania?!
I gave him the information he needed to know and took him into the dye room where I stored boxes of various colored yarns and roving. In my experience, men sometimes lost their mojo when it came to choosing colors. It wasn't a thing that a male child or adolescent would have reason to do, so I understood.
I left to let him look through the boxes and prepped the loom. It was already warped, but he needed to make a few practice rows. Throwing the shuttle and using the pedals took practice.
I had some adjustments to make under the loom and was leaning across the bench, only realizing that it was a rather unladylike position, so quickly backed out and cracked my head on the loom.
I stood up rubbing the knot that was quickly forming. "Ouch, dammit. That's gonna leave a mark," I mumbled.
"Let me make sure you're not bleeding. You hit your head pretty hard."
He dumped his armload onto the bench and started parting my hair to the scalp to check for damage. The only damage was to my pride. The heat of his body so close to mine quickly chopped through my embarrassment and right into arousal. What in the world is wrong with you, Shania?
He was six foot two of pure one hundred percent testosterone packaged in a hard-muscled smooth-talking drop-dead gorgeous, polished male. I was a petite five foot four and he was a wall that I couldn't see around or over. He blocked all my good sense, he blocked all reasoning, and he had my libido shifting into high gear and heading down the straightaway.
I stumbled back out of his force field remembering that this man was here for me to help him. He was a client. Not a student. I have never had a reaction like this to anyone before.
"I'm sorry, did I offend you?"
"No, no, not at all. Just that my head is starting to throb a bit," I said, reaching up and carefully feeling the knot.
"Yes, you're lucky you didn't break the skin."
No, I'm lucky you were here so you could distract me with those almond-shaped melted chocolate eyes surrounded by thick black curly lashes that appraised my condition. Not to mention the strong eyebrows knit in concern as he did it.
I forced myself to get and said, "I'll get all this wound and you'll be able to begin weaving."
We discussed the time and day and other details about why he was here. I never asked questions and only listened if they chose to talk about their anxieties. That information was then passed on to the doctor. My real job was to help them center. The repetitiveness of weaving was Zen-like, almost mesmerizing. But at the same time, you had to be conscious of space and colors, so it was not mindless. It usually was very successful for those with anxiety issues.
I saw him out and burnt sage. For myself, not for him. It had to be all the sexual shenanigans that happened in this studio that was making my hormones as rampant as a horny teenagers.
I had a small room full of boxes that I had in storage for years delivered yesterday. Always a free spirit I kept on the move throughout my life. I married young, divorced young, and never tied myself down again. It was fine for others, but not for me. I don't know if it was my age or just my soul that told me it was time to come in for a landing right here.
I unpacked boxes of memories I had not seen in years. Most things that I had picked up in my travels around the world. I often stayed in hostels, and often lived and worked in any city that I wanted to spend time in and get to know the people. From those travels, I learned to love everyone, no matter nationality or skin color. Everyone has a story to tell and you're a fool if you go to your grave not listening to others.
I worked at that for the next three days and on the fourth day, Curtis would be here. I looked at my watch and decided to use that beautiful aqua glass pool off my back deck in hopes of relieving some tension. I already had made my libido happy to get me through Curtis. I hoped.
The backyard was private and I was free to swim nude, which I loved. Cassie had clued me in on that and I was thrilled. I floated around and relaxed for a bit, swam a couple of laps to revive myself, then went in to shower and change. I opted for a long black lace and ruffle Stevie skirt and my usual black tank. I wrapped my auburn hair up on top of my head with a colorful scarf, and even added a splash of lipstick.
Curtis stepped into the studio right on time. I was happy to see his calm, but bright smile.
"Hi, Shania! You really look nice," he said, not without a touch of nervousness. "I've been looking forward to this. The weaving I mean." I nodded loving it when a man wasn't always one hundred percent sure of himself. A little uncertainty is endearing to many women.
Today a light blue t-shirt stretched across his broad shoulders, which was tucked into thin acid-washed jeans, that fit him like a second skin. He toed off his gym shoes and pushed them under the chair. He remembered that I told him it's easier to weave in socks.
"I'm glad. I think you're going to enjoy it. Treadling takes some practice, but the rest comes easy. Since we aren't using a pattern, you can let your imagination run wild with that."
He seated himself in front of the big loom. He worked on throwing an empty shuttle and treadling. I can usually stand next to someone seated on the bench without any issues. Because of his size, I couldn't avoid pushing my arm, body, or mostly breast against him when I leaned across to point something out on the weaving.
His maleness filled my nose again, but this time with a faint spice scent. Like cinnamon and cloves, unlike any men's fragrance I've ever smelled, but they should bottle this.
I dated a spiritual once that was rather abstract in thought so we played with sensory deprivation during sex. Of course, we often did visual, but sensory loss in the form of two added another twist. It was amazing what being deprived of sound does to you. Sound-blocking headphones and a good blackout mask will take you to new places. I'd recognize his essence anytime, anywhere.
The memories on top of his scent along with the heat of his body, not to mention the electric touches had me squeezing my thighs together and wondered if he could smell my sex because my panties were soaked.
I stepped back and watched him weave for a bit. Once I saw that he went from thinking about every move, to just fluidly doing it, I walked away. Truthfully, I was glad to get some distance between us. He had been nothing but a gentleman and I'm sure wouldn't consider that I would be about anything improper. And normally I wouldn't...
About an hour later he said, "Shania, can you come look. Something got tangled."
"Oh yeah, no problem," I said once I looked at the issue. But it did involve me un-weaving a few rows which put me in the position to lean across in front of him to throw the shuttle back and forth, which made me lean against his arm.
He moved it and I felt his hand lightly on my waist because, in all fairness, the only other place would have been on my ass. The heat of his hand melted right through my clothes down to my skin. I wanted him to slide his hand in the band of my skirt to measure the size of his big hand on my body. I wanted to see his dark hand on my light skin- a visual sensory.
I fumbled with the yarn. As I stretched my arms across the weaving, the side of my breast pressed into his chest. The quicker I tried to work, the worse it got. Suddenly two beefy hands spanned my waist and urged me to move in front of the bench.
"This might be more comfortable... Or I can just move?"
"No no, you're fine. Just a little glitch... Almost done," I murmured, trying to ignore that although I could reach it better, more of my body was pressed against him.
His hands were still around my waist, mostly to keep me balanced because I had to lean so far forward. It felt as though his fingers touched, his big hands completely spanning my waist. I couldn't imagine the power he held, especially over someone as tiny as myself.
I finally got it all straightened around and stepped back. He let me go when he knew I had my footing again, and laughed.
"You know I bet I bench press heavier than you weigh. You are very very small," he grinned. I never noticed the dimples on my initial inspection. Oh great, that only added another thing to ratchet up my arousal for him.
"I wouldn't argue that." I glanced at his shoulders. "You obviously spend a lot of time in the weight room."
My fingers twitched wanting to trail them across the muscles that bulged through his shirt, then removing it to caress his dark burnished skin. I wanted my lips on him, tasting him. Would he taste salty or spicy? His nipples poked through his t-shirt. Would he like to feel my tongue flick across their hardness or would he prefer them in my teeth, gently tugging?
"Am I ready to weave again, Shania?" His voice snapped me out of my ridiculous fantasy.
"You're free to weave as long as you like. I have no set time. I'm going to be working in the dye room also known as the darkroom," I said laughing. "Holler if you need me."
Dying was one of my favorite things and I could get lost in the process. In my world, there's nothing better than working with colors, and I lost track of the time.
"Here you are! I wasn't sure if you were still in here or not," Curtis said, his big body claiming much of my space.
"Good timing. I was just about done." I reached up to the pull cord and plunged the room into nearly complete blackness. "Oh shoot!" I usually had enough studio light coming in that I could easily get out the door, but Curtis was blocking it.
I waved my arm around trying to get the pull cord at the same time he tried. My breasts crashed into hard chest with an Ooof and I teetered against him, splaying my hands on his chest.
He grabbed my waist and held me against him. "You okay?" His fingers flexed. "God, Shania you're so delicaate."
I felt him grow hard against my stomach. A hard nipple was under my finger. His chest expanded with a deep breath. His thumbs slipped under my shirt and caressed my skin. I sucked in a breath and it sounded loud and lewd in this room. My eyes adjusted to the blackness and I tried to see, but all I could do was feel. His thumbs stroking around and around on my sensitive skin. I rubbed my finger over his hard nipple. I heard his hard swallow.
I knew if I could look in those melted chocolate brown eyes I would be lost. I was clinging to my professionalism with a cobweb thin grip as it was.
He leaned down and kissed my neck. His soft breath washed over me and I begged for just another moment. I slid my hands up the peaks and valleys of his chest to his shoulders, then down over his biceps. My breasts pushed into his chest and I had to rub my aching nipples against him. As if he knew, his hand went to the side of my breast, his thumb pushed between us and circled my nipple through my top. A whimper came out of nowhere and sounded distant in my ears. I knew then it had to stop it. My career was at stake.
"Curtis, no, we can't."
"You're right, Shania. I'm sorry. I wasn't thinking." He made his way out of the door and I had enough light to follow. "I'll see you my next scheduled time."
I looked at what he had woven so far and ran my fingers over the various textures, amazed at the color blends. He had an artist's eye for color, and utilized texture like a pro. I realized then how much I had let him down by letting my libido flip the bird to my common sense. How did I lose my professionalism so quickly, I admonished myself. I've never even been close to that happening before. So he didn't think I had forgotten what he was even here for, I went to my computer and sent him a link to a male weaver in Serbia that did similarly beautiful work, very similar to what Curtis was producing.
He emailed back the next day to thank me for the link and added how inspiring it was so I knew he hadn't totally written me off.
My weavers came in that afternoon for their third class and more than a few showed promise of being excellent textile artists. Several asked if I would eventually have dye classes and I promised them I would think about adding them to the schedule as well as advanced classes. I was pleased with how this was all taking off, even more, convinced I had made the right decision in moving here.
Later that afternoon Cassie was a pleasant surprise at the studio door.
"Cassie! I'm glad to see you. I think about you so often of course."
"I had to come into town to pick some things up for the ranch and thought I'd see if you weren't busy."
"I'm not! Come in, come in!"
She walked around the studio and admired the student's work that left them there. "Some of these are created by real artists," she said, amazed. "Oh, and this big loom! I assume this one is yours?"
"Well, it is my loom, but it's not my weaving."
"It's gorgeous. Someone with an amazing talent is working on this."
I nodded. "Yes, he's good isn't he?"
"He's a student and you're letting him use the big loom?"
"Not a student but a client." She nodded and didn't question further knowing that I also had art therapy students. "But I'm thinking I should turn him over to someone else." I sat down and she grabbed the chair across from me.



"This sounds serious, Shania. If you can talk to me about it, I'm here."
I nodded. "I can talk about me, which is what it's all about." I sighed. "I've done this for years, and not once did I ever have an attraction to my client. I was always able to keep a distance and allow them to find their own groove in art."
"Soooo, you're attracted to him? I would think that it wouldn't be unusual given the right person aka the client. Maybe you haven't had it happen because the right man hasn't come along?"
"I'm not sure it's all that deep. It might be that I need quickie to get me over this hump," I smiled, making light of myself, but we both bust out laughing.
"Okay, whatever you say, but I didn't take you for someone that would let a handsome guy turn her head like that. It seems there might be more of an interest than a quickie in the afternoons." I hoped she wasn't right, but had no defense.
We went on to talk about the house and how she loved living at the ranch with the love of her life, Ted, and how lucky they were to have met later in life. They were a cute couple I thought, smiling and maybe just a touch envious.
I decided to wait to talk to Curtis about transferring to another art therapist. If I sensed any strain between us at all during his next session, I would insist on it. In all fairness to him, it had to be.
It wasn't unusual that my clients didn't share their issues with me. Doctor Davis was their therapist and I worked under him, either as an alternative to other therapies or in conjunction with. I was ready to listen should they want to talk. I would have to explain to Doctor Davis why I preferred Curtis go to another art therapist.
I discovered a local yoga group and got back into that routine. Remaining limber and flexible was imperative for dance, and admittedly, aging. Use it or lose it applies here too.
Curtis was waiting at my studio door when I arrived home.
"I hope I didn't forget our appointment?"
I was sweaty from yoga and still wore my yoga pants and sports bra. The heat was intense and I usually came home and headed right to the shower.
"No, I took a chance you'd be here." His eyes dropped to my tits tightly contained in the cotton sports bra, and my nipples instinctively hardened at his presence and began pushing through the thin knit.
"I just got back from hot yoga. Sorry, I'm a little sweaty. C'mon in," I unlocked the door and he followed me in. I blotted my face and chest with the towel around my neck and tossed it over the chair. "Would you like a water?" I asked and he nodded.
I handed him the bottle and sat in the chair across from him. Those chocolate brown eyes studied me for a moment, giving me enough time to be distracted by the curly black lashes and dimples that winked on and off on his cheek. Short shiny knit shorts and a tank indicated he was working out this morning as well.
"That's okay, I just left the gym from lifting."
My libido fought with my common sense to not look below his neck. He was slouched in the chair, legs spread wide and my common sense said you don't need to see the details. My libido said girl you gotta check out that body, and it won.
I cocked my head. "That's one thing I've not done is lift weights."
"You're very fit, you should try it. You might like it."
"I should. They say us older women should do some weight-bearing exercises."
He snorted. "Older women? That's not a category I'd put you in!"
I laughed. "I am fifty-three!"
He slowly shook his head. "Nope. Fifty-three ain't even old." He chuckled. "If you're interested you can come to the weight gym with me someday. It's small and not crowded."
I nodded, not ready to commit to doing anything personal with him. "What brings you here, Curtis?" I leaned forward to grab my water bottle and his eyes dropped to my breasts who often took on a life of their own when unfettered.
He leaned forward to do the same and when he leaned back, it was too easy to lift my eyes from the table to his legs. Bare, his thighs, lightly dusted with black hair, were even more impressive. Long knots of muscles ran the length, thickening in the middle.
His shorts had pulled up and created a red satin fist-size pocket that held his cock and balls. My cunt showed its approval by soaking the yoga pants. I didn't need to look at my nipples because they were aching and hard. There was a gap between his shorts and the bottom of his shirt that flaunted a ridge of hard muscle, softened by the arrow of black hair down the middle, into his shorts.
"I was worried that I offended you the last time. In the darkroom," he said, looking for some recognition. I nodded and let him continue. "I realize there are differences between us and I understand that you might have been offended by my actions."
"Curtis, if you're referring to the color of our skin, that has nothing to do with it. At least for me." I took a moment to think out how I wanted to say this because through it all I had to remember he was a client. "I don't want to do anything inappropriate in our relationship. You are here on the advice of Doctor Davis, and I do art therapy. I'm not your doctor, but I have to abide by the same rules."
"Ah, okay, I understand. So if I'd fire you, we would no longer have a professional relationship?"
"Well yeah, but I'd have to explain to Doctor Davis why you fired me and it would go on my record, so I'd prefer if we didn't do it that way," I said, nervous that he even thought about doing that.
"So we can't have any kind of a relationship other than you're my therapist?"
"Curtis, that is what you came here for so I would like to see this through, and--" I stopped when he made one of those male adjustments, which I'm sure was natural to him, but it was a waving flag of attention to my lecherous mind. I cleared my throat and went on. "It all of course is up to you." I lowered my eyes because I was like a sex fiend that couldn't keep control of her mind.
"No, I don't want you getting in trouble, Shania." He searched my face. "I like you. I really like you. And I won't promise you that I won't continue to try to entice you." I cringed inwardly thinking it took all my resolve to resist him now. "And the sooner we get this over with, the sooner you can be free to be mine."
Those were strong words and I had to digest them for a moment. "I'm attracted to you, Curtis. God knows you have been driving me crazy since you first walked in that door." I was agitated and walked over to the student looms. "I really want to help you first, then see where we go personally."
I didn't have to look to know he was behind me. The heat of his body, his rasping breath, his spice told me. His hands were warm and comforting on my shoulders.
"I can't believe how small you are, Shania." There was a husky timbre that was in his voice that hadn't been there before. "I'd like to tell you why I'm here... I don't know if it's part of my therapy."
"Doctor Davis is the one you talk with. You may also talk to me, but it's not encouraged. I tell everyone to do what feels right to them."
His fingers wove together under my breasts, across my midriff. Although he eased me back against him, I felt as though I was more of an anchor for him for the story. I placed mine over his and relaxed. I hoped he felt as protected as he was making me feel.
"I was married when I was just out of high school and heading to college. I had a full ride for football and going to the best college team in the country, the one I always dreamed about." He sighed. "I don't know what I was thinking, getting married that young. I think I assumed she'd be a partner to me. Be there to support me. It was an important time in my life."
I felt as though I was melting into his body and wondered why I thought this was an okay idea.
He went on after a moment of reliving the past. "She was the perfect wife for a while, coming to all the games, attending various functions with me, then it all started to come apart. I had little money coming in, and she wasn't working and wasn't interested in taking any courses, so things got tough. She was bored, I guess. I was worried but honestly didn't have time to spend on her. Between games, practice, and classes I barely had time to take care of myself."
He shifted his stance, but still held me against him, but not in any sexual way. The closeness helped him get his story out.
I refrained from commenting at this point. I wasn't a therapist in the way that I could discuss his feelings. That wasn't my job. What I was doing now, listening, was what I was supposed to do.
"I was drafted and that made all the difference in the world to her. The money for one, the notoriety among our friends and family, and a much different social group. We attended many more functions, met people of popularity and fame. She was much more impressed than I was. My life was football and that's what I concentrated on. I knew I could lose it all in a flash if I lost my focus."
He took my hand and lowered his big body into a chair pulling me onto his lap. He wrapped his arm around me, his hand loosely on my hip.
"I don't know, Shania... Am I supposed to be telling you all this? I mean I want to, but don't want it to interfere with me being here."
"That's why have to back-burner any personal involvement, Curtis. You can talk about it and I listen as your art therapist. I can't advise you as Doctor Davis can, but I certainly can listen. Oftentimes that helps. Getting it out," I said.
"I like you being close to me. Is that okay?" Because I knew his reasoning I nodded. "Okay, so one of my buddies said he thought he saw my wife with another guy that wasn't a ballplayer. I wasn't really surprised I guess. I brought it up to her immediately and she admitted she met someone once, and that it was nothing but a one-time fling. I believed her because I loved her." I could hear the pain in his voice.
He picked up his bottle of water off the table next to him and took some long swallows. "Nearly a year went by, and I heard the same story from someone else. But they had seen her with someone else several times. Our exchange was angrier and she begged me to stay, that she was over it. I wasn't convinced this time, but I stayed with her."
He hesitated, and set the bottle on the table next to him. "One time when we were on a road trip we had a late game and wasn't due to come back until the next morning. They decided to fly us out that night because a snowstorm was due to hit overnight."
He stopped and gazed out the window for a bit, as though he had to gather the courage to remember.
"As soon as I opened the door to our condo I smelled the sex. It hung heavy as though it has permeated the walls. I didn't want to see it, but it was crucial I sear it into my brain so I would never put myself through it again. I needed to smell, see and feel the pain."
"And I haven't. This happened three years ago, and every time I've met a woman, I just can't get close. The more I try the more anxiety I have, and for my own mental health, I have to back off. I don't know how to learn to trust again." The desperation was apparent in his voice.
"Well, I'm sure Doctor Davis has talked with you about the situation. My job is to show you how you can channel your anxiety. Once you can do it through weaving, you'll find many other ways."
He nodded. "I already feel more in control. I admit Shania, I had my doubts. How sitting there with a bunch of yarn would make a difference... But it really has. I wish I could explain it."
"You don't need to try to understand, it can be something you just feel. Avoiding anxiety, and handling it when you do feel anxious will become instinctive."
After we overcame that, reality intruded that I was sitting on his lap, still sweaty, and above all it was inappropriate. While my brain was attempting to process that, he ran his big beefy hand up and down my back. His thumb and forefinger massaged the base of my neck, then back down.
"You're always relaxed, aren't you?" His voice was low and seductive, and my common sense said get up, but my libido said, just let me enjoy this for another minute.
"I need a shower," I murmured, aware enough of that.
"So, do I. Want to share? I've seen that big shower in there. I can even fit in it."
"Mmmm," I softly moaned as his fingers worked magic on my back and neck.
"I need you, Shania. Like I've never needed anyone in my life." There was an underlying tremor of emotion in his husky voice.
We did have a tenuous web between us that was fragile yet flourishing without consent. It was palpable from the minute he invaded my space. Beyond my libido. He found the weakness in my armor, whether he knew it or not.
I had been sitting on his lap most innocently. I sat up, not leaning against him. We had only touched through my legs and ass on his thighs. Until he started stroking my back. Until he urged me back against his hard chest.
"Curtis... I don't think this is a good idea... If we go further, I'll have to turn you over to another therapist."
His lips were against my temple. "Awh, c'mon Shania. Doc Davis will never know. And you're already helping me."
His spicy male musk infiltrated my brain like warriors stomping through my head to make his case. His beefy hand rubbed up and down my side, the tips of his fingers barely grazing the side of my breast, leaving tingles in its wake. It was all so soothing, and my softness began to melt right into his hard body.
"I'm too old for you," I murmured, groping for any last vestige I had of sense.
He laughed so hard I bounced on his chest, which made me giggle, which made him laugh harder. "You're also smaller than me, but I haven't let that bother me." I heard the humor, ignored the sarcasm.
I pushed up to look him in the face. "I am-" He quickly closed the space between our lips, held the back of my head, and began kissing me with a passion I'd never felt. The intensity pulled me right into it. I moaned, lay my hand on his chest, and kissed him back with as much passion.
Our tongues danced and dueled, I ran my tongue across the ridge of his sharp teeth, he sucked my tongue rhythmically. I was spinning and ready to go down in flames.
He pulled back, gasping, "Let's shower, honey."
I knew there was no sense in trying to resist and led him into the dressing room. I flipped the switch for the ceiling lights there were dimmer than the blare of makeup and dressing area lights.
I pulled his shirt over his head and tossed it on a chair. His chest was as spectacular as I imagined. I trailed my fingers over his upper chest, and over his tiny black nipples that hardened to my touch. The tight black curls were soft and sparse, but thicker down the middle. His soft skin was buffed and lustrous mocha color, which seemed to be stretched over the hills and valleys of his muscles that marched down his stomach.
I smoothed my hands back up his chest, his breathing became heavier, as I moved over his biceps and upper arms. A low growl indicated his patience might be wearing out and I looked up. His eyes were dreamy liquid chocolate, hooded by thick black curly eyelashes.
He pulled the sports bra over my head, I trembled as I saw his dark hands on my body, felt his hands on my skin. He palmed my nipples and I moaned softly.
"Beautiful," he breathed.
I hooked my fingers into the waist of his knit shorts and eased them down. His magnificent cock lurched up and then hung heavy. It was thick with ropy veins. I wrapped my fingers around it and thumbed the head, spreading precum until it was shiny on the smooth skin and I head a guttural response. His balls were full and tight against the base of his cock.
His hair was trimmed short around the base into a velvety black matt and his balls had the same sparse curls as his chest. The darkness of his cock in my hand, the heat, yet soft skin, and the hardness. I squeezed it throbbed, and he moaned in response. I traced the thick veins in his abdomen, and up over the ridges of muscle. Up until now, he had been patient with my explorations.
He pushed my hands away and hooked his fingers in my yoga pants trying to push them down. They are tight and my skin was damp, and I pushed his hands away and began to shimmy them down my legs and kicked them away.
He held my shoulders studying me, his gaze washed over my body like a warm brush. "You're shaved," he stated, obviously pleased.
I adjusted the nozzles on the shower and warm water flowed out three heads. The difference in our height was even more apparent in the large shower. He leaned over and kissed me. We bit at each other's mouths and let our tongues dance in a sloppy hot kiss. He cupped my ass and lifted me off of my feet and I wrapped my arms around his neck. His cock took advantage and probed between my legs. It slid between my pussy lips and I gasped when it rubbed my clit.
As though we were in the middle of a rainstorm, the water flowed our heads, down our faces and bodies. My long wet auburn hair clung to my shoulders. He broke away, looked into my eyes, and lowered me back to the floor.
I dripped body wash into my hand, rubbed them together, and began circling my hands over his hard-muscled chest. I looked into his eyes, wanting to learn his body. His nipples tightened. My fingers bumped over the ridges on down his chest to his stomach. His cock jerked when my hands neared.
I cupped his balls in my lathered hand and used my fingers to toy with them. He sucked a breath through his teeth. The slickness of the soap allowed me to stroke his hard shaft.
"Oh honey," he moaned. I watched his eyes flutter shut. I palmed the head of his cock and he jerked and moaned. "Your hands..." His voice was a powerful as his hands.
I wanted this experience to be for him and didn't invite reciprocation right now. I was never one to indulge in mutual oral. I wanted to be free to enjoy a man's mouth on me, and I wanted him to enjoy the same. Sex hasn't been hurried to me since I was young.
I tightly held the base of his cock with two fingers and trailed my nails up the underside of his cock. I began stroking, running the palm of my slick hand pinching over the head of his cock on each stroke.
He grunted. Jerked with each stroke. Curtis took my head in his hands and kissed me, his tongue thrusting into my mouth with each stroke. I swallowed his moans and vibrating sounds and kept my hand in pace with our kiss.
He buried his face in my neck at the same time his cock swelled in my hand. He pushed forward and I squeezed his cock as he grunted and pumped out a huge load of seed. It splattered over my belly and the water created creamy rivulets down my body.
"Oh Shania," he breathed the words that washed across my ear. "I've never been controlled like that before." He straightened up and searched my face. "I am so happy to have found you."
He picked up the body wash and began to do things to my body that I've never had done. He stood behind me and with each breast in his hands began to knead and palm my nipples achingly hard. He pulled me back against his body, so his semi-hard cock pushed into my back. The size and darkness of his arms around my body were inflaming.
The contrast in my artist's mind wanted to paint that. I've traveled the world as an artist and have always been color blind to people and shocked myself at how arousing it was.
I leaned my head back on his chest and closed my eyes. His hands were magic on my skin and he found places that were sexually electrifying that I never knew about.
Fingers caressed my soft shaved pussy lips. His breathing was erratic as he slipped his hand between my legs and ran a finger through the folds. His cock grew harder against my back and he splayed his hand under my tits and pulled me tighter against him, trapping his cock between our bodies.



He touched my clit as though it were a butterfly and a wave of pleasure washed through me. I moaned and felt a finger slip inside me. I was weak and he held me tightly while his hips rocked his hard cock between us. A perfect rhythmic touch and his finger pushing deeper sent shock waves through my body. I mewed long and low as the tension left my body like the snap of a rubber band and I was riding the crests of rolling orgasms.
I was like a ragdoll in his arms, and he tenderly dried me and wrapped me in a big fluffy towel. He did the same and wrapped it around his waist. He picked me up and walked through the studio as though I was no weight in his arms. He lowered me to the mattress platform in the middle of the studio that was hidden from the windows by the flowing backdrops. He followed me down and propped himself on his elbow next to me.
His eyes raked over me as he untwisted the towel, exposing my nakedness to his view. I'm fifty-three, certainly not like the twenty and thirty-somethings he usually has in his bed. For the first time in a long time, I was shy about showing my body.
He sensed that. "You're beautiful, Shania. I know you were worried about our age difference, but you must know now that it means nothing. You mean a lot to me... And before you resist, I knew it the first day I walked in your door here. It's not some love my therapist kind of bs."
He trailed a finger around my breast. The closer he got to my nipple, the more it ached for his touch, his mouth. I tried to think. To reply to that. I knew I should and everything sailed away when his hot breath and tip of his tongue touched my nipple.
I arched, wanting more. My tits were so sensitive and craved attention. "You like this?" he murmured and I felt his smile. "Your breasts have been driving me crazy. I dreamed about seeing them. Touching them. Their softness in my mouth."
His words ratcheted me quickly towards the peak. "Yessss, oh yes. Please," I begged. "I need your mouth. Your hands." My words came out on a breath, and I don't know if I said them, or breathed them.
"Oh god, Shania." He took my nipple between his teeth and tugged. I held his head to my breast so he wouldn't stop. He squeezed and sucked rhythmically, and my body followed, undulating and needy. He kneaded my other breast and pinched my nipple. A low involuntary moan came out. My hips rocked. I was out of control.
I pushed him on his back. "I need you," I said as though in explanation. I straddled his cock, raised and held it at my entrance.
His cock was black velvet against my cotton white pussy lips. I lowered while watching his cock disappear in me, and feeling it stretching the walls of my cunt. I dropped my head back, closed my eyes, and ground down. The pulse of his cock, the heat, the scent of our sex, our rasping breath all intensified my arousal. His hands were on my hips, sliding up and taking my tits into his hands. He read my body too and knew what to do. Each pinch and pull of my nipple made it longer and was like a bolt of lightning to my pussy.
I looked down and raised to see his cock was shiny and wet with our juices. He pushed up fast and hard and began bucking. Our bodies slammed together. I leaned forward, grabbed his shoulders, and rode his driving cock. His face contorted and drove deep. The hard pulses in the tightness of my cunt took me higher with him and the walls of the studio echoed our lewd sounds. His heat flooded me.
I collapsed on his chest, and he wrapped his arms around me. "Ohhhh, Shania," he rasped and I mewed in return, still catching my breath.
I knew I could no longer be his art therapist, but in this case, the trade-off was much better. He could be in my bed as well as at my loom. I would make sure he got the therapy he needed... From someone else.

~ the end ~
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The Secret Life of Artists Ch. 05

What Beverly lacked in talent, she made up for in enthusiasm. Bev was my only college student in this class, and she was met with either amusement or annoyance from the others. From the men, amusement, more so to hide their lecherous interest in the curvaceous blonde.
Her bubbly flirty personality was aggravating to the women. Her hourglass figure and sexy style of this darling did not help. Add to that, Bev had one of the more abundant set of breasts that I am sure most of them have ever seen.
Her choice of plunging necklines to show off her milky skin melons made the men want to dive face first in that impressive cleavage. The women wanted to throw a blanket over her. I wanted to paint her.
She was one of my most prolific weavers but lacked the more technical aspects. Fortunately, she began taking sculpture courses at college and found she had an aptitude for clay.
She lingered after today's class and asked if I would rent part of the studio out to her for sculpture. She wanted to use models that college would not allow. My studio was large enough, and Cassie had long ago installed movable panels and walls that were easily closed off.
"Thank you! Thank you!" She jumped up and down in delight, tits bouncing, then pushing into mine in a hug. "Ooooo," she giggled when we were nipple to nipple. Noticeable even through our clothes.
"You win!" I said laughing because she was easily double my C cup. She was in no hurry to let go of me and I thought it was a suitable time to ask her about modeling for me. "I'd love to paint you, Bev. Nude if you're comfortable with that."
"Oh my god yes! Name the time and I'll be ready."
"Okay, probably after my next weaving class. Feel free to move into your studio when you want. I'll move the walls... Oh, do you want to have a wall of windows, or have the area in the back?" She indicated she preferred the back and practically skipped out the door.

BEVERLY

Three of my college friends helped me move the clay and sculpting pedestals into my new studio. The guys were impressed and offered to pose, naked of course.
I laughed and said, "Okay, I'll keep you guys in mind! Thank you so much for helping me today," I said, hugging each one and locking the door behind them.
Shania set up my studio wonderfully with two chairs and a small table. I could use the mattress platform just by moving a wall. I had access to all the furniture and accoutrements the artists and photographers used before me.
I got a block of clay out and began working it to ready for sculpting. I had plans for this studio. Big plans. And I had already put them into action.
I cleaned up, relaxed in my new chair in my new space, and read emails. I yelped and fist pumped when I saw fifty plus emails already.
"Oh wow, I have that many pictures of dicks already," I murmured to myself and began scrolling through. Long ones, thick ones, short ones, veiny ones, black ones, white ones, circumcised ones, uncircumcised ones. All cocks were represented.
I was looking for the perfect dick and balls to sculpt and began filtering through. Most went in the recycle bin, the rest I starred to put aside as maybes until I got more to choose from.
Just looking at all those cocks got my pussy wet and my nipples hard. I have been accused of being a slut, but I did not see that as a negative. I love men. I love sex. Fuck those vestals, I thought.
And the wet panties I got from mashing my tits with Shania's made me even wonder about women now.
This was all making me horny so I slid my shorts and black lace panties off and began caressing my smooth shaved pussy. I loved when my lips were swollen and sensitive and tingled to my touch.
After licking my juices from my fingers I began running them through my wet slit, and teasing my clit. I slid my other hand into my black lace bra and began pinching my large shell pink nipples.
I closed my eyes, tipped my head back with one leg over the arm of the chair. I fantasized the owner of one of those cocks walked in to catch me, spread wide, my pink pussy glistening, my fingers strumming my clit. Hearing my soft moans, he would drop to his knees in front of me.
I would moan again when his breath washed over my cunt, the tip of his tongue softly swishing over my clit. I tried to grab his head and pull his face into my wet pussy, but he remained in control.
He ignored my whimpers and slowly, oh so slowly aroused me. He pushed my shirt up and I pulled it over my head and reached behind me to unleash my tits into his waiting hands.
He moaned and vibrated against my cunt when he squeezed and kneaded. My natural DD were more than a handful for him, but he knew what to do. He pinched and pulled my light pink nipples until they were long bullets. His tongue on my clit and nipple twisting made me cum and I flooded his mouth and face with my juices.
I licked my fingers gasping from the hard orgasm from my fantasy. Happy that I told Shania that I did not want windows in my part of the studio.
I stopped to look at myself in the mirror. I would be perceived as a typical college student. My natural strawberry blonde hair was long, the waves long enough to curl over my nipples. I had full pink lips and ice blue eyes. I only wore mascara because my eyelashes were blonde, and lipstick at times.
I had rounded hips and plump ass, which balances out my ample breasts. My mama and sister were built the same. So much so we have always worn each other's clothes.
I ran my hands over my skin, soft smooth and angelic white, not marred by tan lines, freckles, or some other things to mar my alabaster skin.

~~~

Three days later I had the list of guys scheduled to meet in my studio so I could see their cocks in person. They began arriving at eleven o'clock and done by four, and I did not find one cock that had the right characteristics to sculpt. I was discouraged, to say the least.
Normally I would be horny after all those cocks but being disheartened by it all, I just grabbed my bag and left. On the way out I found a note that Shania left on my door saying Curtis knew someone that may be just what I was looking for. I rang him up immediately and he agreed to come to the studio the next day.
Luckily, I had no classes at all so I went to the studio early to prepare, hoping this guy would work out and I could start on my sculpture. The block of clay was sized, covered with plastic and all my sculpting tools were out and ready.
Al arrived right on time.
"Hi, come on in," I said, opening the door to a huge black man, obviously a player friend of Curtis because he was every bit as broad shouldered and muscled.
He nodded and looked around seeing all the looms in various states of progress. "What did you need me for again?"
I led him into my studio and closed the door. I waved a hand towards the pedestal with clay and tools and began to explain, but he interrupted me.
"How old are you anyway? Sixteen?" His massive presence was unnerving.
"No! I'm twenty-two. I'm a college student."
"You don't look twenty-two," he sniffed. "Curtis said you want to sculpt me. Is that right?" I nodded. "I should charge you for that." My heart sank. I could barely afford supplies. "But I won't."
"Thanks," I muttered sarcastically going over to uncover my clay. It was already a rectangle on end, I just had to start blocking it in once I studied his cock. "Just take your pants off, sit there in any position that's comfortable."
I clipped my long hair up and gathered my tools. When I looked up, he was completely naked and arrogantly sprawled on the chair.
"Is this what you're looking for?" He looked at me through half mast eyes that raked and heated my body. His body hair was sparse, his nipples were tiny and black, and his abs rippled down his chest and stomach. His skin was cocoa and lustrous. He was a perfect specimen of a male.
His dick was huge. The biggest I have ever seen and was perfect for sculpting. Two large balls nestled in their sack behind his long thick shaft. And he was not even erect.
"It is, yes, but you need to be hard."
"How the hell are you going to sculpt me out of that little rectangle," his brow furrowed. His face was devoid of a beard or mustache, his hair was clipped close, which gave him an almost boyish look, especially when you got the flash of dimples when he smiled. Which so far, didn't seem to be often.
"I'm not sculpting your body, just your cock. And balls."
"Not my body?" I shook my head. "Not my face? Just my dick?" he said, looking incredulous.
"Right!"
"And I have to be hard."
"Of course."
"How do you expect I do that, and how many hours will this take anyways," he said in one breath.
"At least a couple of days. I'm just a student so not fast."
"Days?!"
"Yes days," I answered, waiting impatiently with sculpting tool in hand so I could block out the clay in the general size and shape.
He narrowed his eyes. "You got a big set of tits there. Take your top off. That'll help keep me hard."
His eyes widened when I immediately pulled my t-shirt over my head to reveal a red lace demi bra, which was merely a shelf for my hefty tits. My nipples were barely covered. Plump smooth white mountains supported by the crimson red lace.
"Okay, can we start now?" I said, after watching his cock swell to attention. He looked at me and lazily stroked his hardening cock.
"Oh yeahhhh," he moaned. "You got some hellacious titties. I wonder if they're as soft as they look."
I frowned and began to sculpt.
"I'm thinking about my cock sliding through that delicious cleavage." I focused and vaguely heard him while I gouged out portions of the soft clay.
"My black cock in those white titties. Oh baby." I saw his cock twitch.
"Your nipples are pink like cotton candy through that naughty red lace. "You looked like temptation on legs the first second I saw you but you still don't look that old."
I stifled a smile. I was beginning to see my sculpture take shape, so his words were erotic background music for me, arousing for him. My panties were wet, and I began to form the clay as though I were touching his cock. I began to block in the big helmet tip.
"Your nipples are hard. I can see them poking through the lace. I wonder if they'll taste as sweet as cotton candy when I get my mouth on them?"
"Is your pussy going to be as sweet? I bet you're shaved soft and smooth. Fat white pussy lips wet with your juices... Mmm mm."
My pussy tingled at his words, but I continued to work without comment. I would guess Al to be ten years older than me with a world of experience. I knew his talk is just to see how much I can take before I squirm. A lot. So, he will be working on that for awhile while he keeps his cock hard and be sculpting. Whatever works.
"Mmm mm, I'd love to get my hands on those hips and ass. You got something to hold on to, baby. Just like big Al likes."
I slowly bent over to pick up a sculpting tool that I had accidently dropped. My heavy tits hung and swayed and, threatened to spill out. I heard his low growl when I stood up and they settled back into place again.
"You're a tease, aren't you? I bet you love to get cocks hard. You probably have all the guys on campus following you with tongues hanging out and boners sticking out their pants for you."
He lazily stroked his cock again. The cocoa dark head was shiny with precum. I wondered how long he was going to last today and kept working because I wanted to get to a certain point before he left.
"I never get any complaints," I murmured, happy to be finally getting the nuances of the thick shaft done.
"I bet you don't. What guy wouldn't want to slide their meat into that sweet wet pussy? I know your panties are soaked from looking at my cock. You want some of this don't you." He snapped his cock at me a couple of times.
"Okay Al, we're all done today," I said, wiping my hands off on a nearby rag. "When can you come next?"
"What?! You're not going to leave me hanging like this are you? C'mon Beverly. I can't walk out of here with this big ol' boner!"
He began stroking the hard shaft and as I cleaned and put my sculpting tools away, I gave him a show. I bent over to retrieve the plastic cover and this time my tits swung out but overloaded the bra, so my titties and nipples were exposed to his lusty eyes.
"Oops," I whispered. I hefted one breast in my hand and tucked it into the cup and heard his deep vibrating groan. Then I took my time hefting the other into the cup but left that long pink nipple peek out.
"Ohhhhhyeahhhhhhhh baby," he moaned, his hand speeding up to a blur. Suddenly a white fountain of cum shot out the tip of his cock. White pearls landed on his stomach and chest.
"Nice," I smiled, tossing him a paper towel.
I had several full days of classes and could not wait to get back to my clay. I was working on another piece for a class project and my instructor commented on how much more focused I was and how well I was doing. It made me so happy she noticed. I easily kept up with my other classes so I could concentrate on art.
Shania and I crossed paths finally.
"How is it working out with, Al?"
"He's perfect! I haven't seen Curtis but thank him for thinking of me. I want you to see the sculpture when it's done before anyone else does!"
She grinned. "I'm honored! You're very enthused... I think you've found your art niche."
I nodded. "Yes, I think I have!"
Three days later Al was filling the doorway into my studio having been let in by Shania.
"She said to go on back," he explained, and I nodded.
"You're right on time."
"You're looking pretty hot," he said sidling into my space.
I smiled and said, "Take your pants off."
Being prepared for him today after my first experience gave me the upper hand. I hoped.
"Take your shirt off," he demanded, already out of his clothes and totally naked.
Expecting that, I pulled my shirt over my head and tossed it on the chair. I heard his sharp intake when he saw my ample breasts only held by completely sheer cups. The nipples I only teased him with the other day, were visible. The white sheer clung to the roundness like a second skin.
I unwrapped the sculpture from the plastic and slid my tray of tools closer. I looked at him and saw his cock was erect and at attention.
"Ready?" I asked and he nodded languidly, watching me with those sleepy sexy coffee brown eyes.
I admit, normally I would have been on that cock in a fat second. That big black piece of meat brought out my rampant sluttiness and I wanted to fuck it and suck it into my hot wet mouth. After he left I knew I would be so horny from watching him stroke it all afternoon I'd fantasize riding it and would have to cum before I could even leave my studio.
He bounced his balls on the tips of his fingers a few times and said, "Those titties driving me crazy you know." He softly moaned. "I could suck on those long bullets right through that bra. My teeth would rip a hole right through it."
My panties dampened from his words and I had to force myself to concentrate.
"I need you to move the chair a little closer. I'm going to start working on some details today."
He slowly stood up letting his cock swing in front of him while he watched me. His half-lidded gaze was stuck on my tits, and my nipples hardened as his gaze locked on. He came closer and gave his cock some leisurely strokes, before pulling the chair nearer.
"Here?" I nodded.
I began working on the head. He had a thick corona and a deep ridge from the hole to that edge. As I studied it, he milked up a drop of precum. My tongue instinctively flicked across my lips, and I heard his soft moan.
I tore myself away from my sexual thoughts and focused on the art again. I have flitted from art form to art form, never really finding my niche. I knew something was out there that I could enjoy and use my creativity for. When I found clay, I knew I found my love.
"Your panties are wet, aren't they?"
I ignored him and continued to shape the glans.
"You can ignore me all you want in your mind, but I know your body is reacting. Your nipples are long and hard and begging for my mouth." He hesitated. "Take your shorts off."
I continued to work the clay but was expecting this.
"Take. Them. Off." His tone of voice made me look up. His eyes were hard and invited no debate.
I calmly set my tool down, hooked my fingers in the waistband of my shorts and shimmied them over my hips and down my legs. I bent over, picked them up and tossed them on the chair.
"Oh yeah baby," he groaned, stroking his cock. The matching sheer panties allowed him to see that I was fully shaved, the thong back showed my curvy ass and hips off.
"Motherfucker," he growled. "You got me so fucking hard. Mmm baby, that ass."
He let it drop back on his stomach again where it jerked once and throbbed.
"You like looking at my cock, don't you?"
"Well yeah." I stopped and looked at him. "Your cock is formidable. Your body is magnificent. You're an athlete. You should be photographed nude. Your beautiful cocoa skin buffed to show off your muscularity."
"But do you want to fuck me like I want to fuck you?"
Having said about all I wanted to say now, I ignored that and went back to work.
"Did your pussy gush when I asked you that... Just thinking about me deep inside that honey drippin' pussy?"
He chuckled knowingly. I turned to pick up a spray bottle of water.
"Oh baby, that ass... Let me chew on that hot ass for just a minute." He groaned low and deep. "You ever have anyone take your ass or are you a virgin? I know you couldn't be a virgin... I know someone got that sweet pussy a long time ago. Not that I blame them. But that ass been tormenting me... It's all mine. You know I'm gonna own you."
I stifled a smile. Satisfied I got the glans, I began working on the shaft. It was interesting, mapped with ropy veins from head to balls.
"You can measure it with your mouth if you want. I'll allow that." He sucked in a breath through his teeth. "In fact, I'd love to see those sweet pink lips wrapped around my cock. I bet you know how to make a man explode with that mouth. I bet your talented tongue can make me empty my balls down your throat."
Still concentrating on the clay, I caught my lower lip with my teeth, and he grunted.
He slumped back in the chair. "I want to get my hands on the sexy fucking ass of yours. Something a man can get ahold of when he's eating you."
"Oh yeah, I'd fuck that pussy from behind so I could play with that hot ass." He milked up another bubble of precum. "That's for you baby. This cock wants to slide deep into your hot cunt. Make you cum hard. Over and over."
I squeezed my thighs together.
"I want you to cum on my mouth, Beverly. I want to lick and suck up all your hot juices. Then I'm gonna make you cum on my dick."
I knew I had another two days of work on this piece, and although my cunt was screaming for that cock, I knew I had to wait. If he still wanted me when I was done with the sculpture, I would be ready for him too. In the meantime, I knew I had to do something because I was afraid, he might not pose for me again.



"Okay Al, we're done for the day." I turned to get the plastic to wrap the damp clay in and when I turned, his body was right there, against mine.
"Baby, you can't leave my like this again," he whispered seductively.
His hands covered my ass and kneaded. He groaned, then picked me up and ground his cock against my mound. I wrapped my arms around his neck and for the first time we kissed.
It was not nice and innocent. It was a raw, passionate kiss that only demanded the outcome be sex. It was eating at each other's mouths, sucking tongues, biting lips. He lowered me to my feet, and I took that big fat cock in my hand and squeezed.
"Damn, I been waiting for this. I needed you to touch me so bad. I needed to touch you." He unclasped my bra and my breasts spilled out against his chest. Like a starving me, he moaned and sucked a pink bullet into his mouth. I held his head against me and moaned.
I began stroking his cock, letting my palm wrap the head when I pulled off the end. He grunted each time. His teeth were biting and pulling at my nipples.
He shoved two fingers into my sopping wet cunt and my muscles clenched as I rode a wave of orgasm. He gently thumbed my clit sending me on another ride.
I stroked his hot shaft faster, flicking the sensitive underside of the head each time. His hips jerked, then rocked and began thrusting his cock through my fist.
His guttural vibrations shot from my nipples directly to my cunt and he exploded in my hand as I drenched his fingers again.
It was fast, hard, dirty, and raw, and I loved it.
"Damn you," he groaned, holding my head between his hands. "What the fuck are you doing to me. I never lose control." He wrapped my long blonde hair around his fist and tipped my head back, kissing me again. Just that caused my pussy to tingle.
"I'm going to have you when this is over. I want you under me. I want you riding me. I want your mouth on my cock while I eat your sweet young pussy."
He gripped my hair tighter and stated, "I'm going to make you mine, Beverly."

~~

I was able to work more on the sculpture from memory and got to the point where I only need one more session with him to complete the details. I was so happy with it so far. I shocked myself as to how good it looked. Shania told me that there might be a gallery that shows quite a bit of erotica interested in it. I was thrilled!
The next time he walked in he had no way of knowing that it would be his last time. I unlocked the studio door and he walked into my studio. He presence in there was overwhelming.
"Take your pants off," I said, knowing he liked to wait for me to tell him. I smiled to myself.
He draped his body body across the chair. "Take your top off." I pulled my shirt off. I heard his quick intake when he saw my breasts, fully exposed to him. "Oh baby..."
His cock was fully erect and twitching. I smiled and said, "Ready?"
"Fuck yeah. Ready for you my sweet princess." The words could have been sarcastic, but they flowed out like warm honey. Just like my juices.
I pulled the plastic off the sculpture and pulled my tray of tools near me. He was sitting even closer to me because I had moved his chair since it as at the point of details.
"Beverly, this isn't hitting on you... but I was wondering if you touched my dick like you did the clay if it would help you to sculpt the details. Just wondering if feeling the veins isn't better than just seeing them."
I was shocked that he had put any thought into my process and agreed. I leaned over his lap and lightly trailed my fingertips over the shaft. My tits hung below me, and he cupped them in his hands while I devoured his cock with my fingers. It was an exploration not about sex, but his manipulation of my nipples and tits were distracting.
He sat in an armless chair, and I leaned on his shoulders, and said, "You are a very naughty man." My lips brushed his and I grabbed his lower lip with my teeth and tugged.
I turned to my sculpture and began carving the clay. I was surprised that he had no snappy comeback. And in fact, he was quiet for some time. He would lazily stroke his cock occasionally while he watched me work.
I stepped back and rotated the pedestal. I had added details to the balls near the base of his cock but left the clay rough at their round fullness. I was more than satisfied with my work and considered it done.
"Take your shorts off," he commanded.
I watched him as I hooked my fingers on my shorts and pushed them down, revealing my bare pussy. I was nude. Totally exposed to him.
I walked over to the sink to wash my hands of the clay and I felt his heat before I saw him.
He was behind me. He pushed my hair over my shoulder, his hot breath was in my ear as he began kissing the side of my neck.
"Mmmm," I mewed.
He cupped my breasts while he prodded me with his hot cock. I gasped when he pinched my nipples and pulled them even longer. His cocoa-colored hands on my virginal white tits were intoxicating.
I pushed my ass back into him. I knew what he wanted, and I wanted to give it to him. He groaned as he grabbed my ass and kneaded of soft but firm globes.
"This fucking ass has been driving me crazy." I bent over and pushed back again, reaching between my legs for his cock. "Oh yeah baby... God yeah."
That big fat head was poised at my entrance, and I pushed back again, taking the head inside. His hands tightened on my tits, allowing me to take him, although I know he wanted to do nothing but shove it in deep.
I watched the shimmering black cock breach my tight cunt. Soft white pussy lips sucked it in deeper and his hands went to my hips.
"Fuck me, Al," I hissed, and he drove the rest of the way in hard.
We had waiting weeks for this, and it was all pure raw sex. His balls slammed my clit, and my pussy clenched his marauding cock rhythmically. He groaned, then grunted. His cock throbbed hard once and hot seed washed inside me.
I leaned over the sink trying to catch my breath, my pussy gripping his cock until it slipped out.
He turned me around, lifted me and I wrapped my legs around his strong body, my arms around his neck. His eyes locked with mine and he said, "You're mine now. No more of those fucking panty waist college boys. You have a man now that will take care of you."
I nodded. "I am yours. And you are mine," I stated, and he nodded. "No football bimbo sluts."
He seemed surprised that I said that, then pleased. "No way."
I had finals and we made plans to meet the following week.
He surprised me when he wanted to take me to dinner because i did not take him for the date type.
The girls at the dorm swooned when Al pulled up in a flashy, low-slung yellow Lamborghini. I had worn a short black suede skirt, knockoff Christian Louboutin stiletto booties, and a black crop cardigan. I had my strawberry blonde hair up in a messy bun with strands floating around my head, and only mascara and a slash of red lipstick.
He further impressed our audience when he leaned over and kissed me before running through the gears to the highway.
"You look really nice, Beverly." I got the impression he was almost surprised that I could dress to go out. I had assumed someone would recognize him in public and I didn't want to embarrass him.
"Thank you, you do too," I said, checking out his snug black slacks and black cashmere crewneck sweater. "We both were in a black mood hmmm."
He picked my hand up and kissed it. "I'm glad you were in a black mood," he smiled in the double entendre.
"Your dick had everything to do with that," I said, giggling. "Could have just as well been a Martian cock."
He put my hand on his thigh and covered it with his. "You know I'd never have thought I'd go out with a girl as young as you." He navigated smoothly through the city streets.
"Really. I'd have thought you would have had all kinds of girls crushing on you."
"Well yeah, we all get that. Doesn't mean we're interested in them.
We pulled up in front of a nondescript building, but suddenly a valet appeared. Al tossed him is keys and came around to help me out.
He held my hand and knocked on a door with only a street number, but it immediately swung open, and he pulled me in behind him. Thankfully because it was so dark, my eyes took a moment to adjust.
Finally, I could see, and I looked to my right to see a bank of flaming grills filled with thick steaks and my mouth watered as the smoke stung my nose. A girl with menus led us through the dining room into a corner booth. She smiled, pulled side curtains for privacy, and disappeared.
The booth was U shaped, and Al slid around until we were next to each other. He put his arm around me while we perused the menu, which had no prices. Their specialty was steak, so I went with the crowd and ordered a filet. Our drinks came just as the curtains opened to a stage that I had not noticed.
Al slouched down in the booth; his legs sprawled in his usual position. Suddenly a spotlight went up on the stage highlighting a burlesque dancer.
She was as busty as me, with a similar figure. She was a bit more Rubenesque, but she was a beauty. Her skin was chalk white; her big round smokey eyes mesmerized. I had my hand on Al's thigh and felt him squirming, so I slid my hand over his hard bulge.
I turned and whispered, "You like her titties, don't you?"
"Oh yeahhh," he murmured. Instead of being jealous, I was getting wet watching her and feeling his reaction under my hand. I squeezed lightly and he moaned and kissed my neck. "Do you like it?"
"Yes! I've heard of burlesque but never seen it. She's beautiful."
"You are too. I'm thinking of you and her together. Naked. Your soft bodies together." He slipped his hand under my cropped cardigan and scratched my nipple through my bra. "Her tits are like yours baby. Think of how they'd feel against yours. Mmm."
I have never been with a woman before and honestly never thought of it. I am a self-admitted cockhound. "You'd like to be the creamy chocolate center between us?"
He kneaded and squeezed my tits while we watched her strip. She was slow and erotic and more like seductive slow dance. She pulled off the last vestige of clothing to red tassels from her nipples. The hidden audience applauded loudly, as did we, and she disappeared behind the curtain.
A moment later she was in our booth, drawing the curtain behind her. She easily swung our table away clearing Al's lap.
"I see your beautiful woman has been keeping you happy," she cupped her hand over the hard bulge in his slacks.
She had a hard, European accent and low timbre sultry voice.
She looked at me, tipped my chin up with a long red lacquered finger and lightly kissed me. She backed off only and inch, looked at me, and cupped the back of my head while she kissed me again. Her soft lips were full and soft and mine melted into hers. Her tongue was soft and delicate. Long dark wine red hair tickled over my tits as she moved. She tasted of cinnamon, and I had a flash that Al would like to kiss her since spice was his signature.
Al had taken her tits in his hands and was fondling them, watching us while we kissed. She held the side of my face and kissed down my neck and across my chest and opened my sweater.
"You are beautiful my girl," she whispered, trailing her fingers over my breasts and through my cleavage. She pushed the strap down my arm, took a tit in her hand and her red lips encircled my nipple while her teeth nibbled. I moaned and arched.
She hefted my tit in her hand and whispered in my ear. "Your titties are delicious. Your nipple so long I could drink from them." Her words wet my panties even more. "Your man is very sexy too. Have you ever been with another woman my girl?" I shook my head and wove my fingers through her dark red hair and held her for a kiss. She moaned in my mouth.
She looked at Al and said, "Your girl, she is very young?"
"She's not as young as she looks. She's in college." Her beautiful eyes widened, and she said, "I can see why she keeps him happy." She raked her nails over the fabric on his balls and he shuddered. She smiled seductively. "I have another show."
She leaned over to caress my tit that was still hanging out of my bra exposed to anyone walking by. "I would love to feel these pressed into mine," she said, and she was off.
"Phew," I said just as our dinners arrived and the table was back in place. The waiter did have a front row view of my exposed tit and I must admit, that was a little exciting.
I took a few bites and stopped to put myself back together.
"Don't. Leave it. In fact, get them both out." I blushed but did as he asked. "No one can see. But Lily." He nodded to the stage.
My cunt tingled, my nipples ached and all I wanted was Al inside me. At this point, I was not sure about adding Lily to the mix.
I watched Lily's movement in her next show from a new perspective. I imagined her in bed with us... Her creamy white curves on Al's hard dark body. I did want to see him fuck her. I imagined her on top of me, our smooth shaved lips creating one long cunt for him to eat. Our tits mashed together, hard nipples rubbing together. Pressing our full lips together, tongues teasing, sucking, and inflaming each other.
As she danced, she locked eyes with me, and I was sure she knew what I was thinking.
"Al," I learned over and whispered. "I want her. I want you to fuck her. I want you to eat us both."
"Oh god baby, you are too fucking hot." He leaned down and sucked a long hard nipple into my mouth. Lily and I locked eyes and we saw the arousal in each other.
The valet brought the car and we drove around the back. Lily came out smiling, her wine-red hair shining in the dim alley lighting. I opened the door and she squeezed in on my lap.
"My woman said she wanted to watch me fuck you," Al told her.
"She did?
She was leaning back against me, our soft bodies melded as one in the tight confines. She took my hand and slipped it into her jacket and on her bare tit.
"Mmmm," I moaned, fondling her heavy breast and teasing the nipple. She was the first women I had ever touched and as my hands slid over her soft skin my cunt readied itself for Al's cock.
"Oh, you know what to do baby," she whispered in my ear.
I turned my head, and we began to make out like two horny girls in the back of the movie theater. She moaned in my mouth as I continued to play with her tit, moving to the other one and twisting and pulling that nipple harder and longer.
"You guys are driving me crazy," Al said, reaching down to adjust his hard cock bulging in his pants.
"Your girlfriend is the sweetest tasting," she told him, brushing her lips on mine. "Is her pussy that sweet too, Al?" Her hard European accent made the words even hotter and he groaned as the car sped up.
Suddenly were winding through a parking deck and coming to a hard stop. He got out, came around and opened the door to help us out. We all held hands as we ran to the elevator. I did not know where we were going, but I did not care. Al used a key on the panel, and we were quickly taken to the top floor. The door swooshed open to a scene from a home decorating magazine.
He grabbed a bottle of wine and three glasses and led us to what turned out to be his bedroom. The king size bed was centered, soft lighting circled the perimeter. Two curtainless glass walls created the corner bedroom that looked out on the bustling lights of the city.
There was no seductive removal of clothing. We did not need it. Clothes came off and in what seemed like seconds were all naked and on the bed.
Lily and I kneeled on each side of Al. She smiled at me and at the same time we took his cock between our lips.
"Oh my god," he shouted, his hips rocked, thrusting that big fat cock through our kiss. His cock drooled precum out the tiny hole, coating the head to a polished brown.
I nibbled down the shaft to his balls and sucked them into my hot steamy mouth, Lily began sucking the head. I toyed with his balls with my tongue while Lily stroked his shaft with two fingers while she sucked on the head. He thrust rhythmically, and I let his balls plop out of my mouth and urged her to mount him.
She was on her hands and knees straddling him. She began swinging her big tits and slapping his face with them, while he tried to catch a nipple in his teeth.
I had his cock in my hand and started rubbing the head up and down her pink slit. She was smoothly shaved too and have soft smooth white lips. Her inner folds were silky and deep pink. The brown tip bubbled precum and it mixed with her juices. I rubbed her clit with the head and heard her moan. I used his cock like a dildo to bring her to a moaning shuddering orgasm.
He thrust in deep while she was still cumming and her voice was low and guttural as his cock marauded her sweet cunt.
She sat up and began riding him. I straddled his face. He grabbed my hips and began tonguing my clit. Lily and I began to kiss and play with each other's tits. She rode him faster and her plump tits swayed and bounced, the dark red nipples grew harder in my fingers.
We pinched each other's nipples. She rode his cock, and I rode his face. I was the first to cum, my juices wetting Al's mouth and face. He jerked, grabbed her hips, thrust in deep and grunted. The thick smell of sex, the lewd sounds of our bodies, the gritty moans, were inflaming and Lily came moaning and clenching Al's erupting cock.
Exhausted, we slipped between the sheets. Lily and I facing each other, Al spooned behind me, his resting cock nestled into me.
I drifted off thinking I would have to wait until tomorrow for my other fantasy to come true. That was okay because I wanted to feel Lily's body on top of me with our pussies pressed together. Al would get to double dip.

~ the end ~
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Daddy gave up being a trucker to stay at home with his daughter while Mama wheeled her eighteen-wheeler back and forth across the country. After flirtation and seduction, Dolly and Daddy get together... But he throws another incestual note into the mixture. Is it hot, or not? You be the judge! For my regular loves, I think y'all are going to like this a lot ;) For those grading my paper, who knows! :D As always, emails comments welcome. xo DG
Mama spent twelve months of the year crisscrossing the country in the cab of her purple eighteen-wheeler. I came to be on one of those trips when she got knocked up in the sleeper of her big rig.
She did not remember what state. Only that he drove a tanker, younger, and as she always added, the best lay of her life.
After I was born, they ran across each other at the same truck stop. She was hauling me around papoose style and Daddy told me he knew I was his immediately. No mistake because he recognized the same polished mahogany hair in a spiked fluff on my tiny head. Then later, as if we needed back up, the same hazel eyes.
"I knew Jovana wouldn't give up trucking, so I stayed home with you, and she stayed with her real love. Trucking," he told me later.
I remember traveling with her on my summer breaks. I came back to class with fantastical descriptions of places that were exotic and peculiar to our young imaginations. They would be in awe of real Native Americans that lived on their reservations. I gave credibility to things we would only read about in our textbooks. A geyser that suddenly shot out of the earth nearly two hundred feet high. The concrete jungle of New York City. That was a tough concept for us because we lived in a small town with two, three-story buildings down a short main street.
"Ron was better to stay with you anyhow, Dolly. You know I'm a rolling stone." She would talk to me in Serbian, a language that always sounded angry. I only spoke it when I had to. Mama moved away from Serbia long ago and never went back, even so, I could meet my grandparents. She had truck driving in her heart, she lived and loved the open road. Even my name, Dolly, was after a part of an eighteen-wheeler.
I never knew her age or his, but I knew he was considerably younger than her. That he looked young made it interesting because when he would pick me up at school, they often mistook him for my brother. He was tall and muscular from demanding work. Even now our hair was still the same color with lush thick curls. Mine was halfway down my back, his neatly trimmed to keep the curls under control.
After all that, Daddy loved Mama and whenever she would be home, they would spend time in the bedroom.
We were an unconventional family, and my friends were either envious, or felt sorry for me. I thought my life was the best and always felt loved.
I had just graduated from high school with honors. A week later he came home from work and asked me to come outside.
"You're eighteen and it's time you had your own car."
"A convertible! Thank you, Daddy! I love you!" I threw my arms around him, and he laughed, hugging me tightly.
He had worked his way up in the excavating company because the owner had taken him under his wing. His office job brought more money and status within the company. He could also take more time off to go on the road with us.
As a long-distance driver, she could be gone weeks at a time. If she had a run across the country, instead of bobtailing it back, she would try to find a load to bring back which could sometimes entail a wait. I decided to take time off before I started school and flew out to meet up with Mama.
Her purple cab, sans trailer, idled a deep rumble out of the two stacks at the curb of the airport. I opened the door, tossed my bag in, and climbed up.
"Mama!" I hugged her, teary-eyed because it had been so long since I'd seen her.
"Sorry I missed your graduation, ​moja ljubav," she said, her Serbian accent softening. "I really tried to get back."
"I know. It's okay. I just miss having you around," I said, blinking back tears because I didn't want her to feel bad.
She sniffed. "I took some time off so we can do some shopping and eating around town. Girl stuff."
"That's great. Sounds like fun," I smiled. I really didn't care what we did, just spending time together was enough for me. "I think Daddy is going to try to fly out and ride back with us."
"Awh, he is? Damn, I'd love that. I miss him so much," she said wistfully, her black eyes softening with thoughts of him.
As though she were going to see him now, she reached up and pushed an untidy strand of her hair back into the bun. Her glossy raven hair and big black eyes at times could look like the deepest purple. In the Balkans, it was not an unusual color, but here it was rare.
She has the beautiful dark olive skin that I wished I had inherited. If she was in the sun for any amount of time her skin turned to bronze. I studied her features and it seemed like she never aged. I wondered if she had any men while she was on the road. I know she had to get hit on all the time. I know Dad had been faithful to her. I would have known if he was not.
We spent three days just hanging out together, the first time I can ever remember doing that with Mama. We were going to the airport to pick up Daddy. He was waiting on the curb, and I slipped back into the sleeper, or as I always called it, the playhouse. At eighteen, it was still a playhouse to me.
It contained a full-size bed, drop-down narrow bed, sink, small oven and cooktop, commode, and shower. I sat back there for hours and rocked the roads as I peered out the front and watched the world go by.
Daddy hopped up in the truck. Immediately they were all over each other right on the curb at baggage pickup. They kissed with the intensity of two lovers that had been apart forever. Finally, a horn blared, and they pulled away from each other. Mama's cheeks were flushed as the diesel lurched off the curb and into traffic.
We grabbed a bite to eat before she pulled into a place with an electric hook up. I called it an early night to give them time together, as alone as we could be. I suspected they would soon forget about me in the corner on the small bunk.
I closed my eyes and breathed deep and even, and I soon heard their murmurs and whispers. Then the rustle of clothing coming off, soft giggles, and stifled moans. I opened my eyes a slit. There was just enough light coming in through the tinted side window to see Daddy's white skin nearly glow in the dim light, and Mama's darker legs wrapped around him. They hushed their voices, but the smell of sex was unmistakable, their breathing getting faster and harder was loud in the small space. I watched his ass muscles clench and unclench while he drove his cock into her.
The sudden movement made me quickly close my eyes although there was no way they could see me. When I opened them again, Mama was straddling Daddy. She reached between her legs and wrapped her fingers around his thick cock. He strained up, trying to push his cock into her, but she was in control.
Her head fell back, her long raven hair was loose and flowed down her back to her heart-shaped ass. He grunted and she shushed him but continued to tease him. His hands were on her breasts, not as large as my D cup. Even in the dim light, I could see her nipples were black and some of the largest I have ever seen.
I was eighteen and knew I should not be watching them, but I couldn't look away. I slowly moved my hand between my legs to my wet pussy and opened my thighs by increments so as not to draw attention.
Suddenly she dropped down and his cock disappeared inside her. He grunted and drove up nearly bucking her off. She rode his cock while he bucked, her breasts bouncing wildly.
I rubbed my clit at the same pace as them. I was inflamed by the hot wild sex my parents were having while I strummed my clit. We were all going to cum together.
Daddy was the first to drive up, Mama began to moan right after that, and I came with them both.
I had to recover quickly. I closed my eyes and drifted off almost immediately.
The next day Mama had to stop at a terminal to pick up a load. She expertly backed the big rig into the dock space and went to check-in. I watched out the windshield from the sleeper, Daddy was in the passenger's seat.
"Dolly?"
"Hmmm." I was watching the bustle of trucks coming and going.
"Did you watch us have sex last night?"
I was stunned. I had no idea he could have known.
"Yes," I admitted.
"Did you like it?"
"Yes."
"Did you cum?"
"Yes."
Before I had a chance to apologize, she was climbing back up into the truck again.
"This won't take long, and we can be off." She filled out her logbook, and she was right because they gave her the go-ahead that her trailer was loaded, and she began pulling the gears and winding it up to merge onto the highway.
"We're going to stay at a motel tonight, Dolly," Daddy said.
"Okay. Can I sleep in the truck?"
"No, you cannot," Mama said. "It's not safe in a strange place."
"But you sleep in here!"
"Yes, I do, but I'm armed." And that was the end of that conversation.
I slipped into bed early again and they disappeared into the bathroom. I heard giggling then Daddy's deeper groans.
The bathroom door opened and spilled light into the darkness. Enough I could see them both clearly, naked and aroused. Daddy walked between the beds, and I could have reached out and touched his bobbing cock.
They lay on top of the sheets. He on his back, she kneeled between his wide-open legs. Her long hair curled around her breasts, and she looked like a goddess. Daddy's cock was standing straight up and jerked and throbbed.
She leaned over, held it in her hands as though she was praying, and began sucking his cock. The bathroom light illuminated their bodies, and I could see everything perfectly. He pulled her hair over her shoulder as though allowing me to watch.
He moaned when his cock disappeared in her mouth. Although she whispered, Daddy made no attempt to be quiet this time.
"Oh god, Jovana, its been so long," he moaned lustily. "Your tongue rubbing the tip like that then your teeth." It was as though he were describing it for me. "Yes yes, harder," he groaned. I watched her nibble his cock like a piece of corn right down the thick shaft. "My balls. You know how I love you sucking on my balls too, baby."
She laid his cock back on his stomach and petted the underside. It jerked and he moaned as she kept petting up and down the underside, still wet from her mouth.
She nuzzled her mouth on his big balls and sucked one into her mouth. "Oh yeah! Just like that!" His ass lifted off the bed and he dug his heels into the bed and incited, began quickly jerking his hips.
She moaned and he clenched the bedcovers. "The vibrations through my balls and dick when you do that, oh my god," he gritted. She began moaning louder and deeper, no longer trying to remain quiet.
"Fuck me. Ride me, Jovana. I need to feel your tight cunt squeezing my cock."
She leaned to kiss him, and he gathered her hair over her other shoulder. "You want me to fuck you hmm." She whispered. "With your daughter in the next bed?" He groaned. "What if she wakes up and sees us. That would make you hot, wouldn't it...? Your daughter seeing your big fat Daddy cock."
"Oh god yeah... Fuck me," he ground out, as though me seeing his cock inflamed him.
I shuddered at her Daddy cock which dampened my pussy even more. When she mentioned me as though it wasn't the first time, I came up during their sex was exciting as well.
She straddled him and lowered herself on his cock. He quickly rolled her on her back, spread her thighs wide, and plunged his cock in deep. He put her ankles on his shoulders and fucked her hard. Her tits jerked around on her chest. He leaned over her, supported by her legs, and was in position to drive his cock into her hard and fast.
Their bodies slammed together hard with lewd slurping noises as his cock drove in and out of her wet hole. He thumbed her clit without missing a beat. His muscles tensed, his ass hard-driving,
I was going to cum with them again. My hand was drenched from my dripping cunt.
Suddenly he split her legs, ​came down on her, locked eyes with me and we came together. He watched me cum although I held any movement or sound in. He barked out each pump of his cock into her, watching me as though he were pumping it into me, and knowing I heard them whispering.
I closed my eyes to shut off the intensity. The intimacy with my father. Right then I wanted to be her. To have him on me. In me.
I never opened my eyes again and went to sleep.
More days on the road, more smoldering nights like that, and we were back home. Mama stayed with us for a week longer and I no longer watched them making love. I could no longer watch her sucking his cock. I was not sure what I thought about it because I did not let myself think about it. My head was jumbled.
The atmosphere changed between us after Mama left. I looked at him as a man and I could tell he looked at me just as differently.
Weeks went by and we settled into a routine. We were more intimate. Brief touches, physical closeness that was much more affectionate than normal dad daughter.
He came out from his shower one morning with a towel wrapped around his waist. "What's for breakfast, baby?" He came up behind me at the kitchen counter. His left hand was on my hip and his body angled towards me.
I looked back over my shoulder and leaned back, my ass pressing into his hardening cock under the towel. "What do you want?" I asked softly.
His fingers tightened on my hip for a moment as he pressed his fully aroused cock into my hip. "Hmm, eggs and sausage?" I nodded. With one last push into my hip, he sauntered over to the coffee pot and poured a mug, almost celebrating how his towel tented out in the front.
Another time he was in his bathroom shaving and I needed aspirin out of his cabinet. I stepped behind him and leaned to retrieve the aspirin. My tits pressed into his back. They pushed harder as I had to reach further to grab the bottle. I had my thin cotton nightie on which did little to obstruct my hard nipples from rubbing on his bare back. We locked eyes in the mirror. "Love you, Daddy," I said, kissing his shoulder and drug my nipples across his back while I left. I was becoming more brazen.
The most blatant and arousing was when he was taking a shower after he came home from work. I was preparing dinner and heard him calling from his bedroom.
"Daddy?"
"Baby, I forgot a towel, can you grab one for me please?"
I lifted a stack of towels out of the linen closet and went into his bathroom. He was just stepping out of the shower.
"Thank you, moja ljubav," he said, taking the towel I handed him. I shoved the rest of them on an upper shelf.
I looked. I wasn't not going to look. I was past that. He took his time drying his upper body, his hair, and arms which gave me time to hunger after his thick swinging cock. It was hardening before my eyes. He had the corner of the towel and dried his check, then cupped his balls and cock in the towel in a seductive display.
"Do you want me to dry your back, Daddy?"
"Mmm," he murmured, his eyes half-lidded he handed me the towel.
I rubbed the towel from his broad shoulders down over his muscular ass. The next pass glided over the valley between his cheeks. I swiped from the other shoulder down again. The muscles in his ass flexed as I neared. I wanted to get rid of the towel and use my hand, but I was not that brave. Yet.
Many times it was arousing flirtations between us. Sometimes it was just a look, other times it was more seductive.
It was a dance with no beginning and no end... It would either remain as it was, or we would consummate our relationship as lovers.
I was watching television in my room and came out to get something to drink. Daddy was in his recliner, his pants pushed down with his hard cock in his hand. He locked eyes with me while he talked into the phone. After a moment I knew he and Mama were having phone sex. He stroked slower, his palm open and his thumb curved around his cock giving me a clear view. It was shiny with lube that sat on the table next to him. I got back to my room, closed the door, lightly touched my clit, and was cumming hard just that quick.
At first, he was braver than me and would be the one to do the teasing. I enjoyed it and began teasing him in turn.
One morning he walked into the kitchen to find me making breakfast in an oversize t-shirt that did not cover the bottom rounds of my ass. When I turned, my soft smooth pussy lips peeked out. He groaned. I had taken it a step further than he had.
He walked up behind me and kissed me on the neck. I pushed my ass back into him, his thin cotton sleep pants could not contain his hard cock. It slipped in between my ass cheeks just as his arms came around me. I tipped my head to his lips. I took his hand and placed it over my aching breast. He groaned and nipped at my shoulder. He fondled my tits through the thin knit, tugging my nipples longer. My pussy was dripping, and I pushed my ass back harder and his cock slipped between my swollen pussy lips.
He grunted in a deep growl. "You know I want to fuck you, Dolly." I nodded. "When I saw how you looked at me in the truck, then in the hotel room, I knew we would be together."
"I want you to fuck me, Daddy." He groaned louder and nipped harder making his mark on me.
"We will, my sweet." His breath washed softly across my ear. "Soon. Very soon. I want you to need me more than you've ever needed anyone. I want you begging me. And then we will be lovers."
That only served to inflame me and I became more brazen around him.
He was putting in extra hours at the excavating company and would sometimes come out late and tense. After dinner, I would rub his shoulders and neck trying to get the hard kinks out of his muscles.
"Oh Dolly, that feels so fucking good," he moaned, circling his head to stretch his neck while I kneaded his shoulder muscles. I had pulled his shirt off and began to rub my hands over his chest. My hands slid down his chest. I leaned over him; my tits rested on his shoulders as my fingers touched the waistband of his slacks.
He turned his hand and kissed a tit through the thin knit tank. "Mmm." He pulled the neck of my tank down baring my breast to him. "Daddy needs this," he murmured, latching on to my nipple and sucked. I held my tit, comforting him and he bit my nipple pulling it longer. Suddenly he stopped and pulled my shirt over my tit again.
My pussy was so wet for him. I needed him inside me. I was not a virgin, but I wasn't experienced. Certainly not like Mama, but I knew I could please him.
We had sandwiches for dinner and did not talk much. He was obviously stressed and tired from work. He then said he had a big project at work that was grueling and apologized.
Another two weeks went by similarly. I had college classes four days a week now and stayed busy studying, but I also worried about Daddy.
I started trying to give him loving comfort when I could. When he came out for breakfast, I was waiting to give him a hug. I wrapped my arms around his neck and pressed my body against him. He would cup my ass and pull me into him, softly moaning as his cock grew hard against my body.
"I wish there was something I could do," I would whisper.
"Just you here, so close like this... You don't know what it means, Dolly."
Mama called every other night and I never saw them have phone sex again after that. They usually had long conversations but never turned sexual.
I curled on the end of the sofa watching a movie when he came home one night. It was late and he looked exhausted. He stopped when he saw me. He took his shirt and shoes off and stretched out on the sofa. He faced me.



"I'm sorry baby but I need you. Need this." He shoved my shirt up, bared both my tits, and squeezed them together. I moaned softly. "Oh Dolly," he breathed. "You're so responsive."
His mouth opened and covered a nipple, closed his eyes and I watched his face relax as he pulled on my nipple in his mouth. His fingers gripped rhythmically while he sucked rhythmically. I saw and felt his hips join in the same rhythm. He opened his mouth, my tit still filling his mouth, and said, "Oh my god, I'm cumming." He squeezed my tits together, his face buried in them while his body jerked hard. I felt his deep growl against my chest.
"Damn," he gasped. "I don't know what I'd do without you, baby."
He pushed up and pressed his lips into mine. I wove my fingers through his curls. I dipped my tongue into his mouth to taste him. He moaned, angled his head, and took the kiss deeper. He spoke unintelligible words against my lips. I didn't care. I just wanted him to keep kissing me.
He stood up and pulled me up against him and began kissing me again. Hotter and deeper. His hand slid in my panties and between my legs. I trembled at his touch. My pussy lips were so sensitive, my clit felt swollen. I groaned into his mouth when His finger slipped inside my wet canal. Two fingers fucked me, and I rocked against his hand. He thumbed my clit and I whimpered.
"Cum for me baby," he breathed in my ear. "Cum hard for me. Your pussy is so wet. It's wet for me I know," he murmured, fucking me faster with his fingers, strumming my clit faster. I rocked faster on his hand. The tension built. I could feel his arm tighten around me knowing I was cumming soon.
Suddenly my vision went black, and a loud staccato moan came out of me while I came on his hand and fingers.
"Oh god baby, yeah." He held up. Held me against him. I hung on, gasping for breath. "This sweet pussy is mine. I cannot wait to bury myself in you. Deep in your tight pussy. I want to fill you with the seed I made you with."
He walked me to my bedroom and pulled the covers back. He quickly stripped my clothes, helped me between the sheets and covered me, and kissed me.
"Sleep well, baby. Tomorrow is Saturday. We will have all weekend," he promised, and I knew that we would soon be joined. I would have my Daddy's cock in me.
"Daddy?"
"Yes?" he said, still standing next to the bed.
I looked up at him. "That night you and Mama... She said something about your Daddy cock... And how you'd like me to see you hard and sexy." I saw him swallow hard. "It was as though you had talked about me before?"
He sat on the edge of the bed. "Your Mama always thought we would become close because she was gone so much. She never believed me when I told her we weren't." He picked up my hand his rough thumb stroked the backs of my fingers.
"At first I told her she was nuts. You were my daughter and that was sick. How could she even think that? This last time, once you turned eighteen, she saw what a beautiful and sexy woman you were now. I didn't see it yet, but you and I were together every day, and we notice less."
"She talked about me with you this last time then?"
"Yes. She kept teasing me by pointing out how your tits were even bigger than hers. She knows how much I love big breasts." The sheet had worked lower when he sat down, and the edge barely covered my nipples. He gazed at them for a while. "So, then I did start noticing and when I did you made me hard, and of course she noticed that."
I took a deep breath and the sheet slipped enough to just bare my nipples. They hardened while he watched. "Then what did she say to you?" I asked.
"She fantasized aloud how I might seduce you which filled my head with all kinds of obscene visions. And then I began looking at you during the trip, obsessing more like it."
"What were you doing to seduce me," I whispered, my pussy tingling and wet again.
"Your Mama suggested I could slip into bed with you in the middle of the night. She was the one that suggested the shower," he smiled. I slowly blinked and smiled.
"That's why she was so loud when we were fucking in the motel room, so you could watch. Funny thing was, she had no idea you were. Later she told me you must have been out like a light."
"Those moments were between us, baby." He twisted a nipple between his fingers and tugged it longer. "Actually, she wanted me to fuck you the week she was here, but I wanted to keep that between us. If it did happen." I nodded, glad that he did keep it our secret. He repeated on the other nipple, and I hissed.
"I'm so wet again," I whimpered. "And you're hard." I glanced down.
"Yes, moja ljubav, but we have time. Time to do anything you want. Anything we want. I will be yours." He leaned over and kissed me, gently dipping his tongue in to taste me before backing away. "Good night, baby."

~~~

It seemed like minutes later but was precisely three hours that Daddy was back in my room. The light was on. His face was haggard. His eyes were red-rimmed. He was wearing his sleep pants and he loomed over my bed.
"Wake up, Dolly."
"I am," I mumbled trying to clear the cobwebs from my mind and focus on him.
He sat on the edge of my bed and helped me sit up. I was waking up and I could tell by his face it was bad. My mind raced and I knew it was Mama.
"She's dead."
I saw the flash of surprise cross his face, then back to the pain and he nodded.
"She was in a fatal accident in her truck tonight."
~~~
The next month was a blur. It took time to get her body back to us. Then time to get her family over from Serbia. I finally met my grandparents under the worst of conditions, but I was able to serve as their interpreter while they were here.
Daddy was exhausted. His work had given him all the time off he needed, but he did go into the office for a few days because I encouraged it. He needed to get away. He walked around in a trance when he was here.
I had to reconcile that I was not going to get another phone call from her. I would never see the country with her in her big purple truck again. And she would never walk through the door again.
It seemed like forever, but it was only two months that finally everyone was gone, all the paperwork done, and life resumed in a new normal for us. We had long ago quit our seductive game and I didn't know if we would ever get back to it again.
The day she was killed was the weekend we planned to become lovers and now that was in the back of my mind. Maybe had Daddy and I not started our seduction, Mama would not have been killed.
I did miss the affection from him. I think we both needed it more than ever, but I was hesitant because I didn't want him thinking it was sexual. That would only put more pressure on us both. But I had to take the chance. I needed him and I know he needed me.
"Daddy, what do you want for breakfast?" I asked just as I always did before. I put my arms around his middle, laid my head on his chest, and hugged him. He only ran the flat of his hand up and down my back a couple of times, but it was a step.
"I don't care, my love." My love. Mama used to say that to me in Serbian; moja ljubav.
"Okay, sit down and I'll get your coffee."
Not dressed yet, he wore his drawstring sleep pants. He had not noticed the fly gaped and exposed his semi-hard cock that nestled against his balls. It caused my pussy to tingle and dampen my panties. For the first time in a long time, I felt anything beyond grief.
I had gone back to not caring what I wore, so I hadn't worn anything sexy recently either. I wished I had. I wish I had enough nerve to drop to my knees in front of him, open his pants and take his cock into my hands. I wanted to reach in with my other hand and weigh his balls on the tips of my fingers while his cock grew hard in my hand.
I wanted to hear his breathing change. The low vibrating rasps. I wanted his hips to rock when I slowly stroked his cock and thumbed the precum over the head. I needed to see, feel, and hear the pleasure he was feeling. I wanted to feel his throbbing hardness in my mouth. I wanted precum to gather on my tongue.
Had we gone on that night and had sex I was sure I would feel braver. Or maybe just more confident.
I brushed against him when I served the bacon and eggs. And leaned over him, pushing my tit into his shoulder when I refilled his coffee. He didn't rebuke me, but he didn't reciprocate either.
I filled my plate at the stove and turned to sit down. That's when I noticed his cock was now fully hard and had pushed out of his pants. I looked at him and he seemed unaware and was eating with little enthusiasm.
That evening I relaxed on the sofa when he came in. I held the movie just as the sexier scenes appeared.
"Did you eat?" He nodded, taking his jacket and tie off. He unbuttoned his shirt. "Come over here with me, Daddy. Relax."
He looked as though he was going to sit in his recliner but reconsidered and stretched out on the sofa with his head in my lap. He faced the television to watch the movie and I put my arm over him, my hand resting on his bare chest where his shirt gaped open. I lightly played with his hair and softly ran my fingers down the side of his face.
The movie was working into steamier scenes and my panties were getting soaked. I squirmed and pressed my thighs together. He rolled back and his head was against my tits. I began to run my fingers through the curls on his chest down to the point where his shirt buttoned.
My nipples were hard and poked into him and he very gently rocked his head against them. I tried to reach further into his shirt but was hampered.
He rolled back a bit more and unbuttoned, pulling his shirt open. He also rolled his hips back enough I could see the bulge in his pants. He placed my hand on his chest again.
His skin was hot, and his belly jerked when I lightly trailed my fingertips down to the waist of his pants, then back up. Erratic breathing moved his chest convulsively. His stomach began to suck in when I trailed across the edge of his waistband. His responses were hot and desperate.
The movie scenes were graphically erotic now. He caught my hand, flattening it on his stomach and slipping my fingers between his hot skin and pants. I had to lean more, and he turned his head accepting my nipple into his mouth. He moaned and pulled my shirt up to expose my tit to him.
His zipper opened and he guided my hand into his pants and over the hard ridge of his cock. As though he needed to control, he kept his hand on mine and squeezed my fingers around the fiery hot shaft. He shoved his pants down and rolled so he was now facing my tits and I could easily reach him.
He squeezed my tit and sucked the long nipple into his mouth. "Oh my god Daddy, that feels so good," I breathed. It had been so long. I fantasized we could make it back to this again.
He groaned and tugged my nipple with his teeth while he still controlled my hand on him. I didn't care because I knew why he was hesitant in letting go. I was too. He opened his legs and pushed through my hand. He tightened his grip on mine and thrust faster. He sucked more of my tit into his mouth, his mouth and nose pushing into the softness. His groaning vibrations ran a static line of arousal right down to my cunt.
'Oh yeah," he shouted, his voice muffled into my breast. His cock throbbed hard, and he grunted each pump of his seed. "Fucking hell," he mumbled, his face still nuzzling my tits.
He pushed up to his knees and pulled my legs onto the sofa, then pulled my shorts and panties off baring my cunt to his lusty eyes. He pushed one leg on top of the sofa, the other onto the floor. I couldn't' have been any wider open to him.
"Dolly, you're beautiful." His breath washed over my wet slit. He pulled and plucked at my sensitive cunt lips with his teeth, and I moaned and pushed into his face. His nose teased my clit and he nibbled up and down my fat lips.
"Ohhhhh," I whimpered. My own voice sounded alien to me. I had not come in so long and I needed him for so long my arousal was out of control. My hips jerked quickly of their own volition. I panted needing him to touch my clit, but he avoided all but with brushes of his nose. His thumb pushed on my ass rhythmically while his teeth were chewing and nibbling on my cunt.
I reached down to touch my clit, but he moved my hand away and continued to tease. I was wound so tight with tension, it bordered on pain. I thrust my hips. Just need a touch of his tongue to my clit. I sobbed as his tongue ran up and down my silky wet pink slit. I felt his fingers on me. Poised at my entrance.
I moaned for them. I needed more. I was going out of my mind and a long low whine came out my lips. Just as he began flicking his tongue across my clit, he pushed two fingers into my sopping wet canal.
My vision went black, and fireworks shot off in my head. His hands were on my tits twisting my nipples adding waves to my already undulating body. My toes were clenching, cramped. In an almost painful throb in my body, all the tension exploded, and it was like I was free-falling off a cliff. I heard my own wail but didn't know where it came from.
Before I could recover, Daddy sat back on the sofa and pulled me over to straddle his lap. He had my shirt off and held me tight against his chest. I buried my face in his neck and savored his maleness.
"Oh baby," he said, rocking back and forth. My nipples rubbed on the matt of hair on his chest and the flame flared again.
I moved so I was cross-legged with my legs behind him. I moved closer so his cock nestled into my open cunt. His face was in my neck, he held me so tightly against him again that I could not move. It was emotional for us both, but especially for him.
He had no one to make love to anymore but me and I know he would struggle with that, the rightness of it. It was complex before Mama died, but now... Everything was different.
I held his head to me, weaving my fingers through his thick curls. I don't know how long we sat like that. Minutes. Forever.
He finally leaned back and looked at me. He brushed hair off my face, and I saw his eyes were red-rimmed. It may have been uncomfortable for him, but my legs remained tightly wrapped around him.
He looked into my eyes. "This isn't right, Dolly. I shouldn't depend on you for my needs."
"You're not. We would have done this before she... left." I stumbled over the word. "You weren't using me as a replacement then. This has nothing to do with her." I stated. "It never did," I added truthfully. "It has always been between us."
It was a long moment before he said, "You are too wise, moja ljubav."
I leaned forward to brush my lips on his and my nipples just brushed his chest. I heard and felt his sharp intake of breath across my lips. I angled my head and began to kiss him with a passion. I ate at his mouth and stroked my tongue in and out. I could tell he was holding back, but I didn't care. I rubbed my nipples across the abrasive hair and tongue fucked his mouth. I felt the stirring of his cock against my cunt.
He groaned and pulled me against him and returned the wet and hot kiss. He squeezed my tit and twisted my nipple. I moaned in his mouth for more. His cock unfurled more and pressed against my wet folds, and I rocked my hips. The passionate kiss inflamed us both again.
"I need you inside me, Daddy," I begged.
Suddenly he pulled away from our kiss, from me, and leaned back on the sofa. "I don't know if I can do that, Dolly. Do not ask that of me yet. I am not ready. I don't know if I ever will be."
I blinked back tears at the rejection.
"Baby don't cry. It's me. To fill you with my cock is the ultimate for me. We will be joined and as close as a man and woman can be. I can eat your sweet pussy, I can make you cum on my tongue and mouth and using my hands, but no more yet."
I nodded. Understanding it wasn't a rejection of me. He of course still loved Mama and although a dalliance between us when she was alive wasn't right, now that she's gone sheds another light on it. Even if she did encourage it, the fact that she was no longer around changed so much.
I had a short break from school and with his consent, I went through her things and cleared them all out. He agreed to new paint and to let me redecorate his bedroom.
Our house was just stuff because Mama didn't have a shadow of an interest in decorating the house. I never noticed it before but began to look at our house with a new eye.
"Dolly, let's go find some new bedroom furniture this afternoon." I suspected he was looking around with the same eye. It was time for changes.
We were walking through the furniture store and Daddy pointed out a leather love seat he would like for his bedroom. It had a gas fireplace, and he was having someone come in to check it so it could be used.
"Your brother has exquisite taste," one of the cute young girls said.
"He does," I said, smiling.
She lurked as we walked through the store. When we walked through the beds, I put my arms around his waist and whispered, "Which one do you want me to spread for you in?"
"Mmm," he moaned softly, looking down at me. "My naughty girl." We kissed, and I moaned in his mouth. His hand moved to cover my breast and squeeze and I arched into it. "You're going to get us thrown out of the place," he grinned, patting my ass.
I turned to point out another bed and saw she stood glued to the floor, her cheeks flushed, her eyes lusty. I guess incest can be a turn-on for others too, I thought to myself, smiling.
We stopped for paint and food. With both of us painting, we had the bedroom knocked out by that evening late.
"Wow, it looks so different already," he said, looking around.
The next day the furniture arrived. He had the bed moved to a different place in the room, the leather loveseat in front of the fireplace, dresser, and bureau against the far wall.
I made him leave the room because I had already chosen all the bedding, draperies, and pillows and wanted him to see it complete.
It was all about natural colors in the faux fur and suedes. Masculine black lamps sat on each bedside table. A soft brown throw and pillows would make the loveseat cozy. Oversize pillows of the same faux fur and suedes leaned against the heavily carved headboard, throws tossed over the matching footboard. The colors and textures were warm and seductive.
I even purchased new thick fluffy towels for the bath and two robes in hopes I could wear one eventually.
I lit the candles that breathed a light sandalwood scent into the air and dimmed the lamps. I took one last glance around and called him in.
He opened the door, stepped in closing the door behind him, and leaned on it. "Wow, Dolly it doesn't look like the same room."
"And no ruffles or lace," I grinned.
He ran his hand over the soft fur bedspread. "No baby, it's very sexy. Erotic." I was thrilled to hear the words.
He walked around taking in every detail and wandered into the bathroom. "I just can't believe what you've done here, moja ljubav."
He opened his arms and I stepped into them. I wrapped my arms around his neck and pressed my face close breathing deeply to take in his scent. My panties were dampening from his hard body, his scent, that low vibrations in his throat.
"I was getting ready to shower," he said. I stepped back to leave, but he grabbed my hand. "I wondered if you wanted to join me. You can wear that robe hanging in there next to mine." I swallowed hard and nodded. He pulled the shirt over my head baring my breasts to him.
"Dolly, your breasts are just so beautiful. I've always loved them big, and my daughter has blessed me with the biggest ones I've ever had the privilege of having in my hands." He fondled, caressed my ample tits, and began twisting my nipples like I loved. I moaned, feeling more wetness.



I pushed his shirt off, hooked my fingers in the waistband of his sport shorts, and tugged them down. They dropped in a pool at his feet. His thick cock hung heavily against the fat balls. He pushed my shorts off and looked me up and down.
"I love that you keep your pussy smooth. I know you love what I do to those soft smooth lips with my teeth." I moaned and nodded. He adjusted the shower and pulled me under that warm spray.
Water coursed between our bodies. It was so sensual as the pinpricks set my nerve endings on edge. His hands followed and I shuddered as I became more inflamed. He slid a bar of soap over my body followed by his hand to rub it in. He took more time on my tits, soaping, caressing, and pinching.
Lathered fingers slipped between my legs and my ass. Again, his finger pressed against my rosebud rhythmically but did not breach.
I lathered my hands and ran circles over his chest and down his stomach leaving a trail of bubbles. I rubbed my tits on his slick chest and giggled. He grinned and held me against him, and we wiggled. His hard cock trapped between us jerked as I ground my mound into it.
I stroked the hard shaft and cupped his balls in my soapy slick hand. I ran my hand from his balls back and he slowly blinked, and his lips parted.
"I love your body," I murmured, running my hands over his body. The movement of his muscles just below his skin, the abrasive curls across his chest hiding tiny nipples that hardened to my touch. The hair narrowed into an arrow pointing down and leading right into the nest of curls at the base of his cock.
I could hear him breathing harder and my fingers and hands continued to explore his body. I looked up at his half-lidded eyes, heavy with hunger. A hunger that I could appease. That power was an aphrodisiac to my young mind. That I could have command of his pleasure.
We locked eyes and he knew immediately that I had a moment of illumination. "Dolly..." he started, then trailed off knowing there was nothing he could say to his daughter's sudden understanding of her womanhood.
He pulled the showerhead down and began rinsing our bodies. The bubble trailed down our bodies and swirled around the drain. He pushed me against the wall and pulled my leg around his hip. His cock prodded me; his balls hung against my mound.
He smiled and adjusted the shower head and waved the coursing water between my legs as though he were painting. I sucked air between my teeth when the rhythmic squirt of water washed across my clit.
"Feel good, baby?" he smiled, seeing the intensity of the stimulation on my face. He moaned. "Feels great on my balls too."
My fingers dug into his shoulders as the pulsating water on my clit ratcheted me higher and higher.
"Oh my god," I wailed, the pounding of the water on my clit was mind-blowing. His body trapped me against the wall to help support me. I shuddered in his arms and cried out a long and loud orgasm that was an intensity I had never had before.
I collapsed in his arms my cunt still quivering in the waning orgasm.
"Daddy..."
He wrapped us in the warm soft bathrobes, led me to the loveseat. The fire was already blazing. He wrapped his arms around me, and we kissed. Long and loving kisses.
I felt freer since the room was cleared of Mama's things. Whether that was good or bad of me, I didn't' stop to think about it. She was gone and we were here.
We kissed on and off and watched the fire. My robe gaped open with my every movement, and I caught him looking.
"They're yours. Whenever you want them." I knew how much he loved my tits and I loved how sensitive he was making them.
"Oh Dolly, you do know." He slipped his hand in my robe and began toying with my nipples. I gasped. "You love it too. Perfect."
I pushed my robe back off my shoulders and dropped to the floor between his legs. His robe was open, his cock standing up in his lap. He spread his legs wide, I leaned up and wrapped my tits around his cock. He groaned.
"Oh my god, you know how to drive me crazy already don't you," he gritted. He rocked his hips stroking up through my tits. I pinched my nipples together while he fucked the firm globes. I licked the tip of his cock every time he stroked through, and he grunted.
He pushed my hands away and took both my nipples in his fingers and began to thrust up again.
"These fucking tits. I cannot get them out of my mind. I think about you at work. I can't wait to get home to you. I want your soft body underneath me. I want your tits all over my body and I want to suck the nipples into my mouth like a lifeline."
Precum was leaking out of the tiny hole and down the hot shaft, lubricating his strokes. He pinched and drove up through. I could tell by his intensity he was close to cumming, and I pulled back. He opened his eyes, moaning painfully.
I wrapped my lips around the fat head of his cock and licked the precum off the shiny skin.
"Oh fuck, Dolly. Yeah, suck my cock. Dammit, you make my balls ache."
I held the skin down tight at the base and sucked him into my mouth. He rocked wanting to fuck my mouth. I held his balls in my other hand and played with them, slipping my thumb back to put pressure on his rosebud.
He wove his fingers through my hair to hold my head. I knew he was working his way back to orgasm quickly and let him fuck my mouth at his pace. I sucked on and felt his shaft sliding past my lips. I continued to work on his balls and ass.
"Unnnnggggggg," he moaned, starting low and increasingly louder. His cock flexed hard, he drove the head into my throat and shot load after load of seed down my throat. "Ung ung," he grunted loud with each pump.
He collapsed back. "Motherfucker," he gasped, opening his eyes to look at me. "That was the hardest I've ever cum."
"Really?" In a perverse way, I liked hearing that I sucked him better than Mama.
"Ohyeahhhhhh." He looked at me for a moment and said, "I probably shouldn't say this..."
"Go on," I encouraged.
"You are the best, Dolly." And you haven't even fucked me yet, I thought, smiling to myself.
"I am? Better than her?"
He nodded. "She was a taker. She took her own pleasure. You give."
"You give too," I said, remembering the shower.
"Yes. We do."
"Can I stay in your bed tonight?"
He stared into the fire for a moment before he answered. "I think that's not a good idea. I can't guarantee that I can control myself when your beautiful body is next to mine." I could not help the disappointment on my face. "Baby, you don't know the power you have over me, do you. It's all I can do to keep control when you're around."
I nodded. Understanding, but not understanding.
Weeks went by and I stayed busy with college and finals. Daddy kept his distance knowing I did not need any distractions.
On the first day of summer break, he came home from work and said, "Do you have any plans for the next couple of weeks?"
"Nope." We had talked about painting other rooms of the house and redecorating and I thought he wanted to begin those projects.
"Good, because my boss just offered me his cabin for the next two weeks."
"Really?!" Getting away sounded so wonderful to me I didn't ask or care, where we were going.
I jumped up and hugged him. He held me against his body. It went from excitement to arousal as soon as I felt his hard body against mine.
"So, you're happy," he mumbled his mouth on my neck. I moaned in response.
"Oh Daddy, yes very happy," I said softly near his ear.
Because of college, it had been several weeks since we were intimate, and his hardness grew against my belly. He slid his hands down my back and cupped my ass. My tight shorts had ridden up and he mostly had my bare ass in his hands.
"Mmm, you make me very happy Dolly." He pulled me into him.
"You're hard," I whispered and pushed my mound against him.
"Always around you." He pushed my shorts higher and splayed his hands on my ass. "You know this drives me crazy."
"Oh?" I rubbed my tits against his chest. "I thought these drove you crazy?"
"Mmm, yessss they do. You're a good daughter you know."
"Am I?"
"Yes, you take loving care of your Daddy."
I leaned back and looked into his sultry eyes. "And you take loving care of your daughter."
Our relationship had evolved again. It took time after our loss. We had to get through the grief and find out way back to each other. We were finally on the right path.
"I love you," I whispered against his lips.
He groaned quietly and kissed me. "I love you too, baby."
"Are you hungry?" Just remembering I hadn't started anything for dinner.
"Always. For you."
"Oooooo," I flirted. "Is that right?"
"Oh god, I can't wait to get to the cabin with you. We both need to get away."
Just the thought of us being alone at the cabin sent a little thrill through me. There was one thing I planned to accomplish during that time, and I set about to make my plan.
~~~
"I cannot believe you brought all this luggage for a two-week trip," he grumbled.
"I had a lot of things to consider. Weather and all that!"
"Whatever. It's all loaded. Let's go!"
It was a six-hour trip up into the mountains. The cabin was rustic and perfectly sized. I was happy to see the huge stone fireplace with a roomy sectional in front of it. Floor-to-ceiling windows banked the fireplace. The kitchen was a nice size and tomorrow we would go to the local grocery and stock up.
I helped Daddy with the suitcases, dropping one off in his room first. We both ooohed and ahhhed at the massive timber four-poster bed. His room had the same type of stone fireplace at the foot of the bed.
My room was smaller without a fireplace, but a magnificent view out the sliding doors that went out to a balcony.
It was getting cooler, so he got the big fireplace lit and I peeled off layers of clothes. I still had long stretch knit pants on and a long-sleeved shirt.
We brought enough food for a couple of days until we could go shopping, so I began to heat the soup and make the sandwiches. We ate them in front of the blazing fire.
"Phew, that fire makes it warm," I said, fanning myself.
Daddy sat next to me on the sectional with his arm across the back. I looked and he was grinning at me. "I told you that you were overdressed."
"I thought I'd be cold," I pouted.
He put his arm around my shoulders and pulled me back to lay against him. His arm came around my upper chest, his hand tucked under my arm. I put my hand on his thigh and tipped my head back, watching the flames through slit eyes.
"This is so nice," he whispered in my ear. That was all it took for my nipples to come to attention and my panties to dampen.
"Mmm, it is," I murmured, turning my head so we could kiss.
"Oh baby, you turn me on like no one else ever has," he growled.
"Even Mama?" I finally had to ask.
"Jovana was a wildcat in bed. I will never forget the night you were conceived... In fact, that's what I think made you so sexy now," he chuckled. "I was young, and she managed to keep me hard almost all night and I lost count of how many times I ejaculated inside her. Of course, being older she was experienced and knew how to work a man."
"I wish she would have taught me some of that," I muttered. "I want to hear more."
"Are you sure you want to hear all this?"
"Yes! Tell me about you and her. Remember I watched you fucking."
"Oh yeah, how could I forget. When I looked over and saw your big round eyes watching us, I almost came right then. I guess I should have been embarrassed by my daughter watching her mom and dad fuck, but it was nothing but ball aching arousing for me." He was silent, obviously thinking back on it. "Your mom never knew you watched. I never told her."
"It was our secret."
"It was." His fingers wandered under my shirt. "Damn, your skin is hot baby."
"I know! I told you."
He grabbed the hem of my shirt and pulled it up over my head. I leaned back against him again and he put his arm around me again.
"Mmm, this is much better anyhow," he said softly, looking over my shoulder at my tits.
"I know my tits were bigger than hers."
"Yeah, much bigger. You take after my mom. She had tits just like yours." His parents had passed on years before and I never got to meet them. "Big nipples just like yours," he said, gently teasing them.
"You saw them?" I asked incredulously.
"Well yeah," he said, hesitantly.
Suddenly I was understanding. "You and your Mama had a relationship?"
"Yes."
"Oh my god, that's so hot, Daddy!"
I felt his deep breath and felt the vibration of his groan. "No baby, you're so hot."
My arousal increased and dampened another notch. "Tell me about it?"
"You're really putting me through it aren't you, my girl."
"Dad had been sick for nearly all of my high school years and the running of the household was up to Mom. I was the only one and never caused her any problem."
"What did she look like?"
"Mmm, she was beautiful. She had the darkest auburn hair that glinted red fire in the sunshine. Her skin was clear white and even at her age she had a few freckles sprinkled across her nose." He smiled." She hated them."
He moved his arm, so he had better access to my breast.
"She was tall, Rubenesque people would call her now, but it was more that she had a shapely figure than overweight. Her breasts...." He petted mine and thought back. "Were almost exactly like yours. Only her nipples were long. I used to compare them to baby bottle nipples," he laughed.
"I was held back because of my age, so I ended up being eighteen when I was a senior. Dad had to go into a rehab center. Things didn't change much because Mom already took care of everything."
"One day I was helping her hang sheets out... We lived out in the country, so no one lived near us at all. Mom had a sleeveless cotton blouse on and every time she would bend to get something out of the basket, her huge breasts would swing and sway. I could see them because the armhole on her shirt was gaping as she moved. Like a peek-a-boo show."
I closed my thighs and pressed them together. Between his words and his hands on me, I was unbelievably aroused.
"Go on!"
He laughed. "Easy. I'll tell you it all." He twisted my nipples so I would moan. "I hadn't dated much and was a virgin. That peep show had my cock hard and throbbing and growing down the leg of my shorts... And Mom saw it."
"Ronnie, look at you. My son is all grown up," she smiled, not taking her eyes off the clearly visible head of my cock. She asked if seeing her tits did that and she unbuttoned her blouse and asked if I wanted to touch them."
"Mmm," I moaned softly knowing how hot it was for him then and talking about it now.
"In retrospect, I should have known that it had been a long time since Mom had sex. My Dad was sick for many years, and she was likely as turned on as I was."
"At eighteen you wouldn't have processed all that," I said, understanding.
"Exactly, you're way more worldly than I was at your age. Anyhow, Mom led me between the flapping sheets, turned, and exposed her breasts to me. My balls ached hard once and I came in my pants right then and there. I stood there humiliated with cum running down the inside of my leg into my shoe."
"I ran into the house and slammed my bedroom door. Mom came in and sat on the edge of the bed. When I opened my eyes, she hadn't put her shirt on and was still bare-breasted. They were close. So close. She asked if I wanted to touch them, ignoring that I had just made a fool my myself by shooting my wad in my pants."
He pulled his sweater over his head. We watched the fire for a while, the flames were flickering low. I turned and he put his arm around my back, and I put my arm around his shoulders. My bare breasts pressed into his side and chest.
"Mmm," he whispered, using his left hand to rub my nipple on his curls. I gasped softly.
"Go on..."
He smiled. "Okay... She asked if I wanted to touch her tits and she took one of my hands, running it over her soft firm tits, then palming her nipples. I was surprised at the sensation of how hard and rubbery they were, but soft. She taught me how to caress and fondle her tits, how to pinch and twist her nipples. She taught me how she got her nipples so long, by pulling them like that every day."
"Really?" He nodded.
"She told me that what I was doing got her excited. My high school friends were a wealth of information and shared it with me. I made up what I shared with them," he laughed.
"Then she taught me how she liked her nipples sucked. How to knead her breasts while I did it. How to use my teeth and lips. I was in heaven. Lost in those big tits. I was eighteen so I was hard again of course. She noticed it and comment on how he was back. Then she put her hand up the leg of my shorts and squeezed it. I nearly went through the roof. I would have cum again if I had not already a short time ago.
"She told me how Mom loves my cock and asked me if her son liked her tits. She kneeled on the bed and pulled my pants down, then told me to take my shirt off. I was naked and aroused in front of my mom and I didn't care. The only thing I did care about was seeing her the same."
"I told her I wanted to see her naked. She stood on the bed, straddled my waist, pushed her shorts and panties down. She stepped out one foot at a time and stood spread legged over me. Her cunt was thick red curls, and I could barely see her pussy."
He stopped and turned my head for a kiss. We kissed passionately and he pulled me on his lap. I felt his hardness against my hip, through his pants and mine.
"She said to me, Ronnie, I want you to fuck me. Do you want to? I could only nod and she dropped to her knees, her cunt over my cock. Then she said, Are you a virgin? And I hesitated thinking if I said I was, she might not fuck me. But I admitted that I was. Then she said, I'm going to give you a real good time then baby, and she slowly lowered her wet cunt down my shaft and ground down taking it deep."
"Mmm, Daddy, this is so hot," I whispered. My head was on his shoulder, my lips brushed his neck. He was trembling when he pulled me against him. "I want you to pull them long so they're like Grandma's nipples."
"Oh god, Dolly," he said. "You are just like your grandma." He started twisting and tugging at my nipples and went on.
"I bucked like a wild man underneath her. I gave her a ride I'm sure she never forgot because she started cumming and kept on cumming. It built up inside her for so long. I squeezed her tits while she bounced, her head was tipped back, and she wailed loud enough I was glad we didn't have neighbors."
"It was good that we didn't' have neighbors because from then on, we rarely wore clothes. Mom was always horny, and of course my teenage cock was always at the ready, and we fucked in every room of the house several times over. Outside, front porch, back porch, gazebo."
"After I'd graduated and got a job, I came home from work early one afternoon and saw a car in the driveway."
"I had intended to tell her that day that I'd signed up for truck driving school and would have to go away for a while. I opened the door and didn't see anyone around. That's when I heard voices from her bedroom. I looked down the hall and her door was open. The voices were louder as I got closer, and I braced myself that she had found another man. One with more experience that could take care of her."
I reared my head back to look at him.
"I stood in the doorway and saw them on top of the sheets. Their legs tangled together, and they were moaning, rocking against each other. Then I saw the long black hair spread on the bed, then a flash of tit. They were grinding their pussies together, inflamed and getting hotter, so they didn't see me. I could not take my eyes off them. I was mesmerized."



"I squeezed my aching cock in my pants, heard their whispered dirty talk, their soft moans, girlish cries. I wanted to jump on the bed with them. My cock ached so hard it nearly doubled me over."
"Then the girl did see me over Moms' shoulder. She smiled seductively just as Mom shuddered and fell apart in the girl's arms. The girl rolled away from mom to her back, her legs spread. Her black curly cunt was wet with their juices. Her chest heaved her tanned breasts. The perfect white triangle around her big round black nipple."
"Ronnie, I didn't think you'd be home so soon. Guess you caught me, she said to me and then giggled. Come give me a kiss. I leaned over her; she held the back of my head while she gives me a tongue-lashing kiss. I stood up but my hard cock pointed straight out, tenting my pants."
"That must have been incredible to see your mom with another woman."
"It was. Unbelievably hot. Then the girl said to me, take your clothes off and come here between us. I need a kiss too. They moved apart and the girl patted the bed. I slipped in between them, and the girl trailed her long red lacquered fingernails over my chest and down around my cock, which lay throbbing on my stomach. Each time she would get close, it would jerk."
"Mom rolled to her side so now I had a breast pushing into each side. I thought I died and gone to heaven. At that time, I did not know much about lesbians, or bisexuals, or any of that really. It turned out that they both considered themselves bi and I fit perfectly into their play routine."
"Lucky you. What an experience for that age. My age."
"Yes baby, your age. It was a lot. But I was a horny teenage male, and they kept my balls emptied. I couldn't think of anything better." He hesitated, thinking back. "One time I walked in on them fucking each other with a strap-on dildo. Often, they'd be sixty-nine. I found them in our old clawfoot soaker tub. A few times on a blanket in the front yard. I saw them when I was driving up our drive. I often played with them, but sometimes not."
My panties were so soaked it was as though I had wet myself. I took a deep breath and my insides trembled.
"It's late, Dolly. We should go to bed," he said, kissing me on the temple.
I was disappointed. I hoped he would choose the cabin for us to finally make love. The first time for us will be making love because we had so much of it for each other. As father and daughter, and as soon-to-be lovers.
I slipped naked between the sheets to cool my skin. I had fitful dreams, mostly of us in the same scenarios he described. I rolled, trying to get back to sleep, and opened my eyes to see him in the dark, sitting in the corner in a chair.
"Daddy?"
"Yes baby, sorry I scared you. Go back to sleep."
"No," I held the sheet back, uncovering my body and making room for him next to me. "Come to bed with me."
"Dolly I-"
"Daddy, please."
He stood next to the bed. I pulled the tie on his sleep pants, and they fell to the floor. His hard cock pointed straight out, throbbing.
"Please," I begged. "It's time. You know it is too."
He stretched out facing me. He smoothed my hair back and kissed me. I slipped my thigh between his and we tangled our legs, his hard cock against the front of my hip.
"Your body... Against mine... I've waited so long for this..." I murmured, letting my softness melt into his hardness.
We kissed passionately and rolled. His thigh was tight against my cunt, he pressed his cock against me. My nails dug into his ass trying to get him even closer. My arousal was intense. I wanted to crawl inside him. I needed him so badly. If he were to turn me away again, I knew I would fly apart in a million pieces.
We ate at each other's mouths, it was wet and sloppy, and the sounds were lewd with suckling, raspy breathing, muffled obscenities, and heaviness.
"Daddy if you don't fuck me, I think I'm going to fall apart. I need you so bad," my voice trembled.
"Baby I'll take you. I want you. I need to be inside you. I want to fill you with the seed I made you with."
The words ratcheted up my arousal and I spread my legs and wrapped them around him. His hard cock zeroed in on the entrance to heaven and I pushed forward taking it, all in one movement. Daddy groaned louder when I lost control and shoved his cock in fast and deep.
I dug my nails into his back and shuddered when I felt his fullness deep inside me. "My Daddy's cock," I whimpered, and he ground in deeper.
"You're mine," he ground out angrily. My cunt clenched his cock hard in response.
He rolled me on my back and began driving into me fast and hard. I rocked up and our bodies slammed together. We pounded, the wet sucking sounds echoed off the walls along with his heavy grunted breathing and my moans.
"Oh god yeah, fuck me. I need your big fat Daddy cock so bad. My cunt was made for your cock," I whimpered. The words hit him, and he grunted in my ear focused on only one thing. He raised over me, so his shaft rubbed my clit. My pussy rhythmically squeezed his cock when I came, and he mumbled fuck words in my ear.
I felt his cock throb hard; he tensed, shouted, and drove deep and locked in. His cock throbbed load after load of his seed deep inside me. Daddy filled his daughter with his hot seed.
I wrapped my legs around him, so he would stay in me as long as possible. He lowered on top of me but held himself up on his elbows.
"Motherfucker.... My balls feel drained... You got it all baby. I filled you with all my seed." We locked eyes. "You are mine now," he said simply.
"I am yours."
The next morning, we woke, showered, and dressed for the grocery store. We grabbed lunch in town while we were out, and he started a fire when we got back.
I came out in a short silk robe and said, "I'm not going to make the overdress mistake again."
He looked up from the sofa and blinked. "Noooo, I prefer you in this state of undress myself." I got a drink from the kitchen, and he was gone when I came back, but soon came out in his sleep pants, no shirt.
"Mmm, this is much better," he said, stretching out on the sectional with his head in my lap.
"So, what about women after her? You were a truck driver too. Girls had to have been all over you."
"Why thank you for the insinuation that I'm irresistible. Why such an interest in my sex life?" he laughed.
"Well, you are!" I hesitated. "I don't know really. It just gets me excited thinking of you with someone else. Back then... I don't know about now," I admitted.
"You are such a sexy woman, moja ljubav."
My heat level was rising between his fingers caressing me, and the heat from the fireplace.
"There were always girls around the truck stops but I was really never interested. This was before Jovana of course." I could see him reminiscing a bit before he went on.
"I stopped at the same motel on one of my runs. It had a small diner so I could eat and get sleep. My truck was parked close so I could be up and gone early to get back on the road."
"There was a waitress that had always been there... older than your Mama even. She flirted with everyone that came through the door and was hit on by everyone that came through the door." He shifted under me. "Mmm, she was hot. Her uniform wasn't revealing, but it was what it hid that was exciting."
His fingers fondled the side of my breast through the silk.
"She had big plump tits that made a man's fingers want to unbutton and unhook and bury his face in. Her body was a package that made you want to unwrap to reveal. And I admit, I undressed her in my mind while I watched her over my coffee cup. She had a small waist... I could wrap my hands around it. And hips and an ass that curved out from that waist that made a man think about her naked on her knees in front of you... Hands on that luscious ass, holding her hips while you drive your cock into her wet pussy."
His chest vibrated with a silent moan just thinking about it.
"She must have been really hot, Daddy."
"Oh my god, she was perfect for a truck stop diner because she made every man feel alive. She was also the talk of the CB. Not for what you might think, but because no one had ever been with her. She wasn't a truck stop floozy."
"She loved men," I said dreamily. "She loved pleasing men, not just sexually."
"Right... I think you're right, baby. Like you, eh?" I snuggled closer.
"I hope. I want to learn to please you. I want you to teach me about a man's body."
"You aren't your Mama's daughter," he said chuckling. I nodded, knowingly. I had been in the same room when they fucked.
"Okay, so you're sure you want to know all this?" I nodded smiling. I put my head on his shoulder and my hand on his bare chest.
"One evening I got a room and went to the diner, which was at the end of the line of rooms. Shirley was there as usual with her warm greeting. She had coffee waiting at the counter and my usual order clipped to the wheel in the kitchen window. She asked how it was going and I told her that I had a short run today and had to wait until the business opened mid-morning to deliver so I'd be hanging around the room. She nodded and that was all we talked about because she got busy, and I ate and left."
"Later that night I was on the bed in my boxer's watching television. I heard a light tap on the door and opened it. Shirley was standing there bundled up in a jacket and shivering. I asked her in out of the cold wondering why she came to my room. She said she wanted company and thought she'd drop by to see if I wanted company."
I played with his chest curls while he told the story. Between his words and his subtle body nuances, I could see the story unfolding.
"In the dim light of the room she looked older than she did at the diner, but oddly enough it was even more of a turn on. Maybe because of my relationship with my mom," he said, shrugging.
He kissed the top of my head and murmured in my hair.
"You make me feel like a new man, Dolly. I don't know what kind of a spell you put on me."
I hugged him tighter. "I'm so glad Daddy. You make me feel like a woman. Your woman. Go on with your story..."
"Okay okay," he said, and I could hear the smile in his voice. "She was still all wrapped up in her coat, but it was obvious what she meant by needing company. My dick had the front of my briefs tented out, so she knew the answer."
"She stood close to me and pulled my head down for a kiss. I was young and did not have a wealth of experience, but she kissed me with so much passion and raw sex I almost came right then. Thankfully, I didn't have a repeat of that." He tipped his head back and looked at the ceiling while it all came back to him.
"I opened her jacket, but she pushed it off her shoulders before I could and stood totally naked. She was everything I fantasized about. Her huge tits sagged a little from size and age, but they were still gorgeous. Her nipples were coral and tipped high, making them upturned."
He swallowed hard, his chest heaving under my head. His cock has pushed out of his sleep pants and although I wanted nothing more than to take it into my mouth, but I knew the story would stop if I did that.
"Daddy?" I whispered.
"Yes yes, baby. It's just that the memories are so real." He reached down and squeezed his cock. "I had forgotten how young I was, although I was driving an eighteen-wheeler."
"Even with the sex with your mom? I'd think you would be experienced?" I asked.
"They dominated me really. They told me which of them to fuck or eat. I didn't have many decisions to make." He hugged me closer. "It wasn't like our relationship now moja ljubav."
"Well, that's sad," I said.
"Not sad, just not as it seemed it should be I guess."
"So, what happened with Shirley?"
"Oh, well she was a spitfire," he laughed. "She had me backward and forwards, up and down. I'd cum and she would get me worked up again. We had loud wild animalistic sex all night. I was worried the rooms on either side of me would complain," he laughed.
"She was the one that taught me a lot in that one night. How to please a woman, and she showed me that she knew how to please a man. My young self had visions of a few repeats, but although I came back through on my route, she never came to my door again."
"God she was hot-blooded and after that, I've always looked at older women in a different light. I had more through the years before your mom. Once I saw you, I never fucked around again... Until you."
"Daddy you're hot too... You've had sex with your mom and your daughter!"
I straddled his lap and we kissed, slow and passionate. The silk robe slipped off my shoulders and I rubbed my aching tits against his chest. He gripped my ass and pulled me closer until I was wide open over his cock.
I looked down and held his cock while I rocked until he slipped into my wet cunt. We didn't need any foreplay... His stories were arousing enough.
My head fell back as his cock stretched and filled my pussy as only a daddy cock can do. He latched onto my nipples, and I began to rock on his hard shaft. I squeezed my inner muscles on his hard meat.
"Motherfucker... You drive me crazy, Dolly. Your cunt was made for my cock," he moaned when I ground down on him.
I squeezed his throbbing cock rhythmically with my inner muscles. He growled and wrapped his arms around my waist and pulled me closer. When I tipped like that his cock rubbed my clit. He took my breast in his hand and made a stinging kiss on it that quickly turned into his mark on me. He tugged and pulled my nipples longer with his teeth.
"Yes, Daddy! Make them long like grandma's nipples. Do it to me too," I whined.
Another nip on my tit and my body went rigid, my cunt clamped hard on his cock, and I rode and crested in a shuddering orgasm.
"Oh god, baby," he ground out. He grabbed my hips and locked me down at the same time I felt the hard throb and white-hot heat spreading as he pumped into me.
I buried my face in his neck and lick the salty maleness from his neck. My tits smashed against his chest; he was still inside me. His hands stroked up and down my back and over my ass.
I sucked a stinging kiss on his upper chest, and he jerked. He pushed me back and ran his finger over the mark he had left on my tit earlier.
"That probably wasn't the best place," he apologized.
"I love it there. I can see it. Tells me who I belong to." I slid my fingers over and hefted my breast. He groaned.
"Have I told you how hard my cock gets for those?"
"Have I told you how wet I get for your cock?"
"Mmm, we make a fine pair don't we my darling daughter."
"We do my sexy dad!"
We had three more weeks here in the cabin to learn each other's bodies. Daddy was to teach me everything about a man's body, so I had to study hard and keep him hard.
I wonder what we will get up to next.
~ the end maybe ~
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* * * * *
"Hey sis, your bro is feeling a little nostalgic." Just hearing my brother's voice on the phone gave me the warm fuzzies.
"Tommy, nice to hear your voice," I said, trying to remember the last time we talked. "Now you got me feeling nostalgic," I sniffed. Growing up we were close, but he went to college across the country and stayed. Our jobs kept us busy, and I was just as guilty of not staying in touch.
"You're not crying, are you?" I could hear the smile in his voice.
"No!" I dabbed my eyes. "Just been so long."
"Eight years since we've seen each other, Leah. And that's sorta why I called. I have lots of vacation and access to a cabin in the mountains. Hiking, relaxing, and of course reading for you."
"Sounds nice. Real nice. I can take time off." I said, not even hesitating. I loved the idea of a getaway and more so, seeing my brother. After our parents' divorce, we had all scattered. Our older sister Sarah moved south, I was west, and Tommy was east.
"I was also thinking about flying Elia in for her graduation. She has the summer before she starts college."
"That's a great idea," I sniffed. I had rarely seen my niece as she grew up.
"Okay, now you can cry," he laughed.
"Shut up butthead."

~~~

Tommy navigated the winding, washed out rutted trench they called a driveway.
"That's a cabin?" I said when the beautiful log structure came into view.
"Pretty impressive, eh?" He pulled up near the front entrance in front of massive stone steps that led to the carved double doors.
"I'd say." I met him at the trunk where he was pulling our bags out. "I never got a hug at the airport pickup." Tommy was a head taller than me with the same blonde hair. We were often mistaken as twins when we were children.
"You haven't changed, Leah. Well, your hair is blonder and longer and you may have lost weight since I saw you last, and-"
"Okay okay," I cut in laughing and stepping back to give him the once over. "You're even more handsome. I thought you'd be married by now and beat me to it."
He laughed and set the bags down to dig the key out of his pocket. "I thought I might be by now too, but it didn't work out."
I heard the sadness in his voice that told me she had the problem and not him. "That's tough, sorry."
The door swung open to a soaring entry that, thanks to the floor to ceiling windows, allowed the sun to slant in and warm the dark wood stairway to the loft. The view out those windows going up the steps was phenomenal with mountain vistas as far as you could see. Four bedrooms lined up and after a quick check, they were all similar. Tommy took the end room, and I took the one next to it, which gave Elia two rooms to choose from.
The bedrooms overlooked a similar mountain vista out the glass wall. I stepped out and noticed our rooms shared the same balcony. This was going to be two weeks of bliss, I thought to myself, breathing in the pine scented air.
I did a quick tour of the house and found coffee in the freezer. I got a pot started and went back into the living area to check the mammoth stone fireplace. The high hearth fireplace was surrounded by overstuffed soft leather chairs and sectionals.
"Do I smell coffee-- Whoa, that fireplace!"
"Right? It's gorgeous."
"My boss told me where to find the wood, so we are good to go. I'll get it started in a few minutes."
Elia flew in tomorrow, so we made plans to pick up groceries on the way back. Tommy brought a cooler filled for us tonight, including two bottles of wine.
"Important stuff!" He held up the bottles and I laughed.
"You do have your priorities straight anyhow, butthead." He laughed at the old nickname I had for him.
"This is going to be fun, Leah." He came over and bear hugged me, and I wrapped my arms around his waist. I did not realize how much I missed him. Sarah was so much older than us that we were never close, unfortunately.
I brought out the wine, cheese and smoked meats on the table in front of the sofa while he lit the kindling. We sat close, drank, snacked, and talked about everything. One thing that came up was Elia. Neither of us were around her after her junior high years, so we were going to be surprised. Knowing how modest her mom is, we laughed about how Elia might be, and decided she could go either way.
I fell asleep on his shoulder, and after the fire flickered low he woke me up. Tired from the trip and relaxed from the mountain air I fell into a deep sleep at once.

~~

My room glowed pink with the sunrise over the mountains. Normally I would never be awake that early, but the colors were spectacular, and I sat up in bed to watch the sun move higher in the sky. After the show I needed a cup of coffee and ran down in my t-shirt and panties knowing I beat Tommy up because he always slept even later than me.
I snapped the light on in the kitchen and Tommy was standing at the window watching the sun. Too late to leave, I went over to pour myself a cup of coffee. No sense in making a big deal out of it. He wore his sleep shorts, so we were similarly attired anyhow.
"Isn't this something?" If he noticed, he did not say anything and turned back to the sun's rise. I dimmed the light and stood next to him sipping my coffee.
"Something you can't see everywhere, yeah. I watched it from my bedroom for a while," I said softly as though speaking louder would break the spell.
Finally, the sun was high enough to streak through the windows into the back of the house.
"This place is evil," he said. I looked at him. "You get here, and you don't want to leave, to actually start interacting with people again."
"Ah, yeah, you're right about that." I rinsed out my mug. "I guess I better shower. We need to leave soon."
"Okay, you first."

~~~

The air had turned cold from yesterday, but the sky was clear and sunny. We waited at the curb at baggage claim. The girl that came out was the vision of Sarah at that age, only much more voluptuous, and frankly, she was a knockout. We had quick hugs, bags stowed and back on the road.
She chattered nonstop and neither of us got much of a word in. She was a bright girl, smart and entertaining. We stopped for groceries and headed up the mountain.
"This is beautiful," she walked in and spun in circles. The setting sun was just breaking through the trees into the windows.
"Wait till you see the rest of the place," Tommy said. He glanced at me and laughed as we both watched her walk through the house in vocal awe.
"I can't wait to see my room!" Tommy took her up while I put the groceries away.
A few minutes later he was back. "She's unpacking." I nodded. "Think I'll go start a fire."
I gathered stuff to start dinner and looked for my brother to get his preference, but he must have been out bringing in wood because the fireplace was dark.
Dinner was nearly done, and I was ready to hunt the other two down when they came into the kitchen.
"Smells divine!" Elia said. She had changed into fuzzy lounge pants and crop top. She had pulled her long black hair into a messy bun. Her eyes sparkled and her cheeks were rosy. Beautiful.
Sarah inherited the lustrous black hair, and we got the brown. Although mine was thick and long. We all got the ice blue eyes, but I had to admit they looked better with her black satin hair.
Tommy busied himself setting the table, Elia got drinks and we sat down to eat.
She regaled us with stories of our sister that kept us laughing until we moved to the living room. I took an incredibly comfortable overstuffed leather chair by the fireplace, Tommy, and Elia the sofa.
The flickering flames were so relaxing I dozed on and off to Elia's giggles and whispers. I heard Tommy's deeper voice speaking as low. Through my eyelashes I watched Elia and Tommy looking much more intimate than uncle and niece. She knew all the right moves and used them. And he responded.
Although he would glance my way sometimes, just to make sure I was asleep, he played the same game. Hands were outside of clothes for now, but at the speed they were going, it would not be long until they were in each other's pants.
I should have been shocked, but surprisingly I was not. Elia had come on like a steamroller aimed right at Tommy. Judging by her hand over the bulge in his jeans, I was sure he was not thinking about his sister, her mother, finding out.
I moved a little to get their attention then slowly woke up. "Oooo, looks like I dozed off," I mumbled.
"You did, sis," Tommy said chuckling. "It's the fire. There's something about watching flames."
"I think I'll head up to bed. G'night you guys," I said, heading up the steps. I took one last glance over the rail and noticed she had already moved in closer.
Shouldn't the idea of incest shock me, I wondered, but really knew why it did not. A friend from high school admitted later that her and her brother had hooked up on their graduation trip. A current friend has had an ongoing relationship with her brother but started with her dad. At that I assumed it was more common than I thought. To be fair, we had not seen much of Elia through the years, and she did not seem like family. Or at least close family.
Had I ever had those thoughts about Tommy? He was good looking, had a runners build, and we had always been close, but beyond that. I had to think about it. I found him attractive, and I think his fun personality would add to the sex games. Right time right place sort of thing, I thought.

~~~

I came down to breakfast and walked in on her sitting on the edge of the counter and him between her thighs. She was grasping his shirt and had been kissing. Tommy tried to step back, but she held on to him.
If she was trying to shock me, it failed. I grabbed a mug and went to the coffee pot. "Anyone need a refill?" Elia said she was heading to the shower.
"Please," Tommy said, standing next to me and holding out his mug. "Are you mad, sis? I should have been able to resist her since I'm older, but damn..."
"She had you by the dick," I said smiling. He looked relieved. I shrugged. "I guess my only concern is if it gets back to Sarah."
"Yeah, it's my fear as well. I mentioned it but she said don't worry, I wouldn't tell."
I glanced down and saw the tent in his sleep pants. "You might want to join her in that shower and get that taken care of," I grinned.
"That's not for her." His eyes searched my face for a hint of what I was feeling.
"You have your hands full upstairs," I said, not ready to go there with him yet. It also was not anything I wanted to explore with Elia here anyhow.

~~~

I had brought my online reader full of things I have been wanting to read. At one end of the house, a glass walled porch extended over a drop off which gave a one hundred and eighty degree spectacular view of the valley. I stretched out on a chaise and read while they went out to enjoy the day. I was not a cold weather fan and was content to stay indoors. Unless it snowed, but at the time of year it was unlikely.
Elia was past the point of hiding her intentions with Tommy. She hung on him as though he was a boyfriend that she brought with her. It looked as though she was keeping him happy judging by the constant bulge in his pants.
Three hours later they were back, she went up for a nap, and he sat on the edge of my chaise.
"Sis, I'm not fucking her."
I blinked. "Okay. Because you or she doesn't want to?"
"Me. I don't want to fuck her. Sarah would kill me if she ever found out and I don't think Elia is up to keeping it to herself."
"Okay then..." I wasn't sure what he wanted me to say.
"I'm aching."
I giggled and he frowned.
"That's what hands were invented for?"
"I've been doing that but as soon as it's down, she gets it back up again."
"Maybe her hand?"
"Seriously Leah, do you really think she would stop at that?"
"Guess you're right. You could just stick it through your zipper so she can't touch anything else." I laughed.
He lunged forward and started tickling me, and old game we used to play. But now we were adults, one had a raging hard on that was zeroed in on anything that could bring him relief. My thigh was between his, his between mine so his cock ground into my hip.
"Oh god Leah," he stopped, and whispered. He was on top of me. I ground my pussy into his thigh, and he pushed his hard mound into me. His breath was steamy in my ear. I had my hand on his ass pulling him into me. "Don't stop baby, please," he whispered, nuzzling my neck.
He pressed his thigh into me at the same rhythm and I softly gasped each thrust. His hips rocked harder and faster, and he took me higher with him.
"Yesssssss," I moaned and panted, my cunt clenching while an orgasm hammered from my cunt to my limbs out the top of my head.
His hard shaft pulsed each pump of seed. His groans muffled at the base of my neck, and I wove my fingers through his hair as his body spasmed the last time.
"Jesus Christ, Leah," he muttered. "What the hell."
"That was intense."
"That's an understatement." He lifted his head a bit. "Phew."
"You needed the release after all that teasing. And hey, thanks for the ride!" I grinned.
"I can give you a ride," he smirked.
He snuck upstairs to clean up giving me time to ponder this new situation. That was the least intimate, but the strongest orgasm I have ever had. And with my own brother. That was something I had to process. My girlfriend always tells me her brother is the best and I never thought too much of it because some guys do it for you and others do not. But I get it now.
Tommy was the first to head up to bed. Elia was reading too and after a while she went to bed. I followed about a half hour later.
I just walked out of the bathroom and heard a tapping on the glass. "What in the world are you doing?" I pulled the slider open.
"She's been knocking on my bedroom door ever since she came up." He said, shivering with his arms wrapped around him.
"You're freezing. Get in bed and cover up." I went over and silently turned the lock on my door.
"What the hell am I going to do?" I turned the light off and slipped into the other side of the bed.
"Well, she's not staying the whole time. Leaving in a few days. You might just have to suck it up hot stuff."
"Not sure my dick can take it." His teeth chattered. I slid across the bed and cuddled my warm body next to his. "Mmmm, you're warm. I'll probably get pneumonia because of her now," he grumbled.
"She does come on strong doesn't she." At eighteen, she was just discovering her power over men, and I suspect that Tommy was the first older man she had a chance to practice on.
"Holy crap I forgot about the hormones of an eighteen-year-old. I couldn't keep up with her anyhow," he groused.
I rolled and he spooned behind me. His forearm was under my breasts, his cock was hard and cozy against my ass. I had not had a boyfriend in a while and I admit, this was nice. Very nice.
I fell asleep almost immediately and woke up sometime in the middle of the night with my tit in my brother's hand. By his breathing, he was asleep, but my nipple still hardened against his palm.
My breath became erratic as did his. He was awake. His fingers lightly flexed against my tit. I was a D cup, so he had a handful. My nipple poked at his palm, and he moved it in tiny circles. I could hear his breath become more irregular.
The heat from his cock increased, feeling as though it was burning my ass. He moved his arm under my head and angled it across my chest, his hand covering my other tit. At the same time, he slid his hand down over my stomach to cup my mound and pull me back against him.
I had showered before bed and only had a light short cotton gown on and that served as no barrier between his hand and my cunt. He began tweaking and twisting my nipple in his fingers. His breath was hot and steamy near my ear.
"Baby, you're so sexy," he whispered, kneading my tit, and slipping his hand under my gown on my bare pussy. I reached behind me but could only reach his briefs on his hip, but I began to tug at them.
He quickly moved back and slid his briefs down, then bared my ass for him to press against me again. I sighed. He managed to pull my gown over my head and then we were naked against each other. My arousal shot higher, and my pussy dampened my inner thighs.
A finger stroked between my smooth soft lips. "God, you're so wet, Leah."
I pushed my ass back as the tip of his finger strummed my clit. I jerked and whimpered as he began the rhythmic tune that would take me higher until the fireworks exploded in my head, and I moaned out an orgasm loud and long.
He moved and his hard shaft slipped between my legs, the head probing my still sensitive clit. It was wet with precum, and I pushed his hand away to press his cock head between my slit and rubbed because I had not come down from my first orgasm, and his cock head was now shooting me back up again.
"Oh Tommy," I whimpered as all the tension left my body and I was limp.
He leaned up a bit and breathed in my ear. "I want to be inside you." His hips rocked pushing his cock deeper into my wet folds.
He moved. Positioning his cock at my entrance he pushed the head in and from somewhere a low moan escaped my lips that grew deeper as his cock stretched my cunt agonizingly slow. I heard my pulse in my ears and from somewhere far away I heard my brother's husky growl as he pushed his cock in deeper.
"Oh god, Leah," he growled when he was into the hilt.
He rolled me on my stomach while we remained joined. I spread my legs wide and pushed my ass higher and he began to thrust. His knees dug into the bed, and he pounded his cock in harder and harder. His balls slapped my clit.
He supported himself on one elbow and reach other me and squeezed my tit. I moaned. He pinched and twisted my nipple, and it was like jolts of electricity straight to my cunt.
"Roll over," he commanded. I rolled onto my back, and he drove back into me in one hard thrust. I dug my heels into the bed and met each drive into me. My breasts jerked on my chest as our bodies beat together. The sounds were obscene. Our heavy breathing was lewd.
He dropped to his elbows and sucked a nipple into his mouth. It was hard hot, and I whimpered for more. His teeth tugged and pulled, and I arched. He ground into me, and I rocketed off into another mewing orgasm.
I held his head to my tits, my fingers gripping his hair. His cock pulsed hard. He grunted, rose over me, ground in and released shot after shot of his hot seed. It filled my cunt. My pussy clenched his throbbing meat. The tendons stood out on his neck, he grimaced and shouted. His body relaxed and he collapsed on the bed next to me, taking him with me.
My head on his shoulder, my leg over him. We both had to catch our breaths. He threw his forearm over his eyes.
"Oh god damn, Leah. My cock fit your cunt like we were made for it."
"I know."
"What the fuck."
"I know."
That was all I could really say. My brother's cock did fit my cunt as though they were made for each other. The why, the how, I had no idea. It just was.
I moved my leg, and his cock was stuck to my sticky thigh, and I giggled.
"We should shower hmm," he asked. I nodded, still giggling. "I'm staying tonight."
I looked up at him and ran my fingers through his hair. "Yes."



We kissed for the first time. At first it was tentative. Discovering. But quickly blazed passionate. He rolled me on my back, and we ate at each other's mouths. My nails dug into his ass and scored his back. He kneaded and squeezed my tits. He pulled and tugged at my nipples until I moaned in his mouth and arched for more. His cock was hard again, and he pushed it against my thigh. I was damp again with his juices still running out of me as well as my own.
The showers were not oversize, so it was a cozy fit for us
"I like this a lot," he said, adjusting the water. He watched me drip soap between our bodies. "Oh baby," he moaned when I began rubbing my body on his. It was so arousing. Hot slick skin on skin. I rubbed my tits on his chest then turned and rubbed my ass on his cock. "Oh yes. I never knew my sister was so hot or I'd have gone after her a long time ago."
"You were a new discovery for me too," I said, pushing up on my toes to bite at his mouth. He cupped my ass and pulled me higher against him. Our tongues dueled. I sucked on his tongue; he pulled my lip with his teeth. Our kisses again were fiery hot and inflamed our bodies. The rain shower poured warm water over our bodies. He pushed me against the wall, and I wrapped my legs around him.
"I gotta fuck you, Leah. I can't stop," he grunted out at the same time his cock drove in ball deep. I was wide open. I hung onto him with my legs around his hips and my arms around his neck.
He nuzzled my neck. He focused on taking us higher. The shaft of his cock rubbed my clit on each stroke, and I rode waves of orgasms, my cunt convulsing around his marauding cock.
"Fuck me Tommy," I whimpered. "Your cock feels so good inside me. Perfect for your sister's cunt." He groaned and thrust faster. "Fuck your sister. Make her moan," I murmured, the words inciting him.
He growled into my neck fucking me harder and faster. I gripped him tightly with my legs. My tits smashed against his chest, my aching nipples rubbing on the mat of chest hair. He'd long since stopped the water so our groans and growls and heavy breathing echoed off the glass walls. The shower magnified the wet sounds of his cock sliding in and out of my wet pussy. I could smell our sex.
"Unghhhhhhh I'm cumming," he growled low and deep. His cock pulsed and emptied into me.
My legs slid down his body and did not support me at first, but I still had my arms around him. He started the warm waters coursing over us again and we quickly washed and dried each other.
I went to sleep with him spooned behind me, his cock nestled in the valley of my ass, his hand on my tit.

~~~

I gave him my thick robe to sneak back across the balcony to dress and went down to start breakfast.
Elia was already sitting at the bar. I met her eyes and knew she was suspicious.
"Where's Uncle Tommy?"
"I imagine in his room. Maybe he's sleeping in." I busied myself getting eggs and bacon out, then starting the coffee.
"I knocked on his door and he never answered."
I shrugged. "He's a heavy sleeper."
Tommy walked into the kitchen and her accusatory eyes swung to him.
"Where were you?" she asked before he could say anything.
He walked over to the coffee and waited for the last drops. He got three mugs out of the cupboard and slowly filled each one. He shoved mine across the counter, placed Elia's on the counter in front of her, then leaned against the counter and took a sip.
"What're we doing today?" he asked, ignoring her question.
"Maybe hike?" I jumped right in.
"Hike it is."
"I'm not going," Elia said, pouting.
"Okay, you don't have to." Tommy grabbed plates and divvied up the breakfast I just finished.
We ate and talked about which way we would go. The temperature was much warmer than it had been, and I was looking forward to getting out while it was, and I could wear shorts.
The trails were rough, and I found a bit flat outcropping of rocks. The surface was gray and warm, and I laid back to let the sun warm me.
"Geez sis, you bailed on me already," he laughed, coming back down the path.
I stretched my arms above my head. "Mmmm, this is so nice and warm. Tommy stretched out on his side next to me.
"You've changed so much, Leah." I knew I had but didn't know how noticeable it was since it was more internal. How I viewed things. "I like it. I like it a lot."
"I think it's the people I've surrounded myself with. I created my own limitations and even my own perception of who I am. I have more friends now that are gay, ethnic, just not like me. I do not want to be stuck in the same rut as our parents. And guess what," I tapped his cheek with my finger, "I even have a girlfriend that is veryyyyyy close to her brother. Like us!"
"Really." My shirt had ridden up and he traced the bare skin above the waist of my shorts. "However, would that come up in girl talk?"
"I'd met her brother several times and one night over a shared bottle of wine I commented on how good looking he was. She agreed and sort of gave me the eyebrow raise wink."
"I wondered why you were so receptive to us. Even to Elia and I."
I leaned up and pulled my shirt over my head, baring my breasts to the sun and to my brother.
"I've been trying to shed any preconceived ideas, experience things myself to make decisions based on that." He watched my nipples harden in the breeze. "I'm not always successful. At least it's moving away from bigotry, which I abhor." I looked at him and ran my fingers through his thick curls. "Guess I saw myself in Elia when I was eighteen, but I didn't have an experienced older man available. My hormones were rampant and another eighteen-year-old gave me my first fuck. Lame as it was."
"So, you're saying since I'm so experienced, I should pop her cherry?" he chuckled. I tugged at his t-shirt, and he pulled it over his head, folded it and put it under my head.
"That's better. Thank you." I thought for a moment. "I'd say yes because she's of age but the fact it's Sarah's daughter... And I'm just not sure Elia won't brag. If not now, down the road sometime."
He nodded. "That's what I thought, and I as much told her that. She said she wouldn't tell anyone, but she is a teenager and sharing your first time is a big deal."
"Yeah, no guarantees. If you could just give her an experience without sticking your dick in her."
He laughed loudly, startled a bird that squawked and flitted off. "You do have a way with words." I stroked his chest with the back of my hand. "Besides, the only one I want to stick my dick in, is you." He kissed my nipple, then sucked it into his mouth.
"Yeahhhh," I murmured, weaving my fingers through his hair. I moaned again when he used his teeth to tug it longer. "You could finger her, or give her great oral? That's not as much to brag on as a cock in your cunt."
"Mmmhmm," he mumbled around my nipple. He cupped his hand between my legs. "Maybe I can practice on you. Just to give me more experience." I giggled.
He pulled my shorts and panties over my hiking boots. The rock was warm on my bare ass, the sun felt strange on my cunt, a place the sunup until now has never seen. He pushed my thighs wide studying my pussy as though it was his first.
He began to kiss my inner thigh and down. He lifted my leg to kiss and nuzzled the back of my knee and I sucked in a breath at how arousing it was. His lips traced the same path back up and across my open cunt to my other leg, to do the same thing. This time I pulled my leg up when he nibbled the back of my knee.
He stroked my smooth pussy lips. "You're so wet, Leah," he breathed. He moved in to suck on my cunt lips and nibble with his teeth. My ass came off the rock and I gasped as he tugged and licked around my clit, then back down the other side.
A whimper came out of my depths to beg for his mouth on my clit. My hips rocked and he cupped my ass, holding me to his mouth while he feasted. I jerked as tip of his tongue flicked across my clit. He pushed two fingers in my wet canal and quickly finger fucked me the same tune as his tongue on my clit.
I shuddered a low moan, my thighs clamped around his head and my vision dimmed. All the tension left my body and my legs fell apart releasing him.
"Sorry," I gasped. "Hope I didn't smother you."
"No but, what a way to go," he chuckled, and I groaned.
Tommy helped me dress in between kisses naughty gropes. He was still primed and hard when we got back. I threw things together for dinner and went to my room for the evening to read. Elia was still in major pouting mode, and I thought I would let Tommy deal with her.
I must have dozed off because I suddenly woke to a thud and a muffled fuck. "Tommy?"
"Holy crap I think I just broke my toe," he growled, patting the mattress to find the edge of the bed.
I lit the bedside light. "Really?"
"No," he grumbled, "but I could have."
"Poor baby." I pulled the covers up to my neck. "Brrr, you brought cold in with you. What're you doing here anyhow?"
"I wanted to tell you what happened." He stood up and started stripping off his clothes. His cock hung heavy in front of his big balls.
"You must have gotten lucky," I laughed. He lifted the bed covers and slid in, moving over right against me. "You are cold!"
"You need to warm me up then." He rolled to his side, threw his leg over me, and pulled me against him.
"Mmmm, nice." I snuggled close. "So, tell me about you and Elia. I assume that was the story?"
"Hmmm... Oh... Yesssss, right. I decided to take the chance."
"You fucked her?" I was a little taken aback at that after our discussion today.
"No! I did not fuck her. But I knew she would make my life hell until she left if I didn't show her some attention."
I relaxed against him again. "Okay good. No fuck." Why did I care.
"No. No fuck. Mmmm, you feel so good against me," he whispered. I felt his cock growing against my hip. I sighed dramatically. "Okay. I thought the most forgivable sin would be fingering her and letting her stroke me off. I mean forgivable on our sister's part." I nodded.
"Training is a worthwhile thing. She will not get that from guys her age. And it's nice that we can train you guys... especially that we have times that we just want to be held in your arms and sleep." I could not hear it, but his chest bumped me as he chuckled.
"Yes, mature men realize that. Besides, I've had quite a workout tonight anyways." I reached back and smacked him on the ass, and we laughed. "Night, baby."
"Night."
While I scrambled the eggs, I remembered today was our last full day with Elia. Hopefully, she had an enjoyable time even if she did not get exactly what she wanted.
"Morning, Aunt Leah!"
"Good morning to you! You're in a good mood this morning," I said, sliding some eggs and back on her plate and sliding it across the counter to her. "Orange juice?"
"Please!" She dove into her eggs, and I poured her juice. "I've had a lot of fun. I'm sorry I was such a brat."
"You're fine, hon. I was a bundle of hormones when I was your age too. Although, I'm not sure anything much improves as we age," I laughed.
"I'll be going to college when I get back. I'm excited about it, but a little scared too."
"That's natural. The unknown can create anxiety, but I know you'll do fine... You'll meet new people your age... And what's cool is you meet more people with the same interest as yours. You tend to gravitate towards those that have the same courses."
She nodded. "That's what I'm looking for. I don't fit in with a lot of my high school friends. They have such different interests than me."
Tommy walked in right then and I filled his plate. "Good timing, bro." I poured his coffee and fixed my own plate.
"So, what're we doing today?" He clapped his hands together. I looked at Elia.
"Maybe go into town?"
"Yes! Let's shop!" I agreed and Tommy groaned.
"Okay, shopping it is!" he agreed, laughing.
I had to admit I was not much of a shopper and if I could order online, I did. But Elia's enthusiasm grabbed me up and we browsed and tried on clothes, modeling for one another. Tommy patiently waited. We found a large outdoor shop for him and while he shopped Elia modeled the latest in fishing vests and hats.
It was taco Tuesday and a restaurant on the way back called our name. And of course, I had to test drive one of their margaritas. Since I could not really make a good judgement on drinking just one, I had another. Elia giggled and Tommy rolled his eyes when I ordered a third.
They guided me out to the car and our day was complete. Especially mine.
It turned colder, and Tommy started a fire, Elia went to pack, and I collapsed on the sofa. I do not remember anything past that until I woke up in my bed. Naked.
I squinted. The clock told me I lost more than a few hours of my life. I heard Tommy's even breathing. Comforted by that, I went back to sleep.
"Mmmm, what a way to wake up. A dick teasing my pussy," I whispered in a sleepy voice.
Tommy put his arm over me and cupped my breast. "We have time for a quickie before we take Elia to the airport."
I lifted my head to look over my shoulder and my head throbbed and felt like it fell of my shoulders. Or I just wished it did.
"Ugh, my head."
"Hangover huh."
"Now I remember why I shouldn't drink margaritas."
He sighed. "I'll get you an aspirin."
I watched him pad across the carpet to the bathroom. How had I not noticed what a hot body my brother had for so long. He walked towards me, his cock thick and full pointing out.
"Can I make it up to you later?" I said, taking the proffered aspirin. "And, we will be all alone then too," I said, waggling my eyebrows, but moaned because even that hurt. "Let me shower and see if it helps me to feel human again."
"I'm going to go make coffee," he said, slipping on his jeans and carefully tucking his hard cock in.
We sent Elia on her way more of a woman than she was when she came, but still intact and a virgin. A happy ending for us because our sister would never have understood. The weather looked menacing, so we decided to pick up more groceries in case we got snowed in. Tommy made another stop but since I was not allowed to go in, I had no idea of what he was up to.
Groceries put away, wine being chilled, fire started, and lazy flurries floating by the windows. Tommy had arranged the furniture in a bed in front of the fireplace and piled it with pillows.
"This is a seductive scene," I said walking in after kitchen clean up.
"I hoped!" Tommy did have a boyish grin that he always used to his advantage. Even back when he was trying to get away with something.
I pulled my sweater over my head and shimmied out of my jeans then crawled across the bed on all fours. He groaned. I was still on my hands and knees when he unhooked my bra and let my tits swing free.
"God sis, you look so hot like that," he said sucking his breath in his teeth.
"You're a tit man," I smiled because he had not taken his eyes off my tits, hanging heavy underneath me.
"I am and yours are just fucking perfect." He cupped his hands below them and kneaded then pinched my nipples. I moaned. "You love that don't you?" I gasped as he pinched them harder, but I did love that. "Do you trust me?"
"I do," I said, but curious.
"Close your eyes."
I did and he continued to pinch and twist my nipples longer and harder. Suddenly I felt a hard pinch, painful. I yelped and looked down at the silver nipple clamps. I sucked in my breath, and as the pain ebbed, pleasure replaced it.
"Oh my god," I moaned. "Now I know what painful pleasure is." It went from pain to a throbbing pleasure that was like a jolt to my cunt each time. "I need your cock in my cunt," I demanded. My cunt was convulsing, and I had to have him now.
I pushed him back. By then he had his cock out of his pants and I did not wait for him to go any further. I straddled him and sat down hard on his cock. I was needy in an intense way that I have never felt before.
"Ahhhhh," I hissed when I cock filled me. Stretched the walls of canal. Until I ground down taking him as deep as possible. The pulsing from my nipples still ruled my cunt.
"Fuck, I can feel your cunt pulsing around my cock," he groaned. "Are you fucking kidding me... Is that from the clamps?"
He began to rock his hips and I rode and ground down and rode and ground down. I had to cum and soon. I rolled forward so his shaft rubbed my clit. My cunt throbbed once painfully and clenched his cock while I rode the waves of orgasm pounding through my body.
Through a fog I heard him shout. He grabbed my hips and locked me down while his cock pumped his load deep in my body.
I collapsed forward on his chest, then rolled off. "What the fuck," I gasped
"All from these?" he said, tweaking one of the nipple clamps.
"Stop!" The same jolt shot to my cunt again. "I need a break," I whined, lying there naked and spread eagle.
He rolled to his side, resting his head on his fist. "So, you liked your surprise?"
I rolled my head and looked at him through slit eyes. "Were you meaning to kill me?" He laughed. "I thought you might be up for some extra fun. Especially now that we're alone."
"Mmmm, yes, the best part."
He threw a couple of more logs on the fire and poured our wine. Leaning against the back with his legs crossed, he pulled me into his side, and we watched the flames.
"So soon we will go our own ways again. Across the country from each other."
I had been trying to not think about that, but I suppose it was inevitable. "I know," was all I could get out, but I could hug him tighter against me.
"Elia asked if she could come visit me."
"Really? She really does want to get in your pants!" I laughed.
"If she's older, maybe. And only if you're there. And only if we can erase it from her memory banks so she doesn't rat us out to sis," he said, obviously having thought it through.
"You and she would be sorta hot," I said, imagining them together. She had a killer body and was gorgeous. It would be an impressive age gap scene.
"You'd watch?"
"Of course, I would!"
"Fuck, you are so damn hot. How did I not notice that?"
"Probably because I wasn't until after you moved away. Like I said, my friends helped me broaden my outlook and not be so narrow minded about stuff," I told him.
"I need to meet them so I can thank them."
"I can't wait to tell my friend that I'm fucking my brother," I giggled.
"The one that plays with her brother you mean?" I nodded.
"You are dirty girls," he growled and rolled me over and came over top of me. "And I love it."
"I kinda like being a dirty girl I think," I said, giving him my most seductive look and already looking forward watching my niece's seduction of my brother....

~ til we meet again ~

Stay tuned for part two... Will Tommy and Leah get together without Elia, or will Tommy and Elia get together without Leah or will all three get together? Or will Elia find someone to take her virginity and ride off into the sunset with him?
Those questions and more will be answered in the next edition
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"They won't know who we are, Jolene. C'mon baby, lets do it. A whole night of us not having to be us."
"Why do you always want me to do something when you're naked and bumping me with that big ol' thing," I huffed, but pushed my bare ass back.
"Awh, come on darlin' do it. For me?" he tempted, his lips against my ear. H e reached around me and hefted my double D into his hand. "And I get to pick your costume."
"Ohyeah, you'll have my tits hangin' out for everyone to ogle," I groaned, partly in response to that and partly to his manipulations on my breasts. Daddy and I had been together two years and he knew just want to do to fire me up.
"Well yeah,"he drawled softly in my ear. "Everyone will be all sexed up in their costumes out at the barn and I want to show my baby off."
"Right. And they won't recognize my double D's at all," I rolled my eyes at the same time gasping as he moved in behind me sliding his cock between my legs.
He pulled my leg back over my hip and cupped his hand over me. "You're so wet, Jojo... That for me?" I moaned, his finger flicking my clit. "Come for me. Come for your daddy."
His words were always so arousing and served to fan the flames even higher. "Put it in me, daddy."
"You want it, baby?"
"Oh god yeah," I whimpered, he increated the rhythm on my clit and I yelled out when I peaked. At the same time he slid his thick cock into my tight cunt and I creasted another wave. "Daddyyyyyyy," I whined, riding the orgasm.
He never let up on my clit while he trhust in and out. I loved hearing his raspy breaths and groans while he fucked me. I could tell when he was getting close because his deep growl got louder and louder until he panted each pump of his cock inside me.
I rolled on my side and trailed my fingers through his thick brown curls on his chest. "Okay, we'll go to the Halloween party," I said once I caught my breath.
"You're the best, Jojo," he said, twining his hand in my long auburn curls. "Time to shower."
Mama worked days at the Stop n Shop Supermart. Daddy and I worked second shift, so we had most of the day together. I ran food at the Larry's Luncheonette with curb service in town. He worked at the carpet mill, the only real employment in these parts.
Our daily before work showers were naughty and fun, with promises of what would come later. He didn't get home until late and would sometimes sneak into my bedroom. I would always be asleep, but I didn't mind.
You never knew what went on behind closed doors in the backwoods Georgia town and our front door was black singed like charcoal from what went on behind ours since me and daddy got together.
"Melville, how're you doing today hon?" I asked, skating up to the old faded gold Pontiac.
"Much better now that I seen you darlin'." I admit to using my charms for tips. I handed him the bag and leaned over the edge of his door pushing my double D's into his car. "Mmm, mmm, much better," he said.
I smiled my best smile. He was older, but one of my favorite customers and biggest tipper, so he was allowed some privilege. "You ain't looking too bad yourself hot stuff."
He trailed his finger down my cleavage and pushed my top aside, all but baring my breast for as much as you could see through my sheer bra. He teased my nipple hard.
"Someday I'm gonna get a mouth full of that," he said, and I laughed because he said that every time.
He knew he'd never get it all from me. I saved fuckin' for my daddy. But now a little playin', that was another thing.
"I don't have all day to flirt with you good lookin'. You have a good day!" I collected the money with double for my tip and skated back to the kitchen.
I didn't consider myself a loose woman because I never put out but for one man. But I was never against some shenanigans. Gals just like to have fun.
It was a busy lunch and late afternoon I skated around the corner and saw another favorite. I rolled up to the four wheeler.
"How's it going Officer Clancey?"
He had the door open and sat sideways in the seat. His legs spread showing off his big ol' bulge. Officer Stud.
"It's goin'," he said, fixated on my tits and never quite meeting my eyes.
"What can I get you today," I asked, poised with my checks and pen.
"You and a side of me," he smirked.
Worse thing was he was cuter than shit but said the same thing every time he ate here. He was a bonehead.
I rolled my eyes, cocked my hip and waited.
"The usual."
It was like that every time. No wonder that varmint wasn't married. Cute but dumb.

~~

Since daddy wasn't here when mama got home he never saw her red hair that was teased into a high updo was mussed hair and her red lipstick was smeared. She told me she stayed after her shift to help Dick Mason, the store manager.
Mama fought for uniforms at the Supermart like someone would fight to get a union in. Ever since she won that, her benefits were extended beyond cashier.
Sure, he had to pay out more to purchase uniforms, but his benefits were all his female employees wearing the form fitting button front uniforms. That he required the top four buttons to be left open, and all were to be well above the knee, paid off for him in the long run.
"Phew, what a long day," she said, patting her beehive and dropped her purse on the chair. "What do uyo want for dinner, pumpkin?"
Her uniform was unbuttoned more than the required four buttons and even at that, her double Ds strained to escape the spread opening. Her bra was cut low enough that it seemed as though she didn't have a bra on. I'm guessin' I know where I got my naughtiness from.
"I don't care, whatever you want to make. I brought a mess of greens leftover from the luncheonette."
"Oh good I'm sure I can find something to go with them." She unbuttoned her uniform. Her white lace bra barely covered her nipples and her lace trimmed half slip barely covered her panties.
She told me once that in her day she was quite a floozy. But that was before she met my dad, and then he was the only man for her. Daddy told me when he married her, she practically wore out his dick. Then she started coming to bed with curlers in her hair. Then all kinds of cream on her face, and then contraptions to stop her perceived jowls. Then she got her job and it all kinds of went to her head when she got any attention from her male customers.
"Let me know if you need help, mama." I went back to browsing Halloween costumes on my phone.
Daddy wanted to pick it out himself, but I knew what he wanted. The more revealing and sexy the better. The party was going to be at a barn out near the mud holes so I was pretty sure there would be no dress code. I'd be in competition with other girls my age that wouldn't be afraid to show their wares.
Mama called me to dinner and I still hadn't found anything that would work.
"Looks good," I said, looking at my dish of greens with pork, black eyed peas and biscuits. I was glad she hadn't gone all fancy cooking because she loved watching the cooking shows on cable.
I really did not know how we were going to get out of the house together on Halloween night yet. If'n I know daddy, he had a plan, and it would be a doozey.
I was in the kitchen getting a glass of water when daddy came home.
"Hey Jojo, you still up?"
I leaned against the counter and he stood in front of me. I grabbed the front of his shirt, pulled him closer and kissed him. He smelled like evergreen and spices from his after work shower. I was tall at five foot eight inches and he was a couople of inches taller making us fit together near perfect.
I could hear mama snoring all the way out here and knew we wouln'dt be interrupted. I wrapped my arms around his neck and crushed my tits into his chest, taking the kiss hot and wet.
He pulled my nightgown over my head because he loved to feel my naked body against his when he was still dressed. It did seem deviant and the abrasion of his clothes on my soft skin was arousing.
"Mmm, my baby girl is hot tonight," he murmured against my lips. He kneaded my tits, what I waited for all day. It was just foreplay with my customers at the luncheonette.
I pulled his shirt apart and buttons flew. In no time I had his pants down and he kicked them aside so his body was naked and hard against mine.
I took his cock in hand. "You hound, look how hard you are already." I squeezed his throbbing shaft and he sucked in a breath.
His blue eyes pierced mine and I thumbed the precum all over the tip. His lips parted his eyes still locked with mine to let me see what I do to him.
"This is dangerous." His eyes flared and his cock throbbed in my hand. "That excites you don't it? She catching us like this." His eyes darked and his chest moved against my tits as his breath increased.
I wrapped my leg around him and rubbed his cock on my wet slit. "Or better to maybe have her find you with your dick inside your daughter? Show her who's really taking care of you, hmmm."
He groaned, grabbed my hips and drove his cock into me. I wrapped my legs around him, the counter digging into me but I didn't care. I pushed daddy to lose control and I loved it. He grunted each thrust. I hung onto his shoulders, my face buried in his damp neck. I inhaled his scent, the maleness in my nostrils drove me crazy. I sucked on his earlobe and bit it, my steamy breath in his ear.
I whispered sexy nasty naughty breathless disjointed words into his ear and I felt the tension increase in his body as I fanned the flames.
His cock pistoned into me and the first wave hit me and I moaned into his neck. I sucked on and knew I'd bruised him enough to have to hide it. Our skin was wet with sweat and rubbed and we fucked uninhibited.
"I want her to catch us with you ball deep in me, daddy. I want her to hear me moaning your name. To know that your big fat daddy cock is in my tight cunt."
My words were lewd and intended to incite him even more.
I felt the vibration before I hard the deep rumble that started low and got louder until he grunted each load of cum inside me. The white seed was hot inside me and always made me cum with him.
"Fuck darlin'," he gasped. "You know what to say to make me lose control don't you."
I let my legs slide down and he supported me when my feet hit the floor.
I kissed him and said, "Because I know that's your fantasy, what gets you hot and hard... Getting caught. Dangerous sex gets your dick throbbing and steel hard."
He moaned. "You got your ol' man's number." I grinned.
"My first clue was finding your stash of naughty magazines. That's when I knew my daddy was a man too. I looked at you lots different after that."
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The Power of the Wifebeater Chapter One
"Oh my god Richie, I'm going to cum baby," I moaned, rearing back to take his cock deeper. His fingers gripped my hips as he drove in.
My fingers gripped the pink satin coverlet on my bed while my tits banged hard with each thrust, the smell of sex hung heavy in the air.
"WHAT THE HELL IS GOING ON HERE?!"
My Dad's booming voice stopped Richie immediately It only took a hot second for him to pull out, roll off my bed, and fumble into clothes and brush by Dad on his way out. It took me a little longer to realize what was going on because I was so close to cumming. Orgasm interruptus.
I rose from my hands and knees up to my knees in the middle of my girly pink satin and lace bed.
Dad stood there and stared at me. I didn't bother to cover up because he had already seen pretty much everything. There wasn't much I could say about the situation, so I kept my mouth shut. Richie and I usually fucked in his dorm room but came here because his roommate needed their room.
Dad was bare-chested, a thicket of dark blonde hair disappearing into the waist of his sleep pants. Mom sewed and made a lot of clothes including his sleep pants. I washed them when I did laundry, but never saw him actually wearing them. They were for her eyes only. Until now.
Soft white cotton was low-slung on his hips, a cord tied at his waist. No fly but just the seam open from the waist down low.
While my nipples hardened from his eyes raking over my body, his cock come to life. His pants gaped open. Had the head of his cock not caught on the edge of the opening, his cock would have been obscenely sticking out. They were open low enough that I could make out a hint of his fat balls in a dark blonde furry nest.
"You look so much like Laura," he murmured, his voice low and husky. "Your hair. Your smile."
I was much curvier than Mom. She had cupcakes, and I'm thirty-eight D. I have hips and ass, and she was narrow-waisted. We used to laugh about where I got all the curves.
His eyes were still all over my body, lingering on my fleshy tits and smooth shaved fat pussy lips. They were still wet and engorged because I was needy.
No way should I be enjoying this kind of attention from my Dad as much as I was. My nipples were achingly hard and wanted his mouth. My pussy was dripping wet. My body wanted him. Needed him. I was no longer thinking of him as my Dad.
He was a man that I wanted to seduce. I had to learn every inch of his body. I had to discover what made him moan and cry out. I wanted to taste him. Feel his cock in my mouth. Tongue his plump balls. Arching and moving under my soft stroking hands.
His pants gaped wider as his cock grew. A wet spot of precum forming and growing larger on the soft whiteness. I was twenty and had seen more than my share of cocks, but I shuddered to imagine what was in the shadowy darkness. I saw the thickness of his shaft, but the head was hidden. Was it a fat mushroom head? I could see the round fullness of his balls pushing out. Were they filling with his seed for me? The same seed that created me.
He seemed rooted to the spot. I willed him to come to the bed. I flicked my tongue across my dry lips. Without thinking my hands palmed my aching nipples and breathed a soft moan. His chest raised as he drew in a deep breath watching.
I wanted him to take it out. I wanted him to drop his sleep pants so I could see his beautiful body. I wanted him as naked as I was.
He rhythmically squeezed his cock, his eyes transfixed on my tits as I kneaded and pinched the hard cotton candy pink nipples.
A car blaring music outside broke the spell. He blinked seeming to shake himself out of the spell then turned and left my room.
I fell back on my bed. Spreading my thighs wide, I imagined him coming back into my room to slide his cock into my wet pussy so I could feel some relief. A few flicks on my clit and I came hard and loud.
...
After Mom died, we were much more casual. First, we were in a daze and didn't care. It didn't occur to me until I was pulling my panties and wifebeater on before going down to breakfast how provocative my clothing, or lack of, could be. We just didn't think. It continued without any issues. Until now.
Dad always wore sleeveless t-shirts until I mentioned one time that they were called wifebeaters. Minutes later he came back with the armload of his shirts and dumped them on my bed.
"Ugh, I can't wear them now that you told me that. Do what you want with them."
I began to wear them to bed. The knit was soft and thin, and some were threadbare from wear. They stretched over my thirty-eight D's, pulling the armholes even lower baring and my side boob. And long enough to cover my panties. That was usually my breakfast attire. He was happy I could use them and nothing more was said.
But the morning after was different. The morning after he saw his daughter riding cock. After he witnessed his adult daughter completely naked.
Before I went down to breakfast I stood in front of the mirror. The thin white t-shirt stretched tight across my tits. Pink nipples poked through lewdly. The soft roundness bared on the side by the low armholes. The neckline stretched low trying to cradle my fat tits. The length of the shirt ended at my white satin-covered pussy.
"Good morning, Daddy," I chirped as usual coming into the kitchen. He was already at the stove working on the bacon and eggs, wearing his normal knit boxer shorts.
"Almost ready! Grab a plate, kitten."
Usually, I wouldn't have thought anything of brushing against his back as I leaned to grab a dish from the cupboard. But this time my nipples hardened into bullets sensuously dragging across his back. I stifled a moan. Every nerve ending went on alert. My panties dampened.
He stiffened when my nipples scored his bare back through the thin knit. "Don't forget the toast," he choked out.
I stood on the other side of the peninsula and waited for the toast to pop. I could feel his eyes on me. Did I push my breasts out a little more this morning? Were my nipples harder and longer? Everything had shifted.
The toast popped, I jumped and smiled up at him. His gaze made my nipples ache. I wanted my Dad, and I knew he wanted me. But would he follow through, I wondered. I knew I would have to give him a little help crossing that taboo line. If he sees me as a woman more than just his daughter, as I see him as more of a man instead of just my Dad, he will. He was already on his way. Just a little nudge.
Mom had been gone a little over a year and I knew he hadn't dated yet. He needed someone. Someone to hug, hold and kiss. He needed a soft body pressed against his hard body. He needed to have a hot tight pussy caring for his cock. I planned on being and doing all that for him.
...
I made dinner and kept it warm. He often came home late from his job at the construction site because he was the last to leave and lock up.
I was on my bed studying when I heard him come in. I rolled on my tummy, my silky red panties barely covering my ass. The red crop top worked up as I leaned up on my elbows and I knew he could see the undercurve of my tits.
"Smells good, kitten. Meatloaf? Did you eat?"
I took a moment before I rolled to my side. "Yes, I did but I'll keep you company."
His eyes traveled from red panties to the bare undercurve of my breasts. The hem barely caught on my hard nipples. A deep breath and my hard cotton candy nipples would be exposed.
"I'd like that," he murmured, turning, and leaving my room. I knew the first thing he'd do was take a shower, so I had time.
I stood in front of the mirror and fluffed my long blonde hair giving it a wild just fucked look. Standing up the t-shirt just barely covered my breasts, but when I started to move the top would give peeks at the treasure's underneath.
He was in knit boxers, but I knew he'd change into his sleep pants when he went to bed. It was the vision of that again that wet my panties as I got his dinner together. I set a beer down then brought his meatloaf and mashed potatoes.
"You're so good to your Dad, Maddie," he said appreciatively.
I leaned over the table to move the salt and pepper nearer and as I did my tits swung down which I'm sure gave him a view of my bare breasts.
"I love you, that's why," I smiled and brushed my lips on his. When I stood up, I put my arm on his shoulders and he automatically put his arm around me. His hand was on my bare hip. I turned and he nuzzled his face in my bare side. I softly moaned wanting to rub my breast on his face. Wanting to feel the hard pull of his mouth on my nipple.
I gave him a quick hug and pulled away. But not before seeing the wet spot in his grey knit boxers.
He took a long draw of his beer as I sat down across from him.
"What do you want to do on your college break? Do you have any plans?" he asked, beginning to eat.
"I'd like to go to that little artist's town on the coast." I was an art major. I was carrying a full load and didn't have as much time for my painting as I'd like. I knew the artists and their galleries would be good inspiration.
"Yeah, I know where you mean. Are you going with some other students?"
"No," I said hesitantly. "Most of them don't want to expand past what they're learning in our courses."
"That's too bad. They'll look back on it someday and wish they'd taken college more seriously," he said. "I can take time off and we can take the trip together if you want?"
I looked at him, surprised because he rarely took time off work. As a family we never had vacations. Both of my parents were always busy.
"I'd love that!"
"Me too, Mads. Me too." He smiled and I could tell he was excited about it. "Let me set it up with work. I'll take that whole week off."
"Really?!" I bounced on my chair like a child.
His gaze went to my bouncing tits and at that moment, I think we both realized that our lives were changing. Our relationship evolving.
...
That didn't mean I was going to let up on seducing him though. This was going to be a warmup. Long foreplay. If he had any thoughts that it wasn't going to happen between us, I planned on making him see the light. Madeline has goals, I laughed to myself.
I was heading into tests and kicked up my studies. I usually aced everything without effort, but I didn't want to slack off.
Dad would come home from work to find me in various stages of undress on my bed while I studied. He pretended not to notice as we talked. I pretended that I wasn't giving him a peep show when I moved.
Every morning was him in his knit boxers and me in wifebeater and panties. But a couple of days before we were to leave on vacation, I decided to crank it up a bit. He was getting used to more of my touching and bumping and brushing against one another.
This morning I wore white lace panties that clearly didn't hide much. I chose the most threadbare t-shirt. So stretched and thin you could see the bumps on my nipples.
Just as intended he couldn't take his eyes off my tits. They stayed hard and pushed through like long bullets from his attention all through breakfast. The attraction hung heavy in the air.
I filled the sink with our dishes and quickly washed them up. I turned to wipe the table off and heard him moan. He was still at the table, but his chair was turned out, his legs spread, shorts wet from precum.
"Maddie, you're driving me crazy," he murmured, staring at my tits. I looked down and I had splashed myself with water and the thin knit was transparent and clinging to my tits.
He pulled me between his open legs, reached up, and ripped my t-shirt open, baring one of my tits. He did the same to my other. My pussy was leaking. He opened his mouth and took one of my aching tits into his mouth and began to suck and soothe my nipple.
I moaned and held the back of his head. He gazed at my tits that were obscenely poking through the torn shirt. He sucked and fondled my other tit before pushing me away.
"Get out of here."
He stood up, turned me, and gave me a hug from behind. His hot throbbing cock nestled between my ass cheeks; his hands covered my tits. He kissed and nuzzled my neck for a moment.
He walked around me and went upstairs to dress for work.
...
I went shopping before our trip. I chose some of the most whorish lingerie I could find, then I chose some of the most romantic lingerie I could find.
Dad fathered me when he was eighteen, so he wasn't old and still looks young today He is fit as any twenty-something, and we looked a lot alike. We had the same blonde hair, the same quirky smile. There was no doubt I was his daughter.
Just imagining us in public looking so much like father and daughter but acting like lovers got me even wetter. I was discovering taboo was a big turn-on for me, but I hoped the reality of it wouldn't be a turn-off for Dad.
...
After Dad caught us in my bed, I pretty much dumped Richie. Not because of anything he did, but I had my sights set much higher now. My girlfriends wondered why I broke up with him, and I didn't want more questions, so I just told them I wanted to devote more time to my studies. Which was true. We were beginning to get into tougher subjects, and I had to stay on my game. I aced my tests and was ready to go on my next adventure with Dad.
We planned to leave after breakfast since it was only about a four-hour drive. Dad planned everything so it would all be a surprise.
I was up early and had the bacon and eggs going when he came into the kitchen.
"You all ready to go, kitten?"
I haven't heard him that excited in a long time which made me even happier. I felt his hands on my hips, the heat of his body behind me.
"I can't wait!" To feel your naked body against mine. Your cock deep inside me.
I pushed back so his hard cock pressed into my ass. I heard his low moan, felt his fingers tighten on my hips. I swayed my hips rubbing against his cock.
"Maddie!"
"What?" I asked innocently.
"You better be sure of what you're doing. There's no going back from this. You've caused me some sleepless nights, you know. I'm a man too and can only resist you so long. Now is the time to stop."
I turned the burners off and spun, pressing my body against his. My arms went around his neck. I slid my leg up the outside of his and he caught my thigh at his hip. The heat of my pussy was against the bulge in his shorts.
"I'm very sure of what I'm doing, Daddy. Very sure."
He moaned, cupped my ass, and pulled me tighter against him. Our lips met; my mouth opened to take his tongue to taste me. Sucked on it rhythmically. He groaned in my mouth. My hand was around the back of his neck, while the other slipped between us. I finally wrapped my hands around his cock. It throbbed hard in my hand.
"We'll never get out of here if you don't stop that."
I gave it one last squeeze, turned, grabbed the plates and we sat down for a quick breakfast.
He surprised me when I went out and saw the sporty little convertible that rarely came out of the garage was all shined up, loaded, and ready to go.
I wore a brightly colored flowered sundress and wedge sandals. Big sunglasses completed an outfit perfect for the convertible.
"You look so damn sexy, Maddie."
He wore cream-colored shorts and a navy sport shirt, and I'd never seen him look so good.
"You do too," I said, looking him up and down.
"Stop it! We'll never get there."
We stopped for coffee and sped along the highway. Both of us were anxious to get to our destination.
"I don't know how we got to this place, Maddie," he said contemplatively. "I mean how did you go from just being my daughter to being someone that turns me on like no one ever has."
My panties wet at those words. Every woman wants to hear she was the best.
"The night you caught me with Richie. You were standing there, and it hit me how sexy you were and how you were getting me hot. Your bare chest. And your sleep pants. They were barely clinging to your hips. And I was hoping your cock would peek out through your pants... I was willing it too," I said, giggling.
"Looking at you on your knees in the middle of your pink bed, that girly frilly room.... Your breasts... It was the first time I even realized you had them. A father doesn't normally pay attention to that stuff."
"And you saw me getting fucked," I said, wanting to bring that out in the open.
He cringed. "Yeah, that was a tough one, kitten." He drove a while before he said, "When he moved away from you and I could see everything, I wanted to kill him. I wanted to tell him you were mine."
"Oh Dad," I breathed.
"I heard you say you were cumming, and you didn't, I wanted to make you cum for me. Because of me. I wanted to hear you moaning and screaming for me."
My pussy was so wet I knew it was getting the back of my dress wet. I parted my legs a bit to let the air flow over my hot cunt.
He reached over and slid his hand up my thigh, pushing my dress higher. I opened my legs further and his hand went to my pussy.
"Take your panties off," he commanded. I raised my ass off the seat and worked them down and off. "Now push your dress up so I can see that sweet pussy." I did and he moaned.
We finished the drive with me like that. We passed trucks that blew their horns and hollered out their windows. I was so excited by the time we got there I wanted to climb on his lap and fuck in him the car.
He took my panties and shoved them in his pocket before going into the hotel to check-in.
It was beautiful. A retro mid-century modern style that overlooked the Pacific Ocean. The first thing I did was open the slider and step out onto the balcony.
The Pacific breezes felt so good. My hair flew in the wind, my skirt blew up. I looked around to see if anyone could notice, but it was a private balcony.
He put his hands on my shoulders and we looked out of the azure water and sky. The day was perfect. I leaned back into him, and he nuzzled my neck.
My dress kept whipping in the wind, and I moved so it blew up and I could rub my bare ass on him.
"Oh kitten," he murmured. His hands cupped my breasts and moved down under the front of my skirt. "When I saw that soft shaved pussy that night... It was so pouty and wet." His fingers stroked my soft lips and they reacted to his touch.
"I wanted you so bad that night, Daddy."
"I know you did." He ground his cock into me. "I wanted you to, but I had a lot to work out first. This decision wasn't easy for me."
I reached behind me and unzipped his shorts. His cock pushed against my hand. I struggled to push his shorts down and he did it, pushing his cock between my bare ass cheeks.
"Oh god you feel so good," I moaned. He stroked a finger over my clit, and I came apart in his arms, moaning and shuddering. "I need you. I want your cock inside me."
"Not here. Not like this kitten."
He turned and pulled me inside the room. His shorts were off. His cock was thick and nestled in front of his two fat balls. It was all in a nest of dark blonde hair. I watched him pull his shirt over his head. I gazed at his naked body and knew for sure I wanted to learn everything about it.
I reached behind me and unzipped my dress, letting it pool around my heels. My tits were threatening to spill over the top of my strapless bra.
He moaned and stepped forward. "Let me." I unhooked and my tits tumbled into his waiting hands. "Oh, baby... These have been driving me crazy." He was tenderly fondling and kneading them. "These candy pink nipples. That's why I had to taste them that morning."



I stepped into his body. My softness against his hardness. He ran his hands up and down my back. Over my ass. I did the same. I kneaded his hard-muscled ass and he moaned. I trailed my nails up his back. My nipples got even harder rubbing on his furred chest.
His cock throbbed hard trapped between us. It was so hot against me I couldn't imagine it inside me.
"I want to feel you inside me, Daddy."
"Kitten, I can barely keep myself under control I want that so much."
He guided me into the bedroom. A king-size bed centered the room, Sliders were open on two sides and the breeze blew the salty air through.
I climbed on the bed, and he followed, his hands and his gaze all over my body.
"I need you kitten. Badly."
"I need you too."
~to be continued~
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Caprice: Permission to Fuck Dad! 01

Caprice...
"Caprice, we need to talk to you." Dad had that serious look that meant something important was up and my stomach knotted at once.
His wife of two years sat with a stiff posture next to him, causing me more anxiety. Sunny was five years older than my twenty-two, so we didn't exactly have a stepmother stepdaughter relationship. But no animosity. It was Dad's choice and made him happy. That was all I cared about.
She glanced at her silent husband and spoke up. "You know we've been trying to get pregnant for a while now." I nodded, wondering what I had to do with it. "It's conclusive now that I'm unable to have a child."
"Oh no, I'm sorry, Sunny," I said sincerely. I know how much she wanted a child.
I glanced from one to the other still waiting to discover how I fit into all this.
Dad took my hand. "We decided to have a surrogate carry our baby, Cap." I nodded. Still blank. "What we would love is if you would be the one to do that."
I blinked hoping that would clear things up. Dad squeezed my hand.
"We talked it over and there's no one we'd rather have than you to carry our baby," Sunny said.
"Wow." I know I sounded ludicrous, but I was still trying to digest it all. "I'd have to think about it. I never even thought about carrying my own baby yet." I hesitated. "Or even if I want to have a baby..."
Dad said, "Yes of course you want to think about it. We expected that. Consider it. Come to both or either of us with any questions or issues you have. I'm sure you'll have plenty."
"Yes, thank you. I'm sure I will have questions."
Dad slapped his thigh and said, "Now how about I take you both out for pizza and beer?"
Christos...
The first time I sexually thought of my daughter was when she was nearly nineteen. Or I guess I should say the first time I got hard for her. Her Mom was in hospice care at home, and I had taken the bedroom next to Caprice.
My wife's struggle was difficult on me emotionally. Our marriage had been solid, and we were so perfectly suited to one another. I needed sex every day and she did too, so we spent most of the time talking when and were so our daughter didn't catch us. We truly did love each other.
It was late and I was heading to my room when I heard Caprice crying. I didn't' think I could be much solace to her because my grief was deep, but I had to try.
I sat on the edge of her bed, and we talked. She calmed down some but was still upset. She asked me to stay with her. It didn't occur to me that she was a woman now because she was still my little girl- even at eighteen.
I slipped into bed with her and pulled her against me. She sighed and squirmed back. I put my arm around her, and my hand landed on her breast. Filled my hand. It was at that moment I realized her breasts were like my wife's.
Cap sighed again and put her arm over mine, effectively locking me in place with my hand covering her breast. At the same time, my cock engorged and pushed into her soft ass that was nestled tight against me.
I don't' know if she knew what she was doing, or it was actually offering her some comfort. But at this point, I was not going to make a big deal of it. I can't say she wasn't offering me some comfort as well, albeit in a way that shouldn't be happening.
Her breathing became soft and even and I knew she was sleeping. My cock still rampant against her soft body, but my shorts and her gown separated us. Her nipple was hard and beaded in the palm of my hand, but her hand was still on top of mine.
I eventually fell asleep. She stirred in the morning and rolled to face me. She sweetly kissed me on the lips and thanked me for staying with her.
She hugged me and threw her leg over my hip. Her heat made my cock restless again.
I hugged her closer, my cock rubbing against her before I released her to get ready for work.
We never discussed it after, but I'd guess she was as aware as I was .
Caprice...
The weather was unusually hot, and the aqua pool called my name. Dad and Sunny were at work, and I was stretched out with a book and my skimpiest bikini to catch some sun.
"That pool looks cool, mind if I join you, sweetheart?"
I can't say I haven't thought about a son that would look like my Dad. He was stocky with thick thighs and legs and arms. Dark stubble covered his sharp jaw, and long black lashes hooded ice blue eyes.
"I can't think of anyone I'd rather have join me," I smiled.
We have always been casual, and he has seen me in this bikini as well as some pretty skimpy nightwear. Sunny had updated his wardrobe and he had a pair of mid-thigh pool shorts on, instead of his worn-out shorts. The black showed off his tan, which made his dark skin even more bronze.
He pulled up a chaise next to mine and put his hand on my leg. "Have you given any thought about carrying the baby? Any questions? I don't even have it all sorted out yet but if you have questions I can't answer, we will find out."
"I have. A lot of thought. I checked the work thing, and they give time off and it's spelled out clearly, so no problems."
"Okay great. To be sure all your expenses will be covered so I don't want that to be a concern to you." I nodded assuming that was the case.
"I guess I'm wondering how it would all work. I mean how would I get pregnant? I know there are means to move the sperm but that's about as far as my knowledge of it goes."
He cleared his throat. "Yes, it can be done in-office, or by natural means." He stopped to make sure I understood his meaning. My slowly flushing face told him I did. "Whatever you'd be most comfortable with, sweetheart."
I mean who thinks about fucking their Dad. Maybe some do but it just never occurred to me. He's good-looking. Certainly, a sensual man. But it's incest. But it's certainly the cause of a lot of finger-wagging. At best. But between consenting adults? I mean this is a different situation. Just not sex for the sake of sex, right? I'm almost providing a service to my Dad and stepmom. But is it what Dad wants? Is he going along with it because it's what his young new wife wants? I mean he already raised a child. Me. Does he really want to start over? What if something goes wrong with their marriage? My head was spinning. But little did I know things were about to take a radical turn.
I leaned over to get the iced drink glass under my chaise. Thirty-four D's were barely contained in the gossamer-thin strips of fabric, and any shift allowed my nipples to peek out. The condensation dripped onto my chest, ran rivulets down my chest, and meandered the curves between my tits.
When I glanced at Dad, he was watching the drops sensuously glide down the curve of my tits. My nipples hardened and easily poked through the wispy pink bikini top.
I noticed the surging bulge in his swim shorts as his eyes locked on my nearly exposed breasts. The rush of excitement between my legs was my body reacting to his.
I sat up and pulled my long blond hair through the back of my baseball cap and slipped on dark glasses. The action pulled the bikini even tighter over my tormented nipples.
At the same time a muffled groan and he shifted on his chaise. Whether accidentally or tempting, the leg of his shorts gaped enough that I could see the fat orbs covered in thick black curls.
"If we, did it the, uhhh, natural way, would Sunny be jealous?" Would I be able to give him back once I had him, I wondered too?
"We discussed that, and she said she would yes and would prefer to be out of the house." I nodded understandingly. "I was also thinking you and I could go somewhere for a weekend or more. It has been a long time since we've spent time together."
"I'd like that. I'd like that a lot, Daddy."
I would carry their baby.
The atmosphere immediately changed. We would soon be lovers and began the dance. That we were father and daughter was dimming and being replaced by something much more intriguing, albeit depraved. I was not going to think about that.
Dad stood up; the front of his pool shorts was tented. He did not attempt to hide his arousal and I made no attempt to not notice it. "I'm going to hit the pool."
He pushed off the side and cleanly sliced through the water doing a few laps. His black hair glistened in the sun. His parents are Greek, and he has all the dark skin and hair while I inherited my Mom's Scandinavian blonde and light skin.
The sight of his cock that was hard for me inflamed me and I decided I needed a little pool cool off time too. I dove in and swam between his legs playing our usual pool games. But this time was different.
When I swam between his legs, he caught me by the waist and pulled me up, so my back was to his chest. His arms wrapped around my ribs, and I twisted and giggled.
His growling laugh was deep and sexy in my ear. I wiggled more which only worked my ass back into his hard cock. I quit moving and pushed back. His breath hitched in my ear and his hands splayed under my breasts and on my lower stomach.
"Mmm, Daddy," I murmured.
"I think we should not practice until we let Sunny know your decision."
"You are a big tease you know!"
"I am?! Me?! You in this sexy itty-bitty bikini." He laughed, then breathed in my ear, "You know you have your Mom's titties."
Mom died, and I know he still missed her terribly, even with Sunny around.
I slid the cups to the side and moved his hand to my tit. He groaned and nipped my earlobe. His kneading my tit was driving me crazy and I ground my ass into his throbbing cock. I felt the heat through our suits even in the cool water.
He pinched my nipples, and I arched my back, shoving my tits into his hands. He squeezed and massaged; his breath harsh. I reached behind me and slipped my hands into his shorts.
His cock was not overly long, but it was thick and heavily veined. I held his hefty balls in my other hand.
"Oh god Cap, you're driving me crazy. Your hands on me. I never thought I'd have that pleasure."
He slipped a hand into my bikini bottoms and the water swirled around my swollen pussy lips. He found my clit and rhythmically stroked. I came hard, my cunt squeezing his marauding finger. He kept me high and, on the edge, and I came again.
I turned in his arms, my nipples rubbing his abrasive curls. My bikini bottoms floated off and I wrapped my legs around him after pushing his shorts off.
He moaned and began sucking on my nipples as I stroked his fiery hot cock and toyed with his balls. I rubbed the head down my slit and over my clit. I came again when his cock touched my clit.
He tugged at my nipple with his teeth, pulling hard. I moaned and stroked faster. His hips moved to shove his cock through my hands and against my pussy. Suddenly he tensed, slammed forward, almost driving into my cunt, as his cock released milky white clouds that quickly disappeared into the water.
He held me tight against his body, my nipples still aching. I rubbed them on his chest as our lips found each other. Our kisses were deep, wet, and passionate.
"You're getting me hard again," he growled in a lusty gravel voice.
"Sunny will be home soon."
I swam away and used the steps out of the pool, the water rolling down my body.
"We will tell her of our decision tonight."
I nodded, knowing that once she knew, we could have sex. I could have my Dad's cock deep inside me. Feel his hot seed flooding me. I was beyond thinking anymore if it was right or wrong. It was right for us and that was all that counted.
Christos...
Looking back, I think I married Sunny partly because she was so close to my daughter's age. I didn't realize it at the time.
When we were dating, she wanted sex as often or even more than I did. That was another checkmark on her side.
She loved to roleplay and had an assortment of costumes in her apartment. The first time she came out in a short plaid skirt, white sheer blouse, and knee highs my cock nearly exploded.
Sunny didn't look younger than her age, which was five years older than my daughter, but she made up for it in imagination. Pigtails and smooth shaved pussy rounded it out.
When she sat on my lap and called me Daddy, I think I almost raped her... But I couldn't have because she wanted it just as much. But I was rough and out of control.
The more she called me Daddy, the more I lost control.
I pretended that her smooth pussy was my daughter's and those creamy thighs wrapped around me were hers too. The fantasy was too real for me.
Every 'Daddy' sent me over the edge, and I began to see Caprice's face when we fucked. I began to hear her voice. Those moans were hers. I was giving Caprice pleasure.
Sunny was the woman for me, and I asked her to marry me. The day after we were married, she packed all her costumes away and sent them away saying she was bored with that game.

~~

Caprice...
I was surprised that only Dad came down to breakfast. Sunny had already left for work he said. He also said she was having second thoughts about us doing it the natural way. How she did not want to think about another woman naked with her husband, no matter the reason. She couldn't imagine another woman's hands on her husband.
We just looked at each other knowing we were well beyond that.
"I understand her hesitation. To be honest, I'd feel the same way. We will give her time to think about it and decide."
He nodded; disappointment as clear on his face as it was on mine.

~~

We couldn't go back Our experience in the pool thrust us into a different relationship and there was no going back.
Our touches lingered. Our body contact was more intimate. Our glances were full of sensual meaning. We tried to back off for Sunny's sake. We tried to do what was right.
I came home late from a date and saw the glow of my Dad's cigar out by the pool. It was dark but the pool light shimmered off the silk shorts she had bought him for nightwear. I didn't blame her. They were intoxicatingly sexy on him. The silk brushed his skin as he moved, even with the slightest breeze. They caressed his heavily muscled ass and rippled across his thick thighs.
He must have felt my presence because he turned. Even his repose his thick cock pushed out the front. I watched it grow as he saw me. The power I felt went right to my cunt and soaked my panties.
He put his cigar down and stalked over to me. By now his cock was pushing straight out and threatening to slip out the opening.
"God, Daddy."
"That's what you do to me."
"You're so fucking sexy," I groaned.
"I've never heard you say that, but I like it," he hissed. "How was your date?"
He never asks about my dates, but I know what he wanted to know, and I understood.
"I didn't fuck him."
I could almost hear his sigh of relief. He pulled me into his arms, and we kissed. His tongue was hot and searching. He cupped my ass and pulled me into him.
"This is pretty sexy that you're dressed and I'm almost not," he murmured. "But I'd rather have you undressed my baby."
Sunny was sleeping on the second floor at the front of the house, I stepped back and unzipped the back of my dress letting it slip to the ground.
"Damn," he groaned taking in my black lace demi bra and black lace thong. Thigh-high black hose and high heels completed my outfit.
"You like?"
"Oh, fuck baby, you know I love," he said, looking me up and down. He trailed his fingers over the tops of my tits that bulged over the bra. "God these titties..." He scratched my nipples through the black lace, and they popped through. I moaned.
He looked down at my thong. "It splits right through those pretty pink pussy lips. Does it rub your clit?" He stroked the protruding soft smooth lips. His fingernail scratched the lace over my clit, and I jerked at the sensation.
He continued to do that while rubbing his lips over my tits. Little nips and bites covered my overheated flesh.
He buried his face between my tits as his finger slipped into my cunt. "Oh god... Feels so good..."
He roughly pushed my thong down and slipped a finger back in, deeper. I gripped his shoulders. He got a nipple into his mouth and sucked hard. I arched my back while he finger fucked me taking me higher and higher.
I squeezed my tits together, so my nipples were close. He went from one to the other, sucking and biting, fucking me faster. I moaned louder as I flew off the edge. My cunt gripped his finger rhythmically and he groaned louder.
I ran my nylon-clad leg up his, opening my pussy to him.
"God, I want to fuck you so bad," he moaned almost painfully. "But we can't baby. At least not now. Not here."
I slipped my hand into his silk boxers that were soaked with precum. It only took a couple of strokes, and he was moaning into my mouth, cumming in my hand.
He held me tight, his breathing hard in my ear.
"Next time I want to taste you," I murmured in his ear.

~~

Three weeks went by with nothing new from Sunny. Dad and I hadn't had any time together after the late-night tryst and I needed him. I wanted him.
She was in the breakfast room one morning when I came down and Dad had already left for work.
"Good morning," I said brightly, thinking that now maybe my time to find out what she's thinking.
"Morning sweetie."
"Dad says you're undecided as to whether you want a surrogate or not," I said casually.
"I am. Once you said you'd do it, I realized there was much more to be considered."
I nodded. "I understand. Totally."
She wore a satin robe and I realized that she was completely different than me. I had large breasts, she had not much. I was curvy, she was thin and straight. She was beautiful though. She had a cloud of red hair that moved at the slightest breeze. Her skin was creamy white. Unmarred by freckles, marks, or sun.
"At first, I thought I'd not want to be there when... You know. When you and your Dad did it. After a while, I thought I might like to be there too. But that might make it more sexual." Well, that's what it is. The thought of her being there was something new I hadn't considered myself. "Your Dad is so virile... Maybe I shouldn't be saying this to you?"
"No, that's alright. I think he's pretty damn handsome myself."
"Oh good! Then you wouldn't be uncomfortable when you had to do it with him?"
"I don't think that would be a problem." Not having wild animalistic sex in front of you might be the problem, I thought. "You should keep in mind too that it might take a while for me to get pregnant. Might not be a one-time thing."
She looked at me consideringly. "Yes, you're right. Would it be a problem for you?"
"Me? Uh no, I'd do what needs to be done." I'm a trooper like that.
"You like having sex then?" I looked at her wondering where that came from. I just nodded. "I don't always enjoy it. I mean I keep Christos satisfied, but I can't say I always like it."



"I'm sorry, Sunny. You should enjoy sex. It's important in a relationship. Maybe you should talk to your doctor about it?"
"I have," she said, looking down and rolling the hem of her robe. "He says it's normal and that there's nothing wrong with me. Christos wants it a lot more than I do, so that's a problem for me."
I didn't know what to say. I felt so sorry for her. She was a good wife to my Dad, and I hated to hear there were problems.
"Well, you have a lot to think about, Sunny. You do need to keep everything in mind before you decide on a baby. Whatever you decide, do it for yourself and no one else. It's your life."
She smiled warmly. "Thanks, Caprice. You're a good friend. I was afraid you'd resent me for marrying your Dad... I mean my age and all."
"Nope. I just want him happy. Whatever makes him happy makes me happy."

~~

The next morning, I stayed in my room to work. I was spoiled from working remotely and could do my job in my nightie drinking my morning coffee.
There was a light tap on my door and Dad stuck his head in. "Am I interrupting?"
"No, no, come in!" His dark good looks were set off by the white shirt, tie, and black suit pants. "You look so handsome this morning."
"I do, eh?" he smiled and kissed the top of my head. "You're pretty inspiring this morning yourself."
I looked down at the view he had and saw my tits poking through the sheer black nightie. My nipples hardened and pushed through.
I tipped my head back and said, "You like what you see?" He groaned. Black suit pants were now tented out and right at my level. "I know I like what I see."
I boldly opened his belt, unhooked his pants, and shoved them down. Knit shorts were stretched around the big knob on the tip of his cock. As I watched the wet spot grew bigger.
As I looked up at him, I worked his shorts down his thighs until his cock popped up and pointed straight at me.
"God baby you got my balls aching." He threaded his fingers through my blonde curls.
I balanced his balls on the tips of my fingers before sucking one into my hot wet mouth. He groaned loudly, his fingers tightening in my hair.
I sucked on both and said, "So full of hot seed. Daddy's hot seed." He hissed.
I held the base of his cock tight and licked the big fat smooth head. He began moaning louder when my lips wrapped around the thick ridge. At the same time, I caught sight of us in my closet door mirror.
He looked to see what I was looking at. "Fuck baby. This is so hot."
"You look so fucking sexy with your shirt and tie on and naked on down. Your big fat cock sticking out." I squeezed his muscular ass. "Such a hot ass too."
He watched in the mirror as I took his cock back in my mouth again. He moaned watching and feeling my lips slide down the veiny hardness to the base. The head in the back of my throat.
"Fuck my mouth, Daddy!"
His fingers were tangled in my hair as he held my head and thrust in and out of my steamy hot mouth. Fat balls swinging and hitting my chin. Ass muscles contracting under my hands. I groaned loud so he could feel the vibration on his cock. I played with his full balls while he fucked my mouth. The time was his to take his pleasure.
"I'm cumming," he shouted, his balls drew up and his cock throbbed hard before it began to unload his hot seed into my mouth. My nails dug painfully into his ass as he came, and his groans reverberated around the room.
"Fuck. Baby. I've never... That was the best..." he whispered, trying to catch his breath.
I stood up and kissed him, passing some of his seed to him. His tongue searched my mouth for more. "What you do to me..." he said, looking at me. He turned me to face the mirror.
My hair was wild, my lips pink and swollen from his cock. My nipples lewdly poked through the black sheer. He reached around and pinched hard and pulled my nipples longer.
"You like it that way, don't you?" he asked. I nodded. "Just like your Mom. She liked it too."
"Yesses," I whimpered as he pinched harder and twisted. My cunt was dripping.
He pulled my nightie over my head, and I was naked against him. His cock slipped between my ass cheeks. I moaned. He continued to knead my tit with one hand, the other went between my legs.
Watching us both in the mirror heightened the excitement. I moved so his cock slipped between my legs. Riding between my pussy lips. I reached down and pressed the head in deeper, so it rubbed my clit as he moved. He had both hands on my tits. Twisting and turning my nipples so I arched my back shoving my tits into his hands. I needed more. Wanted more.
He was hard again, and his cock easily slid between my wet pussy lips.
"I'm going to make you cum again and again until I cum, baby."
I moaned aloud. I wanted him inside me so badly. I needed to be filled by him. But I knew this wasn't the right time.
I squeezed my pussy lips tight around his hard shaft as he stroked through. I flooded his cock with my juices as I came over and over until he grunted and shouted. His hot seed swamped my pussy.
Bruises began to show on my tits, and I loved it. "Does Sunny like it rough too?"
"No."
Christos...
No, Sunny didn't like it rough, but Caprice's mom did. That's why we were so well suited. I hadn't unlocked the closet since she died.
We were never hardcore players but enjoyed our toys. Although she liked the pain, she taught me that I liked it.
Nipple clamps worked for her, and she insisted I try. It was a good thing she had me restrained when she put them on me because I would have taken them off. The pain was unbelievable, and I wondered how she tolerated it. But after a while, the pain morphed into pleasure and my cock would quiver when I wore them.
Ball weights that she would make me wear under my clothes. Various whips. Handcuffs. Leather.
All that has been locked away since I married Sunny.

~~

Caprice...
Weeks passed by, and we had no time to ourselves. Sunny still had not decided, and in fact, Dad said she quit talking about it. Any fulfilling relationship with my Dad was getting dim. I could read the want in his eyes. He needed me as I needed him but without permission, it would just be nothing but an extramarital affair.
One morning Sunny came into my room. It was early and I had just started work, but still in my nightie.
"Do you have a moment?"
"Of course, come on in."
She had a floral satin shortie robe on and carried two cups of coffee. I had a seating area in my bedroom with a velvet loveseat. We sat there and had our coffees on the table in front. I curled my legs under me and faced her.
She stared out the garden doors that overlooked the backyard. I let her talk when the time was ready and sipped my coffee.
I studied her. She was beautiful. Her red hair floated around her shoulders like a cloud. She had green eyes the likes of which I'd never seen. Her robe was gaped in the front and allowed a view of a breast, topped with a candy pink nipple.
I thought of how he loved to pinch and twist my nipples and could not imagine doing that to her pink kiss nipples. Her skin was creamy white, and it would be a sin to mar that with a bruise. She was a china doll and deserved to be treated as such.
She looked at me and said, "Have you ever been with another woman?"
"No, I haven't," I admitted. "Have you?" She shook her head.
"I think more and more about it though."
I reached over and twisted some of the silken red strands in my fingers. She looked at me and I smiled.
"I think you're very sexy in that," she said, looking at my sheer nightie. "I wish my breasts were as big as yours."
I pulled her robe open to reveal her breasts. "Yours are beautiful, Sunny. Your nipples are like candy gumdrops." It hardened under a touch.
I went up on my knees, leaned over, and sucked one into my mouth. I moaned and she sighed. I had never had another woman's nipple in my mouth before, but I liked it. I teased it harder with my tongue and sucked it longer. She held my head to her tit asking for more. I moved to the other breast and did the same.
I pulled the belt and opened her robe, pushing it off her shoulders so she was completely naked. I pulled my nightie over my head baring myself to her.
She tentatively reached out to touch my tits. I held her hand and palmed my nipples hard.
"Suck on them love," I whispered, encouraging her.
She wrapped her hands around my tit and licked the nipple. Her tongue flicked back and forth across the nipple, and I moaned. That emboldened her and she took it into her mouth. So hot and wet. I wove my fingers through her silken hair and when I did the scent of jasmine drifted up. I love masculine, but I was discovering I also loved feminine just as well.
I stood up and led her to the bed, kneeling astride her. My blonde hair cascaded around us as we kissed. Tongues playing in each other's mouths.
My pendulous breasts swayed beneath me, and she cupped one in each hand. They easily overflowed but she had me moaning with her manipulations. Her mouth was sweet and hot, and the jasmine still drifted around us. It was intoxicating and added to the sexuality of us both.
I kissed down her neck to her breasts.
I was fascinated with those pink gumdrop nipples and loved each one until she was arching off the bed, moaning.
I kissed down her body and nuzzled her sweet belly. She moaned louder the lower I got. I spread her creamy thighs. Knowing my Dad had pounded her with his big fat cock made it even more exciting for me. I could see his black curly balls slamming into her fiery red cunt. His dark skin against her white.
How he wanted to mark her body as his but couldn't. How he wanted to leave his nipping bruises on her, making her his, but couldn't'.
She was delicate as a flower and should be treated as such.
I rubbed my thumbs up and down her swollen lips. She moaned. Her inner lips were dark pink, and wet, so wet. She was wet like this for me, I thought.
I buried my mouth between her lips and licked and sucked her flavor. She jerked, arched, and began rocking off the bed. I held her hips so I could tease her clit with my tongue.
"Oh my god, Caprice... That feels so good... I love what you're doing to me," she moaned, her head rolling from side to side on her pillow in the rhythm I worked her clit.
"Ohhhhhhhhh I'm cumming," she shouted.
She arched off the bed. I hung onto her hips and kept working her clit, making her cum again and again, keeping her higher.
I finally crawled up and stretched out next to her, against her. We wrapped our arms around each other and kissed.
"I should... You... "
"I'm fine. This was for you, Sunny."
"Next time I want to taste you," she said, and I smiled.

~~

From then on, our relationship changed. We became more intimate, with lingering touches, stolen kisses, and knowing looks.
"All I want is you," Sunny said one morning at the breakfast table.
"What do you mean?"
"I'm just not aroused by men."
The consequences of that admission were overwhelming.
"You mean you're not intimate with Dad anymore?" She nodded and I knew this shift in relationships was something to think about.
Christos...
Sunny never knew but I came home from work in the middle of the day. Caprice was gone for work. Our shower was running, and I ran up the stairs hoping to join her.
As I got closer, I could hear giggles and breathy little gasps. Our shower is glass-enclosed but I had an angle that I could watch .
Sunny was in the shower with another girl. Her age and build. They were kissing and running soapy slick hands over each other.
My cock engorged so quickly that it almost hurt. There was no way I was not going to watch while I stroked my cock. My wife with another woman. That was a fucking big turn-on.
Their breasts were mashed together, the water streaming over their bodies. Pussies were grinding together.
Suddenly Sunny turned and I ducked. When I looked again, she was strapping on a cock.
She stroked that cock and murmured hot words. Telling her how she was going to fuck her. Hard and deep. The girl dropped to her knees and started sucking the rubber cock.
Seeing my wife with that big pink cock sticking out in front of her drove me wild. She pulled the other woman up and she leaned against the wall. Sunny moved in behind her sliding the cock into her pussy.
They both moaned and Sunny started to fuck her hard and fast. The woman bucked back riding it. Sunny cried out first. There must have been a part of that that rubbed her clit. The woman followed.
I shot a load into the towel hanging on the door and took one last look before I left.
Caprice...
"I love looking at you," she said softly.
After he left for work, we would be nude around the house. She was changing jobs and had some time off before she began her new one.
My nipples hardened under her gaze. I picked up some honey that had dripped onto my plate and circled both nipples with it.
She knelt in front of me sucking and licking the honey, carefully squeezing my tits. She pulled my hips forward and spread my thighs.
She picked up more of the honey and stroked it up and down my slit. I hissed at the sensation. She watched me as she flicked my clit, then leaned in to nibble my pouty pussy lips and lick the honey off. She knew how to make me cum and keep me on the edge begging for more.
Sunny had found herself and unfortunately, it didn't include her husband. Or me much longer.

~~

It had been over six weeks since Dad and I were intimate. I knew he was getting no satisfaction at all now and could tell because he was taking more chances when she was around.
One night after getting in late from a date I was in the shower when I saw the door open and close. Dad stepped in, naked and aroused. His cock stood out in front of him, throbbing with each beat of his heart. The veins bulged and the head was red and angry.
I dropped to my knees under the water and took him into my mouth. His groan was the sound of pleasure as well as relief. It didn't take long until he was shouting and shooting his load into my mouth.
He pulled me up against him. "You don't' know how much I needed that, baby," he said, kissing me. It quickly turned hot and passionate.
I couldn't give Sunny away, so I said, "For the middle of the night, you seemed pretty hot."
He was nuzzling my neck and squeezing my ass cheeks in his hands grinding me against him.
"I don't know what's wrong, but she doesn't seem to want me anymore. And I'm not going to push myself on her."
I felt the burn of his bite on my upper chest and moaned. "I'm so sorry Daddy. Do you know why?"
"I wondered if she had another man," he gritted.
"I can't imagine she'd do that!"
He squeezed me hard, and my breasts crushed against his chest. I slid my thigh up his, which opened my pussy. His cock head radared in and was poking around. He groaned and pushed.
"We can't," I said. Even though I wanted him inside me more than I could say, it wasn't right yet. I needed to think of a solution to this. "She would only give us permission to fuck if we were going to make a baby."
"I know I know," he ground out. "I need you so badly, Caprice. I want you."
He pushed more and the head of his cock pushed in. I wanted to slide down on that shaft so badly I was shaking but thinking of her sweet body I knew I couldn't. Not yet.
"Daddy, you want me to suck you again?"
He shook his head, reached over, and turned the water off. He toweled us both off and led me to the bed. I was afraid to lie with him because I knew we couldn't stop ourselves.
We were face to face and he began loving on my breasts. Little stinging nips, biting bruises, hard sucking nipples, biting and pulling.
I arched into him, needing more. He pushed his hand between my legs and quickly brought me to orgasm, increasing the pain with my orgasm. I could barely catch my breath coming down.
"Lift your leg..." He slid his cock between my pussy lips, and I squeezed it. "Feel like a fucking teenager. I need to be inside you. I want to be inside you," he grumbled, stroking through. I squeezed his ass and dug my fingernails in. "Oh yeahhhhh," he moaned.
"Soon Daddy, soon. We'll figure something out," I promised. "I love having you naked against me like this. Your body is so hard, and the abrasion of your hair is so arousing. I'm so hot for you."
We slammed against each other, moaning until we came together.
He moved down and took my nipple in his mouth while he lay in my arms. I fell asleep with his mouth on me. When I woke, he was gone.

~~

Christos...
One of my employees invited me to dinner. I didn't want to go, but I tried to respect my employees.
He had a nicely appointed ranch a stunning wife and an even more exquisite daughter. During dinner, I discovered his wife had been a model and his daughter currently did some video modeling.
His wife and daughter cleaned the table after dinner, and I could not help but notice that his daughter had a knockout figure. At least thirty-six D bust, small waist, and well-rounded hips and ass. I looked away when I felt my cock stirring.
We moved onto the patio for drinks. His daughter, around Caprice's age, sat next to him, quite close. His wife seemed to pay no attention to their proximity or the fact he put his arm around her daughter. Or that her daughter leaned into her Dad most intimately.
Eventually, his wife excused herself saying she had an early assignment and needed her sleep. I sincerely enjoyed her and indicated what a nice dinner and evening it had been.
They wondered if I wanted to see some of her videos and I of course agreed. She would look even more appealing in anything she would wear.
The basement was almost identical to the floor upstairs. Kitchen, dining, living, bath, and bedrooms. A full apartment that I assumed was his daughter's area.
We relaxed on a large sectional in front of a television screen that filled the wall. His daughter sat between his legs, and I began to get the picture. It was another daddy-daughter thing, and I suspected my two employees had been talking.
"Maybe next time you'd like to bring your daughter?" she asked, and I nodded. Possibly.
The screen lit up the room and this amazing girl was dancing naked. My breath hitched at her seductiveness on screen. It would be hard for a man to turn down something like that even if it was his daughter.
I leaned back, my legs stretched out in front of me on the sectional. My cock created an obvious growing mountain on my lap, and I instinctively squeezed my aching cock.
The next scene showed her magnificent Mom on satin sheets just as naked as her daughter. He joined her on the bed, and they began to make out like teenagers. It was unbelievably arousing as I found myself getting more and more turned on right along with them.
Just when I thought they would move to fucking, their daughter joined them on the bed. Mom and daughter kissed passionately, their soft tits mashed together, thighs between each other's legs.
He stroked their bodies inflaming them further. Suddenly her daughter turned away from her Mom to her Dad and they continued the hot make-out session. A glance at his wife's face showed relief. Relief that she did not have to finish it off with her husband. Oddly enough was relief with a little boredom.



"My wife isn't interested in sex anymore. At least not with me," he shrugged. "Several years ago, she stopped having sex with me. I was out of my mind with need as I'm sure you can understand." I did and nodded.
"One night my wife wasn't in bed, and I assumed she was watching television or still cleaning the house from our daughter's eighteenth birthday. I went to sleep."
He cleared his throat looking away in remembrance. "My wife slipped into bed with me in the middle of the night. I slept naked but she normally didn't but this time when she moved against me, she was also naked."
"I had been in a deep sleep and only half awake when my wife began to kiss me and climbed on top of me, her soft thighs on each side. It was so erotic it was like a dream. She rubbed the head of my cock on her wet pussy, then lowered herself, grinding down when she took it all."
"She began to ride my cock; her tight cunt milked it. It had been so long since we fucked like that, I just wanted to let her enjoy herself. She positioned so my cock rubbed her clit and her cunt clamped on my cock rhythmically over and over as she came."
"I don't think I ever opened my eyes. If it was a dream, it was the best fuck I'd ever had. I couldn't wait anymore. I grabbed her hips, held her down on my cock, and exploded inside her. I nearly brought the walls down with my shouting."
"She collapsed on my chest, and I held her to me, kissing her head. It was only then I realized it wasn't my wife that just fucked me to oblivion, but my daughter."
I almost came in my pants during his story. Looking up to see his daughter, now naked, dancing on the pole that was in the corner, I couldn't help myself. I reached in my pants and with a few strokes, I was cumming while watching his daughter baring it all to me.
"My Mom told me to fuck my Dad. She was bored with sex. That I should get in bed with my Dad in the middle of the night and fuck him, so he'd leave her alone."
"Did she ask if you wanted to?" I asked.
"No, she just told me to fuck him. That he'd get hard for his daughter and want her riding him. He did. As soon as he discovered it was me and not her, he just fucked, he got hard again and did me doggie. He ate me all night until he got hard again." She stopped and smiled at the memory.
"We showered together in the morning and ate breakfast naked. He fucked me over the table while she was in the next room. So, she heard my screams when he made me cum. She heard him shout when he came." She smiled again at that memory.
Her words were shocking but aroused me again. It also made me wonder what it would take to turn his wife's made-for-fucking body on.
"So, there is a way a dad and daughter can fuck while his wife is in the house," he said laughing.
Caprice...
One morning Sunny came down to breakfast and announced she had changed her mind, she wanted us all to have a baby. She also said that she wanted to be present, even interacting with us.
I saw the look of trepidation on his face but knew she would have nothing to do with him. What he would discover is why his wife no longer wanted him.
"Okay. Would you like me to start tracking my cycles so we can schedule times?"
She shook her head. "No, we know that always doesn't mean anything. Can we just keep it casual?"
"Sure, I'm good with that. Dad?" So far, he'd sat there and said nothing.
"Yeah, I'm good with that as well."
She picked up her case and said, "I'll be working late tonight." And she was gone.
"Wonder what that was all about," he said.
"I don't know," I replied, smiling at him over the rim of my coffee cup.
"You know what this means, right?"
"I do. But I don't think she meant start without her?"
"Fuck."
I laughed.
Christos...
I have to admit, getting permission from your wife to fuck another woman was a rare thing indeed. But add to that it would be your daughter, and that was considerably different.
I never even admitted to myself how much I wanted to fuck her. I fantasized that since she turned eighteen, but always made excuses to myself.
But down and fucking dirty I wanted.
The day after an office party I had at my house an employee stopped by my office to thank me. He was divorced and had attended with his daughter, around the same age as Caprice.
She was quite beautiful and paid special attention to her Dad. In fact, they were almost like a couple, and I caught a few touches that seemed to be more intimate than father and daughter.
He commented on how beautiful Caprice was and how lucky we were to have them. I hadn't remarried yet and he shared how wonderful it was to have her in the house since his divorce and how he hoped my daughter was as close to me as his was to him.
We both knew what he meant, and I can't say I was disgusted by his relationship with his daughter, and in fact, I found it titillating. Should I be aroused by an incestuous relationship? Probably not.
But Caprice had crept into my mind and imagination for a while now.
I closed my office door, and he detailed their relationship. I sat behind my desk fully aroused and imagining Caprice and myself in each scenario he described.
He had been the one to pursue his daughter. He said she was resistant at first, but he seduced her. That was something I didn't think I would be comfortable with. If Caprice wasn't interested, I wouldn't force it. That's not me.
But it was arousing as hell to hear him tell it. He would get in the shower with her and just wash her with his slick soapy hands. He knew what to do to bring her pleasure and she began to enjoy it.
She began to creep into his bed at night, and he would just hold her, not push. She began to enjoy being in his arms. He slept naked but she wore pajamas. She was twenty-one but not experienced.
One night she slipped between the sheets naked. He said she rested her head on his shoulder, his arm around her. She put her leg over his, so his thigh was against her pussy. As they watched television, she toyed with his chest hair and stroked her soft hand down his chest to his stomach.
He pressed his thigh into her, and she ground into it. Her hand moved lower until it brushed his nest of hair at the base of his cock.
He slid his hand up and down her side, brushing the side of her breast each time. He said she had the sweetest little whimpers.
She gripped his cock in her hand and thumbed the precum on the head. He moaned and she half rolled onto him.
He grabbed her ass and pulled her on top of him. His cock slipped between her legs. He told her he wanted to be inside her. He had to be inside her. Now. He pulled her legs to either side of him and rocked up, slipping his cock into her until he hit her barrier. One hard thrust broke through.
She cried out and he stopped until she adjusted to his cock. His cock rubbed her clit as he drove up into her. She came on his cock, her pussy gripping him and milking his balls.
He said filling her with the seed he made her with was the most exciting thing in his life.
Yes.

~~

Caprice...
I went into the hall closet to get an extra blanket to put on my bed and found some bags from a local lingerie shop. At first, I thought Dad may have bought something for Sunny, but after peeking through all the bags, I was sure not. These were all sweet and girly bras, panties, and nightwear. Dad would buy the most drop-dead sexy lingerie in the store. These were for her... Or for a new friend maybe, I thought. Hmmm.

~~

Sunny was at the office late nearly every night. I was in my room when I heard him come in and the shower running.
I was so quiet that I did startle him when I stepped in with him. The glass enclosure was oversized with a wall of sprayers that did things I didn't' know. His back was to me, but I saw his profile before stepping in and he was hard.
I wrapped my arms around him from behind and rubbed my tits on his back.
"Ohhhh this is a nice surprise. Veryyyyy nice. I was just thinking about you."
I splayed my hands on him, rubbing his chest, down to his stomach, and then his cock. He moaned and wrapped my hand around his aching shaft and squeezed.
"You need this," I said, stroking his cock with one hand and playing with his soapy slick balls with the other.
"I love how you play with them. Women are afraid to touch them."
I squeezed and stroked and danced his balls on my fingertips. He put his hands flat on the wall and let me take care of him. I pushed fingers into his body between his balls and he groaned louder. I stroked from the base of his balls back to his ass, and back again.
"Fuck baby, where'd you learn to do that," he hissed.
As I moved my nipples rubbed his back, the abrasion was driving me crazy. I was ready for him to work his magic on my tits.
Suddenly I felt soft hands on my tits at the same time a soft body pressed into me.
"Sunny!" I said just as Dad grunted and shouted out his orgasm.
I turned my head, and she nipped my earlobe and breathed in my ear. "This was a sexy scene I walked into."
"I'm glad you did," I told her sincerely. Thinking no more sneaking around. I realized I loved her and didn't want to hurt her.
Dad turned to see us in each other's arms kissing deeply. Our tits were mashed together, blonde pussy rubbing a fiery red pussy.
"I guess you two have gotten to know each other," he said, letting the water run over his face while he tried to make sense of it.
"I'm sorry darling," she said to him. "It had nothing to do with you. You're a very sexy man and have taken good care of me. I just discovered I like women better."
He looked at me and I shrugged. "I love both men and women." I saw the look of relief in his eyes.
"So, this means Caprice will be the creamy center?"
We both laughed and Sunny said, "That works for me!"
"So shall we get started," he said to me, and I nodded. My cunt gushed thinking about what was to come.
We all toweled off and headed for bed. His cock was throbbing. It was going to be difficult to include Sunny when all I wanted was Dad's cock inside me. I decided to start with her and then move to him. Our time would be unlimited then.
I knelt astride her and dropped my tit into her mouth. She moaned and squeezed both my tits together while working on my nipples. I moved down and ate her gumdrop nipples until she tossed on the bed, then I worked lower until I got to her blazing cunt. She opened wide and was wet for me. He moaned along with her while I licked and ate her to orgasm.
"You both are driving me crazy. My balls are aching and ready to burst."
I kissed her lovingly and moved over to him. I kissed him and he groaned at the scent of his wife on my lips. In my mouth. I moved astride him, and we locked eyes.
I held his cock and slowly, oh so slowly, slid down that thick pole. I threw my head back at the feel of it stretching my cunt wall. I could feel every thick ropy vein. The big head and ever bigger ridge rubbing my cunt walls. I sat up and ground down until he was deep inside me.
"Oh Daddy, I can't believe how good you feel inside me. Like you were made for me!"
His fingers dug into my hips as he pushed up, grinding deeper. I began to slide up and down his cock, my cunt tight around his fat shaft.
I began to move faster, and my tits started bouncing. He watched, his eyes glassy, and I knew what he was thinking. It was like Mom was fucking him. I'm sure my tits looked just like hers when they fucked.
"Oh god fuck me baby," he growled, lurching up off the bed like a bucking bronco.
I was riding him fast and hard. Our first joining. Dad and daughter joined together like no other way. We were locked together. I leaned over with my hands on his shoulders. He watched my tits jerk and sway. He pounded into me from below and suddenly rolled.
I was underneath him and my legs wrapped around his ass. He drove deep and hard.
His fat balls smacked my ass every thrust.
He dropped to his elbows; his face buried in my neck. His breath hard and rasping in my ear. I dug my nails into his ass, into his back, and he growled with pleasure.
"Oh god," he murmured in my ear. "This is the best... Ever... Your cunt is so tight on my cock... Milking all the cum out of my balls... I'm going to fill you up baby."
The change in me was profound. And I could feel it in him too. I could see it in his eyes.
His heat sent me over the edge too. He locked hard into me, and our groans and shouts echoed around the room.
I was tight against him, in his arms, my thigh between his. I couldn't get close enough.

~~

Christos...
My wife had a best friend when we got married. She was her maid of honor. They were close and she often went out with us. She had small breasts and her figure was straight, almost male. I wondered at first if she was a lesbian. Which would have been okay with me.
I knew the truth when one day we had a cookout. We were drinking heavily, and my wife needed something from the store and was the one that was least drunk, so she went.
We were out at the pool clowning around and somehow, she fell on my lap. She began to squirm and wiggle to get up and my cock let her know how much he liked her ass.
She moved and looked down to see my cock pushing up out of the waistband of my shorts. She took another gulp of her drink, dropped to her knees in front of me, pulled my shorts down, and sucked my cock right into her mouth.
I grunted loud with the sensation of her hot mouth and the ice cube. What a fucking blow job that was. She was a master cocksucker and drained my balls in minutes.
She stood up, wiped her mouth, and went and jumped into the pool.
That was the first and last time we were intimate.
Caprice...
We no longer needed her permission, and she didn't care if she was around or not. We could keep trying to make their baby when we wanted.
Several times I caught her talking softly to someone on the phone. When I checked, the lingerie was gone from the hall closet. So many late nights at the office. Sunny had a lover.

~~

"So, I have to keep filling you with my seed until we make a baby," he said waggling his eyebrows. He was like a different person. Relaxed and fun.
"The same seed you made me with."
"You think I don't think of that every time I flood you? Every. Single. Time." He looked at me for a moment. "Do you feel how perfectly we fit together? How we seem to know what each other likes? What makes each of us moan and cum hardest? It's like we were made for each other."
"Yes, I agree. We are perfect for each other."
"You know what I want though. I want to wake up next to you in the morning. I want to watch you sleep. I want us to watch the sun come up while I'm inside you."
"She will be starting to travel more in this job, so it may happen."
Dad is a virile man and needs sex at least once a day. If the circumstances were different, I would be available to him every time he wanted me, but I am still not comfortable having sex with him when Sunny is in the house. She does not take part and is not interested but I still do not feel comfortable with her around. I am hoping she will start to travel for work soon.

~~

I worked in my room until late morning and came downstairs for a sandwich. I heard the radio on by the pool and saw Dad's sandals.
"Mmmm, if I'd have known this was waiting for me, I'd have been down sooner," I said, letting my clothes drop to the ground.
His dark skin glistened with suntan oil and the tropical scent filled my nostrils. Fat balls covered with black curls rested on top of his thighs. As I watched his beer can cock went from nested on those balls, to turgid right before my eyes.
"I knew you were working and would be down when you could. I need you so bad, baby. You make me ache for you."
I couldn't see his eyes behind dark glasses, but I knew he was looking at me. My nipples hardened and my pussy gushed.
"I'm glad we made this pool area private. Just one of the many places we can fuck." I smiled.
I straddled the chaise and lowered my body onto his hot slick skin. We both moaned. He held my ass while I pushed up just enough to allow my rock-hard nipples to rub his black-furred chest.
"Mmmmm."
"Indeed. Who knew slip and slide could be so much fun," he said as I squirmed on his slickness.
His cock was trapped between our bodies and the hot hard throb felt so good. My pussy ached to be filled by my Dad.
I pushed up and slid down letting his cock drive into me in one move.
"Oh god baby," he moaned.
I dropped my legs to each side of the chair, and he pushed up deeper into me. We kissed while I rode his cock. My tits bounced on his chest, my nipples hard and aching from the abrasion.
"I love when you fuck me, Daddy," I whispered, and his cock jerked in my tight tunnel. "Mmm, you like me talking like that don't you," I teased.
"You're a minx my beautiful sexy daughter." His tongue searched my mouth, and I nipped his lip, tugging.
"Those big fat balls are full for me aren't they, Daddy?" I growled in his ear and nipped his earlobe. "You want to fill me up with all your seed don't you."
"I do. Do you know how hard I cum when I'm shooting deep inside you? The same seed I made you with I'm filling you with. It's amazing how we fit so perfectly. I can't get over it. I made you for me."
Those words. His words made me cum the hardest I've ever cum. My cunt spasmed and milked his cock and he filled me with his hot seed.
I collapsed on top of him. Into his arms.
"We're getting this baby-making thing down I think," he chuckled.
I was wondering when that would come up. I knew there was no baby and I would start my period in a few days.
"Yes. Practicing sure is fun hmmm," I said, avoiding any specifics. He did not follow up, so it was left at that.

~~

I always knew Dad was a virile man. He was handsome and lusty. I've watched his attraction to women, and vice versa through the years. His charm and sensuality would envelop any woman. Any age, size, or shape. He loved women and they loved him.
I had never put much thought into it, but now that I was less of his daughter and more of his lover, I had a different view.
Mom was sick for several years but needed home care when I turned eighteen. Dad took the bedroom next to mine, which was in another wing of the house from their master bedroom.
I would hear him cumming every evening after we had dinner and had gone our separate ways. I learned just what a sexual man he was. I came home from classes one afternoon and his door was ajar.
I found his collection of pornography in the way of magazines, books, and movies. I found his proclivity for big breasts and shapely women. Not unlike the woman he married. I got my thirty-four D tits from my Mom as well as my rounded hips and ass. On weekends he would occasionally go into his room in the afternoon to arouse himself.
One day I put on a tiny thong bikini bottom and top that barely covered my nipples and sunbathed on my balcony. A balcony that was shared with the next room. His.



Over the song on the radio, the door opened. The strap disappeared between my ass cheeks and the tiny strings made it appear that I was naked. I pretended to be asleep but could hear the rhythmic movement and heavy breathing.
I pressed my hips down, contracting my ass muscles, then pushed up a bit, which spread my legs wider. He couldn't stifle his low moan. The door closed but didn't muffle his shout and grunts when he orgasmed.
I began to do much of my studying and any time I had between classes on the balcony. I always made sure I faced away from his door so he wouldn't fear getting caught.
Mom's health was deteriorating, and we knew it was only a matter of time. I wanted to give him what bit of pleasure he could have.
Mom passed and not long after that Dad quit pleasuring himself because he was dating.
Soon he brought Sunny home and they married shortly after. I held no resentment because I wanted him happy again. I appreciated that he waited until Mom's passing before he began seeing another woman.

~~

One morning at breakfast I asked Sunny, "Are you seeing someone?"
She plucked at her robe belt and nodded. "One of the women at my last job. She's married and has no intention of leaving her husband nor have I. I love Christos, Caprice. Love him with all my heart."
I nodded. "I'm glad you found someone and are happy. We must be true to ourselves."
That day I started my period. There was no baby. There wouldn't ever be.

~~

The next morning, early, before it was light, I felt his body slide into bed and against mine.
"Mmm," I moaned softly.
"Good morning, baby," he whispered, his hand sliding under my nightie.
"This is bad timing. I started my period yesterday."
"I don't care... If you don't," he said.
"No, I don't care. Some men do."
"I'm not one of them. I'll just get a towel, so we don't soil your sheets."
I rolled to my knees while he was gone.
"Oh Cap, you do know how to drive me crazy don't you," he growled, moving in behind me.
"Look," I said. He looked over at our image in the closet mirror. I saw him swallow hard at my pendulous tits hanging below me. "Fuck me, Daddy."
His balls slapped my clit while he pounded into me. My tits swinging, he reached under and supported my tit in his hand. I moaned. I loved his hands on me. He pinched and twisted my nipple and I jerked and drove back on his cock.
Neither one of us took our eyes off the mirror. It was even more stimulating to watch. As though we were in our own porn movie.
His balls slapped my clit into orgasm after orgasm. My back arched as I wailed loudly. It felt so fucking good. His thick ropy cock abraded my slick canal as he stroked in and out. His fingers dug into my hip, and he plowed me harder and faster.
"Cum for me, Daddy. Cum deep inside me. Your cock feels so good in my cunt," I moaned.
My words sent him over the edge, and he locked in deep exploding his heat inside me.
"God damn, Cap. You make me cum so hard. It just gets better and better. You keep me hard and needing you constantly."
We showered and kissed and caressed into another toe-curling orgasm and he left for work.

~to be continued~
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Forewarning
How about a little dad/daughter naughtiness? How about we add a little girl/girl action? How about we add a wife that prefers girls over her husband? How about a wife that wants her husband and daughter to fuck for a baby? Yeah! you say? OK then, carry on.
If you think a married dad doing the dirty with his daughter is an extramarital affair, move along. If you think a wife doing the dirty with another girl is an extramarital affair, move along. If you're offended by any kind of extramarital affair in works of fiction, then please do move along. There are lots of other great stories out there better suited to you. Thanks!
We began to be more brazen and less concerned whether Sunny was in the house or not. Our need for each other, at least once a day, led us to each other.
I worked remotely but once a month had to attend a meeting at my downtown office. It wasn't far from Dad's office, and I thought I'd drop in.
"Caprice! We haven't' seen you in a while. How have you been?"
I loved my Dad's office assistant. She had been with him for years and was like one of the family. We chatted while Dad finished his phone call and motioned me into his office.
"I hope I'm not interrupting."
"You will never interrupt me, love." He picked up the phone and told June to hold all his calls so he could visit with his daughter.
His office was luxurious. He often had spent the night there when he worked late so it was outfitted with everything necessary for a stay. I smoothed my suit jacket over my skirt while I looked around.
"You look so fucking sexy in that suit." I turned to him.
"I do? I thought I looked rather stern."
"Mmmm but stern can have it's good points," he said raking his eyes down my body.
I saw the tent in his lap and smiled.
"I see that."
I started inching my skirt up my legs. Slowly. Very slowly. Inch by agonizing inch I revealed thigh high hose. The soft creamy skin of my upper thigh with the ribbon bow garter. Higher and higher. Still so slowly. Watching his tongue flick across his lips. His eyes never glancing away. I walked my fingers to the center of my skirt and hooked them to raise the center of my skirt.
The narrow satin strip had worked between my pussy lips which accented their swollen fullness. I unzipped my skirt and it fell to the floor. I stood in heels, hose, garter belt, thong, and suit jacket. I felt lewd and vulgar, and I loved it.
His chest was heaving with his hard breathing. I turned to show him my-all-but bare ass.
"Do you remember this?" He looked quizzical. "I showed it too you enough on my balcony." The light dawned.
"You did that on purpose did you?" He adjusted the pulsing mound in his pants. "You saved me. I would have gone out of my mind if it weren't for you during that time. And I just don't mean this," he said, waving at my nakedness.
I nodded, understanding
"Maybe you should come over here and sit on your Dad's lap, hmmm?"
I went and quietly turned the lock on the door. As I walked back, I let my jacket drop. Slipped my blouse off my shoulders. I reached behind me and unhooked my bra but kept it in place with my arm.
I stood in front of him holding my bra over my tits. "Take your cock out."
It lewdly stood up in his lap pulsing and jerking. I straddled his thighs and he willed me to drop my arm.
"Caprice," he moaned.
"What do you want?" He started to fist his cock. "No! No touching." He stopped.
"I want to see your tits." I glanced down seeing his hand moving back towards his cock again. He stopped.
"You want your daughter that just stripped all her clothes off for you, don't you?" He nodded and swallowed hard. "In your office. Where you do your business. Where possibly anyone can interrupt us."
"Oh my god," he moaned. My words hit their mark.
"What would they think if they walked in and saw your Daddy cock bured to the root in your daughter's cunt? If someone walked in to see me bent over your desk while you plowed me from behind?"
"For god's sake, Cap," he moaned wanting to touch.
"That idea gets you excited doesn't it. That others see how naughty we are. Depraved even. Don't you wonder if any other of your employees is as wicked. How many have a hard on for their daughters. How many would envy you."
His breathed like he just ran a marathon; his eyes glazed. He ripped the bra away from my tits and latched onto a nipple. He bit and sucked and pulled. I arched my back shoving more of my tits at him. Needing more. Wanting more.
He planted stinging little bruising kisses all over the creamy white skin. Marking me.
Suddenly he shoved me back on his desk and drove in deep and hard. I grabbed on to the edge of the desk while he plowed into me. His eyes were still glazed, and he wasn't going to be stopped. He leaned over me; I wrapped my legs around him. I vaguely heard things falling to the floor as he shoved things off his desk.
We both came hard but muffled our sounds in each other's mouth.
As I dressed, I said, "I just wanted to be the best fuck you've ever had in your office," and smiled.
"You're the best fuck I've ever had anywhere, baby. The best ever."
I would like to have told her that she was the ONLY fuck I've had in my office. But sadly, that wouldn't be true.
When we discovered my wife's illness was terminal, her best friend since grade school was just as devastated. Jo spent nearly every day at the house. She was the one that could make my wife laugh, and if you don't think that's important under those circumstances, you haven't had the reality of watching your love slowly withering away and you can't do a damn thing about it.
One especially difficult day Jo came to my office with bags of food for lunch. Caprice was dealing with her own grief, and Jo was the only one to even remotely understand the ongoing loss.
We made small talk, but the air was heavy with our grief. When she went to leave, we hugged. Was it too long? Too comforting? I still don't know.
Suddenly she was on the edge of my desk, skirt up, panties on the floor. I unzipped, cock out and was fucking her. Did we kiss? I don't think so.
She gripped my suit jacket and her cunt convulsed on my cock. I followed right along. Did either of us make any sound? I don't' think so.
We straightened our clothes, and she was gone. We never mentioned it.
It was consoling to us both.
In the guise of practice, we fucked every day. At least once. My period rolled around again, and no one seemed concerned. Sunny had her lover and was happy. Dad didn't have to rely on her and was relieved she found her woman. And I was happy because I could keep him happy. It was all working out as planned. But I knew it couldn't go on much longer like this. They would find out soon enough I was a fraud.
~~
"Sunny will be gone for 4 days," Dad said at breakfast.
"Really?"
"Yes. I've made plans for us if that's okay."
"Of course, it is. As long as we're together that's all I care about," I said, kissing him on my way up to work.
As I assumed he planned those four days off work. We spent the first day in bed. Naked. Playing. Sex. Eating. Showering. Watching his porn movies at my insistence.
"These are so fucking hot," I said, squirming next to him while we watched one of his movies.
"Really? I thought women didn't like porn?"
"Well, I do!"
He was all but worn out and was recuperating. My pussy was gushing as I watched others fucking on screen.
"I want to watch you," he said.
"Hmmm," I replied, not taking my eyes off the screen.
"Play with yourself. Rub that sweet pussy and cum for me."
I was so intrigued at the toys and positions I automatically began flicking my clit. I moaned, spread my legs, and pushed up off the bed. He groaned watching me. I twisted and pinched my nipples while I teased my clit. It wasn't long and I was howling out an ear-splitting orgasm.
"You're so fucking hot, my daughter."
The next day he had made appointments to get my hair and nails done. We were going out that night as a couple. I was unbelievably excited about it.
When I got home a beautiful dress was waiting for me along with shoes and lingerie. I took time with my makeup, buffed, and scented my skin and got dressed.
"Baby, you're breathtaking." He dressed in a black silk suit. He walked behind me and unzipped my dress.
"Daddy! I just dressed. You're going to mess everything up," I pouted.
He slipped my dress off, removed the under slip, unhooked my bra and tossed it on the bed. He guided the dress over my head.
"Mmmm, now that's better." He stood behind me while we looked in the mirror.
The sheer dress had swirling designs of silver sequins. It was long sleeved, mid-thigh and had a plunging neckline without the under slip.
There was enough sheer that my nipples were obvious and pushed out between the sequins. The thong was tiny and disappeared between my pussy lips and buried in my ass, appearing that I had nothing on.
"I can't go out like this," I murmured, beginning to feel as sexy as I looked.
"Yes, you can. I'm taking you to a special place."
We drove to an obscure unmarked building downtown. A door opened and a man stepped out and opened my door. My Dad came around and handed him his keys and we swept through the rusty grey industrial metal door. Had I not been with him, it would have been a bit frightening.
It took a moment for my eyes to adjust. And even then, the haze from the hookahs and dim lighting didn't afford me much information of what I was seeing. He took my hand and as we moved through the club to the better lit bar, I could see couples in intimate settings around the room.
A hookah centered a large low table and the semi round satin padded seating was full. There was all styles of dress and undress and I understood why he wanted me to wear this. A good number of the women were topless. Some draped in satin and sheers with glittering beads around their necks. It was a formal dress undressed crowd.
I had considered bringing Sunny here, but as she became less interested in sex, I became less interested in bringing here. I did quench my voyeuristic thirst on occasion. I danced and had a few drinks with women, but otherwise I went on an indulgent whim.
I would try to imagine Sunny in this sensual atmosphere. It was heavy with passion and lust. A side of Sunny I'd never seen.
We got to the bar and Dad ordered us drinks. This area had more lighting and more single men were seated at the bar. They had turned to look at me in appreciation. Some with a slight nod, others a smile. He leaned on the bar allowing everyone to see his escort. I was sure what happened here most definitely stayed here.
We hadn't spoken since we arrived. We didn't need to. We both knew why we were here. I did wonder who else he had brought here, but I would ask later.
We walked back through the lounge area, drinks in hand. I could see better this time and noted that a few women were on their knees in front of their men. Instead of looking away, it was apparent that most wanted to watch the performance.
He straddled a velvet fainting couch and leaned back. I sat between his legs and stretched my legs out, knee bent. I felt the eyes on me and found it extremely arousing. My nipples drew up and hardened into aching buds. I felt his breath in my ear and knew he was enjoying the scenes as well.
Many of the women were breathtakingly beautiful and I thought how well Sunny would fit in here. I wondered if she was the one, he had here before me.
A beauty with long shiny blond curls that cascaded down her back wore a nineteen twenties style flapper dress. It was the sheerest of chiffon and silk and every movement gave us teasing glances of what lie underneath.
I looked back over my shoulder to ensure Dad was watching as well. He was. He looked down at me and smiled. We kissed a deep tongue-lashing kiss before going back to our blonde beauty.
She was making the rounds, appearing to have been there many times because she knew many. Some touched her intimately, some kissed her deeply, some she was familiar with. Then she came to us.
Blonde curls hung over her breasts that would surely be seen through the sheer dress. She smiled at him first, then me. She sensed we welcomed her and leaned to kiss my Dad. Long red manicured fingers rested on his cheek as she kissed him until they were both moaning.
She then smiled at me with lusciously full lips that were swollen from the kiss she shared with him. Those delectable lips brushed my so softly, it felt like a butterfly touch. My hand automatically laced through her hair and held the back of her head while I pushed in for a deeper kiss. I heard her hiss, yesss, before our lips met and our tongues tangled.
A sharp fingernail scratched at my aching nipple, and I moaned in her mouth. She continued to toy with my nipple as her hair formed a curtain of privacy around us. She pinched my nipple and looked into my eyes. Thick eyelashes rimmed her pale blue eyes, and I didn't want to look away. She pinched and pulled my nipple longer and I blinked my pleasure.
She slowly stood up, caught my Dad's hand and mine and placed them over each of her breasts. Her hair covered our hands, but I scratched and tweaked. Seeing her pleasure, I pinched and twisted, and I was sure at that moment Dad was doing the same. Her head fell back, and her lips parted.
She put our hands up to her mouth and kissed the palm of each. Then turned to walk away.
Dad moaned in my ear, and I turned and said, "So hot."
He nodded and wrapped his arms around me. I arched and his hands covered my tits. He hefted each in his hands as though to show them off to the men that were watching us. He pulled my nipples longer, so they poked through the sheer.
"Do you want to dance with one of them? It could get a bit raunchy," he said with humor in his voice, "but no sex."
"Will you dance with someone too?"
"If you're okay with it."
"Yes, but no sex."
"Absolutely no sex for either of us. Not here at least," he said with a quiet chuckle.
There must have been some indication that I was available because almost immediately a man came up to ask me to dance.
I had not even noticed the dance floor, tucked into a nearly dark corner of the big room.
"I'm a lucky man to have your beautiful body against mine," he smiled.
His skin was satin ebony, and he was so beautifully handsome he took my breath away. He was my height with my high heels on which makes for a nice dancing partner.
He buried his face in my neck as we swayed to the music. Just the feel of his hard body against mine, his even breathing near my ear, his lips on my neck was driving me wild. I tightened my arms around his neck and his hands moved to my ass and gently pulled me into him. His hard cock throbbed against my mound as though sending signals that they were close and needy.
My pussy lips were bare, the string of the thong rubbing my clit as we moved. When I moved my arms higher around his neck, my dress rode my thighs and his hands slipped under to cup my bare ass. I couldn't stifle a moan when he squeezed my ass and tucked his finger under the string. That only served to tighten the string across my clit. And he knew it.
His lips moved to my ear; his teeth clamped onto my earlobe. He tugged on the string again and this time I couldn't hide the pleasure I felt. I pushed against his throbbing cock, so hot even through our clothes.
The music never stopped but blended one song into another. I heard another couple and saw it was Dad and a statuesque brunette clamped to his front. Instead of jealousy, it turned me on even more. I guess because I knew that it would be me, he would be filling with that big cock. It would be me he would flood with his hot seed. It was me that he loved.
He tugged at the string rhythmically and I panted in his ear. His deep bass voice rumbled unintelligible things in my ear, but the vibrations only took me higher. He held me tightly as I quaked in his arms.
His beautiful skin was damp, and I kissed him deeply. I rocked into his needy bulge, and he cupped my ass and pulled me up into him, rocking to meet me. He was going to cum. He was going to cum in his pants.
I reached between us and slipped my hand in his pants. He moaned in my ear as soon as I squeezed his steely cock. I was unable to stroke while in this awkward position, but I did the best I could, and he reacted. His hand moved from my ass to my tit. I moaned little breathy whispers in his ear as he went higher and higher. Suddenly his body jerked, and his cock swelled bigger and began pumping out his hot juice.
We both caught our breath and I noticed Dad had the straps to her dress down, trapping her arms to her sides and baring her breasts. I could see him pulling and pinching her nipples and she arched over his arm across her back.
Feeling brave from my first encounter, I walked over to them, leaned over, and began sucking her on free nipple. She quickly glanced to see who it was, wound her fingers through my hair and held my head to her breast.
Her tight red lace dress had worked up her thighs and I worked my hand between them. Her lips were dripping and swollen. She moaned as I ran my finger down her slit. Her fingers tightened in my hair as I continued to work over her nipple. I knew Dad was pinching and pulling and I bit and tugged. She came and gushed over my hand. I quickly slipped my hand in his pants and stroked his cock with her hot juice. His cock throbbed hard, and he came in my hand.
We straightened ourselves up and we returned to the velvet fainting couch. He ordered drinks and this one began to go to my head. I was between his legs but turned so my hip pushed into his cock.
"Are you trying to get me drunk?"
"Ummm, would you like to get drunk? You seem like you're enjoying yourself here," he smiled, obviously taking in my dance partner and I before.
"that was fun, I admit. But I don't want him like I need you."
"Oh baby, not as much as I need and want you. I've never been as happy since you and I."
"You still have a wife you know."
"I do. I have wife who wants another woman more than she wants me. And you know, I'm okay with that. We all should be true to ourselves."
There was more meaning to that than just him and Sunny. I understood. Was he thinking where a baby would fit into this? Wondering who would be the Mom if she was off with a lover.
I never thought if I'd want a child. I only thought to do it for them. But there is no real 'them' anymore. Dad has had his family by having me. Does he really want a baby? To start over again.
"Let's go home," I told him.
As I stood up, I noticed the beautiful blonde nearby. I walked over to her, and she smiled. I took her chin in my fingers and brushed my lips over hers. She pulled me into her, our breasts mashed together. Her hard nipples poked into me. Tongues searched. We swallowed each other's moans. I held her ass and pulled her into me. We rubbed our mounds together. She slipped her thigh between mine and pressed into my pussy.
"Cum for me beautiful," she whispered, and I rocked on her thigh until she swallowed my moans of orgasm.
I pushed my thigh between hers and she wrapped a leg around my waist. I cupped her ass and pulled her higher onto my thigh. Her skin was so soft, she smelled so sweet. We ate at each other's mouths, and she rode my thigh. Suddenly her head fell back, and she came with a long loud wail.
Dad was there holding us both in his arms. She kissed him deeply while I murmured dirty and sexy to them.



Finally, we pulled apart and left.
I don't think Sunny set out to do all this. She has no evil in her. I really think she was just so inexperienced in life, maybe a little naïve, that she was still learning about herself when we married. She went from one adventure to another when she found it wasn't going to hold her interest. That included everything from sex to me.
As we've been married, I began to worry that if we would have a baby, it would be just another adventure to Sunny. She'd tire of a child and move on. Obviously I'm too old to raise a child besides the fact that I just don't want to be a father again. I got lucky with Caprice but would I be so lucky again? I didn't want to take that chance.
On one of my business trips I had a vasectomy. Whether it was to save face, or just avoid an argument I can't tell you. It would just remain a fact that we were unable to conceive.
It was wonderful not having to dress while Sunny was away. Dad was even needier, probably because we were always naked and touching. When he was ready, I was too.
We had sex everywhere. In every room of the house. He set me on the kitchen counter, spread my thighs and drove in. He bent me over the bathroom counter and took me from behind. We fucked in the bed that he and Sunny shared. We fucked on the pool table.
I sucked his cock down my throat while he was on a business call. I did the same when he was talking to an old friend. Who caught on and guessed what was going on? Dad didn't tell him it was his daughter that was drinking his cum.
No place was off limits. We both loved sex, especially with each other. We never turned each other down. If he was in When he was in recovery mode, he ate me. He loved to lick my slit, nibble on my lips, and fill me with his fingers.
~~
We spent our last night in his bed. The one him and Mom shared that Sunny now stayed in. It was huge and beautiful and had a well-appointed shower, a large soaking tub and steam room.
I came in from doing some work and followed the jasmine scent wafting from the bathroom. The soaker tub was full of steamy water and Dad was grinning and waiting for me to join him.
"Your big dark body looks so fucking sexy in that tub," I said, stripping off my clothes.
"Get in and I'll show you how sexy I am," he promised.
I slowly lifted my foot to the edge of the high tub and hesitated a moment before stepping in.
"You are such a tease," he said, pulling me between his legs. I leaned back on his chest.
"God if this was my room, I'd be in this tub every day," I said, sinking lower.
"It will be. Some day."
He began to softly stroke my thighs under the water. My head fell back on his shoulder while I went into relaxation mode. He kissed the side of my neck below my ear.
"I love you, Cap."
"I love you too."
"No, I mean I love you like a lover. You're my lover as much as my daughter now."
"Yes. I love you the same way. You're my man. My love. It may not seem right to many, but it's right for us."
We enjoyed the soothing water for a bit.
"Do you really want a baby, Dad?"
He hesitated for a long time. Long enough I thought he wasn't going to answer.
"To be truthful, not now. I did when things were right with Sunny, but we have changed. Our circumstances have changed. I guess I was really doing it for her, not me. Why are you asking... Are you pregnant?"
"No, I'm not. I wouldn't be anyhow. I've been on the pill since I discovered Sunny had a lover. I wasn't sure if she was going to stay with you."
"That was a wise move, my daughter," he said hugging me.
His fingers trailed around my tits. They were buoyant in the water and bounced as he played.
"Did I ever tell you I love your tits?" I could hear the smile in his voice.
"No, tell me about it."
"Your Mom used to drive me wild with her tits too. Before you were born, she used to be topless around the house. She was like you. She kept me hard all the time. Like you, she was ready when I was. I guess we're an oversexed family," he laughed.
"I'm afraid I'd never find a man that wanted sex as much as I do. That I was as comfortable around."
He sighed deeply. "If I was younger or you were older, we'd make a great couple, but eventually I won't be enough for you. Men wear out I'm afraid. Viagra helps but..."
"We can make it work until then and we will deal with it as it comes."
"I still think you should have someone though, Cap. There might even be someone at the club. I mean everyone that goes there has more than a passing interest in sex."
"I guess but I'm not going to worry about it yet. Your dick makes me very happy and that's all I want. I loved the club, and it was fun. I'd like to do it again."
"We will."
"You know it turned me on watching you with that brunette on the dance floor. I mean I knew I was getting your cock when we went home, but it was arousing watching you both."
"You are sexual like me, baby. We enjoy seeing others pleasure. We aren't threatened by it."
"The water is cooling off and I want to get in that big bed with you for our last night alone."
We were up half the night making love, talking, kissing, and fucking. The perfect couple.
~~
Sunny came back in the best mood I'd ever seen her in. I had to ask if she took her girlfriend with her, and she admitted she did. They spent the last four days together like I did with her husband.
"She is considering leaving her husband," Sunny admitted.
"I think we all should be true to ourselves. We can't be happy living someone else's expectations."
"You're right. I need to make some decisions as well." She hesitated. "I've missed you; you know."
I realized then that I'd missed her as well. I still prefer men, but discovered loving women was pretty wonderful too.
"I've missed you too." I remembered her softness against mine. Her sweet smell, tender touch.
I stood up and held out my hand. I pushed her robe off her shoulders and pulled my nightie over my head.
We kissed long and deep. Our naked bodies pressed together. Curly mounds needy and rubbing together. The sun slanting through the kitchen window was warm on our skin. I kneaded and massaged her tits while my fingers wove through her mass of red curls.
I pulled away and leaned to suck on her nipple. She arched back over my arm, pushing her tits at me. I sucked and nibbled and nipped. She moaned and her hips began a rhythmic rocking motion.
We made it as far as the living room sofa. She arranged me with one leg on the floor the other over the back of the sofa. She scissored her legs with mine until our pussies were grinding together.
The sensation was wild, and I began to go off like a rocket. Her wet inner lips rubbed mine and our clits ground together. We soon found our own tempo. Our hot juices mingled and lubricated.
"You feel so fucking good, Sunny," I moaned. We interlaced our fingers and continued to grind and cum. It was wave after wave that ebbed and rushed.
We exhausted ourselves and stretched out together on the sofa, thighs between each other's legs. Face to face, breasts mashed together we slept.
~~
The next night he came into my room carrying his laptop computer, his dick sticking out the front of his pants hard and throbbing.
"What?"
"I've been watching porn."
"Wow, I guess I missed something just watching the news," I laughed.
"A couple of hot fucking pornstars," he said fisting his cock.
I scowled. "You have me now. You don't need porn."
He sat next to me on the bed, his cock lewdly poking up from his lap.
"I'm a lucky bastard that I get both!"
He tipped the screen toward me, and I saw a blonde and red head cunt to cunt on the sofa in the living room. We were recorded on the house security camera.
I laughed. "You like that a lot apparently?"
"Sure, the fuck do."
The sound was clear, and our moans, whispers and words came through clearly.
"Well, what if this porn stars shows you how she can suck you off?"
He growled then groaned when my mouth close over the head of his cock. I sucked the precum that covered the head then probed the hole with my tongue.
"Oh god baby. Your mouth..."
I knew he was watching and listening too. I pushed his legs apart, knelt between his thighs and deep throated him. My hand was full of his balls, and I toyed with them and scratched them with my fingernails.
He groaned and began to rock off the bed. The video forgotten.
I squeezed his ass while he fucked my mouth. He grunted hard, shouted, his cock pulsed hard and pumped his hot seed down my throat.
I crawled up next to him. "So, you like to watch girl girl action hmmm."
"God, you drive me crazy, Cap."
~~
The next morning, he asked if I wanted to go back to the club and I agreed as long as neither of us fucked anyone. All other play was good.
This time I knew what I wanted to wear and planned on a day's shopping to find it.
I came out, wearing my coat.
"Oh, I'm going to get a surprise, am I?"
"Yes, you are," I replied. "I think you'll like."
"I have no doubt."
I left my coat inside the rusty door of the club.
"Fuck me," he growled. "You're out to kill me for sure."
I spun around so he could get the full effect.
"I saw a few women wearing vintage last time and I've always loved these."
"You were born to wear that."
I found a vintage white bias-cut satin gown at a local shop. It was long and split to mid-thigh. The waist was under my breasts and the bias cut allowed the gown to hug my curves like a second skin. It fit so closely that the satin dimpled in over my belly button. My breasts well overflowed the triangle cups held by tiny straps of the same fabric.
I felt my Dad's hand on my back as we moved through the club to the bar. The last time I had a case of nerves but knew what to expect this time.
I stood close to him, and he wrapped his arm around me, sliding his hand down my back.
"You're not wearing anything under this are you?" I just smiled. "I want to take you back out the car and fuck you right there you know."
My strappy high heels brought me nearly to his height so I could easily lean in to kiss him. He squeezed my ass as his tongue searched my mouth.
"Later. We'll be primed and ready."
We finished our drinks and went back through the lounge, I stopped at the hookah until I was pleasantly buzzed. When I turned, Dad already had a girl on his lap, and I smiled. It was the beauty with the long blonde curls.
This time her hair piled on top of her head with a few curls that had escaped. Her breasts weren't concealed, and I could see her tits were a bit smaller than mine, but her nipples were as long as bullets. Dad was already toying with them while she whispered in his ear.
I wanted to let them enjoy each other for a while so I hung back. I felt the heat of a body behind me, breath teasing my ear.
"I know you couldn't possibly be here by yourself." His voice was deep and graveled, vibrating through me.
"You're right."
"But you're here and I'm here right now."
God that voice. He spoke so close his lips brushed my ear, but his voice was low and resonated through my body.
I sighed and my shoulders heaved. His hand rested on my shoulder. The smoke and drink gave me a light buzz and I wanted to see who this was. I took his hand from my shoulder and led him through the club to the other side of the dance floor. It was so shadowy we would be unseen there.
He was exquisite in a tuxedo, crisp white shirt that was unbuttoned. Tanned, sharp jaw, long thick eyelashes and smokey dark eyes.
"You're beautiful," he murmured, brushing a strand of my hair back. "You look better than Veronica Lake in that dress.
He trailed is finger along the edge of the V neck, down through my decollate and back up again. My nipples hardened and obscenely poked through the gossamer satin.
"Now look what you've gone and done," I whispered, looking down at my tits. My head was buzzing, and I was feeling loose. He rubbed his knuckle over the aching protrusions. "I wish they were longer. I just saw some that looked like bullets," I blurted.
"I can tell you how to get them like that."
I looked at him in wonderment. "You can?"
"Would you like me to show you how I'd do it for you?" I nodded.
He loosened the neck strap on my dress and lowered the cup to bare my breast.
"Ohhhhhhh," I whispered. He smiled.
"You're beautiful you know." He rubbed his knuckle over my bared nipple, and they got even harder. "So responsive. I bet you get very aroused just by titty play?"
"Ohyeah. I love that." I stared at his lips and perfect white teeth wondering how they would feel on my tits.
He rubbed a finger over a bruise. "I see someone likes to mark you as his property. Do you like how that feels?"
"Yessss," I hissed. My back arched a little thrusting my tits out.
"I'm a man that loves tits and yours are amazing. I bet your nipples ache like my balls are aching for you now." I nodded wondering what his balls were like. "Have you ever cum just from someone manipulating your tits?"
"No, but I'd love to. I think I could."
"Would you like me to do that for you?"
"God yesssssss," I said, tucked the tips of my fingers in his belt and pulling him closer.
"A woman that knows what she wants is the biggest turn on to a man."
"I want to feel your aching balls, touch your cock," I blurted.
He dropped the other cup and hefted my tits in his hand. He groaned and thumbed my nipples. I thrust my tits out at him. Needing.
He pinched and tweaked both nipples at the same time. It was like a jolt of electricity that traveled directly to my cunt. I jerked and gasped.
I fumbled with his zipper and finally got his pants open enough to reach in for his cock. It was soaked with precum and was a throbbing long rod. His balls were tight, and I scratched them with my nails. He jerked and moaned.
My nipples were aching for his mouth, but he kept manipulating them and watching me.
"I want to lean you against this wall and fuck you right now," he ground out.
"Oh my god..." I wanted to. "I cannot. I just cannot." I wanted to feel that long rod inside me, but I belonged to Dad.
I pushed away. "I'm sorry but I have to go find someone now."
I found him at the bar enjoying the arousing scenery.
"Are you enjoying yourself, love?" he asked.
"I am, but I missed you."
He trailed his fingers over my bulging tits. "It seems a shame to hide these gorgeous things." I pulled the tie and the cups dropped, baring my aching breasts to everyone. "That's so much better," he murmured, pinching my nipples, and tugging them longer.
"You have to always do that, so I'll have bullet nipples," I told him. He chuckled and nodded.
"Let's go to the hookah."
All eyes were on me when we walked back through the lounge. I knew the satin hugged my body and dipped into the V between my legs. It hugged each globe of my ass making me feel the sexiest I've ever felt.
The blonde was at the hookah and smiled when she saw us. "You are Christos and Caprice. Your Dad knows, but I wanted you to know my name is Katarina."
She was so beautiful. Full pink lips that looked so soft you wanted to test them with your own. Her eyes were nearly as ice blue as his, but more azure. The long thick blonde curls were on a tumble on top of her head. It made you want to reach up and pull the pins out and let it cascade around her.
"Katarina. That's a beautiful name," I whispered, trailing my fingers over her cheek. The tip of her tongue flicked across those luscious lips. Suddenly I wondered how many men imagined them wrapped around their pulsing cock. I wondered if her nether lips were as full and pouty.
"Shall we take a moment at the hookah? Maybe Christos can find us a seat?"
He nodded and went off while we spent a moment at the hookah. My head was again buzzing when we found him on a high-backed semi-circular lounger. It was more secluded from the rest, allowed for the three of us and the intimacy of it was exciting in itself. Dad kicked off his shoes and folded his jacket over the back.
My dress was so snug I had to hitch it nearly to my waist to kneel on the velvet. Katarina and Dad each took a nipple. I inhaled the spicy vanilla scent of her soft hair. I wondered what it would feel like sliding across my skin. I slid my hand under her skirt and met with a soft bare ass. I felt her groan around my nipple.
They began to suck on the same nipple at the same time kissing and tonguing. Suddenly I wanted to see those soft lips wrapped around his dark cock. We kissed and I whispered in her ear. Those gorgeous azure eyes got big, but she nodded and kissed me deeply.
I moved to kiss Dad taking it deep and passionate. I knew Katarina was touching him from his reaction and I looked down to see her pulling the front of his pants and shorts low enough to expose is pulsating cock and full balls.
He groaned and looked at me. I nodded that it was all good. This was okay. He would be going home with me. He would be fucking me later.
She had curled up next to him while she wrapped those luscious lips around his cock. It was as exciting of a vision as I thought it would be. She squeezed his cock while she sucked those fat sacs into her steamy hot mouth.
I moved lower and lifted her upper leg, parting her thighs, opening up to me. She moaned around the balls in her mouth and Dad reacted to that.
Her pussy was shaved bare. Her lips were full and thick, but so soft. I ran my finger down the deep pink wet slit and she opened her thighs wider. My head rested on her inner thigh, and it was easy to kiss and lick her sweet pussy. I spread her soft lips and her clit peeked out. I flicked my tongue over it, and she jerked and groaned louder.
"Oh god, you're both making me crazy," Dad moaned.
I knew everything I did to her that made her react, did the same to Daddy.
Those pink lips so soft I nibbled on them with my own lips, then tugged with my teeth. Her hips instinctively began to rock. I could tell by the movement that his hips were doing the same.
Then her body quivered, and she made little sexy sounds when she came. Her cunt clenched rhythmically, and I licked up the hot juice.
She pulled away and turned to me. "Fuck him. I want you to fuck him now. Right now."
Her words were so intense. So, commanding. I hiked my dress up to my waist and straddled him. She held his cock while I slowly slid down.
"Oh my god yeah," she whimpered. "Fuck your Daddy, Caprice. So, fucking hot."
I rode his cock, my breasts bouncing harder and faster. I felt eyes on me and heard the excited whispers, but I didn't care. I loved being watched. He felt it too because his cock jerked hard, he drove up and unleashed his load deep inside me. My cunt convulsed around the pumping shaft, and I nearly blacked out.
I opened my eyes, his cock still buried in me. Katarina was leaning back next to Dad, and he was smiling at me knowing I felt the same thing.
He pulled Katarina into his arms and kissed her deeply and passionately. She was so much a part of what happened I wanted her to get the last of the loving.
How sick is it to want to watch your daughter get fucked? Probably no more sick than me fucking her I guess.
She is not my property, and I wouldn't want to own her. She's young and has a long life in front of her.
Katarina guessed our relationship, which I suppose was obvious but to the casual observer. She wanted to know all the details, mostly for the titillation of it. I was happy to share them. To watch how it turned her on.
She was such a beautiful woman. Silken blonde hair tumbling over he shoulders and down over her breasts. To say I didn't want to fuck her would be a lie, but my relationship with Caprice was so new, I just couldn't think about beginning anything with Katarina.



That she was so aroused by me telling her about fucking my daughter and hinted strongly that she would love to watch might be something I'd bring up with my daughter eventually.
Maybe someday.
Early morning Dad snuck into bed with me. We didn't need to do that; it was just the way it was. Right now, at least.
"Mmmm, you're hard even after last night," I murmured sleepily.
"Fuck I don't think I ever came down from last night," he growled, and I laughed.
"It was pretty intense wasn't it." He spooned in behind me and slipped into my already wet cunt. Just his presence made me wet anymore. "Oh god that feels so good." I couldn't believe that I was so needy this morning too.
"Katarina is so beautiful," I said, thinking about her sexy body.
"She is. Very much so. I was surprised you encouraged her to suck my cock."
He was slowly pushing into me. A perfect morning fuck.
"I surprised myself. I still don't want your cock in any pussy but mine!"
"I know that sweetheart. It won't ever happen."
"I saw you with her when we first got there."
"She was looking for you, but settled for me," he laughed.
I moaned softly when he shifted, and his cock rubbed my clit.
"Lots of kissing and titty play going on... You know that made me hot to watch you."
"I think we both like to watch, Cap. As long as neither of us takes it too far."
He wrapped his arm around me and started teasing my nipple. I squeezed his cock with my inner muscles, and he growled.
"She's married. Her husband isn't interested apparently. That's why she's there alone."
"That's too bad," I said sincerely. "How could a man ignore someone as beautiful and sexy as her." I thought a moment. "Although I could say the same about you and Sunny. How could a woman ignore a man as handsome and sexy as you?"
"You're prejudiced!" he laughed
"Oh fuck, you have half those women at the club wet for you. Probably at your office too. And your female friends. You don't know how hot you are, Daddy."
"As long as one person thinks I'm hot. That's all I care about."
He began to pound into me faster and harder while he pinched my nipple. I pushed back needing more. Wanting more of him. Suddenly he exploded inside of me.
He rolled me on my back and while we kissed, he flicked my clit with his finger bringing me to a body quaking orgasm.
"Thank you, Daddy," I whispered.
~~
A few days later Sunny came down for breakfast after he left for work.
"Cap, I wanted to tell you that I'm moving in with my girlfriend. She left her husband. I told her what you said. We need to be true to ourselves. And I think that helped make her decision."
"Can I say I'm happy for you but not happy for me. Us."
"Yes, I get it. I'm sad to be leaving. I'm sad I couldn't love Christos the way he deserved to be loved."
"I know he understands." She nodded sadly.
And within a week she was gone.
~~
It did seem sad that Sunny was gone. For a while we didn't change. He still would sneak into my room. We were careful with the time she'd be home from work. Slowly we began to settle in with just us two.
He moved back into the master bedroom. He asked if I wanted to share it with him and use my bedroom as my office. I agreed and we decided to give our new bedroom a makeover.
All the furniture went to donation. We chose an obscenely thick carpet that was like walking on velvet. Red velvet.
When we looked at furniture it occurred to us that we were looking at furnishings similar to the club. All the furniture in the lounge was luxurious velvets and satins. All the furniture there was meant to be fucked on. A step up from a bordello.
The new bed and mattress were delivered. I chose the iron headboard and footboard. It was sturdy and could be used for other things I could dream up. The bedspread was fake fur but was even more fabulous than real would be.
I was rolling around naked on the fur when Dad came in.
"I don't know how you can get me so hard so quickly," he shook his head.
I got up on my knees on the edge of the bed and wrapped my arms around his neck.
"Because you're just so hot and sexy."
"Me?! I believe it's you that's hot and sexy," he chuckled.
I rubbed my tits on his dress shirt.
"I love when you're all dressed in your suit from work but have this big bult tenting the front of your trousers. So lecherous."
He began to unbutton his shirt. "I am lecherous. A depraved Dad that fucks his amazing daughter."
I hooked my fingers in the waistband of his pants. "You know there is something to that. I think it's much more intense because it is so sinful." I pushed his pants and shorts down and he kicked them away. "I mean how debauched is it for a daughter to see her Dad naked and love it?"
He groaned.
"Or even worse, see his cock." I leaned over and kissed it. "A cock that's hard for his daughter. I mean what would people think if they knew we were naked together. My titties bare for you to see and touch." I hefted my tits in my hands. "Of if they could see us kissing. Our tongues in each other's mouths."
I stood up. "They'd be shocked to see our naked bodies together like this." I ground against him. "Your hard cock pressed between us like this."
He grabbed my ass and pulled me tighter against him. "I mean really, a father's hands on his twenty-two-year-old daughters' bare ass? Shocking!"
"Don't forget how wickedly your legs wrap around me when I push between your thighs." He nuzzled my neck. "And how indecent when my cock rubs your pussy."
He held my breast and leaned to suck on it. "How reprehensible it is that her Dad touches her breasts and sucks on her nipples." He bit and tugged. "How shockingly hard they get for his greedy mouth."
"It's abnormal to want my Daddy's cock in my cunt. Even though his cock fits my pussy perfectly. My Daddy made me for himself I think."
He groaned. "We are perfectly fitted. Your legs were made for wrapping around me to hold me tight. And your nipples..." He swallowed hard. "They are everything I could ever want." He pinched them hard and twisted and I moaned in ecstasy.
I turned and crawled onto the bed on my hands and knees. "Add to all that the hot animalistic sex we have. How my Daddy mounts me from the rear and pushes his cock inside me."
He moved behind me and did just that.
"How I can see my daughter's hot ass. So, fucking sexy spread and open for me. Pink pussy lips dripping for her Daddy's cock."
"Perversely watching ourselves in the mirror. Seeing you climb on. Hold my hips while you pound your dirty cock into my nasty cunt."
He moaned, watching my tits jerking hard as he battered my cunt with his cock. Brutish and savage. I clung to the fur to stay on my hands and knees. He was wildly fucking me. Watching in the mirror. His eyes glazed.
"Fuck me, Daddy. Fuck your daughter. Squirt your hot seed deep inside me. The seed you made me with. Made me just for you. Perfect fuck for you Daddy."
I saw my words were having their effect. His breathing rasped. His shouts echoed loud off the walls. He grunted as his fingers dug into my hips while he tried to fuck me deeper. Harder.
I slammed back into him. Taking it all and wanting more. Fucking his cock. I needed him as much as he needed me. His balls slammed against my clit, and I went over the edge. My wail echoed through the house. My ears buzzed. He roared as his cock pumped his balls empty.
I collapsed and he caught himself and fell to my side.
"What the fuck just happened," he grated between heaving breaths.
"I think I just raped you," I smiled into the pillow.
"Fuck me. I think you did. All those words drove me fucking insane, Cap." He hesitated. "I don't' think I could have stopped even if you'd asked. I was out of control."
I rolled and wrapped my arms around him.
"I don't think losing control sometimes is a bad thing, do you?"
~to be continued~
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Whispers in the Vineyard Ch 01

The rumbling red ladder truck ground to a halt in front of my old Florida cottage. Two guys in the front and two on the back and all waved but one.
He jumped off the truck and strode across the lawn wearing a sharp white sports shirt with the county fire logo and navy pants.
I had a foot on the porch swing, the other hanging down, my toe just touching the floor to keep it moving. I pared off a slice of the apple I had been eating and offered it to him.
The corners of his eyes crinkled when he flashed a smile, his teeth looking impossibly white because of his darkly tanned face.
"How'd y'know that's why I stopped?" Gregg said.
"You and the gang," I laughed, glancing out at the truck still rumbling at idle, waiting like a bird ready to swoop off when needed.
"What're you up to today since you're closed?" he asked, munching on the apple he had somehow spirited out of my hand.
"I have a few new recipes I want to test." I scowled. "After I get to the butcher," I added as an afterthought because I just noticed the morning was slipping away from me.
"Do you need a taste tester?" He leaned on the porch railing, chin on his hands.
"Are you stepping on my flowers?" I scolded but was unable to hold back a grin.
Suddenly the squawk box went off on the rig and he was sprinting across the yard. The truck started to move as soon as he jumped on.
Twenty years ago, I would have killed for a hunk like that. But I'm pushing mid-forties and he's... Well, he's young. I don't know how old he is, but he's way too young for me. Or I'm too old for him. Either way. Too young is too young.
I carelessly ran my fingers through my fluff of wild auburn curls, grabbed my purse and keys from the table inside the door, and was out the door to the butcher.
When people think of Florida, they consider Tampa, Miami, and the Florida Keys, but there is so much more. I live in a town of around eight thousand in the middle of the state, equidistant to the big cities as well as the smaller Naples, West Palm, and Sarasota.
They come to our quaint little town, spend their money in our antique stores, boutiques, and restaurants, then leave. They don't live here and drive up our home prices. The seasonal crowd dodge the northern snow cold and greyness, spend their money, and are gone again in the spring.
Several years back, to the shock of the locals, I opened Ellie's Place, a bistro. Not a pizza joint, not a breakfast place, or a café, but a higher-end restaurant. I'm the cook. Besides the front of the house, I have some kitchen prep help and one other that is good enough to do what I tell him to do and do it very well.
There are ten tables. I only have what I can cook for. Reservations are a must, and we are usually booked two months out. Cancellations are the only way to sneak in earlier.
Gregg was at a seating one evening with his sister. That was how I met him. His sister had heard about my place and booked a reservation two months ago from Charlotte, where she lives.
The locals often complain that they can't get in, but summer is much easier to eat anywhere really. Once the part-time residents are gone back north, things quiet down considerably. Most businesses don't like it, but I don't mind. I like the slowdown. I like seeing the locals again. Small town stuff. My kinda stuff.
"Thanks, Frank," I said picking up the already packed bag at the butcher. "How's it going?"
"Busy! But I'm not complaining." I nodded, understanding.
After running a food cost check I began prepping the ingredients. Unlike many higher-end restaurants, I liked to give my customers food on their plates instead of a dab of this and that. I do not want anyone leaving hungry.
Time got away from me, and it was late evening by the time I got my kitchen cleaned up and began the grocery list for the week.
I showered, put my vintage caftan on, and was preparing to watch some television when I heard a tap on my door.
It was a small town and although I always look, I'm not alarmed. Besides, it was only around seven.
"I hoped you'd be done and ready for some of this," Gregg said, grinning and holding out a bottle of wine. "I figured I would be late for the food, but I didn't want to interrupt your analysis. Research. Assessment."
I laughed at him. "I just might have some leftovers if you're not offended by scraps."
"Woof woof!"
"You're crazy," I laughed.
Gregg opened the wine while I fixed a plate.
I am five foot five inches my clothes told me my hips and waist were small but my thirty-nine C bust required a large top. As a teen, I wanted a breast reduction, but my parents told me to wait. If I wanted to have it done when I was older, I could. I did wait and found once I was out of school it wasn't a big deal. They sometimes got in the way, but otherwise, I never thought about them.
"This is pretty damn awesome," he mumbled, still eating.
"Southern Greens Fried Rice," I smiled.
He went to the next pile on his plate and mumbled some indistinct words as he shoveled it in. I laughed and poured more wine.
"You're a helluva cook, Ellie. I always knew, but this just verified why you're so successful." He wiped his mouth and took a sip of wine. "And you've done it all on your own."
I picked up his plate, rinsed it in the sink, and stashed it in the dishwasher.
"Let's sit outside. It's not going to be comfortable enough to do that for much longer." Spring for Florida meant warm to hot but low humidity. Unlike the sweltering summer that was sure to come.
The night air was pleasant, and the scent of my jasmine filled the air. I curled my feet up underneath me on the front porch swing and he set the pace.
"I did and I didn't do it on my own. My ex-husband is very wealthy. I found out he was seeing someone else, and I moved out. He offered because he would have legally had to pay me a monthly sum, to instead give me a large settlement. One and done as he said." I took a drink of my wine. "I opted to do that and used that for my startup here."
"Well yes of course then you did it on your own. With the talent you have for food, you would have flourished anyhow. Maybe just take you longer, but no less your hard work. "And," he took my hand, "I'm sorry your husband did that to you. No one deserves that."
"Thanks. It was a painful time of my life, but I've put it all behind me. And now I'm so busy I can't even think of what happened yesterday," I laughed.
"And happy?" he asked.
"Happy? Yes, I am. Very." I waved my hand. "I have everything I want. A roof over my head, a nice town, great friends, the best weather," I laughed.
"So, you're not dating anyone?"
I shook my head. "No. Mostly no time, but I am happy the way I am. Not sure I could fit anyone into my life now."
He nodded and looked thoughtful. "But if I'm here when you do consider someone, I'll be first in line, right?" He smiled.
I laughed. "I'm too old for you, Gregg."
"What?!" he guffawed loudly. "No fucking way! Whatever made you think that?" He was still laughing loudly. "Just forget that right now, Ellie. Age is nothing. If we have an attraction and we're both agreeable, why not?"
I drained the last of my wine and took my time placing it on the table. Which served to give me time to think.
"We're different generations."
"So?"
"I'll wilt and you'll still be charging along."
"I highly doubt that," he laughed. "Now you're stretching." He took my hand again. "How about just giving me a chance. If we decide it's not working, then we back off. Will that work for you?"
He rubbed his thumb over my knuckles. "I supposed. But I don't' have much free time and we'll have to go slow." He nodded.
He kissed my hand, stood up, and was gone, leaving me with my head swirling.
That week I added the new dishes and hoped everyone loved Southern Greens Fried Rice as much as Gregg did. He was on my mind way too much and knew I was inching closer to the rabbit hole. I had to get a grip.
I was only open from four to ten for the dinner hour. Lunch was always requested but it would be tough since I was the head cook. Besides, I was happy with the way it was. It gave me time every day to get fresh meat, produce, and dairy from my local suppliers. My menu varied from week to week and my diners often requested the menu for the following weeks so they could get their reservations in.
My little place ran like a well-oiled machine. I paid my staff well and often asked for their input since they were the vibe of the front of the house. I stocked a good selection of wine but depended on the diners knowing what they wanted.
"Every table wanted to make reservations before they left this evening," Janeen said. She took care of reservations, seated the diners, and followed up to ensure they had what they needed. She was the glue that held the front together.
"Phew," I said, perching my ass on a stool and rubbing my legs. "I don't know what I'd do without you girl. I can do what I need to do back here."
"Other than when I want you to come to meet the guests," she laughed. I cringed. "I know you like to stay in the background, but everyone wants to know who does the magic."
"I know I know. You're right. I need to make an appearance more often."
"Maybe we can come up with something that you can be out front but continue to cook. Several places I've been to in Sarasota have a chef's table. I'll follow up on that if you like?"
"Yeah, please do. We do need to come up with something. Stay current. Blah blah."
She laughed. "Get home and rest. You're beat."
Just at that moment, Gregg came through the back door. "I figured I'd still find you here," he smiled and winked at Janeen.
"I was just telling her to get lost!"
"How about I take you home? I'll make sure your car gets back to the house."
I was so beat, that sounded too good to be true and I just nodded my appreciation.
"Sit down, put your legs up, let me spoil you," he ordered. Too tired to argue, I did, and he handed me a glass of wine.
"You have a real knack for choosing wine. Or maybe you're not just lucky at it?"
I wasn't sure if he heard me over the banging and crashing of pots and pans, refrigerator opening, closing, and opening again. Wonderful smells began to drift out of my kitchen. I never ate at my restaurant, usually waiting until I got home and eating leftovers.
Soon the coffee table was filled with small plates and I discovered another side to Gregg. He was a damn fine cook.
"You've been holding out on me," I mumbled between bites.
He grinned. "I wanted to take advantage of a time I could pamper you. I might have an ulterior motive," he said, suddenly getting serious.
He mentioned the name of a local family and told me their house burnt to the ground, leaving them nothing. The firemen were trying to come up with a fundraiser and he thought I might have an idea.
"Yes, of course. Simple. I will have a night that all proceeds will go towards the family. I'll have it on a night I'm normally closed because I'll need a simpler menu that I can cook for a crowd." I smiled. "I'm not sure about that."
"What if I help you? Maybe get the firemen to serve, or whatever they can do?"
"Perfect! Let's plan on doing that!"
We talked about various ideas for food and getting the word out. He would enlist the help of his coworkers on that and ask them if they would get involved at the restaurant.
Not realizing we were up talking so late it was two-thirty and I needed to get some sleep. Gregg left with a long hug, that felt good. Real good.
The next day Gregg called and asked if after close he could bring a few of his firefighter friends that wanted to help. I also told my staff what I was doing and that they weren't obligated to volunteer since it would be their normal day off. It brought me real joy that they all committed to helping. Small town community. That's why I love it here.
I was amazed at how many of the volunteer's wanted coffee after we closed. I had prepared sandwiches and dessert.
On seeing the poster in the restaurant, many of our guests said they'd be there. They also suggested since we didn't have much seating, to plan on carry out for those that wanted to help out. We had a smoker donated for the day, several of the firefighters volunteered to make chili, and the local bakery stepped up for bread and cookies. It was overwhelming.
"Who would've guessed," Gregg said later after everyone had left. The rest had done all the clean-up, so we could relax. "How about I drive you home. It's late... Errr," looking at his watch, "early now."
"Thanks, but I'm good. I'm awake. More pumped up with adrenaline I suppose," I laughed. "So many great ideas. I've already started a list before I forget them all."
"I'll donate wine for the diners that night."
"Wow, that'd be fantastic Gregg," I smiled. "Would you like to order wholesale from my supplier?"
"Nah, I have an in with a winery. I'll call in some favors."
"Ah, that's why you always choose the best wine. You're a bacchanalian!" I grinned and he laughed uproariously.
"No, but I'm told they have a lot of fun!" We both laughed. "Actually, my family owns a winery. I grew up with it and learned a bit along the way."
"Really? Here in Florida?" He nodded. "I've only seen a couple locally but they're small."
"It's further up north. Near Gainesville," he said.
"So, you grew up running through the vineyards? Nice!"
"Maybe someday you'd like to go up with me?" he asked.
"Yes! Absolutely!"
The next days were putting plans into action. Gregg and I worked out a menu along with the perfect wine pairing. We also planned a less expensive carry-out menu. That along with the firemen's chili would cover all the folks.
We had an early morning start with the chili bubbling in huge pots. We had a prixe fixe menu for on-premises dining and I arranged that most could be prepared ahead. The quicker easier things could be put together by a few volunteers that wanted to help in the kitchen.
It was a long arduous day but the funds for the family were amazing. They stopped by to tearfully thank everyone. It yet again reminded me why I love small-town life.
"I guess I can take you home since I picked you up this morning," Gregg grinned.
"I think you had that in mind all along!" I laughed.
"Moi?!"
"You couldn't pull off innocent if you tried," I said, elbowing him.
He opened the car door and chuckled.
"You're a feisty one considering how hard you worked today."
"I'm not even tired. Guess I'm still pumped up on adrenaline." I thought for a moment. "And you know what, I didn't eat anything today." I laughed at the thought of that.
"Are you kidding me, Ellie? Is this a ploy to get me to cook for you again?"
"Oh my. I never thought about that, but it does sound like a great idea now that you mention it!" He laughed and I giggled.
While he was gathering things in the kitchen I ran up and took a shower. I was glad I did because I looked a mess and smelled like kitchen.
He looked over his shoulder when I came into the kitchen. "Geez, what kind of a hostess are you not inviting your guest to shower to." He flashed a big naughty grin.
"I'll be sure to remember that next time," I said, smiling at the surprise on his face at my comeback. Flirting was a new thing.
I'll admit that he was growing on me. Although he was younger, there wasn't a time that I could think of that it made a difference. We talked movies, books, history, just anything really, and seemed to relate the same.
No doubt I was attracted to him. He's in great shape, with dark hair, tanned, handsome. What was not to like right. But did he feel the same? A small town with not a lot of single women, of any age. And some of the younger ones move to a bigger city as soon as they can.
"Okay now m'lady, have a seat at the table and I will serve you," he said, draping a kitchen towel over his arm. I giggled.
Dishes of wonderful food began appearing on the table and I did feel as though I was in a restaurant.
"I'd hire you if you weren't already employed," I grinned. "Where did you learn to cook like this?" I breathed in the perfectly spiced beef that steamed from a dish in front of me.
"I worked in the restaurant in the winery all through high school and college. We had some great chefs that I learned from." He sat down, took my plate, and began filling it.
"Ahhhh, so you've been holding out on me!"
He looked sheepish. "Sort of I guess. I can't compare to what you do though. You are the master chef."
"Well thank you. But I do think it would be fun to cook together sometimes?" I said, realizing that I was bringing a future to our relationship up.
"I'd really love that, Ellie," he smiled. "I'm going to look forward to it too."
Again, we talked and drank wine until way too early in the morning. Our hug goodbye was longer and more confusingly, both comforting and arousing at the same time. My ex-husband was mostly all business, even in the bedroom, so this feeling was new to me.
I tossed and turned before I fell asleep.
I came into work and was greeted by two dozen roses waiting for me. The firemen had sent them thanking me for the use of my kitchen for their chili. The roses, red of course, were quite touching to me.
"You're the talk of the town," Janeen said smiling. I sat across from her and started sliding the weeks' menus into their sleeves.
"There were so many people that made it happen though." We made some small talk for a bit, then I asked, "How important is the wine we offer?"
She was thoughtful for a moment. "I think with a good number of our diners, matching the wine with the meal is part of their experience. Others aren't interested and happy with sweet tea," she laughed.
"Gregg's family owns a winery in northern Florida, and he is quite knowledgeable about wine pairings. I was thinking to ask him to pair several wines with our weekly meals. Maybe a moderate-priced one and a more expensive."
"I think that'd be a great idea! I suspect that will be very well received." We began to fold the napkins with the utensils. "You're seeing quite a bit of Gregg, hmm?" she smiled.
"Yeah, well we have been working together on the fundraiser," I said, seeing her Oh yeah right, look. I laughed. "I guess we have been seeing each other a lot." I hesitated. "I have to say I like him. A lot. But at the same time, I'm worried about our age difference."
"What?!" she exclaimed. "How much could it be... What... Not even ten years?"
"I'm not sure really. Trying not to think about it that much."
"Well, I say, go for it!" she said. "Don't let love pass you by."
"Love! Now you're rushing things," I laughed and got up to start prep in the kitchen.
I had a lot of time to think while I prepared the night's vegetables. Could she be right... Am I in love? I can't deny how much I look forward to seeing him. Spending time with him. We have so much in common. Pretty much the same interests. The big question is, do I want to grow old with him.
When Gregg wasn't at the fire station, he made a habit to stop in every night at close. We started putting leftovers together on the grill. We worked well side by side. And it was fun.
"I have a proposition for you," I said.
He waggled his eyebrows. "Oh yeahhhh?"



"Not that kind of proposition," I laughed. I explained what Janeen and I talked about earlier.
"I love it! Yes, count me in. And I think you're both right, offering two prices will include everyone."
"Wonderful! I just happen to have next week's menu in my office."
My office, such as it was, was more of a broom closet. But it did serve the purpose. Not like I spent much time in there anyhow. I grabbed the menu off my desk and turned around, bumping right into Gregg.
"Whoa," he said, holding my elbows to steady me.
I knew it was coming. It was time. I was ready. More than ready. I put my hand on his chest as he lowered his face to mine, brushing his lips against my lips. I slid my hand around his neck to the back of his head while I pressed my lips tighter against his.
How can a man's lips be soft and hard at the same time? Tender yet aggressive. Hot and wet. The kiss quickly turned deeper and more passionate. I wrapped my arms around his neck and he pressed his hands against the small of my back, holding me closer.
After a minute, a second, an hour, who knows, we pulled apart. Both of us breathing as though we'd just run a marathon. I flicked my tongue across my lips and he groaned softly.
"I ah...."
"Yeah, me too," he replied and I sighed.
He had to be at the station early and he dropped me at my door. We had another round of kissing, that was a little more passionate. By the time we were done I was panting, and it was lucky for us both he had to leave.
Several weeks later the crowds had all headed back up north and our little town was back to its lazy summer self. Gregg and I had settled into a routine, not by design but by the fact I had to be at the restaurant, and he was at the station for twenty-four hours every two days.
We had a day free together and drove to have lunch at a restaurant on the Gulf. We sat on the deck where it was shady, but balmy with tropical breezes.
"I feel like a tourist!" I giggled.
"You look like a beautiful tourist," he said, running his eyes over my coral flower sundress. It was more revealing than anything I usually wore, and I saw his eyes linger on my décolleté.
"You look pretty good yourself there handsome." His sky blue polo shirt showed off his perpetual dark tan and matched his eyes. Drop-dead handsome.
As I sipped my Rum Runner I understood why this place was famous for them.
"You like your drink, eh?" he chuckled. "Maybe you should start serving alcohol at your place?"
I rolled my eyes. "No thanks. I'm not going to jump through those hoops to get alcohol in. I'm fine with the wine thank you very much." I put my finger over the top of my straw and let it roll onto my tongue. "Besides, I have my very own wine expert."
He was staring at my lips and I wasn't sure if he heard me or not.
"Don't do that again," he said.
"What?"
"The straw thing."
I saw the heat in his eyes then and smiled.
"You liked that did you?" I murmured seductively.
His Adam's apple bobbed when he swallowed hard.
"Unless you want to check into that retro beach motel next door, I suggest you knock that off."
I raised my eyebrows. "Really? Hmmm," was all I could say because the server appeared to take our orders.
Since it was off-season we could take our time walking through the beach town. We stopped in the souvenir shops and laughed at the fun t-shirts. I bought a big-brimmed hat for hot sunny summers, and he bought a new pair of board shorts.
We got postcards and dropped them in the mailbox to our families, laughing at what they'd think of that. We held hands and window shopped, then stopped for iced lattes on the sidewalk tables and people watched.
"I can't think of the last time I had this much fun," he said.
I nodded. "Me too. Thanks for bringing me here, Gregg. I needed this more than I realized."
He leaned over and gave me a soft kiss. "I know you did. You work hard, so you deserve to play." He looked at his watch. "And we don't have to leave for a bit yet and I have an idea. Drink up!"
We walked to a marina at the end of the block and found a tour boat just about to leave. No one was at the front of the boat, and speakers allowed you to hear the guide, so we sat there. The sun wasn't summer hot yet and felt good from the cooler breeze of the Gulf.
I giggled at the dolphins leaping beside the boat. I never tire of watching them and always try to get pictures of them with my phone, but they're too quick, or I'm too slow.
I ooohed and aahed at the modern mansions on the water. Some had so much glass that reflected the sky, that it almost blended into the sky.
"That's beautiful!"
"You like modern, eh? I'm surprised because of the old Florida house you live in."
"Oh, I love my house absolutely, but I would want this for my weekend beach house," I laughed.
He had his arm around me and leaned in for a kiss. "I think that sounds perfect."
I dozed a bit on the ride home.
"That sea air did it," I mumbled when I awoke.
"Yep, sea air. That was it." I lightly punched him on the arm.
"Ouch! Now I'm going to have to take medical time off work," he grumbled, not hiding his grin. "Speaking of time off...."
"Yesssss?" I questioned.
"I was thinking about going up to the winery to see the folks. I'm not sure if you can get away, but I'd love for you to come along."
I thought for a moment. "You know I actually could take time off. I close for a week in the spring and a week in the fall so the staff gets a break too."
"Wow, that's great!" he exclaimed, sounding excited as a kid. "I'll let them know to expect us."
We both took the next two weeks to arrange for the time away and finally, the morning came that we were headed north.
During the three-hour drive, I took time to think about my decisions one last time.
"Gregg?"
"Hmmm?" He glanced over and took my hand under his on his thigh.
"We can stay together if you want." I stumbled. "I mean if it's okay. Family and all."
He grinned and squeezed my hand. "We are staying in one of the guest cottages that are placed throughout the vineyards. And before you think about that, I didn't assume we would stay together. The cottage has two bedrooms. I was going to leave it up to you."
I sighed with relief. I hadn't dated much and can't even remember back when I dated my ex-husband and forgot how to do this mental dance. Or did I even ever know, I wondered? My ex always took the lead and made these kinds of decisions. Did I ever even have any input, I thought?
The vineyard was about forty-five minutes or an hour from Gainesville, Gregg had said. Florida wasn't exactly the foothills of a mountain range, but I was impressed by some rolling hills that began to appear. Especially after the flatness of central Florida.
The vineyard sign was ahead and he turned into the curving drive up to the main building. Built to look like old Florida, the house had a wide porch surrounding with a tin roof overhang, designed to shade the windows but allow the breeze.
It was too cold in the winter here for most of our palms, but the winery was surrounded by stately oaks dripping with moss which created a cooling shade for the chairs and tables scattered around.
As we came around another curve, I saw several buildings nearby that no doubt housed equipment for the gently curving rows of thickly leaved grapes that meandered the hills as far as I could see. I could smell the ripeness of the grapes. So wonderful.
"I'll take you on a full tour later, but we have to see the family first," he said, pulling up to one of the buildings before we got to the main building.
Gregg's parents must have had him young because they didn't seem to be much older than me. His dad, James, was an older version of Gregg. His mom Ami had the same dark tanned skin and blue eyes. Both made me feel as though I'd known them forever.
Gregg caught up on everything and I walked around some of the aging barrels that were housed here. Ami caught up and explained that these were the 'old timers' as she called them. They'd been around for a while and would be around for a while longer.
"We're simple here. I appreciate the wineries that keep up with all the new things, but James and I decided to stick to the basics. If we can keep producing excellent wine, we will stay that way," she said proudly.
Earlier I noticed the wall covered with ribbons, awards won for their wine, which was a good indication they were doing it right.
"Ready to go on the tour now?" Gregg asked and I nodded.
"I hope you'll join us for dinner?" Ami asked.
I nodded before Gregg had a chance to respond. He laughed and said, "Ellie is anxious to see our kitchen."
Gregg's mom smiled and said, "I understand you are quite accomplished in the kitchen. I'll be interested to hear what you think of our little restaurant."
Gregg snorted. "Let's go girl, I'll give you the grand tour." We walked around the corner to a golf cart. "In style of course."
"I see that. I'm impressed!"
He showed me everything there was to show me but the restaurant. I loved seeing everything, but.
"I suppose you're ready to see the restaurant?" I scowled at him and he laughed. "You know I did this all to tease you."
"I figured. You're pretty good at that."
"Teasing?" he asked, waggling his eyebrows. I laughed and punched his arm again. "Ouch! I'm going to be all bruised now," he laughed.
"Good!"
We pulled up to the front of the main building. Wide steps led up to the deep porch to double front doors that matched the weathered wood of the building.
The tasting room was off to the left with one wall glistening with forest-colored bottles. I didn't have time to look very long because Gregg was guiding me by the elbow through the lobby, down a hall that was marked Private, and through a swinging door.
We walked into a brightly lit kitchen. The wonderful scents hit me immediately and I began to look around while carefully staying out of everyone's way. Gregg quickly introduced me to the pertinent chefs and left me alone to chat and watch.
They all told me they worked for the family for many years and wouldn't think of working anywhere else for anyone else. The head chef was older and told me he'd retire before he left, although he didn't want to do that very soon.
"I hate to tear you away, Ellie, but mom and dad just came in and are seated."
I was shocked when I walked from the kitchen to the elegant dining room reserved for fine dining. Nothing like I'd imagined would be at a winery.
"You look surprised, dear," Ami said, smiling.
"This is beautiful," I gushed. "Everything. Kitchen. This dining room. Everything!"
She glanced at Gregg and said smiling, "I suppose you didn't fill her in."
"Well," he draped the linen napkin across his lap. "Actually, no I didn't." He flashed his disarming grin that worked on all women, even his mom. She rolled her eyes.
"So, what do you think of the kitchen, Ellie?" James asked.
Trying to suppress any more gushing I told them what a wonderful kitchen and staff they had.
The chef I'd talked to earlier came to our table and asked if he could make my meal, and of course, I eagerly agreed.
"Geez, Peter never did that for me," Gregg pouted, laughing.
"Son, you aren't a professional like Ellie," his dad said and everyone laughed.
"Yes, that's true. I wish you all could enjoy her cooking. Her restaurant is amazingly successful in our small town. I can't imagine what'd she'd do in a city," he smiled at me and took my hand.
I blushed. "I have to say I haven't had wine as wonderful as yours. Gregg is choosing the wine for my dinners, and I hope he doesn't overlook wine from here," I said, looking at him.
"I will if you like!"
"Of course!"
We ate and enjoyed more wine late into the evening and got to the cottage in the vineyards late.
"You look beat, sweetheart," he said, hugging me.
"I am exhausted. My head is still swirling from all I've seen today!" I melted into his arms.
"You can barely keep your eyes open. Can I interest you in being pampered in the shower together?"
"Mmmm, that sounds so good," I said sleepily.
He undressed me, then himself, and helped me into the glass-walled shower. The provided body soap smelled like sweet pine and filled my senses. He soaped his hands and began running them over my body.
"Don't worry sweet. I'm not going to put any moves on you tonight. I want you wide awake for what I plan on doing to you."
I smiled appreciatively. "You'll snuggle with me though, right?"
"You couldn't kick me out of bed," he grinned.
I was too tired to even be embarrassed when I curled up next to him and promptly fell asleep.
I smelled the coffee before I opened my eyes, and it was wonderful. I stretched my arms and looked around the room. I don't even remember looking around before I conked out.
It was rustic wood with wonderfully overstuffed furniture and warm satin antiques. I found my robe and wandered out.
"There you are, sleepyhead!" He set a steaming cup on the breakfast bar and I slid up onto a stool.
"Whew. I can't remember the last time I slept that well. Must have been the body heat," I murmured looking over the rim of the mug at him.
"I hope so," he replied. "They laid in a few things for breakfast here, or we can go up to the winery and eat. Your choice madam."
I ran my eyes over his bare chest, just perfectly furred. Knit sleep shorts were slung low on his hips. Low enough to follow the V of curly hair from his chest down into his shorts.
"I think I'd rather stay here," I murmured. "But I do need sustenance."
"But of course, I don't want you running out of gas. At any point in time," he added.
We ate, cleaned up, and went out to our private courtyard. The scent of the grapes was stronger in the warming sun, and was such a treat to the senses.
"This is really beautiful, Gregg. You should be proud of what you and your family did here."
He put his arms around me from behind and I leaned into him.
"I am. This place is my life. I enjoy being a firefighter, but I can't' say that I don't miss this."
I felt my stomach knotted just thinking of him not being in my life. I put my arms over his and pulled them tighter around me hoping he didn't feel my shudder.
"Mmmm," he whispered against my neck.
I felt his breath soft on my ear and lay my head back against his shoulder. He smoothed his lips over my neck, and I pushed back into his hardness.
"Oh baby," I moaned, hardly recognizing my own voice.
"I need you, Ellie."
"Yessss," I hissed. I was ready. So ready.
He led me into the bedroom. I slowly pulled the belt of my robe and let it slip off my shoulders. At one time I would have been embarrassed because my ex-husband didn't make me feel good about myself. I began to believe it. But Gregg was different.
I heard his sharp intake of breath. "You're beautiful, Ellie."
I saw the bulge in his sleep shorts, and I knew how much I affected him. It made me brazen enough to hook my fingers in the waist of his shorts and tug them down. I wanted him to reveal everything to me as well.
His cock was thick, perfectly sized, heavily veined, and it throbbed for me. He was neatly trimmed, and I knew that was for me.
Body against body, hot skin, a kiss that turned passionate. Wanting. Needy.
He lowered me to the bed. "I need you now, Ellie."
I held his ass in my hands and pulled him into me. Just as needy. We had enough foreplay the last weeks. I just wanted him inside me. Joined together.
He was careful to slide in which I appreciated, but it was a perfect fit. His cock throbbed and swelled against my sensitive canal. He raised over me and began to thrust. That action rubbed his cock on my clit every time. We both climbed higher and higher and I was the first to fly off the edge with a long moaning orgasm.
My cunt clenched his cock and I heard him moan when it began to milk his shaft. He drove in and the heat engulfed me.
He dropped down beside me, gasping. We both caught our breaths.
"I'm sorry Ellie," he moaned with his forearm across his eyes.
"For what?"
"It was too fast. I wanted to seduce you. Kiss you all over. Discover your body. But I just couldn't stop."
I laughed softly. "I wouldn't have let you stop. I needed you too, Gregg. I think we have plenty of time to learn about each other?"
He rolled to his side and stroked my face. "We do. We surely do."

~to be continued~
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Whispers in the Vineyard Ch 02

Peter the head chef asked if I would like to make dinners for Gregg and his mom and dad the next evening. I was excited to get into the kitchen again and happily agreed. We made plans to go to the local farmer's market the next morning.
I was heading to the winery office when Gregg came out.
"You're actually bouncing!" he laughed.
"I am? I am! I'm excited."
He pulled me to him and kissed me. "I'm so glad I have that effect on you," He bumped me with his hardening cock. "You do that to me too."
"Not you, silly!" I wrapped my arms around his neck. "I'm cooking for you and your mom and dad tomorrow evening!"
"Really? That's awesome babe. I'm glad they'll get to try some of your cooking."
"It'll be nice to get back in a kitchen again. I sort of miss it," I said sheepishly.
"I'm not surprised. I mean it's not just a job for you. Like most of the rest of us anyhow. Cooking is your life."
I warmed inside just hearing the sincerity in his voice. "Thank you. That's very nice of you to say. Even better of you to notice it." He kissed me tenderly and I got that butterfly inside me feeling again.
"I was going to see if you wanted to take a nap with me," he waggled his eyebrows, "but dad asked if I'd go into town and pick up some supplies. It's not quite to Gainesville, but probably a half hour or more. Would you like to ride along?"
Holy crap, I thought to myself. I'd go just about anywhere with this guy. "Sure! I do need to stop back at the cottage real quick."
I climbed up into the crew cab dually that was nicely appointed for a work truck. Gregg shut the door behind me and jumped into the driver's seat. He comically pointed down to the middle seat and it was then I noticed it was a bench seat and I slid right on over the leather seat and buckled up.
"Maybe I should get one of these at home. I kinda like you sitting in the girlfriend seat," he grinned. I ran my hand up his thigh and he softly moaned. "On the other hand, it could be a distraction!"
"I'll behave myself," I pouted.
"Maybe not too much. Don't get carried away in the good behavior department," he laughed.
"Is the offer for the nap still on when we get back?" I said, looking at him out of the corner of my eye.
He guffawed. Loudly. "Need you to ask?"
"I just didn't want to appear to be too forward, you know." I giggled.
It was about a forty-five-minute drive and took time for them to load the pallet into the bed of the truck. Gregg conferred with his dad on the cell, and they added a few more things to the order.
By the time we got back to the winery and got everything unloaded, it was time for dinner. I could have easily been happy with a take-out container in the cottage, but we had made plans with more of Gregg's family for dinner. So alas, fun time would have to wait.
We ran in the door of the cottage, dropping our clothes as we went. Gregg got the shower heated up and I set out clothes that I wanted to wear.
"Mmmm, this is wonderful," he murmured as I stepped into the shower with him.
"We only have thirty minutes to shower, dress, and get back to the dining room!"
"Yeah yeah, I know," he said absently while he ran his slick hands over my body.
"Gregg..." I moaned. "Baby, we need to hurry."
He turned me to face him. "Yes, we do," he murmured, pulling me into him.
Time was lost as my arms went around his neck. My breasts rubbed my nipples hard on his furred chest. His cock poked me, hot, hard, and throbbing. I slid my leg up his thigh. When I opened for him, he pushed in, leaning me against the wall and holding my ass while he thrust in.
"Oh my god, yeah," I whimpered in his neck. "Fuck me harder." I wrapped both legs around him and he supported me while he slammed into me harder.
His growls and loud moans lewdly reverberated off the bathroom walls. My mewing joined in as I reached the peak and flew off in thousands of sparks. I felt my pussy rhythmically clench his cock and milk it until the heat exploded inside me.
I slowly slipped my shaky legs down and he supported me for a moment.
"Ellie, what you do to me. I lose control when I'm with you." I kissed him in response. He knew I felt the same.
We quickly rinsed, dressed, and hurried back to the winery only fifteen minutes late. I don't think they even noticed our lateness because they were catching up on family news.
The next morning, I met Peter early and we set off to the farmer's market and butcher. I was excited to see what was available here because even though we were still in Florida, the crops were much different in northern Florida than central.
Peter seemed to be enthused and came up with some new ideas for the diners. I do think it's always fun to cook with someone else. To bounce ideas off each other. We quickly bonded into a close friendship. He told me a bit more about the family and how hard they worked to get where they were.
The restaurant did indeed start out being what I expected. They had just built it all up through the years and it was now considered fine dining with many awards to back it up.
No better beef can be found than what we have in Florida. Many don't realize there are thousands of beef producers throughout the state. But I had to admit, my biggest thrill is going south from my little town and seeing working cowboys on the cattle ranches. I guess we are never too old to love our cowboys!
I chose thick steaks that would be marinated and cooked on the woodfire grill. Risotto, beet green salad, and fresh vegetables. Peter is known for his exceptional desserts, so I asked if he would like to take that on and he was thrilled to do it.
I felt comfortable helping in the kitchen since I'd gotten to know Peter. I spent the afternoon helping him prep for dinner that night. During which time I got to know the rest of the kitchen folks. This was my world, and I was happy being here. I didn't realize how much I missed my restaurant until now.
"You look right at home," Gregg whispered in my ear, putting his arms around my waist.
"I've really missed being in the kitchen. I get like this every year when I close, but my staff needs the time off," I sighed.
"So do you, babe. You need a getaway. Looks like you and Peter are hitting it off. I bet it's nice to find someone to relate to?"
"It is! He has had so many years of experience; I've learned a lot already!"
"Do I get a hint of what we get for dinner tonight?" he asked.
"Nope. It's all a surprise. In fact, dessert will even be a surprise for me. Peter is doing that for us." I smiled. "You know I really should go back to the cottage and get a shower and ready for dinner."
"Really? Hmmm," he said amorously.
"Care to join me?"
"Okay. I'm sure I can find something to do to help," he said lecherously, taking my hand.
I got back to the kitchen just in time to start our meals. Our afternoon delight was wonderful and all I wanted to do was spend the rest of the day in between the sheets with Gregg.
"I was hoping you didn't forget," Peter said laughing, then seeing my blush laughing louder. "You're good for our boy, Gregg. I'm glad he found you and I know his parents feel the same."
I can't say I didn't feel a little warmth inside hearing that. I was becoming very fond of them and this place.
Dinner went off wonderfully. I was able to cook and get to the table as they served. Peter planned a dessert to be made tableside and it was the best I had ever had. I hoped he would share his recipe to take home.
We excused ourselves and went back to the cottage. Our time there was coming to an end, and we wanted to spend some time to ourselves. We opened wine, snuggled on the sofa, and watched a movie.
"This is perfect," I murmured.
He had his arm around me and squeezed. "It is, isn't it. We've been pretty busy since we got here and it's nice to relax. Together."
My head rested back on his shoulder, and he put a finger on my chin and turned my head for a kiss. It quickly escalated.
I grabbed his hand and led him into the bedroom. I began to slowly unbutton his shirt. Caressing his chest as I revealed more. I tugged it out of his pants and pushed it off his shoulders.
"Now let me-"
"Nope, it's my turn," I cut in.
I brushed my thumbs over his nipples that nested in the thick fur. I heard his sharp intake of breath and smiled. I flicked the tip of my tongue over the tips of each and he moaned softly.
I trailed the tips of my fingers down his chest to his pants and hooked them in his waistband. Slipping my fingers inside I ran them back and forth across his stomach. The muscles contracted under my touch along with heavier breathing.
I unbuttoned the waist and slowly pulled the zipper apart. I shoved his pants down and he quickly kicked them off.
His hard cock was barely contained in the knit shorts. I knelt in front of him. Tucking my fingers in the elastic I worked the shorts lower. The elastic caught his cock and it bounced up heavy and full.
The head was wet, and I wrapped my hand around the shaft and licked the smooth head.
"Oh baby," he moaned.
I twirled my tongue around the head around the wide ridge. His fingers wove through my hair and held my head. I looked up at him and licked the sensitive underside of the head and shaft. His eyes glazed with lust when he watched my lips slide down the length of his cock until the tip touched the back of my throat.
I sucked hard and lightly grazed my teeth back up the shaft and across the head. I lapped at the precum and sucked hard on the head before wrapping my lips around the pulsing shaft again. I grabbed his ass and pulled him into my mouth, encouraging him to fuck my mouth.
He thrust in and back out. A growl accompanied each thrust as he fucked my steamy wet mouth. His balls slapped my chin. My nose took in the musk of him that was all him.
I could tell he was getting close and backed off. I stood up and pushed him back on the bed. His cock stood straight up, angry and red.
I unbuttoned my sundress and let it drop to the floor. His tongue flicked across dry lips. I reached behind me and unhooked my bra, letting my breasts drop against my forearm, the bra to the floor. He watched and willed my arm to move.
"Do you want me?" I whispered.
"Oh god yeah," he croaked out.
I revealed my full breasts. My nipples were long and hard from my seduction of him.
I shimmied my panties down over my hips and stood in front of him. He lay back on the bed and I knelt on each side of him and dropped my nipple into his mouth.
He held them together and sucked and nipped and moaned.
"Mmm feels so good, Gregg," I hissed.
I lowered my body and slid my pussy down until I felt the head of his cock at my entrance, then pushed harder.
We both groaned loudly as I slid myself down his shaft still wet from my mouth. I supported myself on my hands and rode his cock. My breasts hanging and swaying. Every pinch of my nipples went right to my cunt which squeezed his cock.
I sat up and ground down on his cock. Arching my back, I let my breasts bounce while I rode him.
I moaned the way his cock filled my cunt. Feeling the heat. The pulsing. Sex had never ever been like this for me. I'd never been this brazen and sexual. I thought about how much more I wanted to try with him.
I ground my clit into him which started a wave of orgasms. My ears rang and I didn't know if it was my voice. I just kept riding the wave. Suddenly I felt his heat explode inside me at the same time as his rhythmic bark as he pumped his seed.
Only had two days remaining here so the following morning we had breakfast on the deck that overlooked the rolling green vineyards.
"Does your dad want you to take this over?" I asked looking over the beautiful vista. "I mean since you have no siblings."
"He'd like nothing better."
"But..." I hoped I wasn't being too nosey, but I wondered what would happen to all this beauty if no one stepped in when his parents had to give it up.
"No but really. I'd love to take it over when the time comes." He shrugged. "I guess I wanted to be out on my own for a while. Just to know I could make it on my own."
I nodded. "That makes perfect sense." I didn't want to pressure him and changed the subject. "Peter would like me to brainstorm dishes we could use the grapes in. If you don't have any plans for me that is."
He waggled his eyebrows. "I always have plans for you, but for Peter, I'll give you up." He took a sip of his coffee. "For Peter and for the sake of the grapes that is."
I gaped at him and laughed. But tears came to my eyes because I realized, right at that moment, just how much I loved him.
"Hey, the joke wasn't that bad, was it?" He thumbed a tear running down my cheek.
"Nah, just thinking that tomorrow is our last day here. Melancholy."
"We can come back again, babe. Anytime you want. My parents love you and wouldn't mind seeing you any time, I'm sure."
I smiled through my tears.
Once I got into the kitchen my weepiness faded away. Peter had ideas, as did I, so we started prepping the ingredients. We worked wonderfully side by side and by the end of the day, we came up with a half dozen new recipes using the grapes. We had them all made for James and Ami to test. Once they made their decisions, the new dishes would be added to the menu. It turned out they loved all six dishes and decided to put them on a revolving menu for dinners.
Ami and I sat down for a cup of coffee. "You and Peter work well together. I'm happy that you could add your expertise."
I chuckled. "We do have the same way of cooking. I came up with three of the new creations and Peter came up with three. It's very easy in the kitchen with him."
Ami toyed with her mug for a moment. "I know you're settled in your home and your restaurant is a huge success, but James and I both wanted to tell you that if you ever wanted a change, you have a job here. Any time."
"Wow, that's very generous of you. I appreciate it. I can't say that I wouldn't love to work in your kitchen," I said thoughtfully. "I guess I wouldn't feel right about leaving my staff high and dry. They have made me as successful as I am. They've all been with me since the beginning."
"I understand, Ellie. I kind of figured that, but we still wanted you to know that we would love to have you here. One way or the other," she smiled knowingly.
"I honestly don't know where this is going with Gregg and me. Since I'm older I just don't know what the future would hold for us."
"You know that I'm five years older than James, don't you?" She laughed when I looked incredulous at that news. "It has never been an issue in all our years together."
"I had no idea. I admit I thought you were both awfully young to be Gregg's parents."
She blushed. "Well, I was pretty young when I had him. That's not anything I'd suggest for a young girl, but it was what it was. James and I were already committed to each other, so a baby changed nothing really."
"That's another obstacle. I'm not too old to have a baby, but I decided a long time ago I wanted to be childfree. He should be able to be a father if he wants."
"Have you ever discussed that with him?" Ami asked. I shook my head. "Well, as they say, don't put the cart before the horse. I can't say I've ever noticed Gregg having a strong feeling about having a family." She shrugged. "Maybe he does, but not enough to expound on."
That did give me a glimmer of hope for us. But until we talked about it, I couldn't be sure.
We decided to go to a nearby restaurant. More of a diner for the locals, but that made it that much more fun. All heads turned to look at the strangers when we walked through the door.
"Sit wherever you want!" Came a voice from somewhere in the kitchen.
Menus stood on edge balanced between the mustard and ketchup, right next to the salt and pepper. And behind was a brightly lit shiny chrome jukebox- a remote control of sorts to the big flashy one that sat against the wall. Flipping between the pages the songs were a good indicator of the last time the big jukebox against the wall had been updated.
Gregg saw the amusement in my eyes and dropped a handful of quarters on the table. The quarter clunked and clanged down the shoot and I pressed B 5. Lights on the big jukebox came on, and the arm picked up the record and moved it into place.
Patsy Cline's Crazy came on and Gregg rolled his eyes. I laughed.
"What?! That's an old classic!" I said, still laughing.
"Okay okay, I'll pick the next one. I'll show you good music!" He began to flip through the pages. "Don't look! You need to be surprised."
"Oh, for heaven's sake," I huffed. "It better be a good one!"
"Better than yours!" he exclaimed, and we were both laughing again.
"Do y'all know what you want?" I jumped at the voice and realized the waitress was waiting to take our order.
"Oh my gosh, I'm sorry, we were so busy playing with the jukebox we forgot to even look at the menu," I laughed, and she smiled indulgently.
"I'll come back, no problem."
Finally Patsy quit singing and the jukebox lit up again, the arm moved the next record in place. I waited, listening.
"What?! That's the best you could do?" I giggled.
"Now just what's wrong with My Girl?"
"Well, nothing really. I love the Temptations!"
"And it's what you are. I hope," he said.
I blushed like a schoolgirl. Of course, I was. I was whatever he wanted me to be. I said, "I am."
We ended up ordering their famous hamburger, onion rings, and root beer floats.
"Phew, I'm stuffed," I said, pushing my plate away. "I can't believe I ate all that! It was just so good."
He nodded and leaned back in the booth rubbing his stomach. "If I keep eating like this, I won't fit into my uniform."
We were going back soon, I thought sadly. The end of a vacation is always bad, but this was so much more than a vacation to me. I found my love and a place I could easily call home. But it was so much more complicated than that.
"Your mom and dad offered me a job whenever I wanted it," I said, scrutinizing his face for any telltale signs of what he might be thinking.
"I know. They told me about it first. They wanted to know if they had any chance at all getting you to come there."
"And you told them...?" I asked.
"I told them they'd have to talk to you. I honestly didn't know."
That simple reply gave me pause to think. He didn't say anything about us. I suddenly felt alone. I knew it was my decision certainly, but would he be okay if I left him to move to his home by myself? He had not acted like he was ready to move back to take over the winery, so I have to assume what I chose to do would be on my own.
"Yes, I guess it is really my decision," I said, excusing myself I went to the restroom.
It was a quiet ride back to the winery, and he asked, "Is everything okay, Ellie? You seem upset."
"No, no, not at all. Just sad we're leaving soon I guess." He took my statement for what it was.
The next day flew by, and we were on the road back with a car full of cases of wine the following morning.
"Thanks for inviting me. I really enjoyed everything. Your parents are so warm and friendly. The restaurant is phenomenal. I'm excited about adding your wine to the menu."
I had less than a week to get the restaurant ready to open again. I wanted to freshen up the décor a bit, and a few things needed paint from normal wear and tear. Gregg helped when he could, but they were also doing some improvements at the firehouse, so he had less time than normal.



Janeen came in every day to help. One evening I ordered pizza for and opened a bottle of wine that we brought back.
"This is a wonderful wine," she said holding the glass up to the light. "Beautiful too! I think our guests are really going to like this!"
I nodded. "I brought back a bit of everything they make so we can decide what we want to include on our menu. I did get a bit of kitchen time in there, by the way!"
"You did? In the winery restaurant? Tell me!"
"Well, it turned out to be a much finer restaurant than I imagined it would. Their exec chef is an older man, but so good. And the kitchen is state of the art. The food is excellent so I can see why."
"Well that was a surprise, wasn't it? You didn't expect much of a restaurant."
"No, not at all. It's a bigger operation than Gregg indicated. Quite large. And it's all family. He's an only child, so it's all his whenever he wants to step in."
"Has he said when he might want to do that?" Janeen asked.
"Not really. He didn't' seem to know himself. I think he will eventually. He's not ready to give up his independence I think."
She nodded. "That's understandable."
"Right before I left, they did offer me a job to work along with their executive chef." I thought I might as well bring it up.
"Oh." She hesitated. "What did you say?"
"First of all, I said I loved my restaurant, and second, I'd never leave my staff high and dry. Our town is small and good jobs weren't easy to find." She agreed.
"But you can't lose sight of what makes you happy. We could all survive here, Ellie. Don't lose sight of you."
I nodded. "I know. You're right. I guess it's just as much that I'm not ready to give this up. Yet."
If he wasn't on duty at the firehouse, I was accustomed to Gregg being here every evening. In the weeks since returning from the vineyard, we had settled into a comfortable routine. He would often stay over and leave after we had breakfast to go about his day, which was when I usually left to pick up supplies.
"My lease is up in a couple of weeks," he said one morning at breakfast.
And that's how it happened that he moved in with me.
Other than making room in my closet, it was a smooth transition. He had been here a couple of weeks now and we settled into life together.
"I'm doing laundry today. Can I do your clothes too?" he said one morning.
I blinked. Something I hadn't thought of. Laundry duty. "Umm, sure, if you want to."
He laughed. "Don't worry, I know how to separate, water temperature and all that."
"No no, that wasn't what I was thinking. Just how many mundane decisions we've had to make that I never considered." I got up to rinse my coffee cup.
He was leaning against the counter, and I moved between his legs. I ran my hand over bare chest.
"I sorta like the idea of having no laundry. I like you like this," I whispered. "But these," I pushed his sleep shorts down, "Gotta go."
"Mmm, didn't you get enough last night?" His voice thick with arousal.
"Of you? I never get enough of you, babe."
"Good, because I never get enough of you either," he said, pulling my t shirt over my head.
I stepped into him, enjoying our bare bodies in the sun-drenched kitchen. My nipples hardened against his chest, and he took them in his hands and began to knead and pinch my nipples. He already had my hot spots down and it didn't take long to fire me up. Our kisses turned out and animalistic.
I turned around and leaned over the breakfast bar, wiggling my ass at him. He moaned and came up behind me.
He trailed his finger up my slit, already drenched. A few flicks of his finger had me moaning out a long loud orgasm. And that was when he slid in.
My cunt squeezed his cock rhythmically. He held my hips and thrust in faster and harder. My breasts mashed under me, but it felt oh so good. My fingers wrapped around the far edge of the bar as I sprawled my upper body across.
"Oh my god, babe... You drive me wild..." he moaned, his fingers digging into my hips as he pounded into me.
His balls slapped against my clit which sent me over the edge, and I rode each peak. I groaned, each hard thrust, "Ungh, ungh, ungh". My knuckles were white from my grip on the edge of the countertop.
He shouted just as I felt his cock throb hard and pump over and over. He buried deep and powerful when he drained his balls into me.
He collapsed over me for a moment, then stood up and pulled me with him.
"God babe, your face and front are all pink. Why didn't you stop me?" He trailed his fingers over my cheek that rubbed on the counter.
"And fuck up and excellent fuck? Are you kidding me?" I rasped, still out of breath.
He laughed. "Only you can make me laugh during sex. That's one of the reasons I love you."
There was a shocked silence. I'm still not sure if it was more me, or him. I truly thing it slipped out and he hadn't intended to tell me, although he denied it. I didn't reply because I didn't want to say it in the heat of passion. Accidently or not.
"Ohhhhh, did you get sunburnt, Ellie?" Janeen asked when I walked into the restaurant.
I tried to cover it up before I left, but apparently not very well. "I'm not sure. I think I laid on my pillow wrong or something." And I hurriedly changed the subject.
Several weeks later I walked into the restaurant after picking up vegetables and meat I needed for dinner.
"Ellie, the hospital called and said Gregg is there. He's okay but suffered some smoke inhalation."
I dropped everything before she finished talking and was out the door, in my car and at the hospital before I even knew what I was doing.
I ran into the emergency room telling them his name and they pointed at a cubicle down the hall. I raced in, pushed my way through a sea of firemen and gasped when I saw how grey his skin was. What wasn't smudged with black.
"Are you fucking kidding me," I breathed. I heard the murmurs behind me and the sound of feet shuffling out the door.
"I'm fine babe," he croaked. His voice was raspy and choked. His eyes were bloodshot and red rimmed.
I was frozen on the spot. I couldn't move. It was like a film running through my head at warp speed culminating in this moment. I had never considered how dangerous his job was until right this minute. How stupid could I be. I couldn't stop the tears from rolling. Tears for him. Tears because of my stupidity. I sobbed.
"Come here babe... I'm okay... Come to me..." he said, stretching out his hand.
The doctor came in right then. "So, how're we doing?" he asked, picking up Gregg's chart. "Great. Everything looks good. I think we can release you."
"Release him!" I screeched. "You can't let him go. Did you look at him?! He needs to stay here! He's not well!"
The doctor looked at me sympathetically and I was pretty sure he ran across a few someone like me before.
He stuck out his hand. "I'm Doctor Jansen. You must be Gregg's....?"
"Girlfriend. Ellie," Gregg croaked in the background.
"Yes, yes, I'm his girlfriend," I said, still stunned at what was happening. "But you're still not going to release him, are you? I don't know how to take care of him. He needs someone professional. Like you."
"Hey, you own that restaurant in town, don't you?" the doctor interrupted. I nodded. "Holy cow your food is astounding. So damn hard to get reservations." He glanced at Gregg, grinning. "Hey, do you suppose if I keep him overnight you can make sure I get into your fine establishment?" He ended on a laugh not being able to continue the joke further.
"Doc!" Gregg ground out.
Doctor Jansen shrugged. "Worth a tray though eh, Gregg?" He looked back at me. "We go a long way back. And he will be fine. Just make sure he doesn't overdo and gets some rest."
He looked down, signed the chart, shook Gregg's hand. "Nice to meet you, Ellie! I'll see you for dinner," he said and was gone.
That night Gregg had some residual coughing but after a hot shower, which I helped him with, seemed to be okay.
"I think that was the first time we showered together that we didn't-"
"You are in no condition to fuck!" I cut in, and he guffawed. Then had a coughing fit. "See!"
We had called it an early night and watched television in bed, snuggled under the covers.
"Mmm, this is nice," he murmured, hugging me closer. "Now I know how I can get more loving."
"That is not even funny!" I shouted. "You scared the hell out of me today."
And the tears came, and I was mortified. I scrubbed my eyes with the back of my hand trying to erase them. But it all started hitting me.
"Easy love, I'm okay. It's sort of the nature of my job though. I don't want you to worry, but it's not like I'm a schoolteacher."
Still distressed, I got control of myself and stopped crying. "I know. I guess it just didn't hit me how dangerous your job was until today. I don't know what I was thinking. Or not thinking. I was so scared until I saw you." I pushed up on my elbow to look at him. "I love you."
"I've been waiting for that, you know," he smiled and kissed me. "I love you too."
We made slow sweet love that night and my love for him grew even deeper. I began to see a future with him. I saw myself growing old with him.

~to be continued~
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Whispers in the Vineyard Ch 03

"Hey babe, what would you think about doing a wine tasting at the restaurant?" I asked Gregg over lunch one day. It was rare we were both off on the same day.
I thought about it when I opened, but I didn't know enough about wine, nor did any of my staff. Our town was too small to have a dedicated liqueur wine store, or else I might have found someone there. So, I just scrapped the idea.
He looked up from the bison burger I grilled for him. "Sure, I think I'd like that." He took another bite. "This is so damn good, Ellie. If you were open for lunch, you could put it on the menu!" I glared at him. I've had many requests to open for lunch and he knew it would stretch me too thin to do that. He cleared his throat and said, "Oh right. Wine tasting. Sure, when were you thinking?"
"I didn't have a time in mind since I thought we'd work around your schedule." I stood up to gather the dirty plates, but he took my hand and pulled me into his lap.
"You know..." He trailed a finger around the neckline edge of my tank top. "It drives me totally crazy..." He nuzzled my neck. "When you wear this top and don't wear a bra."
My nipples were hard and pushing through the thin white knit. At thirty-nine C I didn't go out in public braless but sometimes did at home. I was proud that they still sat high, especially at my age.
He leaned over and sucked a nipple into his mouth right through my top. The white was wet and clung to my hardening nipple. He did the same to the other.
"You'd be great in a wet t-shirt contest, but I wouldn't want anyone but me seeing you like that."
I got up, went to the sink, pulled the sprayer up, and leaning over the sink gave him his wet t-shirt show. He groaned when I turned around. I looked down and the white shirt clung to my breasts like a second skin. My dark nipples showed through the shirt, my nipples protruded like bullets from him and the cold water.
"Damn, Ell, you drive me crazy sometimes," he said, his voice deep and rasping.
"Take your pants off." He stood up, unbuttoned and unzipped, and kicked them off. "Sit down." He did.
I stripped while he watched, walked over, and straddled his legs. I squealed when suddenly he grabbed me and set me up on the table, spreading my thighs to either side and opening my pussy to him.
"Now it's time for dessert," he growled.
I moaned when I felt his breath on my smooth lips. His tongue flicked my clit causing me to jerk. He pulled me closer to the edge of the table and I laid back.
He hadn't shaved today and his beard rubbing the inside of my thighs was so arousing, His teeth nibbled my lips and tugged. He knew all the right things to do to take me higher and higher until I nearly drowned him in my juices when I came.
He stood up and rubbed the head of his cock up and down my sopping slit. I moaned and arched my back. He pushed his hard cock in deep, leaned over me on his hands, and began to fuck me.
I wrapped my legs around him which changed the angle of his cock, so it began to rub my clit. I came again. Hard and loud. He shoved in deep, and his cock pumped filling me with his hot seed. We gasped for breath for a moment.
"Wrap your legs around me again." I did. "Now hang on."
He pulled me up and I wrapped my arms around his neck. I held on tightly while he carried me to the bedroom.
That evening he picked up pizza for dinner. "Wish we had more days off together," he said, cracking the top off a bottle of beer.
"Yeah, me too," I sighed. "I thought when you moved in, we'd have a lot more time together, but it never seems like it. I'm coming and you're going, or you're going and I'm coming."
"Having a twenty-four-hour shift doesn't help I guess." He picked at his pepperoni, then popped one in his mouth. "It will be nice to work together for the wine tastings."
"I'm looking forward to it! Mostly to spend time with you, but I think the customers are really going to enjoy it. I've gotten a lot of requests for special events."
"Did Peter tell you he does events at the winery?"
"No, what does he do?"
"Well, I haven't been around in a while now, but he used to have themed prix fixe dinners, usually out in the vineyards. Let's see, what else," he said, thinking. "Oh! I know. He does bread baking classes. As I recall, those were hugely popular."
"Oh, those sound like fun! Too bad I can't do them in my place. Damn."
"No, but I bet if you brainstorm with Peter, he'll help you come up with some great ideas?"
"I'm sure!" But when. When would I even get to the winery to see him again? I can't take that much time off. I'll just have to do my own brainstorming.
We set up dates and times for the wine tasting and ordered more cases of wine. I prepared six charcuterie boards, one for each table. Gregg knew his wine and loved to talk about it. He was, as they say, in his element. The reservations filled up within a day of announcing it and they were already requesting more with different wines.
I dropped my keys and purse inside the door and plopped on the sofa. "I'd say that was a resounding success!"
He sat next to me and pulled my legs across his lap. "Yes, ma'am it certainly was. You made lots of happy people tonight." He began to rub my feet.
"Ohhhhh, you know how much I love when you do that," I moaned.
"You know how much I love you, right?"
I opened my eyes and looked at him. "I do. And you know how much I love you too, right?" I parroted.
"I do." He smiled. "I remember you telling me you weren't ready for a relationship. No time in your life for a man."
"You would remember that!" I laughed.
"And you're over the older younger thing too now, right?"
"Yeah, I guess so. I felt better about it after I talked to your mom."
"Really? Ohhhh, because she's older than dad. I forgot about that until now." He looked thoughtful. "See, it wasn't even noticeable, was it? It never affected me when I was a child."
Was he referring to what our future children would think about our age difference, I wondered? I needed to tell him the truth. And the sooner the better. Just not now.
I baked sourdough rolls, bread, and baked goods for the restaurant as I needed them. It never occurred to me that there might be an interest in folks learning about it, but apparently, Peter has had success.
As we were prepping for dinner I said to Janeen, "Say, could you put out some feelers as to how much interest there would be in lessons in making sourdough bread? Gregg told me Peter has done very well with it."
"I don't doubt it. Every time you make something with sourdough, it's a huge hit. I will put the word out, but I wouldn't be surprised if you had a lot of interest, so be prepared," she grinned.
She was certainly correct. I had a full class for the following week. I started feeding my sourdough starter so everyone would have some to take home to make their own baked good.
"It looks like a science experiment going on in here!" Gregg said, peering into the refrigerator trying to find a beer amongst all the plastic containers full of bubbling white starter.
"Almost!" I laughed. "I set up a bread-making class in a few days."
"You did?! That's cool, babe! I'm sure they're going to love it. Full house?" I nodded. "I'm not surprised."
I laughed again. "Janeen said the same thing."
"She knows. You have a gem in her, but I know you know that."
I nodded. "I really do. Don't know what I'd do without her." Which made me a little sad just thinking about it.
"How about I make us a couple of grilled cheese and salad and we sit on the front porch. It's pretty nice and the humidity hasn't hit. Yet."
After we finished, he sprawled on the swing with his head in my lap.
"I love this house. It's a little small, but perfect for two," he said.
"Well, since it is just the two of us it's perfect then hmm?"
Now is the time. Now is the time. Now is the time, I repeated to myself.
"Well sure, but it might be cramped for a family thought, don't you think?" he asked.
"I guess I never thought about it. Having a family here I mean. It was just me. Now you and me." I took a breath. "Are you talking about kids?"
"I guess. Didn't think that much about it." He was thoughtful. "Not right now at least."
Tell him. Tell him. Tell him. It's time, I repeated to myself.
"Yes. Future."
"You and your ex-husband never had kids huh?" I shook my head.
"He wasn't interested in having children." And neither was I.
Oh my god woman, speak. Tell him.
"Ah okay, I can understand that. Not everyone is cut out for it. A responsibility for the rest of one's life," he said, and I nodded. "What do you say we go to bed and just practice making kids?" he laughed.
I laughed nervously. He had never mentioned birth control, probably assuming I took care of it. Which I had done. Permanently.
He was off duty the day I had my bread class and stopped in before it started. We had time for a cup of coffee.
"Did you ever want to fuck in a fire truck?"
"WHAT?" I hissed, looking around.
"Just what I said," he laughed. "I had a dream we did just that."
"For god's sake, Gregg," I laughed. "You nut!" We were spontaneous when it came to sex, but not that spontaneous.
I planned to demonstrate the procedure and had extra so those that wanted to take part could. It was a rough cut that I planned on tweaking as we went. I sort of felt sorry for my first guinea pigs, I laughed to myself.
I kept it to six people, and it ended up going wonderfully well. They all wanted to make their own bread and we were able to get it all done, shaped, and into the refrigerator. After an overnight rest, I would bake them in the morning for them and they would pick them up afterward.
Gregg wandered back in after the class and helped me clean up. The restaurant was closed that day, so I was done.
I rinsed the last of the pans and wiped my hands when he came up behind me.
"Did I ever tell you how sexy you are?" he asked, putting his arms around my waist.
"Mmmm, I don't remember. You might have to remind me." I pushed my ass back against his rapidly growing cock.
"Especially in this skirt," he whispered in my ear, sliding his hand up my thigh and pushing my skirt to my waist.
"Ooh, you are a bad bad fireman today. That fire truck dream, eh?"
"Oh yeah, that was a hot dream. But this is pretty hot right now."
He shoved my panties down and bared my ass. He kneaded my ass, his breath hissing through his teeth. I moaned softly. His fingers ran down my slit that was quickly
"Fuck me, babe," I whimpered.
"Here? Really? OH my god yeah!"
His zipper and rustling clothes were loud in the quietness.
"Hurry!" I begged.
I bent over the workbench and felt the slick wet head of his cock run up and down through my own wetness. I pushed back. Wanted him inside me. He teased. Just pushing the head in a little. I pushed back again but he held my hips to control my movements. I felt the hot precum on my clit right before he stroked me into a whimpering orgasm.
My pussy was still pulsing when he shoved his cock. Deep and hard. The kitchen reverberated with lewd and loud grunting, moans, and whimpers. Flesh pounding flesh and he held my hips and fucked me harder. He gripped me so hard that my feet were almost off the ground. His balls slapped my clit keeping the sensation going on and on.
His shouts echoed around the stainless steel-filled room as he made one last hard thrust and emptied his hot seed inside me.
"Mmmm, babe. The way you turn me on," he murmured between gasps.
He righted my skirt, tucked my panties in his pocket and we went home.
Gregg had another wine tasting the following week when the restaurant was closed. Another full booking. Janeen said he got rave reviews for the last one and she had a waiting list for future tastings. Gregg loved doing it because he loved talking about wine, it was something nice to offer our guests, so it was a win-win for everyone.
That morning his cell phone woke us up at five o'clock. At that time of the night morning, I knew it was bad news.
"Is he okay now?!" Gregg said with much angst. His father. "I'll be there as soon as I can." He was already up gathering clothes. "I'll be there soon, mom, don't worry." He ended the call with shaky hands.
"They think dad had a heart attack," he said choked up.
"Awh babe, I'm sorry. What's his condition?" I got up to help him pack because he was throwing everything in the suitcase but what he'd need.
"They don't know yet. They're still giving him tests."
He swept the counter of his bathroom stuff, grabbed his suitcase, and was out the door.
I padded out to the kitchen to make coffee since I knew I'd never get back to sleep. I sat in the dark at the breakfast bar, missing him already. Bereft. I never knew what that meant. Not even sure how it popped into my head. Maybe because that was how I felt. Bereft. Little did I know that this was only the beginning of the void I would feel.
Once it got to a decent time, I called Janeen to tell her we had to cancel the wine tasting and why.
"Oh no, poor Gregg, I can imagine how upset he was. You know I've been learning more about wine since he has been around, and I think I might be able to take over for him. Since you have his notes for today's specific wine, it shouldn't be hard. We can do the charcuterie and carry on. What do you think?"
"I think you're a lifesaver. But then again you always are. I don't tell you often enough how much I appreciate you," I sniffed.
"Awh hon, I know you're upset too. Don't worry about anything. And you do tell me a lot that I'm appreciated, and you have no idea how nice that is. I wouldn't want to work for anyone else but you!"
I sniffed and blubbered out an I'll be in to prepare the charcuterie and said goodbye.
While I was in the shower Gregg called and left a message that his dad did have a heart attack and they would be keeping him in the hospital for a few days. And that of course he would be staying there until his dad got home and was ready to work again. I cried so hard that I barely heard him say he loved me. I knew he was going to be gone a long time.
"I didn't think he'd be in the hospital that long," Gregg said one morning when he called. "It was nearly a week. They said there was substantial damage to his heart."
"Oh my god, I'm so sorry. How's he taking it?" I asked. His dad wasn't the type to sit around long.
"It scared him, I think. I admit, I've never seen him weak," he said, choking up.
"IT's so tough seeing our parents' age, I know." I had lost both of my parents within the last five years, and it was still tough.
We talked twice a day for the first three weeks he was gone. He got busy at the winery, and it was down to once a day. He knew my schedule and I didn't know his, so he usually did the calling.
I never knew how painful it was to miss someone until now. There was no way I could get away from the restaurant which was even more painful.
"Morning Ellie, hope it's not too early," he said one morning calling earlier than normal. I had just woken up and was still in bed.
"No, that's fine, babe. I love you. Miss you so much," I mumbled, still groggy with sleep.
"I was wondering if you could box the rest of my clothes up and ship them? I was hoping I could get away and come pick everything up, but I can't leave now."
I woke up quickly when I realized what he said. But mostly what he didn't say.
"Sure, I can do that today," I replied.
"Thanks, I-"I heard background talk. "Sorry, I have to run! Thanks for taking care of that for me."
And just like that, he was gone. No, miss you. No, love you. Nothing.
One of the firemen told me Gregg had taken a leave of absence, but they didn't expect him back. It looked like he was going to have to take over the winery because his dad's recovery was not going well.
Several days after that Gregg left a message that he had received the boxes I'd sent, and he wanted to thank me again. I listened to him leave the message. He didn't' ask me to call back.
I had no one to talk to. No shoulder to cry on. Janeen was a business friend, and I didn't feel I wanted to burden her with my personal issues. She was taking over the wine tasting, for which I was grateful. She was as good as Gregg, and they loved her. She had a waiting list for her tastings.
It was off-season for tourists and the restaurant was typically less busy. We still had a full house every night because the locals came out to eat after the tourists went back up north.
Earlier on I thought this might be a good time to close and go up to visit Gregg, but I was only hearing from him every few days. Our conversations were short and stilted. I suppose I wasn't the warmest. It seemed we had little to talk about. Once we updated each other on the winery and the restaurant, we ran out of words.
"How's your dad doing?"
"He's not doing as well as he should be. As we'd like. He seems to be struggling." He hesitated. "I'm not sure he's improving, Ellie. He seems to be getting worse."
"I'm so sorry. That must be tough to see."
"It's more than-"I heard the same female voice in the background. He said a few words to her that he muffled from me. "I'm sorry Ellie, I must run. Something has come up."
"Yes of course. Bye." But the phone went dead before I finished.
Four days went by without a call from Gregg. I picked up the phone and called, hoping my timing was good. It went right to voice mail and I left a how are you message, asked him to call when he could, and hung up.
That afternoon Janeen and I were preparing the dining room and one of Gregg's coworkers from the fire department came in.
"Hey Ellie, I just wanted to see how you were doing?"
Randy was older than Gregg, probably more my age, I thought as I looked at him closer than I had.
"I'm doing okay, thanks," I said, wondering about his concern. We had never exchanged much more than a few words. He stood there tapping the back of a chair, moving from one leg to the other. "I'm just getting ready to go into the kitchen to prep for tonight's dinner, but I have time for a quick cup of coffee. Would you join me?"
I remembered Randy as being one of the volunteers for the fundraiser and was impressed by his leadership.
"Sure, that'd be great." He sat at the table we were wrapping linen napkins in fancy folds. I continued to work waiting for him to talk. "So do you know if Gregg is coming back or not?"
"I honestly don't know," I admitted. I would be surprised though. He will have to take over the winery because of his dad's health." He nodded and toyed with his coffee mug.
"I was wondering if you'd like to go out with me?"
Whoa, I thought. Where did that come from? I wasn't expecting that.
"Umm, I don't think I'm ready for that, Randy. I'm sorry. Besides that, I have so much to do here since we've added the wine tastings and sourdough classes."
He smiled; his green eyes crinkled at the corners. "I get it," he nodded. Glints of silver woven with the black hair flashed in the lighting, with his temples being mostly silver.
"But I sure could use a friend," I admitted. "I'm going through a rough patch right now and being busy here has added to my anxiety."



"I'd like that, Ellie. I think I'm pretty good friend material," he grinned.
"I sorta thought you might be." I felt confident that he understood I wasn't interested in a relationship. "In fact, I'm going to test some new recipes out next week. If you're not on duty, would you like to come for dinner? I usually have a slew of food when I'm done." Randy was a pretty good size guy. No extra weight but just big.
"I'd be like a taste tester?" he said, grinning like a little boy.
"Yes, you would be!" I laughed.
"You're on! Let me know when and where and I'll bring my empty stomach."
A day and a half later Gregg returned my call saying between his parents and the winery, he was busy. I told him I understood. The call didn't go much better than the last one, other than there were no interruptions from the unknown female. Once he updated me on his dad, our conversation just sort of faded away and we were done. He never asked about me, the restaurant, or anything. Maybe I saw more in our relationship than was there, I thought sadly.
I had my bread class and just when I thought there would no longer be interest, Janeen told me there was a waiting list again.
"I would never have guessed there would be that much interest in sourdough!" I laughed. "Other than eating it, anyhow."
She laughed too and agreed. "It seems that when they rave about their dinner rolls or whatever you've made, and I tell them it's sourdough, they take a new interest. It's different than yeasted bread."
I shrugged. "Whatever works to keep the troops happy!"
I got to the market and butcher early on my test recipe day. Randy called and I gave him the time. I had a few concoctions in mind that I wasn't sure were going to work, but I was pleasantly surprised. I was glad I'd have another person to taste though.
I opened a bottle of wine just as Randy arrived.
"I love these old Florida homes!" he said, walking in and looking around. "Oh!" he exclaimed, handing me a bottle of wine and flowers.
"Thanks, Randy, that's very nice of you. I'll go put the flowers in water. Feel free to look around. There's not much to it."
"You've left all the charm instead of trying to improve," he said. "Too many try to make these into something modern. I can't tell you how many times I've walked away from jobs because they want to do just that."
"Jobs?"
"Yeah, I renovate homes on my off days."
"Really? I didn't know that. You must see some cool stuff?"
"I do, yeah," he said picking up his wine and taking a sip. "This is very good. From Gregg's vineyard?" I nodded. "I think this place is perfect." He looked out the French doors into the backyard. I almost apologized because I didn't think they were original, but they were there when I moved in. "If it were my place, the only thing I would do is put a deck across the back. You have a great view!"
I looked out the doors. "I guess I never thought of it, but you're right. It would be nice to have something in the back."
"I can make that happen, just let me know! I have plenty of material from other jobs, so it won't cost you a thing."
"I'd at least pay you for your time! You can't do it for free. Geez."
He laughed. "We can work that out later. I'll draw up a few ideas and you can choose?"
"Sure. Wow. Yeah." This was going much differently than I thought it would. "Let's sit down and try today's experiments," I said with an evil smile, and he laughed.
He wiped his mouth with his napkin and placed it on the table. "I give. I'm stuffed. This was the best meal I've had since... Well for a while," he said, trailing off.
"I'm glad you enjoyed it!" During the meal, I remembered Gregg talking about Randy and saying that he had recently divorced. That's why he needed a friend too. We are both adrift. "It's very helpful to get another opinion before I introduce it to the masses," I grinned.
"Everything I ate will be a hit. I'm glad you didn't ask me to pick a favorite, because I honestly couldn't."
"Well thank you. I love to cook."
"Hey, I'm off duty tomorrow and I'm going to do those sketches tonight while it's still fresh in my mind. Can I drop them off tomorrow?"
"Sure!" I told him when I'd be leaving for the restaurant, and he planned on being here before that.
My phone started ringing when I was saying goodbye to Randy, and I ran to find it.
"Hello!" I said breathlessly. I hadn't had time to see who was calling.
"Were you busy?"
"Gregg! Not really, just cleaning up after new recipe day," I chuckled.
"Oh, how I miss those days."
"Right, all you have is Peter to cook for you now," I laughed.
"Well yeah, but he's not you."
"I'm glad you noticed!"
"Hey, dad's not doing well at all," he said, his voice breaking.
"Oh no, I'm sorry. I was hoping he'd improve."
"I don't think that's going to happen."
"I'm so sorry, Gregg," was all I could say. It's tough losing a parent and no words will make it better.
"I have to go. I'll call you again soon, babe."
I poked the off button and clung to that babe. I hadn't heard that in a long time.
Worried about Gregg and his dad, I slept fitfully that night and was dragging the next day. Randy dropped by as he promised with three drawings of the deck. They were all wonderful, and it was difficult to decide. He was very talented. After some discussion, I decided on one. He told me that he was on duty tomorrow but would work on the following two days when he was off.
I was excited about the project when I got to the restaurant.
Janeen said, "You look happy! Did you talk to Gregg?"
I blushed. "Um, not quite. A guy he works with. He's going to rebuild my back deck."
She raised her eyebrows. "Oh?"
"No no. He did ask me out and I turned him down. I don't know where I stand with Gregg, and until I do, I wouldn't go out with anyone else. I do love him, but I'm not sure he loves me."
She looked relieved. "Good. I'd hate to see you get too overwhelmed." I nodded, knowing just what she meant. "It'll work out with you guys. I can feel it. Just hang in there. He's going through a difficult time and a lot of changes in his life." True again.
Randy showed up bright and early with a load of wood in his truck. He backed around and I helped him unload it, even those he protested long and loud.
"I'm capable. If it's too heavy for me, I won't do it. I got a big guy here to help me," I elbowed him, and he laughed.
He staked out, leveled, double-checked, mixed cement, poured, double-checked, and was done. He began to cut boards for tomorrow.
"Lunch!"
"You didn't have to do that"
"Of course, I did, I can't let you go hungry. Besides, I can't lose my tester!" I laughed.
The next morning, he showed up and got right to work. The lumber he was using for the base was too heavy for me to help with, but he said I could help with the deck boards.
I was in the kitchen listening to the piston shots of his air nailer and the radio blaring country music.
I felt my phone vibrate before I heard it.
"Hi!" I said, seeing it was Gregg.
"Hi, I just wanted to tell you that dad passed away last night."
"Oh my god, I'm so sorry. He was home with his family. A way we all want to go. Surrounded by our loved ones."
"Yes, you're right. Family and close friends were there with him, and-- What is that noise?"
Before I could answer, Randy's booming voice rang through the door. "Okay, I'm ready for you now Ellie!"
"WHO IS THAT?" he shouted.
"It's Randy. From the fire station Randy. He's rebuilding my deck."
There was a long silence. I thought we were cut off for a moment. Finally, he said, "That's nice. I won't keep you any longer. Seems Randy needs you."
And he was gone before I could talk. I punched the phone with my finger a half dozen times in anger.
I called Ami to give her my condolences and to tell her I'd like to come to the memorial.
"I'd love to have you here with us, Ellie," she said.
I wasn't going to drag our relationship into this. Not at this time. So, I told her I'd see her soon. I arranged for the restaurant to be closed and told the staff I'd be back as soon as I could. They were all understanding and were comforting me.
Later Janeen said, "How's Gregg taking it?"
"Unfortunately, when he called to tell me, Randy was there working on the deck and Gregg got the wrong impression. I'm sure he's thinking I'm seeing Randy, but he hung up before I could explain."
"I'm sorry, hon. That's tough. It should help to talk in person though. You can explain. He can explain. Then you can clear the air."
"I hope you're right, Janeen."
Two days later I was on the road to the winery. Peter had taken care of getting a cabin for me and the key was waiting under the mat. That gave me time to clean up before seeing Gregg. Not to mention gather courage. I knew he'd be angry and hurt on top of his loss.
"Hello dear, I'm so glad you made it for dinner," Ami said as soon as she saw me walking across the dining room. Gregg sat with his back to me, but I was sure he knew who it was.
I hugged Ami hard and long. There wasn't more to say, so I didn't. I couldn't imagine losing a partner that you've had so many years. My heart really did go out to her.
"Ellie, good to see you," he stood up and hugged me, then pulled out a chair. "Mom didn't tell me you were coming."
I just smiled because he knew as well as I did how our last phone call ended. "I wouldn't have missed being here. I didn't know him long, but your dad was special to me."
Ami put her hand over mine. "You'll stay in the house with us."
"Thank you, but I have a cottage. I've been there and unpacked. It's in a beautiful area of the vineyards."
"Oh my," she said. "I'm sorry. I'd hoped you stay with us." She gave a meaningful glance at Gregg.
"Yes, we want you to stay at the house with us." His words were sincere, his tone wasn't.
To end the conversation, I excused myself to go to the kitchen and talk to Peter. I thanked him for arranging the cottage for me and told him I hoped we'd have time to catch up before I left. When I got back to the table, Ami was visibly upset, and Gregg was visibly angry.
"It was nice seeing Peter again. I hope to catch up with him. I have several things I want to thank him for."
"How's your restaurant doing?" Ami asked.
"Very well, thanks for asking. We've added wine tasting that Janeen, my front-of-the-house guru is running. I teach sourdough breadmaking classes."
"I can well imagine your customers appreciate all that. I know when Peter started events, it went over very well. Still does. Now he's expected to come up with something new quite frequently," she laughed.
"So how is it going at the firehouse?" Gregg asked. I noticed a smirk quickly come and fade.
"I wouldn't know. I don't go there."
"I thought you would now... Because of Randy."
I wasn't going to take the bait. If we couldn't discuss it reasonably, and certainly not in a public place, then we wouldn't.
"He's doing some work at the house for me." And just then our drinks came, and it was time to taste Peter's rolls and begin our dinner.
Dinner conversation became a bit more relaxed, but Gregg was still standoffish. I was tired from the drive and the tension of the evening, so I excused myself early.
The wine was chilling in my refrigerator, and I grabbed a bottle and headed out to the deck. The dusk magic blue atmosphere lit the vineyards and a herd of deer wandered through the grapevines. Probably nibbling on the tender new shoots, I chuckled to myself.
"Here you are. I knocked and figured you were out here. It's a beautiful time to enjoy the vineyards." Gregg stood at the steps, holding a bottle of wine. "I see Peter stocked you up," he said, seeing the open bottle next to my chair.
"He did. You're welcome to some. It's pretty good."
He smiled. "I'm glad you like it. It's one of our better years. Peter is spoiling you."
"Someone has to."
"I deserved that," he said. He pulled a chair nearer mine and sat down.
"Probably not, but it was an easy potshot."
"Is Randy really working on your house or are you dating him?"
"I wasn't aware that our relationship was over, so no, I'm not dating him. Or anyone. Maybe you can update me on where we stand." I just wasn't in the mood to beat around the bush.
"I've been a mess. I knew I'd take this place over eventually, but to have it dumped on me, along with dad's heart attack...." He trailed off and stared into the dark vineyards. "I kept hoping, longer than was feasible, that I'd come back, and you and I would pick up where we left off. I wasn't ready for the reality of losing dad."
"I'm sure it was all a big shock, right from the beginning. To be honest, I didn't expect you back. I thought even if your dad recovered, you would remain to step in." I took a long contemplative drink of wine. "It was then I began to wonder how we would keep our relationship up. Would you want to? Would I want to? Would we continue long-distance? So much to think about."
"Yeah, I wondered all that too. Problem was that I never had a chance to think anything through. I barely got in phone calls with you." He poured two more glasses of wine. "The one thing I did know is that you wouldn't give your restaurant up to come up here with me."
"But shouldn't that have been my decision?" I asked. I couldn't really say what my answer would be right at this moment, but I do know it would be my decision only.
"Ellie, I'd feel guilty if you gave all that up for me."
"Would it be only for you though? You don't know that either." I stated.
"All I'm sure of right now is that I love you, Ellie. We live in different cities, and I can't leave mine."
"We have a lot to think about. More to talk about. It's getting late and your dad's memorial is early tomorrow. You need to rest." I stood up and grabbed the empty bottle of wine and glasses.
When he moved from the chair, his body brushed mine. He was close enough to feel his heat. I smelled the musky scent that was him.
He leaned in and kissed me. It was as though all those months melted away and we hadn't been apart. I lost myself in his arms, in his kiss, in the taste of him.
"I missed this so much," I gasped, breaking away to catch my breath.
"Me too. Me too. I want to stay with you tonight, Ellie. I need to make some sense of my life now and you're the only one that can do it for me."
We dropped our clothes on the way to the bedroom. I moaned at the feel of his hot naked body against mine. His hardness trapped between our bodies throbbed.
"Need you inside me, babe," I whispered. I needed to be filled by him. I had to have our connection back.
I pushed him onto the bed and crawled over him. He squeezed my swaying tits and plucked at my nipples. He sucked one into his mouth and I moaned. I rode his solid shaft between my slick pussy lips. Just that action caused me a long moaning orgasm.
I raised and slid down his cock. My pussy was slick from my orgasm the feeling was phenomenal. I ground down hard taking him as deep as I could. I leaned on his shoulders and rode him lustily. My breasts bounced and swayed over him.
"It has been so long. I'm right where I belong," he murmured.
I clenched my muscles and milked his pulsating cock. I heard the buildup in him, felt it.
"Oh my god babe, cum for me," I whimpered and moaned out my own mind-blowing orgasm.
I lay in his arms. Our bodies twined together. I loved this. Loved him. And soon I'd be leaving him and back to where we were before. I just couldn't think of that. Not right now.
I squinted against the morning sun breaking through the window.
"Wake up sleepyhead. We have to get going," he said pulling the curtain back and heading to the bathroom. I heard the shower running.
"Want some company?" I opened the door and stepped in.
"Mmmm." The hot water felt good after our gymnastic sex last night.
HE stroked his slick soapy hands over my body. "Mmmm is right."
"I was referring to the hot water, but this works too," I giggled.
He backed me against the wall and rubbed his body on my slippery body. My nipples hardened against his furry chest. I put my arms around his neck and kissed him. I nibbled his lower lip and tugged.
He pulled my leg up to his waist and opened me up to him. He slid in and all I could do was hang on while he fucked me. Hard and fast. Our loud breathing was lewd in the glass enclosure, along with my X-rated whimpers.
"Damn, Ellie. I can't get enough of you," he gasped.
"Oh crap, we have to get going," I said, rinsing off and jumping out of the shower.
Gregg toweled off and headed back to the house to dress. It would be a somber day, but my heart was full.
The memorial took place in a favorite place in the vineyards of James. When we got back to the winery, long tables of food and drinks were set up.
"Peter, you look very handsome," I smiled. I knew that they gave the kitchen crew time off to attend the memorial because so many volunteered food.
"Thank you," he smiled. "It's not often I'm out of chef white. Sad to say it's for this reason." I nodded.
I sought out Gregg knowing he wouldn't have stopped to have something to eat. I guided him to a banquet table, and we filled our plates.
"Thanks, Ellie. I haven't sat down or eaten today."
"I knew that. I know everyone wants to talk to you, but you do need to eat."
"I didn't even think to ask. When are you leaving?"
"I have to go back tomorrow."
"We have to talk before you go," he said.
I nodded. "Yes, I can't go back to the same way it has been. We have to make some decisions."

~to be continued~
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Whispers in the Vineyard Ch 04

It was a depressing drive home after the memorial service. Gregg and I talked about our options and concluded there was only one. I get rid of the restaurant and move to the winery.
Leaving my town, friends, business and staff was the option. Painful one. Not going to Gregg was the second choice. Even worse.
My phone came through the car speakers.
"Hello! Miss you already," I said.
"Me miss you too. Very much. Love you too. Very much." Gregg's voice surrounded me in the car and was somehow comforting.
"I love you too," I sniffed.
"Don't cry babe," he said sadly.
"I'm not," I lied.
"Are you close to home?"
"Not much further."
"Last night was pretty hot," he said, his voice low and sexy.
"Ohno, not while I'm driving. You're making me squirm," I whined.
He laughed. "Okay okay, call when you get home, and we'll discuss it."
"Oh, you are such a bad boy," I giggled. Although phone sex was going to be about as good as it got for a while.
I was back at it the next day. Hit the butcher and produce early and got into the restaurant earlier than usual. I liked this time in my place by myself. I usually found solace, but it was different now. I couldn't put my finger on it but knew it had to do with the last few days at the winery.
I didn't mention it to anyone because Peter asked me not to. He told me he wanted to cut back his hours in the kitchen. His wife wanted to travel, and he wanted to be able to take time off. He was the heart of that kitchen and kept everything running smoothly. I thought back to our conversation.
"Have you considered moving here, Ellie?"
We were sitting on the deck overlooking the grapevines. I studied the winding rows for a moment, gathering my thoughts.
"I am thinking about it yeah. Gregg would like me to move here. It's just that I'd hate to give up my restaurant, and more so, leave my staff jobless."
He nodded. "I understand that. I was wondering if you came here, you'd want to work or not."
"I don't think I can sit and do nothing, but to be honest I never thought that far."
"I'd like to shorten my hours here and take a little more time off. If you would step in, that would take a load off my mind, and I'm sure Ami would be thrilled. I also would hate to have her search for a chef. We know you're a perfect fit already!"
"Oh wow, Peter. That would be a wonderful opportunity, but I don't think I'm good enough," I said, a little awed that he even thought of me.
"I've cooked with you, remember?!" he laughed. "You can easily manage it. You can oversee the whole damn kitchen for god's sake," he boomed, then looked around to see if anyone heard him.
"That you have that much confidence in me means a lot, Peter. It's just that I've never worked in a structured kitchen. Have had no formal training. I'm more seat of the pants type of chef. I normally choose what's in season and the best meat available." I sighed. "I just don't know."
He laughed. "I could argue each and every point, but all I'm going to say is BS."
I laughed. "Okay, maybe it's my own shortcomings hitting me. I do appreciate you thinking about me, and I will think about it. If I did move here, at least I'd still be doing what I love."
"And just as a little teaser, Ami and Gregg are very hands-off and allow us to pretty much do what we want. You could continue on as you're doing at your place."
"Only with a real kitchen and real staff," I laughed. "I will think it over, Peter. Again, my thanks for having such confidence in me."
"I just don't want to mention it to anyone yet. I hoped to tell Ami you'd be filling in when I'd be taking off." He grinned.
"No problem. It's just between us. We'll keep in touch!"
I reran that conversation in my mind while I was prepping tonight's dinner. I'd get to be with Gregg again which was my first consideration. I'd get to work and learn with Peter, which was my first work consideration. I learned so much in the short time I was in the kitchen with him before and I'd love to continue that.
"You must have been here early!" Janeen said, seeing the tables set and ready.
"I was. I sorta missed the place," I admitted.
"How was it? I mean for a memorial service type of thing?"
"It was very nice. The community made the food, and the tables were loaded. It was nice that the kitchen staff could attend the service." And they offered me a job. "It was wonderful seeing Gregg." I blushed.
"I bet you really miss him now," she guessed. "You know, it's none of my business, but I'm going to say it anyhow... Don't let this slip away from you. A lifetime of happiness compared to," she waved her arms, "this."
"I appreciate your thoughts and you're right. I wanted to wait until the timing was right, but what will be my indicator." I asked rhetorically.
"Do you think anyone would be interested in taking this over?" Janeen asked.
"I've never thought of that," I said, looking at her. "Maybe you?" I smiled.
"Me?" she squeaked. "I can only cook grilled cheese." We both laughed.
"What if you got more kitchen help? A chef? A wannabe chef like me? I had no formal training."
We looked at each other. "Hmmm."
I invited Randy over for my next test recipe day. While I was gone, he finished my deck, and I was thrilled. I called, but I need to pay him and thank him personally.
I was feeling creative and had loads of leftovers. Randy had unearthed outdoor furniture from my shed, so I planned on eating outdoors.
"You did a beautiful job, Randy! I'd never have come up with anything like this. You're very talented!"
"I'm glad you like it. It's a relief. I was hesitant to finish it while you were gone."
"No no. No worries. I leave it up to the professionals," I grinned. "I thought we'd eat out here since it's such a beautiful day?"
I set the food up buffet style, gave him a plate, and told him to go for it.
"Wow, you made a lot of food this time."
"I was feeling extra inspired today."
We ate and made small talk. He dove in and I promised him lots to take home. Probably enough to take to the station if he wanted to share.
He opened the after-dinner wine and asked, "I guess you're thinking to move north?"
"I am, yes. In fact, I'm looking for a chef to take over. I hate to just close the place and leave my staff jobless."
"I'll keep an ear out. I'd like to see it stay open myself." He swirled the wine in his glass looking down. "I guess it's a permanent thing with you and Gregg." He went on without needing an answer. "I was hoping I might have a chance, but I wish you both the best of luck."
"Thank you, Randy, that means a lot." There was little I could say to that, and we went back to small talk until he left.
The next day I walked into the restaurant and before the door closed behind me, Janeen said excitedly, "You're not going to believe this!"
I dropped my bags on a chair. "What?!"
"I might have found someone that could step in and take over!"
"Really? Who?" I was as excited now.
"You know Elizabeth that does catering around town?"
"Oh yeahhhhhhh," I said, her reputation running through my mind at warp speed. "Wow, she might be just the person?" Janeen nodded.
"I told her to come in tomorrow about this time. Will that work?"
"Hell yeah!" I laughed.
I had time to make a few inquiries about her before she showed up. She was bubbly, energetic, and as imaginative as me. She stayed with me in the kitchen and worked right alongside me. She was perfect and I was thrilled. All that was left was some paperwork. I would retain ownership and she would run the restaurant. I would be able to leave in a few weeks. After I felt she was trained, that is.
That freed me to think about the move. I hadn't told Gregg yet. I wanted to tell him when the time was right. When he'd be surprised. And he would be since he hadn't heard about the job offer yet.
I was off today, wasn't testing new dishes, and had nothing real pressing to do. I opened my eyes, decided it was too early to get up, and went back to sleep.
"Ellie."
I was having such a delicious dream that Gregg was here. I could hear him. I could smell his pine scent. I squeezed my legs together to enjoy the dream.
"Ellie. Babe."
"Mmmm," I moaned. The dream seemed so real. I squeezed my eyes shut, not wanting to wake up. His fingers softly trailed over my face.
"Ellie, honey, wake up."
"Nooooo," I whimpered. "Dreaming. So good."
"That dream better have me in it."
My eyes flew open. "Gregg!" He was sitting on the edge of the bed right next to me. I threw my arms around him and pulled him down.
"Ellie!" he laughed, rolling to keep his weight from falling on me.
"You are here!" I began kissing his face all over.
"I love you, babe," he whispered.
"What're you doing here?" I was waking up enough to wonder.
"I missed you so much, I left early this morning to get here. I have to go back tomorrow."
"I don't care. You're here now! I love you so much," I said, pulling his t-shirt over his head. "Take your pants off."
"Yes, miss bossy," he chuckled. "Is this better? He pulled my nakedness against his and I moaned.
"Yessss," I hissed.
We faced each other, kissing deeply while he kneaded my breasts. I slid my leg up his thigh to his hip. His hard cock prodded my smooth shaved lips. They were already swollen and needy and I rocked my hips.
"Oh babe," he moaned, sliding in deep.
I hooked my leg over his hip, opening wider and he drove in deeper. I rocked my hips in rhythm each time clenching my cunt tighter around his shaft. That position kept me in rolling waves of orgasm.
Suddenly he rolled me on my back. My legs wrapped around him. He held himself on his elbows, sucking and biting my nipples. His hips jerked hard, pounding his cock deep. My nails dug into his back, scoring the length to his ass.
The sound of wet dripping sex, hard rasping breaths, animalistic grunts, my own moans coming from somewhere inside me. We were in a race to get to the end. It was out of control sex. Suddenly he raised, drove deep, and exploded his hot seed inside me. The hot gush sent me over the edge, and I grimaced as I went over the edge.
"Phew. Damn." He lay next to me, his forearm over his eyes. "that was umm..." he trailed off.
"Yes, it was," I sighed.
My limbs were heavy. I felt like I ran a marathon. I wanted to roll over and go to sleep. So, I did. I threw an arm across his chest, put my head on his shoulder, and promptly fell asleep.
The scent of cooking garlic and onions wafted into the bedroom.
"You know how to wake this girl up," I said, wrapping my arms around him from behind.
"I know how much you like fried onions and garlic, but I added potatoes and sausage. I'm not the cook you are, but this should be okay."
"Are you joking! It looks delicious. You know your way around the kitchen. I at least remember that!" I poured two cups of coffee and we sat down to eat.
"So, you were surprised?" he grinned.
I laughed. "Did I show you how much I missed you too?"
"You did. You did. I'm still not recovered," he laughed. He stabbed a fork full of sauerkraut. "Did you make this?"
"I did. I started doing some fermenting because I couldn't find what I wanted for one of my dinners. I'm hooked. I can't believe how much you can add to sauerkraut to make it different."
"This is different! I like it, Ellie." He took another bite. "I'll bet Peter would love to have this."
I picked our empty plates up and put them in the sink. "Let's go sit out on the deck. You haven't seen it yet!"
"Whoa, this is great, Ellie." He walked around the deck. "Randy is really good, isn't he?"
"Yes, it was his design, and he did it all while I was there for your dad's memorial. It was done when I got back."
"Sounds like him. I know he has struggled since his divorce. She blindsided him. Fell in love with someone else and she left. Just like that."
"Yeah, that's sad. He's a nice guy." He nodded.
We sat on the old glider. "It's not like the view of the vineyard," I said.
"Well, no, but this is still nice."
"So, what would you say if I told you I was moving there?"
"What! Seriously?" He turned to look at me.
I brought him up to date on almost everything.
"I guess I don't have to ask if it's okay with you," I laughed.
"When? What are you going to do with the restaurant? How about the house? When? Soon?" He waved his arms.
I laughed. "I'm keeping the restaurant. Keeping the house, probably renting it out. I'll move as soon as I have the new manager chef trained." I stopped and thought. "Oh, one more thing to tell you."
He looked at me and waited. "What?!"
"I'm going to work in the kitchen at the winery."
"That would be awesome! You are a chef at the winery. That's just perfect, Ell. Perfect." He sat there grinning. "This is wonderful news."
"I hoped you'd think so, babe."
"And we'll have the house to ourselves. Mom is moving to an apartment closer to Gainesville. She said the memories there are too much for her. I think too she wants me to feel as though I can run the place without her looking over my shoulder."
I nodded. "I can understand that. I'm sad she won't be around, but I understand. There is one thing though. I should have talked to you about it sooner, but I wasn't sure where our relationship was going." He gaped at me. "Now wait, hear me out. This could be the most important conversation of our lives."
He got serious. "I'm not sure what would make me love you less or not want you but go ahead."
"I decided quite a while ago. Right out of high school, I didn't want kids. I didn't feel as though I was mother material. I also felt if I wasn't one thousand percent into it, I shouldn't do it."
"Okay, go on. I'm waiting for the problem."
"I just don't want children, Gregg. If it's something you want, then we need to discuss it now. I wouldn't want you to tie yourself up with me not knowing where I stand."
"Alright. The only thing I can think of is that we need to have you spayed. Or me neutered?"
I laughed. "Are you sure you're okay with it? I've already been spayed, by the way."
"Never had a burning desire for kids. Big responsibility. Not sure I'm grown up enough, blah blah. Hey, how about going over to that little bar on the river... Gator something, I think. They had the best grouper sandwiches. I've missed those almost as much as I've missed you."
I lightly punched him on the arm. "Gee thanks!" I felt such relief clearing the air.
We went to shower, got distracted by each other, and finally were on our way. This place was old Florida at its finest. We grabbed a couple of beers at the bar and went to sit at the picnic tables outside.
"You look less tense, babe," I said.
"I am. I'm finally getting my footing at the winery and I'm able to relax a bit. Having you there will help immensely."
We chatted until the grouper sandwiches came and that ended any talking. They were good and I hadn't been since Gregg left. I sort of wished it was him moving here instead of me moving to the hustle and bustle of the winery. But it is what it is and I'm going where Gregg is.
It was a whirlwind twenty-four hours with Gregg and too soon I was alone again. I didn't have much time to dwell on that because today was the first day of Elizabeth's training. She was there and ready when I came in with the meat and produce. Janeen and I had her shadow us both to get a feel for what we did.
I had a good feeling about her and began to plan my move. I kept Gregg in the loop because he wanted to help when and where he could.
A few days later I was taking a sweet tea break on my front porch, and I heard the familiar rumble of the fire truck. This time though I knew it wasn't Gregg, so it was a bit alarming.
It rumbled to a stop in front of my house and two of the guys jumped off and loped across my front yard. I remembered each one of them.
"Hey, guys!"
"Hey, Ellie! We wanted to tell you that the guys at the station will help you move. Do whatever you need. We have a big truck available to move your stuff up there. We'll do the loading and unloading. Gregg was our best buddy and you're our favorite chef. We want to do something for you both."
I grew all teary and gave them my thanks. How much I appreciated it. Over and over. I'm sure they were thankful they had a call and had to run.
True to their word, three weeks later, they moved me to the winery. They wouldn't even let me drive my car. I rode while two firefighters kept me in stitches sharing their stories which made the trip fly by.
Gregg was waiting for us. He planned a food layout for the guys before they left and of course cases of wine. It was a great camaraderie they had, and I knew it was something Gregg missed.
After they left, he showed me around the house. I'd never been there because we were always in a cottage or the winery. At that time James and Ami lived there too.
The house was a larger version of my Florida-style house. Tin roof with a wrap-around porch on all sides. It sat at the highest point of the vineyards and the view was fantastic.
We stayed in Gregg's room until we had time to decide what to do. He wanted me to redecorate, paint, and flooring. I understood that he wanted to make it ours.
I was getting ready for my first day in the winery kitchen on my own. Gregg came up behind me when I was applying my lipstick.
"Mmmm, sexy," he nibbled on my neck and bumped me with his hard bulge.
"I'm gonna be late!" I tried to squirm away.
"I'm the boss. I'll write you a note," he growled.
We looked at each other in the mirror. He pulled my robe off my shoulders baring my breasts. I watched his hands gently cup my breasts and thumb my nipples. Watching this way as well as feeling it was so erotic.
His breath rasped in my ear as we watched him knead my breasts, squeezing them together, pinching my nipples until my head tipped back, and my lips parted with moans.
Fingers traveled down my stomach and slipped between my legs. His finger gently manipulated my clit into a body shuddering orgasm. I tried to keep my eyes open to watch him. And myself. But I just couldn't. The orgasm racked through my body.
"Cum for me babe," he gritted in my ear. His breath was steamy, his breath harsh.
I fell apart again just at his words, the lust in his eyes. I reached behind me.
"No, this is for you. All for you, my love," he whispered, taking me to the peak again.
When I came down my legs were weak, and I was glad he had me braced against his body.
"Oh, you are so bad," I gasped out. "I have to work and now all I want to do is sleep," I laughed.
He swatted me on the butt. "Better get going then. Who knows what the boss will do if you're late," he said with an evil grin. "I'll meet you for lunch."
Peter was off today, and I may as well not have been there. The kitchen hummed along without a hitch. Everyone knew what to do and did it. I would never have imagined such a smooth-running kitchen.



I brought a tray for our lunch out to the deck where Gregg was already waiting.
"So, how'd it go?" he asked.
"Like buttah," I giggled. "Honestly, they didn't even need me there. That is a wonderful kitchen staff you have. They do what they need to do without a thought."
"One more thing I don't have to worry about. Especially now that you're here." He uncovered his plate. "Salad. You're trying to make me healthy again, aren't you?"
I pulled the cover off the roast beef sandwich au jus and rolled my eyes. He laughed.
"Oh hey, my uncle is coming to visit. At least I think it's just a visit."
"Really? Your mom's brother?"
"Yeah, think I told you about him. He's the cop that just retired. He's a real character. He was a curmudgeon before he even turned forty, I think," he laughed. "I loved him. I used to spend a couple of weeks with him every summer. Once I got older, I got ride-along in his cruiser." He picked at his food. "That's how I decided I wanted to be a fireman. We went to do traffic control for a fire, and I spent the night watching the firefighters do their jobs. I knew then that's what I was going to do."
"Hi! Don't you guys want anything to drink?" A cute little blonde bounced up to the table.
She was a new server, the daughter of an employee over in the winery.
"I just think we might, Kitty. What do you suggest?" Gregg asked.
I saw the look of panic on her face, thinking this was some kind of a test. "We'll take a couple of unsweetened iced teas please," I said. She smiled brightly and left before Gregg could say anything more.
"I think she was nervous," he commented.
"No kidding," I rolled my eyes and laughed. "She's a sweetie. I was talking to her before her shift started. She'll be a hit with the males." He grinned.
I'm thirty-nine C and she has to be at least forty D. I bet she wasn't hurting for dates in college. I remember my college days. Big tits will get you all the attention.
"So, when is Jake coming in? Did you set up a cottage for him?"
"Tomorrow and that's a project for this afternoon. He was going to stay near mom, but she wouldn't have it."
"Okay babe, I need to get back to the kitchen. I'm sure they're paralyzed without me being there," I said sarcastically and laughing. I turned, took my tea off the tray, thanked Kitty, and went back inside.
The next day Peter and I last minute decided to try a special for dinner. I got involved in preparations which meant I couldn't meet Gregg's uncle when he arrived. There was a table reserved for us on the deck for dinner and I had just enough time to get back to the house and get dressed.
"You look beautiful, Ellie," Gregg said, standing up to lightly kiss me. "I want you to meet my uncle, Jake. Jake, this is Ellie."
I stumbled for a moment. Expecting a retired-looking man, this guy didn't look like he should be retired from anything. He had the same dark-tanned skin as Gregg and Ami.
"Nice to meet you," I said, shaking his hand. He towered over me when he stood, his shoulders broad, tapering to narrow hips.
"I've heard so much about you from my sister, I'm glad to finally meet you." He flashed a lopsided grin and pearl white teeth. This was a man that takes care of himself, I thought.
We sat down and Gregg poured the wine. Strands of silver here and there throughout his hair threw sparks in the torchlight surrounding us. A white t-shirt was stretched over his muscular chest. A well-worn black leather jacket and jeans completed his dinner attire. Perfect in my book.
Our dinner special was spectacularly received, and we heard compliments all evening. Sitting at the table with the winery owner was never a private affair. Guests liked to stop by and say hello, compliment him on the food, and rave about the wine.
Jake lowered his voice while Gregg was talking to a guest, and said, "I understand you are a chef here?"
I nodded. "I just started working here and helping the chef and covering for him when he takes time off."
"I also understand you had a successful restaurant of your own. You're a good woman for my nephew. Damn good looking too. Makes me happy to see you together."
I laughed nervously at the backhanded compliment. Gregg told me about him, but I'm thinking it's something you have to experience. Either way, he is going to be fun to have around. He's a character and I like that.
The following day Ami came into the winery, and I was so happy to see her. I missed her very much.
"This is a surprise! You came to see Jake, I bet? I haven't seen him since breakfast."
"I'll see him soon enough. It's great to see you again, Ellie. I wasn't able to talk to you much at the memorial service and-"
"I understand," I interrupted. "How are you liking Gainesville? I know there's so much to do there."
"There is! I love it. I'm volunteering at a woman's shelter and feel like I'm doing something finally."
Gregg was there hugging his mom and thanking her for coming, which I thought was strange. Jake walked up and there were more hugs all around. I began to walk back to the kitchen, but Gregg caught my hand and guided me toward the dining room. Just then Randy walked in, and I knew something was up. Introductions all around.
A large table was set up with flowers and bottles of champagne and I looked at Gregg quizzically. He grinned.
Suddenly he dropped to his knee, took a ring box out of his pocket, opened it up, and said, "I know I should say something dramatic but... Ellie, would you do me the forever thing of marrying me?"
I was in shock. We had never discussed marriage. I guess we'd been too busy. Well, I'm glad one of us thought of a lifetime together, I thought giggling to myself. I looked around and all eyes were on me, waiting.
"Yes," I said simply and the whole dining room cheered.
Gregg grabbed me and kissed me and told me he loved me. I told him I loved him and kissed him. He slid the marquis diamond on my finger.
We sat down to eat meals prepared especially for this by Peter. He served us himself.
"Congratulations you two. I couldn't be happier for my two favorite people," he said.
I glanced up and saw Jake coming back into the dining room stopping to say something to Kitty, who giggled and blushed wildly. I could only imagine what he said, I thought, laughing to myself.
A few days later Jake and I were early to breakfast, and he said, "Say that Kitty is one cutie!" He wagged his eyebrows.
She is, and half your age. This is going to be interesting, I thought.
We of course decided to have the wedding at the winery. I called Janeen to give her the date, hoping she and the staff could come. Gregg had Randy told everyone at the fire station.
The days leading up to the wedding were a whirlwind. Peter helped me plan the menu and all the food and drink details. Ami deemed we use the aged wine that was in reserve. She also went with me to Gainesville to pick out my wedding dress.
For now, everything seemed to be in place.

~to be continued~
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Backwoods Georgia Debauchery

"Go fuck your father."
"What?!"
"Abilene dammit, I said git in there and fuck him. Imma tired of him bothering me with that thang. All he ever wants to do is stick it in me like he's rutting an old sow."
Her tone gave no room for backtalk. She rarely used my name. It was a reminder that she was stuck in backwoods Georgia instead of Texas where she believed her life would be better.
Mama stomped into my room and slammed the door. The rundown shack vibrated, and I was sure through the single walls the neighbors heard her.
"Happy eighteenth birthday to you, Abilene," I whispered to myself since no one else noticed.
I knew she would be taking a strap to me if she came out and I wasn't in their bedroom. Pa worked hard at the mill and was sprawled naked across the bed, fast asleep.
I stretched out next to him in the only nightwear I had. His old paper-thin white sleeveless t-shirt. It may as well have been nothing as threadbare and full of holes as it was.
He stirred then rolled to his side. "Callie get your ass over here and take care of me."
His cock flopped on the bed, grew beet red and began to throb right before my eyes. I wasn't a virgin, but this was more than I'd ever seen. It was long with ropy blue veins that mapped the thick shaft. It was capped with a mushroom head with a wide thick overhang.
He shifted his legs and the big wrinkled sac tumbled from between his thighs. It was sparsely covered with curls unlike the thick nest at the base of his shaft. The weight of two golfball size balls stretched the ball sac long.
"Pa, it's me," I whispered.
"What the sam hell?" he growled. "What're you doin' here, Abby?"
"Ma sent me in."
He scrubbed a hand over his face to wake up. His chin was bristly with a chestnut beard. Warm brown eyes were slits while he regarded me in his bed.
"I spose she wants you to take care of me so she don't have to," he said, fingers raking through his dark chestnut hair.
"Yeah. She said I should fuck you."
"She did, did she..."
His eyes moved over my body stopping at my tits. Ma had none and often told me she resented me for taking after my Pa's mama. I have the same big tits and big round dark nipples she had.
"Damn girl you do have a rack on you," he murmured. My nipples hardened as he stared. "Your Ma ain't got nothin' in that department."
I was on my side facing him, my head resting on my upper arm. The hem of the shirt came to the top of my thighs and he hooked a finger to lift it up. I raised and he pulled it off over my head.
"I ain't never seen nipples that big, girl. Dang." He circled the tip of his finger around the edge of each one. "You like that do you," he smiled noticing my sharp intake of breath when he did that.
I nodded and breathed, "Yes."
"So you want to climb on board and take a ride on me, girl?"
His words were crude but his touch was light and sensuous.
"I can."
"You ride ol' Peterson's horse don't you?" I nodded. "I'm betting you like that." I nodded again.
His fingers trailed down my side and over my hips. Thick eyelashes hid his eyes and I couldn't read what he was thinking.
"Do you like me, Pa?" I finally asked.
He grabbed his hard cock and shook it. "You got this harder'n your Ma ever did. Not once in all our years."
I gasped when he caressed the undersides of my tits and spontaneously squirmed closer to him.
"So if'n you start fucking me, then what's she good for, besides spendin' all my loot?"
I thought about it. I kept the shack as clean as was possible. Georgia red dust seeped through any crevice and in this shack there were many. She heated cans for dinner. When she did cook. I went to the laundromat.
"Not a damn fuckin' thing right?" I nodded, agreeing.
I cleaned a couple of cotton grower's houses on the outskirts of town, which helped buy the groceries. Ma hadn't worked in three years claiming she didn't' have the constitution for working. I don't know what she did all day when we were off working.
"Ya ever think about climbin' on your old man's wood before?" He asked, rolling to his back and tucking his arm behind his head.
Millwork kept him lean and muscular and I always thought he looked younger than Ma. Maybe he was. I never knew their ages.
"Not really."
His cock lolled back on his belly, not rock hard now, but still thick.
He stared up at the ceiling. "You got yourself a boyfriend?"
"No."
He looked over at me, reached and out, and stroked my face.
"Cause you'll be mine if'n we fuck, girl." I nodded. "Your Ma never liked sex much." His fingers trailed down my neck to my tits. "These right here alone'll keep my dick stiff." He softly caressed my soft melon shaped tits.
I swallowed hard and stifled a moan. He began to watch me as he fondled my tits and teased my nipples. I couldn't stop my reaction and arched my back shoving my tit into his hand.
"You're a responsive gal aren't you," he murmured. "You cum when you fuck?" I nodded. "Thought so."
He rolled towards me and propped his head on his hand. He was much closer now and I could feel the heat of his body.
He stroked my belly with the back of his fingers and I quivered. His eyes caught mine and flared.
"Bet you're a wildcat ain't ya?" I shrugged and he smirked. "Ya know what I think? Ya just like your Pa and would roll around in the sack at any opportunity." I lowered my eyes and hooded the truth.
He plucked at the nest of hair below my belly. I was on my side and my thighs were closed. I wondered if he would touch me there.
"Your old man turnin' you on ain't he?"
He took my hand and rubbed it across the stubble on his cheek, which pulled me even closer. My nipples were only an aching inch or two from his furred chest.
"I'd guess she's sleepin' in your bed tonight." I nodded. "So it's just you'n me all night."
I flicked my tongue across my dry lips and his eyes locked on my mouth. I was breathing harder with his hands on me. He reached up and unclipped my waist-length hair. Dark curls tumbled over my shoulders and tits.
He pushed the hair away from my nipple with his finger and pinched and pulled it longer. I gasped and he moaned. He moved my hair back over my shoulder, leaned over and rubbed the scratchy bristles on my nipple. A soft moan escaped my lips. He continued rubbing until I trembled.
I arched again as his tongue flicked across the hard tip. His breath was so hot on my tit. Whiskers scratched my tender skin until I was quivering with arousal.
Instinctively I wove my fingers through his thick hair to hold him to my breast. He moaned and his teeth clamped down. I jerked and hissed, flexing my fingers in his hair.
"How many hard ons you cause with these knockers," he murmured against my tit, following with a sharp stinging kiss. I cried out and arched for more. "You ever been titty fucked my girl?"
"No," I gasped at another stinging bruise on my tit. I wondered if he could tell I can cum just from having my tits worked over.
He rolled up and straddled my ribs, his fat cock dragging across my chest leaving a streak of thick precum between my tits.
"Squeeze those knockers together. I wanna fuck these, girl."
I did and he slid his cock through until the smooth shiny head appeared. As he stroked through, his precum created lubrication in the fuck tunnel of my tits.
I was mesmerized by the cock poking out the top of my tits then back in. I pinched and held my nipples together while he thrust. I couldn't help myself and flicked my tongue across the head when he stroked through.
He grunted loud and pushed up further allowing me to take his cock head into my mouth. Every few strokes we did that. His breathing became hard and heavy.
"Ya like suckin' your Pa's cock, girl?"
"Mmmm," I moaned his cock pushing deeper into my mouth.
Finally we dropped all pretense of titty fucking and he began to earnestly fuck my mouth. I grabbed onto his ass, feeling the hard muscles contracting, the head of his cock in my throat.
He was grunting and moaning. The headboard banged the wall and creaked. I knew the neighbors could hear that because I could hear them fucking in the middle of the night. I wondered what Ma was thinking.
His balls drug across my tits, my jaw ached from the angle, but I wanted to taste him. I wanted to take all his hot cock juice.
Suddenly he drove in, and shouted with every punp of his cock. Hot cream slid down my throat.
He dropped to the bed panting. "I gotta work in the morning and need to sleep. Make sure you're in my bed tomorrow night."
The next day I came home from cleaning to all my belongs in the room with my Pa. She moved into my room that day without a word.
She had heated up a can of beans and hot dogs for dinner. We ate in silence.
"Clean this up," he told her and got up from the table. "Come with me," he told me.
He led me into the bathroom. "I need a shower." He dropped his clothes on the floor and looked at me. When I didn't move, he pulled my t shirt over my head and shoved my pants down. "You do too."
I wrapped my hair on top of my head and stepped into the tub. The shower was already hot and it felt good on my skin. The area was so small our bodies touched at every movement.
He handed me the soap and looked at me expectantly. I lathered my hands with the bar and stroked his chest.
Thick lather formed on the mass of dark curls. His nipples hardened under my fingers and I glanced up. He smiled. I continued down his chest to his belly. His cock pointed straight out at me. I lathered the thick nest at the base and cupped his heavy hanging balls in my soapy slick hand.
He growled low and I looked up. His eyes were hooded and lusty. "Pull them, girl. Pull on them hard." I did and he groaned in pleasure.
I wanted to touch his body. I was not done yet. I scratched my nails up his chest and began to lather his hair. That action brought me against his body, my tits rubbing his chest. He cupped my ass and pulled me up into him, allowing me to continue washing his hair.
Finally he rinsed his hair so the lather flowed between our bodies.
His soapy hands roamed my body, my back, my ass. Then he turned me and with my back to him, he soaped my tits until I was quivering and moaning. He worked his hands down over my belly to my thick curls. My head fell back on his shoulder when he slipped his hand between my legs.
I whimpered wanting more. Needing more. His steamy breath in my ear, one hand squeezing my tit and the other on my cunt.
"Cum for me, daughter," his deep voice vibrated in my ear his finger playing a rhythmic song on my clit.
I began to moan louder, my body jerking in response to his manipulations. The build was slow and almost painful until the last strum of his finger. I fell apart in his arms.
I panted, trying to catch my breath. He was still breathing in my ear.
"You are as horny as your Pa. I knew you was like that." He made sure I could stand on my shaking legs, rinsed us off and dried me off.
He pointed to the toilet so I sat on the lid and waiting for him to shave. He took my hand and led me to the worn down sofa. We had a small television that ran on rabbit ears that picked up reruns on a local channel but I didn't care because I was in Pa's arms.
"Y'all need to parade around here nekkid like a couple of perverts," Ma huffed when she came out of my- her, bedroom.
"You gave me to your daughter so we'll parade around here like'n we dam well please." The bedroom door slammed. "I never watch this when your Ma was around. She'd be squawking about it. But not you...," he said, going to the television and turning on the video player.
The television came alive with a snowy picture and a lot of crackling. Suddenly the screen filled with a girl on hands and knees and a guy mounted behind fucking her. Pa's pornography.
"Oh yeah," he growled, pulling me onto his lap.
I was fascinated with what was on the screen. I'd heard of pornography but had no opportunity to ever see it. Ma called it filthy smut. All I see is people fucking.
I put my arm around his neck and leaned back into his chest. His arm was around me, my thighs across his. The movie was a bit disjointed, but pretty hot. Trapped between our bodies, Pa's cock throbbed and dug into my hip.
A big breasted blond appeared on the screen. "She ain't got nothin' on you, girl."
He began to fondle my tits while we watched her tits bounce when she rode her partners cock. I heard Pa's low growl and he hugged me tigther against him.
I was getting so wet from him pinching and pulling my nipples and started to squirm. I held his hand over my tit and squeezed, showing him what I needed.
"Oh darlin' you are fired up aren't you," he said, his voice husky.
He continued to knead and squeeze when suddenly I arched and moaned out a long orgasm.
I was limp in his arms but opened my eyes to see the amazement in his eyes.
"Turn around and straddle me, girl. It's time we make your Ma's wish come true."
I threw my leg over his lap. He kept his dick straight and aimed and I lowered.
"Imma gonna fuck you now, Pa," I said sweetly while I slid my tight cunt down his cock.
He winced trying to maintain control. That I came again and my cunt clamped hard on his cock. His fingers dug into my hips to give him time to try to restrain his orgasm.
I ground down, locked down on his throbbing shaft and arched my back. My hair tumbled down my back, over my ass and his thighs. Both hands were on my tits, then he latched his teeth onto my nipple and tugged hard. I wailed.
He now knew what to do to get me off and he did it. I came twice more on his cock without even moving.
But I had to start moving and I rode his cock hard and fast. He leaned back and watched my tits jerking and bouncing until he came in a bellowing orgasm that got louder with each pump.
After a moment I got up and went to clean off in the bathroom. I heard a pounding on the door, then Pa talking. I recognized the voice of our neighbor, Elmer
"Hey! Can you and Callie keep it down? What the sam hell is going you. You puttin' it to her every night now or what?!"
"Hell Elmer, you get a good fuck sometimes you just have to let it all out ya know," Pa told him. He did have the sense to have a towel around his waist.
I walked out and stood next to Pa.
"Abilene?! What in tarnation...?" Elmer's face got red and try as he might, he couldn't stop looking at my nakedness.
"Evenin' Elmer. What brings you to visit?" I said sweetly, giving him as much of an eyeful as he could take.
He sputter a few nonsensical words and with tented pants scurred back to his house. No doubt we'd be hearing him puttin' it to his wife real soon.
"Ya a naughty one, daughter," Pa said grinning. "I like that."
All of a sudden we heard the dramatic cumming of the porn stars still on the television and we both laughed.
Ma seemed to do even less every day while Pa and I worked. I came home and fixed dinner because he deserved more than a can of beans and hotdogs. I made hamburgers and fresh green beans I picked from the garden of the house I clean.
Ma was already at the table. Pa sat down to eat and I put the three plates on the table. She picked up her fork to start eating but Pa whipped the plate out from under her and divided what was left between us two.
"Callie ya love your beans and hotdogs so much, you can eat them."
Pa winked at me and dove into his food. Ma huffed and left the table. The bedroom door slammed.
The next day she said, "You can't let your Pa treat me like that. I bore you. I'm his legal wife. I have rights god dammit." She pounded the table.
"Ma I think you gave all that up when you gave me to him, and him to me. He's mine now. All legal like." Her face turned red and she became furious.
Moral of the story is be careful what you wish for.

~the end~
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The Power of the Wifebeater Chapter Two

My feet were flat on the bed, my knees bent, thighs wide open and bare to him. He kept me so wet during the drive to the coast my sex was strong.
He climbed up the bed and moved between my legs. His breath was a breeze on my sensitive cunt and I moaned.
"I want to eat you, baby," he growled.
I've never heard his voice like that or seen that lusty look. It was so exciting to know it was for me. That I caused it.
I pushed my ass up off the bed and he buried his mouth on my inflamed pussy and moaned.
"Oh, Daddy."
His tongue pushed up and down the slit, teasing my clit each time. He used his teeth, lips, and mouth on my needy pussy. He nipped at my swollen lips and tugged. He sucked rhythmically on my clit and my juices flowed over his tongue as I moaned in a shuddering orgasm.
He moved between my open thighs and stroked his cock a few times while he surveyed my wanton position.
"I can't believe this is happening, but it's too late to stop now. There's no going back from this kitten," he said thoughtfully.
"Fuck me," I replied.
I raised my hips up to meet his cock as it slowly slid in my tense cunt. He pushed in ball deep and locked. He watched my face as I enjoyed the feel of my muscles expanding around his cock.
As he stroked in and out, his fat full balls slapped against me.
"I want you to fill me with your seed."
"The same seed that made you, Maddie," he smiled.
"Yessss. When you fucked Mom. Just like this."
I saw the surprise and shock in his eyes from his words, as his cock throbbed hard inside me. The power of words is seductive.
He dropped to his elbows and buried his face in my tits. "Yes," he mumbled. "But she didn't have these tits, or killer body but I'm so glad she made you."
He lifted his head and looked at me. For censure? Expecting I'd scold him. Maybe reproach. But I had none of them. Nothing but lust and love in my eyes for him.
"She's gone. This is our life now Dad." I felt another hard throb.
He latched onto a nipple and started thrusting into me harder. He heard my long mew as the walls of my cunt convulsed on his cock and I came again. He groaned and began pounding into me.
I held my tits together and he sucked and bit while he fucked me harder. Suddenly be pounded in one last time and locked deep while his white-hot seed spattered against my walls. I came again when I felt the heat deep inside me.
He dropped and rolled to my side taking me with him. We caught our breath. The blood pounded through my body as I thought about what we had just done. I've never had more fulfilling sex. Ever.
I rolled off the bed and looked over my shoulder and smiled as I headed to the shower.
Construction work had chiseled a big muscular body that I enjoyed in the shower. Soapy hands followed the contours of his arms and back.
"Mom would have been shocked," I said.
"I'm not sure she would have been. I wasn't exactly a model husband."
"Really?"
"I always needed more sex than your Mom and it was always an issue between us."
"So, you fucked around on her?"
His body tensed a bit and he looked at me wondering if my comment had any condemnation in it. He nodded but didn't say anything.
"I heard her telling Gina that she couldn't keep up with you in bed."
He nodded again. "She told Gina everything. I often wondered if she knew her friend used that information to seduce me."
It was my turn for a bit of a shock. I tried to imagine Gina and Dad in bed together. But his soapy hands were all over my body and distracting me from my thoughts.
Mom wasn't a very sexual being and I wasn't brought up to think sex should be enjoyable. I think that is why it never occurred to me that it was provocative to walk around in panties and Dad's wifebeater. I was sexual with my boyfriends, but nothing in that house fed into sexuality. Even Dad wasn't affected. At first.
After he made me cum another two times in the shower, we got dressed and decided to wander around the town a bit before getting dinner later.
I wore red and white polka dot high waisted shorts and midriff top to fit in with the retro vibe of the town. Dad looked edible in white shorts and a black sports shirt.
Before leaving I noticed us in the mirror, reminded how much we looked like father and daughter and wondered if there would be any repercussions this trip.
We wandered down the streets hand in hand. I made note of some of the galleries I wanted to come back to. I also noticed an art school. It was new to me, and I wanted to gather more information about it later.
There was no lack of outdoor cafes and coffee shops, so we chose one and ordered lattes. We sat next to each other and watched the town pass us by.
"So, you and Gina huh...." I said and he laughed.
"I thought you might be upset about that, kitten."
I shrugged. "You didn't leave us for her."
"No, I'd never have done that. I wouldn't have done anything to embarrass your Mom either."
"Mom wasn't very sexual I know. She didn't even tell me about the birds and bees."
"No, you learned in school and came to me with questions."
"Gina is pretty sexy. Tiny and dark Italian. I can see you two together."
I could see the blush creep over his face. "Mads!"
I shrugged again. Unlike Mom I'm a sexual person, just don't take it too seriously.
I leaned over and whispered in his ear, "I can just see her petite body on top and riding your cock. She has pretty big tits too, doesn't she?" I nipped his earlobe and he groaned.
"Yeah, she did like to ride me," he admitted in a low voice. "She would incite me until I bucked under her and all it was all she could do to hang on." He smiled at the memory, then laughed. "God, I'm depraved around you."
Gina and her husband moved across country a few years back, so I knew they weren't still together.
"Who else?"
"Who else, what?" he asked, looking way to innocent.
"You know what I mean." I had my hand on his thigh and squeezed.
He pinched the bridge of his nose and put his sunglasses back on.
"You are a problem child, aren't you?" he laughed, and I nodded.
"Anyone else I would know?" I asked.
He groaned again. "Maybe." I just looked at him. "Okay, a mother of one of your friends at school."
"A MILF?!" I nearly shouted and he frowned, although no one was really in hearing distance.
"Well yeah, she was."
I was a little surprised when he told me who she was. I knew her well and she was a real glamour puss. Not in a bad way really. She dressed expensively and her upkeep wouldn't be cheap. Her husband was considerably older, but she gave him a child and he gave her anything she wanted.
"Mmm, that long thick red hair. Bet you loved that."
He chuckled. "What am I going to do with you? But yes, of course I did. She was a beauty. Like no one I'd ever been with. She came from the monied side of town, and I'd never been around anyone like her."
"And she was a wild woman in bed?"
"Well yeah. That red hair was real." He laughed. "I can't believe I'm sitting here talking to my daughter about extramarital affairs I've had."
"Probably because I understand why you had them?" I said, raising my eyebrows in question.
"Yes, probably. I want you to know I never quit loving your Mom."
"I know, Daddy. You took care of her until the end. And I know she loved you. You guys were just on different wavelengths I guess."
We sat in silence for awhile and were in no hurry to move on, just enjoying each other's company.
"Wonder where I got my body from? I'm sure not built like Mom."
"My sister," he said simply.
"Really?" I'd never met her. She died when I was very young. He nodded. "She had big breasts and hips and butt?" I laughed.
"Yes," he said quietly.
"You still miss her."
"I do. Always have."
"You were close?" I asked, wishing I could see his eyes behind the sunglasses.
"We were."
"How close?"
"Kitten," he warned.
"How close, Daddy?" He sighed but still refused to answer me. "You were close to your sister like you are close to me right now." It was a statement because I knew.
"Let's walk, Maddie."
We began wandering the streets again, holding hands and staying close. We discovered the way to the beach and planned on spending the next day there.
"You were right when you said this is our life now, Mads."
"I know. I always hated this saying, but it's appropriate... This is the first day of the rest of our lives."
He laughed and said, "You're so right. And I hated it to, but it's perfect today."
...
We had dinner and got back in time for cocktail hour by the pool. We went to the bar to order, and a glamour puss came up and put in her order.
"Is it a special event?" she asked, Dad.
"Sorry?"
"I thought you brought your daughter because of an event... Graduation or birthday or something."
She smiled genuinely and was really very attractive. Long blonde hair flowed over her shoulders and the red retro cocktail dress was tight and low cut, showing her two fleshy breasts off exquisitely.
"I brought her because she's special, yes," he smiled and she nodded, smiling, and picked up her drink.
After we settled at our table, I said, "I like the way you put that."
"Let people think what they want to think."
"She's a beauty. I think you should ask her to dance."
He thought for a moment. "So, I can take you out on the dance floor after?" I laughed and nodded. "Oh, you are trouble with a capital T."
Eventually he went over and asked her. Because of her heels they were similar in height. She had her arms wrapped around his neck and her soft curves pressed into his hard body. He ran his hands up and down her back. She nuzzled his neck. I knew he was hard because she pushed against him. She had her mound rubbing his cock through their clothes.
She began to whisper in his ear when the song ended, and he took her back to her table. She looked disappointed when she sat down and he made no move to stay, or even ask her to our table.
"Are you happy now, kitten?"
"She got your dick hard," I giggled.
"I'm a man. Most any female gets my dick hard. It's what I do about it that counts."
"Point!" I laughed.
"Just as the song ended, she asked if I could get away later."
We enjoyed watching the others, talked and had a couple of more drinks before I stood up and held my hand out. I noticed she had another man at her table, but she kept an eye on Dad.
And an eyeful she got when she watched us dance. When I had my arms around his neck, we kissed. And when he ran his hands down my back, he cupped my ass and pulled me into his hardness. She soon faded into the background as we continued to dance and get lost in each other.
...
The sea breeze blew hard, and I stood out on the balcony enjoying the sensation. Dad came up behind me and wrapped his arms around me.
"Did you enjoy tonight?"
"I did. It was like a real date you know."
"I guess it was, yeah." His breath was soft against my ear and his lips trailed down my neck.
I pushed my ass back against his hardness. He covered my tits with hands, and I pushed into them. I pulled the halter tie behind my neck and bare tits spilled into his hands. He moaned and palmed my nipples hard to bullets.
"Feels so good," I murmured. The salt heavy breeze on my skin was seductive. I circled my ass on his cock.
He slid a hand down my side and over my hip to work under my dress. "No panties. I should have guessed!"
I pulled my tight dress up over my hips to my waist, baring myself to him. It went from slow and seductive to frenzied. All the foreplay up until now, it wouldn't take much more than my bare ass to push him.
"Jesus, Maddie," he grunted while opening his pants. "I need to fuck you right here."
I pushed my bare ass back and his hard cock slipped between my thighs. His finger strummed my clit, making me even wetter than I'd been all evening.
"I want you to fuck me right here, Daddy."
I leaned on the balcony rail, my red dress bunched at my waist, my tits dangling, my pussy open, wet and ready. I saw his fat balls between my thighs as he pushed his cock into my steamy cunt.
I moaned and came when his cock stretched the walls of my cunt. The day long foreplay and my teasing just now sent him over the edge quickly.
I pulled his shirt over his head, and he kicked off his shorts. Stepping away from him I finished undressing. He was leaning on the railing enjoying the breeze, while two balconies down the redhead was enjoying his body.
I stepped behind him and wrapped my arms around him. He straightened up and my ran my hands down his chest to lovingly cup his balls and cock. I could see her watching over his shoulder until she turned and walked into her room.
We snuggled in bed and fell asleep early, tired from the drive and day.
I woke up to him sitting on the balcony in the sun drinking his coffee and looking at the paper.
"There you are! Get dressed and we'll go down to breakfast."
I started to dress but he decided to undress me, and it ended up going to lunch.
We just finished ordering when the blonde walked in. I saw she was by herself and waved her over.
"Hello! If you're not meeting anyone, would you like to sit with us?"
She glanced at dad and said, "Thanks, I am by myself. I'm Laney."
She said was there for a short vacation away from work. She was obviously attracted to dad. She seemed to be unaffected that I was his daughter. Especially after what she witnessed last night.
"So, Steven what do you do for a living," she asked.
He also seemed attracted to her which was a big turn on for me. I didn't think monogamy was natural. I mean dad fucked around on my mom all their marriage, yet he was there with her until the end. He never stopped loving us. It was pure sex for him.
I sipped my iced tea and let them talk, which allowed me to observe. Thinking about the women he fucked. That he admitted to fucking. I was sure there were more.
I wouldn't be around forever, and dad wouldn't go celibate when I left. I thought he should continue on being a male slut. You see to me, that's not a bad term. Loving sex isn't bad.
She was pouring it on, and they were leaning toward one another, talking intimately. He was responding in kind.
"I think we should all go up to our room," I said.
There was a slight hesitation, but she said yes, and dad was delighted.
I closed and locked the door behind us. They were kissing and rapidly heating up. Dad motioned me over and pulled me with them and began kissing me. She moaned softly.
I pulled away from him and she began stroking my face.
"You're really father and daughter?"
"Yes, we are," I said.
"I watched you last night. It was beautiful."
"I want to watch you two now," I said.
She smiled and kissed me. I discovered a long time ago that I was a voyeur. I stripped and blended into the room. Dad didn't tell me about all his women, and I didn't tell him I watched him with one of his women. That started it.
I had just turned eighteen and had gotten home from school early. His car was in the driveway. Mom was at her sisters, before she got sick.
I heard voices from the bedroom and slowly walked down the dark hallway. The door was wide open. Clothes littered the floor.
A gorgeous black haired Latina woman was straddling him. Obviously impaled on his cock. She slid up and down his pole, squeezing her big breasts together, pinching her nipples and giving him a show.
I could see his big balls between his spread thighs. His cock glistened with her juices when she rose higher.
Suddenly she placed her hands on the bed by his shoulders and he began jerking up and slamming into her body.
I slipped my hand in my panties. I was already so wet. The smell of sex. The raw sounds of fucking. But my dad's groans from pure sexual pleasure did it. Right then I wanted to make him groan like that when I gave him pleasure.
They had each other's clothes off. He gripped her ass, pulling her into him. He lifted her higher and she wrapped her legs around him.
He walked to the bed and followed her down. I watched her score long red streaks up his back. Fingernails dug into his ass. He got louder and begged for more and harder. She pinched and twisted his nipples and he cried out, then wanted more.
She slapped his ass leaving a pink welt. He drove into her, and she began to slap his ass in earnest as he pounded into her harder. He fucked her faster, but suddenly she pushed him off. He whimpered and she slapped him.
I was alarmed momentarily, but realized he was asking. No. Begging for it. She continued to dominate him without sex for the next half hour at least. He was anguished. Begging and pleading.
She had a scarf in her hair, took it out and tied his cock and balls at the base with it. He moaned. She sucked the head. He started to rock, trying to push it into her mouth. She wouldn't allow it. She sucked just enough to keep him hard, then stopped.
His cock and balls were red. The skin was tight and shiny.
She pushed his arms over his head.
"What do you want, Steven?"
"I want you to fuck me," he said in a weak voice. One I'd never heard.
"Have you been a good boy?"
"Yes, I have. Please. I need to cum. I hurt so bad."
"Do you deserve to cum?"
"Yes, please please."
"Please what?"
"Please ma'am?"
"You are a good boy."
She leaned over and lapped at the head of his cock. He jerked and squirmed trying to get her to take it.
"Please ma'am. Fuck me.
"Are you hard for me? Did I make you hard?"
"God yes," he admitted with a deep passion.
"You want to slide that cock in my cunt?"
"Yes, please Let me fuck you ma'am."
She pulled the scarf from his cock, and it was more engorged than I'd ever seen it. Lust was wild in his eyes when he pushed her on the bed, raised her legs up over his shoulders and drove in.
He shouted so loud I was afraid someone would hear him.
"Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhh," he growled over and over in passion and relief.
He pushed up on his arms and jerked his hips, driving deep and fast into her pink cunt. She moaned continuously.
The sounds of a culmination of highs. Suddenly he drove deep. Dropped to his elbows and grunted each pump of cum into her. Her full lips opened, and a low long wail emanated from inside her.
Dad fell to her side. Panting, exhausted. Her chest heaved, her breasts moving with each breath.
I came when they came. Just as exhausted. Just as filled with relief.
I had never witnessed domination. I knew this was just a sexual game for them. Domination could get quite hardcore. I wondered if dad went that far. I knew then he found his match and I was thrilled.
She left early the following morning. It turned out she lived about an hour away from dad and they made plans to meet. She told me she hoped I'd join them next time.
Maybe. Maybe not. I lost interest after watching once.
I did know that she wouldn't be the first woman I would set him up with. I liked variety.

~the end~
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Whispers in the Vineyard Ch 05


Kitty & Jake's Story


Part 1

I love weddings. I'm young and look forward to the romance and man-for-me that will be in my life. Someday.
My stepdad always blusters, No men until after you graduate!
I'm not a virgin, but I'm not experienced, and men are still a mystery to me. College art classes keep me busy with no time for puzzles anyhow.
Working at the winery has been the best experience ever. Everyone is so nice and I'm making a lot of money. My stepdad tends to the grapes and suggested I work the summer here. I'm so glad I did!
"Hey Kitty, how's it going?" Ellie asked when I walked into the kitchen.
"Great, thank you!" I loved her. And Gregg too. He owns the winery and they're getting married. So romantic.
"I'm glad, sweetie. I think this is a pretty fun place to work too," Ellie said. She hasn't been here long either. All I know is she gave up her restaurant to move here with Gregg. So romantic.
I wrapped my long blonde hair on top of my head and prepared to work lunch.
"Hey, there's my favorite blonde," a voice rumbled near my ear. That deep voice hummed through my body.
"Jake!" I turned to look at him. It was the end of lunch, and I was just finishing my last table. "Are you having lunch?"
He grinned and looked at me for a long moment, then said, "What do you have in mind?"
"I'm done and was going to have the chicken salad sandwich. It looks so good."
"I'll have what you're having. Is a table over there in the corner, okay?" he asked, and I nodded.
I escaped to the kitchen to prep our sandwiches. I don't 'know what comes over me when I talk to Jake. He's easily twice my age. Could be my dad. But he overwhelms me. His voice, his scent, his maleness. Like no one I've ever met at college that's for sure.
"I didn't know if you wanted a salad with it or not, but I made mine big enough to split," I said, setting the plates on the table.
"So, tell me about Kitty," he rumbled. Even asking something like that, with his low and sexy voice made my knees weak. I had to stop letting him affect me like that.
I told him that I go to college in Ohio and how I was working the summer here because my stepdad works here too.
He reached over and moved a strand of hair that escaped my bun and was in my face. His thumb brushed my cheek, and I could feel the heat of my blush.
"I haven't seen a girl blush like that in... I don't know how long," he laughed.
"I'm... I'm a-"
"Virgin?" he asked, raising his eyebrows.
"No!" I didn't want him to think I was that unworldly.
"Okay then, that's one mystery out of the way."
"Talk about mysteries," I muttered, stabbing at the lettuce.
"Me?! I'm an open book, darlin'. Ask me anything."
I looked at him and hoped my face wasn't as blank as my brain because right at that moment I wondered what he looked like naked. Wherever did that come from, I thought. That's not me! He brings out another side of me that I've never met, I guess.
"I... Umm..."
"I'll start. Stop me when you get bored." I nodded and he chuckled. "I'm old enough to be your daddy. I'm retired from the police force. I've seen more in my career than anyone would believe. I try to not let it affect me anymore, but I find it sticks with you."
He took a drink of his sweet tea and looked out over the vineyards. "I was married. A long time ago. She couldn't handle seeing me leave for work and not knowing if I'd come home. We never had children. And I have a family I love."
"You're just here to visit?" I asked.
He leaned back in his chair. His black t-shirt fit him like a second skin, and I saw the muscles ripple. His jeans were soft and worn to his body. He sat spread legged and I noticed the white worn spot on the side his cock and balls rested.
"Ahem, my eyes are up here," he laughed. Oh my god, I was just staring at his dick. He must think I'm a slut. What is happening to me?! Thankfully he went on. "But yes, just to visit. For now. I'm not sure what I want to do. I'm too young to not work, even though I have a pension and don't have to work."
The staff began cleaning up to close between lunch and dinner. We drank the last of our tea and went down the steps into the vineyard.
"This is so beautiful," I said, enjoying the thick green grass between the rows of grapevines. They were full and heavy with grapes. Their scent was young, and I learned it would change as they matured.
"It is. I want to come out here on a night with a full moon," he said.
I found myself thinking of us being out here at night. The moon throwing enough light to see, but not to see. It would be very romantic. I'd wear a flowing white gown that shimmered in the light and moved in the breeze as I danced and played between the vines. My imagination went wild with the thought.
"Care to share?" he asked looking amused.
I knew he was reading my mind. "No," I said softly.
Gregg and Ellie's wedding plans were in full force. Winery staff would be helping to prepare, but it would be hired help the day of the wedding so we could be guests. I was very excited and got swept up in the plans and preparations.
The following week was busy for everyone. I only saw Jake in passing and never able to exchange but a couple of words. It wasn't like we were friends really, but I found I missed talking to him. He was an enigma to me. I wanted to discover more about him, but at the same time afraid to know more.
"Hey little one, I must get a suit. Would you like to go with me?"
I thought for a moment and said, "Sure. When?"
"Probably when you aren't working," he chuckled. We worked out a day and time.
I didn't know what was appropriate to wear for suit buying, so I went with his flow and wore jeans and a t-shirt. When I went around the front to meet him, he was waiting on a motorcycle.
"What?! I didn't know you had a bike."
"I do. Hop on and hold on tight, little one."
It took me a moment because I'd never ridden a motorcycle before. I got settled on and put my hands on his waist.
"You need to hold on tight, darlin'." He pulled my arms around him until my hands were on his stomach. My 40 D's were smashed into his back. "That's the way you do it," he hollered over his shoulder as he revved the bike.
He patted my hands on his stomach. I'm sure he felt my nervousness. But as we rode, I began to relax and enjoy the wind, the sun, and the scenery. So much different than a car.
I realized I had a death grip around him and relaxed my arms. My hand was resting on the top edge of his low riders and felt his hard muscles working under my hand.
"You doing okay, darlin'," he asked while we were stopped.
"Yes! I love it."
I saw him grin in the mirror, then wink.
Seemed like too soon we arrived at the men's store. I found a chair by the door and made myself comfortable until Jake came looking for me.
"I didn't bring you along to be cute, which you are by the way. I want your opinion on the suit."
"Oh, okay," I followed him to the back.
I couldn't help but admire how the jeans fit his ass and hugged his legs. Not too much, but not loose either. Perfect. He stopped suddenly and I ran right into him.
"Brake lights!" I warned, laughing.
"Watch what you're doing, sweetie. Not paying attention might get you in trouble," he smirked knowingly.
Darn. He had me at every turn. He would always be a step ahead of me. I better get used to that. But you know, I don't mind that. Nope.
He chose a grey, a light dove grey suit that suited his silver flecked black hair perfectly. A white shirt set off his dark tanned skin.
"What do you think?"
"It's swoonable," I gushed.
He laughed loudly. "I'll take that as the best compliment I've ever had."
"And I'm sure you've had your share," I said, watching the tailor do the fitting.
"One or two," he gave me his crooked smile.
I could just imagine him in a uniform. I'm sure he left a trail of women during his career. And I would probably be one of them, I thought to myself sighing.
"How about we catch lunch while we're in town. Much as I love the food at the winery, I'm ready for something different." I nodded in agreement.
We roared down the road until we came on a bright-colored food truck off the side of the highway. Woodsy-smelling smoke rolled from the huge smoker on the back of the truck. Jake went to order while I found a picnic table in the shade.
I saw him walking back from the convenience store with a bag.
"Had to go next door for drinks," he said, pulling two long necks from the bag. They were cold and condensation felt good on my skin. I rubbed it on my neck because the day was hot already.
He watched me for a moment, tipped his head back, and took a long swallow. His neck muscles were long and sleek and gracefully sloped into his muscular shoulders. His t-shirt matched his icy blue eyes, which seemed to turn hot and cold with his mood.
He grinned. "Can I check you out like that?" I blushed at being caught.
"I suppose I should tell you right up front I'm a tit man. I mean, it may not have much to do with our friendship, but I wanted to give you fair warning because I still may stare."
I smiled and felt my nipples harden at his words. My t-shirt was scoop neck, and on another woman, it wouldn't be anything, but my breasts filled it out and pulled the neckline low revealing my deep cleavage. A thin t-shirt bra did nothing to hide my nipples that poked even further through the thin knit.
There was so much I wanted to say. I had so many comebacks in my head. "I'm glad."
Kitty are you nuts. What the hell is wrong with you. That's all you can say. If you want to find out what's under that t-shirt and those jeans, grow up.
He smiled and we heard them call our order. I watched him walk away.
You're playing with fire, Kitty. He's much older than you and more so, much more experienced. And you'll be the one to get burned.
A heap of dark caramelized ribs overflowed the foam container. Other smaller containers held the southern staples of greens and corn pudding.
"Mmm smells so good," I murmured. I loved food. Loved to eat. I picked up a rib and it was perfect, not falling off the bone, but so tender it came right off. I didn't look up until I devoured half the ribs.
"I was going to ask if you like them, but..." he grinned.
I wiped my mouth, but you know how it feels that you have barbecue sauce all over you no matter what. "These are fantastic!"
I dove into the greens, rich with chunks of pork and savory broth. The corn pudding was a perfect creamy blend of corn and cornmeal.
I finished it all and tossed one of many napkins on the pile of bones.
"That was delicious!" I looked up to see him watching me. His arms resting on the table, his container closed and pushed away.
"Do you have any idea of how sexy it is to see a woman enjoy food the way you do?"
I blinked a few times. "Uhhh, no. Is that not a thing? I'm sorry. I love good food and love to eat. I just must watch I don't get fat," I laughed.
His gaze raked up and down my body. "No worries there, little one."
We dumped our containers in the rusty barrel and walked to the bike. He had parked it in the shade.
"Wait," he said. His hand went to the back of my neck, his fingers wove through my hair. His thumb brushed my cheek. "You have some barbecue sauce here."
He lowered his face to mine. His mouth was so close to my cheek that his steamy breath washed over my face. When he licked at the sauce, I gasped.
He backed away a bit and his face came into focus again. He looked at my lips, leaned down, and flicked his tongue across my lips, which automatically parted. His lips brushed mine so lightly I wasn't sure if they did or not.
"You're playing with fire young lady," he murmured, his lips brushing mine. His fingers tightened in my hair for a fleeting second before letting go. He stepped back and swung a leg over the bike. It roared to life, and I got on.
The trip back was an exercise in senses. His breathing under my hands. A slight quiver of muscles as my hand dropped lower on his stomach. My thighs automatically tightened around him. It was so hot and steamy between my legs that I was sure he could feel it on his ass. My nipples stayed hard in the constant movement against his back. I had never had such an erotic experience in my life.
"I uh, thank you for the ride," I stumbled. My body was vibrating with arousal. I had never felt like this before, and it was both exciting and scary.
"I'm glad you like the ride I gave you, darlin'." He knew. "Let me know if you'd like to explore further."
I nodded and walked off.
Ellie said anyone that wanted to volunteer could, but no one was expected to help either. I threw myself into wedding preparations. I loved it.
"Kitty, do you want to help me with the seating for the dining room?"
"Yes!"
We sat at a table in the corner and matched guests with tables and were done in no time.
"That was quick! I'm glad I enlisted you for that. You're good at organizing."
"It was fun. Anytime I can help. I love weddings." We moved the paperwork away and ordered sandwiches.
"I heard you helped Jake pick out his suit?" Ellie said.
"Well, he did, I just agreed," I laughed.
"He's a character," she said smiling. "He has lived a full life. I can't imagine the things he saw as a cop. It left its mark on him it seems."
I nodded. "Yes, he's quite... uhhh-"
"Hardened."
"Right. That's it." I hesitated. "But I like him though."
She nodded seeming to know. "I think it's good that you recognize the person you're dealing with. It was hard for me to see when I was your age. I thought everyone was the same. I couldn't see back then that we were all like sandpaper. Some of us are smooth and some abrasive. Many fall in between."
I nodded. "Yes, you're right about that. Never thought of it that way. I've never met anyone like him. Not that I respond to like that anyways."
"Some men will do that. I'm not sure what it is. Pheromones?" she laughed. "No matter, we will react that way to some men that come through our lives. It's our choice as to whether we want to act on it, or not. It is our decision. Solely our decision, Kitty."
I nodded not saying anything until the server moved away. "I get you. I'm not sure if I want to act on it yet. My body tells me yes, my brain tells me whoa." I laughed.
"And that's a good thing! There's no rush anyhow. He'll be around a while, so you have time to think on it."
I felt so much better after confiding in Ellie. My mom died when I was young. My real dad was never in the picture and my stepdad, Max raised me as his own. I owe him everything. I knew he was trimming some grapes and decided to go see him.
We began getting busy in the dining room because some of the wedding guests came early adding a little vacation time. Everyone tipped well and I was excited that I'd have money to go back to school. I had a small scholarship but had to add my own money. I didn't want Max to cover the whole bill, and I didn't want to take a loan out if I didn't have to.
After my shift, I took my pad out into the vineyards and got lost in sketching. The afternoon flew by, and it was dinner by the time I got back. I planned on grabbing something from the kitchen and heading to my room.
I walked through the dining room and noticed Jake at a table with a gorgeous woman. I tried not to let it bother me, but it did. I ate and lost myself in a series on Netflix. Of course, it had to be extremely sexual. Between my time with him on the bike and this, I needed some relief.
I found my pink vibrator and slipped my dress, bra, and panties off. My tits were sensitive, and my nipples got long and hard the more excited I got. I held my tit and stretched my neck to flick my tongue across the hard nub.
The pink vibrator easily slipped between my wet pussy lips, lightly touched my clit and I was off. I held the vibe between my legs, squeezed my tits together, and fantasized Jake was on top of me.
I arched my back, thrusting my tits higher in the air. I knead them harder while waves of orgasm washed over me.
I rocked my hips to his imagined thrusting. Dug my heels into the mattress to lift higher.
I spread my legs, grabbed my knees, and pulled them back to take him deeper. I shoved the vibrator up in my cunt and rocketed into a body throbbing orgasm.
"Oh god Jake, fuck me hard," I moaned.
I lay there panting and knowing that I wouldn't find true relief with pink plastic.
The next morning, I came to breakfast before I started my lunch shift.
"Kitty!" I heard Jake's gruff voice across the dining room. I smiled, waved, and continued to the kitchen.
He caught me right inside the door. "Are you avoiding me?"
"No, I'm getting my breakfast."
"You ignored me at dinner last night too."
"You were busy," I said simply.
He studied me for a moment. "Ah, you saw my dinner companion." He smiled. "It was Janeen, the woman that took over Ellie's restaurant. She's beautiful, isn't she? She's very nice too. You should meet her. I also have no interest in her beyond being an enjoyable person, Ellie's friend, and her being pretty damn smart. Everything you have."
"Oh."
Jake pulled no punches and played no games. I was thought I like that most about him. I knew where I stood. College guys were masters at playing games. That's why I avoided them and stuck to my studies.
"She is meeting me for breakfast, and I told her I'd see if you could make it as well. She'd like to meet you."
I put my chin up, grabbed my breakfast, and followed him to the table. Janeen was indeed one of the sweetest people I've ever met not to mention one of the most beautiful. She could be a model. She was genuinely interested in me, and I was as enamored with her as Jake was. For the same reasons.
That night they had a party scheduled for those that came in early. It was later to allow for the regular diners to eat first. Once they cleared out, the buffet would be set up. Jake invited me to go with him and I accepted.
I knew I could get dressed up and I was excited about that. It had been some time since I could do that, and I planned on pulling out all the stops.
I gave myself a manicure and pedicure. Planned on my hair. Set out my dress, lingerie, and shoes.
I assessed myself in the mirror and was shocked to see a more mature looking me. I had piled my hair on my head in a messy bun, leaving blonde strands to float around my shoulders. I normally didn't wear makeup, so this was bound to get second looks because it changed my face so much.
I chose a black demi bra which allowed my breasts to lay on it like a shelf. My breasts were so big that half of my nipple peeked over the top edge. A matching black lace thong, garter belt, and black thigh-high hose completed my lingerie.
My little black dress was perfect. It was form-fitting, low cut, and knock-out. I strapped on high spike heels, grabbed my black bag, and headed to the winery.
Jake stood with his back to me. His hands were in his pockets, his dress pants stretched across his muscular ass. He was talking to Gregg, who saw me over his shoulder. They both gaped at me as though they hadn't seen me before.



Gregg spoke first. "You look spectacular, Kitty. Just beautiful." He chuckled. "I'm sure Jake will talk as soon as he picks his jaw up off the floor." He was still laughing as he walked away.
"You-," his voice gravelly, he cleared his throat. "You know you shouldn't look like that around a man like me."
"Oh?" I raised my eyebrows.
"You could make any man here lose control." He stepped closer and spoke softer. "I mean there are some men that would take you right now. Even if you didn't want it." He spoke with warning laced with arousal.
"You mean like rape." His eyes flared. "You have to not want it though, right?"
He growled, took my elbow, and guided me to our table. "You're playing with fire, little one," he leaned over and whispered in my ear.
I placed my bag on my lap and made sure my arms pushed my tits together, up and out.
"Okay, I'll remember that."
I could almost hear Jake grinding his teeth as I got the attention while we waited in the buffet line. I don't know if it was by accident, but as the line moved, I felt his hard bulge pressing into my hip. When I glanced at him, he was looking over my shoulder down into my cleavage. I smiled at him, and he gave a low growl.
I pumped up the flirting as much as my twenty-three-year-old self could.
During dinner, he whispered in my ear. "Do you know why I did that?" I shook my head slightly. "So, the whole dinner line didn't see the hard-on you created."
I blushed and took a sip of the wine to give myself a moment. I patted his thigh, and he clapped his hand over it before I could take it back. He gave me a smirky grin. The others at our table were eating or conversing between themselves and didn't notice us.
I adjusted the napkin in my lap and squeezed my tits again for him. His eyes turned to liquid blue ice. He moved my hand higher on his thigh. This was a game I couldn't back out of. I was all in.
I glanced around the table and slid my hand under his napkin. I heard his sharp intake of breath, so my move was unexpected. I smiled.
"Not fair. I can't put my hands where I want them."
I shrugged a too-bad-for-you and moved my hand a fraction of an inch. So close I could feel the heat pouring off his hard cock.
The band started playing and couples moved to the dance floor.
"We better dance or I'll throw you on this table and fuck the hell out of you right in front of everyone."
The shock of his words and the vision of it went right to my pussy, which was already damp.
"Let's dance!"
This was the first time I could be in his arms. Our bodies close. It was heaven. I felt protected on one hand, on the other I knew I had better be ready to go along with it. I was way past the bounds of saying no. I could, but would he heed it. I wouldn't test it.
We were at the edge of the dance floor, and he could slide his hands over my ass and squeeze. Which also pulled me closer to him. His hardness pressed into me.
"It has been a long time for me, Kitty. Not to mention what you've been doing to me. I'm close to losing control."
"I know what you did to me. I had to take care of it with a pink vibrator."
His eyes flared. "Do you fucking want me to drop you to the floor right now and take you?" he growled in my ear. "Don't tell me things like that."
His breath was steamy in my ear. His breath rasped. The heat between us was burning hot.
"I liked my first ride with you. Will I like my second?" I pushed.
Suddenly I found myself out the side door and in the darkness.
"You better be ready for me little one. Those come fuck me heels. That just got fucked hair. That dress with your tits all but coming out. I'm going to take you, like it or not."
"If not?"
"Then walk away right fucking now," he growled. "Right now." He stepped back to allow me to go.
I stepped forward and pressed my body against his.
He slid his hands down my body and back up, shoving my dress to my waist. He rubbed my bare ass, his hand snapping my garters against my sensitive skin.
"You dressed for fucking, didn't you?"
"I did," I admitted.
"I don't want to take you here. I wanted you on a soft mattress the way a girl should be taken. But I don't think I can wait darlin'."
I unzipped his pants and had his cock out before he reacted. He shoved my thong down, backed me against the building, and drove into me.
I moaned so loud he kissed me to stifle it. "Oh my god, your cock feels so good inside me, Jake. Oh my god," I kept moaning over and over.
"Wrap your legs around me," he commanded.
He pushed my dress down revealing my tits bulging over the shelf bra.
"Fuck. Fuck. Fuck," he kept repeating while he kneaded and twisted my nipples.
I squirmed on his cock, buried so deep inside me I didn't think was possible. I arched my back, and he sucked a nipple into his mouth. His tongue and teeth drove me crazy. I gripped his hair. He sucked and pounded his cock into me.
The orgasm hit me like a freight train. My cunt convulsed around his cock. He moaned, drove deep and we groaned out our orgasms in each other's mouths.
I slid my legs down. Standing there with my black dress hiked up to my waist, my big tits hanging out the front of my dress. His semi hard dick poked out his pants.
"We look like a porn movie," I giggled.
"For fuck sakes, Kitty. I have never lost control like that before. Did I hurt you?"
"What? No. No! it was the best fuck ever," I murmured. In my limited experience, I didn't add.
He laughed. "You're something, little one." He looked at me. "God, you look so hot like that. Your tits are perfection darlin'. Do you want to go back or..."?
"Or..."
We righted ourselves enough that if someone saw us, we'd be acceptable. Jake's cottage was the furthest away which made it the most private.
"Take your dress off. I felt it, but I want to see what you're wearing underneath."
I slowly shimmied out of my dress, leaving my bra, garter belt, hose, and high heels on. Jake had my thong in his pocket.
He rubbed his hand over his face. "I don't know what I did to deserve this but I'm glad I did it."
I twirled around on my high heels to give him a back view. He growled. I bent over and looked at him through my legs. I couldn't believe it. How wanton was I.
"I need to fuck you like that, Kitty. My little pussy girl."
"Take your clothes off," I demanded. In the blink of an eye, he was standing naked before me.
His body was unbelievable and not one of the college boys came even close to looking like this. He was a man that took care of himself
I ran my fingers over his skin, the hills and valleys of his muscles. His chest hair was sparse. I trailed my fingers down over his stomach, the muscles flexing at my touch. I moaned when I took his smooth shaved balls in my hand. They hung heavy and full with a thick veiny cock resting on them.
I ran my finger around the wide ridge of his head. While I inspected him, he played with my nipples. I trailed a fingernail down the veins that mapped his thick shaft. His hips rocked instinctively.
I glanced up and his eyes were half hooded. Lusty.
"God, Kitty," he moaned, pulling me into him and kissing me. Our tongues explored each other's mouths. We bit at each other. Ate with each other. Wildly. Uncontrollably. He rocked harder into me. Faster.
"Fuck me, Jake." I've never needed anyone so bad in my life. "I need your dick inside me. Now. Deep. Fill me."
He carried me to his bed and dropped me. I lay back and spread my legs.
"I want it now. Just you on top. Taking me. Hard and fast. I want to feel your weight on me. Feel your fat cock ripping into my cunt."
He moved between my thighs and drove in. He pounded into me hard and fast. He was up on his knees, grabbed my ankles and held my legs up and apart, and fucked me hard. He dropped my legs over his shoulders. I was nearly doubled in half. I didn't care. I just wanted his cock inside me.
"God damn Kitty," he moaned at my words.
"Fuck me, Jake. I want to feel your hot juice explode in me. Feel your cock throbbing as you pump into me."
He held himself on his elbows, my tits crushed between us. It was a race to the end. We both ratcheted higher and higher.
"Oh my god yeah, fuck me as I've never been fucked. Hard and deep, baby. Give it to me."
Our bodies pounded together in lurid wet sounds. We rasped, groaned, gasped, whined, growled, and finally shouted out our orgasms. We shot off together. Our bodies were hot and sweaty. His juices and mine running out of me.
I felt as wanton as a whore and I didn't care.
"God almighty," Jake moaned, rolling to my side and taking me with him. "What the fuck did you do to me."
"I think it was you that fucked me," I said demurely.
He rolled to his side and looked at me. "Where did you come from? Where have you been all my life? How did you make me lose control not once, but twice when no one has ever been able to do that? Until now, I have always been able to stop. I can't stop with you. You push me over the edge, and I'm done."
"I wanted to do that to you. I wanted you to fuck me like that. I've never had anything like that before. Ever. I've never talked like that. Never even thought like that. You brought it out in me Jake."
He looked at me for a moment. "Let's get a shower."
I wandered naked out to get water and saw the hot tub on the deck. I grabbed water and slipped into the steamy swirling water.
"I wondered where you got to!" He came out carrying a beer.
"God, you look so hot," I murmured, admiring his body.
"Those tits floating on the surface of the water are pretty hot too."
He pulled me against him, and we made out like teenagers in the back of a car. He drove me right up to the peak again.
"I need you," I panted.
He began to maneuver me around, not to sit on his cock but against one of the hot tub jets.
"Oh my god," I said, my voice vibrating with the tempo of the water and my body. I started to cum and cum and cum. I moaned until I was exhausted.
"I always wanted to watch a girl do that."
"Fuck. That did me in."
"Shower. Sleep with me tonight. I want you here in the morning. Naked. Next to me." I nodded and we went in to shower.
I woke first and slowly slid the sheet off so I could admire his body. His cock filled and came to attention, and I knew he was awake.
"Good morning," he murmured. I threw my leg over him, and we kissed. His thigh was between mine and my cunt needed him again.
I wiggled over on top of him. "Mmmm, this is a nice wake-up. You on top. These beautiful breasts on me. You wanting me. What more can an old guy ask for."
I laughed. "Old guy," I scoffed.
I pushed up on my elbows, my nipples rubbed on his furred chest. I had straddled his body. His hands worked up and down my body, squeezing my ass each time.
Our breathing increased, and our kisses became more passionate. Eating and biting and sucking kisses. I felt his hips begin to rock under me.
"I love it when you do that," I whispered.
"It comes naturally. Can't control it and you bring it out big time."
I pushed up and sat astride him. His eyes raked up and down my body.
"Fuck me, Kitty. I need to feel your tight cunt riding my cock. I want to see and feel your delicious body riding me. Your tits bouncing. I need you, darlin'. Like I've never needed anyone else."
I raised, held his cock, and slid down. His hips rocked beneath me. I fucked him. Reached up and held my hair up and let it slip through my fingers. He groaned as it floated down around my shoulder and over my tits.
I held my tits and kneaded. Pinching my nipples while he watched.
"Fuck me. God, you drive me crazy," he cried, jerking his hips trying to drive up into me. But I have control.
I kept a slow pace, squeezing his cock with my cunt each stroke. Playing with my tits. Locking my eyes with his. Giving him a show while I fucked him. I bent back and let my hair fall over his thighs and legs. He shouted, trying to drive up. But I kept up the pace. My cunt was so wet it made slurping sounds as I rode him.
"Your dick is so hot inside me. Feels like fire," I said, riding it. "Throbbing hard. Stretching my cunt walls."
He shouted again and pushed up hard almost bucking me off. I raised a bit so he could buck underneath me.
"You're like a fucking bucking bronco, Jake. So hot. Like an animal." My words drove him over the edge.
He rolled me under him and began to pound into me hard and fast. His neck was strained, his face contorted. He grunted with each thrust. He was out of control. I pushed up with my heels and he drove in deeper and harder.
"Fuck me, baby. Fuck me hard," I screamed.
I went off before he did, and he followed when my cunt milked his cock with my orgasm.
We showered and headed to the winery just in time for me to grab breakfast, eat quickly and head into the kitchen. When I left, I noticed Gregg sitting down at the table with Jake.
"Hey Kitty, did you enjoy the party last night?" Ellie asked.
"I did! It was wonderful. I'm getting so excited for your wedding," I gushed. There were times I couldn't help but act like the college girl I was.
She grinned. "I am too!" She pulled some serving dishes down from the shelf. "I saw you with Jake last night."
"I was," I beamed, my face hiding nothing. She smiled.
"How will he take it when you got back to college? Or maybe how will you take it? It's going to be tough leaving him, I think."
"I know, Ellie. I've thought about that. I'm not sure what will happen. This is all so new." I shrugged. "I'm not even sure it will bother him when I leave."
"I'd say the best thing to do is ride it out like Gregg and I did. The answer will come to you when it's time."
"You're right! Thanks for your shoulder," I said.
The problem was my body hummed for him. It was like a current running through me. When I think of him, I quiver with need.
I just don't know if I can leave him when the time comes.

~to be continued~
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Jade's X Rated Videos for Uncle 01

Channing...
"Hey Channing, I know you have underlings that do this now, but I need some discretion. "I nodded, waiting for my youngest brother to get to the point. "You know Jade is graduating next month and wants to visit colleges this summer."
I put my feet up on the desk and leaned back in my chair. "Yes yes, I'm sure with her grades she can get it wherever she wants. It was smart of her not to rush into college immediately."
My niece was a walking brain and I hoped she might want to join me in my firm, but it looks like her interests lie elsewhere.
"Yeah, she has all kinds of acceptance letters, that's why she's taking her time deciding." He must have seen my patience wearing thing and went on. "I want you to go through her laptop. You know. Just to make sure she hasn't lost focus."
"What?" I dropped my feet to the floor and leaned on my desk. "You want me to look through your daughter's computer?"
"Yes."
"Has she done or said anything to make you suspect anything?"
"No, not at all. Just for my peace of mind. I guess I just want to make sure there aren't any deviations from her focus on school."
"I don't know Ken, that's a real breach of privacy. I'm not sure I'm comfortable doing that."
"You're the only one I trust to do it. I'm not computer savvy enough to do it myself, or I would." He stood up and tapped his fingers on my desk. "And the only one to know what's on there is you. I don't want to know. Just that she's on the right path. You know."
He quietly closed the office door behind him.
"Sure Ken, be happy to do it for you. Thanks for asking," I mumbled to thin air.
A week later he texted me that Jade was going on a graduation trip and would be leaving her laptop at home. I'll have three days to go through it. It'll probably take me three hours at most to go through a high school girl's laptop, I thought.
Ken dropped it off at my office and I took him home to avoid any prying eyes. Not anything the boss would normally do, and it might arouse curiosity.
I ate the chicken kiev that my housekeeper left for me, poured three fingers of whiskey, and opened the laptop.
I scanned the pictures first. Nothing irregular for a teenage girl. A cursory look at the first layer nothing. Time to drill down.
Command prompt and a few keystrokes and I found what I was looking for. A hidden folder.
I leaned back in my chair and sipped my whiskey. It could be something or it could be nothing. I wouldn't do it if it weren't for Ken's insistence.
I opened the file and scrolled through the contents. Images, documents, and videos.
The first images were of a tall shapely ebony-haired beauty. She was nude, her long legs draped over the arm of an overstuffed chair. Her breasts were full and plump, a D cup at least. Curls flowed down around her shoulders, the ends teasing her dusky nipples. The tuft of black curls matched the shiny onyx on her head. Round cornflower blue eyes of my niece gazed directly into the camera.
I sat back and gulped the remainder of my whiskey, then got up to pour another. I had never considered what she looked like naked. She was my niece. Uncles didn't do things like that.
There were twelve pictures on this same chair with different poses, becoming more explicit as I went. I opened up the next image and this began another twelve pictures, but this time Jade was posed on the bed. I assumed it was her bed.
And so, it went as I scrolled through the remainder of the images.
The documents in the file were very specific smut stories, for the most part, that she had written herself. Her fantasies put to words.
I shifted uncomfortably because niece or not, she gave me a raging hard-on.
There were ten videos. I was almost afraid to open them, but nothing could have stopped me.
She was on the same bed, naked and on all fours. She had her hand between her legs driving a cock shaped dildo into herself. She was moaning, but the muffled sound made it impossible to hear what she was saying.
The next video was of her in the chair again, but her legs were spread and hanging over the arms. She was fucking herself with the same dildo.
The sound was still low and muffled, so I put earbuds in to hear better.
I date quite a bit, but here I was with a cock throbbing in my pants as though I hadn't cum in months. I can't think of the last time I was this aroused. I went back and looped one video, her voice in my ear. All decency flew out of my mind. I shoved my pants down and took my throbbing cock in hand.
A few strokes and I was jerking, shouting, and cumming while she moaned in my ear," Oh my god, fuck me hard, Uncle Channing."
I stopped by Ken's the following week when his wife was out. Jade was due back from her trip that evening.
"Anything?" Ken asked anxiously. I handed him the laptop and looked at him. "Well?" he all but shouted.
"I'm sorry to have to tell you that I did find one thing. Rather shocking."
"WHAT!?"
"She has her eye on a baby blue Honda she saw at the dealer."
"Oh, for god's sake, man," he scowled. "I thought you found something serious."
"But a Honda? That is serious. I thought you taught her better." I laughed loudly. "Nope. That was about as secretive as I found."
"Phew. I mean I didn't expect you to find anything. She has always been a good girl. But you never know."
"No, you never really know, do you."
A month later Ken was on the phone. "Hey Chan, Jade wants to go see Columbia. I was thinking that since you went there, you might be her escort."
"Escort?"
"Oh, hell you know what I mean," he growled. I laughed.
"Yeah, I have a trip coming up to New York. Does she have a date set?"
"I don't think she wants to make an official visit yet. Just to get the lay of the land I think." I heard muffled talking. "She said anytime would be fine."
"Okay, I'll contact her when I know when my meeting is, and we'll see if it works out."
"Thanks, dude, I owe you," Ken said.
"More than you know," I replied cryptically.
She caught it on the second ring. "Hey Jade, how's it going?"
"Uncle Channing! Great, thanks."
"I have my schedule worked out. We'd leave on Thursday and return on Tuesday."
"Oh! That many days... I'd only need one day to check out the college. I'd hate to be a nuisance beyond that."
"My niece would never be a nuisance," I said in a low voice.
"Okay, if you think I won't be in the way," she said dubiously.
"Not at all. I never fly commercial to New York City. I'll pick you up at five AM Thursday morning. Wheels up at six."
"Oh okay. Wow. Thanks, Uncle Channing!"
I revved the engine on my Lamborghini. Jade came out, with a well-packed duffel bag. Blue jeans fashionably ripped in all the right places, white t-shirt with a black jacket.
She wedged her duffel behind the seat and slid in. She may be a mature eighteen, but the excitement on her face conflicted.
"Ready to go, sweetie?" I asked.
Her hair hung like shiny black silk, cut above her eyebrows and down to the small of her back. Those big blue eyes glowed with eagerness.
"I am! I'm so excited, Uncle Channing."
"I think we can dispense with that. It'll make it harder for me to pass you off as my date if you keep calling me Uncle. Chan or Channing sounds more, ummm, intimate. Don't you think?"
There was a moment's silence and she started to girl giggle that morphed into a throaty laugh as she got it.
"Absolutely, Channing darling," she said in that mellow bass that I knew was going to cause me great distress.
"Now see, isn't that better?" I asked, smoothly shifting through the gears as we roared towards the airport.
She laughed. "Much!"
We were seating facing each other. She did appear to be older than eighteen, but her experiences were younger. I knew my brother sheltered his daughter, but he might have gone overboard.
She'd removed her leather jacket and was locking her seatbelt, so I had a better chance to look at her. How much she had changed, I thought.
Jade rested her head back and closed her eyes. She wore minimal makeup. She didn't need it, as most girls didn't, but still did. I'd guess her to be a forty D, which she got from her mother's side of the family. My sister-in-law was quite voluptuous and liked to show it off when she could. I never complained.
The simple white t-shirt was snug and stretched tightly across her breasts even though it fit her perfectly otherwise. It was tucked neatly into her low-cut jeans. Black leather high heel ankle boots brought her to my height. I was the tallest of three brothers, her dad was the shortest. So, she did take after me in something, I thought laughing to myself.
She caught me staring, but I held her eyes.
"I'm all grown up," she murmured.
"You are. I've been so busy with my business; I neglected my family."
She shrugged. "It happens." She turned her head to watch the sunrise.
The first two nights I reserved a suite near Columbia to give her ample opportunity to visit. We would stay in my apartment the remainder of the time.
She walked into the suite, dropped her bag, and spun around.
"This is gorgeous!"
Her swings between a girl and an adult were amusing. To add to it, her appearance was somewhere in between. Quite an enigma until I thought about her secret files. That was all women.
She went into the bedroom. "Oh my god!"
I walked in and she was in the bathroom. "You like?" I smiled.
"Yes! She stepped into the glass-walled shower. "I've never been in a shower this big. I thought I had a big bathroom at daddy's house."
She walked over to the big soaker tub for two and became quiet. I remembered a scene in one of her stories that involved a tub like this.
I walked over and stood near enough to her to brush her arm. "This is big enough for two, eh?" I said softly.
"Yes," she replied absently, her mind still elsewhere. Probably in carnal fantasyland, I though.
She had an acceptance letter from Columbia, and most would have snatched that up. Columbia was very selective. She was smart, Ken could afford it, and it was an Ivy League college.
But because she had a good head on her shoulders, she wasn't going to lock herself down without doing due diligence. She might be more my daughter than Kens', I laughed to myself.
We walked and looked and talked for several hours. I listened and only gave input when she asked. I didn't want to sway her. It had to be her decision.
She kicked off her boots and tossed her jacket on the sofa.
"Phew, I'm beat," she said, plopping down, throwing a leg over the arm.
The picture of her nude with her leg over the arm of the leg flashed through my mind. The whole series marched through my mind like an old slide projector. My cock reacted of course.
"What do you want to do for dinner, Jade? We can eat in, or go out," I said, mostly to distract myself.
"Would you mind terribly if we ordered in?"
We decided what we were in the mood for, and I called my favorite restaurant in Manhattan for delivery. She disappeared into her room while I called.
"I feel better now," she said. "I'm like my mom. The sooner I can get into relaxing clothes the better."
She wore a long pink silk caftan that was split to the thigh. She was obviously braless because the silk caressed her broke off her hard nipples before dropping off.
"Very sexy," I murmured.
She looked stunned for a moment. "Really?"
"Well, yes, you're very beautiful, Jade." I smiled. "But maybe an uncle shouldn't talk like that to his niece?"
The rose lipstick she wore earlier had worn off and she flicked her tongue across her dry lips. She moved around the room restlessly.
I opened a bottle of wine and poured two glasses, handing her one.
"I'm not old enough?" she questioned.
"I won't tell, will you?" I grinned. She needed to relax, and this would work. Just enough to do that, and not get drunk.
She grinned and took a sip. "Mmmm." That throaty moan went right to my dick. "This is so good, Unc- Channing."
"I thought you might like it."
Our food arrived. They set up the table and served the food. I had given them enough business through the years, that they took care of me. They disappeared as soon as everything was in order.
She was delighted at the grilled octopus with potatoes, olives, and lemon dressing. She licked the dressing off her fingers and giggled.
Pheasant and mushroom ravioli, Veal Scaloppine, and two orders of limoncello cake gave us enough to share and leftovers.
"Wow, I'm stuffed," she groaned, sprawling on the sofa.
I handed her a second glass of wine and sat opposite her. "I think you can handle another one," I grinned.
"I'm not feeling woozy yet so I'm good to go!" she grinned. Maybe not woozy, but certainly loosened up, I laughed to myself.
I had an opportunity to watch her during the movie. Other than a few flirtations, nothing indicative of her feelings for me was apparent. I guessed that it never occurred to her that I would be of the same mindset. Hell, it hadn't occurred to me until I watched her videos and heard her moan my name.
Just remembering that throaty lustful voice moaning my name me a hard-on and I reached down to adjust it. She did catch that but never looked me in the eye. She crossed her arms under her breasts and went back to concentrating on the movie.
The soft silk molded her breasts. The shadow of her nipples was clear, the areola bumps textured the thin fabric.
She caught me looking, so I just smiled. Her face registered embarrassment, confusion, and a little fear.
All of which I thought was curious. I may have to rethink my seduction. I hoped that she would, given the opportunity, come on to me. But I don't see that happening. Not yet at least.
The following morning, we were up early, went out to breakfast then back to Columbia to look at a few things again.
"If we're done here, I think we should go shopping!" I said.
She looked at me like I had a third eye. "You actually want to shop? Dad would do just about anything to avoid shopping," she laughed.
I put my arm around her shoulders. "I'm not your father," I grinned. "You might be surprised by me."
Her cheeks flushed and she looked down at the sidewalk.
"I missed a lot of holidays and birthdays, Jade. I'm going to make that up to you right now," I said, pulling open the door to the ladies' boutique.
"You don't have to do that, I have lots of clothes and-"
"No arguing!"
She laughed and nodded.
She flipped through the racks and pulled out a few demure styles. Once I saw her size, I went through the store on my own. When she was in the dressing room, I gave the stack of clothes to the salesgirl to have her try on.
I sat in the chair outside the dressing room and waited.
The door opened and the first was the demurer style she chose. I wrinkled my nose and shook my head, almost every time. She rolled her eyes and spun back into the dressing room.
I moaned silently when she came out. I chose a black dress. Chiffon, gathered skirt, tight at the waist. The deep V dropped between her breasts nearly to her waist. The inside moons of her plump breasts were on display, and she looked beautiful in it.
I smiled and nodded. She scrunched her face, flipped her fingers at the deep decollate and I just nodded and smiled.
She rolled her eyes and flounced back into the dressing room.
I was anxious to see her in the red satin dress. I thought it was the perfect foil for her black hair and creamy white skin. I was sure she wouldn't like the cleavage show this would put on either.
The satin clung to every curve of her body. It took my breath away. The salesgirl walked by, stopped, and stared. Jade's smile was somewhat tentative, as she saw the look on our faces. Which I'm sure was stunned.
"Beautiful, Jade. That dress was made for you," I said.
"Most certainly," the salesgirl agreed and left to care for another client.
"I probably shouldn't, but I feel so sexy in this." She smoothed her hands down her sides and over her hips.
"Because you are breathtakingly sexy in that," I said simply.
The dress had cap sleeves that barely clung to her shoulders, not allowing a bra other than the one built in. The top curved gently over the full peaks of each breast. The bra pushed them up and together. The dress was tightly shirred between to create a deep mysteriously shadowed chasm.
Jade stood in front of me. "I do love this, but I'd have nowhere to wear it. Plus, I don't think dad would like it."
"You let me take care of where you'll wear it. And in this case, dad doesn't have to know everything right? I mean it's no harm done."
She looked down and smoothed her hands over her body again. Her fingers fluttered in the deep cleavage, and she turned to look in the mirror.
"It's not too much?" she asked, almost shyly.
"No love, it isn't. I want to take you out and I want you to wear this." I stood up and pointedly looked at her breasts. "And you can leave the dress at my house if it makes you more comfortable."
Her high heels put her eyes in line with my chin. I liked that. Very much. Most women were much shorter.
I looked over her shoulder. "Wrap everything up in the dressing room. We'll take it all."
"No! That's too much, Channing!" She quickly looked over her shoulder at the dressing room and her hair swung to flow over those delectable breasts.
"Now go change like a good little girl and we'll be on our way."
She giggled in her girlish way which made her in that dress even more arousing. I would be the first one to take it off her, I promised myself.
We packed in the morning. "Where are we going again?" she asked.
"I kept my apartment from my college days. I often stay there when I get to New York. It's comfortable and not fancy. I think you'll like it."
It was one of the few old buildings that weren't a walk up and we creaked up the elevator, slow but better than walking fifteen flights.
I unlocked the door, pushed in, and turned the overhead light on. She closed the door behind us while I dropped our bags.
"It does look like a student's apartment!" She seemed more comfortable here already.
It was a small room that contained the kitchen and living area together. One bedroom and one bathroom. Very small bedroom and bathroom.
She circled the room, peaked into the bedroom, and came back out. "There's only one bed."
"Yes, I thought since we were both adults, we could share the bed without any shenanigans. I mean if that's okay with you?"
She seemed flustered but nodded. "Sure, I'm good with that." I could tell she had to muster up the courage to coolly agree.
I had groceries delivered earlier and offered her a beer. "I've never had one."
I uncapped mine and handed the longneck to her to try. She took a cautious sip, smacked her lips, and tipped her head back for a long pull. The smooth graceful lines of her creamy neck nearly did me in.
"I like it," she said decisively. She plunked down in my old, cracked leather chair, threw a leg over the arm, and how she would look nude in my old chair flashed through my mind.
I wasn't sure how she would react to my apartment. Ken made good money and she was used to luxuries. Although he sheltered her, she did enjoy the best.
I went in to shower and came out to her perusing my walls of bookcases. She slowly ran her fingers along the spines as she read them.



"May I?"
"Of course."
She pulled a classic off the shelf, fluffed a pillow against the headboard, and stretched out to read. She was getting comfortable around me, and I liked that. I liked that a lot.
I went out to do a quick stir fry for our dinner. We ate and she helped me clean up, then went to shower. I flipped the television on in the bedroom and decided to relax. My old apartment was always calming for me. I walked in the door and left everything outside.
Jade came into the room in a cloud of jasmine. I smiled knowing she not only used the toiletries I bought for her but was wearing the nightie and robe that I got along with the other clothes. It was femininely sexy, and I knew she'd be comfortable with it.
She had fallen asleep some time ago and I finished watching the movie. I stripped to my knit shorts and climbed into bed. We weren't close enough to touch but I could feel the heat of her body and that was oddly comforting, not in a sexual way.
Something woke me in the middle of the night. It took me a moment to get my bearings. Then I felt Jade cuddled against my back. The apartment felt cool, and I suspected she got cold.
I woke up in the morning with her in the same place, but her arm was thrown over me, her hand on my chest. Her soft breath puffed on the back of my neck. I wouldn't have moved for any reason.
She stirred a bit later. "Brrr," she whispered and ran tiptoe to the bathroom. I passed her as she was returning.
She was huddled under the covers shivering. I slipped between the sheets.
"C'mon love, slide over here."
In a second, she was next to me, her head on my shoulder, arm across my chest, and leg was thrown across me.
"Mmmm, you're warm," she murmured near my ear.
Warm, I thought. I was burning the fuck up with her all over me like that. I put my arm around her and pulled her closer. She sighed loudly.
I lay there considering what to do. I had spent enough time with her that I planned on her in my bed, under me, surrounding me. I wanted to make those uncle fantasies come true. And then some.
"Your uncle will take care of you, love," I murmured, and she nuzzled my neck. Her breathing quickly became soft and even. She fell back asleep.
I was making eggs and bacon thinking about the night. I just need to stay the course. I'm still not sure she wants the reality of her fantasies, and I don't want her to scare and bolt. I can take my time seducing her.
I had already told Ken we'd be a few days longer because I needed to take care of business. I would mention the same to Jade, but vaguely. By that time, I might not need the excuse because our excuse would be that we were in bed for those extra days.
"I thought I smelled bacon," she said, coming up next to me and smiling up at me. I flipped the eggs, and my elbow brushed her breast. She didn't move, so I didn't either.
"How did you sleep?"
"Wonderful. Until I got cold. So glad you were there to warm me up."
"I am good for that!" she laughed.
We just finished cleaning up and she was looking out the window. Ours faced an adjoining building.
"Oh my god, he's naked!" she shouted, laughing.
I walked up behind her. Sure enough, a guy was standing in his window, naked, brushing his teeth looking down at the traffic.
"You never know what you're going to see in the city," I chuckled. "Now if I could just see a naked girl, we'd both be happy."
She giggled that girly giggle that went straight to my dick.
"I'm not sure I could stand in a window naked."
"Maybe it's something you work up to," I said, smirking. "You know. You flash people. Then drop your top. Then go the whole works."
"Ooooo, you think?"
"Uh, well why not," I said, not sure if she was taking me seriously or not.
"I could do it now if I was naked under this robe."
I wasn't sure I wanted a stranger to see her naked before I did. But if it was a turn-on for her, why not. It was something she'd experience with me.
"You could easily remedy that you know. That is if you want to flash someone."
"That's so naughty. I can't believe I even thought of that."
"Maybe the naked guy turned you on a bit and you just headed down that path?"
"It is sort of exciting to see a stranger naked. That's weird I know." She swayed slightly.
"It's very exciting to be a voyeur, love." I put my hands on her hips to steady her.
"I guess that's what it is, isn't it? I'm a voyeur."
"Think we all are to some extent. It's an opportunistic thing for most people. Those that seek it out peeping tom like are the ones that might have issues." I watched the guy walk up to the window again, toweling his hair.
"He must have showered," she said.
My hands were still on her hips, our bodies not touching. The heat seemed to pour off her body. Or was it mine?
He looked straight at us.
"I think he sees us," she said excitedly. He reached down and flopped his cock at her. "Oh!" She laughed.
"You just killed his ego for life," I laughed. "To see you laughing at his manhood."
Suddenly she took my hands, quickly slid them up over her breasts, and hefted them. "Here, you do it, so he sees you doing it."
"Jade?"
"Do it!"
I cupped her tits in my hands and hefted them, my thumbs brushing her nipples hard through the gown and robe. He gripped his cock and gave it a few strokes in silent reply.
"What should we do next?" she asked, excitedly.
"This is your show, love. I'm just your assistant." My thumbs absently rubbed her nipples while I waited in bliss for the next command.
"This is really really bad though, isn't it?" she said with some anxiety.
"You can always just walk away from this window."
"I can, can't I?"
She slipped her robe off her shoulders, and I took my hands off her tits with a silent sigh. She worked a strap over one shoulder, then over the other. He was transfixed now, more earnestly stroking his cock.
She held her forearm in front of her tits and pulled the gown down. It puddled around her feet. He couldn't see below the bottom edge of the window.
She leaned back against me, and I put my hands on her hips. Her skin was hot and soft.
"Should I? Should I show him my tits?"
Suddenly the slide projector of her pictures began flashin through my head. In it was a pose like this. Forearm hiding her tits. I groaned at the memory.
"Channing?"
"Yes, love. Sure, show him if you like."
She dropped her arm and he fist-pumped, not missing a stroke. She squeezed and kneaded her tits for him. Over her shoulder, I watched her pinch her nipples and tug them long.
She was truly turned on and getting into it. Her back was arched and only her shoulders touched my chest. Should she step back, she would have a hard cock against her ass.
Her breath was rasping. Her eyes were on the unknown guy getting close to blowing his load. She continued fondling her tits. I was sure that had I not been there, her hand would have been between her legs.
It was all I could do not to touch her but my hands on her hips. I was trembling at the exertion to control myself. I needed her to make the first move, but it wasn't beyond me to take things into my own hands. So to speak, I thought wryly.
The guy splattered the window and before he recovered, she ran away from the window, and I pulled the shade. By the time I turned around, she was in the bathroom showering.
"You must think I'm terrible," she said later, nearly in tears.
"Not at all. What I think is that you have a healthy sexuality, and some lucky guy is going to be at the receiving end of that someday."
"Really?" she sniffed.
"Really." I squeezed her shoulder as I walked by. "Now what do you want to do today?"
She wanted to hit a few museums that I was happy to do as well. It brought us back here mid-afternoon. Tired from the morning, we both stretched out on the bed. I turned a movie on, and she rolled on her side facing me to nap.
Moaning woke me up after sundown and I opened my eyes to a sexually explicit movie. Jade's eyes were locked on the screen, the remote control clutched in her hand. She hadn't noticed that I'd woken up.
I fluffed the pillow against the headboard. "Pretty fucking sexy movie, you found there," I said.
"Oh yeah. Is that okay?"
"Hell yeah. I love sex movies. Sexy pictures. I'm a man so I love it all," I laughed.
"You look at pictures and movies?"
"I do. Do you?"
"Sometimes."
We talked but the moaning and sex sounds in the background were arousing.
"That's a good thing, love. Just another element of our sexuality."
"Dad doesn't know."
"And he won't from me, I can guarantee you that." I looked at her seriously. "What happens in this apartment stays right here."
She smiled, seeming relieved went back to the movie. We watched for a while. My cock made a formidable tent in my pants, and I did nothing to hide it.
Finally, it was over, and she went to the bathroom to get ready to sleep. I was curled on my side facing her when she came back. This time she wore another nightie I chose. Sexier.
This was a short sheerer gown. It swirled around her mid-thigh. Tiny spaghetti straps are tied on each shoulder. She was making it tougher and tougher for her to come to me, I sighed and closed my eyes.
She was up before me and had already dressed and was making breakfast.
"So, what do you want to do today, love?" I asked, pouring some coffee.
"Can we do nothing today?"
"We can do anything, everything or nothing. Your choice. I do need to get some work done this morning." I looked up at her. "I was thinking that I'd like to take you out to dinner tonight. If you wear that black dress." I smiled.
She flushed remembering how revealing it was. "Okay. I'd like that." She put a pile of pancakes on my plate and hers. we sat down to eat. "Hey, there's a nail place down the block. I'm going to get a mani-pedi while you work."
"Great idea, love. It's going to be a special evening with Uncle Channing," I smiled.
She made me dress first so she'd get the bedroom to herself to dress. She didn't want me to see her until she was completely ready.
I hung my suit jacket over the back of the chair and sat on the sofa to catch the news on television.
The door slowly opened, and she stepped out.
"God almighty," I said under my breath. "Jade, you are stunning."
She smiled and I know she felt as sexy as she looked. Her hair was piled on top of her head in a messy bun that was crisscrossed with black and mother of pearl chopsticks. Her eye makeup was dark but soft. The black matched her hair. Strappy impossibly high heels were, of course, black.
She plucked at the front of her red satin dress. I walked over and led her to the full-length mirror, standing behind her.
"I want you to see how ravishing you look. I trailed my fingers down the front edge from her shoulders, over her breasts, to where the V stopped at her waist. The dress just clung to her nipples, revealing the half-moons of each breast.
"See how beautiful you look," I whispered in her ear. I felt her tremble. "You will have every man in the place lusting after you."
"I feel sexy," she murmured. I trailed my fingers down the neckline of the dress again brushing her naked breasts this time. I felt and heard the sharp intake of her breath.
"You're just so breathtaking tonight. And uncle shouldn't touch his niece like that."
She dropped her eyes, hiding her feelings. She didn't reply.
We had a wonderful dinner, then grabbed a cab to a small private club I belong to. I hadn't been in some time since it's a place you bring a date. I usually spend my time in New York by myself.
The doorman let us in and led us down a dark hall to a solid door. He opened it and we stepped in.
Jade reached for my hand, and I squeezed reassuringly. It wasn't much brighter than the dark hall we'd come out of. I led her to the bar and ordered drinks for us, giving her time to adjust to the light and the atmosphere. It was heavily sexual. Many women were topless, their dates enjoying that and the attention they got.
Jade was younger than most in there, although it was private, so no one questioned it.
"See, everyone thinks you're stunning too, love," I whispered in her ear.
She glanced around to see male eyes giving her the once over. She slid up on a bar stool while I stood next to her. She was so busy looking around that she hadn't noticed her dress gaped, allowing me to see her breasts.
She caught me looking and smiled. She was already relaxing because she made no effort to adjust her dress. We finished our drinks and I led her to the dance floor.
"It's wonderful to dance with someone whose head comes above the middle of my chest," I grinned. With her heels, we were equal in height.
She wrapped her arms around my shoulders, and I lightly held her back. The dance floor was small and crowded leaving little room for more than swaying. Her cheek was against mine, her soft breath in my ear.
Someone pressed into her, and I pulled her into my body. With the close proximity of everyone I expected that, but I needed her to feel protected.
I slid my hand up her back. The back had the same deep V as the front and my hand slipped inside against her soft warm skin.
She relaxed more and wrapped her arms around my neck. The music played on and on with no rude end to the musical foreplay of couples. We swayed and held each other. My hard bulge was pressed against her mound. Neither of us pushed it further than the touch from our dancing.
Her head dropped to my shoulder, her lips against my neck. She sighed deeply. I groaned when she pressed closer. My cock strained against the softly rocking mound. My hands when to her ass to hold her close. She softly moaned in my ear.
I saw a small table off to the side and we sat and ordered another drink.
She toyed with her drink, snaking her tongue in the sweet whiskey concoction. I watched her curl an ice cube on her tongue.
She pulled her chair next to mine and leaned against me. I wrapped my arm around her shoulders.
"I'm having a great time," she murmured in my ear.
"I'm glad, love. I am too. But then again, I'm with the sexiest woman in the place."
She swallowed her drink quickly and motioned for another. Apparent that the drinks were starting to affect her, but I wasn't going to stop her either.
Jade took a few sips from her glass and set it down.
"Uncle Channing?"
"Yes, love?"
"I want to ask you something." She began to slur her words.
"Ask me anything."
She put her hand on my thigh. "Is your dick as humongous as my dad's big daddy dick?"
I'm sure the shock registered on my face, but she was too tipsy to notice. That was the last thing I expected her to ask.
"Umm, I'm not sure." I was, and all three of us brothers were considered well hung.
"Ohhhh come onnnnnnnnnnnnnnn, I know you guys compare. Brothers especially." She picked up her glass and downed the remainder in one gulp.
"How do you know how big your dad is anyhow?" I had to ask.
"Because I've seen his dick, but not yours."
She picked up my hand from her shoulder and slid it inside her dress over her bare tit.
"Jade...."
"Whattttttt," she slurred.
I couldn't help but fondle it a little. Her nipple hardened in my palm.
"Yeah, Uncle Channing thatssssssssss the way I like it." She peered up at me. "You know what to do and how to do it. You're a professssssionallllll."
I laughed. Her hand slid up my inner thigh, but at the angle, she couldn't quite get to my cock.
She made a pouty face. "Darn!"
Another drink appeared in front of her. "Last one and then we go, love."
She batted her eyelashes at me. "Maybe."
"I don't want you passing out on me," I laughed.
"As long as I'm on you Uncle Channing."
"We're back to uncle again, hmm."
"Yesssshhh we are," she warbled.
Her use of uncle told me she was looking at me differently. More the uncle in the private sex files than her dad's brother that showed up for holidays.
She squirmed her way onto my lap on the cab ride back giving the cab driver great flashes of her forty Ds. Not to mention calling me uncle when we were in a not-so-innocent situation. She rested her head on my shoulder, her lips against my neck. She was mumbling so her lips brushed my neck. I felt a couple of swipes of the tip of her tongue.
Once she discovered my hard-on, she squirmed so much it felt like a lap dance, and I was ready to cum in my pants by the time we got back to the apartment.
I fended off her advances when I helped her get ready for bed. I wanted her lucid and knowing what she was doing and who she was doing it with.
She curled up against my back, and slowly slid her hand down my chest to my stomach. I was just getting ready to thwart that move when I heard her soft snoring. She was out before she hit her mark.
Jade was amazingly not hung over the next morning, which made me happy for us both.
I stood at the counter drinking my coffee and she came up next to me and poured one for her. Her robe was loosely belted giving me peeks of her nakedness underneath.
She twisted and looked at me over the rim of the cup. "I had a great time last night."
"I did too, Jade."
We talked about what we'd do that day and she said she wanted to shower and went into the bathroom.
After a fraction of a second's thought, I made my decision.
The one thing I had done to my apartment once I got my business going was to update the bathroom. The old clawfoot tub didn't take the place of a shower, so I had a self-indulgent one put in.
She had her head tipped back. The water sluiced over her hair and face. She put her arms up to pull her hair away from her neck and her breasts were displayed prominently.
I pushed my shorts down and opened the glass door. She didn't see me come into the shower but felt my presence and froze. Was it in fear, I wondered? Maybe I'd misjudged her. Maybe the videos and fantasies should stay in her mind. But it was too late now for me to second guess myself.
"Jade..."
"Uncle Channing," she whispered, turning to look at me.
"I-"
"Shhhh," she whispered, putting a finger on my lips. "Let's not talk. I want to just feel."
I nodded and ran my hands over the curve of her hip, and up her sides allowing my thumbs to caress the side of her breasts. This time when she raised her arms, it was to offer her breasts to me.
I fondled and caressed the plump melons. I brought her dusky nipples to long bullets. A soft hiss. I cupped her tit and leaned to take a nipple into my mouth. I nipped with my teeth. She arched her back pushing her tit into my face and moaning. I moved to the other and brought that to another dark dusky bullet.
I ran my lips over her chest up to her neck. She gripped my hair in her fingers and sought my lips. Her soft full lips ate at mine. Her tongue teased until I let her in. She explored my mouth and played with my tongue.
I reached around her and picked up her shampoo dropping some into my hands. I massaged the shampoo into her scalp. She smiled, closed her eyes and tipped her head back. I gave her more of a massage than a shampoo, the helped her rinse her hair.
She rubbed her hands together creating a thick lather of body soap. She started at my chest. Nails scratching through the thick fur on my chest. Down my arms and back up. She worked lower until I was thick with white bubbles.
She stepped forward and pressed her body into mine. The slickness of the bubbles and the heat of her skin and the softness of her body aroused me even more.
I pulled her closer to me and she wrapped her arms around my neck, and we kissed. She ground her mound into my throbbing cock that slipped and slid between our bodies.
"Uncle Channing?" she whispered.
"Yes, love."
"I want you to fuck me. I know it's wrong."



"I don't think you could stop me from fucking you, Jade. I've wanted you since the day I picked you up for the airport."
We quickly finished washing and dried each other off. She led me to the bed, and we kissed. I followed her down and she wrapped her legs around me.
"Need you now..." She moaned and dug her fingers into my ass desperately. "Uncle Channing... My dream... Fantasy..."
I would never let her know that I saw her most secret feelings. But I wanted to make them come true for her. I held myself on my elbows and nuzzled her neck. I nipped her earlobe and breathed softly in her ear.
"Are you sure, love? Once I'm deep inside you, there's no going back. We'll always be more than niece and uncle."
"I've dreamt of this Uncle Channing. I've fantasized you naked on me like this. How hard I made your cock. How deliciously deviant."
Her words fired me up even more. My cock nudged her cunt, teasing. Her nails dug into my ass trying to pull me into her.
"Do you want me to fuck you, Jade?" She moaned; her blue eyes were fiery. "God you're so fucking beautiful," I said sliding into her wet cunt.
Her nails scored up my back as I drove in deep. She rocked up meeting every stroke. Our bodies slammed together. Lewd grunts and throaty moans reverberated around the room.
She dug her heels into the mattress and rocked up. I rolled and put her on top. Her ebony hair streaked over her face, over her tits. She seated herself on my dick and ground down. Arching her back, she undulated her gorgeous body. I caressed her hips and down her thighs, spread wide on either side of me.
She was lost. I knew this was the culmination of all those videos when she used the dildo and called my name. All the uncle and niece incest stories she read and wrote. All the images.
She was stunning. Her nipples so hard and long. Her breasts were so damn soft, but so firm and big. He hair was over her face and tits like cobwebs. Strands were caught in her long eyelashes. Her head was tipped back, eyes closed.
Her cunt was so tight on my cock. She was a perfect fit. Her hot juices flowed down over my balls. I saw her soft cunt lips surrounding my shaft as she rocked. Swollen and so wet.
She sat up and leaned over me, her hair brushing my chest. She had a rhythm that carried through from the beginning and took me with her. Usually, I would be fucking her hard and fast now, but I let her set the pace.
She leaned over my face and kissed me. Her black hair came around us like a curtain. Her tits overflowed my hands. Her nipples were hard bullets that pressed into my palm.
"Fuck me, Uncle Channing," she groaned loudly.
Then she suddenly gasped, froze while her cunt milked my cock in such a tight grip I shouted. Her throaty groan mewed out in waves joined by my grunting eruptions deep inside her. She locked down as soon as she felt my cock exploding inside her.
I pulled her down on my chest, my cock still inside her. Her breasts were mashed into my heaving chest. She was panting, trying to catch her breath.
She kissed my chest. "It was everything I thought it would be, Uncle Channing," she murmured, more to herself, I think.
My cock softened and she rolled off me to my side.
"God, I feel so umm, immoral, depraved, hmmm, indecent maybe." Her chin rested on hand on my chest so she could look at me.
I smiled. "Yeah. Maybe all of the above? Incest is pretty provocative that's for sure." I looked over at the table next to the bed. "I captured it all on video on my cell phone." I ran my hand up and down her silky smooth back and over her perfect ass.
"Oh my god, that's perfect! Thank you so much, Chan!" She peppered kisses all over my face. "We'll watch later hmm? When you're recovered." I nodded.
"So, what made a sexy niece like you want, your uncle?"
"Umm," she said looking at the ceiling. "I've always followed your career. You've been my hero in business. When you came to my high school graduation, I realized how sexy you were, Smart and hot. I fantasized about you."
"You did?"
"Well about you and dad." She rolled her eyes. "Although I'm trying, I'll probably never be able to seduce him. He's too straight."
"Oh, I don't know. He'd get a look at this body of yours and who knows. You can melt any man, love."
"Did you have any second thoughts? I mean because we're related," she asked.
"I did think about it on and off. I mean once we crossed that line, there's no going back."
"We'll always be lovers," she said softly.
"Yes, we'll always be lovers. Secret lovers. No one can ever know," I cautioned her.
She nodded. "That's why I think it's so hot. No one can know. It'll always be our secret."
I admit I felt relieved when she said all that. I was concerned that she didn't realize the gravity of our relationship if it would ever go public. If her dad found out, it would be disastrous.
"I will tell you what a naughty girl I've been."
She snuggled into my side, her leg over my dick, her arm across my chest, head on my shoulder.
"Naughty? You?!" I laughed.
She was close enough to kiss her and I did just that. Those full soft lips drove me crazy. A man wanted to drown in those round cornflower blue eyes.
"Well, do you want to hear or not? It's about your brother."
"Uh oh. Okay, go on."
Her soft thigh rubbing on my dick was begging to be distracting. Along with her tits smashed into my side.
"Okay so, I told you I fantasized about fucking dad, right?" I nodded, wondering how far down this path we were going to go. I mean I knew my brother well, but how he would react to his daughter seducing him, I couldn't guess.
"Well, you did say if he saw my body. I was thinking that too. Maybe if he was so aroused, he wouldn't care."
"And I'm sure you could be quite the mature Lolita," I smiled.
"Well, you know mom is gone a lot to her board meetings and all those events. It's usually dad and I when he gets home from work for a couple hours. At least. Sometimes she comes home really late."
"Seriously?"
"Yeah, she always has something to do. Anyways, I started leaving the door open to the bathroom when I shower. Running around naked. I started sunbathing at the pool naked so when he'd come home, I'd be there."
"That must have really tested him. It sure as hell would me." I shifted a bit. My cock was hardening under her thigh. She moved her leg and began softly petting my dick with her fingers.
"Yeah, it is starting to work. He comes out to the pool, and I take my time covering up. He comes over to kiss me and I've been lingering longer on his lips. He's not pulling away," she says, trying to read the situation.
"That's a good thing then, love."
"If he's wearing pool shorts, he doesn't hide his hard on."
"Wow, okay. I'd say you're getting to him, Jade." If I know my horny brother, he'll be bucking like a bronco under you soon.
"The other day I asked him to put suntan lotion on. I was on my stomach with no top and a thong bottom."
"Mmmm," I murmured imagining that.
She was absently playing with my balls and cock, and it felt so damn good I was having a hard time concentrating.
"Anyhow, he sat on the edge of the chaise and stroked the lotion over my back and arms. He started stroking it up my sides and over the side of my tits. I thought he might avoid touching me, but he didn't. In fact, he fondled it a little. Then he did the same on the other. His fingers worked a little between my tit and the towel, trying to feel my nipple I think."
"Oh, brother is a naughty boy! Feeling his daughter up." She laughed.
"Just like his brother," she said, and we kissed. It got passionate and sloppy quickly. "I have more to tell you, but I have something to do first."
She pushed up and began kissing all over my chest. Her hair brushed my hot skin like butterflies.
She moved down the bed and between my thighs. She rose to her knees and watched me, stroking my thighs from my knees up to my waist. She slowly moved to my inner thighs with the same slow sultry stroking.
My hips automatically pushed up. My cock lay heavy on me, thick and hot. Her fingers brushed my nuts teasingly. I moaned and pushed my ass off the bed.
"Touch me, Jade," I murmured.
Still, she brushed my balls and trailed her fingers near my cock. I grunted and thrust. Her eyes were locked with mine. Now just the tips of her fingers tracked so lightly over me that I trembled as she neared my cock again.
"Please," I begged. Knowing I was going to go crazy if she didn't touch me soon. But she didn't touch me.
She leaned over my cock and licked the shaft from my balls to the tip. She had me trembling again. Her steamy breath bathed my cock before her wet tongue traced the thick winding veins.
"Oh my god, Jade." My voice was hoarse and growled.
She looked up and I saw those fabulous tits swaying below her. The dusky black nipples were tight. Her soft hair trailed my skin sensuously.
She took my cock between her hands and lapped the head. I groaned louder. The tip of her tongue probed the hole and flicked just below. I jerked and grunted louder.
She danced my balls on the fingertips of her other hand. Those full lips wrapped around the head of my cock, and she sucked hard, then slowly slid her mouth lower until I was engulfed in her hot steamy mouth.
She held the base tightly and fucked my cock with her mouth. My chest was heaving, and I could hear the grunting rasp vibrate through me.
"Oh god yeah," I growled. "Don't stop."
She was taking me higher and higher. She knew when to increase the speed and use her teeth and tongue.
"Oh fuck, I'm cumming," I shouted, thrusting up.
My cock pulsed releasing my hot seed down her throat. She took it all.
She held my cock in her mouth until it softened, then crawled back up to snuggle in next to me.
"God damn, Jade." Was all I could say. I hugged her to me.
"Mmm, yeah. You taste good Channing."
"No uncle now hmm?" I laughed.
"I'll use it when it makes an impact," she laughed.
"You are the naughty one."
I got up to pee and grabbed a bottle of wine and two glasses.
"Perfect," she said, taking a sip.
"So now back to my brother. Do you think you're close to getting to him?" For some odd reason, the idea of her seducing her dad was a turn on. I know she'd tell me if she was fucking him, but best of all, I knew she wouldn't tell him she was fucking me. We both know he wouldn't take that well.
She sat facing me with her legs crossed. Her thighs wide open. Her sweet pussy winking out at me.
"Yeah, I'm pretty sure. He's getting more interested in seeing me naked, and more so, touching me."
"Yeah, touching you." I put my hand on her leg. "Has he gotten naked for you somehow?"
She grinned. "Yeah, a few times. He started doing the same thing. Coming out of the shower naked, then oops, I didn't know you were here. He's never in a hurry to cover up either."
She picked up her wine and took a sip. "He came in my bathroom while I was in the shower saying he was looking for some aspirin. I opened the door, leaned out and pointed to the drawer. He had a towel around his waist and his cock began to push it out."
"What did you do?"
"I just looked down and smiled. I held the door open, and I really think he was considering coming in with me."
"Maybe worried that Julie would come home?"
"Probably. You never know when mom will get home."
"I probably shouldn't be as turned on by this as I am," I admitted to her.
"I'm glad. I don't want us to stop fucking. I don't want you to get tired of me."
"Tired of you," I laughed heartily. "Hardly. You'll be the first to kick me to the curb I guarantee. You'll find someone your age and fall in love. That's the way it's supposed to be."
"You never married."
"True," I said. "Just never the right person or the right time or both."
"What were you looking for?"
"A drop dead gorgeous sexy smart woman like you." She laughed. "True. You are the woman of a man's dreams."
"You'll dream of me?"
"I'll dream, fantasize, and imagine."
"I don't ever want us to leave here." Her face suddenly turned sad.
"Me either, love. But we have to go back to reality I'm afraid."
I would never admit to her than I was having a hard time imagining her not in my life. I knew I'd have to be the adult one though.
I scheduled the jet late, so we'd have today together. We didn't talk much but sat close and kissed and touched. Life for us was about to change and I wasn't sure how her and I would fit into our lives at home. I knew that she wouldn't settle for a goodbye, nor would I.

~to be continued~




        Whispers in the Vineyard Ch. 06

        Retired cop + college coed = excessive sexual content.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/whispers-in-the-vineyard-ch-06

Title: Whispers in the Vineyard Ch. 06

Author: Daddysgirlfl

Category: Mature

Description: Retired cop + college coed = excessive sexual content.

Tags: public sex, retired cop, college coed, young girl, big tits, policeman, older man

Series: Whispers in the Vineyard


Wine, a college coed and retired cop... A recipe for heat. Jake and Kitty will give you a front row seat to their X-rated fun. A big age gap doesn't stop them... In fact, it's just the opposite. Toss in another college coed and you know what's cumming and cumming and cumming.
Kitty and Jake's current and upcoming stories may have triggers of strong excessive sexual content, squirting, ass fun, girl/girl, kink, strong excessive sexual content, pregnancy, breastfeeding, unmarried infidelity, and more strong excessive sexual content
Emails welcome! Thanks for reading! DG

Whispers in the Vineyard Ch 06


Kitty & Jake's Story


Part 02

The day of the wedding was a flurry of activity everywhere. Ellie asked me to do a few things which I'd already accomplished. Nothing to do until it was time to get dressed.
"You know I'm hard for you all the time," Jake growled in my ear.
"You know I'm wet for you all the time," I whispered back.
He guided me out of the winery, down a hill to a small building. It was damp but warm inside. My eyes adjusted to the dim lighting, and I saw rows of oak barrels lined up on each wall. The fruity scent hit me, and I breathed deeply.
"I need you to fuck me, little one."
"Sit down and get your dick out," I said. I loved the new me that was so free. It was all because of Jake. He made me feel that way.
"I love when you dominate me."
He sat in a wooden chair. His pants and shorts were pushed to his knees. His cock stood up throbbing from his lap.
I shimmied out of my panties and pushed them into his mouth. He moaned, his hands going to his cock.
"No touching." He growled through the panties.
I straddled his lap, held his cock, and slid down the hard shaft. My head fell back, and I moaned when his cock stretched the walls of my cunt. He jerked and drove up. I put my hands on his shoulders and rode a few strokes, then pulled off.
"Oh, come on, you can be going to tease me like that," he moaned, gripping my panties in his hand.
I knelt in front of him and pulled his pants to his ankles, spreading his thighs wider.
"Take your top and bra off."
"You want to titty fuck me, Jake?" I held his eyes while is pulled the shirt over my head and unhooked my bra.
My tits were bigger and swollen and burst out when I released them.
"Oh my god. Those fucking tits give me wet dreams. Fuck yeah, I want to fuck them. I want to fuck your cunt. I can't get enough of you Kitty. My Kitty with the hot pussy."
"My cop with the big fucking cock," I murmured before I opened my mouth and took his cock down my throat.
"Oh god damn," he moaned. "Your mouth."
I moaned and hummed and sucked. I tasted myself along with his precum. I hefted his full balls in my hand and lightly scratched them with my nails. He growled and his hips rocked. My teeth raked the hard shaft, my tongue swirled on the sensitive head. I milked up more precum with my hand.
"I want everything you got in those big fat balls."
He hissed and rocked. I let him fuck my mouth at his pace. Between the heat of my mouth, my swirling tongue, and vibrations he built up quickly and was ready to cum. I heard the hard grunt, his balls drew up.
I pulled off on the first hard squirt out the tip and aimed it at my tits, watching arcs of hot white cum splatter on my tits. He watched, shouting louder as his cock continued to pump.
His head fell back for a moment, then he looked at me, his eyes still lusty.
I watched him as I rubbed the cum into my tits. I licked my fingers and plucked at my nipples, rubbing cum over them.
"Fucking hell. You are so fucking hot, darlin'."
I smiled. "You liked"
"What the fuck do you think?"
I stood up and leaned over him letting him lick and suck his cum off my tits. It was a light touch of my finger on my clit that brought me to a shuddering orgasm while he bit and pulled on my nipples.
I picked up my bra. "We need to get ready for the wedding."
I slipped the bra over my shoulders and turned around to let him hook it for me. He seemed surprised but happy. Acting like someone that has paid attention, he smoothed the bottom band around my body.
"Bend over." I did and he pulled out a cup, put his hand inside, and adjusted my tit. He did the same with the other.
He pulled me back against his chest and kissed my neck and nipped my earlobe. He hefted my tits in his hands and pulled my nipples, so they were bulleted through my bra.
"You are bad!"
He laughed. "And you love it."
"I do." I reached back and gave his semi-hard cock a squeeze. "Now put him away and let's go."
I dressed for the wedding in my room. I wanted to see him dressed in his new suit, and I wanted him to see me. Not to mention that we could rarely get through anything without fucking. I never knew I could be so sexual until I met Jake. He brings out a different me.
I opened to the knock on the door.
"Wow," I said, running my eyes up and down. The grey suit was tailored to perfection, and he carried it well.
"Wow is right," he said, pushing in the door. "What say we blow the wedding and stay here and fuck like rabbits?"
I laughed. "The fucking you part sounds delicious, but later. Let's go!" I took his hand and led him out the door while he grumbled under his breath. "you're a sex fiend!"
He retorted, "You are too!" I thought to myself, yes, I do know that for a fact.
"You two look like you stepped off the pages of a fashion magazine!" Ami hugged us both. "I've never seen my brother so handsome," she smiled.
My pink floral sundress was the perfect match to his dove grey suit. It did look like we put a lot of thought into our clothing. I smiled broadly thinking it was just a happy coincidence.
"You look gorgeous, Ami," I said. She was older than her brother but looked younger. She was alive and vibrant which I believe overrides the years.
"Thank you, dear. I had better go see how the bride and groom are doing," she said, hurrying off into the winery.
The ceremony was set outdoors at the edge of the vineyards. Everything was set up. All it needed was the bride, groom, and officiant.
Jake put an arm around my waist. "You do look beautiful, Kitty. I see people giving me a second look because they thought you were my daughter. But they've never seen a father do this to his daughter in public." He kissed me.
Lightly at first but our passion overrode common sense and it quickly turned hot. I pulled away and did notice some shocked onlookers. I'm sure the bulge in his pants sealed the he's-a-pervert deal.
"That gave them something to think on. Daddy," I added, giggling.
"Daddy huh. That does sound delectably pervy. I think you should call me that. Especially when we are in public."
I laughed and patted him on the ass. "Later, Daddy."
The wedding was beautiful and made me cry. Ellie was gorgeous in a white sundress casual wedding dress. Gregg wore a dark grey suit. They said their vows at sunset. It was so romantic, I sighed.
Food was buffet-style in the dining room. An open bar, music, and dancing are set up on the deck.
"Let's eat before you whisk me off to fuck me," I whispered in his ear.
"Now I have to walk the buffet line with a hard-on." I laughed loud enough that turned heads. "If they only knew what we were talking about. The old guy and his daughter."
"Ohhhhh, you're going to pay for that, little one," he warned. I just raised my eyebrows and walked away.
The moon was full that night, casting an eerie glow on the grapes.
"Let's go for a walk," I said after we ate. "I want to enjoy the full moon."
He led me down the steps and into the darkness of the vines. The party sounds faded as we wandered further away. The moon turned my skin an almost iridescent white. I reached back and unzipped my dress, and carefully placed it over a post.
"Damn Kitty," he breathed.
My tits bulged over the strapless white lace bra. Matching thong panties and garter belt, thigh-high hose. I kicked off the strappy high heels and danced down the row.
"Take your bra off." I did and tossed it to him.
My nipples puckered in the breeze. I had taken years of ballet and could still dance gracefully. My tits swayed with my movements, and I knew he was going wild watching. My tit man. I was made for him, I thought to myself.
I was shameless when it came to Jake. Where stupid guys would use the term slut, smart men knew that this woman was comfortable with her sexuality, and you should appreciate it instead of calling her names. My older smart man reaped the rewards of his encouragement of my sexuality.
I wrapped my arms around his neck. My nakedness against his clothed body was erotic.
"My vineyard nymph," he whispered before kissing me.
He squeezed my ass and pulled me up against his throbbing cock.
"You want me."
"There's never a time I don't want you. That I'm not thinking about you. You have me under your spell, my Kitty," he said softly.
My Kitty. I loved the sound of that. I never thought about the future. I was afraid to even consider my life without Jake. But I would soon have to go back to school. I wanted to finish my education. I owed my stepfather that much. He raised me as his own and I loved him as much as I would a biological father.
"Why so sad. It's a happy day."
"Yeah, I'm happy for Gregg and Ellie. They're the perfect couple. So romantic."
"You're a sucker for romance aren't you," he smiled.
I lowered my eyes before he could read me. "I am."
"Get dressed. Much as I'd love to slide inside you right now, right here on the soft grass, I want you in bed more. Under me. Wrapped around me. Needing me."
We stopped at the bar and ordered drinks. I smiled watching Ellie and Gregg, lost in each other's arms on the dance floor.
"So romantic," I whispered to myself.
"They seem made for each other, don't they?" I nodded. "Sorta like us."
I had thought that recently but wasn't ready to verbalize it. To continue a relationship with Jake, my life changes would be even tougher than what Ellie went through.
I smiled. "Let's dance, handsome. I see a woman over there eyeing you, so I better get a dance in."
"My card is filled," he laughed.
I couldn't help but think of him with another woman. Our relationship was bound to be a trainwreck.
"I dunno, she's sexy, drop-dead gorgeous and she has the big tits too."
"Are you trying to get rid of me?" he asked.
I snuggled into him as we danced. "No, just saying." I left it at that. Maybe setting a seed that our time was coming to an end.
After fucking and playing half the night I woke up groggy and tired for my lunch shift.
As luck would have it, my first table of the day was the woman that had her eye on Jake last night. I took her order, got her coffee, and started to walk back to the kitchen.
"Excuse me, but weren't you at the wedding last evening?"
"I was, yes."
"I noticed you sitting with a man. Possibly your dad?" she asked in the most innocent voice possible.
'Yes, I was with him, but he's my lover, not my dad," I said just as innocently.
"Oh, I see. You have a proclivity for older men as well."
That piqued my curiosity. "I really didn't until I met him."
She nodded knowingly. "That was how it happened for me. I was in college. He was the manager of our bookstore of all things. He taught me more than I ever could have learned with six guys my age."
I smiled. "Yes, exactly how I feel."
"I'll be around a while if you ever want to talk. I'm in the fifth cottage." She stuck out her hand. "My name is Naomi, by the way."
"Kitty," I said, shaking her hand.
"Mmm, Kitty as in pussy cat. I love that."
Gregg and Ella had a quick staff meeting between lunch and dinner. First to thank us for putting up with all the wedding shenanigans, which we all laughed about. Next to tell us that they were working on some improvements at the winery and would keep us in the loop because they would like our opinion. I was excited about it until it occurred to me, I wouldn't be here for any changes.
Jake and I went to get the few things I had in my room to take them to the cottage. I'd be staying with him until I went back to Ohio. It was bittersweet fitting my things in with his, knowing it was only temporary. I don't know how Ellie did it. Had to leave Gregg here while she went back to her restaurant.
Jake put his arms around my waist. "You're sad today, little one."
I put my head on his chest and hugged him tightly. "I'll be leaving soon."
He kissed the top of my head. "I know. I try not to think of it, but it's reality. You have to finish college." I nodded. I had another full year. Maybe more depending on what I wanted to continue with. "We'll work it out."
"I need you." I pushed his t-shirt over his head and began to fumble with his pants. He brushed my hands away and did it himself, then quickly stripped my clothes.
Desperation sex. I read about it in my romance novels. Never understood it until this moment. I knew Jake was feeling the same way.
He was inside me while he still laying me back on the bed. I loud groaning sigh came through my lips when I felt his hard fullness invade my body, I scored my nails down his back as the thick shaft stretched my cunt. My nails dug into his ass pulling him deeper.
We had no words. The room filled with a staccato of uneven breaths, trembling moans, rasping loud grunts, and steamy hisses. The sound of our bodies pounding together. Considering nothing more than reaching the peak together.
He dropped to his elbows, the weight of his body on mine and I loved it. His hips jerked and drove his cock like a jackhammer. I could hear the blood flowing in my ears. I spread my legs wider. Needing him inside me. He groaned when he ground in. We couldn't get joined together tight enough. Deep enough.
We were desperate to reach that realm. Jake's growl deepened and grew more urgent. Not because he couldn't cum, but because he too needed to reach that unknown point with me.
"Oh my god, baby. I'm gonna cum," he moaned in my ear.
"Yes, cum inside me. Deep. I need your hot seed inside me," I said, frantically.
His cock throbbed hard and began to pump. His hot juice flowed out and I shouted, cumming hard. Milking his balls of all they had.
He pulled me into his arms. I threw my arm and leg across him.
He sighed. "I don't' know what you do to me."
"What?"
"Well, you have to be aware that at my age, I've fucked a lot of girls and women." I nodded, not really bothered by that because he was here with me now. "But never have I ever blasted my load thinking how much I wanted to make you pregnant."
I let that sink in. I wasn't shocked. A little surprised maybe. Maybe.
"I knew this time was different for us both." I toyed with his chest hair. "It was intense this time. I couldn't get enough of you. I couldn't get close enough. Get you inside me enough. It was powerful." I thought for a moment. "A baby would connect us forever."
"I imagined my seed creating a baby in you. Your tits getting big and milky. Your belly round with our child." He hesitated. "But I've never really wanted to be a father. I guess I'm all fucked up because I want it all leading up to a child, but just not the child."
I looked up and pulled him down for a kiss. "No, you're not fucked up. I'd love all that too. I've not thought about children. I've talked to Ellie who is sure she doesn't want them. I sort of felt the same as her. I guess I just don't know."
"You're young, little one. Plenty of time to figure that out," he said.
I felt as though he was dismissing it as something I could figure out with the next man. If that's what he had in mind, I had big news for him. He was mine. Forever. He may not realize that yet, but he will.
I was down to my last few days at the winery. Jake and I spent every waking moment that I wasn't working naked. In bed fucking or watching television. Cooking and eating naked. We just had to feel each other, even if it wasn't sexual. We were becoming nudists.
"I love you, Jake," I said one day out of the blue. It just came out and took me by surprise.
He looked up from his chair. I saw a flash of surprise across his face, a softening of his hard face I had never seen before, followed by a lusty half-lidded stare. His legs were spread wide as usual, and I watched his cock stir in his lap.
"I'm guessing I love you too, little one."
I just stood there watching his cock thickening. The veins popped out and mapped the length. His eyes were latched on my body, his hand went to his balls. He hefted them. They were full and ripe. His heavy cock fell back on his stomach.
"Stroke it," I whispered.
I palmed my nipples and he milked up precum.
I lifted my tit and flicked my tongue across the hard nipple, he groaned and squeezed his cock.
I kneaded and squeezed my tit and reached between my legs to tug at my already swollen lips. His chest rose higher, his breath deeper and faster.
His eyes locked on my fingers in my pussy. He automatically stroked his cock, palming the head and tightly holding the base.
I flicked my clit. My head fell back, and I shuddered through my first orgasm. Our eyes met and his tongue flicked across his lips.
His hips began to rock, and he fucked his fist. The tendons on his neck stretched with intensity. I licked my wet fingers and trailed them over my lips. He moaned.
He fondled his balls, his hand sliding the shaft faster. His lips parted. I lifted my tit and tongued my nipple.
He shouted, his hand a blur his cock erupted shooting hot white cum all over his belly and chest. I followed with a trembling orgasm.
He held out his arms and I sat on his lap.
"God Kitty, you are so fucking hot. I don't know what I'm going to do without you."
He said it. I wondered the same. What will I do without him? I curled up and he held me close.
We didn't talk. There was nothing to say.
Max took time off from the winery to drive me from Florida to Ohio. I lived in a dorm on campus and had little to take back with me. I didn't have all the stuff in my dorm room like most of the others. I studied and slept there. It wasn't my home, and I wasn't going to try to make it be.
Jake and I talked and or texted daily. He began to work at the winery helping Gregg with the changes and planned to stay in the area. He got an apartment nearby and seemed settled in.
I called him late one night when my roommate was gone.
"Hi, what're you doing?"
"Thinking about you, beautiful," his voice dropped a notch lower, and I knew he was feeling like me.
"Yeah?" I slipped my robe off.
"Oh yeah. Now you're in my ear and my head." I heard the rustling and knew he was taking his clothes off too.
"I'd have you in hand if I was there," I suggested.
"You would, hmm? My dick is hard for you right now, little one."
"My cunt is wet for your dick," I listened to him swallow hard, "and needs your big fat throbbing cock badly."
"God, I want to be deep inside you right now." His voice trembled, and I heard rustling and movements.
"Are you stroking your cock right now?"
"I am. Are you playing with that sweet pussy?"
"Oh yeahhh."
"I want to be there with my mouth on you. Teasing your clit with my tongue. Tasting and smelling your juices." I moaned.
"I'd have your cock in my mouth. My tongue scrubbed the head before twirling around the wide rim. Flicking the underside before trailing down to your balls. Then sucking your smooth balls into my steamy hot mouth."
He moaned. The sound of his quickening strokes affected his breathing. "Oh, god baby. Cum for me. I need to hear you cum."
I flicked my clit and it hit me like a freight train. My body arched and froze. My quiet whimpers turned into louder mews that followed the waves of my orgasm. I came down gasping and trembling.



I heard his grunts louder, deeper, and faster. I envisioned his hand a blur on his dick, taking himself higher. He shouted my name loud and hit his peak.
"Mmm, I love this." I sighed. "It doesn't replace you being with me though."
"I know, Kitty my little pussy cat." He cleared his throat. "I miss you so much."
"I miss your cock inside me. Filling me. I miss your mouth on me, tasting me, then sharing me on your lips."
"Oh god, Kitty, you're going to get me hard again. You know I haven't cum since you left. I just couldn't. But tonight. Your voice did it."
"I'm glad, Jake."
"Hey, guess who I saw at the winery today? The woman you thought was so beautiful that supposedly had her eye on me. She was with a man today. Quite a bit older than her."
"I know. We discussed how we both like older men."
"Really? Hmm, I'd like to have been a bird in that conversation," he laughed. "By the way, are you still naked?"
I giggled. "Yes."
"Mmm. I haven't seen your dorm room so I can't imagine you in it."
"I haven't seen your apartment so I can't imagine you there either."
"Guess we're both pretty visual, huh," he said.
"We both have good imaginations. Which is why we have such hot sex."
"Really?"
"Yeah, I learned all about that in one of my art classes."
"Wow, okay. I'm not going there," he laughed. "Hey, you paint and stuff, right?"
"I do."
"Do you have those classes where you paint nudes?" he asked.
"I do," I said, laughing silently. "Do you want to model My photography class uses nude models quite often?"
"I'd model if it was you and I."
I laughed. "I don't think I'd get much painting done or pictures taken."
"Maybe not. But maybe we can work it into some kind of kinky painting and picture-taking thing."
"Hmm, okay you work on that baby," I said.
"I need to let you get some sleep. Although I want to just lay with you all night."
"Don't fire me up again," I whined.
He laughed. "Bye. I love you. Bye."
"I love you," I said and ended the call.
Sadly I wondered how long our relationship could sustain on phone sex.
My roommate all but moved out and I had the room all to myself. I appreciated the privacy mostly. I was in the first senester of a photography class and was able to shoot models in the room. Privacy for nude shoots was at a premium at school.
I opened the door to my first model. Another student that I traded tutoring with for modeling.
"This is the first time I've done this," Chy said nervously. "I'm so glad you can do it here. I'm not sure if I could do it at school where anyone could walk in."
"I can understand that. Just relax, it's only us. My roommate went to live with her boyfriend."
"Nice! I'd love to be that lucky."
Chy was a freshman and younger than me. She was full figured, lovely white undamaged skin, full sensuous lips and tits as big as mine. I laughed to myself when I thought of Jake and her tits.
She stripped; her nervousness gone. "Will I be, okay?"
"Hey this isn't about that. I'll add you're more than okay. You're beautiful and I'm so glad you volunteered to do this."
I arranged her on her side on the bed, one knee cocked to the front, her back arched to show off her phenomenal breasts. I pulled her long hair over her shoulder just allowing a nipple to peek through the strands.
"You make me feel sexy," she said.
"Because you are!" I stepped back to look at her. "Do you mind if I touch you?"
"No, that's fine! Arrange me however you need."
"It's just that I'm big breasted too and know certain poses are much sexier."
"I'm forty-two D, what are you?
"Thirty nine D. But you have much prettier nipples."
"Sometimes they poke through my tops so much it's embarrassing."
"Really? Maybe you can make them like that for the pictures?"
"Sure!"
I had her in a twisted position that I was sure wasn't comfortable, but she was so voluptuous I wanted to show her sensuality best as I could. I had my camera on a tripod and stepped back to take a few shots. I looked at them in the camera and was satisfied with the lighting.
"Now how about getting those cocks hard with your long nipples."
"Oooo," she whispered. "That's a hot thought."
"I can guarantee you most of the guys that see your pictures will get aroused.
"That's exciting," she breathed, kneading her tits and plucking her nipples. They were long and the more she worked them the longer they got.
"You don't have nipples, you have bullets! You lucky thing you!"
I decided to capture the lusty look on her face while she was doing that. Chy was turning herself on and it was all over her face.
"Maybe if you do what I'm doing you can make them longer. Mine didn't used to be that way until one of my boyfriends started to suck and tug them longer." I thought back to Jake doing that and wondered if they would get that long. "They get much longer and harder when someone is sucking and biting them with their teeth," she said, as though reading my mind.
"Yeah... I know how that works. Hey, have you ever sucked on your own? I bet you could too. Your tits are bigger than mina and I can do it?"
"Really?" She looked at me quizzically. "How?!"
I pulled my t shirt over my head and took my bra off.
"Your titties are hot, Kitty," she said, staring. My nipples hardened at that.
"I think we have a mutual titty loving relationship," I laughed.
I held a tit up and flicked my tongue across the tightening nipple.
"Oh my god," she squealed and immediately did the same. "Holy crap this is awesome. Why didn't I think of this?" She was able to get about as much of her nipple as I could of mine. "I don't think I can get myself as hot though," she said, disappointed.
"Yeah, I can't either. Nothing like someone else's mouth."
She looked at me. Still tugging at her nipples, she stood in front of me. The same height, our breasts were on the same level. Nipple to nipple. I'd never been like this with another woman and found it arousing.
I trailed my fingers over her voluptuous breasts, and I understood why men found mine provoking. I stroked the underside of her tit up over her nipple.
She hissed. "Oh my god, Kitty. Men never know to do that."
She mimicked me on my own tits, and I mewed at the feeling. "Oh yeahhhhh. Feels so hot."
I gasped when her mouth was on my other tit while she fondled the other. She knew just how hard, how much and how. I wove my fingers through her thick red curls while I hefted her tits in my hands. I palmed her nipples and continued to stroke the sensitive underside.
She kissed up over my breast to my ear. Her soft breath puffed in my ear and I found myself getting excited. We looked at each other and with a silent grant of permission, kissed. Softly brushing our lips, then more pressure. Soft and sweet but electrifying at the same time.
We moved closer until our breasts mashed together. "Oh god you feel so good against me, Kitty," she breathed. "Have you ever been with another girl?"
"No, have you?"
She shook her head and looked down. "I'm glad I waited though. Let's take pictures of this. Look how sexy our tits are pressed together like this."
I reached for my camera and held it above our heads. I couldn't see and relied on autofocus. Digital allowed me to continue to shoot while she played with our tits. Rubbing our nipples together. I got shots of our nipples just barely touching. She pinched each of our nipples together and squeezed us closer. It was so exciting I could barely function.
The thought flitted through my head that I may be cheating on Jake. But was I, I wondered since it was a woman? Right then she latched onto a nipple and sucked rhythmically and all thoughts of anyone or anything was gone.
Chy shoved my shorts and panties down and pulled me against her. Soft skin and body against mine were intoxicating. We kissed, allowing our tongues to explore.
We stretched out face to face. I stroked her wet soft pussy lips and she moaned. I pushed a finger in deep and pressed and rubbed. She stiffened and shouted, soaking my hand with her juices.
"What did you do to me," she gasped.
"Your g spot, Chy. Some girls can squirt when her g spot is rubbed. You soaked my hand so I think you can too. You're lucky."
Her fingers trailed down my slit. "Can I do that to you?"
"It has never worked for me. My boyfriend has tried. Some of us have it, some don't I guess."
She cupped her hand and slipped her finger in, using the heel of her hand to massage my pussy over my clit.
"Oh my god, an old boyfriend used to do that," I moaned. "Feels so fucking good."
My hips began to rock as she stroked her finger in and pressed rhythmically. I threw my head back as she took me higher and higher until I flew off in a shower of lights.
"Mmmm," I gasped, still trembling. I opened my eyes to her soft smile. "I haven't cum like that in a long time."
Just then my cell phone went off. I rolled back and picked it up.
"It's my man," I told her.
She cringed. "Will he be mad?"
"There's only one way to find out!"
"Hi baby, I want you to know you're on speaker."
"Really? What's going on?"
"Do you really want to know what I'm doing?" Chy and I giggled.
"Uh oh, I hear another voice of the female persuasion. What're you guys doing? Studying?" We giggled even more. "Ohhhh, myyy. Sounds like it's a lot of fun whatever you guys are up to."
"Do you want to go to video call?" I asked.
"Hell yeah, I fuckin' want to know what's going on."
"Okay, give me a minute."
We arranged so we were nipples to nipples again and I switched to video.
"For fuck sakes, what are you girls up to?" He was grinning.
"Oh, just playing around," I said. "This is Chy, my new friend. Chy this is my man."
They exchanged a few words.
"You two are pretty fucking hot, you know," he growled.
"You hard?"
"What the fuck do you think? Want me to show you?"
"No!" I wasn't about to share that much with Chy.
"I bet you want to see us. Let me back the phone off a bit." I pulled back until he could see that we were in bed, face to face, tits to tits.
I rubbed her tit, "She's bigger than me, baby."
"I see that! Those nipples!"
"Right?!" I said. I pulled them out, so they were like bullets.
"Holy fuck," he groaned. I could see him stealth moving around.
"You are stroking?"
"Can I?" he asked, not knowing the etiquette of the situation.
"That's so hot," Chy said.
"Let me see if I can attach my phone to the camera tripod so I can free my hands up," I said.
"I see why you want to use your hands. You both have handfuls there," he said.
"Thank you," Chy said.
I held the phone and showed her on stretched out on the bed. Her long red hair fell across her shoulders and over the pillow.
"She's hot isn't she baby?" I said to Jake.
"Yes, she is. And thank you for sharing her with me, darlin'."
"Fondle your balls for me, Jake," I whispered, stretching out next to Chy. He now had a full view of us on the bed.
"You guys are going to kill me with this," he groaned. "You're so fucking hot together it makes my dick ache."
"What do you want me to do to her, baby. Eat her?" I asked him. He nodded; his eyes full of lust.
She moaned when I moved her thighs wider. She lay on her back squeezing her tits wile I stroked the soft insides of her thighs. She had a soft poof of red hair, but her lips were swollen fat and damp.
I spread her lips and licked the length of her slit. I had never done this before but knew exactly what to do.
"Oh my god, Kitty. Feels sooooo good," she moaned.
I heard Jake groan in the background. I looked at him and smiled. "Can you see her sweet pussy, Jake? So soft and pink." He growled, his lips parted, his breathing harder and faster.
"Eat her, Kitty. Taste her and tell me what she tastes like," he ground out.
I will later, but I had other plans for her and him right now. I shoved two fingers inside her and she shouted, arching her back. She knew what was coming and was going with the flow this time.
I fucked her with two fingers pushing in deep. Jake hissed and Chy whimpered. I licked her clit a few times and it grew long and hard on my tongue. Like a cock.
"Oh fuck," I murmured. "Her clit grows long and hard like a cock."
"Jesus," Jake growled.
I let the tip of my tongue flick just the tip of her clit. She clutched the sheets and trembled. I did it again and she whimpered louder. Her hips rocked and I held her hips while I did it again.
"Kitty," she cried, thrusting her hips wanting more. I continued to tease her but not letting her cum.
"I'm cumming," I heard Jake shout over the phone. He grunted each pump loud and long. We both moaned listening to him. "Fuck," he hissed. "Fuck." He gasped.
Chy was panting and rocking her hips, needing to cum. I glanced at Jake to make sure he watched. I don't think he took his eyes off us, even when he was orgasming.
I shoved my fingers deep again and rubbed her g spot. She screamed and her juices shot out of her in a thick clear arc.
"What the fuck," Jake mumbled. "Did she just squirt?
"She does. She squirts."
"Motherfucker," Jake mumbled. "You both are going to be the death of me tonight. I'm as hard a rock again."
Chy played with our tits together which I knew Jake would love. I brought myself off while she sucked on my nipples. She pulled them longer and harder.
"Your nipples are going to be like hers, Kitty."
"I know, she's working on that for me."
"God, you two are so hot," he said. "Just watching you with those tits got me fucking my fist again. I really need your tight pussy, Kitty. I need to sink deep inside you. Feel your cunt milking the cum out of my balls." I hefted my tit so I could tongue my nipple and Chy followed. "God, look at those tits. I have died and gone to heaven. You both have my dick hard a rock just seeing them."
Chy was panting with his words and I spread her thighs so they were open to him. I finger fucked her again and she screamed, squirting another stream. I saw that he was stroking faster watching her and he came with a shout while she cried out.
"We better go, baby. We need to shower."
"Oh fuck, leave me with that vision. You both soaping each other in the shower. Video tape it and I can use it after I recover," he laughed and ended the call.
One of the reasons I chose this dorm is because we had a small, very small, bathroom with the room. Th shower stall was tight for one, erotically intimate for two.
We soaped each other so our bodies were soapy slick against each other.
Chy kissed me and whispered, "I never thought another woman would turn me on this much. Never in my dreams."
"I can't believe how good your body feels against mine. So soft, curvy. Your tits against mine drive me wild." I rubbed my tits on her, creating more soapy bubbles. "Now I know why men love my tits and are so attracted to them. I'm crazy about yours."
We rinsed off and dried each other off. Neither of us had early classes the next day so she stayed with me. All night I woke up with her hands on me, and she woke up with my hands on her.
In the morning I downloaded all the pictures ot my computer and we review them. Of course, we got turned on again and had to play before she left.
I went through the pictures after she left. Chy gave her okay to send some to Jake.
It was early but I picked up my phone to call him.
"Good morning to the woman of my dreams," he answered sleepily.
"You're still in bed. I'm sorry baby."
"I can't think of anyone I'd want to wake up to more than you, Kitty. I see you recovered from last night," he chuckled.
"Were you shocked?"
"Not shocked exactly, but certainly surprised. I didn't know you had a predilection towards women."
"I didn't know it either. I found out like you're a tit man, I'm a tit girl."
He laughed. "You were fucking hot, Kitty. It made me miss you that much more."
"I miss you too." I sighed. "Chy is a fun diversion, but I'd never give up men. You specifically."
"I loved to see you enjoying yourself like that, you know," he said.
"Would you have liked to have been between us on that bed?"
"Oh my, that's a loaded question, little one."
"It's not meant to be at all. I couldn't help but think of you the whole time. How much you'd enjoy being naked with us."
"Well yeah I guess, but you're the only one I really want, Kitty."
"Yeah, I get that. And I wouldn't want to see you fucking her, but maybe just enjoying her body along with mine."
"I guess that would be pretty hot. I'd think we'd set some ground rules beforehand. So we don't do what anyone is uncomfortable with."
"Right. Good idea. Have you ever been in a threesome before?"
"Oh boy, you're really waking me up aren't you. Well, I'm a cop and there's not much we haven't done. Including threesomes."
"Two girls and you?"
"Yes. But it was a long long time ago. When I was younger. And it was just sex. Pure and simple."
"I get that," I said. But I admit the thought of it got me hot. "It is hot to think about," I admitted.
"It is yeah. But I wouldn't want to see you with another guy."
"Even if it was just sex?"
"Makes no difference. I don't want to see or think about you with another guy, Kitty. I love you. That makes all the difference in the world."
"Well, you don't have to worry about that. I don't want another guy. You're the man for me."
"I admit, seeing you with another girl was fucking hot, baby."
I smiled. "I'm glad. I was hoping you wouldn't be mad."
"No, not at all. You being with another woman is much different than you being with a man, Kitty. For me anyhow."
"Yes, I get it. I would only want to see you with another woman if I was with you."
"We can talk about it someday if you want."
"Okay, sounds good."
I had to have Chy come back because I got so distracted, I didn't get all the photographs I needed for my class. It was my grade for the semester so they had to be good.
"Okay baby, no distractions this time," I told Chy when she walked in the door.
"No problem, I'm ready to pose,' she said, giving me a kiss.
She tasted so sweet I went in for another one. We were in each other's arms kissing passionately. I needed to feel her body against mine and began pulling her clothes off as she fumbled with mine.
"Ahhh," I moaned when her soft body pressed into mine. Her hard nipples poked into my tits. I slid my hand down her back to her ass, pulling her into me. WE ground our mounds together. I knew she was as wet as I was. I was so needy missing Jake.
We fell on the bed, eating at each other's mouths. My thigh was between hers and I pressed into her hot steamy pussy. I rode her thigh. Our tits together, tight in each other's arms and getting off. She shuddered in my arms and her cunt gushed her hot juice on my thigh. She reached between us and pinched my nipple and tugged sending me over the edge.
We lay gasping, still clutching one another. God how I wanted Jake between us, I thought. I had to make it happen.
We had a long break coming up.
"Daddy?" I called my stepdaddy.
"Kitten! God it's good to hear from you."
We talked for a bit and I asked if there was a room open in the building I stayed in. It was normally reserved for staff at the winery.
"There are a number of rooms open, but won't you be stying with Jake?" I was always amazed how quickly he took to Jake.
"I will, but I might be bringing a friend from school. She'll need a room."
"I'll set it up!"
I ended the call with him. Hit Chy's number and asked if she wanted to go with me for the break. She said yes. I ended the call with her and scrolled down to Jake and connected with him.
"Darlin' this is a nice surprise," he said. I never usually called this early.
"What're you doing?"
"I'm on the deck having a late dinner before I head home."



I told him about my break and that I was coming back. Then I told him Chy was coming with me.
"Really? We should talk about it before we jump into anything, Kitty."
"We can! Just because she's there doesn't mean we have to.. You know... Play."
"Okay then. Daddy is setting up a room for her." Letting him know that she wasn't staying with us.
"Okay. You know I worked with him a few times. I like Max a lot," he said. "He was younger and I was surprised when I found out he was your stepdad."
"I thinkn he might be a bit younger than you. I never thought about it before."
"Anyhow, nice guy," he said and I agreed. He was like a father to me.
We got inexpensive flights to Gainesville and I made plans to get a rental since we wouldn't be there for long. We got off the plane and Chy commented on the heat.
"You'll be glad you brough summer clothes. It'll be warm. They put in a pool since I was here last so that'll be nice! But Jake has one at his apartment too."
Jake came out of the winery as we drove up. I ran into his arms, and he hugged me tightly.
He saw Chy over my shoulder, and I saw his eyes on her tits. "I told you that you'd love her tits," I whispered.
"Hush!"
I made introductions and heard someone call my name. I ran off to give my Max a hug. I held his hand and led him back to introduce him to Chy. My dad could be very charming, and he had her blushing in no time.
"I can take her to the room if you'd like," he said.
"Sure. I'm sure she wants to get changed out of her northern clothes too."
"Please!" she said, fanning herself.
Dad picked up her bag and they went to her room, planning to meet on the deck for dinner.
I needed a shower from the trip and needed Jake just as much and couldn't wait to get to his apartment.
"God damn Kitty, you can't believe how much I've missed you."
We stripped and were in the shower. "You feel so good against me, baby," I moaned, rocking my hips against his cock that was trapped between us.
"I'll feel better in your tight cunt." I shuddered at his hot words. "Turn around."
I turned, and leaned on the wall. He held my hips and drove in. We fucked like rutting animals. He reached under me and cupped my swaying tits. He twisted my nipples and they pulled longer in his fingers. He groaned and tugged them longer.
"God damn, Kitty. Your fucking nipples. I can't wait to get my mouth on them."
"Fuck me. Hard and deep. I need to feel your hot seed deep inside me. I need that."
I rode his cock while he pounded in me. We were on a desperate rise to the top. My tits banged and swayed. The water flowed over us. Gasping breaths echoed off the shower walls.
"Motherfucker..." He panted. "Here it comes," he grunted loud and his cock exploded inside me taking me over the edge with him.
We finished the shower and had time to snuggle on his bed for a bit. I relished his hard body against mine and wrapped myself around him. He held me close.
"God, I missed you so much," I whispered. "So how did you like Chy? Did she turn you on?"
He laughed. "Easy girl, easy. She was nice and beautiful yes. And before you ask, yes I did ogle her tits. Of course, I saw them before."
I giggled and swatted him. "But not in real life! Only on the phone. Not like they were rubbing on you." I sighed. "They are soft though. And those nipples. Mine are getting longer but hers are like bullets."
"Hmm. You are enjoying her aren't you?"
"I am! I never thought I'd ever like a girl like that, but I like her. I'm not so sure about other women. Probably not so much. Just something about her."
"Yeah, I can see how compatible you two are already. That's very nice, darlin'."
"So you think maybe her with us then?" I asked hopefully.
"Maybe." That was all I got.
We were seated at the table when dad and Chy came out on the deck.
"She's all settled in," he said looking at Chy and she smiled shyly.
Dad was dressed nicer than I'd ever seen him. Chy had a sundress on that was low cut and showed off her wonderful cleavage and upper curves of her breasts. I noticed dad's eyes straying down and I was amused. I never thought of those two, but...
They got in several quiet conversations in a get to know your manner and Jake looked at me knowingly.
"I don't know if she'll have time for us now," he whispered in my ear.
I frowned, not thinking about that. "Oh, she'll have time."
The band was on the deck this evening, so we got a few dances in. I noticed dad's hands sliding up and down Chy's back. Several times they made it to her ass. Her hands went from his shoulders to around his neck.
"Max is going to get lucky tonight I think," Jake said.
"I love that. He deserves some fun in his life. He spent most of it raising me."
I watched the sensual seduction on the dance floor. His mouth was close to her ear and she tipped her head. He kissed the side of her neck up to her cheek. She turned her head and met his mouth with hers.
It was late and few were on the dance floor. They slowly danced to a dark corner but Jake and I were voyeurs of this seduction.
"God this is hot," he whispered, grinding his hard bulge against me.
"Yesssss," I whispered.
We danced to the side of the deck, but far enough away they wouldn't notice. They were no hidden to the others by palm trees.
They made no pretense of dancing but began kissing passionately. Dad had his hands on her ass and pulled her into him. I saw her arch her back and knew she was rubbing her sensitive tits into his chest.
He pulled the tie on her shoulder with his teeth and did the same other the other. She took a breath and her top dropped baring her fantastic tits to him.
Jake gasped. "Uh huh, you'll love sucking on them as much as I do." He groaned and reached between us to massage my breast.
She whispered to him, and he began to twist and play with her nipple. It grew long and hard and he bent his head to taste. Her head fell back as she reached between them. I heard his moan and knew she had his cock.
She glanced over to let me know this show was for me. For us.
She held her tit up to him and he devoured it. He backed her into the deck rail and pushed between her thighs. She looked at me over his shoulder, her face filled with lust. As was mine.
Jake bared my tit between us and was twisting my nipple. "God, I need your mouth on my nipple," I whimpered. He quickly looked around and saw the floor was empty. The band was packing up.
He moved us into the shadows, closer to dad and Chy.
There was something about doing this in public that was amazing. That anyone could see us. Catch us.
Chy had her hands between their bodies. He pushed between her thighs. Her dress hiked up between them. I saw her jerk as he drove into her and at the same time, she was looking at me.
I held Jake's head to my tit and he began biting and tugging them harder. Chy jerked every time dad pounded into her, She leaned back, and he was on her tits biting and licking. I could hear her mewing. Hear his grunts every time he drove into her sweet pussy.
"God Jake, they're fucking. My dad is fucking her," I moaned. He looked over and his hips began rocking in that spontaneous way that's him. When he's ready to fuck.
Suddenly the lights dimmed on the main part of the deck. We were still in the dark but wouldn't be seen by anyone that might wander out.
"Fuck me here," I demanded.
I fumbled his zipper open and pulled his cock out. He ripped my thong trying to get it off. He set me on the deck railing and drove in. We groaned in each other's mouths needing to muffle our sounds.
Chy's legs were wrapped around dad and they were ferociously fucking. Her tit bounced on her chest and he pounded her. Her head tipped back, and her long red hair flowed down her back. Her tits were bare and luminescent in the moonlight.
Jake watched them. I watched them. She watched us.
"This is so fucking hot," Jake moaned.
"Anyone could see us. This is dangerous. Fucking in public," he growled as my words drove him higher.
Dad's grunts grew louder and took me right along with him. It seemed deviant that I'm watching my dad fuck my girlfriend. That I'm fucking while he's fucking.
I heard them both muffling their orgasms. Jake was driving hard and fast, ratcheting us higher.
I looked over and see my stepdad and Chy watching us fuck. Her tits were still out, his cock was out of his pants, still semi hard. He was staring at my tits. Watching us fuck. That all sent me into a shuddering long moaning orgasm.
Deviant or not, it was the hottest thing I've ever done
We straightened our clothes. Chy and I hugged each other good night and planned to meet tomorrow.
She whispered to me, "Thank you."
We looked at each other for a moment and she brushed her lips over mine. We began kissing, passionately. Clutching each other. Our tits mashed together. Like we did in my room every time we saw each other. I don't know if we even knew how to stop. We never did.
She dropped her top again and pushed mine down, baring our breasts to each other. We rubbed nipples together. I could hear the guys in the background moaning. Which brought us back to reality.
Chy said, "I'm thinking they guys might like to watch us sometime."
I glanced at them and said, "I think you might be right."

~to be continued~
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"Yeah mom, I'll take Vern to the cabin with me, you guys just go on your vacation since you already planned it," Grey said. "Hope they'll be done with the kitchen by the time we get back. What a mess," he grumbled.
My brother has called me Vern for as long as I can remember. I don't ever remember him calling me Veronica as my parents do.
"It'll look fantastic once they're done with the remodeling, hon. You'll love it," mom said. "Glad we can all get out of here instead of being in the midst of all this chaos."
Mom and dad were off early to catch their plane for a California vacation. Grey and I were sticking closer to home in North Carolina. Dad bought a cabin on a fishing lake when we were children. We went there often when we were kids but haven't been in about five years.
"You ready to go?" Grey asked after loading the bags in the back of his pickup.
"Yep. Let's get Ashley and get on the road. I don't want to get there too late. I'll probably have to clean the place up... Or chase the bears out," I laughed.
Ashley bounced out the front door with a knapsack slung over her shoulder. Her parents were gone so she was dressed in the bare minimum, shorts that revealed half her ass cheeks and a halter top that showed her half-size tits. Oh, you're bad, Veronica, I smirked to myself.
She climbed into the truck and slid into the middle of the seat, and we set off for the cabin.
We had the windows down enjoying the warm spring while Ashley winced and held her long auburn hair in her hand to keep it from blowing around. The shaggy cut I had was long enough to not be a pain and short enough to not be a pain.
Grey and I were twelve months apart. I was the oldest. Since we both had honey blonde hair and tanned skin we were often mistaken for twins. Most of the time we just agreed instead of explaining.
Once we turned onto the rutted dirt road to the cabin, Ashley let go of her hair and grabbed onto Grey's thigh. We bounced so hard through the ruts that my ass was glad to see the cabin ahead.
I jumped out and grabbed the bag of cleaning supplies first. Not going to take anything in until I inspected the cabin for ick.
He unlocked the door, and it was as though we stepped back five years. Everything was exactly as we'd left it. Mom had covered the furniture so other than dust, there wasn't much to clean. Grey brought the cooler in with groceries and plugged in the old refrigerator.
"I don't know about this," he said warily. The old refrigerator creaked and groaned a bit, then all of a sudden, the compressor kicked in. We looked at each other in shock. "We lucked out, sis. Leave everything in the cooler until this gets to temperature.
I handed Ashley a dust mop and cloth to clean the bedroom they'd be using, and I went into the only other bedroom. A quick mop and dust and it was perfect. We had brought sheets that were always reserved for the cabin.
"I'm going to get my suit on and check out that dock, baby," she crooned, giving him a sloppy kiss.
"Mmm, yeah, I'll be there soon," he replied with a wink, then looked at me and raised his eyebrows behind her back.
I happened to know that although she was gorgeous, she was an accomplished cockteaser. My brother had been dating her for three months and all he had to show for it was a case of never-ending arousal. In other words, she left him horny every night. This trip he hoped would be different.
I put my bikini on and was happy that I was still well-tanned from last summer. I grabbed the bottle of sunblock just in case, along with a towel, and headed to the dock.
Both were already stretched out on their towels. Ashley stayed close enough to him that she could keep her hands on him, stroking, fondling, just any way to get and keep him aroused. I hoped for his sake, he would finally get lucky with her, although my opinion is once a cock tease, always a cock tease.
"Hey Vern, look, you can't see the other cabins anymore." I looked around.
"Everything has really grown up. Look how big those trees are!" We had planted them ten years ago and they had really taken off in the last five years.
"It's still so nice here, isn't it Grey," I said, remembering fond memories of the family here.
"Yeah, hon, it is." His tone told me he was thinking the same.
I dozed and when I woke up, they were gone. I wasn't ready to go in anyhow, so I rolled on my back and went back to sleep.
"Hey sleepyhead, you going to come eat or what?"
He gave me his hand and I stood up, still groggy from sleep. "It's dinner time already?"
He laughed. "You slept all afternoon, nut." He put his arm around my shoulders, and we wandered back to the cabin.
No stove so everything had to be cooked on the outdoor grill or wood fire. Grey had already made hamburgers and had the potato salad mom made for us.
"I'm just so tired," Ashley said after we ate. "I didn't get the nap you did, Veronica," she laughed. "I'm going to turn in early."
"No kidding! I'll probably be up half the night reading."
Grey and I cleaned up and I dusted and swept the living area of the cabin. It was small so didn't take long.
"You can go to bed," I said to Grey. "I've got this."
"Yeah, guess I'll try again," he said, disgusted. That told me the afternoon didn't go well for him.
I sat on the screened porch sipping my coffee and watching the sunrise over the trees.
"Oh good, coffee. I need a gallon." He raked his fingers through his hair and looked grumpy.
"Sit, I'll get it for you." I handed him a mug, extra strong.
"Ashley still sleeping?"
"Yeah."
Okay then, I thought deciding to not venture any further.
We sat in peace for a few minutes, and I heard movement in the cabin.
"Anyone want more coffee?" she asked.
"I'm done, thanks," I said, and Grey didn't answer.
She stretched her legs out in front of her on an old chaise lounge. Her bikini was minuscule, and I wondered if anything that small would even cover my nipples. At thirty-eight D, I had more than a handful topped with big dark pink nipples.
We sat in strained silence for a while until Grey decided to grab a fishing pole and head to the lake. Ashley left shortly after, and I saw her looking for him on the dock. I knew he was at the normal fishing spot, and I wasn't going to give him up. I knew he needed space from her.
She went to the dock, and I snuck out the back door and took the trail the long way to the spot.
"Remember this," Grey said of the fishing spot we always used.
"Yeah, it's even better now."
It was a small outcropping over the lake that was held together by the big tree roots surrounding it. It was secluded now with wild berry bushes on one side and thick overgrowth on the other. I sat on a big root that rose high out of the ground because the ground had washed away.
We sat in comfortable silence again until finally, he said, "I'm sick of it, Vern. Ashley and I have been together long enough. I think she figures I'll ask her to marry me if she keeps shutting me down." He ran his fingers through his hair. "I'm trying to respect her wishes, but goddammit we're not in high school anymore."
"Really?" I asked, somewhat alarmed. "Marry? I didn't know you were thinking about that!"
"I'm not!" he said. "She thinks I am though."
"Ahhh, okay, I get you. Guess you must decide what to do, G." He nodded.
When I got back to the cabin there was a pile of bikinis on my bed. I went down to the dock.
"Hey, Veronica," she said. "I have so many swimsuits I thought maybe you could use some? I hated to toss them."
"Yes, thanks for thinking of me. They look like new." I liked Ashley, just not what she does to men.
I stretched out on my towel, and we talked, staying far away from the subject of my brother. I didn't want to get into the middle of that.
"I'll go get something together for dinner," I said picking my towel up. "Hopefully Grey caught some fish!"
As I got to the cabin, I saw him around the side at the outdoor sink cleaning fish.
"Yay, you caught dinner!"
"I did! I think we'll pan fry these?"
"Yep, sounds good. Let me go get everything together," I said. I threw on an old t-shirt over my bikini and went kitchen. Ashley and Grey were talking quietly, and I hoped they were working it out.
Ashley was quiet at dinner. Too quiet. Grey was his normal self, so I wasn't sure what was going on. I didn't think it was good whatever it was.
I cleaned up after dinner and said I wanted to read and disappeared into my bedroom.
The walls were thin, and I heard what I hoped was the beginning of pretty hot sex for my brother. I turned the radio up.
I overslept and was in the bathroom brushing my teeth when Grey stumbled in, naked. We often saw each other like that in passing so it was no shock.
He splashed into the toilet and mumbled something. I bent over to rinse my mouth just as he was squeezing behind me and bumped my ass right into his dick.
He grabbed my hips, mostly to steady himself. I stood up and looked at him in the mirror. My thin t-shirt was nearly transparent in the harsh glare of the bare bulb over the mirror. I felt his fingers flex on my skin.
Neither of us moved. His dick was still pressed against my ass and rapidly growing.
"Oh god, Vern," he murmured. "Walk away now." I didn't. Couldn't.
Our eyes locked. He slid his hands under the hem of my shirt and slowly began pushing it higher. I know he would have stopped at any sign from me. I also know I should say something to stop him. Looking into his matching hazel eyes I saw the same lust. I didn't want to say no. I didn't want to think about what we were doing. I just wanted.
"Ashley?" I whispered.
"Gone."
My shirt moved up incrementally. I wanted to rip it off and get to it. I wanted my brother to fuck me. There I said it. It made it real.
I trembled as it moved even higher baring my stomach above my bikini panties. The movement of the shirt across my nipples made them hard. His gaze made them harder.
The shirt was gathered in his hands under my arms and draped across my breasts. I raised my arms and he pulled it over my head, baring my breasts.
"Vern...." He whispered.
I leaned back against his bare chest. Hot skin to hot skin. I watched his eyes move over my body. Felt his cock throb.
I didn't realize just how much we looked alike until we were side by side in the mirror. I was the female version of him. Our honey blonde hair was the same. Our hazel eyes matched.
He stroked my stomach with the flat of his hands. His fingers caught the elastic of my panties and shoved them down.
He moaned softly when he saw the tuft of light blonde hair and swollen pussy lips.
I laid my head back on his shoulder and he nuzzled my neck. He cupped my tits and fondled them, palming my nipples harder.
"Should we do this, Vern?" he whispered. "God, I want you so much."
"It's right for us. We're all that counts."
I arched, shoving my tits into his hands, needing more. He nipped my neck and breathed a steamy breath in my ear and on my neck. I pushed my ass back and circled it on his hot cock.
"God damn, Vern. I'm not going to last long because- You know." I did.
I turned and sat on the edge of the counter, pulling him between my legs.
"Now, Grey. Fuck me now."
He growled and grunted and rumbled as he pushed into my tight cunt. I leaned back on my hands to watch his cock disappear in me."
I was amazed that the tuft of hair on my pussy disappeared into the nest of curls at the base of his cock.
"Oh fuck," he groaned. "Your so damned tight."
I spread wide and he began to rock into me, deep and hard. His cock abraded my cunt and rubbed my clit. My head fell back against the mirror, and I whimpered out my first orgasm on my brother's cock.
"Oh yeah!" He shouted, grimaced, and growled. His cock throbbed hard inside me and exploded his load of hot cum.
He trembled, then opened his eyes. "Damn, Vern..." His cock was still inside me, and I sat up. "What have I been missing all this time," he whispered, brushing his lips on mine.
"Mmm, I feel the same." I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him. We were still hungry for each other and our kissed quickly turned passionate and deep.
"I don't want to fuck you on the bathroom countertop again," he smiled.
I slid off the edge. "Oh, I don't know, I sorta liked it. But we do have the kitchen, screen room, and living room. Not to mention the dock, the fishing area, the-"
"Okay okay," he cut in. "We're going to be busy is what you're telling me?"
I took his hand and led him to my bed. "Oh yeah, we're going to be really busy." I pulled the covers back and slipped in. "But first I need a nap."
"Not without me!"
He pulled the blanket back and climbed in over me. We started wrestling, but somehow it was much different wrestling naked than with clothes like we used to do.
"Mmm, we shoulda started this naked wrestling stuff long ago," he said, and I laughed.
"I was just thinking the same thing." He spooned in behind me. "Think mom and dad will notice if we start sleeping in the same bed?"
He wrapped his arm around me, cupping my breast. "Maybe. We'd have to get sound-absorbing walls though."
I cringed. "Ugh yeah, no more screaming orgasms."
"That's no fun," he said softly, falling asleep. I dozed off as well.
I was startled awake, forgetting for a moment I wasn't in bed alone. Bringing me quickly back to reality was the hard dick that was sliding in between my pussy lips from the back.
"Someone is awake," I murmured sleepily.
"I am," he whispered in my ear. He began to nuzzle my neck. He stroked my stomach and pushed his fingers between my legs and began teasing my clit.
"Yesssss," I hissed. He whispered filthy lewd words in my ear that set me aflame. I jerked and my orgasm slammed me into a quivering orgasm.
"Fuck Vern, you're so damned sexy."
"I need your cock," I demanded, rolling to my hands and knees.
He held my hips and slid his cock deep inside me. I rode his cock. I looked between my legs and watched his cock sliding in and out, his balls slapping against my clit.
"Fuck me, Vern!"
I rode him faster, my tits swinging harder. His balls banging against my clit sent me over the edge. I bucked and drove back hard, taking him deeply while my cunt squeezed his cock. He shouted and filled me with his hot seed.
I collapsed on the bed, and he rolled to my side.
"Think of all the fun we could have been having," he said, laughing.
"We'll just have to make up for it!"
"Did you kids have fun?" mom asked when we walked in the door.
"Sure, it was great being at the old cabin again. I missed it," I said. "It has really changed a lot."
"I bet it has," dad said. "The cabin was in decent shape?"
"Everything was okay. Even the old refrigerator compressor fired right up when I plugged it in," Grey said, laughing.
"Really? Wow. Glad you all had a good time."
"Oh, we did," Grey said blandly.
I unpacked, tossed my clothes in the hamper, and ran the hot water for a shower. I had a new book and planned to read it until bedtime.
The shower door opened. "I missed you already, Vern."
I turned and wrapped my arms around his neck, rubbing my soapy slick body against his. "Mmm, I can tell you missed me," I murmured, pushing my mound into his hard cock.
He pushed me against the wall, cupped my ass, and lifted me onto his cock. All I could do was hang on while he fucked me. His face was buried in my neck, panting with each hard thrust. The angle of his cock rubbed my clit each stroke and I started to come in waves.
"Cum for me Grey, cum deep inside me," I whispered, my voice trembling.
Suddenly he drove hard and locked into me, his cock exploding heat.
My legs slid to the floor, and I was glad he was still supporting me.
"Phew," I mumbled. "This was one hot shower."
We took whatever moments we could. Mom and dad's bedroom was on the first floor, ours on the second, so we could quietly sneak into each other's room. And we did. Often.
"Hey, guess who called me today?"
"Dunno," I shrugged, squirting the mayonnaise on our sandwiches.
"Ashley!"
"Seriously?" I laughed. "Took her long enough."
"She wanted to get back together."
"Maybe she'll be nicer to you this time," I smirked.
"There's no this time. I turned her down."
"You did? Why?" I was surprised since that was what he wanted.
"I told her I found someone very special to me," he smiled.
"Awww, you said that?"
"I did."
"Guess I'll just have to remind you how special I am..."
"Guess you better," he smiled, unbuttoning his jeans.

~the end~
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Whispers in the Vineyard Ch 06


Kitty & Jake's Story


Part 03

We only had a week for college break. I didn't want to waste time. I wanted Chy in bed with Jake and me, and we were going to put on a show for the men.
Chy and I met for breakfast. Jake and my stepdad had to work.
"Oh my god, Kitty," she gushed. You never told me your stepdad was so hot.
"I guess I never noticed," I shrugged. "But you're right, he is. It's not like I'm related to him so I can say he has a great dick. What I saw of it," I giggled.
"Jake is hot too," she said. "You're so lucky."
"I am. I really love him. I can't believe I'll have to leave him again." I sighed sadly. "Hey, you want to go to Jake's apartment? I have the key. We can wait for him there until we all decide what we're doing."
"Sure. Max said he had to work all day." I nodded.
She grabbed her swimsuit too since Jake had a pool at his apartment complex.
We both brought bikinis and we laughed at how similar they were. The triangle tops barely covered our nipples. The triangle bottoms tied at the hip.
Three people were at the pool when we got there and they disappeared after a while, leaving us by ourselves.
"I don't want to get tan lines. Do you think anyone will mind if I take my top off?" Chy asked.
"Certainly not me!" I laughed. "Although they might mind if I take a nibble now and then."
We talked and giggled.
"I thought I'd find you two out here," Jake said. "Sun bunnies."
"Ooh, I like being a sun bunny," I said. He kissed me and looked down at us.
"You guys are getting burnt you know."
I looked down. "Oh crap. We are. Chy wake up, we're burning!"
"I'm always burning for you," she mumbled, waking up.
I got up and grabbed the towels. "Cover your tits and let's go."
"No need to get carried away," Jake laughed.
"Okay get moving. We do not want to burn in this Florida sun!"
"Eww, I have to shower this oil and sweat off."
"Me too. We're going to use your shower, Jake."
"Lucky shower," he said.
"So maybe you need a shower too?" I said raising my eyebrows.
"I might."
Chy and I let the water flow and began soaping each other. We were playing and giggling when the door opened, and Jake stepped in.
"I wasn't going to pass up all the fun you guys were having in here," he laughed.
"Oh baby, the fun is now just starting," I said kissing him. "How about a titty wash?"
"Anything with tits I'm in," he growled.
Chy and I soaped each other, and I took the front, and she took the back and we showed him what a titty wash was.
My nipples got rock hard rubbing on his chest. His cock was full and heavy and hung down to nestle in his plump balls. I hefted his balls in my soapy hand.
"Time to change sides!"
I moved to his back and Chy moved to his front. I reached around him with soapy hands and rubbed her tits creating a froth of bubbles.
"Fuck fuck fuck," he moaned. "You girls drive me crazy."
We put our arms around him and squeezed him in between us. I moved his hands to Chy's ass, and she moaned. He lifted her into him, her tits rubbing his chest.
Water washed the soap off her tits, and he leaned down and took a bullet in his mouth. He groaned around her nipple when she pushed her tit into him. He kneaded and sucked each other. Pinching her nipples together and pulling them longer made her shudder and shout.
"Oh god yeah, baby. I love watching you sucking on her nipples," I murmured. "I know you love her big tits too."
I moved around the front and began sucking on one nipple while he had the other. She hung on to us and arched her back for more.
"Let's get out of here," I said. I wanted them both in bed with me. Not many would understand, but I had no qualms about them being together when I was with them. I wanted her to please him as I pleased him. Like her and I pleased each other.
We had him on his back between us. We squeezed our tits together so he could suck on our nipples at the same time. We straddled his thighs.
Our nipples pulled out of his mouth with a loud pop, and he moaned, We drug our tits over him, and we all kissed. Tongues playing and tangling. I moved down and they continued to kiss while I kneaded her tit. I raked my teeth over the underside of her breast up to her nipple. She moaned in his mouth.
She was grinding her pussy into his thigh. He had his hand on her ass pulling her into his thigh.
His cock was angry and red. I moved further down and took his balls into my hot steamy mouth. He held my head, and his hips began to thrust. I licked up the underside of his cock and flicked across the hole, tasting his seeping precum.
Chy raised to her hands and knees while he palmed her nipples as they hung and swayed above him. He traced the blue veins on her pale skin, mesmerized. He was my tit man, and I knew I brought a winner home for him, I thought to myself.
I straddled his hips and slid his cock up and down my wet slit.
"Oh god yeah, Kitty. Fuck me. I need my dick in your tight cunt now," he demanded.
I slid down the hard shaft. Grinding hard. Taking him deeper. Chy moved to my side, and we began to kiss while I fucked him. As always with her, it became passionate quickly.
"Sit on his face," I told her.
He held his arms out and guided her over him. He stroked her soft fat pussy lips and looked at her clit. He flicked it and it grew long and hard.
"Oh fuck."
He growled, held her hips and pulled her down on his mouth, and began to eat her. She jerked, her eyes closed, and her head fell back. I knew what she was feeling. That man could eat cunt.
I had the best view while I fucked him. I began to ride him hard. He began to jerk like a bucking bronco, and I rode him hard and fast. He was holding her down on his mouth, his moans and breaths muffled by her wet pussy. When she squirted, she'd drown him, it thought vaguely.
His cock throbbed hard, and he grunted rhythmically. His fingers dug into her hips. She shouted, kneading and squeezing her tits. He erupted inside me, she came next on his face, and I trembled on wave after wave.
"Holy fuck, sweetheart, you got a clit that's a tiny hard dick and just as sensitive and your squirt."
I giggled as I climbed off him. We fell to each side of him again.
"Mmm, I knew this was a good idea," I murmured.
She leaned over him and kissed me. "Thank you," she whispered.
I knew Chy was blooming as I had with Jake. There was nothing better than learning from older men.
We played for a few more hours and Jake offered her his pull-out sofa, but Chy wanted to go back to her room. She said Max was planning to stop by and I was thrilled for her.
We suggest that she and Max stop by some evening before we left, and she was going to tell him.
Later that night Jake and I were twined naked together like we used to.
"Did it bother you to see me with Chy today, darlin'?"
"No, not at all. I thought it was pretty fucking hot in fact."
"Okay. I don't want to do anything to jeopardize us."
"I know. Neither do I. We won't. I know who I belong to," I smiled.
"Yes, you do," he said rolling me under him.
The next day I talked to Chy, and we planned on an afternoon at the pool with the guys, then pizza.
"Soooo, did Max stop by your room?"
"Oh yeahhhh, He's so hot, Kitty. He makes me cum so hard every time. He loves when I ride him. He says to watch my tits. He's a tit man too," she giggled.
I knew this would be a sex-filled trip for me, and I'm thrilled that it will be for her.
It was a weekday afternoon, and the pool was empty when we all showed up. Chy and I dropped our cover-ups and went to put our toes in the pool. We held hands giggling as we eased into the cool water.
"Brrr." She pulled me into her.
"You're cold, baby? You want me to warm you up. We floated bumping into each other. I teased her lips with mine. Her tongue flicked out and ran across my lips.
We bobbed in the water as the guys came into the water.
Jake moved behind me, pulling my ass into his growing bulge and Max moved behind Chy.
We locked lips and ate at each other's mouths. It never took long for us to fire up for each other. The men being here added to the blaze.
Jake's hand came around me and slide the triangles off my tits. He did the same to Chy, so our bare tits brushed and teased the other. We raised in the water and our tits floated on the surface.
"Fuck, you guys are so hot," Jake murmured.
Max had his hand in Chy's bottoms and swirled the water around her clit. She began to pant in my mouth as he took her higher.
"Cum baby," I whispered to her. Max was kissing her neck, Talking dirty in her ear.
I twisted her nipples and pulled. I knew her and could take her higher yet. This was all about Chy. Max had her bottoms off, and his hand was between her legs. I muffled her squeal with my mouth. Jake reached around and palmed her nipples while I held her and kissed her. Max kept up the action until she began to jerk and cum hard.
"Oh my god," she gasped. "You guys."
I grinned. "Good cum, baby?"
"Like I'm gonna do to you later," she warned.
We righted our suits and got out of the pool, rinsing off in the outdoor shower.
Chy and I walked into Jake's apartment and shed our bikinis.
"Motherfucker, I like how you girls think," Jake said.
"How'd we get so fucking lucky, Jake?" Max asked.
I walked over to him. "Under the circumstances. And the fact that you're not my biological dad, I'm going to start calling you Max." I hugged him pressing my naked body against him. His pool shorts are the only thing between us."
"I think those reasons are perfect. We aren't related in any way." His hands on my ass, he pulled me into him. "And since we're going to be pretty intimate in this group, we better get used to each other hmm?"
I could see why Chy was enamored by him. I looked into his eyes and kissed him. Tentatively at first, then we let loose and kissed passionately. I rubbed my tits on his heavily furred chest, and he moaned. I pulled back slightly and smiled. Knowing there would be more later.
Jake had already slipped his pool shorts off and Max followed. Jake had a king-size bed, and the guys took each side, putting us girls in the middle.
We got hot for each other any time our bodies were near each other. We kissed and she rolled on top of me. Our thighs straddling, tits mashed tight. I supported myself on my elbows and our kisses turned wet and sloppy.
I felt hands stroking my body. She moaned feeling the same. Hands on my ass and someone was nipping and kneading. Hands stroked my back, a mouth was kissing down my spine. It was exciting because I didn't know who it was. Jake or Max. Stinging little nips across my ass and a light smack.
I moaned and my pussy gushed.
Max and Chy spent the night on the pull-out sofa. The sounds of sex woke me up. Jake was spooned behind me with his arm over me. I loved this and wished we had more time to spend like this.
Our days were always so short together that we spent most of the time in bed. We will be in a hurry to get back to school, so our time is limited again.
Chy and I reminisced about our time there on the flight home. Our heads against each other, looking to the world as though we were lovers. We didn't care.
My course load was heavy, and I had little time to spend with Chy. She called to come over one day, and I was happy about the break.
She walked in and we were in each other's arms, but she began to cry.
"Chy! What's wrong?"
"I'm pregnant, Kitty," she sobbed.
I held her close while I gathered my thoughts. "I'll support you in whatever you decide. But you need to talk to Max and work it out with him you know." She nodded.
I called him and asked if he could come up for a day or two. It was important. He called back and said he had a flight the following day and a hotel near the school.
We picked him up at the airport. Chy asked me to stay with her while she told him, so we drove straight to his hotel.
As soon as the door closed behind us, she began to sob. He was alarmed and looked to me for help.
"Tell him," she choked out.
"Chy is pregnant, Max," I said simply.
His face went from shock to blank, to happiness. "That's great, Chy!" he said, hugging her. "Are you happy about it?"
"I don't know yet," she admitted.
"Whatever you want to do, I'll be beside you."
She was starting to pull herself together and they talked for a bit about it.
"I'm just so tired," she murmured.
We undressed her and put her to bed in the other room.
Max opened the bar and poured us a couple of whiskeys. It burnt going down but was relaxing. I hadn't eaten and it affected me quickly, but he didn't realize and opened another bottle for each of us. I drank it right down.
He smiled. "Still can't hold your booze huh."
"Maybe not so much," I giggled.
"I miss you so much," he said pulling me into his arms. I melted against him.
"I miss you too Max. I've been away so long it seems."
He sat down and pulled me onto his lap. His cock grew hard against my hip and in my alcohol high, I rocked into it.
"You're playing with fire, Kitty," he warned.
I had my head on his shoulder and began to kiss his neck, my breath puffing in his ear. I pulled my shirt over my head and tried to unhook my bra but had trouble. He did it and my tits popped out. He groaned.
I unbuttoned his shirt and pushed it off his shoulders so I could rub my tits on his chest. The alcohol was hitting me hard and any inhibitions I might have had were gone. I stood up and shimmied out of my pants until I stood naked in front of him.
I fumbled with his zipper until he finally took over and slipped his pants off. His thick cock throbbed in his lap.
"You know," I slurred. "You have the biggest cock I've ever seen, Max." He chuckled.
I straddled his lap. His cock was trapped between our bodies, poking up from my pussy.
"Kitty," he warned.
"Hmmm?" I said, looking down at the thick meat that was so hot against my pussy.
I looked up at him and leaned in to kiss him. It was as though I released a tidal wave. He wrapped his arms around me and pulled me close while we kissed. It was sloppy, messy, and wet. I rocked against his cock.
"We can't, Kittycat. Much as I want you, we can't. We'll regret it."
I looked at him through my haze, but even at that, I knew he was right. Chy and Jake.
I stood up and pulled him up leading him into the bedroom. Chy was on her side at the edge of the bed. Max got in behind her, I was behind him.
I fell asleep with my arm over him, my hand around his cock. His hand was on mine holding it there.
They decided Chy would move to Florida to live with Max. She'd spend her pregnancy there. I was happy for her.
After she left, I knew I had to do something. I put a plan in action, called Ami, and started to pack. She would pick me up at the airport and I would go to the university to set everything up. I transferred schools. I would stay with Ami when I had classes and drive to Jake's apartment. This took several months because I didn't want to leave in the middle of school.
I called Jake from Ami's and asked if he'd pick me up. He was there in two hours.
"You should have let me know!" He picked me up and hugged me. We visited with Ami for a while and explained the situation before driving back.
We got to the winery, and I went to look for Max. He was thrilled and drove me to his house while Jake went back to work.
"Chy is going to be thrilled to see you. She has been having a tough time of it," he said sadly. "I can't tell you how happy I am to know that you're here." We held hands on the drive to his house.
We walked in and Chy waddled out of the kitchen. She was much larger than I thought she'd be, and she looked so uncomfortable. So miserable. She saw me, squealed, and nearly knocked me down in a hug.
"Oh my god, Kitty! You're here! For how long?" I told her and she squealed again. "Why am I the only one naked?"
I laughed. "I forgot, we're all nudists eh." I quickly stripped as did Max. It was comfortable and comforting.
"I'm sorry but I'm so tired. I just cleaned the kitchen. I need to go lay down."
"Poor thing, she looks terrible," I said to Max after she'd left. Poor Max, he looks just as forlorn.
We hugged. His hands strayed to my ass. "Hey, you were the one that was biting and nibbling my ass, weren't you?" I leaned back to look into his eyes.
"Guilty. What can I say? You have a hot ass, and it turns me on immensely." He cupped each cheek and squeezed.
"Mmm," feels good. "We've been without too long." He nodded. "You spanked me too if I remember."
He smacked my ass. "Like that?"
"Ummmmm, yeahhhh," murmured. The same gush to my pussy.
"You like that do you?" he asked.
"I believe I do, yes." He smacked my ass again, harder. "I believe you like it too."
"Oh yeah Kittycat, I do." His use of his pet name for me brought a rush of warmth.
He took me by the hand and led me to a door. We went into a darkened room, and he closed and locked the door behind us.
"Soundproof," I said as my ears adjusted to the total silence.
"Yes."
He turned on wall sconces and after my eyes adapted to the darkness, I could see what this room was.
"Did you have this room when I lived here?" He nodded. "God, this is hot. How did I not know? Did you and mom use it?" He shook his head.
"She wasn't into it. I had it built before I met your mom and we moved into my house."
I walked over to four leather shackles mounted on a wall. I stretched my arms up to the wrist shackles and spread eagle to my feet to the ankle shackles.
I heard his soft groan. I turned around and did the same. I looked down, my breasts lifted high on my chest in this position. My body arched out lewdly.
He picked up a silk eye cover and tied it on. "Mmmm," this is pretty hot too I thought. He clipped my ankles and wrists in position. "This is turning me on, Max." Something light trailed up my chest between my breasts to my neck and I trembled.
I heard a rustling and another texture, brush-like flicked across my skin, circling each breast. I automatically arched towards it. I felt his breath on my skin before he flicked his tongue across my nipples.
"Suck," I pleaded. He took one in his mouth and sucked. His teeth clamped on and tugged. "Harder." He bit down harder, and I moaned aloud.
The acoustics in the room allowed for full vocal volume, which only served to fire me up even hotter.
"Yeah, baby. Let me hear you," he said, reading my mind.
His fingers laced with mine, and his body was pressed into mine as he assumed the same position. But because I was spread eagle, and this was set at the right height, his cock was at the right height and angle, that I could impale my cunt on him.
I tried to move, but he held me in place. I cried out. The head of his cock poked my cunt, wanting in. I cried out louder. His hips rocked, teasing his cockhead against my clit.
He panted loud and hard, and I knew it was all he could do to keep control. Our breaths rasped obscenely in the room.
"Fuck me," I begged.
"We can't Kittycat. We'll regret it." His voice was already deep with regret.



He moved away and I heard a drawer sliding open. He began to fondle my tits and then pinched my nipples hard before I felt a pain.
I cried out. Loud. "Go with it, Just go with it, love," he murmured in my ear. Nipple clamps. They were burning and stinging but I waited, and it did subside. But it left a thrumming through my body like an electrical storm.
"Fuck. Oh, fuck it's going right to my cunt. It's electric."
I kept struggling against the shackles to get to him. He nuzzled my neck and moved in, his throbbing cock rubbing against me.
"You want me. I know you do. Fuck me, Max."
"Oh god yeah, I want you. I want to fuck you deep. So deep I get lost in you." I felt a stinging kiss on my tits, then another and another. "When I saw you at the winery. You were almost unrecognizable to me. You are such a sexual being. I wanted to bring you here and fuck you until we couldn't walk. But you belonged to Jake."
I strained and fought the shackles until I was exhausted. He loosened my ankle shackles, and my legs were weak.
"Wrap your legs around me." I draped my arm over his shoulder, and he carried me to a satin-covered bed. He followed me down and pushed between my soft thighs. I wrapped my legs around him. Wide open to him.
He supported himself on his elbows and looked down at me. "We can't Kittycat. It wouldn't be fair to Jake."
I knew he didn't mention Chy because she often told me she wanted me to fuck Max.
"Roll over." He stood up and shackled my wrists again and pushed a firm pillow under me, so my ass was up, and I was open.
The first smack shocked me. The second came quickly and startled me again. I shouted aloud. He smoothed his hand over my stinging globes then smacked again. I shouted with every smack. My pussy gushed with the torture each time and I begged him for more.
My legs were spread, my cunt wide open. He stroked his hand up my slit and over my ass. I moaned. He patted my pussy. Softly at first, then harder. I couldn't believe how much it turned me on.
"Oh god yeah. Don't stop." He smacked my pussy harder. "Yessssss," I moaned.
I heard a whooshing sound. Then something trailed over my ass. Leather. Suddenly stinging strikes across my ass cheeks. The tips of the leather teased my open cunt. My pussy was so wet it ran hot and sticky down the insides of my thighs.
"More!" He flicked faster and harder. I couldn't' get enough. Then suddenly he stopped. I sobbed and begged for more.
I felt his steamy breath on my ass, between my cheeks. His tongue ran up the slit and back down to my clit, which was swollen with arousal. A few flicks of his tongue threw me into an intense orgasm that sent waves through me. I heard a graveled moan and only then realized it was coming from me.
His mouth was there sucking and biting and eating. I was cumming hard and loud. I finally begged him to stop.
He unshackled my wrists and I sat up on the bed. I maneuvered him so he knelt over my face. He dropped his balls into my wet mouth, and I probed the fat sac with my tongue. He trembled and groaned loudly.
"Fuck my mouth," I commanded.
He dropped his cock into my mouth and began to thrust. Each stroke hit the back of my throat. I grabbed his ass cheeks and dug my nails in.
"Oh, fuck yeah," he shouted.
I scored his back down over his ass with my nails making him shout even louder. He strained, stopped, and began pumping his load into my mouth. I squeezed his ass holding him in my mouth.
"Fucking hell," he moaned, dropping down to my side.
"I know you needed that." I kissed him. "I'll take care of you until Chy can."
We came out and she was still sleeping, so we showered. He caressed my red ass and promised to put something on it when we were done. We washed each other's hair in between kisses. I didn't realize how much I missed him until now. He was always so loving, even though this is in a much different way.
I spent most of my time going back and forth between Jake's apartment and Max's house. I'd spend nights at the apartment, days at the house. Chy needed me more and more the closer she got to her due date.
We lay together in bed one afternoon and I traced the luminescent blue veins that strayed her huge tits.
"Your tits are even bigger yet. I'm so jelly." We giggled. "And look how your nipples changed. So dark. Almost purple. And so long. Long without me tugging them long." We laughed.
Her water broke one morning right after I got there. We got her to the hospital and three hours later she had the baby. A red-haired baby girl. Max was ecstatic and exhausted.
The doctor sent him home because Chy would have to stay in the hospital until they got her blood pressure under control. I called Jake and he told me to stay until she came home the next day.
We walked in the door. "Phew," he ground out. I agreed.
He stripped and I walked into the kitchen for a drink. "What're you doing with your clothes still on?"
"Oh," I said vaguely, looking down. I was so tired I wasn't thinking straight.
"Let's shower and sleep, Kittycat."
We did just that. He snuggled in behind me, his cock wedged between my legs. His hand cupped my tit.
It was after dark when I woke. I tried to sneak out of bed to pee, but he caught me and pulled me back.
"Where do you think you're going?"
"To pee?" I laughed.
"Oh yeah, me too."
"Wanna help," he smirked. He was surprised when I moved behind him and took his cock in hand and aimed. "Oh baby, even that turns me on. I better pee before I get hard."
We looked in the refrigerator for something to eat. "Let's order pizza," he laughed.
He gave me a thin worn t-shirt to wear when the delivery came. It was so worn you could see my nipples through it, so short my ass was bare.
I put my hands on my hips. "Seriously?!"
"Like you don't want to be just a little naughty?"
"Well of course I do!"
He was a little younger than me. He handed me the pizza and I turned around to set it on the table and get the money. When I turned, his eyes were focused on my bare ass. He blushed and I smiled. My nipples poked through the thin white knit.
"Thank you," I whispered and smiled sweetly.
"Thank you!"
Max smirked.
We had another day to wait because they wanted to keep her again. We went to visit and see the baby.
"Are you taking good care of Max I hope?" she whispered when he left the room. "He was so horny, and I just couldn't."
"Sure baby. He understands. Things will get better."
We stopped and picked up groceries on the way home. Clothes off, beer popped open, and into bed to stream movies all day. Well between kissing and playing anyhow. I almost felt guilty, but I remember that Jake and I said anything but fucking.
Max napped. He moaned in his sleep, and I looked over at his hardening cock. He was restless, still moaning on and off. His hips thrust. He moaned louder and clutched the bed sheets. His ass came off the bed while he fucked his dream lover. His cock throbbed with his pulse. He jerked and shouted, cumming in his dream apparently. He woke himself up.
"Wow, that must have been some dream," I whispered, nuzzling his neck and nipping at his earlobe.
"Fuck yeah. It was you I was fucking, my Kittycat."
I crawled down the bed and moved between his legs, spreading his thighs wide. His cock lay on his stomach, still jerking and throbbing. I locked eyes with him and licked his balls and up the underside of his cock. He gasped then groaned. I held his cock like a popsicle. While he watched I licked and sucked. Grazed my teeth across the head and licked the precum. My jaws ached while I sucked his cock down my throat.
I hefted his fat balls in my hand and danced them on my fingers. He never took his eyes off me. I wrapped my hand around the fat shaft and stroked. He thrust through. I let him set the pace while I twisted my hand on his shaft and up over the head. He jerked and moaned, thrusting faster.
"Cum for me, daddy," I murmured. The words hit him, and he shot off, his cock erupting like a geyser on his stomach and my hand.
He dropped back on the bed. "Oh, man."
"You liked?"
"Fuck yeah. Daddy. Damn. Fuck. That did me in."
"I know."
We brought Chy home and got her settled in. Max hired a nanny that lived-in and kept the baby in a room off the bedroom. Chy was breastfeeding and sleeping, so I went back to Jake's apartment.
Chy and I talked on the phone for the next few days until she called crying. She was producing more milk than the baby took. She was having difficulty pumping. Her tits ached and were painful, she cried.
I went over, not really knowing what I'd do.
"I wish she would drink more of my milk," Chy whimpered. "My tits hurt so bad. They're so full." Milk dripped out of her nipples, and they looked painful.
"Uh, maybe Max can help, you know..."
"I tried, I begged. Pleaded. He's turned off completely by that."
I remember someone talking about milky tits once. "What about Jake?"
"Would he?" she said excitedly. I could have said the postman and she'd have been just as excited.
I called him at work and explained the situation. It sounded ludicrous once the words were out of my mouth, but he was all for it. I knew he would be. He said he'd be over after work.
Max worked later so Jake arrived first.
He sweetly stretched out on the bed next to her and talked. She began to cry. He was so sweet to her.
Chy had just fed the baby and she was still dripping. The nanny had taken the baby into the room. She had instructions to always knock before coming into the room.
A pillow was still across her lap as she sat up in bed. She held out her arms to Jake and he moved in position. She hefted a tit and guided her nipple to his mouth. He latched on and began sucking.
I could see the relief wash across her face, and she leaned her head back. She stroked his head. He had his hand wrapped around her tit. His eyes closed lost in his own pleasure.
"How's it going?" Max whispered in my ear. I was leaning against the doorway into the room. He moved behind me and wrapped his arms around me. I put my hands over his. "Mmm, looks like a happy scene." I nodded.
He nuzzled my neck and I arched. His fat cock pressed against my ass. I hadn't seen him for a few days, and it felt good to have his body against mine. He palmed my nipples and I moaned softly.
He pulled me into the room and closed the door behind us. "God, I've missed you, Kittycat."
I melted against him as we kissed. His cock slipped between my thighs and began to probe. He growled.
I led him over to the satin bed and pulled him down with me. I wanted to feel him against me, on me. I knew we couldn't... wouldn't fuck. But I needed him close. It was such a different way and feeling than I had with Jake. I spent time trying to figure it out.
"You know I tried to help Chy, but I just couldn't."
"I know. Jake has a proclivity for milky tits, so he is in heaven."
So glad we all share as we do." He slid his thigh between mine.
"Yes, so good."
We made out like teenagers in a movie. We ratcheted up higher and higher until we became frantic. I was on my knees and straddling his face. I leaned over and took his cock into my mouth. We pleasured each other until we came with shouting orgasms.
We snuck back into the room and saw Jake was at work on her again. She smiled dreamily at me, looking like someone that just had a great orgasm.
We went back into the living room again and he was behind me on the sofa to watch movies. His semi-hard cock wedged in my ass. His arms were around me, his hand on my tits. I sighed at the pleasure and pushed my ass back against him.
"Oh baby," he sighed.
"I know."
Jake was going to stop and help Chy the next day on his way home from work. I stayed home to go online and figure out my classes.
There was a knock on the door, and I opened it for Max. I saw it was him so didn't grab a cover-up.
"Whoa, glad it was me!"
"And not the pizza boy?" We laughed.
"Jake told me to stop by since they'd be busy. Better than using the room."
"He knows about that?" I asked, somewhat surprised.
"Of course. I told him. I tell him everything, Kittycat."
"Really." He smiled and nodded.
"Can't have secrets. We can't lose trust."
"Yeah, you're right." I never thought of it that way, but he was right.
"Does he know we almost fucked?"
"Yes."
"Ohno."
"It's all good Kittycat. He's okay with you and me. We talked about it because I wanted him to know how much I wanted you and knew it wasn't right. He saw the side of it that it's different between you and me. We have a different relationship that has evolved."
I thought about it a moment. "Yeah, I guess we do. But I want to talk to him about it first."
"Of course. I'd insist on it."
I squeezed the lump in his pants. "Why is he trapped in there?" He laughed and had his clothes off in seconds. "Much better," I said, pressing against him and kissing him.
That night I asked Jake what he thought about Max and me.
"At first, I was bothered because I can see the attraction. But after I considered it, I can understand it. He was your caretaker. You love him and he loves you. Blood relationship, or lack of, doesn't matter."
"Okay, I guess I get that. I do love him. And feel close to him. But not like I love you and feel close to you."
"Right," he nodded. "Your relationship with him evolved into an intimate adult... What would you call it? Not boyfriend or lover. Let's say now that he's as special to you as you are to him. I don't feel threatened by it at all. Now if you were fucking with Joe down the hall, I would feel threatened and very unhappy with you. Get it?"
"I do, yes. That does explain my feelings for him." I hesitated. "But I don't know that I'll fuck him."

~to be continued~
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So, what do you do if your boyfriend's daughter says she thinks her dad is sexy and she fantasizes about having sex with him? You set it up, right?! That's just what Libby did for her boyfriend Michael, and daughter Max, Maxie, Maxine... But then guess what--oh shoot I'll just let you read it yourself. As always, emails and comments welcome! xo DG
Maxie popped her head around the corner and asked, "Libby, can you check my homework for me?"
"Sure thing darlin', just let me finish some things up," I said, smiling at my man's beautiful daughter, Maxine.
"I'll be in my bedroom," she grinned, holding up bags from the mall, and I laughed.
I'd been dating her dad for almost two years and although I kept my house, I often stayed here. For Maxie's sake as well as Michael.
We talked marriage on and off, but we were both happy the way we were right now. Max was a senior in high school, set to graduate in another month. Maxie's mom left when she was six months old, saying that she wasn't capable of being a mother. Michael never knew where she went, and in this state, he could get a divorce based on abandonment.
I was lucky enough to work remotely and could do it as well here as my house. I finished up and headed up to her room.
"You did some serious shopping, girl," I laughed, seeing the bed piled with new tagged clothes.
"I did!" She started to sift through the heap of the summer colors. "And I'll have some for you!"
I plopped on her bed and scrunched the pillow behind my head. "Let me read your school paper first."
She continued to unload her bags while I read through her story. She was an excellent writer, and I was glad she was going to continue it in college.
"Perfect, darlin'. Everything looks good," I said, and she beamed. I knew she was nervous this close to graduation, but her grades had always been stellar.
"Look what I got for one of my shoots," she said.
Maxie modeled for photographers and artists for extra money. She had thick brunette hair that always fell in a Veronica Lake wave over one eye. They often used her for vintage shoots, pin up style. Her dad said no nude modeling until she turned eighteen, which she did a couple of months back.
She held up a black satin maids' uniform with fluffy red netting that held the skirt out tutu style. "Wooohoooo," I whistled. Bustier style that laced up the back, which would shove her thirty-six C tits way over the top. "Very sexy." She held up thigh high hose and black spike heels that I would never be able to walk in.
"You'll be hot for that shoot, darlin'."
"Thanks! Now, your turn. I bought a bunch of new swimsuits for the summer and have all these. They're perfect size for you!"
I looked at the pile with a raised eyebrow. The revealing bikinis she wore weren't exactly the style for my age.
"I don't know, Max," I said hesitantly.
"Oh, come onnnnnnn," she drawled. "The only place you'll probably wear them is our pool here, right? Just me and dad. What's the big deal. You'll look fabulous in these. And it's lucky we're the same size. Mostly," she said, eyeing my breasts, which were a cup larger than hers.
"Okay, let me try them on and I'll decide," I said hesitantly.
She jumped up and flipped through the suits until she found what she was looking for. I had stripped and stepped into the red and white striped bikini bottoms that were still tied at one hip. While I tied the other side, she tied the string behind my neck. I held the cups over my thirty eight D tits and she tied the back.
"Ohhhh my gawddddddd," she shouted. "You are a knockout. You're gonna kill dad."
"Kill. Not what I had in mind," I murmured when I went to the full-length mirror. "Holy crap, these cups or whatever you call them barely cover my nipples." I kept sliding them on the string to get better coverage, but it wasn't happening. A deep breath and it'll be peek-a-boo nipple time.
"Oh, don't worry about it. Boobs are boobs!"
I had to laugh at her, while I turned this way and that trying to decide about this suit.
"Okay, this is perfect," she said pulling the ties on the one I was wearing and making another pile. The next one was black with a shimmering black design. I looped it over my head and tried to tug it under my breasts. "No no no, that's not how this one goes. You're going to love this one!"
She arranged the tiny triangles, so they just covered my nipples, then brought the string around back and tied it
"But it's tied right under my nipple? Is that right?" I asked, looking in the mirror. "The lower half of my boob is below the tie string?"
"Yesssss, this one shows underboob." That was an understatement. Shows most of the boob is more like it, I thought.
I turned again in the mirror to check all the angles. I had to admit this was pretty damn sexy. For a mature woman pushing forty. I'd never had kids and my stomach was as flat as when I was a teenager. No stretch marks or saggy tits.
"You have a great under boob anyhow! Your nipples are so high. Not like mine. High beams straight out."
"This is caused by gravity, darlin'," I said dryly.
I wondered what Michael would think of the new bikini me, I thought while trying on the others. None as skimpy as the black mamba though. Or the red one.
We decided to go in the pool for a few hours before Michael got home from work.
"You really do have a hot body, Libby. No wonder dad gets hot for you."
"What?! How do you know that?"
"Geez, I can hear you fucking all over the house," she laughed and rolled her eyes. "Old news." Michael was randy most of the time, and I had no complaints about that. "He is sort of sexy," she mumbled, blushing.
"Yeah, he is," I simply said. I knew she wasn't a virgin and had been dating the same guy for a while, so somewhat experienced. I noticed all men when I was eighteen too, I thought, laughing to myself.
"Hey, you two pool babes! I'll change and be right out," Michael hollered from the house.
He came out in his wildly colored Hawaiian pool shorts. Few men could not only get away with wearing them, but actually looked good in them. His black hair and olive complexion was exotic enough to pull it off.
He kissed Maxie on the top of her head when he walked by, stopped to kiss me, then ran and jumped into the pool soaking us. We squealed and both jumped in after him. We all played games in the pool until we were exhausted.
"Maxie honey, why don't you go order us a pizza?" he asked.
He turned to me and pulled me into him. "I'd ask where you found this sexy-as-fuck bikini, but I think I already know the answer. I am glad you're getting Maxine's hand me downs." He traced a finger around the edge of the triangle that just barely covered my nipples.
"I thought you might like this one. Wait'll you see the others!"
He leered and I winked.
Max flopped down on the chair in my office slash guest bedroom.
"What's wrong, darlin'?"
"Nothing wrong. Really. I mean I guess it could be," she sighed, and I waited. "I think I'm a perv."
I hesitated for a moment. "Huh?"
"I don't know if I should tell you or not. I don't want you to think I'm kinky or some kind of a deviant," she said, picking at the chipped nail polish on her finger.
"I'm not going to think anything of you, Max. You should know me by now. I'm pretty open, right?" She nodded. "Okay, just spill it."
"I fantasize about dad."
Okay, that did come as somewhat of a shock, but I didn't allow it to register on my face. "Fantasize? You mean like sexually?" She nodded, now picking at the next fingernail. "Well to begin with I don't think you're a perv or anything of the sort. So, forget that nonsense."
"But it's not normal," she said, finally looking up at me.
"But when to comes to sex, what is normal?" I shrugged. "It may not be a mainstream thing, but if you have it, then it should be addressed."
"I do," she said, a little more animated now. "I fantasized about everything about him. I want him to touch me. I want to touch him."
"I don't want to disregard your feelings, and I'm not, but we need to consider how your dad would feel about it. Incest is a stigma that some can't deal with. Your dad may be one of them. Just something to consider... If you want to take it further than just in your fantasies, that is."
"I do. I want more than just fantasies. But how do we know how he feels about incest?"
We? "That's a good question. I guess I could bring it up to him with the right segue in," I said thoughtfully. But what that would be, who would know.
"Would you?! Oh, that would be so great, Libby!" She jumped up and hugged me and was out the door leaving me to wonder what I got myself into.
This all made sense after her comment the other day about how sexy her dad is. I am one of the least judgmental people I know. Even if it's something that I wouldn't be interested in, I say let people live their lives. I've never had an interest in a family member, but then again none of the men in my family are as good looking as Michael.
That evening Maxie made herself scarce, apparently to give me time to feel her dad out.
"Hey, you'll never guess who I heard from today," I told Michael, hoping I wouldn't get struck dead because of the lie I was about to tell.
"Who?"
"Suzanne!" I exclaimed, and he grinned.
"Yeah yeah, she's back in town for a while. Thought you'd like this since she's always eye candy for you." I never minded that he appreciated her body because I knew that was all the further it would go. That's what is great about communication in a relationship.
He laughed. "Well yeah, but you know you're the best eye candy," he said pulling me against him and nuzzling my neck.
Ooops, can't get off track yet, I thought.
Suzanne was in her early twenties, younger than me. "She was staying with her dad," I said, inanely.
For god's sake Lib, I thought, exasperated at myself.
"You know she told me something interesting today too. About her and her dad, I mean."
"Really," he said, bored because he was now under my shirt fondling my tits.
"Yeah, her and her dad have sex!"
He froze.
"What?"
"Yeah, wild huh?" I said searching his face.
"Interesting. I guess I'd say if everyone was agreeable and no one was forced into anything, then why not."
"I mean it is somewhat shocking, but then again, it's somewhat titillating, right?"
"Yeah, I admit it is a little exciting to think about," he said.
"Like what if Max came on to you, for instance?"
"Oh wow." There was a big hesitation. "I never considered it. How I would react, you mean?"
"She is pretty sexy you have to admit?" I prodded.
He was thoughtful for a moment. "Yeah, she is," he admitted. "I guess I could see how a father daughter thing could happen. But again, only if both were into it."
"Of course! That goes without saying," I said. "You know, just talking and thinking about this is arousing. I mean, thinking of you and Maxie together like this."
He looked at me. "It is?" I nodded. "You wouldn't be jealous? It's a little complicated that way."
I shrugged. "Yeah, I guess it could be. Would I be jealous of you and Max having sex? Hmmm," I thought for a moment. "Not really, no. Although I admit I'd love to be part of it, but if I weren't, I would still be fine with it."
"Damn, Lib," he said, reaching down and squeezing his hard bulge. "Talking about it has me cranked up."
"Mmmm, I see that," I said, pushing his hand away. I opened his pants and pulled his cock out. It stood and waved majestically from his lap, and I licked my lips.
"Oh my god, baby... You know how much I love that," he moaned, and I leaned over and licked the sensitive head of his cock.
"I do, yes." I sucked it into my hot wet mouth. "And I know how much you like this," I whispered.
I began to stroke is cock in a twisting motion, pinching off the head. He moaned louder each time. I saw a movement at the bottom of the stairs, and it was Maxie, watching. I wrapped my thumb and forefinger around the base, watching her as she got a good view of her dad's cock.
"Oh yeah, oh my god, feels so good when you do that," he moaned.
I took his cock into my mouth and let him thrust and fuck my mouth. I fondled his balls, lightly scratching them with my fingernails. He groaned louder and pumped faster. His cock throbbed hard and white heat filled my mouth and down my throat.
Michael wanted to reciprocate, but I had other things on my mind. I now knew how to get father and daughter together. All I have to do is put my plan in action.
"He really agreed?!" Max nearly yelled.
"He didn't agree, but he wasn't opposed."
"Oh. My. God."
I had to laugh. "So have you been thinking of how you'd like to plan this out?" I asked, although I had a pretty good idea of how to do it.
"Hmm, I guess I didn't think of the how part." She nibbled her lower lip. "I mean I can't just walk up to him naked." I laughed again. "You'll be there too, right?" she asked anxiously.
"Of course, hon. I did come up with a plan just in case you didn't have one already."
"Oooooo," she squealed. "Tell me!"
I went on to run my idea by her and she was all in. We set a day and time, then laughed at how conspiratorial we were.
The following week Maxie disappeared after dinner one evening.
"Mmm, looks like she's busy, so it's just us," I said, nuzzling his neck.
"Should we retire upstairs?"
I led him by the hand up to our bedroom. I turned and slowly began removing my clothes until I was down to black lace bra and panties.
"Oh baby," he growled.
I unbuttoned his shirt and pushed it off, then the rest until he stood before me, naked. He was so damn hot, I thought. He reached around and unhooked my bra, letting my tits spill into his hands.
He gave them little love bites while he pushed my panties down. We started kissing passionately until we were both panting.
He stretched out on the bed, his cock hard and throbbing on his belly. I reached over to the bedside table and picked up a silk scarf and held it up.
"Hmmm, interesting," he said. I covered his eyes and tied it behind his head.
"Just something a little different, baby."
"Ohyeahhhh, I like this. A lot."
Maxie quietly walked in with a small box. I nodded to let her take over.
She trailed a feather over his chest, around his nipples and down over his quivering stomach. She circled his cock with it but didn't touch. Then with a lighter touch stroked his forehead and cheeks, then down his neck. She would pick the feather up so he wouldn't know where he'd feel it next.
She lightly traced on his chest and sides, then over his stomach. The closer she got to his cock, the more he moved and moaned. When she circled it again, he thrust up?
"C'mon baby, you're teasing me," he moaned, his chest heaving.
"That's right," I whispered, smiling at Maxie.
Her face flushed, and she was obviously enjoying the discovery her dad's body, as well as all the spots that aroused him.
She had a soft make up brush and began flicking that across his skin. He jerked and moaned, mumbling unintelligible words.
His fat balls were sitting on his thighs, and she began quickly brushing his balls. He kept himself shaved, so it hit sensitive skin. He squirmed harder.
"More," he murmured.
She looked at me and I nodded. She leaned over and licked from his balls to the tip of his cock, then tongued the drops of precum that had formed. He grunted loud at the shock, since he couldn't' see it coming.
She took his cock into her mouth and swirled her tongue around the head and rim. He clutched at the sheets and rocked his hips. She let him thrust into her mouth. He pushed up faster and I knew he would soon be to the point of no return. I indicated to her that it was time.
She stopped and moved away.
"Where'd you go?" he panted. She straddled his hips, and he held his cock. "Oh yeah, fuck me. I need to feel that pretty pussy on my cock."
She slowly lowered, taking his fat cock into her. He slid his hands up her thighs to her waist. She ground down, wanting to take her dad's cock deep inside her. He stroked her sides to her tits, then began kneading them and pinching her nipples.
She covered his hands with hers and began riding him faster. He groaned louder. Her head fell back, and she started cumming.
I quickly pulled the blindfold off, and he drove up into her.
"Oh, Maxie honey yeah fuck me. Ride my cock."
"Oh daddyyyyyyy," she wailed, panting the waves of orgasm.
He shouted, his fingers dug into her waist as he pushed up and froze, his cock unloading his seed deep in his daughter's body.
I had my hand between my legs and came with them both.
Max collapsed on his chest. He held her against him in a bear hug, kissing her head.
"Oh daddy," she whimpered. "I can't believe how your cock felt inside me. I could feel your hot seed when your cock throbbed so hard inside me."
"Baby, it just felt so with you connected with me like that," he whispered, overwhelmed. "Nothing is more intimate for a man and woman to be physically joined together like that, but with you... Wow."
I was next to them and stroked Maxie's face, and she looked at me, mouthing Thank You and I smiled.
Michael wrapped an arm around me and pulled me closer, and Maxie threw her arm around me. We didn't talk, just enjoyed the moment.
"Well, I think we're due for a shower!" Michael said.
"Okay, the pool shower though!" Maxie jumped up. She stopped when she saw her dad looking at her.
"God, you're beautiful Maxine," he said in awe. He hadn't seen her nude before, but I had and also had the same reaction as him.
"Thank you," she said, blushing.
Michael had built a secluded shower in an arbor near the pool. It was covered in fragrant blooming jasmine vines and was my favorite places to sit nearby. He adjusted the water and we all stepped under.
"Can I hug you, Libby," Maxie asked shyly.
I didn't answer but just pulled her against me. She was nearly as tall as me and we matched tits for tits. I admit, I'd never been this close to another woman, and it felt good. I knew she felt it too because she tightened her grip and pressed her tits into mine.
I ran my hands up and down her back, over her ass, pulling her mound against mine.
"Mmm," she whispered in my ear, and I ground against her.
"Okay you two, someone is going to be the creamy center soon," he laughed.
"You two, not me," Max laughed and ran out and splashed into the pool.
Michael pulled me into him. "That was quite a stunt you pulled, and I just wanted to thank you. After you brought it up to me last week, she was all I could think about."
"My pleasure. I mean really. It's my pleasure too. You guessed early it wasn't me."
"Oh yeah, I know your delicious mouth on my dick, and..."
"Babe, only your teenage daughter has a tight cunt like that."
He groaned. "Damn, I almost lost it as soon as she bottomed out on my cock."
"Hey, you guys coming in the pool or what?!" Maxie shouted.
"More family fun times," he said and grabbed my hand.
We started bashing the ball back and forth over the net. "Hey, you just going to hang there or join us?" I said to Michael.
"Are you joking. Watching you two play naked volleyball with those awesome tits you both have. I can't play. Way too much distraction. I'll just ogle."
We splashed him then pulled him between us and rubbed our tits on him. Then switched front to back.
"I've died and gone to heaven," he laughed.
Maxie threw her arms around his neck. "Were you surprised, daddy?"
"Of course! I had no idea it was you."
She wrapped her legs around his waist, her tits bobbing in the water between them. "Libby helped me. I wouldn't have known what to do."
"You both are quite the seductresses. I don't know what I'd do without either one of you," he said, throwing me a meaningful look. I smiled and blew him a kiss.



"Daddy!"
"What babygirl?"
"You're hard again!"
"Well yeah. I have my beautiful daughter in my arms who happens to be rubbing her pussy on my cock and her tits on my chest.... Those things are going to happen."
I laughed, thinking she was going to be quite the little temptress. I'll have to keep an extra eye on my brother who always comments what a beauty Maxine is too.
"Can I watch you and Libby sometime?"
"Watch?" I exclaimed. "You'll not watch us young lady!" I hesitated to see the looks on their faces. "You'll join in!" They went from shock to laughing. "Seriously though, I can't be more excited about this new thing... Thing, that's not right," I laughed.
"Family, Libby. Our new family," Michael said.
"She is family, dad!"
She came over and started hugging me again. The buoyancy of us both floated us around the pool.
"You guys are going to kill me," Michael lamented.
Fortunately, we slept in a king size bed so there was room for all three, although we weren't spread too far apart. We had a movie on, but I was the first to fade.
I woke up to his kisses. Wet sloppy steamy hot kisses. He rolled between my legs, his cock probing my slit.
"Fuck me babe. I need your cock now," I moaned.
He slid in deep, and I dug in to rise to meet his every thrust. I saw Maxie over his shoulder knowing she was enjoying his body too.
He groaned louder. "Oh god, Max, keep doing that to my balls, baby," he hissed.
He drove into me hard and fast, and I shot off into the stratosphere, my cunt milked his cock. He shouted, jerked and his cock throbbed hard.
"Don't stop baby," he cried out. "Ungh ungh ungh ungh," grunted louder and louder.
His cock expanded and unloaded into me with a roar. His chest heaved and he pushed to my side.
"Damn," he moaned, his forearm over his eyes. "That was the strongest hardest orgasm I've ever had." He lifted his arm and looked at his daughter. "Whatever you were doing to my balls did it. I don't think I've ever filled Lib up like that before."
"I was just playing. I wanted them in my mouth, but you were moving too much. Next time!" she exclaimed brightly, and he groaned.
The next morning while Michael was dressing for work, he said, "I think we created a monster in my daughter. I know she's not that experienced but damn, she sure is a fast learner."
"I may need to have her teach me some of her moves!"
"You do more than great on your own! You'll turn me into an old man sooner rather than later," he laughed.
"Hey Libs, you got a sec?"
"Sure hon, whatcha need?"
"You know the photographer that shoots the pinups, right?" I nodded. "He asked again if I'd do nudes for him."
"Hmmm, you'll have to see what your dad says about that. And you're on your own with this one. It's between you and your dad, hon."
She nodded sadly and I smiled to myself. That photographer mentioned it to her about a year ago and Michael said no. I think that the more the photographer sees her body, the more he wants to get her clothes off. He can see she'll be stunning naked.
We all climbed into bed to watch a movie. I was on one side; she was on the other. We both snuggled into his side.
"Dad?"
"Yes, baby?"
"Remember the photographer that wanted me to do nude modeling last year?"
"Yesssss."
"He asked me again today."
"Okay."
She patiently waited for more from him but gave up.
"Well??"
"Do you want to take all your clothes off in front of strangers?"
"Well, they're really not strangers. It's still the same makeup girl and his assistant."
"If you really want to do it, okay."
She jumped on him and started kissing all over his face. "Thank you! Thank you!" She continued to kiss him and squirm on him, until he dumped her off on my side.
"I have to go to the bathroom, you nut."
We were face to face and she said, "I'm so glad he said okay."
"I know you are, hon."
She trailed her fingers over my tits. "You know you could model too. Your body is awesome." She circled my nipple until it hardened into a long nub, then did it to the other.
"Mmm," I moaned. She looked at me for approval to go on and I arched my back.
She tentatively flicked her tongue across my nipple, and I sucked in a breath. She sucked it into her mouth and moaned, sucking rhythmically.
"Oh baby," I whispered.
She moved closer and I cuddled her against me. She looked up at me for a moment.
"I feel... I feel like I'm...."
"I know love, me too."
She started sucking rhythmically again and I spontaneously began rocking my hips the same.
She moved to the other breast, and I held her head to me. Michael moved in behind me and reached over to stroke Maxie's head while watching her suck my nipple.
I heard his breathing get louder and faster as he watched. His cock prodded between my legs. He lifted my leg back over his hip, nudging his cock through my slit and into my opening.
Maxie's fingers were between her legs as she continued suckling. Her hand wrapped around my tit; her fingers fondled me.
Michael held my leg and started fucking me from behind. Suddenly I felt her fingers on my clit, feeling her dad's cock stroking in and out of me. She moaned around my nipple.
She flicked my clit and wrapped two fingers around her dad's cock as he fucked me. He growled long and loud and fucked me harder. I hung on to Max and she clung to my tit and brought me to a mind-blowing orgasm on her dad's cock.
As soon as he felt my cunt clenching, he drove in and shot his load.
"Arrrgggghhnnnnnnggggggggg." Bellowed off the walls. My panting and Maxie's moans joined in.
After a moment, Michael fell back, and Maxie let go of my nipple with a wet pop. Her eyes were glazed with lust.
"Did you cum, hon?" I asked.
She shook her head. "That's okay, this was the hottest ever. I've never felt that way Libby." I knew what she was talking about. Neither had I.
Michael crawled over me, his semi hard cock and balls swinging between his legs. He pushed his daughter's legs apart and ran his hands up and down her inner thighs gazing at her swollen pussy lips.
He spread her lips with his fingers and began to lick her.
"Oh my god," she cried out. "Oh my god!"
Her legs fell wide, and he moved in, lifted her to his mouth and made her cum over and over and over until she was nearly sobbing. He growled and vibrated, slipped his finger inside her, then another.
She arched and clutched the sheets. I leaned over and took her nipple into my mouth. She jerked and held my head. I squeezed her tits together and pinched her nipples while her father ate her. She moaned and sobbed and whimpered and mewed.
He came up between her legs and looked down at her. "I want you to taste yourself, baby." He kissed her. An open mouth wet tongue lashing after sex raw kiss, and she loved it. "Now get on your hands and knees. Tasting your sweet pussy made me hard again and I am going to fuck you."
She was up, her heavy tits hanging down. She watched between her legs as he entered her. He held her hips and fucked her hard and fast. Her tits jostled and swung, and she could barely stay up on her arms. She finally dropped, her face was on her pillow, and he fucked her that much harder.
He was out of control, watching her ass, his fingers gripping her hips as he plowed into her deeper and harder. His balls banged her clit and started her orgasm.
She cried out louder and pushed back to begin riding his cock.
"That's it baby, ride me," he ground out. "Ride your daddy's hard cock."
The words inflamed her, and their bodies slammed together faster and harder. Their breathing was hard and rasping. The scent of sex permeated the room.
"Oh yeah," he shouted. "Fuck yeah, keep fucking your dad, babygirl!"
She shouted out her peak and he followed with a louder bellowing.
She rolled on her back and gazed at him. He just smiled and raked his eyes over her body.
"You'll be fucking gorgeous in your nude pictures babygirl. Fucking stunning."
Maxie didn't always sleep with us. When she did, we didn't get much sleep. The following week Michaels had to go out of town for two nights for work.
"Can I sleep with you even if dad's not here?"
"Of course!" I flipped the covers back. "Climb in."
She snuggled next to me, and I put my arm around her. I had a movie on that I wouldn't normally have watched with her, but it was already on.
It was subtitled for Europe and was x rated and it was hot.
"Wow," she said, when the scene came up with a group orgy.
I laughed. "I don't think I could keep track of all the body parts in a group."
"Me either! But I'd like to try!" We both laughed. Our little sex machine, I thought.
Then the main characters started having sex on their own, until her sister walked in.
"Ohhh, they're like us," Maxie said.
It got very hot, and I was wet, and I know Maxie was already aroused. Her head was on my shoulder, her hand was on my stomach.
We each work thin nighties and my nipple poked through right in front of her.
"Mmmm," she moaned softly.
I ran my hand down her back and pushed her nightie up and she raised to take it over her head. I worked mine over my head.
We snuggled close again and went back to watching the movie. I pushed my thigh between hers. Her cunt was hot and steamy, and I put pressure on it. She slowly rode it. She had her hand between my legs, her fingers toying with my swollen lips.
We were watching the three of them fucking while we played, and it was extremely hot. She rocked her pussy on my leg and teased my clit.
Her tit was laying on me and I reached across and pinched her nipple and twisted. A sharp intake of breath and a groan. She arched her back, and Id fondle her soft breast and palming her nipple harder.
She fucked herself on my thigh as the same tempo she worked my clit.
"Mmmm yeahhhh," I moaned. "I'm cumming baby."
She ground down on my thigh and arched, whimpering out a long orgasm.
We lay in each other's arms to catch our breath.
My phone rang Michaels ring and I answered video.
"Hi baby- whoa, you look like you just had sex."
"Hi daddy!" Maxie leaned in and waved at him.
"Ahhh, I should have known, my sex monsters are having fun without me," he laughed. "But that's okay. You'll owe me when I get back."
I held the phone high above us so he could see how we were tangled together naked.
"We have been having fun," I grinned.
"Now you got me all hard," he groaned and started moving around.
He moved the phone so we could see his hard cock jutting out from his lap. He was on the edge of the bed, naked.
"Maybe you should so something about that," Maxie said in a low sexy voice.
"Maybe I just should," he said, his hand wrapping around his cock. "God, I love seeing you two like that. My love and my daughter naked together, waiting for me."
His eyes became heavy lidded. Maxie fondled my tits and sucked a nipple into her mouth. I moaned and arched. He was watching us, and we were watching him. He stroked faster. She moved so her tits were next to mine and began rubbing our nipples together.
"Oh god," he groaned louder. "Fuck, I'm going to cum." He grunted louder. "Unghh unghh unghh." Suddenly his cock erupted in his hand and splashed his hot seed on his chest and belly. The end poured down his hard shaft.
"God daddy that was so freaking hot," she murmured.
I just moaned. Who knew video phone sex could be so hot? Not me. Not until now.
The next day Michaels brother Greg dropped by.
"Hey, c'mon in," I said, opening the door. I had pulled on my pool cover up when I heard the doorbell.
"How're you doing Libs?"
"Great, thanks! Whatcha got there?"
"Tools I borrowed that I needed to bring back a week ago," he laughed. "I'll put them I the garage before I leave."
"Sounds good. Maxie is out at the pool, and I was just heading there. Can I get you a beer?"
"Please! Michael should be home soon?"
"Not until tomorrow morning," I said from the kitchen. "He had a business trip."
Maxie had just oiled up and was stretched out on the lounger.
"Uncle Greg!" she exclaimed, jumping up to hug him. "Ohhh, sorry, I'm oily," she apologized, backing off.
"That better not stop a hug from my favorite niece," he said, holding his arms out. They hugged tightly and kissed.
Greg was Michael's youngest brother. He was an oops birth control failed baby, so their parents were quite old when they had him. Because he was younger, Maxie and he had always been close. Maybe Greg took more of an interest in her lately, but with what has been going on around here lately, who am I to judge. I laughed to myself.
"I've missed you," she said, still clinging to his neck. He had a hand in the middle of her back and one on the slope of her ass, right above her bikini bottoms.
He sat down and pulled her down on his lap. "Missed you too Mimi," he smiled. His arm was around her back, his hand under her breast, his thumb moving on the underside of her tit.
"Can you stay for a while?" Her arm was around his shoulders, her tits on his chest. His shirt was off, and her bikini top didn't' cover much, so it was essentially skin on skin.
She squirmed and whispered in his ear. He blushed and I knew what she said to him. His hard cock was against her ass.
"Sure, if I'm not interrupting anything you and Libby were going to do?"
I smiled. "No, nothing at all. Hang around the pool and probably order a pizza in a bit."
"I'm in then! And I'm buying."
His hand stroked the length of her thigh while she chattered away. The side of her tit rubbed his chest, and when she'd move her arm, her breasts squeezed together giving him a nice view of her tits.
I tossed my coverup on the chair and went to the pool. The water felt cool on my sun hot skin, and I swam a couple of laps. Today was the day that I wore the revealing black bikini that Maxie gave, and I had to keep adjusting the cups to cover my nipples.
Maxie swam up to me, put her arms around my neck and kissed me. "He's going to put a suit on and come in." I cupped her ass and held her against me. "You look so hot in that bikini. Uncle Greg has a hard on for us both," she giggled.
"I saw you squirming on his lap you bad girl," I smiled. She shrugged.
"It's the first I've noticed that he got one. But I don't think he's seen either of us in bikinis?"
"Probably not."
Water splashed and we laughed as he swam up, bobbing us in the water.
"This is nice," he said, wiping the water off his face.
He really did look young. Not much older than Maxie, I thought. But so much wiser with so much more experience.
She swam off and he glanced at my tits. I couldn't fault him. They were on display in this suit.
"She sure has grown up," he said, looking at Maxie tossing the ball in the basketball net.
"She looks older, but she's still a teenager."
He shook his head. "I know. She's a beauty. Someone will scoop her up."
"I hope not too soon. I'd hate to see her get tied down too young. She has so much life to live."
I hooked my fingers on the edge of the pool, my arms spread wide. I was no longer self-conscious about the bikini. Maxie was as good for me, as I was for her.
"I agree. She has quite an effect on men, I'm sure."
"Like you?" I smiled.
"Like me," he grinned. "You noticed? I have to admit it was partly because of you, Libs. If my brother hadn't seen your first...."
I was saved from reply8ing when she swam up behind him, wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist. Her tits were smashed into his back.
He turned quickly and dove under and came right back up with both of them sputtering and laughing. I watched the change in Maxie as they interacted. Less fun and games, more touches and caresses.
He held her by the waist against him and she giggled. I could see her hips rocking into him.
"Mimi," he warned, but she continued. Suddenly he moved and her bikini top floated across the pool.
"Uncle Greg!" she giggled.
"I warned you not to tease. That's what you get, young lady."
I went up the steps and picked up my towel. After I dried off, I spread it on my lounger and stretched out in the sun. My dark glasses allowed me to keep an eye on what was happening but giving them privacy. It wasn't my place to encourage or discourage anything with those two, so I just observed.
She wrapped her arms around his neck again, her bare tits smashed into his chest. Her legs came up and went around him. She was pushing it.
He nuzzled her neck and was talking low. He backed against the side of the pool. She moved her legs, and his cock made an obvious tent in the thin swim shorts. She had one arm around his neck. She trailed her fingers over his chest, slowly working her way lower.
Her tits bobbed in the water, and he cupped one, pinching her nipple. She moaned. She grasped the elastic of his shorts and tugged it down beneath his balls. He looked at me, but my face was stone, my eyes behind the dark glasses.
Maxie wrapped her hand around her uncle's dick and squeezed. He had his hands on both of her tits, thumbing her nipples. She began to stroke, and I heard him moan low.
He bent his head and bit her nipple. She cried out and arched her back, shoving her tit into his face. He squeezed them together, pinching both nipples together. Her hand moved faster on his cock while he pleasured her tits.
I heard his stifled groan as he drove through her hand.
Pretending to be asleep, I let them settle back into their loungers before noting their presence.
"Wow, I must have dozed off," I said, stretching and yawning. In my blatant lie I didn't notice that the tiny triangles were giving Greg a good look at my nipples.
Greg cleared his throat and said, "You guys ready for pizza?"
"I am!" Maxie spoke up.
"Always ready for pizza!"
He called his favorite pizza place. We weren't in their delivery area so he would pick it up.
After he left, Maxie said, "Your nips are going to get sunburnt, Libs." She giggled.
"Oh my god," I said, adjusting the fabric.
"That's okay, Uncle Greg thinks you're hot."
"Great. I don't want to be hot to him. Only your dad. Only Michael. No interest in anyone else."
"Got it!" she grinned.
"Really! I wouldn't do that to your dad."
"I know I know. But what if it was a group, like on the movie we watched?"
"Uh, no. That's not me. Sorry."
"Oh boo," she huffed.
Greg was back the next day, coming in while Maxie was still in school. Which gave us time for a private homecoming fuck. We had been apart for so long, it was quick and dirty, but satisfying. Just what we both needed.
"Greg stopped by yesterday to return the tools he borrowed."
"Oh, okay great. He's pretty good about returning stuff."
"We were at the pool, so he borrowed a pair of your swim shorts. He bought pizza so it was okay," I laughed.
"Did he hit on you? He always does?"
"Umm, nothing more than normal."
"What about Maxie?"
"I didn't notice anything out of the ordinary," I lied, not wanting to get into the middle of it. I planned to encourage Maxie to tell her dad.
"He will. They've always been close, but to be honest I think he's just been waiting for her to be eighteen. He relates to her better than me because he's closer to her age."
I nodded. "So, what if they do have a relationship? Are you opposed to it, or no?"
His arm was around me and he stroked my arm in thought for a moment. "I honestly don't know, Lib. I mean she's eighteen and can date pretty much whoever she wants. She has always brought home decent guys."
"But if it would be your brother. That might make a difference?" I pushed.
"You know, now that we're discussing it and I'm thinking about it, I don't think it would bother me all that much. As long as Max wanted it too."
I let out an internal sigh of relief because it looked as though Maxie and Greg were on their way to a relationship. No doubt sexual in nature, but, nonetheless a relationship.
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The loud vibrating thunk on the table was startling. Few were in the library, and out of them, none were under thirty-five. Well, one. And she chose my table to wrestle four oversized books.
I glanced at the titles. All but one was considered a coffee table book. Pretty pictures. The other was a rather interesting travel book about spa resorts. Interesting choices for a young girl.
I went back to working on my lesson plan. The college asked me to add another class to my load and, like an idiot, I agreed. Well not an idiot maybe, because it was another way to stay busy.
You see my wife Myra was nearly dead. I won't get into why I think it happens to some and not others. Some leave this earth quickly, others linger. My wife lingered. Still lingers. She no longer knows me. I feel the end is near. But I've felt that before. I push it from my mind.
Another thud on the table and I glanced up.
"Sorry!" she stage whispered. "These are so big and heavy."
She sat with her back to the large window. Wild curls sprung from her head like corkscrews. A bright blue corkscrew shot out of the top of her head. Neon green another direction. It seemed as though her hair might be red naturally, but it was difficult to say.
She flipped through the pages and would stop and type on her laptop. Flip and type, flip and type until she got to the end. Then thunk another book would come off the pile and fall to the table.
I continued to work on my outline for a while. I looked up and she was gone. The big books were neatly piled on the table.
A shadow fell across my paper. She was back with another armload of books. THUNK. She glanced at me and cringed with a big shoulder shrug. She looked high school age, but I was always terrible at aging people.
She sat at the end of the table this time. As she flipped through the pages, I noticed her creamy white skin and decided the red was her own. One blue and one green corkscrew just set her apart from any other curly redhead.
She pushed the last book aside and sighed. I glanced up and she smiled.
"Maybe there's something I can help you with," I asked. "I'm pretty familiar with this library."
"I used to come here often, but the convenience of the computer makes my research quicker and easier. I'm looking for resorts around the world."
"Hmm, resorts. Holiday or specialty? Like weight loss? Or health? Couples?"
"I don't know."
"Okay then. Why are you looking for resorts?"
"I'm a freelance writer. My biggest assignment to date is to do a piece on resort spas or a specific spa. He was pretty vague."
"For a magazine?" I asked.
"Yes, for subscribers only. He wouldn't even show me a copy so I could get the feel for it."
I decided she must be older than she looks.
"Is it an adult magazine?" I asked, trying to narrow it down.
"Like X-rated?" She thought. "He did say nothing was off-limits, which I thought was weird. He was so vague. Usually, they are precise in what they want."
"Well," I should have thought this through, but I blurted, "I have a book on adult resorts at home. I know this sounds suspicious but I'm on the up and up, as they say. I'm a professor at the college, so girls usually pick me up." She laughed.
"Maybe the book is here?"
"No, it's pretty explicit. They wouldn't have it here." I looked down at my paper. "Anyway, you're welcome to come over and look through it for ideas. I have work to finish here and will be heading home."
I went back to my outline, and she continued to bring books back. THUNK. Sigh. THUNK. Sigh.
"I guess if you wouldn't mind, I would like to see that book. I'm getting nowhere here."
"Of course. I have a couple more things to write out and I'll be ready to go. My apartment is only a couple of blocks away. We'll walk."
It was a beautiful fall day. Still warm, but thick with the scent of the leaves crunching underfoot.
"I've seen these buildings," she said as I opened the door. "Converted factories, right?"
"Yes, they transformed three industrial buildings into lofts. I was one of the first to move in."
The freight elevator creaked and rattled up to the top floor.
"This is fantastic!" She walked in, looked up at the soaring ceilings, and spun around. "I love all the open space."
"Thank you. I was able to choose the layout of the space."
"Wow," she ran her hand over the soft gouges in the wood. "What did they make here?"
"Research showed that a number of manufacturers cycled through. One was a shoe factory. Back when they started mass-producing shoes in vinyl. Oh yes, a candy factory was here at one point too."
"Imagining history creates a lot of fantasies," she murmured. "Oh, a kitty!" Dexter trotted out from his favorite hidey hole and went right up to Claire, posturing for a scratch. "Torties are my favorite!"
I had books stacked here and there. The covers were thrown back on my bed from when I got up. My coffee cup was on the countertop.
"Yes, it does make you wonder what all happened here."
I watched the emotions flit across her face. She was indeed fantasizing about history. Not so much what was manufactured here, but what might have happened with the people that passed through. I can't say I didn't wonder that from time to time, but she was creating much more of a vision of it.
She walked to an antique table that lived with me through the years and picked up a picture.
"This is your wife?" I nodded. "She's beautiful."
"She used to be beautiful to everyone, now she's just beautiful to me." She looked quizzical. "Myra is in hospice care currently. She has been sick the last ten years."
She stared at the picture for a moment before looking up with tears in her eyes. "I'm so sorry. I just can't imagine being together for so long and then losing them."
"It has been difficult but it's what we sign on for when we marry." I shrugged. I've had enough time for salvation bravado.
She carefully set the picture down and walked over to the telescope.
"I'll bet you can see forever this far up? May I?"
I adjusted it, and she peered into it. "I thought it might be trained in a neighbor's window."
"Not yet, that's after dark," I said, and she looked at me and laughed.
"Good one."
"I'll get the book for you. Make yourself comfortable."
She settled into an oversized suede reading chair and the cat made himself at home in her lap. I handed her the book. "It is adult reading. Just so you know." She quirked an eyebrow and smiled. "I'm going to make myself some tea. Would you like a cup?"
"Please!" She began leafing through the pages. "So, these are adult resorts of the world, right? Some seem X-rated, some just don't allow children?"
"Correct," I replied. I mixed milk and sugar in both our teas without asking her and placed them on the table between us. "The author seemed to cover all the angles."
"Have you been to any of these?"
"I have, yes. It has been years ago."
"Which one? For what?" she asked, looking up at me.
"Forms of sex, mostly tantric, located in India," I replied. I watched her contemplate that for a minute.
"Wow, you live in a cool place and have done cool things!"
I blinked. Not expecting that. I didn't know how I thought she would react, but I have taught generations of college students and I learned long ago to not second guess them. Some are open, some recently have a festering hatred of boomers. You either wallow in it, or you work through it. This was a girl that was going to be a success.
"Thank you, I think so too."
We discussed other spas and resorts. She finally came across the one I went to and read intently.
"l can envision you there," she said, studying me.
"I was young," I smiled. Sure, she was picturing me the age I was now.
"I get that, but yet, I can even imagine you there right now. You have a sense of virility that few men have. Maybe it's a lost art or maybe it comes with maturity. I don't know," she trailed off as though talking to herself more than me.
How can this young girl read me within a few hours of knowing her? I've been lucky in that I've lost little of my sexuality as I've aged. Possibly because I've not had sex since my wife's illness. There's a possibility that I don't know if I can even have sex. I'm able to masturbate with the same potency in that way. I don't plan on finding out. At least until Myra is gone.
"I don't know what you have planned for dinner, but I have enough for two if you'd like to stay?"
She looked up and smiled. "I would, thank you."
I wondered if she saw the relief on my face when I realized I wasn't going to lose her. For a while at least.
She helped me in the kitchen, and we had dinner whipped up in no time. I opened a bottle of wine and we sat down at my little table.
"It's nice having company for dinner. I eat alone too often."
"I do as well. I'm more of a homebody and don't often go out," she said. "I'm usually writing and don't feel like getting dressed up enough to go out." She laughed.
We cleaned up and went back to the book. "It's getting late. I don't want to keep you up."
"I'm a night owl," I admitted. "You could stay all night and it wouldn't bother me!" We both laughed at that until the words sunk in. Too late to take them back. "Hey, it's dark. Would you like to look through the telescope again?" I said, changing the subject.
She grinned and wagged her eyebrows. "I would! Let's see what naughty things your neighbors are up to. I thought if I ever got a telescope, all I'd ever do is spy on my neighbors," she laughed.
"Why, I would never do that!" I said and she looked dubious.
"I knew you were BSing me." She grinned comically.
"No wonder I feel like I've known you forever. You remind me so much of my sister," I laughed. "She always told me I was BSing her."
"Oh! I found a window!" she said excitedly.
"Really. What's going on?"
"Oh, I think it's their kitchen. Darn."
"Well, you know Claire, kitchens can be exciting places too."
"Oh, I forgot you're into exotic sex. Is sex in every room a thing?"
I had to laugh at her again. This is the most I've laughed in a long time, and it felt good.
"Maybe there's a story in that for you to research?" I spoke.
She was still searching for an active window.
"It just might be. You must think I'm very naughty? I've only just met you and I'm asking you about sex in every room and looking for action through your telescope," she laughed.
"What I think is that I've enjoyed more with you and laughed more with you than with anyone in a long time."
She turned around, took a step, and wrapped her arms around my neck hugging me. I had to admit, a soft warm body felt damn good. It had been too long. I tentatively put my arms around her. She hugged me tighter, and I pulled her against me. Propriety be damned. I was pretty sure by now she knew I wasn't a flagrant lecher.
"This is nice." Her voice was muffled in my neck. Her soft breath washed over my ear like a jolt of electricity. The brush of her curls on my face, the clean scent of her shampoo, and her soft body overwhelmed my senses. All I could do was nod in reply and hold her tightly against me.
After a minute, maybe an hour, I don't know, I stepped away. I got lost in her. I saved any regretful negativity until later. After she was gone. For right now, I was going to soak up whatever I could of any happiness.
"It's getting late," she said, and I could tell she took it as rejection. I've been on my own so long I didn't think past my reaction. She gathered up her jacket and computer bag and walked to the door.
She took what seemed like one last look around, smiled and me, and was out the door.
How could I have been so stupid? Self-flagellation wasn't normally my strong suit but deserving. She was giving me a friendly hug like anyone would comfort someone, and I reacted like an ass.
I walked across the street to the apartment that my wife and I shared. I let myself in quietly so as not to disturb Myra's caretaker. I went and just sat by her bed. I held her hand. She wasn't aware anymore. She already left me. I only had the shell. I sobbed at how life was unfair to her. Maybe a little sorrow for myself too.
After an hour I crossed the street, took the freight elevator to my loft, grabbed a bottle of wine, and drowned my sorrows.
I took on more tutoring after classes to keep me busy. Even though three weeks passed, the book stayed on the table where she left it as a sort of finger-pointing at me. Just to remind me that I'm not her age. She was being nice to an old man. Get over yourself, John.
One night I went to the telescope and looked through to see what she was looking at that night. It was focused on a bed. I imagine if I looked often enough, I would see what she was looking for. I didn't move it.
One afternoon someone began banging on my door. I never got company and assumed it to be an enterprising peddler to come all the way up here.
I threw the door open to Claire. We stared at each other for a moment, then I noticed the duffel bags over each shoulder and two suitcases.
"Are you moving in," I asked amusedly while moving her two cases inside the door. I slid the heavy duffel bags off her shoulders and piled them on the suitcases. She still stood in the hall, so I guided her in.
"I'm sorry."
"For what," I said, putting my arm around her shoulders and leading her to the reading chair. She seemed dazed and I was getting concerned. "Are you alright? You're not sick, are you?"
She blinked. "No, I'm not sick. I just got kicked out of my apartment. I'm going home."
"Kicked out? Whatever for?"
"I haven't been making enough at my writing to pay the rent. I've tried. I give him whatever I have coming in, but he said it wasn't enough and evicted me."
"Oh honey, I'm so sorry." I crouched down in front of her. "You can go home to your parents? I mean you do have somewhere to go?"
She nodded. "I have a car. I just have to get it out of the parking garage." She was visibly upset. "I'm such a failure."
"You didn't fail, Claire. You had a setback. We all deal with that at times. Things don't always go our way. And it's expensive to live in the city."
Her fingers were loosely clasped in her lap, and I rubbed her arm. She needed more than words. I knew that. Because it happened to me last time, I was with her.
She was petite and I easily picked her up, sat in the chair, and kept her on my lap. Her head lay on my shoulder while I rubbed circles on her back. Her soft curls brushed my face, and I noticed the blue and green had faded. It seemed she had faded from when I last saw her.
"Making a living at writing is tough. It takes lots of free writing to get to the payment part. The term starving artists don't only apply to painters."
"I guess so. I tried so hard, John. Nothing worked."
I held her closer, and she wrapped an arm around my chest. Her soft breasts pressed into me, and I tried to ignore how wonderful her body felt on mine. She didn't need my depraved attitude during this time.
Her head was on my shoulder, her breath making soft puffs on my neck and ear. I tried to ignore that, and how my hard cock was nearly embedding itself in her soft ass. Thankfully she was too upset to notice, but there was nothing I could do about it anyhow.
"John?"
"Yes, sweetheart?"
She lifted her head and looked at me. Her lips were inches from my cheek, if I turned my head our lips would touch.
"I want to kiss you."
"You're upset, Claire. Not thinking straight. I'm not going to take--"
Her lips covered mine stopping all talk, slamming the brakes on all thought. Her hand was on the side of my face while she angled her head, taking the kiss deeper. She tipped her head again and opened her mouth over mine and dipped her tongue in, tasting me. She moaned so softly that I was unsure until she cupped the back of my head and kissed me deeper, moaning louder.
I wasn't about to take advantage of her, but I wanted to indulge myself in her kisses for just a little longer. It had been so long for me.
I wove my fingers through her soft corkscrews and began to kiss her back. She moaned and pressed her breasts into my chest. Her nipples were so hard I could feel them through our clothing. She rubbed against me and whimpered.
"Help me," she whispered against my lips, pressing her breasts harder into my chest.
I cupped my hand over her breast, the nipple grew even longer against my palm. Her breasts were firm, yet so soft. I gently kneaded and she moaned, pushing into my hand.
Her tongue stroked in and out my mouth. Our kisses turned wet and messy. The intensity level raised.
She moved my hand under her shirt. Her bra was soft and thin, and I pinched her nipple. She sighed. The bra became an obstruction and I pulled it down, taking her bare breast in my hand.
"Oh yesss," she murmured against my neck. She made no pretense of what she needed. "Pinch my nipples."
I pinched and pulled her nipples harder. Her breath puffed in my ear, steamy and hot.
Suddenly she sat up, grabbed the hem of her top, and pulled it over her head. One breast was out of the bra, the other still contained. She reached back and freed them. She fumbled with my shirt, and I quickly took it off.
She crushed them on my chest, her hard nipples drilling into me. I wrapped my arms around her to hold her tight Our kisses were more enthusiastic because we were hot skin to hot skin. As she rubbed her bare tits into me, she rocked against my cock.
"I need you, John," she murmured. "I want you."
"I'm married, Claire," I replied, trying to keep some amount of reality, more so, control.
"I know you are. I don't want you to forget about her. Or love me. You deserve pleasure. We both do. We're both needy."
Oh god how I'd love to feel her body against mine. Remember what it's like to sink my cock into a hot wet tight pussy. Feel like a man again.
"I know you need me too." Her breath puffed, her teeth caught my earlobe and I thought I was losing my mind. She rocked her ass against my cock again. "You want to sink your cock into me, don't you? Remember what it feels like to have a warm body under you, a hot pussy to lose yourself in."
She was reading my mind and I was swirling in arousal with her words and the scent of her and lavendar. "OH god, Claire," I moaned, realizing that I had my hands on her ass, squeezing her round globes.
She stood up and held out her hand. She was only half-naked, and I was already trembling. She tugged and I stood up. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me. She ran her hands down my back, then back up. Her hands were all over my back, then around to my chest.
She looked down, backed up, and rubbed her nipples on my furry chest. "That feels so good," she moaned, her fingers weaving through and tugging.
She rubbed them in circles. Heard her moaning. Knew she was almost as needy as I. She tucked her fingers in the waist of my pants. My cock tented my pants, and she slipped her fingers in, brushing the head of my cock with her fingertips.
"Oh god damn," I moaned and before I was done my pants were down and her soft hands were cupping my balls and wrapped around my cock. "Oh, fuck you can't believe," I ground out, moaning louder.
She thumbed the precum over the head. She gripped the shaft tightly, perfectly, and gave a couple of strokes. How did I go so long without a woman's touch I wondered? I knew, but now with her hands on me, I couldn't stop if I wanted.



I shoved her pants down and kicked them aside. She pressed her naked body against mine and I cupped her ass lifting her into my hard cock and pulling her close.
"I can't believe how good you feel against me, Claire," I murmured against her throat.
"It has been a long time for you." She rocked into my throbbing cock.
"Too long. And although I'm trembling for you, it's just feeling your soft body against mine. I realized how much I missed that. A soft warm body against me at night. Hugs. Kisses."
"Let me take care of you, John. I want to feel your cock sinking deep inside me. I want your body on top of mine. I want to feel your weight."
"I have to warn you, I won't last long the first time."
She kissed me lovingly. "If you allow me to stay the night, there will be a second time and a third." She ran her leg up the outside of my thigh. "It has been a long time for me too. I've been so busy with my career, that I haven't bothered with any kind of relationship."
I cupped her ass and lifted her. She wrapped her legs around me and I lowered her to the bed, following her down.
The cradle of a woman's thighs. So inviting and warm. Comforting, yet exciting. Soft thighs, steamy hot pussy. I was trembling again.
"I need you in me now, John." I knew she realized that this time, we were more than ready now. She reached for me between her legs and rubbed the head on her slit.
I pushed. She was so wet I slid in without worry for her.
"Oh god, your cock stretching my cunt feels so fucking good," she whispered.
I held myself on my elbows allowing a bit of my weight on her. Her tits were so firm they stood high on her chest. I caught a nipple between my teeth, and she jerked.
"Oh god yeah, John. I love that!"
I pulled her nipple out and it grew longer. Her cunt tightened on my cock. I tried to pump in slowly, but it became impossible to keep control.
I growled around her nipple and started fucking her harder and faster. She put her feet flat on the bed and pushed up, taking my cock deep. My balls slapped against her. God, they were so full. I hadn't masturbated in a while. Years since I've been inside a woman.
We fucked hard and fast climbing higher. She arched, froze, and moaned out a long wail. She took me over the edge with her. I drove deep and pumped copious amounts of hot jism into her. I collapsed on her for a moment before pushing off to her side.
"Oh fuck, Claire... You have no idea... You-"
She rolled to her side and interrupted me with a kiss. "You're the best fuck I've ever had, John." She looked into my eyes. "Your dick. Your body. Your mind. You. The. Best. Ever."
"I've never had anyone like you. My-" I stopped because I didn't want to mention my wife.
"Your wife? It's okay, you can talk about her. You know, I don't think she would want you to wait until she was gone to find pleasure. I'm sure you gave her much pleasure in your marriage. She wouldn't want you to be chaste because of the situation. Think about if you'd want her to do the same? Life is short. We have to live when we can."
I wrapped her in my arms and pulled her against me. "You know, for a young chick, you're pretty smart." She laughed and I gave her a lopsided smile and a wink.
We dozed like that, and I woke up at midnight. I relished laying in the arms of this girl, her sexy young body wrapped around mine. I didn't want to think beyond each moment with her. Regrets could come later. After she goes. Until then, I'll take what she gives me.
"Hey, you snuck out of bed," she said, coming up behind me and wrapping her arms around me.
Her bare breasts pushed into my back. I was naked as well. Myra was demure and wouldn't even undress in front of me. What a change a few generations make, I laughed to myself.
"I'm making two sandwiches because I thought you might be hungry too."
"I'm hungry, but the first thing I thought of putting in my mouth wasn't a sandwich."
I sighed with a shaky breath. This girl could fire me up with a look. A word.
"Oh yeah? You'll have to show me what you mean after we eat. I need sustenance now."
I grabbed a couple of beers and the sandwiches. She was already in bed, so I guess that was where we were going to eat. I had no arguments.
We piled pillows against the headboard to lean on and ate sandwiches and drank our beers. We talked about anything and everything. Went from one subject to another. Just like those that are discovering each other do.
She set her empty plate aside and stretched out on the bed, her head on my thigh. She played with her long neck, sliding it into her mouth. In and out in and out, a little further each time. Teasing me. She rubbed it on her wet slit and sucked on the end. I moaned.
My cock was awake and throbbing, nestled into her soft hair.
"What's this?" she giggled, touching her hair. "Oh my! Look what I found!" She toyed with it. "I think he likes my hair," she murmured, letting her curls wind around my cock.
"You're driving me crazy, you know."
"I am?"
"You see what you've done to me, you naughty girl."
She rolled and faced me, my cock in front of her on my thigh. "Oh, this?" She wrapped two fingers around the head of my cock and squeezed precum through the hole.
I watched and felt the tip of her tongue flick across the sensitive head. I hissed when her lips wrapped around the wide rim, her teeth grazing the underside of the head. She watched me watch her lips slide down the thick shaft until her nose was buried in the curly black hair.
She bobbed her head and I lay my head back enjoying the feel of her hot mouth on my dick. She hummed, sending jolts straight to my balls. Her mouth came off my cock and her fingers took over stroking.
I felt her hot breath on my balls before feeling them engulfed in her steamy mouth. Oh god, nothing feels better than having your balls sucked and tongue fondled. Well besides having your dick sucked. At this point, I didn't care. Claire was a championship cocksucker.
"Oh god, Claire, your mouth feels so good on my dick. Suck my balls. You drive me crazy doing that."
My balls in her hot mouth, stroking my cock with two fingers and pinching off the head. I just came hours ago, and it wouldn't be long before I rocketed into the stratosphere because of her hot mouth.
"Come up here. I want you to straddle me. Fuck me."
She did. She threw her leg over me, slid down my pole, and began long strokes of my dick with her tight pussy. Her tits bounced, she held them and pinched her nipples. Her lips parted and her head fell back. I had my hand at the base of my cock and placed a finger to rub her clit with every stroke.
She mewed loudly, bouncing, pushing her breasts together, and pinching her nipples. She softly grunted each time my finger rubbed her clit. Her eyes closed, she was lost in her pleasure.
How I wanted to fondle those breasts, but to do that would break the spell. I had time to find my pleasure in her body. This was for her.
She shouted, stiffened, and wailed out a long orgasm. Her cunt convulsed on my cock and milked the explosion.
She opened her eyes, blinked, and gazed around. "Wow. What you do to me," she sighed, leaned over, and kissed me.
"I think it's what you do to me."
"Mutual admiration," she smiled.
"Yes, that we both win at."
Again, I woke up with her soft body wrapped around me. I pulled her tighter and fell back to sleep.
My phone ringing woke me up.
"Hello," I said groggily.
"John? Are you sick? You missed your first class. Joan caught it for you."
Fuck fuck fuck. "Uh yeah, sorry, I was sick last night took a pill and it knocked me out. I won't be in the rest of the day. Probably should stay home tomorrow just in case. Can you find someone to pick up my classes?"
"I'm sorry to make you miss your classes," she said, her voice soft from sleep.
We spent the rest of the day in bed, only leaving for a shower and to eat. We did the same the next day. The following day, she was up early and gone by the time I woke up. Only the scent of lavender remained. I never even knew her last name.

~to be continued~
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Jade...
"You're going to visit Columbia aren't you, Jade? I mean since you have been accepted... Although you haven't seemed too excited about it," dad asked a little confused.
"Of course. Uncle Channing went there," I said, planting the seed.
"Right." He tucked his used napkin under the edge of his dinner plate and sat back. "Say, Maybe he can go with you. You know. Show you the ropes."
"What a great idea! Since it was yours, you should call and set it up with him, daddy." I walked behind his chair and kissed him on top of the head. Job well done, Jade.
I felt his eyes on me as I walked out the door. I had only thrown a thin white t-shirt on over my bikini for dinner because I planned on reading a book by the pool afterward.
"Coming to the pool?" I asked looking over my shoulder and catching him watching my ass. He quickly looked away and nodded.
Ever since my eighteenth birthday party, I've been slowly but surely seducing my dad. Seeing him naked changed everything. He went from being my dad to being a man. A stunningly hung man. He wasn't muscular, nor was he fat. He didn't work out because all his time was either spent at his business or here with us. Or me, I should say.
That same night I made sure I lost my virginity. I didn't want that to be a hindrance to my seduction. That barrier meant nothing to me and I planned on enjoying every second of my first fuck. Which I certainly did.
Julie is involved in such worthy projects, dad liked to tell everyone. The only worthy projects my mother had was herself and keeping up her appearance, and most of her time was spent drinking at the country club with her tribe of wannabe Real Housewives. I say he was happy she was gone most evenings. I know I sure the fuck was.
I'm smart. Never had to study and have a stack of Ivy League college acceptance letters. Those were mostly for dad's benefit. I have one of the top five business colleges in the next city. I can intern in dad's business until I graduate, then after I'm established there, I can go to graduate school. I'm also considering joining Uncle Channing in his business, but I had plenty of time to decide.
I'm also pretty good at manipulating people. Not for bad things, mind you. I just want to make sure everyone is a winner, along with me.

*****

The morning Channing picked me up for New York City I started my subtle seduction. By the time we left, he would be in my bed. I've dreamt and fantasized about fucking my uncle since my graduation party. I guess that was the night I graduated from being a kid to being a woman.
I began videoing myself masturbating to fantasies of my uncle. Along with a few getting off on fantasies of my dad of course. But I knew Channing would be the one I would get first. That I wanted first. I was enjoying the tease with my dad.
It was five AM on the dot and the flashy red Maserati GranTurismo low crawled down the street, but I heard the throaty rumble over a block away.
"Thanks for doing this, Uncle Channing." I hugged him before stashing my duffel in the cramped space.
He parked in the hanger, and we walked to the jet. We buckled in and began to taxi out.
As soon as I noticed his hard-on from watching me while we were flying, I knew I had him. Just a matter of time. I didn't want to make it too easy for him either. I wasn't sure how easy it would be to seduce him, but my uncle has the idea already.

*****

I looked out the window thinking about how far I'd come with dad. Where once he'd look away if he saw me naked, he now looks. Even our hugs are longer and allowed for him to nuzzle my neck and slide his hands down my back to my ass. Now I wrap my arms around his neck and press my voluptuous tits into his chest. I began giving him quick little kisses.
This morning when I left, he insisted on getting up early to see me off. I was just out of the shower with a towel wrapped around me when there was a soft knock on the door. Dad came in wearing his thin soft cotton sleep shorts.
"Daddy, I told you not to get up this early," I scolded him.
"I won't get to see my baby girl for a while."
"Awh dad, I won't be gone too long," I said walking up to him and hugging him.
My towel barely covered my ass and gaped open in the front when I put my arms around him. His skin was hot against mine.
"I know, I know. I'm going to miss you, Jade." As he talked his breath softly blew across my ear and I involuntarily shivered. "Are you cold?" He pulled me tighter against him. He was only a few inches taller than me, so his throbbing cock pushed right above my mound.
"Mmm, you feel good," I whispered.
He moved his hands down my back and cupped my bare ass. I heard his quick intake of breath and a trembling soft moan. I leaned back to pepper his lips with my butterfly kisses and the twist came apart at the top of my towel.
Even now, buckled into my seat I was squirming at the memories of this morning, and sure Channing knew what I was thinking about because he watched me with half hooded lusty eyes.
"Oops," I said, looking down as my formidable D cup breasts popped free of the confines of the towel.
"Oh god, baby girl, we shouldn't be doing this," he said while looking at my bare breasts.
"I know, daddy. But it feels so good."
His hands were firm on my back as he caressed his way back up underneath the towel. It was barely hanging on and I knew in a moment it would be gone and I would be naked in his arms.
I butterfly kissed his lips and when I wrapped my arms around his neck, the towel fell to the floor. His breath hissed in my ear and his hands were stroking my body. His cock throbbed against me, and I pushed into him.
"You're such a naughty girl, Jade," he whispered. "You're making it very difficult for your dad, you know."
"I am?" I looked at him with innocent eyes then brushed my lips across his. "I'm sorry daddy." I rubbed my soft pussy against his cock. The thin cotton not much of a barrier.
"I'm not," he laughed. "A gorgeous girl in my arms that is also my daughter."
"I need to get going," I said sadly and did a pouty lip.
"I know baby girl," he said equally as sad. "God, you have such a beautiful body."
He ran his hand over my hips and up my sides to my tits. His hand cupped the side of my breast and I leaned back. He moaned and thumbed my nipple hard.
"Just a kiss?" I nodded.
He leaned over and kissed my breast, brushing his lips down to my nipple. I gripped his hair when he....
"Jade? Jade, are you dreaming with your eyes open?" I blinked and looked at Uncle Channing, struggling out of my daydream.
"Sorry, I was lost in reverie I guess."
"Must have been some kind of fantasy," he said smirking.
That's when I felt how tight my nipples were and poked like bullets through the white t-shirt I wore for the trip. I smiled and let him wonder.
The first two days were a whirlwind of looking around Columbia. I enjoyed it if for nothing more than his chance to reminisce. We stayed in a two-bedroom hotel suite that I hated. It was so modern and cool. Uncle Channing meant well. I'm sure he thought that because I was used to it that I expected it.
I was happy when we moved to his old apartment from his college days. I was ecstatic to find we had to share a bed. It didn't take long, and my uncle was fucking me and making all my fantasies an earth-shattering reality.
I admit, by the time we left New York, I loved him. Enough that I told him my plan to seduce my dad. Later, I was horrified I shared that. But he took it in stride, although doubtful that his brother would take it through to consummation. Myself, I had no doubt.

*****

He pulled up in front of my house and we sat for a moment, neither of us wanting to say goodbye.
"God, Jade, I can't come up with anything to say that will begin to state my feelings." He lifted my hand and kissed it. We had kissed goodbye in the jet after it landed knowing that was our last moment of privacy.
"It's not goodbye, Channing. You can't get rid of me that easy," I laughed nervously.
"No, but it won't be easy to see each other." I nodded knowing that.
I opened the car door and got out and grabbed my duffel. Any clothing he bought me was going home with him.
I bent over and looked in the car. I opened my mouth to say something, but nothing came out. He nodded, understanding, and I closed the door.

*****

"Baby girl!"
I was out by the pool waiting for him to come home from work. As much as I loved Channing, I missed dad while I was away. He leaned over to kiss me, and I reached up and held the back of his head to give him a longer kiss.
"Mmm, missed you," I whispered, brushing my lips over his. His suit pants were already tented.
He loosened his tie and unbuttoned the top button. "So, Channing showed you around?"
"He did. He was a great tour guide."
"I bet he caught up with a few of his old girlfriends in New York," he laughed.
I laughed and said, "Yeah, I believe he was well taken care of."
"Mom's gone huh. How about pizza?"
I nodded and smiled. "Coming in the pool with me?"
"Of course. We need to catch up," he said and was gone.
I must have dozed because I woke up to the delicious pizza. "Mmm, that smells so good," I said groggily.
"You're tired."
"A little," I admitted. "But it's too early to go to bed. And now I'm not feeling the pool." I sighed. I knew I was more than a little sad and missing Channing.
"I was going to watch a movie. Want to join me? I'll let you pick it out," he bribed, and I laughed.
"I can't pass that up! Let me shower first."
I thought of Channing's hands on me the last time we showered. I ran my hands over the same path. My skin was soapy slick and sensitive to my touch as though it was him. He was so real in my fantasy now that we had become a reality.
Dad was already on the sofa with a glass of wine. I grabbed a glass.
"You're drinking? Channing had something to do with that, I'm sure." I shrugged, smiled, and sipped the wine.
He put his arm across the back of the sofa, and I snuggled into his side, the way we had always watched television. I let him choose the movie. It was subtitled, European, and as most go, pretty hot by the third scene.
"Mmm, pretty sexy movie, dad."
"Yeah," he said, his voice low, engrossed in what he was watching.
He lightly ran his fingers up and down my upper arm and shoulder. I leaned forward to pour us more wine, then leaned with my back against his chest, his arm around my side.
This was pretty damn hot for a cable movie, and I started to squirm a bit. The actress looked like Sophia and I kept expecting Carlo to walk on set, but this actress was riding a Greek hunk.
"Her tits look like mine," I mentioned, offhandedly.
My dad hugged me closer, his hand under my full breast. "Almost, but not quite. Yours are exciting, baby girl."
He snuck his hand up to cup one. Since I was leaning against him, I could feel his quickened breathing. I picked up his other hand and put the same place. He moaned low and he covered both tits with his hands, palming my nipples through the t-shirt. They instantly grew into bullets for him.
"Oh Jade," he said so softly I turned my head to hear. "I missed you so much." He took advantage and nuzzled the side of my neck up to my ear.
"Feels so good, daddy," I murmured when he began to knead. I had to have more and pushed his hands away and pulled them under my t-shirt, so he had my bare tits. He began to twist my nipples. "Oh yeahhhhh."
"You don't know how long I've wanted to touch you. Seeing you coming out of the shower naked. And how you'd tease me at the pool in those little triangle tops." His voice was low and hoarse, full of passion.
I dropped my head back on his shoulder and he continued to kiss and fondle me. I reached back and felt the hardness in his shorts. He grunted when I touched him. I rubbed the length, thick and long like his brother when he was engorged.
"God your cock is huge," I murmured, squeezing the thickness. He growled. "I bet you made a lot of women happy with this thing," I smiled.
I scratched my nails through the thin fabric over the sensitive head and he jerked. He wrapped his arms around me and lifted me onto his lap. His hard cock was against my ass.
"Mostly. A couple of women were scared of it." He groaned. "I want your shirt off!"
He fumbled around with my t-shirt, desperate to get to my tits. Finally, he pulled it off my shoulder to bare a breast.
"Oh my god," he groaned and took my nipple into his mouth. I arched and held his head. He had my cunt dripping and I was sure he felt the wet heat on his thigh.
"Oh yessss, daddy... I've been waiting for this..." I whimpered.
The gate alarm beeped warning mom was home.
"God dammit," he shouted.
"Now you can fuck the hell out of mom," I smiled.
"She hasn't wanted any for a long time, baby girl. She doesn't even sleep with me anymore."
That was sad news to me.
Later in my room, I had to get my vibrator out to finish myself off. Next time he would, I promised myself.

*****

"I don't have an appointment, but I'm wondering if Channing is available?"
"He's currently in a meeting but should be out shortly if you'd like to wait."
"Yes, thank you, I'll wait."
I flipped through bland magazines until I heard him talking outside the door.
"Jade! What a surprise! Did you meet Connie?" He went on to introduce me to his administrative assistant.
We talked for a moment and Channing led me into his office. He softly locked the door behind us.
"God, I've missed you so much." He said, gathering me into his arms, I clung to him while we kissed.
I've missed him so much. More than I should, I know. I rubbed against him, whimpering at all the clothing between us. I kissed him deeply, eating at his mouth, exploring with my tongue, unable to get enough.
"I need you, Channing," I cried.
He cupped my ass and lifted me against him, walking into his executive bathroom which also held a single bed for overnight office stays.
He slid his hands under my dress and up and discovered my bare ass. He groaned. "Now, Jade. I need you now." He rucked my skirt around my waist and put me on the bed. He unbuttoned and unzipped his pants, his cock springing out, thick, throbbing, and fiery red.
I spread my legs and he moved right into the cradle of my soft thighs, his cock sliding in deep. I moaned and arched. His cock stretched my cunt walls so deliciously I came in a panting mew before he was ball deep in me.
"Fuck me, Uncle Channing."
"God yessss," he pounded into me. I dug my heels in and raised to every thrust, meeting him. Our bodies slammed together. Grunts filled the small room as we rocketed to the finish. I came again, my cunt milking his hard shaft. He drove deep and froze, his cock pumping his hot seed deep.
He raised to his knees. "Look at you. So fucking sexy. So wanton. Your dress around your waist, legs spread, your sweet pussy wide open to me."
"And you in your shirt and tie, pants down and dick hanging out. Making me wet again... Wetter," I smiled.
"We are a pair,"
"Yeah, of sex-deprived maniacs," I said, and we both laughed.
He stretched out next to me. "I do miss waking up without you next to me," he admitted.
"Me too. I got used to it in New York. Lonely in my bed."
"We'll have to think of something. Something that we won't get caught," he said, thinking. "We can never let your dad get an idea of our relationship. He would not appreciate his brother sticking it in his daughter, as he'd put it."
We had been texting and even snuck in a few phone calls, but it wasn't the same. And as wonderful as this was, I needed more of him.

*****

I was in the pool when dad came home.
"I'll be right out, baby girl," he hollered from the house.
He'd changed into knit swim shorts which I loved so much more than those baggy pool shorts. When they got wet, they conformed to his cock like a second skin. He knew I was looking because he stood on the steps after getting wet.
"You're such a tease, dad," I said, smiling.
I leaned back against the side of the pool, my arms across the edge of the pool, and my tits floated buoyantly. I wore a new bikini that covered more than my usual ones, but this one was crocheted creating a lot of peek-a-boo holes.
He dove under and came up in front of me. "Did you have a good day?" he asked.
"I did, yes. I'm just taking it easy before I kick it back into high gear."
"That's a good idea, baby. I just can't believe you're all grown up and going to college."
"I'm very grown-up," I said, smirking.
I hadn't told him that I was interested in working in his company, for two reasons. One he would have been off and running and there'd be no turning back for me. Two, I wasn't sure I wanted to work in his company. Channing had a very similar business, although not competitive, and I am leaning towards that. And of course, I haven't mentioned it to him either, because he would be like my dad.
"Mmm, yeah, I noticed." He held my waist and my legs floated up around him. "Although I shouldn't. Fathers shouldn't look at their daughters that way."
"But what if the daughter doesn't mind the father looking at them that way?"
I wrapped my legs around him and my arms around his neck and he floated around the pool with me.
"Then I guess we're both wicked and immoral," he said. "The first time I saw you naked, I knew I was in trouble." He adjusted my legs, so my open pussy was over his throbbing cock. "And I've been this hard for you ever since."
"You said mom doesn't fuck you anymore?"
"Nah, she moved to the other room a year or so ago."
"Poor daddy," I said, and he rocked his hips grinding his cock into me. "No one to take care of your big fat daddy cock."
I watched my top float across the surface of the pool.
"God Jade, your tits are phenomenal. You got what your mom never had."
I hugged him and squashed my tits against his furry chest. My nipples loved the abrasion and hardened into bullets. I nuzzled his neck and spoke softly in his ear.
"I want you to fuck me, daddy." His cock jerked. "I want you to shoot your seed deep inside your baby girl." He moaned and trembled, and I sucked on his earlobe. "I want you to feel my cunt milking the cum out of our balls." I nuzzled his ear. "I want to suck your cock too daddy." He groaned louder. "I want your cock in my hot wet mouth. I want to taste your seed."
"Oh my god my lusty girl, you're killing me," he said hoarsely.
"But I want to have enough time with you. All night so I can feel your hot body next to mine. I want you in my bed where I've had fantasies of you."
"You fantasize about me?" he asked, incredulous.
"I do and then I use my vibrator to cum thinking about you." I slid my hand down his chest while I nibbled his jaw. "Do you cum thinking of me?"
"I'm embarrassed to admit it, but yeah," he admitted. "I fantasize I'm fucking you in the shower." I worked my fingers in the waist of his shorts. "You're leaning on the wall and I'm taking you from behind. And and-" I covered his cock with my hand and squeezed. "Oh my god. It has been so long since someone touched me."
Poor daddy, I thought. I knew mom was a cold bitch for a long time. She never would have won mother of the year, nor apparently wife of the year.



"Mmm, daddy, what a big cock you have," I said, smiling.
"The more to fuck you with my darling."
"Mmm, I can't wait until this big fat thing is in my cunt." I hissed.
"God Jade, you can rev me up like no other. I couldn't say no to you even if I wanted to."
I began to stroke his cock and he kneaded my breast. "Suck it, daddy."
He latched on to my nipple and sucked hard. I could feel my nipple growing in his mouth. My head fell back, and I moaned.
I cupped his balls in my hand and swirled the water around them. He moaned around my nipple. I pushed his shorts off and squeezed the shaft of his cock, palming the sensitive head. I wrapped two fingers tightly around the base and ran my other fingers up and down the shaft.
"I can't wait to feel this in my hot cunt." My legs floated around him, and he pushed forward. His cock pushed, but I still had my bikini bottoms on. "Not yet you naughty boy."
He made no pretense of doing anything but enjoying the pleasure I was giving him. Just as I wanted it.
I held my breath and went under. A few air bubbles spun to the surface when I slid his cock into my mouth, but I was still able to give him a good suck and tongue lapping before coming up for air.
"Jesus, Jade," he moaned. "Your mouth. Oh my god, your mouth."
I stroked him with a twisting motion and pinched off the head each time. He grunted loudly and I increased the speed. He was trembling and moaning louder as I increased stroked faster. My hand was under his balls swaying them in the swirling water. I tugged and he growled, throwing his head back.
"Oh yeah, do that again. Fuck, that felt so fucking good."
I tugged in rhythm and kept the water moving around his cock and balls. He growled and said disjointed words that were coarse and vulgar, and I loved it. He was so different from his brother. The closer he got to cumming the louder and lewder he got.
"Cum for your baby girl... Cum hard... I want to watch that big dick pump your load... Next time that big fat cock with being in me... Shooting your hot seed inside me..."
He was wildly thrusting through my fist. He grabbed me and held me so tight against him I could hardly keep my hands moving. Water splashed over the edges of the pool. My tits were smashed hard against his chest. My nipples ached for his mouth. I knew just a touch of my pussy and I'd cum.
He buried his face in my neck and shouted loud, his cock jerking in my hand with each pump. I milked every last drop.
"Oh daddy," I sighed.
"I don't know if I've ever cum that hard," he said looking at me. "Talking to me like that at the end... Phew... That just rocketed me into the stratosphere."
"I'm so glad," I said, kissing him.
We swam around in the pool a bit until we heard mom come home.
"Are you two naked in the pool together? What the hell! That's indecent! Perverted!" she went back inside and slammed the door.
"Good thing she didn't come earlier," I said giggling.
"She wouldn't have known what was going on. She hasn't seen me cum in years."

*****

I spent the next week getting signed up for classes. I wanted to talk to several of the professors before I took their classes. They all seemed surprised that I wanted to talk to them before signing up for their courses but were quite helpful and liked that I took the initiative.
"You're home," I said blandly, dropping my bag on the table by the door with a loud thud.
"My meeting ended early. I wondered if I'd walk into you and your dad naked again," she scowled. I shrugged. "You know how perverted that is, don't you Jade? Sick. He's your father, for god's sake!"
"We were just swimming, get over it, mother," I said, rummaging through the refrigerator.
"It's sinful that your father even got hard for you. I saw it! That's not right!" She followed me around the kitchen. "I imagine you were even touching each other. Is that how you turned him on? You probably loved that he got hard for you! The depravity is disgusting." She snorted. "I'm sure you were the one that started it. Swimming naked. Of course, he'll get an erection when he sees a naked woman. It's not just for you, my daughter," she sneered. "Ken has always been oversexed!"
I took a long drink of soda and said blandly, "What would you expect since you no longer fuck him."
The shock of my knowledge of their sex life quieted her for a moment. "I don't see where the relationship between your father and myself is any of your business," she sniffed. "The point is, keep your clothes on around him."
I shrugged. "I can't help he likes to see my big titties." She grimaced and I knew I hit my mark. "I think dad deserves a little enjoyment in his life. After all, he pays for everything you and I have, right?"
She frowned because I had hit the target with a one two punch. God knows she didn't want to give up her country club lifestyle. And my guess is she has someone on the side anyhow. That's why she kicked dad out of their bed.
"Just get to school and find yourself a guy your age," she said.
"Sure, I'll go, find a husband, pop out four fuck trophies and stagnate at home until I join a country club and drink the rest of my life away."
"Jade, I don't know what happened to you," she said, scornfully.
"And you'll probably never figure it out either, mother."

*****

"Don't know why I even ask anymore... Your mom's gone?" Dad said, loosening his tie and slipping his suit jacket off, and hanging it on the back of a breakfast bar stool.
"Of course. Nora left us spaghetti and all the accouterments. I've always loved her spaghetti," I said, waiting for the noodles to boil. Nora had been our housekeeper for more years than I can remember. She cleans during the day then gets dinner together and leaves it in the refrigerator for us to finish. I don't know what we'd do without her.
He walked up behind me and wrapped his arms around me. "No nice to see you at the end of my day," he whispered in my ear. I pulled my long black curls away and arched my neck for more. "How did I have anything to do with making someone as beautiful as you."
"Mom says I shouldn't get naked for you, and you shouldn't look at me."
"What?!"
"Yeah, I got a lecture on how perverted we are to be naked together. And how your hard-on for me was sinful. And that it wasn't for me, but just because I was a female."
He laughed, loudly. "I'd love to have heard that conversation."
I grinned and said, "Yeah, I'm sure you'd have been amused."
I wore a cropped tank top and tiny knit shorts. He stroked his hands over my midriff, and under my shirt. He groaned when he found I wasn't wearing a bra and stroked the sensitive underside of my tits.
"I better stop while I'm ahead," he said stepping away. "I'm going to get out of this suit before we eat."
"Take your time, daddy."
He was coming down the steps as I finished setting the table.
"Perfect timing," he said. "You look like dessert." I smiled.
My crop top just showed the soft curve of the underside of my tits. The knit clung to my nipples before dropping down a few scant inches.
"You can work on that after you clean your plate," I said primly, and he laughed.
He helped me clean up and we decided to watch another movie. I lit the fireplace and dimmed the lights while he found the movie.
"Perfect, now come here," he said holding his arms out.
I knelt next to him on the cushion, my tits at nearly eye level. He nuzzled the bare underside, scratching his end-of-the-day beard over the sensitive skin. I held his head and moaned. The beard abraded my nipples harder, and I arched my back. He pushed the shirt over my head and buried his face between my tits.
"Oh my god," he mumbled. He opened his mouth wide and sucked my nipple deep. A direct electric shock shot straight to my cunt.
He slid his hands under my shorts and squeezed my ass which pulled the seam of my shorts between my pussy lips and made a direct hit on my clit. As he squeezed, he unknowingly rubbed my clit. My fingers dug into his shoulders as he sucked my tits and squeezed my ass I came hard and long.
"Oh daddy," I sighed.
"Let me taste that pussy, baby girl," he begged while pulling my shorts down.
He pushed me onto my back and spread my legs. He moaned when he saw my smooth bald pussy, swollen lips, and dark pink slit. I was already so wet for him.
He was a pro at pussy eating and had me rocking and rubbing my slick cunt all over his mouth. He held my hips and wouldn't let go while he had me coming over and over.
He came up, resting on his elbows above me. His cock was throbbing and on fire. He ground against me, only the thin barrier of his shorts between us. I slipped my hand between us and found his cock had slipped out the leg of his shorts. I rubbed the head up and down my slit.
"Oh my god," he growled loudly. "I want to fuck you so bad, Jade." His voice trembled.
I shoved his shorts down and got his cock in hand, rubbing it on my hot wet slit. He slowly slid in. I groaned as his fat daddy cock stretched the walls of my cunt. He dropped his head, panting, trying to keep control.
I pushed up fast and hard and took his cock ball deep. Just as I dug my fingernails in his ass to pull him deeper, the driveway alarm went off. Mom was home.
"God dammit motherfucker son of a bitch," he growled, pulling out.
I whimpered, feeling empty. He got off me, grabbed his shorts, and went upstairs. I got my clothes in place just as she walked in the door.
"Where's your dad?" I shrugged, intent on the movie. As soon as she left, I ran upstairs, closed my door, and pulled out my vibrator.

*****

A few days later my phone showed I had a text from Channing.
I have a day off tomorrow. Can you get away?
Just so happens I can. I replied
Come to the house whenever you want.

*****

I went to my closet to choose something to wear. I wanted to wear something... Unexpected.
I drew a bath and filled it with spicey-smelling bubbles, lit candles surrounding the tub, and slid in.
My head rested on the pillow, and I closed my eyes, luxuriating in the fragrant water. The candles flickered in the darkened room.
"Mmm, what a lovely vision this is," dad said softly, kneeling next to the tub.
"Only better if you were in here with me," I murmured, opening my eyes.
"Can you imagine if your mom caught us in here together," he chuckled.
"It would all be below the bubbles anyhow," I joked.
"Mmm, yes, I do love what's below the bubbles too."
He lathered his hands with the creamy lotion soap and began to stroke my arms. It was unbelievably erotic to have him washing me while I was in the bathtub. His hand slid across my upper chest to my shoulder and down my arm.
I just relaxed and allowed him to do as he wanted. He circled each breast and palmed each nipple bullet hard. His hands slid across my midriff and stomach, down to my thighs. He lifted one leg out of the water and lathered my foot and leg, then massaged. He rinsed the scented soap off and sucked on each toe.
That was one of the most erotic things I'd ever felt. He repeated the same on the other leg and I moaned when he sucked each toe.
"Mmm, daddy," I murmured.
His hand slid up my leg between my legs. Fingers stroked my soft smooth pussy lips, then found my clit. I arched, and it was only a few flicks of my clit and I was moaning a loud long orgasm.
After I recovered, he said, "I better get out of here baby girl. We can't hear the driveway alarm in here. Can't give you mom fodder to bitch more."

*****

The garage door slowly opened, and I parked my Honda next to his Lambo. Nothing incongruous about that, I laughed to myself and punched the elevator button. The door opened at once and swiftly rose two floors.
The doors silently slid apart and I was shocked to find my uncle had a big unexpected surprise for me...

***** to be continued *****
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One year later...
Claire
"Mom, can I borrow some paper towels? I just ran out?" I took the steps from the basement two at a time.
"Sure!" I heard her holler from somewhere. I grabbed two rolls out of the closet and ran back to my apartment in the basement.
After the move home from the city, dad helped me fix the basement into an apartment until I could get a job writing to support myself. Dad said the apartment added to the resale value of their house and to stay as long as I wanted. They didn't plan to sell anytime soon.
I got a job teaching creative writing at the local community college, which gave me time to work on my own freelance writing. I was making enough money now to move out but thought I would stay a while more and save.
I packed my computer bag, grabbed a jacket, and walked out the door. It was considered a walk-out basement, which did give me privacy coming and going as well as anyone that visited.
Not that I had many visitors. I hooked up with a few girlfriends from high school and we went out sometimes.
I dated even less. Guys my age were absurdly boring, and any possible relationship ended up going nowhere. I had all but given up on meeting anyone.
I took some classes at the local college and did have a few dates with an older professor. It was pretty good sex, but I compared everyone to John. I left the professor after six dates.
Mom always had me to dinner on Thursday nights if I brought the dessert.
"Spaghetti tonight. Hope you guys are hungry.
"Dad's always hungry," I laughed.
"Hey!" He glowered comically.
"My brother called today," mom said. "He said his wife died a while ago. Said she'd been sick for years."
"And he never called to tell you?" I asked.
"Claire, it has been years since I've seen my brother. I never met his wife so I wouldn't have expected him to call." I nodded. "He's coming for a visit. He has summer off... I think he teaches kindergarten? Not sure though. Anyhow, he'll be here on Tuesday."
"Cool," I said, not much interested in mom's older long lost brother.
Tuesday, I taught night classes and got home late. A strange car was in the driveway. Oh, my uncle is here, I thought. A quick nice to meet you and I could escape to my apartment.
I left my computer case at the basement door and followed the voices into the living room.
"You're home!" mom said. "Come here and meet your uncle."
He stood up and turned toward me. "John?" I know his face mirrored the same shock as my face.
"Claire, how did you know my brother's name is John?"
I looked at mom. My throat constricted and nothing came out.
"You talked about him at dinner the other night," my dad said. I wanted to kiss him for inadvertently covering my gaffe. Instead, I nodded.
"Nice to meet you, Claire. You were just a baby last time I saw you." John regained his composure first, giving me time to do the same.
"I don't remember that." They all laughed. "Sorry but I'm tired. Long day. Sorry to hear about your wife. We can catch up or whatever tomorrow, John?" He nodded and I escaped to the basement.
I heard the steps creaking and my eyes popped open. Three in the morning. I knew who it was. I had enough night lights that he could find his way.
He sat on the edge of the bed. "Claire. My god Claire. You're my niece."
"Yeah, so it seems. What are the odds? Who knew," I said running out of cliches. I don't know why I was so annoyed with him. I didn't leave him my phone number so he couldn't have called if he wanted to.
"We had no way of knowing," he said gravely.
"Well, no, how would we?" I looked at him. He hadn't changed in the last year. In fact, he was even more handsome. More distinguished. His chest was bare, and he only wore sleep pants.
I sat up in bed, the covers slipping. I slept nude.
"Claire!"
"What? Not like you haven't seen these tits. Sucked on them. Bit them."
"That was before I knew you were my niece."
"So what?"
"I think what we did is illegal. Incest."
"Oh, for god's sake. I'm an adult and you're an adult right?" He didn't reply. "Two consenting adults." I saw his gaze lower to my tits.
"I just don't think it's right," he murmured, now distracted by my nudity.
"Is that why your dick is sticking out of your pants?" He looked down and tried to close the opening. The hard shaft wasn't about to let that happen.
"It's natural. I see a naked woman and my dick gets hard."
"You don't think it's because you remember these tits and what you did to them. My cunt and what you did to it. What I did to your cock and balls?"
"For god's sake, Claire."
"Maybe you remember the passionate kisses we shared. How we were all over each other. Couldn't get enough of each other."
He sighed and I went to my knees. The sheet puddled around my knees, and I was now naked to him.
"You're going to pass up the pleasure we gave to each other just because you discovered I was your niece? I think it would be hot and kinky to call you Uncle John when we had sex."
He frowned and kept dragging his eyes back to my face. I knelt next to him. I know he felt the heat of my body. The scent of me. I smelled his musk. His cock was even more swollen through his pants opening.
I caressed the side of his face. God how I wanted him again. It was as though we hadn't been apart. At least for me.
"Claire," he choked out. I ran my thumb over his lips. My tits were mouth high in this position. My nipples were long and hard.
"Remember how you'd tug my nipples with your teeth. Can you remember how you used to make me moan when you did that? You knew how to turn me on and make me cum just by your hands and mouth on my tits."
"Oh god yeah," he whispered, remembering. I leaned forward, my long nipples just inches from his mouth.
He slowly eased forward, his eyes locked on my breasts. I arched and his teeth latched on and nipped. I moaned and held the back of his head. Not to hold him, but to keep me from swaying. I kissed his head and murmured nonsensical while he took me higher and higher.
I ran my hand down his back. His skin was hot under my touch, and I raked my nails up his back. He groaned around my nipple.
He squeezed my tits together and tongued across both nipples. I began to pant.
"Cum for me Claire," he growled, kneading and squeezing my tits. He bit and pulled, and I huffed harder and faster. Suddenly he wrapped his lips around my nipple and sucked hard and I shot off. My pussy convulsed, and I softly grunted each wave. He held on to me because I began to sway.
"Oh my god," I whimpered. No one ever did it for me like him.
I kissed him and my now longer curls floated down around our faces. I kissed down his neck to his chest. I trailed my tongue down his chest. His cock throbbed harder as I got closer. I licked the head, covered soaked with his precum.
He grunted and held my head. "No Claire. We can't do this."
"What? You just got me off. Why can't I suck your cock?"
"That's different. We just can't." He stood up. His cock lewdly poked straight out the opening of his sleep pants.
"Damn, John. Look at you. You know you want it. Need it."
"I do yeah, but I can't stop thinking that you're my niece."
He turned and walked away.
I found reasons to stay away for the first few days. Eventually, I had to participate with the family. Difficult as it was going to be.
I went up to breakfast finally.
"Pancakes, Claire?"
"Please." I got the syrup and poured myself coffee, avoiding looking at John.
"Your mom tells me you teach writing?" John said.
"Yes, community college," I answered because certainly mom would notice if I ignored him.
"Tell him about your freelance writing, Claire," mom encouraged.
I gave him a disjointed story about teaching and having time to continue writing freelance.
"Nice. Once your writing pays the bills, you can quit teaching if you choose to do that."
I nodded.
Mom sat down with her pancakes, and they began to talk. I added a word now and then to not tip her off.
"Oh, Claire, I haven't seen you since grandma called. She asked your dad and me to come up for a few days because grandpa is having surgery and she thinks she'll need the help. Your dad said I don't have to go, but John says he can take care of himself here. You'll be here too of course. Give you time to get to know each other."
I covered up a cough. "Sure mom, we'll be fine. You go with dad to help." I said and escaped to the basement.
John hadn't been down since that first night. Probably afraid I'd rape him or something, I laughed to myself.
Lucky for him I had my vibrator, which went on double duty since he got here. Just knowing he was in the house made me horny. I guess I had to come up with a plan to seduce him while they were gone. I wasn't going to let him go back to the city without fucking him, that much I knew.
Mom and dad left before dawn, and we were alone. That morning I went up and started breakfast.
"Damn, Claire," he said disapprovingly, his eyes raking over me.
I wore an apron that covered my front, but not my back. I was naked.
"What? I sleep nude. Why not start the day naked?"
I worked at the stove making the eggs and bacon. I knew he was watching my bare backside. I poured a mug of coffee and set it on the table in front of him.
Although the apron was full front, it was cut narrow and each edge was about equal to each nipple. So that when I moved, the apron slid from side to side, revealing lewd flashes of nipple and breast.
He groaned and I ignored him. I turned to plate the eggs and bacon and brought them back to the table, never making eye contact.
"Would you like anything else?" I asked, sitting down at the table. "Me, perhaps?"
"Claire, you know god damn well I want you. It's just that it's not right."
"It's not like you're my brother for god's sake," I grumbled. "What about all the times we've already fucked. We can't take them back."
"We didn't know at the time. Now we do."
I resolutely at my breakfast but planning on my next seductive tact. I wasn't going to give up. I'd break him, soon or later. Problem was that we only had a short amount of time. I had to step it up to make it sooner.
It was a beautiful day and he stretched out on a lounger on the deck to read a book. I cleaned the kitchen and caught up with my laundry. I washed and changed the sheets on all the beds.
"What are you reading? Something smutty?"
He laughed. "You're incorrigible."
I studied him. I believe he had a few more glints of silver in his hair but hadn't changed much in that year. I was pretty much me other than I'd let my hair grow and it was now a mass of long curls.
I'd put on shorts that were so short and tight I'd never wear them in front of my parents. They rode in the crack of my ass to the front making my fat pussy lips bulge. I couldn't mar the look with panties, so left them off. I dug out a white tank top that I hadn't worn since high school when I was smaller with hardly any tits.
I looked in the mirror. It was perfect. The top was so tight across my tits that the tension between my breasts stretched the fabric thin. You could not only see the bumps of my areolas but the shadow of my nipples. I got the hose and began watering the flowers around the deck. At one point, the spray hit the deck boards and blew back on me, soaking the front of my shirt.
I squealed from the cold water, and he laughed. His eyes were hidden behind sunglasses, but I knew from the angle of his head he was watching me.
My shirt was wet and transparent, clinging to my body. The cold water hardened my nipples and they threatened to rip through the old threadbare shirt.
"Were you laughing at me?" I asked in my best menacing voice.
I leaned over in front of him, my tits swayed and I kissed him. At first, he didn't respond, but I was persistent, and he opened his mouth to my marauding tongue.
I kept a lip lock on him while I swung my leg over, straddled him and the lounger, and sat down.
He groaned and his hands went to my ass. The kiss became more passionate. His cock hardened beneath me.
"I've missed you so much, John," I whispered against his lips.
His fingers flexed on my ass as though he was battling wanting to pull me into him or push me away. I slipped my hands under his t-shirt and stroked his hot skin. His hand went under my shirt to rub my back.
I rocked forward. My legs were splayed wide because of the lounger so my open pussy gripped his hard bulge. My shorts worked deeper between my pussy lips. They were swollen and bulged out on each side of the crotch of my shorts.
He looked down as I rocked. His thumbs stroked the soft flesh pushing out.
"God, Claire," he groaned.
I rocked on his cock again and grabbed the hem of my shirt and swiftly pulled it over my head. My nipples were still hard, tight. I arched my back, begging for his mouth.
"Please, they're aching. I need you so much," I moaned painfully. My breasts ached, and my nipples were tight and hurt. They knew his mouth. His touch.
He growled and grabbed a nipple in his teeth. I let out a long vibrating groan as he bit and pulled my nipple. I rocked up, keeping pressure on his cock. On my clit.
Finally, he held both of my tits, gazing at them, kneading them. His mouth went from one to the other. He knew what he had to do. He remembered what I needed. I arched, pushing my tit into his mouth. His breath was hot and heavy, and he put his face between my tits, squeezing them around his face.
"Oh my god," I murmured hoarsely. "I love that."
He hadn't shaved yet and stroked his stubble over the underside of my tits and nipples. I dug my fingers into his wanting him to do that over and over. My pussy soaked my shorts and the front of his shorts.
I needed him so bad, but I knew he was still skittish and couldn't afford to scare him off. I needed him to need me so badly, that he couldn't think. I wanted to leave him aroused so his only thought would be sinking into my cunt again. Coming home.
I wrapped my arms around his head, which was buried in my tits, biting, nipping, and sucking. I trembled as I got closer. I knew I could cum from his manipulation. I kept rocking on his hot cock, still trapped in his pants. I needed him on the edge. Wanting me. Until he finally lost control. If it was today or tomorrow. I'd make him mine again.
My ears rang and I shot off the edge. My cunt pulsed and I came. Shuddering in his arms. He held me against him. I rubbed my tits on him soothingly and wondered how much longer he could resist me.
I had no classes to teach that day but needed to work on a story. I left him to his own devices. I doubted he would masturbate, even though I left him with a rock-hard cock. I just hoped my little ploy would work. I knew once he was inside me, all objections would stop. I didn't know where we would go from there, honestly. But one step at a time.
I came up from the basement late afternoon. "What would you like for dinner? I have everything for spaghetti?"
"That sounds good Claire. I'd like that," he said looking up from his work. I knew he was working on his teaching outline.
I smiled and sat down next to him with a book. It was a comfortable silence, and I could feel him relaxing. Getting that old feeling back that we had for our short time together.
He asked me how I taught my writing class, and I went to get my outline. He was impressed and we talked about the differences between our students. I had more adults and he had mostly younger people.
"I think adults would be more serious about it," he said.
"Yes, I think so. They're also using writing skills not just for, say, writing stories, but for their jobs. Or just wanting to improve communication with their bosses and coworkers."
"I think I'd like that," he said thoughtfully. "I love my students, but I do get tired that many are there just to add a course for the semester."
"I get that."
I sat next to him on the sofa, my legs curled under me allowing me to lean into him. I pushed against him when I read something over his shoulder. I brushed against him whenever I could. He grew more contented as time went on. I think he started to see me more as his equal, as before, and less like his niece.
I was leaning against his shoulder, and we were laughing. He turned his head at the same time I did, our lips so close I felt his breath wash my face. Our eyes locked. I placed my hand on the side of his face for a moment before brushing my lips over his.
He moaned and began kissing me back. I wove my fingers through his hair and twisted around to better kiss him. He lifted me and sat me on his lap.
"Mmm yeah," I murmured, kissing him deeply. His cock was already hot and hard against my hip. He was as needy as I, but I knew better than to pressure him. I knew how quickly he could back off.
I put an old t-shirt on after taking off my wet top earlier. His hands went under my shirt and rubbed up and down my back, pulling me into his chest. We ate at each other's mouths. Our fire burned hot but yet I still waited. He needed to lose control. To block everything out of his head until it was just him and I. Locked together.
My phone rang and I groaned. I knew this would break the spell.
"Hi Mom," I answered breathlessly.
"Were you running," she asked laughing. "How are you and John doing?"
"Great, I was getting ready to make spaghetti for dinner." I could see him pulling away mentally, feel him stiffen. I knew he was lost to me this time.
"Good idea. I left more food in the freezer for you, honey. I wanted to tell you we may be gone another day or two. Grandpa needs more help than Grandma thought, and your dad wants to stay around. Just in case, you know."
"Of course. We're fine. No need to rush home."
I ended the call, knowing I had more time, but also knowing I had to kick the seduction up a notch. I kept up the touching as much as possible. Brushed by him, leaned into him, anything I could think it. It was obvious what I was doing. But at least he wasn't rejecting me, so I continued my mission.
John helped me in the kitchen for dinner. He prepared the salad and I buttered up the garlic bread. The noodles and sauce were on the stovetop. We worked well together, and there was much flirtatious touching and brushing. Mostly on my part, but he did respond.
I could tell he was keeping a rein on his emotions. It was when he let his guard down, that he responded in kind, his body close to me, a touch of his hand on me, leaning closer.
I was stirring the spaghetti sauce and it began to boil, splattering out of the pan. I quickly turned it down and jumped back. He was behind me and grabbed my hips to steady me. His hard bulge pressed into me. His chest in my back. His breath was in my ear.
I didn't move and his fingers dug into my hips, pulling me back more. I moaned softly and turned my head. He began to whisper nonsensical things in my ear, rocking his hard cock into me.
"Oh baby," I whispered. "You feel so fucking good against me."
His lips brushed my neck, kissing and sucking. I tipped my head wanting more from him.
The timer went off on the oven, breaking the spell. One last squeeze of his hands and he backed away.
We ate dinner and our actions and words seemed more intimate. We smiled and talked like lovers. He thumbed a spot of sauce off my cheek and let his hand linger.



We did the dishes together and bumped hips. He reached across me to put plates away and his arm pressed against my breasts. He hung the dishtowel up and patted my ass as he walked by.
By the time I went into the living room, he had a movie and was on the sofa. He patted the cushion next to him.
I snuggled into his side, and he put his arm around me. The movie he chose was heavy on the sex scenes and would have had me squirming by itself. The proximity of John's body, his fingers trailing up and down my arm, and his breath near my ear only served to fan my flames.
I softly moaned at a particularly sexy scene, my fingers dug into his thigh. He wrapped his fingers around my arm, so the back of his knuckles rubbed my breast. I tucked my legs up, which made me lean into him. He moved his arm, so his hand was between my body and arm.
I felt his lips moving on my temple, his soft breath came faster. His fingertips lightly caressed the side of my breast. I loved the sensation. Couldn't take my eyes off the movie. The sight and the touch of his breath added fuel to the fire.
He ran his lips down the side of my face to my neck. He made no pretense of watching the movie. As he nipped my earlobe and my neck, the tips of his finger grazed my nipples that poked through my t-shirt. I inhaled sharply and he caught my nipple between his fingers.
It was getting so hard to concentrate on the movie. I wanted to take this seduction slowly, but John was moving it forward swiftly. I still knew he could bolt anytime he remembered the reality of us. I couldn't lose control, I told myself. I wanted there to be no regrets in the morning.
I turned my head and we kissed. His tongue dipped into my mouth, and I sucked on it. His hand covered my tit, fondling it, pinching my nipple. I arched into his hand. I needed more.
He leaned back and took me with him until we were stretched out on the sofa, and I was on top. My thigh went between his legs, and I pressed on the hot mound. He was so hard. His hips began to rock to grind himself against me.
He pulled my shirt over my head and lifted his head to suck on my nipples.
"Ohyeahhhh," I moaned. His mouth on my tits drove me crazy.
We humped against each other like high schoolers in the backseat of a car. He massaged my ass, pulling me into him rhythmically. His gravelly grunts grew louder, our breathing rasped as we became more inflamed.
A commercial blared on the television bringing me back to reality to remember what I had to do. I began to cool off, bringing him down too.
"I'm getting tired," I whispered. "I've got to get some sleep."
He nodded, his eyes still glazed from arousal. He might masturbate tonight, but I had a suspicion he wouldn't.
I tore my clothes off as soon as I hit my apartment to cool down. I looked in the mirror and saw my curls were flying wildly. My face was flushed. My eyes were still filled with lust. It was one of the hardest things I ever had to do to walk away from him. But I wanted him for more than a one or two-night stand.
I had a fitful sleep and dragged myself upstairs. I opened the door and didn't see John. I walked into the living room and heard the shower running.
His naked body looked so good through the steamy glass. He didn't see me watching him. Didn't see me dropping my robe. Didn't hear the glass door open.
He did feel my body against his back. "Oh, Claire!" he said, startled for a second. Then I began to run my hand down his soapy slick chest. Scraped my nails through the thick curls. His breathing intensified and was rough. I nipped the back of his shoulder. My hands slowly moved lower on his body.
"Oh, fuck yeah, honey. I need your touch so bad."
I cupped his fat balls in one hand and wrapped my fingers around his slick cock with the other. He breathed deep and shuddered. I danced his balls on the tips of my fingers. Circled my thumb on the head of his cock. Thick with lather. He tried to turn around.
"Not yet. Not yet."
I continued to fondle his cock and balls. It had been so long since I'd touched him, I wanted to enjoy every second of it. I knew it was because of me that he was that hard. I was the one that aroused him. It was a powerful thought.
The water rushed between our bodies until he pulled me against him. We kissed and I couldn't seem to get close enough to him. I whimpered. So needy. He ate at my mouth. My nails dug into his skin desperately. I knew the moment he lost control.
I felt the cool tiles hit my back, his hands under my ass lifting me. My legs automatically wrapped around him. His cock bumped my pussy. His growl echoed off the bathroom walls as he drove into me.
I had my arms around his shoulders. "Oh my god yeah, fuck me." My mouth was buried in his neck, my words muffled.
"Claire, I can't help it. I can't stop," he cried out. He drove hard and fast. "I need you so badly."
The sound of our bodies pounding together, the mews I couldn't stop coming out of my mouth, his gasps and grunts. His cock filled my cunt, abraded my clit, stretched my walls, and slammed deeper.
I clung to him. I started to cum, and it went on in waves. My voice registered each high. My cunt convulsed hard around his shaft.
"Oh fuck, I'm cumming," he shouted, driving deep. His cock pumped his hot load deep inside me.
We stayed that way until his cock slipped out of me. My legs dropped and I let go. We kissed.
"I love you, Claire."
"I love you too. So much."
We slipped between his sheets. He curled behind me, his arms around me. His recovering cock nestled between my ass cheeks. His hand covered my tit. I felt protected.
"I shouldn't love you like I do, Claire. Dammit, I'm your uncle. And older."
"I'm in love with you. I have been since the first day," I whispered remembering back to the time in his apartment. "There is no reason why it's wrong. Only to other people. But it's not to me. Not at all."
"God knows I tried to fight it," he said, his face in my hair.
"You did fight it. You tried. But I love you too much to let you win." I said, "The question is, what are we going to go about it and how?"

***** to be continued *****
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Chapter 01

"You're sure you let your dad know you were coming?" mom asked worriedly. They divorced ten years ago and not only did she not talk about my father, but she also hasn't talked to him since the day he left.
"Yes, we've been talking," I said with dramatic patience. "Unlike you and him." I flipped my long brunette hair back in dismissal and continued to pack, hoping she would drop it.
"You just graduated, Adele. I didn't think you would leave so soon," she said softly, near crying.
I closed the suitcase and zipped it shut. "It's not like I'm leaving you. I'm just going to visit dad."
"And you're absolutely sure Alex is okay with you being there?" she asked anxiously.
"Yes!" I said, exasperated with her.
I rolled the bag to the front door. Washed jeans, a white button-up shirt, and boots, and I was ready to fly. My plane left in three hours, but I wanted to get to the airport, get checked in, and through security. Then I could relax and grab a bite to eat. After a quick hug from my mom and I was out the door where my girlfriend was waiting to take me to the airport.

*****

The plane began to change altitude indicating we were nearing the Tampa airport. A stunning blue sky and wisps of white clouds greeted me. I freshened my lipstick and checked my hair. I hadn't seen my dad since the day he left. I was eight and had such a vivid memory of how darkly handsome he was, I couldn't wait to see him now.
I never really discovered why they divorced. Mom wouldn't talk about it, and I didn't want to bring it up to dad on the phone. I didn't care why. He made sure I had everything I needed while I grew up and we kept in contact. Often.
A surf shop caught my eye before I even made it to the main terminal, and I ran in to grab a few Florida-style things to wear. I jammed all my brightly colored finds in my carry-on and made my way to the main terminal. I grabbed a coffee and stopped to take pictures of an impressive gigantic flamingo that went ceiling to floor. Found the overhead signs for baggage claim and juggled my coffee and bag while texting dad who waited in the cell phone lot. I stood at the carousel that was still empty of any suitcases.
This was the first time that I flew alone and was proud of myself that I looked so much more casual than most of the other passengers. And Mom thought I was too much of an airhead to travel alone, I thought, laughing to myself.
Finally wrestled my wheeled bag, carry-on, and coffee out the door. The Florida humidity slapped me in the face, and I tried to take a deep breath. I could feel my hair curling into a frizzy mess as I waited. My skin was clammy, and I was sorry I wore jeans because they felt like they were plastered to my legs.
A flashy fire engine red vintage Mustang convertible slammed to a stop in front of me and dad jumped out.
"Adele!!! Oh my god, Adele. It's so good to see you, baby," he exclaimed, giving me a quick hug. He tossed my bags in the back seat and we sped off before security busted us for curb lingering.
"How was your trip?" he asked, expertly weaving through the lanes following the signs to interstate 275 towards St. Petersburg.
"Perfect! That airport is beautiful! So much art." I had stopped painting last summer and hoped I could get some of this beautiful area captured on canvas.
My hair flew all over the place in the wind and I dug a barrette out of my bag. The sky was the most beautiful blue. We drove over bridges, and I could see the sailboats off in the distance. Closer were small boats of fishermen. The water was the same shimmering azure blue.
I looked over to see dad glancing at me and grinning. "I take it you like what you've seen of Florida eh?"
I nodded enthusiastically. "I do! It's so... So... Blue!" He laughed.
"That it is, baby. It's going to be fun showing you around." He reached over and squeezed my hand. "I can't believe how much you've changed... I mean you sent me pictures, but seeing you..." He choked up for a moment. "We have to get you home so you can change into something cooler. You must be sweltering in those jeans and a long-sleeved shirt," he said, taking it to a less emotional topic.

*****

I knew he lived downtown St. Petersburg, but I found he was only a few blocks away from Tampa Bay. I knew he restored a Florida-style bungalow in a historic neighborhood because he sent me pictures. Pictures didn't do the quaint neighborhood justice.
"This is so cute!" I squealed when we pulled into the driveway. It was pale blue with crisp white trim. Large-leafed exotic plants created that tropical look in the small front yard.
"Whoa, nice," I said when we walked into a kitchen worthy of a magazine.
"I like to cook and put everything into the kitchen design." He put my bags aside and pulled a couple of ice-cold waters out of the refrigerator. "I'll show you your room so you can change into something cooler. I have a pool and you're welcome to use it whenever you want. Think I'm going to head out there in a bit myself.
I pulled out the bikini I grabbed from the surf shop at the airport and held it up. It was a bit briefer than usual, but I planned on a new me during the trip and time with my dad.
I adjusted the small black triangles over my thirty-eight D breasts to try to cover my nipples and tied the matching triangle bottoms at my hips. I looked in the mirror. Most definitely more revealing than my normal but I loved it. This is my new normal, I thought to myself.
I stopped at the door to really look at my dad. My memory snapshot had him young of course, but even now, he seemed youthful. Both my parents were nineteen when they had me, so they were younger than most parents.
His skin was deeply bronzed showing off the glints of silver in his chocolate-brown hair. His chest and arms were lightly furred, with the thickest creating an arrow into his low-cut swim shorts. Most men couldn't carry off a tight black bikini suit, but his body didn't carry an extra ounce of fat. Just then he dove into the pool and began to swim laps, which showed me how he kept in shape.
I walked out to the pool when he came up along the edge. He palmed the water off his face, and I saw his eyes quickly glance over me. I understood since I'd just done it to him.
"Coming in?" I went down the steps and cautiously eased into the water and he laughed. "Pool water isn't as cold here as up north."
"Phew, I noticed that!" I said, cleaning and slicing into the perfect temperature water. "This is wonderful," I murmured, turning to float on my back. "The sky here is so much bluer. A bright royal blue. Those clouds are so white they almost hurt your eyes," I mused. "Not like any sky I've seen up north."
"Do you still paint?"
"I do sometimes. I sort of got away from it this last year of school."
"I don't know how long you plan to stay, but we can get some art supplies in for you while you're here. There's so much to paint around here. En Plein Air." I raised my eyebrows and smiled at his knowledge of art.
He wasn't looking at me and I splashed him. He turned, cupped his hands, and got me good. I yelped and went under, between his legs, and up in front of him. He grabbed me by the waist and lifted me out of the water acting as though he was going to throw me. We were both laughing too hard to continue.
I wrapped my arms around his neck. "I'm so glad to be here with you, daddy."
My body bumped into his with the buoyancy of the water and he held my waist. But not before I felt his hardness.
"I'm glad you're here too, baby. I wish I could have seen you through the years, but your mom..." he said, trailing off.
"I know. I understand it wasn't your fault."
I looked into eyes the same indigo blue as mine. His wet hair plastered to his forehead was the same chocolate brown as mine. He was my dad, but also seemed like a stranger to me. I knew him from talking on the phone and from vague memories. But actually, seeing him. Touching him. He was my dad, but he wasn't. It was such a strange feeling.
I trailed my fingers over his face and touched his mouth, the same shape as mine. His fingers tightened on my waist and my body bumped into his. My nipples barely touched his chest through the bikini, but they hardened and poked through the thin material.
"We should talk about what you want to do," he said, his voice graveled and cracked. He cleared his throat. He still held me, and my arms were around his shoulders.
"I'm not sure. I hadn't thought about it. I just wanted to spend time with you, dad."
My nipples ached from the abrasion on his chest, but I didn't want to move away. His hand slid to the small of my back which allowed me to float into his hard cock.
"You're so beautiful, Adele. I never thought you'd grow up to be this gorgeous," he said, his eyes scanning my face.
My lips parted and my tongue flicked across them. He moaned softly and his hands moved down to cup my ass, mostly bare from the brief bikini.
Suddenly we heard the shout, "Hey! How did I know I'd find you out here?" A big splash and wave slammed my body into dad. He automatically pulled me against him.
"Damn Jeff, you trying to drown us or what?" my dad growled, setting me away from him.
The stranger was about the same age as my dad but with raven black hair and silver temples. He had a strong square jaw, perfect white teeth, and hazel eyes. He must have spent time here because he was as coppered as my dad.
"Jeff, this is my daughter, Adele. "Dad introduced us. "This is my friend, Jeff."
He took my hand and kissed the back. "So glad to meet you, Adele. You're quite beautiful. Alex didn't warn me about that."
Dad grumbled something and went up the steps out of the pool and grabbed a towel. He quickly dried and wrapped it around his waist before turning towards the pool.
He looked at Jeff who gave him a smirky grin and said, "Me too ol' boy!"
I waded to the steps and reached for a towel. I felt all eyes on me and I discovered I enjoyed it. I took my time reaching up and twisting my long hair on top of my head. I twisted and turned and bent at the waist to slide my flip-flops on.
Spreading my towel on the lounger, I leaned over to straighten it. My tits swayed beneath me barely contained in the tiny triangles. I straddled the lounger and sat down, my feet on either side.
I put my sunglasses on, looked at Jeff and my dad, and smiled. Both stared with their mouths open.
Jeff came up the step, water sluicing off his spectacular body. His form was from workouts and weightlifting. I hadn't noticed when he arrived what he was wearing, but I was surprised to see it was also a low-cut bikini out of a knit that allowed it to fit him like a skin.
His chest was smooth right down the upper edge of the suit. His hard cock was horizontal and barely contained in his suit. The head threatened to push out the leg elastic. He dried off and plopped in the lounger between us.
"Was going to start dinner," dad said. "Do you want to stay, Jeff?"
"I would, thanks. I never pass up your good food. You know how I love to eat..."
"Yes, you do love to eat," dad replied with a grin, pushed up, and went inside.
"Your dad has been looking forward to you being here," Jeff said to me.
"The same for me. We never got to see each other after he left mom."
"Yeah, that whole scene was bad," Jeff murmured. "But it means a lot to him that you wanted to spend time with him."
"You've been friends for a long time I guess," I asked Jeff.
"Almost ten years now yeah. We met through mutual friends, hit it off and the rest is history." He looked back at the house. "Hey, I'm going to go in and see if Alex needs any help."
"Sure! I'm going to try to get some sun."
"Watch you don't burn." He tossed a bottle of sunblock. "Florida sun is a sizzler!"
I dozed and woke to find my skin pink. I grabbed my towel and headed in. I heard them in the kitchen, which had direct sight from the back door. Jeff was standing behind dad, and it looked like he was whispering in his ear. Dad laughed and I saw Jeff's arm around his waist.
I clicked the door louder and Jeff backed away and they continued to talk.
"I'll shower and be right back!"
When he remodeled the house, he fit a small bathroom into the guest bedroom. Which was nice because it was a small bungalow and limited in space.
I rinsed my suit and stepped into the shower thinking about what I saw between dad and Jeff. It was probably nothing, but I admit my imagination went wild with sexual images I'd never considered. It was a lifestyle I always accepted and never thought much about. Certainly, never considered I'd be turned on by it.
I teased my clit with my finger while I ran my hands over my wet tits and pinched my nipples. Moments later I was moaning out a shuddering orgasm.
Anxious to spend more time with them, I dressed and hurried to the kitchen. Jeff leaned against the island with his back to me. Dad faced me standing close to him. I could tell by the movement of his shoulder his arm was moving in front of Jeff. My pussy dampened my panties just imagining what he was doing.
While we ate, I picked up on the nuances between the two and was convinced they were lovers. I also thought back to the hard-on dad got for me, so I had to think he wasn't gay. Maybe Jeff was, but dad wasn't.
"You're awfully dreamy tonight," dad said later while we watched a movie. Jeff helped clean up and left, but not without dad walking him out to his car. There was no window on that side to peek out, but my imagination again went wild.
I smiled at him and moved to snuggle next to him on the sofa. "Just love being here with you, daddy" I whispered. I lay my hand flat on his chest and he wrapped his arm around me, his hand just beneath my breast. I felt his thumb just brushing the sensitive underside.
"I'm glad baby. I love having you here too." He kissed me on the head. "And I want you to stay as long as you want."
I hugged him. "Thanks," my voice muffled against his neck. He sighed heavily and pulled me tighter against him.
I was listening to the movie more than watching, at least until the heavy breathing came on. I looked to find a full-blown sex scene that wasn't sanitized for regular television.
"Umm, my streaming television includes these kinds of movies. Hope it's okay," he said softly.
"Oh yeah," I murmured, my eyes not leaving the couple fucking doggie style on their bed. Suddenly he flipped her over and buried his face between her legs. I didn't realize I moaned until I felt his arm tighten around me. His chest heaved with deeper breaths.
His hand was now under my tit, nearly supporting it on his hand. I placed my arm over his and slightly pushed up. I heard a low moan and felt the vibration in his chest.
They shifted on the bed, and he was still eating her, but now she was sucking his formidable cock. I was mesmerized by her tongue action on his fat meat and picked up every nuance. My panties were soaked.
"This is so hot," I whispered, looking up. He looked down, our faces close. We were both breathing hard. I moved his hand over my breast, and he moaned.
"Baby, we shouldn't," he said, while he kneaded my tit. "This is so wrong," he groaned.
"Just a little," I begged softly.
We kissed. Tentatively at first, then I pushed my tongue in to taste him. He growled in my mouth and swept his tongue through. I arched into his hand.
"More," I whined, needy.
He slipped his hand under my shirt and pushed my bra aside. My tit fell into his hand, and he moaned. I arched and pushed as he twisted and pinched my nipple.
Our kiss turned deeper and messier. He grabbed my waist and set me on his lap, so I straddled him. I pulled my shirt over my head, and he unhooked my bra.
"Oh baby, these tits have been driving me wild since I picked you up at the airport. Your shirt was gaping and teasing me. And that bikini top. If Jeff hadn't shown up, I'd have had your top off in the pool.
He leaned and sucked a nipple into his mouth. I arched and held his head to my tit. I rocked and felt his hard cock trapped between our bodies, our shorts separating us. I wanted to rip our shorts off and slide down his cock. Fuck him right here. Riding him just like this while he sucked my nipples and squeezed my tits.
He pushed my tits together and rubbed his mouth over both my nipples. They were so hard and aching. Back and forth, his lips and stubble around his mouth abraded and sensitized.
My head fell back. "Oh my god, daddy," I moaned. His cock throbbed between my pussy lips.
He pulled me against him, and we began eating at each other's mouths again. I tugged his shirt over his head, so my tits rubbed his bare chest. I rubbed my bullet-hard nipples on his chest while we wildly kissed.
"Baby, baby, baby, stop... We have to stop..." he said, breaking away. "We can't do this. I know it hardly feels like we are father and daughter because we don't know each other, but it stands that we are. You are my daughter."
He held me against him until our breathing returned to normal. I sat up and looked at him, his cock still trapped and throbbing between us. He glanced down at my bare tits.
"Okay for now," said, trailing my hands over his face and down his chest. "I'm not done with you yet," I stated flatly. I brushed my lips over his. "Are you and Jeff lovers?"
He stiffened and was quiet for a moment. "Yes, we are. I'm bisexual. Does that bother you?"
I kissed my way to his ear and whispered, "No it doesn't. In fact, it gets me hot. I've never seen two men together, but the thought of it drives me wild. I want to play too."
"Oh my god, baby," he moaned, his hands going to my tits again. "You can't believe how that makes me feel."
"Is Jeff gay or bisexual?"
He smiled. "Oh, he would be thrilled to have you in our bed, trust me." He sucked on a nipple for a moment. "But I'm not sure I'm ready to share."
"Then it will be our secret until you're ready to tell him or include him."
He nodded. "Did you and your mom ever talk about this?"
"What? That you like men?" He nodded. "No, she never mentioned anything... Oh, wait a minute... That's why she kicked you out isn't it?"
"Yeah, it is. She discovered it and although I tried to talk to her about it. Explain it didn't affect my love for her and you, but she still threw me out. She threatened to get a restraining order if I tried to see you."
"Oh daddy," I said, leaning into him again. "I'm so sorry." He ran his hands up and down my bare back. My tits pushed into his chest. "So how did she discover it?"
"Hmmm," he said dreamily. His hands were on my ass pulling me into him, which rubbed my pussy against his cock.
"Did she catch you with another guy?" I said, getting annoyed because I wanted to hear the whole story.
He stretched his legs straight out in front of him which put his cock more in line with my cunt. I knew that one day I would be riding him, but for now, this would do.
"She did, yes. It was my fault."
I slowly rocked. "Tell me about it."
"I do have a naughty daughter, don't I?" I gave him a sexy smile, leaned forward, and kissed him. The contact with his cock made him moan.



"Let's just say, I'm discovering myself."
"And I get to witness it," he sighed. "Okay, you want all the dirty details, don't you?" I nodded enthusiastically. "Not long before that, I discovered myself that I also liked men. I did a cold call, and the marketing manager took me out for a drink after hours. It turned out to be a gay bar. I was repulsed yet fascinated at the same time."
He shifted under me. "Someone came up and asked me to dance. A handsome hunk, younger than me. He could tell I was new to the scene. He took my hand and we danced in a dark corner of the bar. He didn't come on too strong, which in retrospect was smart of him. We danced. Not close. We made quiet small talk. He smiled a lot and told me I was handsome and sexy."
"Mmm, daddy," I moaned getting even more excited. He cupped my ass, his fingers between my legs. I could feel him scratching the thin knit fabric.
"Finally, he pulled me close to him and I put my arms around his neck. He pushed his hard cock into mine and I shuddered with the feel. He whispered in my ear what I was doing to him, which was exactly what he was doing to me. Our cocks throbbed hard together. He grabbed my ass and we ground together."
I moaned when he stroked my slit, scratching when he got to my clit. His words and actions were driving me higher and higher.
"He told me he wanted to suck my cock. I was trembling as we walked through the parking lot to my car. As we got close, he unzipped me, and I walked the rest of the way with my cock sticking out of my zipper. The decadence of that made me crazy. He sat me on the fender and leaned over and began to suck me off. His mouth was like a vacuum. There was no doubt that a man's mouth on my dick was a whole helluva lot different than a woman's."
"Did mom suck your cock, daddy?"
He laughed. "In her own way. She didn't want to and more just wanted to get it out of the way. I guess I can tell you now that your mom and I never had much of a sex life. We married too young and hadn't lived life yet."
I nodded, knowing my mom I understood. She had always been a prude, but discovering her husband liked cock too would have thrown her into a tailspin.
"Anyhow, the day she caught me. I stayed home from work that day because I had someone coming over to give us an estimate on window coverings. It was a guy about my age that showed up. Good looking, wedding ring, didn't think anything about it. My only experience was two months before that, and it had faded. I didn't plan to pursue my feelings for another man."
"But this guy was hot?"
"Oh yeah, he was. Not sure what it was about him. Maybe he had a sense about me. He asked if I'd help while he took measurements and of course I did. We kept brushing against one another. Whether it was accidental or on purpose, I never stopped to think about it. I just went with it. He was reaching high for something and asked me to help. I had to crowd him to get close enough."
"Mmm, so sexy daddy," I murmured. I reached between us and squeezed his hard length and he moaned.
"Oh baby..." he whispered, thrusting up. He swallowed hard and said, "He pressed his hard cock into me while we measured. I'm sure it was more pressure than necessary, but I pushed back. Any pretense of measuring stopped, and we began to kiss. He grabbed my ass and pulled me into his, our cock throbbed together through our jeans. While we ate at each other's mouths, he pulled our cocks out and began to stroke them together. Oh my god, that drove me wild."
I slowly slide his zipper down while he talked and unbuttoned his pants, opening them. "Go on, daddy."
"How the fuck did I ever deserve such a loving and sexy daughter..." I smiled and encouraged him. "I hadn't felt another man's cock before. I wrapped my hand around it and gave him a couple of strokes. He moaned and pushed through my hand. We had our clothes off in what seemed like seconds. His naked body against mine made me wild. I wanted him to fuck me. I needed him inside me."
I had his cock out and wrapped my hand around the girth. I milked up the precum and wiped it with my finger to taste. He growled.
"You made me with this," I said. "I'm going to suck your dick and swallow all your seed, but not now. I want to hear your story. We have time for everything I've planned."
He drew in a shuddering breath. "He led me to the full-length mirror and stood behind me. He ran his hands over my chest, kissed my neck, and pushed his cock in between my asscheeks. God how I loved that. I couldn't believe how much I Ioved that. It was so new to me. A new me. He whispered in my ear, Do you want me to fuck you, baby? All I could do was moan."
"Like I want to fuck you," I whispered, looking at him while I continued to fondle his cock and balls.
"Yessss," he whimpered, his body trembling. "He opened a drawer and found the lube that your mom needed. He had me on my back, my legs wide and back. He stroked my ass with his finger, teasing it. Fuck, no one had ever done that before, and I couldn't believe the nerve endings that went wild when he did that. He carefully lubed my ass and pushed a finger in. I shouted, and held my legs back, opening wide for him. He lubed his cock and teased my ass with the head. Are you ready for me, darlin', he asked?"
"You wanted his cock inside you didn't you daddy. Deep inside you," he moaned while I teased his ass with my finger, still stroking his cock with my other hand.
"He knew it was my first time and took it slow until he was ball deep inside me. The pleasure was immense. He held himself over me on those well-muscled arms and began to fuck my ass. Deep and hard. He kept telling me how tight I was, how hot my ass felt on his cock. He drove me wild with what he was doing and his words. He pulled out and switched us. I sat on his cock and fucked myself. We were shouting and moaning and so near orgasm I didn't hear your mom come into the room."
"Oh, oh oh, she was upset," is murmured, pushing my finger into his ass.
"Oh god yeah, that's the way baby," he moaned. "I heard something and then saw her, but by that time I was so far gone that I couldn't even think about stopping. My balls were boiling. I was jacking my cock while I fucked him, and we were both on our way. Suddenly we both shouted, and he unloaded inside me, and I shot all over his belly and chest."
"Did mom watch?" I asked, incredulously.
"She did yes. I couldn't believe she stayed, but she had to have been curious. He left and I tried to explain, but she wasn't having it. I packed and moved out that evening."
I stroked in and out of his ass and pumped his cock in the same rhythm. He jerked and pushed up, groaning louder. I pushed my fing4e4r in as deep as I could and he shouted, jerked, and shot a fountain of seed out of his cock, all over my bare tits.
"God damn baby," he gasped. His hand covered my tits and rubbed his cum into my skin. "I want you to sleep with me tonight. I need you beside me."
I nodded, excited by the thought.
We showered and slept for a while. He was spooned behind me, his cock between my legs against my pussy. I woke up with his hand on my tit, kneading. He was kissing my neck and I rolled back. He lifted and put his thigh between mine and half lay on me.
"I need you," he said. "I shouldn't, but I do. I should be the strong one, but I'm not."
"I want you inside me, daddy. Your cock in my cunt. Locking us together as close as we can ever get. I want your seed deep inside me."
He moved between my thighs, and I wrapped my legs around him. His cock head prodded my cunt and I raised it while he pushed in. I moaned aloud as he slid in and stretched my cunt. With a slight hesitation ground in and was ball deep.
"Oh daddy, your cock... God, it feels so good inside me."
"You're a virgin, Adele?" he said, stopping.
"I was! Now I'm not. Now fuck me please daddy."
He began to stroke in and out. "I couldn't stop if it tried baby girl."
I dug my heels in and raised them to meet every thrust. My tits jiggled on my chest as we fucked harder and faster. We were both climbing higher and higher. Our ragged breaths filled the room. The scent of sex filled my nose. Suddenly he stiffened, the last drive-in pushed me over the edge and we came together shouting and grunting and moaning like wild animals.
"Our first fuck," I said after a moment, snuggling in closer. "And my first fuck."
"I can't begin to tell you how much it means to me to be your first." He pulled me close. "I think this will be the first of many," he said, and I smiled.
Jeff spent a lot of time at the house, and I was happy about that. Dad knew I was watching and interacting with Jeff very often almost getting caught by me. That meant I often got to see them kissing and groping each other before they saw me. Jeff was always the first to pull away and seemed flustered, but a little excited by the fact I might have seen something. I mean who doesn't get turned on by almost getting caught.
I walked in on them once kissing passionately. They squeezed each other's asses and ground together. I was sure had I not been in the house, they'd have been fucking in the kitchen.
Jeff was in dad's office one day. I knew he left the door open for me. Dad was sitting on his office chair, and Jeff was on the desk in front of him, his pants unzipped and his cock towering from his lap. Dad licked and sucked him into a shouting orgasm.

*****

I found an art store in the neighborhood and went to buy supplies. I was feeling like I wanted to pick up a brush again. When I got back Jeff's car was parked in front of the house.
I heard them in the pool and went in to change into my new bikini. Actually, dad had picked it up for me and I loved it. It was crocheted which meant a lot of tiny holes allowing my nipples to show.
I smiled to myself when I saw their suits laying up on the pool surround while they played in the water. Dad saw me but Jeff had his back to me. They were kissing and rubbing their cocks together under the water. I slowly walked down the steps and glided over to them.
"What're you guys doing? "Jeff jumped, but dad didn't let him go. He kept a hold of Jeff's cock even though he tried to move away. "Ohhh, y'all are playing hmm." I smiled at them both. "Hot."
"Damn Adele," Jeff said, not knowing what was going on.
"What?" I moved closer and ran my hand down his chest to his cock. "Dad gave you this big hard-on hmm?" I gripped it in my hand. Dad had moved back, his arms on the edge of the pool, just watching and smiling.
"Uh, yeah, he did," he said, quickly moaning when I stroked the length. "That's hot. You getting hard for each other. Fucking and sucking." I moved in front of him, my back to dad. I cupped his balls and bounced them in the buoyant water and swirled it around the sensitive sac. He moaned.
Dad's hands covered my tits and soon my bikini disappeared.
His cock was poking between my legs. "Oh, look what's poking at my pussy," I said, smiling. Jeff looked down through the water to see the head of dad's cock coming out between my lips.
"Damn," Jeff said in awe. "You and Alex?" I nodded. "That's fucking hot!"

*****

That night after dinner I begged off with a headache and went to my room, leaving him and Jeff to watch movies. Dad said he'd have Jeff stay the night.
I showered and shaved and buffed and creamed. Dad surprised me with a sheer nightgown. It was white with ties at the shoulders, the lace cups could barely hold my big tits. It was split to the hip. I waited until I heard his shower stop running and quietly eased down the hall. The door was open. Their two naked bodies were intertwined on the bed while they made out.
I stopped to watch the two masculine bodies in such intimate contact. Listened to their sounds as they drove each other higher. My pussy got wet just watching the two muscular men roll together on the bed. Fat balls cuddled together between their thighs, their cocks trapped between their bodies.
Jeff was on top, his legs spreading dad's legs wide. I lightly fondled their balls together and they moaned.
"God you guys are so hot," I murmured playing with their balls.
Jeff looked at me over his shoulder and moaned. "You're the hot one, Adele. I hope you came to join us."
They knelt on the edge of the bed, and we all kissed. Our tongues tangling. Dad already had a tit in his hand and Jeff followed. My nipples hardened and poked through the white lace. Jeff took a nipple into his mouth and bit and pulled, I moaned, and my pussy gushed. Dad latched onto the other nipple.
I took a cock in each hand and stroked. Their rods were fiery hot and throbbing hard. I squeezed and milked precum on each. I pulled them closer and rubbed the heads of their cocks together.
"Oh my god, baby," dad moaned.
"Two hot fucking cocks," I whispered.
They pulled my gown off and in between them on the bed. Jeff pulled my leg over his thighs and trailed his finger down my wet slit.
"You're so fucking wet," he whispered against my lips. I drove my tongue into his mouth when his finger went to my clit and began a rhythm. Dad pulled my other leg over his hip, so I was wide open to them.
They kneaded my tits and pinched and pulled my nipples sending me into waves of orgasm, my body trembled.
"I want to see you fuck your daddy," Jeff said. "I want to watch him bury his daddy cock in his daughter."
His words were inflaming, and I came harder. I had fantasized about this for so long that I was wordless, lost in the sights and sounds, and smells of sex. The two hardbodies against mine. All I could do was feel.
Dad moved between my thighs. I felt Jeff's hand at my pussy, rubbing his cockhead on my slit. Dad moaned and slid in while Jeff held his cock and balls. I pushed up to take him deep. I spread my legs wider so dad could spread his.
"I want you to fuck him," I murmured to Jeff. "Fuck him while he fucks me."
"Oh god, baby," dad moaned. "Yes, fuck me. I want you inside me while I'm in her."
Jeff picked up the jar of lube and I squeezed dad's ass and spread his cheeks. Jeff applied the lube and his cock jerked inside me. Jeff watched me as I watched him lube and stroke his cock. He held himself up on his muscular arms and slowly pushed inside dad.
His cock throbbed and jerked and inflamed inside me. Daddy moaned and sucked on my neck. It stung and I knew it was a mark. Jeff stroked in which drove daddy deeper inside me.
"Fuck him, Jeff. Fuck my daddy's ass. Does it feel good?" He moaned. "We're locked together. The three of us."
Their breathing increased, rasping louder in the room. Dad began to pant. His cock rubbed my clit hard each time Jeff fucked him. My cunt convulsed around his hard cock, milking it when I moaned out a long orgasm. Jeff backed off and let dad drive into me and fuck himself on Jeff's cock.
Dad was the next one to grunt loudly and pump his hot seed into me, which milked Jeff's cock and he shouted and came deep inside dad.
The weight of dad was on me, and both of them were between my legs. It was the most exquisite feeling ever.
Jeff disengaged himself from dad, and dad pulled out of me. Both collapsed on the bed next to me.
"That was the hottest thing I've ever done," Jeff moaned. "Where have you been all my life, Adele?" I could hear the smile in his voice.
"I'm here for you both now."
We all squeezed into dad's shower, got excited again by our slick bodies rubbing together and I watched them suck each other off while I rubbed my cunt until we all came together.
I slept between them.

*****

The sun sliced through the parted curtains in the morning. Jeff was first up to pee, then back in bed. I climbed over him to get to the bathroom but got stopped on the way back.
I was straddling him when he held my hips. His cock grew hard against my open cunt. I leaned over and dropped a nipple into his mouth, and he squeezed my tits together to bite my nipples. He rubbed his beard hard against my nipples and I moaned. His cock insistently pushed against my pussy, and I raised. He reached down, held it up and I slid down his hard throbbing pole.
"Oh sweetheart," he moaned quietly. Dad was still sleeping although I was sure he wouldn't be for long.
I leaned on his shoulders and rode his cock, bouncing my tits on his chest. He held my ass and squeezed, raising me up to drive in. He pulled me down on him and put his feet flat on the bed to thrust in. We kissed. I rubbed my tits on his chest. I drove my tongue into his mouth at the same rhythm we fucked. His cock was thinner than dad's but longer. Each drive bottomed out his cock inside me and drove me wild. The angle I was in allowed his cock to rub my clit continuously. My cunt convulsed around his hot meat and milked his balls. He pushed up hard and locked into me, shooting his hot seed deep.
He held me down on his chest, wrapping his arms around me, holding me tight.
"Mmm, this was a nice sight to wake up to," dad murmured sleepily.
"I can see why you love his cock inside you," I smiled dreamily.

*****

Jeff took the day off from work, dad rearranged his schedule, which wasn't hard since he worked from home. We spent the day naked, kissing and touching whenever we felt like it. We went to the pool and played naked. Jeff put dad on the edge of the pool and sucked him off while I stroked his cock underwater.
We ordered pizza and dad pulled me onto his lap while we ate and drank beer. His cock nudged my cunt and I raised and slid down his pole. We continued to eat while I squeezed my cunt muscles around his cock.
Finally, Jeff got up. Knelt in front of us and spread our legs. He began to lick my clit which also worked on dad's cock. Jeff sucked his balls in his hot mouth and dad moaned, his hands on my tits pulling my nipples longer. He licked the base of his cock right up to my clit. The excitement of it made me cum hard and loud. Dad's cock, milked by my cunt, shot his load inside me. Jeff licked up the hot seed that leaked down his pole.
That night we spent in bed watching X-rated movies.
"I want you to fuck, Jeff," I said, wanting to see them again.
Jeff moved to his hands and knees and dad lubed them both. Jeff's cock swung low and heavy between his legs. Dad slid in deep, and Jeff slid back and began riding dad's cock. I reached under them and played with their balls, and jacked Jeff's cock.
Their moans indicated they liked what I was doing. Their bodies pounded hard together. His balls slapped into Jeff's big fat sacs. Dad put his hands on Jeff's shoulders and pounded into him. They both groaned and grunted louder. Dad panted and Jeff's breath rasped hard as they flew higher. While dad unloaded in his ass, I reached under Jeff and jacked him bringing him to a quick and loud, and hard climax.

*****

The next morning at breakfast, dad said, "I guess I never asked when your return ticket is?"
I rolled my coffee cup around the bottom edge on the table. "Actually, I don't have one. I made it one way. I thought I'd book the return when you got tired of me."
"Oh baby, if you're asking me that, I can't imagine ever getting tired of having you here with me." He slid his hands across the table and took mine. "I don't want to pressure you. I'm sure your mom is lonely without you there and I don't want to cause any more problems with her."
"I talk to her pretty often and she seems fine without me. I was surprised because it was a bad scene when I left. I think she's seeing someone from her church," I said. I had wondered before, and now that I'm gone and she's so calm, I'm convinced she has someone.
"So, you're saying you're in no rush to go back?" he said, tugging on my hands. I got up and sat on his lap. I had a shortie silk robe on that gaped. He nudged it open with his finger. "Not that I'm pressuring you or anything." He trailed his fingers over my tits, watching my nipples harden. "But I'm not sure what I'd do without you."



He looked up and I leaned down to kiss him. It was sweet and hot and passionate all at once.
"I don't want to leave, daddy. I want to stay if you want me. I know you and Jeff were practically living together and I don't want to mess up your relationship with him."
He grinned. "I think the last one to complain about you being here is Jeff. I think he's half in love with you, Adele. "Besides, Jeff and I are very close and neither of us has seen anyone else for years. We're compatible in every way." He looked away. "I think sometimes I didn't pursue a relationship with a woman. I'm comfortable with Jeff." He kissed me. "But since you've been here, I'm reminded of how much I love a soft body against mine. Tits like this drive me crazy. And a pussy to bury my face in."
"I'm glad," I said, truly relieved. I didn't want to interfere with any relationship my dad has. And Jeff... Well, I can't say I dislike him either. I could possibly be half in love with him, I mused to myself.

~to be continued~
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Chapter 02

A week later Jeff and I were alone because dad was required to spend a day in the office once a week. He could work from home the rest of the week.
"Wanna swim, love?" Jeff asked.
I stood up, pulled the cropped t-shirt over my head, and shimmied out of my shorts.
"Okay!"
He groaned. "My god, we may not make it out of the living room now."
I leaned over and kissed him. "Are you saying you want to fuck me in the living room," I teased, my lips brushing his.
"I want to fuck you anywhere anytime." He cradled my swaying tits in his hand.
I hooked my fingers under the elastic of Jeff's shorts and tugged. He lifted his ass and I pulled them off. His t-shirt flew. I straddled his lap. My tits were at mouth level for him, and he took advantage. I loved it because they were so sensitive, and Jeff was rougher with my tits and nipples than dad. He bit my nipple, and I gripped his hair and moaned for more.
His cock was trapped between us, and I pressured a rhythm against it with my pussy.
As he held his cock, I slid down the length.
"Your pussy drives me crazy shaved smooth like that. I love you did that for us."
Dad and Jeff, both wanted me to completely shave my pussy and I was happy to do it. It was much more sensitive. More obvious when my lips were swollen with arousal and wet. We both watched his hard cock sliding between my pale pussy lips.
He squeezed my ass and pulled me down hard. I ground down, taking him deeper. I kissed him and nipped little bites along his jaw to his ear.
"I love your cock in me," I whispered. "It's so hot and hard. Like steel. So deep inside me because it's so long." He groaned at my words. I clenched my cunt muscles.
"Oh love, you drive me crazy," he murmured, his voice deep and gravely. I bit his earlobe and tugged, softly breathing in his ear.
He lifted me a bit and slid lower on the sofa so I could spread my thighs wider and take him deeper. I rocked, not letting him take over. I knew he wanted to fuck me hard and fast. I loved that, but I wanted to control this time.
His head fell back on the sofa and he grimaced. I felt the intensity in his body in mine. He tried to move, but I still rocked. The angle made his cock rub my clit and waves of orgasm rode through my body. My cunt contracted rhythmically gripping his cock tighter.
"Ungh, ungh, ungh," he grunted, trying to drive up. His fingers dug into my hips, and I knew I'd have bruises. But I didn't care. "Adele, I can't take this," he whined.
I leaned and took one of his nipples in my mouth and bit. He shouted and jerked, then moaned for more. I was as rough with his nipples as he was with mine and he loved it too.
I rode him faster and the cords on his neck stood out as he clenched his ass to push up and drive his cock deep in my cunt.
Suddenly he flipped me, so I was under him. He put my leg over the back of the sofa and my other on the floor, so I was open as wide as possible to him. His arms were under my shoulders as he leaned on his elbows. He jerked his hips forcefully to drive deep and hard. My clit took a pounding, and I came over and over.
"Oh dammit! Take it deep," he shouted as his cock pumped his load of white-hot seed into me.
I shouted at his words and flew off the edge cumming with him just as hard.
I pulled him down on top of me. I needed to feel his weight on me. I dug my nails into his ass not letting his cock go until it slipped out.
"What the fuck you do to me. My lover's daughter keeps my balls aching just like her dad," his forearm was over his eyes. He was barely hanging on the edge of the sofa, but I knew he didn't want to move and I didn't want him to move.
After moments I said, "Mmm, maybe pool time now?"
He pushed up off the sofa, picked me up, and carried me out to the pool. I hung on giggling the whole time. He went down the steps and we glided into the water.
"I've never told you, but I found my dad's stash of Playboys. I lusted after the centerfolds and gorgeous playmates. You could have been one. You have the same style of beauty and a killer body. You give a guy a hard-on in a millisecond."
"I haven't told dad yet, but what if I told you someone wanted to take pictures of me, naked for an online men's magazine?"
"I'd say they know what they're doing if they picked you, love," he said, pushing strands of hair off my face. "I think your dad will be thrilled. Most wouldn't."
He took a deep breath, cupped my ass, and pulled me to him. I wrapped my legs around him and hung on to his neck.
"You're not leaving us, are you?" he whispered, nibbling on my ear.
"I'm not. Dad said I could stay here with you and him." He let out a big sigh. "He said you'd be okay with it?"
"I'm more than okay. I'm ecstatic. If you weren't staying, I'd find a way to entice you to stay," he smiled.
"I found I can make money with modeling like that, and I'd like to take some art classes," I said.
"Oh, your dad said you painted, but I've never seen your paintings?"
"It's in my room. Not ready to be seen yet." He floated with my body wrapped around his. "The photographer is coming here to shoot me around the pool. Hope that's okay with dad. I'll ask as soon as he gets home."
"I'm sure it will be, but yes, ask. So, this photographer, he's a professional right?" Jeff asked.
"She is a professional, yes," I grinned.
"Oh really? Interesting!" he said, contemplating a woman taking pictures of nude women.
"She's a mom, and she shoots most anything."
"Even more interesting!" I laughed and started wiggling in his arms. "Better be careful because there's a snake in this pool that might crawl right up inside you!"
"Oh, you're horny again. You're insatiable!" I laughed.
"And you are the woman to take care of it!"
He rocked his hips and his cock head bumped against my pussy. I giggled and tried to push away but he held on. The more I squirmed the deeper his cock slipped inside me. The water moving around my clit felt delicious and aroused me even more.
"Fuck me, Jeff," I growled in his ear, my arms wrapped around his shoulders.
He drove in as hard as he could in the buoyancy of the water. I moaned because he started the water swirling around my clit again, besides his hard meat rubbing.
"Hang on," he growled and walked up the steps out of the pool with me still impaled on his cock.
My feet dropped to the ground, and I leaned over the patio table. He grabbed my hips and drove in, his balls slapping my clit.
"Oh man, this is a hot scene to walk in on!" Dad came from the house, still dressed in slacks and a white shirt. "I'll go change."
"NO!" I shouted.
I waved him over. When he got in front of me, I pulled his zipper down and shoved his pants and shorts down. His cock sprung up, thick and heavy. I held it and guided it to my mouth. I wanted to suck my dad while I got fucked.
Both groaned because they could watch each other. When Jeff slammed into me, it drove dad's cock deep into my throat. Dad fucked my mouth in the same rhythm as Jeff fucked me and I fondled his swinging balls. I loved the salty precum that filled my mouth.
Jeff leaned over me to dad and they kissed. It was wildly arousing to be connected like that. I moaned the first wave of orgasm which vibrated dad's cock. He groaned in Jeff's mouth, and I felt Jeff's cock throb hard in my cunt. I knew we were all going to cum together.
I gobbled his throbbing cock as waves of orgasm swept through me, Jeff drove in and locked while his cock unloaded his white-hot cum. Dad's cock pulsed in my mouth and pumped his load down my throat.
We all took a moment before disengaging from each other. I moaned when I looked at dad, his pants around his ankles, but still in his white shirt. His cock hung heavy below the shirt hem.
"God, you look so sexy like that," I breathed.
Jeff walked over to him, grabbed him and they kissed passionately. "Your daughter is right. You're one sexy fucker," Jeff growled low. "Now take your clothes off and get in the pool with us!"
He ran and jumped in, and I was behind him. Dad followed seconds later.
We played with each other, our bodies constantly touching. They locked me between their two hard bodies and kissed. I got wet watching and hearing them man kiss. They didn't kiss me like they kissed each other. It was all male, rough and fierce, sexy as fuck, wanting and needy. But even so, I knew at that moment they were in love with each other. Even if they didn't know it yet.

*****

I met the photographer for lunch at the famous big pink motel. She thought it should be part of my experience in St. Pete, she said. And indeed, it was impressive.
"I'm so glad you had time to meet before our shoot," Melanie said. "I have a teenager in lots of activities, and I have a tougher time getting away for dinner."
This woman was the picture-perfect MILF. She had a flame of curly hair that looked like a cloud of red framing her beautiful face. Every breeze moved a few of the tiny corkscrews. Warm brown eyes and a big smile accentuated her full lips. Her scoop neck dress showed that her tits were every bit as big as mine, probably even bigger, because she had them well-controlled and confined in an industrial-strength bra. Having big tits, I knew that showing them off for business wasn't a good idea.
We soon chatted like old friends. Her personality was warm and enveloping. She was nearly old enough to be my mom and a thought popped into my head that made me wish my mom was more like Melanie.
I explained that my dad and another man would likely be around, and she was quite okay with it.
"As long as you're comfortable having them around, I will be. I'm usually so busy that I don't even notice who is around," she said.
Yeah, well you've never been around these two men, I thought smiling to myself. Especially once they get a look at you.

*****

The following week she had scheduled an early morning shoot. Then we would schedule an evening shoot, so she could get all the lighting. Once the sun cleared the trees, it did cast a pink glow in the pool.
I woke up before Jeff and dad and pulled on a robe. I went out to start coffee and heard a light tap on the door.
"Melanie! Come in!" She stepped in and we hugged like old friends.
I poured us two mugs of coffee and we went out to the pool
"This is gorgeous! I'm going to get some great shots of you. I'm glad we scheduled two shoots!"
She gave me a rundown of what she would be doing while she spread out her camera and lenses on the patio table. Today she was less formal wearing a white t-shirt and shorts. Just tight enough to hug her curves. The t-shirt fit tight enough to show me that indeed, her tits were larger than mine and I saw a shadow of nipple rings. That intrigued me I was a D and she had to be an E. I didn't notice at lunch, but she is shorter than me and more petite, which makes her tits look even larger.
"Well, hello," dad said, stepping out the door.
I introduced Melanie to my dad, and she soon had him under her spell. Just as those introductions were made, Jeff came out, and he was instantly enamored.
"Okay Adele, are you ready?"
I had put my makeup on before she came and she was quite approving of it, so there was nothing left to do.
"I'm ready!"
She guided me through a series of poses on the lounger while the guys looked on. They paid more attention to her than me, not surprisingly. I laughed to myself.
To get her shots, she bent and twisted. Laid on the ground, upside down, right side up. There wasn't much she wouldn't do it seemed. The guys enjoyed it immensely.
"Alright!" she said excitedly. "I think we've got all we can get. We've lost the light." She popped out the memory card and put her camera in the bag.
Dad and Jeff stared, both in lust. Dad recovered first and said, "Would you like to stay for lunch? We usually have lunch here and get some pool time in. Adele has plenty of suits." They both looked at her expectantly.
She glanced at me and I smiled, so she said, "I'd love to, thanks. My daughter won't be home from college for hours."
I slipped my robe on and led her into my bedroom.
"That was so much fun," I said, pulling out all my bikinis.
"I'm glad you enjoyed it, sweetie. You're beautiful. The shots will be amazing."
She chose a hot pink suit and began to take her clothes off. I slipped into a black suit.
"Can you help me with the ties?" She held the small triangles under her tits, and I pulled the string around her back and tied it. I pulled the strings from each cup and tied them around her neck. She had tied the strings at her hips and turned around.
"I'd love to get my nipples pierced. Oh my god, you're so beautiful Melanie," I gushed. Her tits were an E cup, and the triangles barely covered her nipples. Her skin was white and smooth, and I longed to touch her. I reached out and dropped my hand realizing it was inappropriate.
"You are too, Adele," she said, stepping closer. She trailed her fingers over my tits, and I had to caress her. She teased my nipples hard. "Your nipples would look fantastic pierced. Besides, it feels so good."
"You're so soft," I murmured, watching her nipples harden and poke through the neon pink. I'd never touched another woman sexually before.
"Hey, y'all about ready?" Jeff hollered through the door. "Foods on, then the pool!"
I blinked and said, "Just a minute!" And quickly finished getting my suit on.
She smiled. "I guess we better go." I nodded.
Their eyes bugged out of their heads when they saw Melanie in the bikini. The triangles barely did cover her nipples and I knew with the slightest movement they'd have a nipple show. The nipple rings clearly showed through the suit.
We settled into the chairs around the patio table and ate and talked. The guys wore sunglasses, I'm sure to hide their eyes. But I sensed that Melanie knew what she was getting into. We sat next to each other, and she took several opportunities to reach out and touch me. It was in all innocence, but they were lingering touches.
She knew what she was doing, and I expected the guys to levitate the table off the ground if their cocks got any harder. She would get an eyeful because they both wore snug knit low-cut suits. She would also get an eyeful when she saw dad and me together. I didn't plan on hiding our relationship, so I hoped she could deal with it.
"I think we've rested enough after eating. Ready to hit the pool?" I asked.
"I think you're right," dad said, standing up. As I knew, his cock was grown full length and was held tightly in his suit horizontally. The head threatened to pop out either the top or leg of his suit because it was very narrow over his hips.
"Coming, baby," he said, leaning over my shoulder to nibble my neck. I took his hand and we jumped into the pool.
Jeff and Melanie were still talking and finally, Jeff stood up, in much the same situation, only his suit was but a narrow band over his hips. So, a bit of his cock showed on the upper side. Melanie stood up and walked over with him, laughing up at him. They were obviously hitting it off, which aroused me to watch.
Melanie swam over to me at the edge. "These are some sexy men you have here," she said quietly.
"Aren't they though? And we aren't exclusive so it's open season. As it were," I grinned.
"Mmm, even on you?" She put her hands on my waist and pulled me closer. I looked down to see our fat globes mashed together. I've never been with a girl, but it was clear I might be interested.
Jeff swam up to us. "Mmm," he growled. "Two killer sexy ladies." He looked at our tits together. "That's hot."
"Mmm, you are quite a tease, Jeff," Melanie said, licking her lips.
"I think it's you that's teasing," he growled, holding her waist and pulling her back against him. She laughed and squirmed and then he wrapped his arms around her middle, one hand on her midsection and the other on her lower stomach.
She quit squirming quite so much because I'm sure she felt his hardness grinding against her ass.
"I always heard redheads were hot, but you are fire," he murmured into her ear.
"Yes, we are," she said, arching her back. "We will burn you up, so be careful," she warned.
He slid his hand over her tit and caressed her massive globe. "The pool will be steaming," he ground out.
Dad came up behind me and wrapped his arms around me. I rubbed my ass on his throbbing cock. He was as aroused watching as I was.
Suddenly she turned in his arms and wrapped her arms around his neck, her tits mashing into his chest. He cupped her ass and pulled her tight. Her legs went around him. He untied and the top floated away, baring her tits. Her nipples were huge and rosy pink, the silver rings glittered in the sun. He held her up until they were in line with his mouth and latched on.
Her head fell back, and she moaned as he tugged on the rings with his teeth and sucked hard on her nipple. I could feel it too because he'd done it so often to me. I knew her pleasure. I saw his hand slip into her bottoms. Her lips parted and the bottoms floated off.
His hand worked between her creamy white thighs. Soft little mews escaped her lips that grew louder and longer as he brought her to orgasm. She was panting and trying to kiss Jeff. I knew he wanted to slide into her, and had it been me, he would have. But he was above all a gentleman.
She sighed loudly. "I'm sorry but I have to go. I need to pick my daughter up from her classes because her car broke down." She slowly walked up the steps. Showing off her creamy heart-shaped ass. She turned and said, "You are the sexiest three people I have ever met."
We followed her out and grabbed towels. Melanie walked over to me, opened her towel, and wrapped it around us both. She brushed her lips over mine and we kissed. She turned and went into the house.
Dad wrapped a towel around his waist and went to get drinks.
Jeff looked at me. "Phew," he said, smiling.

*****

I gathered my paints and went down the park on Tampa Bay, finding an area with a view of the beautiful St. Petersburg Pier. I sketched and set out my paints.
"You're still here!" Dad said, walking across the park.
I blinked, reality slowly seeping in. I get immersed in painting and lose track of time.
"I guess! What time is it?" I asked, leaning back and stretching my arms above my head to loosen my cramped muscles.
"Time for dinner and if you're lucky, a massage," he said in my ear.
We gathered everything and walked the two short blocks home. Dinner was already prepared, and we sat down to eat.
"Your painting is pretty damn good, Adele. I'm so glad you picked it back up again," he said, pouring wine. "You get a treat tonight," he said, smiling.
"Thank you," I smiled. I appreciated I was underage and had been in no hurry to drink like many of my classmates. I couldn't think of a better person to have my first drink with but my father.
"You're more of an adult than many adults I know," he said, smiling at me over the rim of his wine glass.




His tan, hazel eyes and brilliant smile were seductive. "You're so sexy, daddy."
He grinned, and I swear I saw a flush on his cheeks. "Thank you, baby. You're prejudiced you know. Because we look so much alike."
I took a sip of my wine. "We do. There's no hiding it from anyone. And I wouldn't want to."
"Me either. Let them think what they want." He stood up. "I have a surprise for you. Give me a minute."
I cleaned up the dishes and heard him call from his bedroom.
I looked in the room but didn't see him but a flickering in the bathroom. He was submerged in his jetted bathtub, easily big enough for two. I had always suspected him, and Jeff enjoyed it.
"Mmm, what a sexy sight this is," I whispered.
I slowly unbuttoned my blouse and parted it enough to see the cleavage brimming over my black lace bra. He hissed. I let it slip off my shoulders and drop to the floor. I trailed my fingers over my breasts that threatened to burst out of the shelf bra.
Tucking my fingers in the waist of my shorts, I wiggled them down. I stepped out of them and ran my hands over my body. Cupping my tits, then down to the black lace thong.
I turned around and bent over and looked at him between my legs. He groaned louder. I unhooked my bra and let it swing from my finger before dropping it. I turned, keeping my forearm over my tits.
Stepping closer to the tub, I leaned over and kissed him. He reached over the edge of the tub and tugged my thong down, revealing my soft smooth pussy lips, already swollen with arousal.
He held my hands as I stepped into the tub and sank into the swirling water between his legs. His hard cock prodded my ass, his hands covered my tits under the perfectly warm water.
I sighed and tipped my head back on his shoulder.
"Did I tell you how much I love that you're here," he whispered in my ear.
"I think you mentioned it," I smiled. "I wouldn't want to be anywhere else with anyone else."
"Have you told Francine you're staying here yet?" he asked.
"Not really. No hurry. I never gave her a return date anyhow, so she's not expecting me. To be honest, I wanted her to get used to me not being around."
He was thumbing my nipples absently, but it was ramping up my libido. I slipped a finger between my pussy lips and flicked my clit. I rubbed it a few times, and I was off.
"Whoa, you were busy under the water," he chuckled.
We were so relaxed being in the water and so close to each other that we enjoyed the silence. Once the water-cooled, it chased us out and into bed.

*****

Melanie showed up later afternoon for the second shoot. She asked if she could bring her daughter along and I happily agreed. I knew she was a couple of years older than me, and I hadn't met anyone close to my age since arriving.
Dena was a younger image of her mom. She had the same beautiful fluff of red hair, creamy skin, and the same E breasts. Her smile was intriguing, and she had a sensual air about her. She hugged me tightly when her mom introduced us, and I relished those big plump tits crushing into mine. I couldn't wait to see her in her swimsuit later for our after-shoot cookout and swim.
She treated dad and Jeff with the same tit crushing hug, and each reacted appropriately to those massive tits.
"Okay, are you all ready, Adele?" Melanie asked. "We are going to go through similar poses, but this late day and evening light will make them totally different."
"I am!"
We got to work, and the time seemed to fly by. Melanie announced it was a wrap.
"Hey Mel, think these two would be great models together?" Jeff asked.
"Sure! You girls want to pose together?" she asked.
I nodded eagerly and Dena ran in to change into her bikini.
"I have nothing in mind, and you've both modeled, so I'll let you lead the way, okay?"
"Sure!" Dena said, stepping up behind me. I felt her tits press into my back, and she wrapped her arms around me, hands flat on my stomach and midriff.
"Nice! Keep moving," Melanie said, moving into different positions herself to get the shots.
I turned and spread my legs with one between hers. Our right tits were smashed together, her left was visible to the camera.
"Mmm," she moaned quietly, and I smiled.
I moved behind her and covered her tits with my hands. I heard one of the guys Oh Yeah in the background which only emboldened me. I covered her right breast with my left hand and let my forearm hide her left. I untied the bow at her neck and back and tugged the top off, tossing it in the air. I heard Melanie's shutter clicking continuously knowing she got it midair. Dena's nipple hardened under my palm.
I quickly turned to face her, and she untied my bikini top, tossing it aside to the clicking of the shutter.
Naked, tit to tit, we went to our toes, our legs spread. Dena laced her fingers with mine and stretched our arms above our heads. I turned to face the camera, our arms still high, my back arched thrusting my tits forward.
"Oh my god girls, y'all are hot," Jeff encouraged.
Melanie was on her back below us and we posed bare tits swaying, hands on each other plump globes. She shot up the length of our legs focusing on our bikini-covered pussies. The more sexual our poses, the more aroused we got. Our hands were all over each other's bodies.
Dena stretched out on a lounger, and I put a knee between her thighs, my hands on each side of her. My tits hung heavy above her, and she caressed them. Melanie shot from over, above, and between us, but we barely noticed because by then it was a dance of seduction. Dad and Jeff's background sounds and provoking words drove us on.
Melanie was the one that untied our bottoms at each hip, and we pulled them off, so we were now completely nude. It was freeing and I know my pussy glistened wetly in the dusky light.
Jeff and dad took the bottles of oil and quickly began to rub it on our bodies as Melanie requested. The sun was getting low in the sky, and it promised an array of pinks, oranges, and yellows.
We moved through a variety of poses rapidly so she could get as many shots in as possible. Our skin gleamed with the colors of sunset. Our nipples were hard and long as bullets from contact with each other. I knew Dena was as turned on as I was.
We heard splashes and turned to watch a naked Melanie, Jeff, and dad jumping into the pool. We stayed out and kissed and enjoyed each other's bodies. We heard soft gasps and looked to see Melanie sandwiched between the two men.
"She has two big fat cocks between her pussy lips," I murmured to Dena, and she moaned.
Jeff sucked on her nipple and tugged the gold rings with his teeth. She groaned and threaded her fingers through his hair.
Dad reached between her legs and rubbed the head of Jeff's cock down the smooth slit of her pussy. He rubbed his cock between her firm ass cheeks. Jeff moaned around the nipple in his mouth as dad stroked his cock while rubbing the head on her clit. Suddenly she stiffened and moaned out a long orgasm.
"Think we should help?" Dena said, grinning.
"I believe they do!"
Laughing, we both ran and jumped into the pool. Dad grabbed me but I was slick with the oil and water on my skin and quickly squirmed away. Dena played the same game with her mom and Jeff until they caught her between them.
Melanie did the same and used Jeff's cock on her daughter's pussy. They were all kissing and running their hands over each other.
"I need you so bad, baby. You got me so hot watching you with Dena that my balls ache. Damn. You two were wild," he murmured.
I opened my legs and he moved between them. The water made movement slower which only served to drive my arousal higher. I massaged his fat daddy cock in my cunt while we watched Jeff, Dena, and her mom. It was obvious Melanie and Dena had a sexual relationship, making it even more exciting. It was a perfect foil for dad and me.
True to what he said, dad was hot and as soon as my cunt convulsed on his cock, it began milking his balls. He grabbed my ass and held me tight against him as he emptied his balls inside me.
Jeff lifted Dena to the edge of the pool and spread her thighs. He had Melanie in front of him, so he could kiss her and eat Dena's cunt. Melanie's legs went around Jeff, and he drove in. She groaned louder when his cock stretched her pussy. Dena hooked her heels on the edge of the pool opening wide for Jeff's licking and sucking. She relaxed back on her elbows, her head back, moaning as he took her in waves of orgasm while he fucked her mom. Melanie then began to eat her daughter while Jeff fucked her.
"God damn," dad breathed while we watched.
"You need to fuck him too."
Dad moved up behind Jeff and he looked over his shoulder. He drove deep into Melanie while dad pushed into him. All three were now locked together. My hand was between my thighs flicking my clit while I watched.
"Oh fuck," Melanie moaned. "This is so hot. Fuck him, Alex!" she demanded.
He drove into Jeff which pushed Jeff deeper into her cunt. Then Jeff rode his cock while he fucked her. Dena came on Melanie's face leaving it wet with her juices.
Dena motioned me over. I squatted over her face and moaned at the feel of her mouth on my cunt, the sight of her Mom eating her while Jeff fucked her, and dad fucked him.
The groans and grunts were loud enough that the neighbors could hear and I expected them to appear any second. What an eyeful they would get, I thought to myself. The vision of being caught drove me over the edge and I soaked Dena's mouth with my juices.
I moaned out my orgasm and heard Jeff follow, driving deep into Melanie while dad locked into him. Both emptied their balls in loud grunts, followed by louder gasps for breath as everyone recovered.
"Who needs a drink?" Jeff asked calmly as though nothing had happened. We all laughed.
I wondered what we would do to top this.

~to be continued~
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Chapter 03

I crashed before dad and Jeff and woke up to them with their cocks in each other's mouths.
"Mmm, you guys were just getting warmed up last night hmm?" I said, stroking and enjoying those hard bodies while they brought each other to climax.
Never in my imagination would I believe how much two men together would turn me on. The hard bodies under my hands. The groaned reactions to the twirl of dad's tongue on the head of his cock. Dad shuddered when Jeff took his balls into his hot wet mouth. Nothing delicate about it. It was hardcore hot male sex. And it turned me on.

*****

Later that week I peeked into dad's office. I never bothered him during the day when he was working, so he knew something was up.
"Hey baby," he said, looking up from his computer.
I plopped down in the chair across from his desk. "I have a dilemma."
He took his reading glasses off. "That sounds serious?"
"Could be." I held up my phone. "Mom just texted me."
He raised his eyebrows. "Oh? She wants you to come back?"
"Not quite," I hedged. "She wants to come here to visit."
"Oh, well that's okay," he said thoughtfully. "She probably just wants to make sure you're safe and happy. She was always a good mother, Adele. Hell, she was always a good wife for that matter."
I nodded. "I know. It just seems sort of awkward. She already has looked at hotels and is thinking about the one down on the waterfront. It is walkable to lots of restaurants and shops. Pretty close to Grand Central will get her in the heart of things."
"If we had room, she could stay here. But then I'm pretty sure she wouldn't approve of our sleeping arrangement," he laughed.
I laughed and said, "If she thought she was shocked about you, knowing her daughter and her ex-husband were fucking might really send her over the edge." I got up and went to the door. "I'll let you get back to work. I was just sort of surprised with that text."
"No problem. Set it up with her."

*****

Two weeks later we were meeting her for dinner on Beach Drive, kitty-corner from her hotel. She arrived first and I saw her sitting at the sidewalk table before she saw us, which gave me time to get over the shock of her appearance.
"Mom!" We hugged tightly and each shed a few tears. "I've missed you."
"I missed you too, sweetie," she said dabbing at her eyes. She turned to dad and said, "Alex, it's so good to see you again." They hugged. He looked at me over her shoulder with the same shocked face.
"Good to see you as well, Francine," he said sincerely.
We perused the large menu, and I had a chance to peek at her over the top. Her dark blonde hair was stylishly cut into a bob, where normal for her was grown out until she had to have it cut just to even it out. She wore makeup. Something I don't ever remember her doing. Her clothing was tropical, but chic- far from tacky. She was toned and looked to be in much better shape. Dad caught my eye several times with raised eyebrows wondering the same as I was.
We all made small talk, but it was she and dad that commanded the conversation and I was happy to take a back seat. I hoped they would find common ground and we could be some semblance of a family again.
"Francine, would you like to come back to the house for a while? I don't live far from here."
"Maybe another time? I'm tired from the flight and think I might like a nap," she begged off.
"How about I come down tomorrow and we walk around, then go back to dad's for dinner?" I offered.
"That's a great idea, baby," dad said, and mom agreed.
We walked her back to her hotel and headed up the street to the house.
"Was your mom like that when you left?" he asked just as soon as she was out of earshot.
"No! She was the same as when you left. I'm not sure what happened, but I like it. She seems happy with herself," I said, feeling happy about her myself.
"Maybe it was a good thing you did leave. Possibly gave her time to find herself... Or whatever," he said, then looked at me apologetically.
"No no, I get what you mean. I do think it was good for her to be alone. She could concentrate on herself. In retrospect, I do think she lost herself after you were gone. It is quite a blow to the ego to know you're not the only one. It was like a double whammy affair to her maybe."
We walked for a bit before he replied. "I think you're damn smart for a young chick," he put his arm around my shoulders in a hug. "She is stunning now, like the young Francine. She makes me look old," he laughed. "But god, she does look hot."
"Hmm, yeah," I gave him a sideways look. "Got your libido going did she?"
"Well yeah, to be honest, she did. We never had a problem with sex in our marriage, even right up until the end. We were umm, compatible."
"So, you fucked liked bunnies?" I giggled. "Not many guys get hard for their ex-wives, you know."
"You noticed?" he sighed. I took his hand while we walked.
"I did. I admit I love that my dad got that excited for my mom. I don't have any illusions of a permanent relationship between you two, but I can't say it doesn't turn me on to think of you two together." I thought for a moment. "Maybe I have a kink factor going on because it excites me to think of you and Jeff together and playing with you both is like a fantasy fulfilled. So maybe I'm not a good judge."
He laughed. "I think my daughter is just a well-rounded open-minded young lady. I mean I know most people wouldn't approve of our relationship, and that's understandable. I don't know that I would have before us... But our circumstances changed, and it just happened."
"And generally, the relationship between you and Jeff isn't well tolerated. Especially in some areas," I said thoughtfully. "This is a good area for bisexuals and gay people though. It's a good area for tolerance. That's one of the first things I felt when I came here."
He nodded. We were nearing the house. "I'm sure many look at us, not knowing we are dad and daughter but think- look at that old guy with that young girl! We're damned either way!"
We both laughed. I stopped, wrapped my arms around his neck, and kissed him deeply. That's showing 'em all I thought.

*****

I went to one of the swankiest hotels in St. Pete. She had a view of the stately pink hotel, the sailboats that floated peacefully as well as the lineup of yachts in the marina. Florida at its finest right there.
"Nice room, mom!"
"Isn't it? These views!" she said, coming up behind me on the balcony.
"Mom, you look beautiful," I said, turning to her. "Your hair and makeup... Your clothes."
"Thank you, sweetie. I just thought it was time I take care of myself. I know I let myself go through the years and it wasn't fair to anyone, least of all myself." She looked out the window at the bustling marina. "I've changed my attitude about a lot of things lately."
She had a stunning figure. I got my thirty-eight D's from her, but her hips were more shapely than mine. She wore aqua capris and a white and aqua top, white strappy sandals, and a matching purse.
We shopped most of the day and came back with armloads of bags. I talked her into getting a bathing suit because of dad's pool. She wouldn't let me see which one she picked out and we laughed.
"I'll surprise you! You know it won't be too revealing though. I'm still a mom," she grinned.
We walked up to dad's house.
"This is really cute," she said in a hushed tone on the sidewalk out front.
"It is! Apparently, it was in pretty rough shape. Wait'll you see the inside!"
I noticed Jeff's car was in the drive and thought, it better to have him on the scene sooner rather than later.
"We're here!" I said loudly as we walked in the side door.
"Hey! Did you two buy out DTSP?" dad asked, drying his hands on a kitchen towel.
"We did," I said, sniffing. "Oooh, something smells good."
Jeff suddenly appeared holding his hand out to mom, and said, "Hi! You must be Francine. I'm Jeff, nice to meet you. I can see why your daughter is so lovely."
Mom blushed, "Why thank you. Nice to meet you too, Jeff." She didn't seem to question who he was or why he was there.
Dad made drinks and we sat at the bar in the kitchen. I ran out to set the table by the pool so we could enjoy the cooler evening. When I got back, mom and Jeff were in quite an animated conversation, laughing and talking. I glanced at dad, and he raised his eyebrows. What would happen when she discovered who he really is? I cringed inwardly at the thought.
"So, where did you guys go today," dad asked, and we began to tell him all about our adventure.
We enjoyed wine after dinner and mom didn't even mention that I was too young to drink it. She was relaxed and happy without the anxiety she often had.
The sunset and the pool light came on and began to cycle through the various colors. At the same time, the landscaping lights lit the plantings around the pool, casting intimate shadows in the darkness.
"Alex, your house is wonderful. Adele said you did all the work on it."
"When I moved in this neighborhood was mostly older folks that had lived here nearly all their lives. Eventually, they were unable to care for their houses as they aged and they came into disrepair. I bought this and began to fix it up, and another sold, and the owners did the same. It was a snowball effect. Ended up quite a neighborhood transition."
"It is a lovely neighborhood," she said and turned to Jeff. "Do you live nearby, Jeff?"
"I'm about six blocks away in a newer area. I got a condo eight years ago before the boom, so I got lucky," he mused.
"Florida housing is so much different than the north," she noted. "I picked up real estate ads while we were out today and some of the homes are quite magnificent!"
Dad commented, "Housing in certain areas is quite pricey with all the professional sports teams in the area, as well as retired musicians and actors."
"Retired CEO too," Jeff interjected, and dad nodded.
"I think we've waited long enough after food. Time for the pool! C'mon, mom, you can change in my room," I said, holding out my hand and smiling. I was certainly enjoying this new mom of mine and I saw my dad giving her appreciative looks as well.
She changed in my bathroom, and I was understanding of that. I pulled on my usual bikini, whenever I did wear anything for swimming and waited for her.
"Whoa," I blurted, my eyes bugging out. "Geez, mom, you look hot in that!"
It was a simple black, one-piece suit with high-cut legs. She had a gorgeous hourglass figure, which the tight-fitting suit complemented perfectly. It was cut low and showed a lot of cleavage, but her D's were held tight enough that there was no chance for the guys to get a peek.
"Why thank you, sweetie. I've been working out some. I had let myself get so out of shape," she said, looking down and smoothing her hand over a nonexistent tummy bulge.
"I can tell! And I'm so happy for you mom. You seem so comfortable with yourself," I said, hugging her. She smiled and gave me a hard hug.
I saw dad's eyes widen when he saw mom. Jeff's mouth hung open for a moment. They both stared.
"Ready to swim?!" I said loudly wanting to get their attention. I could tell mom was embarrassed by their attention.
They both jumped up at the same time. Each wearing their usual tight stretch knit bikinis. Dad already had a lump in his and Jeff's cock was growing as I watched. I ran and jumped into the pool with a splash.
Dad moved to mom and said, "Francine, you look fantastic." She smiled and I swear she blushed. "I hope you're feeling as good about yourself as you look."
"I do Alex, thanks. It took me a long time, but I've changed a lot. Not just in looks." She moved closer. "And it's time I apologize to you for the way I acted." She looked off for a moment. "When I saw you with a man, I felt like a complete failure as a woman. I thought you turned to a man because I wasn't fulfilling to you."
"Oh my god no, Francie," he said, using his pet name for her. "It had nothing to do with you, and everything to do with me." He caressed her cheek. "I loved you and wouldn't have left you. It was just that I needed more. I'm not sure I could have explained it at the time really. It was all so new to me."
"I'm glad we had this chance to reach out to each other," she said, hugging him.
"I've missed you, Francie."
Jeff came up behind me and held me around the waist as we watched from the shadows.
Her arms were around dad's neck, and he wrapped his arms around her. He whispered something in her ear and his hands slid down to cup her ass, showing her just how much he missed her.
"This is awesome," Jeff whispered in my ear and all I could do is nod.
I'd be crying if it wasn't so hot to watch them. I'm not sure how perverted it was to be turned on by your mom and dad getting it on, but I was at the top of that perv list if it was. Dad growled when she left a bite mark on his collarbone.
I looked at Jeff over my shoulder and raised my eyebrows. He grinned. "I think there is a reconciliation in the works. Or just hot sex. Maybe that. Yeah," he whispered, and we both chuckled.
Dad and mom seemed to forget we were here. Well, mom did, but dad wouldn't care since we all often sexed somehow in and around the pool.
"I'm just not sure how, or if, she will take deal with us all," I whispered back.
"Let your dad do his thing, then we'll see how it goes, baby," he said, and I just nodded.
Dad slipped the straps over he shoulders and slowly lowered her suit to reveal her tits. They were at least as big as mine and lily white. Mine were tanned from the Florida sun, as hers likely would be soon, I laughed to myself.
He pinched and twisted her nipples harder and longer eliciting soft breathy moans from her. They kissed and began to whisper. He pulled her straps back up and they climbed out of the pool and went into the house.
"Hmm," Jeff said, turning me towards him. "That got me fucking hot."
"Me too!"
We made it out of the pool, but not into the house. We fucked fast and hard and quick on the lounger into shuddering orgasms.

*****

The next morning dad was humming in the kitchen making breakfast, but mom was nowhere to be seen. I poured myself a cup of coffee and slid onto a stool at the bar. He continued to hum and totally ignore me.
"So? "I huffed. "Are you going to tell me or keep it a secret?"
He turned, grinning. "Tell you what? That your mother and I made up? She understands now and is accepting of it?"
"Hey! That's great! So, she's okay with Jeff even. That's awesome, dad!"
"Well..." he said. I eyed him suspiciously. "I didn't get around to telling her about Jeff and me."
"What?! Are you kidding me? You discussed the rest but left little detail about Jeff out?"
"Oh, don't be dramatic, baby. I didn't tell her about us either... To be fair." He smirked and I rolled my eyes.
"Do you plan on telling her or just let her go home knowing half of what's going on?" I asked.
"Haven't decided," he said, scooping the scrambled eggs onto our plates.
I picked up a piece of bacon already on the bar and nibbled while I thought. "I guess she doesn't really need to know everything." I frowned, thinking I didn't feel right not to be completely honest with her. "I mean maybe not tell her about you and me, but it does seem fair to tell her about you and Jeff."
He finished his eggs and pushed the plate away, wiping his mouth on the napkin. I knew he was stalling.
"I don't know what to do, Adele. I guess if the timing is right, I'll tell her. She's going to spend the day here with us. Hey! If it comes up, you can always mention it to her?!"
I scowled. "I don't think it's my place to tell her about you and Jeff. Maybe about you and me, but that's a lot trickier. I just don't know if she needs to know that." I shrugged.
"Okay, we'll see how it goes," he said, getting up and taking our plates.
It was fun having mom here. She looked at all my paintings and we talked about asking a small gallery we saw in Grand Central to show them. They were all local and that area was hugely popular with the locals as well as tourists. Either one might be interested in them. We made plans to go there the next day, for moral support.
We made lunch and dad joined us. I enjoyed the little smiles that went back and forth between them. I was happy they could be friends again. Well, friends with a little extra fun.
Dad left to go to his office in town, so after we cleaned up the kitchen, we went out to the pool.
"I'm going to have to get another swimsuit if I spend this much time at the pool," she said. She wore the sexy one-piece that I'm sure no one would complain about, but I understood. "I bought quite a few since I've been here. I did some modeling, and they gave me the suits I modeled and more. You should take a look at them... You're welcome to any of them!"
I took her to my room and opened the drawer of overflowing swimsuits and left to let her go through them.
I was dozing by the pool when I heard her voice. "I hope this isn't too revealing. It's a lot more than I've ever shown," she giggled nervously.
"Whoa, mom," I said, raising my sunglasses. "Holy crap you look fantastic. All that gym time really paid off. You're hot hot hot!"
She had chosen a black bikini with a lift cup which pushed her tits up and together for a devastating cleavage. It wasn't so much that it showed a lot of skin, but it showed her body off in a much sexier way, leaving more to the imagination. It was a halter style that tied at her neck and behind her. The same style of ties was at each hip.
"You really think it's okay?" she asked. She cocked her hip and put her hands on her hips. "It's just that I'm not—"
"Holy mama!" Jeff shouted cutting her off. He walked out and around her while giving her the once over. "I have died and gone to heaven." He took her hand, bent over, and kissed the back of it.
I noticed the front of his bikini filled out as soon as he laid eyes on her. And by the looks of it, she didn't miss it either.
"Why thank you, Jeff," she said, hugging him. He put his hands on her hips holding her close and she wrapped her arms around his neck, holding him close. She whispered in his year, and he growled low.
I relaxed on the lounger again, watching from behind dark glasses. Dad was at the office today and wouldn't be home for hours. I wanted mom to enjoy herself. She had put so much into herself mentally and physically, it was time she had some fun.
Jeff's hands covered mom's ass and they looked at each other, talking softly. She rubbed his shoulders while they talked. Suddenly she went up on tiptoe and kissed him. It looked as though Jeff was surprised as I was, but he rebounded quickly and took the kiss deeper, pulling her closer.
He lifted her, she wrapped her legs around him and he took her to the lounger at the other end of the pool, still quite within my vision. I was sure mom forgot my presence by now. He put her down and followed. Her soft thighs wrapped around him, and his ass tightened as he ground into her. They both still wore their suits, but Jeff was sure to dispose of them quickly, I thought laughing to myself.



He buried his face in her immense cleavage and nosed the bra cup aside. She arched when he sucked her nipple into his mouth. The top slowly slid off onto the pool deck.
He supported himself on his elbows and kneaded her breasts, squeezing them together while he sucked going from one to the other. She arched and thrashed her head back and forth. She wrapped her legs around him and he grunted. I'm sure his cock was already out of his bikini and prodding her open pussy. The only thing between them was her bikini.
I heard his low graveled voice and her breathy response. He reached down and pulled her bikini off, pushing his suit down his hips.
"Agghhhhh," she groaned when he pushed into her. She put her feet flat on each edge of the lounger and pushed up, meeting each hard thrust.
"Oh fuck, baby," he growled when she did that. He drove into her hard and faster.
I could hear her soft mews coming faster until they culminated in a long wail of climax. He grunted loudly, drove in hard, and grimaced while he ground out a shuddering orgasm.
I wanted so badly to put my hand between my legs and cum with them, but I didn't want her to know I watched. Jeff, dad, and I are used to it, I wasn't sure how she would react. I knew Jeff made her pretty much forget about me, so I pretended to be asleep.
I heard a splash and opened my eyes. They were both naked in the pool.
"You coming in, sweetie?" Jeff asked grinning broadly.
I stood at the edge of the pool. "I guess it's naked pool night. No one told me!" I laughed, pulling my suit off and jumping in.
At first, mom was a bit shy with us all naked. We played one to two volleyball.
"Can I say how much I love watching you girls play volleyball with bouncing titties," Jeff said smirking.
"Oh yeah?!" I said, ducking under the net and grabbing him.
Mom jumped in and we had him between us. She seemed a little taken aback when she saw me rubbing my tits on him while I tickled him. She might have been a bit more shocked when he grabbed me against the front of him and covered my tits with his hands. I was giggling and squirming his cock back into hardness again.
"Now look what you've gone and done," he growled comically rubbing his cock on my ass.
"Ooooh," mom said, her mouth in a big surprised O, and then she giggled.
"You're not helping me here, mom!"
She went behind him and rubbed her tits on his back and he moaned. I turned in his arms to face him and his cock slipped between my legs.
"You are a very naughty boy, Jeff," I said.
"I am?!"
"You are! You fucked my mom, but not me," I said, pouting with a full lip.
"Oh my!" she said, her voice a cross between shock and excitement.
"Yes mom, Jeff is a bad bad boy. So bad he's good. He keeps us all happy with his cock," I said, smiling at him. He immediately knew what I was doing.
"I aim to please, and am pretty much pleased in return," he laughed.
"You mean you and Alex...?" mom asked, trailing off.
"Yeah darlin', I'm bisexual too."
"Oh!"
I could see her face over his shoulder while she contemplated it all. It was a lot to take in and it was at that moment I decided I would not tell her about dad and me.
We played in the pool for a while longer and just got out when dad got home from work.
"Looks like I missed all the fun!" he said.
"Oh, you sure did! I'm worn out so I'm heading to bed," I said, giving dad a quick kiss as I walked by. I wanted to let mom, dad, and Jeff work whatever out by themselves.

*****

The next morning Jeff and dad were in the kitchen getting breakfast together.
"Mornin' darlin'," Jeff said, smacking me on the ass.
I grumbled and poured my coffee since I wasn't fit for anyone or anything until I had at least one cup.
"Pancakes for you my darling daughter?"
"Oh geez, you two so peppy this morning... Must have been some kinda night," I peered at them over the rim of my cup.
"Well, now that you mention it," Jeff said.
"It was rather interesting, wasn't it Jeff?" dad added.
"Oh, my yes it was!"
"Oh. Come. On. You guys. Spill it. What the fuck happened, and did it include mom?" I asked, getting the feeling she was involved somehow.
"We might have had a little MMF action last night," Jeff said, placing the plates on the table.
"Oh, for god's sake," I grumbled, pouring syrup on my pancakes. "Did you make a video so I could watch it instead of waiting for you two to tell me?" They looked at each other and raised their eyebrows. "YOU DID?!" I shouted.
"We might have had the video cam running. Maybe," Jeff said evasively, shoving the food into his mouth.
I frowned and looked at dad, who was looking at me grinning. "I can start work late if you want to have a movie morning?"
"Fuck yeah!"
I wolfed my breakfast down and waited impatiently for them to finish, wash and dry dishes, and generally take their good old time.
I plopped on the sectional in front of the big-screen television. "Come on you, guys!"
"So impatient," dad said, looking for the remote.
Jeff sat next to me and rubbed my thigh. I was still wearing the thin wifebeater undershirt and panties.
"Looking pretty sexy this morning, darlin'," Jeff murmured, nuzzling my neck.
"Ohhh, don't distract me! I want to see this," I whimpered.
He bit and tugged my earlobe. "You'll be begging us for it halfway through this."
Dad brought mom into the bedroom, both still naked from the pool. They began kissing and it turned passionate quickly.
"She still turns you on doesn't she, Alex?" Jeff asked.
"Francine used to drive me wild and still has the touch. We fucked everywhere in that house." Dad was sitting next to me and had his hand on my other thigh. It was then I noticed they were both naked and their cocks were already sticking up from their laps.
"In my room?"
"Sure, you were in school. You never knew!" he laughed, and I rolled my eyes. "I have to say, she's even sexier now."
"She is damn hot, Alex," Jeff said softly.
"Sooooo did you both play with her and each other too?" I asked, not being able to wait for the whole video.
"Well, I think you should enjoy the suspense and watch," dad grinned. I scowled.
Mom and dad were on the bed, and he had moved between her thighs. She squeezed his ass and pulled him into her. Jeff appeared next to the bed, and she reached out and began to stroke his cock.
I got wet thinking how hot it would be to see mom getting fucked by dad while he gets fucked. It was an awesome experience for me the first time, and of course, we repeated it many times since.
Would she have taken a cock in her ass while the other was in her cunt, I wondered, getting even more excited. Or is she sucking one while the other fucks here?
I squirmed because the video seemed to be moving too slowly.
"C'mon, you guys... Give me a hint!" I whined.
"Nope," they both said at once.

~to be continued~
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Practically My Dad Ch. 01

"I'm meeting your dad at the house later today for a walkthrough." "I assume you can't make it?" I was careful to add in a goes-without-saying voice.
Myer looked up from his phone and said, "Wish I could, but I can't get away from work. Thankful I have you and dad to pick up for me."
He was apologetic, but I did know how much work he had. He'd recently started a new business and all his time and spirit were in that.
"I know babe," I said smiling, hiding a tinge of sadness that he couldn't enjoy this with me. We had spent months pouring over house plans, then changing and tweaking to our likes. "I'm taking the rest of the day off to go around and pick up samples for the house. It's getting closer to that time," I reminded, wondering if on second thought he could spare an hour, but he was back on his phone again and the moment was lost.
I was excited that the construction of our house was close enough I could begin using my talents. I opened an interior design business in my early twenties and ten years later it was flourishing. I hired good reliable people and did not always need to be there to ride herd.
He looked up, slid his hand across the table, and squeezed mine. "I wish I had more time to help."
"I know I know, and I understand. You need to concentrate on the business. I remember not that long ago my head was in my new business twenty-four seven. Don't worry. Your dad has it under control."
He nodded. "Yeah, it would be much different if we didn't have him to depend on. It's a relief not to have to second guess his decisions as we might with another contractor."
Myer's father, Steele, started with a small construction company when he was young. He grew it into a multimillion-dollar contractor that built high-end homes. He had recently partnered up with a developer and his business quadrupled. I used his business sense for myself, pay them well and you can depend on them because they'll be loyal. We were both to the point we could oversee our businesses, which was a relief. When Myer decided to start this new company, I was supportive, but knew instead of having more time to spend together, we'd have less.
I went upstairs to dress. Since I wasn't going to work, I could dress more casually. I pulled out a leather mini skirt and a white long-sleeved men's style silk shirt. It was a warm day and decided to forgo hose and just slid black leather boots on. I pulled my long blonde hair up into a bun and poked two black lacquer sticks through. A touch of makeup and I was ready to go.
I got to the job site and picked my way through the rubble and up the ramp where Steele was waiting. He was handsome and rugged. More silver glinted in the sun than the darker grey, bringing out the perpetual dark tan from being outside dawn to dusk most every day. As I made my way, I thought the older he got, the more good-looking.
"Steele!" We hugged. "This place is really coming along!" I said, taking in the walls beginning to give a hint of rooms, windows filled in some of the holes, and several exterior doors were up.
"It is going quickly at this point." We walked around the lower floor while he pointed out various issues and asked questions, wanting preferences. I often did this for clients once their house was further along, but that this was actually going to be my house and I admit, I had a certain childlike excitement.
He waved me ahead of him and we mounted the stairs to the upper level. We had planned a large master suite with only two guest rooms. We didn't plan children and chose to have fewer, but larger, rooms. The windows were in up here making it more of a house to me. As an interior designer, I rarely saw houses this rough.
"Bryn, I wanted to talk to you about something."
I turned because he sounded so serious. "Sure. Anything." His arctic blue eyes were always cold, even ruthless. At odds with his warm and compassionate demeaner with is family.
I loved my father-in-law. Myer and I started dating when we were young, and Steele was the father that stepped in when my parents moved. It was a year ago that Myer's mom died, and Steele had struggled with her loss this past year.
"I'd like you to redecorate my place."
"Of course! I'd love to. Just say the word and we'll start."
I believe this was a big step for him. He hadn't changed anything in the house after she died, so I was thrilled because it was a step in recovering from his tremendous loss.
"How about now? Or do you have something else today?"
"No, not really. I took the day off work anyhow, so I'm yours!"
I followed him in my car to his house wondering what room he wanted to start with.
"Can I get you something to drink? I'm grabbing a beer."
"I'd love a beer," I said.
The house was pretty much untouched since her death. It was neat and clean, but unchanged. Steele built the house ten years ago. It was a modern style of stained wood and window walls that looked out over a lake. A stainless steel-faced fireplace cut through the second floor and through the roof. Every room on the main floor was open to the others to take advantage of the vista. Even the kitchen looked out over the lake and wooded area.
"Thanks," I said taking the icy cold long neck. I tossed my head back and drank.
"That's what I always loved about you Bryn, no bullshit about you."
"No bullshit Bryn, that's me!" I laughed. "What room do you want to redecorate?"
"The master."
"Okay, let me take a look. We can talk about what you have in mind then."
He led the way up the floating wood and stainless steel staircase. I realized then that one could even see the view from there. The design of this house was credited to Steele which showed he had an incredible eye.
"I can't say I have anything in mind," he said, walking into the middle of the room.
The room was huge, but Steele was a big man. I am petite, but he would tower over someone that was a normal height. I walked around the room.
Finally, I said, "I can't help but think the obvious would be to take advantage of your view. The glass wall and balcony, what about your bed? That the first thing you'd see when you woke was this?" I said, waving my arm at the expanse of windows and nature.
"Hmm," he said, the wheels turning. "But that would mean no naked sleeping?" I saw the ghost of a grin.
I recovered quickly. "I don't know why not? Oh... Wait... maybe you're not an exhibitionist?"
"Oh, I could be. For the right person," he smirked, loving his double entendre.
"Ah well then maybe you should consider moving the bed front and center. We could put a screen behind the headboard so you could be naked in the room without anyone seeing you, then move front and center for the full performance." I could give as good as I got.
He walked to the center of the room and faced the window. "Come here." I stood next to him, my arm barely grazing his. "This would be where the headboard would be?"
"About here, sure."
"Stay here," he said, walking to the back of the room. Suddenly pot lights threw their light straight down. He came back to stand next to me.
"Maybe you could stage a full production here. What with the lighting and all?"
"A porn production?" He was taking it deeper, and I felt a twinge between my legs.
"Sure, why not," I shrugged. "That is if you're up for it." This is getting fun.
"Oh, for that same person I'd be up for it," Steele said. We had always bantered back and forth but this was a little more sexual than normal.
"Well then maybe we should place the bed right here?" I asked.
"Yes. The bed right here." He turned towards me. "And I want a lot of this." He patted my leather-covered ass.
"The leather?" I asked, setting him up.
"That too."
By now my pussy was flooding my panties. "I'm sure we could arrange that," I said, looking at him and watching his expression go from stunned to heavy-lidded passion.

*****

I did know what I was getting myself into. Was it smart? No. Could I stop myself? No. It occurred to me during all this that I've always been attracted to Steele. We had years of this dance, but none with the intensity as we just had. Nothing with the obvious culmination. What stopped us, besides the obvious we were married? Probably because of the obvious. We were married.
And I can tell you exactly day it started. Steele threw and graduation pool party for Myer. It was family, friends, and Myer's graduating friends. Although I wore my bikini under my clothes, I didn't want to take my clothes off in front of everyone. Our high school friends were there, and I was not one that liked the attention.
I knew there was a back entrance to the pool house and slipped around the side and in the door. I quickly closed the door behind me, plunging the room into near darkness.
"Bryn?" My eyes adjusted just as soon as I could see Steele was in the room as well.
"Yes."
I could hear his heavy breathing. I could also see he was naked and had his hard cock in his hand. I heard our breathing in the thick atmosphere. He made no move to cover up and I did not look away. A few moments went by. My heart was pounding in my ears.
To this day I don't know what brought on my bravery, but I began to unbutton my blouse while he watched. He hesitated, then began to stroke his hard cock again. I let it slip off my shoulders to reveal my bikini top. My thirty-eight D's overflowed the small white triangles.
I unbuttoned my pants and bent over to slide them down my legs, giving him a good view of my swaying tits. I heard his soft moan. I stood for a moment in my bikini.
He continued to masturbate while I reached behind me and pulled the tie to bare my breasts to him. The top dropped to the floor. I ran my hands over the full globes, cupping them and lifting them for his perusal. I pinched my nipples hard and long.
I untied each hip and let the bottoms drop. I cocked my knee and stood brazenly naked for him. I was eighteen and he was the father of the man I was going to marry, but I didn't care. I was discovering the power of being a woman.
"Oh Bryn," he said softly. "You're so fucking beautiful." He threw his head back and grunted out each arc of white cum.
He came over and picked up my bikini top and helped me tie it. He kissed me on the neck, and I pressed against his bare body. So big and huge to me at the time. My back was against his cock, now at rest.
"You need me, baby?" I breathed a yes.
He slipped his hand between my legs and stroked a finger through my sopping wet slit. He found my clit and with a couple of flicks had me shuddering through the best orgasm of my life. It lasted in waves and made my knees weak enough that he had to hold me up.
I turned to him, and he picked me up until we were face to face. My legs automatically wrapped around him.
"Thank you. That was the best ever," I said softly and kissed him. It quickly went deep and dirty until we heard voices outside, nearby.
He put me back on my feet, made sure I was presentable, and I slipped back out the door. I don't know what happened to the blouse and shorts I left in the pool house. I didn't care because the lifetime memory was worth it. That's when I began my lust for Steele.

*****

After I left his house, I drove around a bit to clear my head. What the hell was I thinking. I loved Myer. Our sex life was a little slower because of the new business, but we had ups and downs before, and I never wanted anyone else. But his father. I had to admit to myself. I wanted him since the day in the pool house. We've had several encounters through the years that we didn't take any further. Will this be one of them, I wondered.
Could I cheat on Myer with his own dad? Steele was my father-in-law for god's sake.

*****

I heard the water running in the shower and realized Myer was awake and out of bed. I'd waited up for him last night but must have fallen asleep before he came home.
I opened the glass door and stepped into the steamy shower. He was washing his hair and I slipped my arms around him from behind.
"Oh! I didn't hear you, babe," he muttered, tipping his head back and letting the suds run down his body.
He was not as big as his dad, tall, or had the build. We fit together much better, I thought, running my hands down his chest to his awakening cock. He moaned when I gripped it firmly and squeezed, as he liked.
"It's been a long time, and I need you," I whispered.
He said nothing, but quickly turned, and pushed me against the wall. The tile was cool and smooth on my bare skin. He gripped my ass and lifted me onto his cock as he drove in. He pounded into me with hard rasping breaths that reverberated off the glass walls in a fast rhythym. I had my arms around his neck, my tits bounced with each hard thrust. Suddenly he drove in deep, his cock pulsed hot cum into me while he loudly grunted each pump. Slowly he let me down and my feet hit the floor. He quickly rinsed and left.
I opened the drawer and found the white lace bra and thong, pulled on my jeans skirt and white tank, and red keds. Myer was finishing dressing. He was preoccupied and hadn't said a word since I stepped into the shower.
I went down the stairs, picked up my sample case, and went out to my car.

*****

Steele was out the door and helping me get the case out of the car as soon as I arrived. I closed the door behind me. He turned and gathered me close for a hug and a quick brush of his lips across mine. As we headed up to the bedroom, it occurred to me that Steele was also hungry for affection. I am sure he hasn't seen anyone in the last year, and it's time for him to get back to living.
"Oh! You moved the bed already," I said, standing in the middle of the room, taking it all in again. "I like it there. Do you?"
"I just moved it. I haven't tried it out yet," he laughed. "C'mon!" he said, jumping on the bed and wadding the pillow behind his head.
I kicked off my red keds and stretched out next to him. He plumped my pillow and put it under my head. We lay there and looked at the lake. It was a beautiful day, and the lake was shimmering aqua under a cloudless sky. The dazzling white sails smoothly glided by like clouds on a summer day.
"Can you get used to waking up to this in the morning?" I asked.
"I think I could, yes," he said thoughtfully.
I jumped up and got the swatches and paint samples out of the case and spread them on the bed. He asked for warmer, darker, fall tones and I'd chosen rusts, plums, and golds.
"I think I like this," he said pointing to the plum. It was dark, nearly black. Eggplant. It was my favorite as well.
"I actually have some bedding in the car to match this. Just in case that's what you chose," I grinned. I knelt on the bed, my skirt had ridden up. "I also have some paint samples to try on the wall if you want to do that."
"I want to do it all," he grinned. Me too, I thought. Especially after not making it this morning even though my husband did.
I pulled off all the old bedclothes and piled them in the corner. When he came back, we began to put the bed back together again.
I saw him watching me and smiling. I was leaning across the bed smoothing the duvet and realized he had a nice view of my tits. I wore a white tank top that gaped, showing my white lace bra and a lot of cleavage.
"What can I say," he shrugged. "I'm a dirty old man."
"Nothing wrong with that," I quipped right back.
"Ah, maybe a dirty young girl in my presence," he raised his eyebrows.
"Not sure about the young part," I laughed.
"But that's not the most important one of those three words."
"Hmm, I guess I would lean more towards the dirty part than the girl, yeah," I smirked. "I'll always be dirty, but not always young." I went to the foot of the bed to see how it all looked.
"I always knew you were my kinda girl, no matter," he said, moving behind me. I looked over my shoulder and said, "Do you like it?"
He looked down at me and said, "Oh I like it, baby girl, I like it."
"I mean the bed," I said laughing.
"Oh. Yeah. Right. I do. I really do like it," he said sincerely. He placed his hands on my waist and leaned over to whisper in my ear. "You know I've always thought of you as my baby girl since the pool house."
I shivered thinking about it. It was the first time either of us had ever mentioned it.
"I like it," I said, swaying back.
He wrapped his arms around my middle, right below my tits. I leaned my head back on his chest enjoying his big body wrapped around mine. We stood like that for a while, each taking what we needed at that moment.
"Hey, I brought some paint that's also the color you chose. Do you want me to put some samples on the wall?"
He sighed, "I guess we better get back to work. Even though I'm enjoying this."
I had my arms over his and hugged. "I am too, Steele. I am too."
He brought a stepladder in with the promise I'd let him know when I needed to get higher than the first step. I smiled and agreed. I was painting higher on the wall when he came back in.
He groaned and stood near the ladder holding his arms out. "Come to papa before you hurt yourself."
I laid the paintbrush down and put my hands on his shoulders, leaning toward him. He smoothly swept me off the ladder, my tits level with his face. He nuzzled his face in my cleavage and kissed the rise of each one. He tried to nose my top lower, but I pulled it over my head revealing the sheer white lace bra. My nipples were dark shadows through the lace, and he teased them with his teeth.
"Mmm, Steele," I mewed when he sucked my nipple hard right through the delicate lace.
He slowly lowered me down his body until we were face to face. "Still so beautiful baby girl. I never thought my son deserved you. I shouldn't say that, but no one ever accused me of being a nice guy."
We kissed, tongues dueling and teasing. His hands were on my ass pulling me into his hardness. I wrapped my arms around his neck and took the kiss deeper and more passionate. He kneaded my ass which drove me crazy, and I moaned in his mouth.
He continued to lower me to my feet, not breaking our kiss. I slid my hands under his shirt so I could feel the heat of his skin. He moaned when I stroked his back. We were both needy.
He was the first to break away. We looked at each other. Words unsaid. Knowing we should stop, continue, talk, or walk away. Neither of us spoke. I wondered if there would come a time we wouldn't, or couldn't, stop.
I picked my tank up off the floor and slipped it back on. His hard-on still bulged, not ready to be said no to.
He picked up the brush and started where I left off.

*****

"Bryn, did you pack that grey tie I like?"
Myer was scheduled for a week of meetings with a similar company that is talking about a merger. It could mean a move to another state if all goes as Myer wants.
"Yes, I got it and the other one too. Everything is packed, don't worry." I sat on the edge of the bed. "I'm going to miss you."
"I know babe, I'm going to miss you as well, but as young as our company is, this merger could be huge. Of course, it would mean a move, but a bigger city means more decorating jobs, right?"
I nodded. "Sure."
I dropped him at the airport and swung by the new house. At this late date, changes were happening fast. I hadn't alerted Steele I'd be there and wasn't sure if he would be there or not, but he opened the thick mahogany front door and grinned.



"Wow, it looks better than I even thought it would!" I ran my fingers over the warm wood. It was newly hung and had no hardware on it yet.
"You have excellent taste! But I can't watch you fondle that wood anymore. C'mon in and see what else has been added," he said, taking me by the hand. I chuckled.
We walked through the rooms while he pointed out what was done and filled me in on what needed to be done. It was coming along so well, that I could finally start planning on some paint and flooring.
"It's gorgeous, Steele," I said, hugging him. He held me close for a moment, then let go.
"I'm glad you're happy with it baby girl. No one in the world I want to please more than you." We walked upstairs. "By the way, how's that son of mine doing? I haven't seen him around the job site unless he's stopping by after hours."
"I doubt it," I said, walking through the guest rooms and adjoining bathrooms. "I just dropped him at the airport to meet with a company that is looking to merge. It may also mean a move out of state." I tried to keep the emotion out of my voice, but I was so comfortable with Steele, I couldn't, and my voice trembled.
"Really?" He scrubbed his jaw. "That's kind of a shocker. What about this place?"
I shrugged. "He never talks about it. Never asks. Sometimes I wonder if he remembers we're building a house."
Steele walked over to the window and gazed out.
"I can't imagine you two not being here," he said quietly. "I mean I have the other boys, but Myer... Well, he has just always been there for me."
Myer had three brothers, and each were married. Only two brothers had children. Myer and one other brother weren't having children.
I walked up behind him and wrapped my arms around his waist. "I know. I can't imagine not being here." I rested my cheek on his back. No matter our current relationship, Steele has always been like a father to me. Family. All of my family live across the country and just can't be there for me like he has been.
"Hey little one, are you heading to work, or can you come back to the house with me?"
I did plan on going to work after I finished here, but I think this was more important. "I can. I just have to let them know."
I carefully picked my way out of the house because I'd worn a royal blue suit. The narrow pencil skirt with a short slit in the back and spike heels weren't for a construction site. I'd left the jacket in my car, but the long sleeve blouse wasn't appropriate for this either.
Steele stayed back a moment to give instructions to several of the workers. They smiled and clapped him on the back, and the others hollered and waved as he left. He was obviously well-liked by his employees.
I followed his big diesel pickup truck back to the house. He pulled into the garage and motioned for me to park there as well.
It was such a remote piece of land, I wasn't sure who would touch my car other than a bear, I thought, laughing to myself as the garage door slowly closed behind us.
"You were dressed to go to your office. I hope I didn't screw things up for you?" he said, grabbing a couple of long necks from the refrigerator and popping them open.
He stood and watched while I took a long draw. "No, I have staff that's well trained," I laughed. "I can do what I want. It's just that with Myer being gone, there was nothing to do. Normally I'd stop at the store for dinner and head home to start cooking." I laughed. "Although it was all usually cold by the time he got home."
"If you're going to hang out with me today, I don't think that's real comfortable. If you want, you can look through my t-shirts and wear one? It'll be like a long dress on you."
I laughed. "Yeah, I'd like that," I took another long pull of beer. "Lead the way."
He opened a dresser drawer full of neatly folded white t-shirts. "Hope you can find something that works. I got rid of all her clothes about six months ago, so there's nothing in ladies' wear."
He opened the slider and sat out on the balcony. I ordered big wooden furniture for him because he'd never sat to enjoy the view of the lake and I hoped to encourage him to relax.
All his shirts did fit me like dresses. They came to mid-thigh and fell off my shoulder. Of course, the day I wore red lace lingerie to perk my spirits up would be today. Red was like a beacon through the white knit. I shrugged and pulled the slider open.
He was stretched out in the Adirondack style lounger. "You like your furniture out here?"
"I do. I sit out here at night and listen to the owls and night sounds. Glad you suggested it baby girl." He held out his arms. "Come sit with me." I sat on his lap, feeling like a little girl. I was so petite, and he was so big. "You do look more comfortable, and I get to see that red underwear, mmm, mmm, mm."
I had my head on his shoulder and looked up. "Thought you might enjoy it." I smiled.
The neckline fell off my shoulder down to my elbow, revealing the top half of my breast. He tucked a finger under the red satin strap and slid it down to the cup. The lace was French and gossamer delicate. He trailed his finger along the top edge to the center.
"You don't know how I've lusted and loved after you all these years, baby girl." He smoothed his hands down the length of my thigh. "I know it was wrong, but I couldn't stop. What made it worse is that you are like a daughter to me." He kissed me on the forehead. "I don't remember you not being in the family. Between the length of time, you dated Myer, then have been married. A father isn't supposed to lust after his daughter," he stated.
"You've been like a dad to me. I could always talk to you when I couldn't my own family. They moved away so quickly after graduation that I felt lost. I was thankful you took me in until we got married."
He groaned. "Your wedding was excruciating for me. Even the memories now." He hugged me closer. His hard cock pressed against my hip. "I tried to remember that you were too young for me. I was married and in no position to keep you with me. It pained me to think that you belonged to Myer, and it pained me more that I would have taken you away from him if I had the chance."
I unbuttoned his shirt and spread it open. I ran my fingers through the thick mat of silver and grey curls. Each nipple hardened to my touch, and he sucked in a breath.
"When you came into the room before the wedding and demanded everyone leave. I looked at you in that tux and wanted it to be you waiting at the altar." I looked up at him and we kissed. "You never knew how much I wanted you right then," I whispered, my lips brushing his with my words. "If I couldn't have you for life, I needed to have a part of you. God how I wanted to feel your cock in me that day."
"You bunched the big dress up. I wanted to take you right then. The white ribbon garters from that white satin corset," he groaned. "Your soft creamy thighs and the white lace hose." He stroked my inner thigh.
"I thought I'd die if you didn't fuck me. It seemed so long since I waited for you."
"When you hugged me, your tits pushed up and out over the top of the lace. I was shaking when I finally kissed your sweet breasts."
"I so badly wanted you to suck my nipples. They ached so much for you. I needed you on top of me, to feel your weight, to feel your hardness inside me."
"Your panties were soaked, baby girl. From me. I had to slip my finger in. Your moans drove me into a frenzy. How much I wanted to slide my cock inside you. Take you. Own you."
I nuzzled his neck. My nipples were hard and aching and poking through the wisp of red lace.
"When you whimpered and came on my finger, your cunt contracting so tight, I nearly came with you. I was ready to lay you down and feel your legs wrap around me. I wanted to fuck you in your wedding dress. Your tits free of the wedding lace. Underneath me. But as soon as you came, they knocked on the door that it was time and asked if you were ready. But had I fucked you, I would have taken you away... because you would have been mine."
"I wanted you to fuck me right then. Ever since the pool house I wanted you inside me. I wanted to feel your cock in me. And those other times, we came so so close."
"Yes, you took me out in the middle of the lake in your boat. I wore the smallest bikini I had to try to seduce you, you know."
"You can seduce me if you're wearing a sack, baby girl."
We kissed, tongues searching, I ran my hand over the stubble on his cheek, then through his hair to hold his head close. He sought out my breast and kneaded. I began to remember our other flirtations.
"I remember taking my top off in the boat. You telling me how much you loved my tits. I wanted you so much then, but the family was back at the house. You stopped for a bit and took me below and we kissed like this. I wanted you to fuck me then, but you knew it wasn't the right time."
"The right time... I always thought we would know when it would be the right time."
"Yes," I said simply.
He looked down while he fondled my tit and pinched my nipple long and hard. I whimpered and arched. I needed his mouth on me.
"Please," I moaned.
He leaned over and bit my nipple through the lace. I shouted in pleasure. He sucked and tugged with his teeth. I was draped across his arm, arching my back, thrusting my breasts.
"Oh, baby girl, what am I going to do without you," he murmured, nuzzling my breasts and kissing up to my neck.
I couldn't think about not being around Steele. My parents moved and I lost them. If I move, I'll lose Steele. I hugged him close. I could only hope that the merger would fall through.
"I don't want to leave. I don't want to leave you and I don't want to leave my business. Myer said I can start over in the city, but I didn't want to do all that again. I have an established business and I don't want to start all over again."
We kissed, but it was with more desperation. We ate at each other's mouths.
"Baby girl, we just need to wait for word from Myer about this. We may be worried for nothing," he consoled, as much for himself as me.
"Yes, you're right. I should go home. I have to set up for several clients tomorrow."
He nodded without enthusiasm. "I was going to have a birthday party for myself next weekend. Will Myer be home by then?"
"He never really told me how long he'd be gone. I assumed it hinged on how the meetings went. But I think you should have a party no matter," I said, smiling and kissing him.
"Will you be my hostess? This would be the first party since I've been on my own."
"I would love to. As long as it didn't upset my sisters-in-law."
"They don't pay a bit of attention to me. I'm just their old codger father-in-law," he laughed.
"Good, then they don't know my secret and I don't intend on sharing you."
We stood up and he hugged me close. "You won't ever need to share me, Bryn."

*****

As the week progressed, it appeared that the merger would go through, and we were in for a move. While I attended Steele's birthday party, Myer would be celebrating with his new coworkers. I wasn't in the mood for a party, but no way could I let Steele down. I also was not going to tell him about the news before his party and ruin both of our moods.
I arrived at the house early to oversee the caterer and other details. People were already bustling around, and I ran up the stairs with my travel case and clothes bag so I could change here before the party. I hung the clothes bag in Steele's walk-in closet.
"Hmm, who is here in my closet," Steele said in a low voice, closing the door behind him, plunging us into darkness.
I tried to quiet my breathing and I didn't say a word. I was going to let him find me. I heard a rustling closer and stepped the opposite way. I turned and tried to quietly walk to the back of the closet but suddenly his arms wrapped around me, and his hands covered my tits.
"Ah-ha!" he growled. "Mmm, do I have good aim in the dark or what?" he said and began to fondle my tits. I couldn't help the moan that escaped my lips. I felt his breath on my neck. "Is this the birthday fairy?"
He slid his hands under my t-shirt and cupped my satin-covered tits. My breath hissed between my teeth when he pinched my nipples through the satin bra. I arched into his hands and his breath was steamy in my ear. He began to kiss my neck and I turned. Our lips met in a hot and dirty kiss, prompting him to squeeze and knead my tits harder. I moaned in his mouth for more.
"Oh, baby girl... Fuck... I want to take you right here and now..." he growled low, his voice broken.
I didn't tell him, but I knew that time was very near.

~to be continued~
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Practically My Dad Ch. 02

Everything was under control, and I took the opportunity to run up and get a shower and be ready before the guests began to arrive. I didn't want my brother and sisters-in-law to become suspicious.
The black leather slim pants I wore were like a second skin. I had a sleeveless handwoven top in geometric shades of grey. I slipped ankle boots on and gave myself one last look in the mirror.
"You don't want to go to my party, do you?" Steele walked up behind me, and we looked at each other in the mirror. "These leather pants... They're for me aren't they..." I nodded and gave him a lusty half-lidded gaze. "And no panties..." I shook my head. "So that wet pussy will soak that leather making me want to eat right through." I trembled. "I love chewing on pussy-soaked leather." My nipples hardened and began to ache.
"They're drenched already, and the evening hasn't even begun," I whispered.
"If I look at you any longer, it won't even begin." He stepped back and I ran down the stairs to guests already arriving.
Talking to Myer's brothers and their wives I realized again how dull as dishwater they were. I suspected they'd all prefer their normal time at home in front of the nightly news followed by PBS. My sisters-in-law all wore party frocks more for a garden party than a cocktail party, guaranteeing them to be a standout at this party. Friends of ours came through the door allowing me to break away from the family.
I noticed my sister in laws conferring while they looked at my choice of clothing. I was happy I'd worn the pants and made sure I turned so they had a good view of the camel toe that had formed. My D cups were expansive compared to their A and B cups, and although men like all sizes, for most women, we think the bigger the better. Have to justify cupcakes somehow.
I moved through the crowd making sure everyone had drinks when suddenly there was a smattering of applause. I looked to see Steele moving down the steps, looking gorgeous in a black shirt with thin grey pinstripes and black slacks. He was rarely out of well washed blue jeans, so this was a treat for me.
The boys were first to greet him along with their spouses. I noticed he spent just enough time with them to be pleasant but moved on as soon as he could. The caterer needed my attention, and I was just coming out of the pantry when Steele appeared.
"I wondered what happened to you! I'd see you, then poof you'd disappear."
"Just making sure everything was running smoothly birthday boy," I smiled. "You're looking pretty fucking handsome, daddy."
We were careful not to stand too close or seem to speak too intimately. I'm sure no one had a hint, but my sister in laws likely wouldn't miss anything.
"Mmm, and you know how I think you look tonight. And don't think I missed those pants fitting your pussy lips like a glove." In a louder voice, added, "The music will be starting soon. I hope you'll save a dance for me?"
"But of course," I dipped my head.
He started to walk away, but looked over his shoulder and said, "Oh wait... Did you tell you how gorgeously sexy you look tonight?"
"I think you might have mentioned it, but thank you," I smiled and looked meaningfully over his shoulder as his son approached. "I'll follow up on that, Steele," I said loudly enough to be heard and walked away.
The brothers must have all come together because they collectively bid their goodbyes to Steele and left. I was relieved that I could relax.
"Where's that dance you promised me?" I whispered in his ear when I saw him alone.
He took my hand and led me out to the deck where the band was set up and dancing has just started.
"I can finally hold you in my arms in front of others," he spoke low. I stepped close and wrapped my arms around his shoulders.
"Yes. I wouldn't do this in front of your daughters-in-law," I smiled.
"They were keeping an eye on you, weren't they?" He chuckled. "They were jealous of how drop-dead sexy you are. I know all the men noticed it tonight. I thought I was going to have to fight them off!"
"I think you might be just a bit prejudiced," I laughed softly.
We danced in a shaded corner of the dance floor and as he held me closer, his hard bulge pressed into me. "Let's walk for a moment," he said, leading me down the steps towards the lake.
There were various seating areas along the path as well as on the dock. Guests were spread out and enjoying the beautiful night. Suddenly he picked me up and made his way through some tall and thick plantings.
"Oh, is this your secret hideaway?" I asked when we came out on a small flagstone area. The tall grasses and wide-leafed plants created a private oasis. A double-wide lounger and a table created an intimate atmosphere. Landscaping lights set a shadowy atmosphere that was so intimate it was erotic.
"Well look what I found!" he said, and I laughed. "I just needed time alone with you, baby girl. All night I wished you could have been my partner, my hostess, and we didn't have to hide our feelings."
I only recently realized I loved Steele. I suspected he was aware of his feelings before this.
He sat down on the lounger and stretched his legs out, opening his arms for me to join him. I did and we kissed like high school sweethearts. More tender and loving than the fiery passion that overtook us.
"Hey, did I tell you I have your birthday present?"
He chuckled. "My birthday present is you here with me, Bryn." I rubbed my hand up and down his chest, then across his stomach, my fingers slipping into the waistband of his jeans." Grrrr," he growled a low warning.
I rubbed the hard rod that created a throbbing bulge in his black slacks. "Ooh, being cooped up must be uncomfortable?" I said it in my best sweet and innocent voice.
He did a slow blink and a hard swallow. "And getting worse."
"Awh, I'm sorry. Am I doing that?" I continued to rub the hard rod through his pants. I scratched my nails over the big bulge of his fat balls.
"You know you are," he gritted. Hearing the low murmurs, the glasses clinking, and the music in the distance made it even more exciting. We were hidden enough to not be seen but close enough to get caught.
I slowly eased his zipper down and unbuttoned his pants. I pushed to my knees next to him and tugged his pants down. His cock swung up, then fell heavily on his stomach. I held the base and bent over and licked the tip.
"I'm going to blow your birthday candle out, daddy."
I twirled my tongue on the shiny slick head and licked the precum. I ran my tongue around the wide mushroom head, then toyed with the hole and underside.
"Oh my god, baby girl," he groaned. "Feels so fucking good." He ran his hand up the inside of my thigh to my leather-covered pussy. "You got that leather soaked you naughty girl."
I sucked hard on the head, and he jerked and grunted hard. I slid my lips down the length of his cock and sucked hard on the way up, humming and vibrating.
"Oh fuck. You're going to suck the seed right out of my balls baby." He squirmed. "Suck it. Oh yeah... That's the way... Your hot wet mouth... I want to fuck that mouth."
His words excited me, and I pulled the skin back at the base and lightly grazed the shaft with my teeth. The wet leather had shaped to my pussy lips, the seam was deep in the slit. He plucked at the swollen lips, and I groaned on his cock.
"Oh yeahhhhh," he groaned. "You keep that up and I'm not going to last long," he warned. I didn't care because he would have plenty of time to recover for me.
I cupped his sac in my hand and rolled his balls with my fingers, tugging and fondling. He grunted and his hips began to thrust. I locked my lips around his cock and let him fuck my mouth. Faster, deeper harder breaths told me he was rocketing toward the top. Suddenly his cock pulsed hard and began to pump his hot juice in my mouth.
I kissed him so he could taste himself on me. "You better put yourself back together and get back to your party. You have candles to blow out now," I grinned.
"But I wanted you to--"
"Not now. We have plenty of time because now is the time." I stood up and held out my hand.
"Oh baby, yeah it is. The time is right."
He spent the rest of the party catching my eye in private communication. The anticipation was building. I lit the candles on his cake.
"Now all you have to do is blow," I said quietly while he looked down at the cake. He did and everyone clapped.
As people finished their cake, they began to say their goodbyes. Some remained on the deck, dancing and drinking. I could hear talking further down the path to the lake that we'd just been on.
I was able to escape and go to the bathroom. Just as I was pulling the door shut behind me, Steele grabbed the door and closed and locked it behind us.
"Hey there birthday boy, are you having a good time?"
I stood in front of the toilet and shimmied the leather pants down.
"Are you going to pee in front of me?" he asked, incredulous.
"Well, what did you think I was coming in here for?" I laughed.'
"Damn. I don't think that watching you pee should be as hot as it is," he said, staring because I'd opened my legs so he could watch the stream.
"I think you've just never seen a girl pee before?"
He blinked and took a moment before he said, "No, I never have now that you mention it. My wife was very private about herself. She undressed in the closet and closed the door when she showered."
"Then you're in for a treat with me, daddy." I patted myself dry and worked the tight leather back up.
"You drive me crazy when you say that."
"What? Daddy? You are my daddy you know," I said, clutching him by the front of his shirt and kissing him deeply. "Now you better get back to the party before they notice we're both gone."
My cell phone vibrated in my pocket, and I saw the number was connected to the hotel that Myer was at. I hit the connect thinking an emergency, but it was to tell me that Myer had left what appeared to be a folder of documents in his room when he checked out that morning, and that they had been unable to contact him and used the emergency contact number he had given them. Mine. Myer had made no mention to me that he was checking out. I told them I would contact him and let him know.
I looked and most everyone had filtered out; the band and caterer had packed up and Steele sat on the deck with some of his business friends. One of them was the developer with whom he was forming a partnership. I knew he wouldn't need me, so I escaped upstairs.
It wasn't much longer, and the bedroom door opened. His big body blocked the light behind him.
"Oh, baby girl, I think it was worth the wait..."
The lights were on and shone brightly down on the bed. Visible to anyone that would be looking.
I had one knee on the bed, my hands on my hips. He swallowed as he took in the black leather bustier, black leather thong, and knee-high spike-heeled boots.
"Take your clothes off," I ordered.
He lowered himself to the chair and pulled his boots off. He saw the leather pants I wore draped across the arm and picked them up. He looked at me as he held the wet leather up to his nose.
"I can smell your cunt. All night when I watched you, I wanted to eat you out right through the leather." He stood and pushed his pants down, kicking them away.
I felt a rush of heat to my cunt as I adored his body. From construction, he was broad-shouldered and thick-armed. Narrow waisted and thick muscled thighs. His thick cock hung heavily in front of a low-hanging sack of two huge balls.
"Come here."
He walked across the room to stand in front of me, his eyes locked on my tits. The bustier had my D's swelled high and plump. My nipples barely peeked at the upper edge.
I sat and weighed the two fat balls in my hand. The sac stretched low with their weight, maybe another influence. He was clean-shaven, and the hard cock sprouting out seemed even bigger without a thick nest of curls. His balls were deliciously free of hair but wrinkled.
"That was done in another life." I looked up. "After you married Myer, I had a rough time of it. I was introduced to sex toys by a client who had me add a playroom in her house plans."
"Her?"
He nodded. "Yes, Gina. The house I built for her was full of top-of-the-line everything. All paid for by the clients in her playroom."
"She was a dominatrix."
"Yes, she had ideas that I might become her client, but I'm too strong-willed to be subservient." I nodded, not being able to imagine Steele ever being obedient.
I danced his balls on my fingertips. He took a deep breath and went on. "We fucked, which was something she never did, but she claimed because I was her equal." He shrugged. "I can be dominant if I feel like it." I pushed my fingers into his body at the base of his balls and he shuddered. "Oh yeah baby girl."
"Go on," I encouraged.
"One day she showed me a chain. It was of the softest metal, but strong. There was a series of weights that hung from it. She hooked the chain around the base of my balls and adjusted the weights. The pull was intense."
I sucked a ball into my hot wet mouth. "Mmm, Bryn you got my number baby," he moaned. "Gina arranged a platform that was a height that I could fuck her while I stood up. Because of my height, it was a novelty for me. It never occurred to me what would happen."
I let a ball out of my mouth with a wet plop and sucked the other one in and began using my tongue.
He sucked in a breath. "Only when I started to fuck her did, I realize how much my balls would swing in that position, creating an intense pleasure along with intense pain. It was rhythmic, Came and went. Her cunt convulsed around my cock to the same tempo. I shot my load into her, and my cock pumped the same tempo."
"So, she told you to leave them on for the pleasure and stretch?"
He nodded. "Ever since then my balls have been much more sensitive to touch. Like now. Your mouth is driving me wild. If you'd continue that, I could cum. That's how much it increased my sensitivity."
"I always wondered what was in the big fat package," I admitted.
"You are a dirty girl, aren't you?"
"So, tell me more about Gina... I assume your wife never knew about her?" He shook his head. "You were a very naughty boy. How long did it last?"
"Only about six months. On and off during our affair, she'd try to turn me into her sub, but it's just not me and she finally lost interest. The feeling was mutual. I wasn't going to change."
"What kind of sex toys did you use?" I asked, so curious about this.
"I liked the shackles. She would shackle my wrists and ankles and have her way with me. I turned her on like none of her clients could and she always ended up fucking me."
"I noticed your nipples are very sensitive for a man, did Gina have something to do with that." He laughed.
"You don't miss a thing do you my sexy little thing. Yeah, as a matter of fact, she introduced me to nipple clamps. Her nipples were exceptionally long, and she could orgasm just from nipple play. She told me the clamps would increase sensitivity. They did!"
"Just you--" His cell phone ring interrupted me. It was Myer. "He's calling to wish you a happy birthday. Better answer."
He picked up the phone and stretched out on the bed before making the connection.
"Myer!"
"Well thank you, son, it was a grand birthday yes..."
"Right, I couldn't have done it all without Bryn being my hostess. In fact, she was so tired I put her up in the guest room. I bet she's sound asleep by now," he laughed.
I spread his legs and knelt between his thighs, then supporting myself on each side of him kissed his chest to his stomach. Steele continued to talk to his son while I used his body as my playground. I nuzzled his cock and licked from the base to the tip. Lapping the precum leaking out the tiny hole.
I moved up his body and let my hard nipples graze over his chest and tease his mouth. While he listened to Myer, he opened his mouth for a taste. I teased his lips, then moved away.
"My breathing?" he said quizzically. "Oh, no I'm fine. I'm walking around the room. You know your old man. Gets winded," Steele laughed.
I lowered myself to his body smashing my tits on his chest. Suddenly he rolled me under him, holding me down with his leg and shoulder.
"No, Bryn didn't tell me that," he frowned. I let my head fall back on the pillow knowing Myer was telling him the merger was a success and we were moving. "I see. Well, I don't want to see you leave, but it seems like a big opportunity for you."
Steele cut the phone call shortly after that.
He pushed up on his elbows and looked down at me. "When were you going to tell me, you were leaving?"
"I haven't had time to think about it. He told me just as I was walking out the door to come here today. It still hasn't sunk in," I admitted. I also just didn't want to think about it. I just can't imagine leaving Steele. Not now. Not after waiting all this time. And certainly not after the phone call I received earlier.
He studied my face for a moment as if he could get answers, but I had none to share with him now.
He rolled to his back with his forearm across his face.
After a while, he said, "Bryn, I'm not the gentleman my son is. Nowhere even near. I busted my ass in construction dealing with hard-core fuckers. I had to even the playing field and I became one of them. I'm older than my years."
I sat cross-legged next to him to listen. I knew that I was the first one to hear this. Myer's mom was busy raising a brood of rambunctious boys and Steele took a back seat, as it is in most marriages with children. Men either stray or become bored and virtually have no sex life with their wife.
"I'm a rogue. I had to go after what I wanted. Once I had it, it was mine. I owned it. I'm still that way. I won't ever change, Bryn."
"What are you saying?"
"You know I could have taken you at any time through the years," he stated, and I nodded. Yes, he could have. Even several times I nearly threw myself at him, he still didn't.
"That bruise I gave you on your breast?" I looked at him and waited. It was dark blue and purple on the white skin of my tit. "That was a mark. I was marking you, Bryn. Then I realized I had no business marking you because you weren't mine. That's why I never fucked you before because I knew you'd never be mine."
"You see once we fuck. Once I'm deep inside you, spilling my seed in you, you'll be mine. I'll own you. That's what stopped me all those years. You deserve a gentleman, not a bastard like me."
He swung his legs off the side of the bed. His shoulders were usually straight and square, but they sagged with the weight of his confession and the pain he felt.
I moved behind him on the bed and wrapped my arms around him. "I know how hard that was for you." My lips brushed his back. "I knew you were nothing like Myer. I think that's what attracted me to you from that first time in the pool house."
"Myer would have been embarrassed to be caught if he'd have even done that. It was you that made me brazen enough to strip for you. I wouldn't have done it for anyone else. I was shy back then and self-conscious about my body. But you made me feel beautiful. No one had ever done that for me. No one."
I went on. "You are the man I thought you were all these years. Strong and brash and smart and bigger than life. And that's what I liked about you... Love about you."



He turned his head. "I love you, Steele. I shouldn't, but I do. And if that means that I'm a harlot or a mistress or whatever. So be it."
He turned and pulled me to him. We kissed. An emotional kiss that said more than words could ever. I pulled back and said, "I want to be yours. I want you to own me. Because you're the only one I'll ever need." I would have never guessed those words would ever come out of my mouth. I've always been independent. In my life and business. I started the business on my own without help. I've grown and come to just realize that I need someone strong in my life. To spend my life with.
"Oh, baby girl. I wish we'd have found each other in another lifetime. But we can make the most of what we have," he said, his voice full of emotion.
I knew at that moment, that I no longer needed Myer, nor did he need me. I'm not sure if I ever did. Maybe it was Steele all along. Could I have used Myer all these years just to stay close to his father? The thought brought me sadness. I would never intentionally hurt anyone. Never. But I have changed so much, and I had to be true to myself.
I went to my knees and began to unhook the leather corset. He held my tits in his hands and pushed them together, nuzzling and catching my nipples with his teeth. Then he put another stinging kiss on the rise of my other breast, and I watched it begin to discolor.
Steele's mark. A father-in-law's mark on his daughter-in-law.
I straddled his lap. "I want to fuck you. I want to own you." I raised and slid down the fat shaft, moaning as my cunt stretched to take it.
He stood up with me impaled on him. He handled me like a doll as if I was no weight at all. I used my inner muscles to massage and milk the throbbing meat inside me. He sat on the chair so my toes just touched the floor, but I could push up. I rode his cock like he was the finest stallion underneath me.
He began to buck, and our bodies slammed together. My clit took the pounding and sent sparks through my body like fourth of July fireworks. He grunted deep and loud. His fingers dug into my hips, and I knew I'd be bruised but I didn't care.
A long moaning mew came out of my lips in waves, and I peeked and rode the wave and peaked again. My cunt gripped his dick so hard it was almost painful.
"HUNH OH YEAH HUNH," he shouted and grunted, driving up, locking me down on him. His cock swelled, throbbed hard, and emptied those fat balls of cum into me. So much of load it began leaking out along with my own juices over his balls.
I collapsed on his chest, his cock still inside me. I was locked down and wasn't going to let go until I had to.
"Damn baby girl... What a fucking ride you gave me... "he rasped out trying to catch his breath.
My head was on his chest, and I said, "I think it was the ride you gave me bucking bronco." He chuckled and I bounced on his chest. "I love you, daddy."
"Damn, you have no clue how much I love you. How long I've loved you. Since you were eighteen baby girl."
We turned the lights out over the bed and watched the boat lights streak across the water. The moon was full, and I stepped out onto the balcony.
"You're an exhibitionist too hmm," Steele said, wrapping his arms around me.
"I think it's exciting someone could see us. You've brought out the bad in me," I said, leaning my head back against his chest.
"Myer said he'd be gone another four days. Asked if I'd have you stay with me since he was gone so much longer than he thought."
I remained silent for a while I contemplated that for several reasons. I wasn't prepared to deal with Myer or even think about what I was going to do, and how. It was going to be complicated, no matter.
"This is going to shake up a lot of people, Steele. Are you sure you're ready for it? Your sons and their wives, your grandchildren, other relatives, employees, business partners..."
"As far as my work, no one will fuck with me. They'll take it for what is. The family will be an issue and something you and I will have to talk about. How we'll deal with it. Bottom line is we will deal with it."
He palmed my nipples. "Are you getting cold?"
"Not in your arms," I laughed. "I'm more likely to get overheated."
"Yeah, you're right. We're going to have to be careful about ourselves. At least until after your divorce. No sense in throwing fuel into what will be a blazing inferno because I'm sure Myer will not be happy."
"No, but to be honest, I wouldn't have gone with him anyhow." And given the fact that he is with someone as we speak. Apparently he has moved on. "I don't want to give up my business. When we would get moved there, he'd be spending all his time at the office as he does now." I shrugged. "The real inferno is when the family finds out about us."
"It will be, but we will be together by then."

*****

We both took the following four days off work. A run to the grocery first thing in the morning and it was only the two of us. I was putting groceries away and preparing sandwiches for lunch.
"You know there's no reason to wear clothes now hmm?" Steele asked.
"I can't think of any reason that we should," I said, looking over my shoulder. I laughed. "You didn't waste any time, did you?" He walked across the kitchen; his cock lumbering from side to side. "Mmm, that's the kind of view I like." He has such a beautiful body and to be able to enjoy it like this was perfect.
He pulled my shorts down and I stepped out of them. The t-shirt was whipped over my head and my bra was unhooked and gone.
"There, now it's perfect." He cupped my tits in his hands and pinched my nipples. That sent a shot of wetness to my pussy.
"If you plan to fuck me all afternoon... Or maybe I suck your dick... Or maybe both," I shrugged. "You better let me eat."
"I'm planning on eating all afternoon, baby girl."
"You are, are you?" I smirked.
I placed the plates on the table and went to the refrigerator for a beer.
"Damn you are the sexiest woman I've ever seen. And I thought you were pretty fucking hot back in the pool house, but you were just a girl then."
I leaned over and planted a kiss on his lips. "I was just getting warmed up, hotstuff."
"Phew, you had me overheated," he said, popping the top off the longnecks. "God, I love to watch you with this bottle. When you came over to look at the bedroom, I watched you tip your head back and drop that bottle in your mouth and I almost came in my pants."
I threw him my lustiest look, smiled, and winked. "I know how to suck a bottle and a cock."
"Grrrrr, I know you know how to suck my dick. You make my head explode... The one on my shoulders too."
I laughed. We cleaned up the dishes and went out to the deck. It was off the main floor and more visible from the lake because a boater that was near the shoreline, could look right up the path. I decided I didn't care and stretched out on the lounger. Steele joined me.
"You know we can easily be seen. The cops might be coming up the driveway soon," he laughed.
"Exciting, isn't it?!"
"Yeah, it is, little girl. Yeah, it is." He kissed me. "But anything with you is exciting." He leaned back and let the clouds roll by. "I'm ashamed that my son couldn't keep you happy."
I shrugged. "We're just on different wavelengths. Especially recently."
I could already tell Steele was much more adventurous. His tryst with Gina showed that. And even now. Myer wouldn't be caught dead naked, in or outdoors. Steele was comfortable in his own skin. Some of that does come with age.
I was sorry we had even brought him up because my cell phone rang, and it was Myer. I connected and he immediately launched into a description of how the merger meeting went, who was important and why, how much money it would garner us, and how a move to the city would benefit my business. He had even driven through some neighborhoods he thought I might like.
I didn't give him any answers that he could feed off of but just listened. Steele slipped his hand between my legs, covered my cunt, and began stroking my slit with his middle finger. My thighs automatically fell wider giving him access.
My breath hitched but I had the phone away from my mouth. I closed my eyes and let the feeling take me away while Myer talked in the background, unaware that I not only wasn't replying, but I was getting finger fucked by his father. I hoped Myer was currently getting sucked by his new woman.
I hit mute when I came. It was quick and hard.
"Yeah, sorry, I am sort of busy getting some stuff together for new clients," I liked to Myer. "Okay sure I'll be fine. I'm staying with your dad. We're good company for each other is right!" I grinned at Steele and disconnected.
"You are a bad bad boy," I said to him, pushing him on his back and sliding my leg between his. My wet cunt rubbed his thigh, my hip pressed against his hard cock.
"I'm going to have to be a bad boy more often if this is what happens," he said, pulling me on top of him.
"Do you want me to ride you? Out here? Where anyone could watch us?" I raised and lowered myself on his thick cock. "Mmm, your cock fills me like no other." I rocked and squeezed my tits together, pinching my nipples hard and long.
"Oh Bryn, you're so fucking sexy," he groaned, just watching me enjoy myself on his cock for a moment. I contracted the muscles in my cunt and began to milk his hard shaft. He groaned and thrust up. I bounced faster on his throbbing meat. I was first to soar into a whimpering orgasm, but as I was coming down, I felt him throb hard and begin pumping his hot seed into me, sending me into another moaning orgasm.
"I'm going to miss this," he said after a while. "Myer will be home tomorrow, and we will have to find time for each other."
"I know," I said sadly, knowing tomorrow was just the beginning.

*****

I got to the office before anyone else, so I'd have time to catch up from my sleepover with Steele. I hated leaving him this morning, but I needed to get back to work as did he. Myer would be back later today as well. I decided to back-burner that and concentrate on business.,
I was through about half the files on my desk when Richie appeared. He was my lead designer of the team, had been with me the longest, and I trusted everything in his capable hands.
"Well good morning love," he said, sweeping in with more files in his hand and the coffee pot. He refilled my cup and sprawled his lanky form across from me. "You have a certain... Uhm... Glow?" He tapped his chin with his pen and studied me.
I shrugged. "I had some much-needed time off and got some R&R." I flipped through papers so I could hide my eyes from him. We have been together long enough that he knows me too well.
"Well darling, you look great. Myer is due back today, right?" I nodded. "Hmm," he said, studying me. He had no use for Myer and would be thrilled to know about Steele.
"Richie!" I laughed.
"It's just that I've never seen you like this. Vibrant. Flushed. Beautiful. You're always beautiful... There's just something about you." He stopped and his mouth fell open. "Who have you been with?! The only thing that would change you like this is sex. And lots of it! You just came off a bender of sex didn't you?!"
I blushed. This man always could read me. He sat on the edge of the desk and leaned toward me. "Spill it, darling. Tell Uncle Richie all about your new love."
"Okay okay, you're right." He hit his fist on the desk and beamed. "I did have a bit of a fling."
"Ohhhhh love, now you're talking. I knew you needed someone better than that stuffed shirt you're married to."
Richie didn't like Myer and Myer didn't like Richie, calling him flagrantly gay. It was a bigoted side of Myer that would appear on occasion and I didn't like it.
"Well after that great news, my news somewhat dims. We got several new clients." He went on to mention the wife of the new city mayor wanted to meet with me. I added the time and day of the meeting to my schedule. "Now here is the best best best news!"
He jumped up and did a drum roll with his fingers on my desk. "You have a meeting with Magya!" he all but squealed.
"The singer?"
"Well yeah, the singer, what other Magya is there?" he laughed. "She just bought a new condo and wants you to brighten it up for her... Her words. Oh, and her assistant wanted me to be sure that we all pronounced her name correctly. It's Mahg yah. Mahgyah. Magya."
"I can understand her wanting that. Many people don't know how to pronounce European names correctly here in the states. I admit I don't know much about her other than she's a sensation in Europe and is just coming into the music scene here. I'll do some research before our meeting."
Richie wrapped up the rest of it and went to the door. "Oh, Richie?" He turned and raised his eyebrows. "Nicely done. Very nicely done." He grinned and blew me a kiss.
I was meeting with Magya the day after tomorrow, which didn't give me much time for research and a few calls to the people that suggested me to her. The internet would be my lifesaver on this one since most of her life was in Europe.
Myer was already home, and I came in and dropped a pile of folders on the table, along with my laptop.
"You're late! I thought you might be home since I had an early flight in," he said coming into the kitchen. He had already removed his tie and was rolling his shirt sleeves up. "What's for dinner?"
My annoyance level shot up, but I tamped it back down. "I hadn't planned anything. I've been busy at work and have a lot to do tonight. I have two new clients to research."
"New clients?" He pulled a chilled bottle of wine out and got a corkscrew. "I thought we agreed that you wouldn't take on any more work?"
I looked at him. "I never agreed to any such thing." I shook my head when he held the bottle and a glass up. "My life and business went on while you were gone. Besides, when you left it was hardly a done deal. Should I have just stopped taking on new clients just in case you wanted to uproot us?"
He lowered himself into a chair across from me. I watched the wine swirl around the sides of the glass as he poured. He pushed the cork in and set the bottle aside.
"Well, I guess it's no harm. It'll be a couple of months until the move and you'll probably be done with them. Are you going to try to place your employees, or just give them enough time to find new jobs?"
I opened my laptop and pulled up the many sites that featured Magya. "I really hadn't thought about it, Myer," I said dismissively.
He downed his wine and said, "I'm going to go unpack. I'll probably be traveling back and forth for the next couple of months until we make the move." He walked out of the room but came back to stand in the doorway. "I've retained a real estate agent to begin the search for a house for us. I'll meet with her again the next time I go."
My eyes fixed on the screen, I just nodded. My screen was filled with images of Magya, a gorgeous Balkan woman that sang her way into the hearts of all and infiltrated many a man's fantasies.

~to be continued~
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The Virgin and the Preacher Ch 01

"Louvina, don't you forget that crate of vegetables for ol' man Mervin. Ol' coot. He gets so durn cranky."
"I won't mama," I said, piling the old wooden crates on the wagon until they were over my head. They were paper-thin wood barely held together by wire. The rusty iron wheels caught and wobbled through the hardened red clay gullies threatening to dump its higgledy-piggledy load. Although I was almost a teenager, it took two hands to pull the cumbersome old cart to the first stop where I could unload two crates of fresh vegetables.
"Here ya are, Miz Vernon." I set two crates at her front door and waited until she opened the creaking screen door to pay me. I thanked her, pushed the money deep into my pocket, and ran back to the cart.
I pressed on until I was at the end of my route with one last crate. Cognizant of the sweltering summer heat, Reverend Cope and his wife always invited me in for sweet tea. I got to play with their new baby while we waited for hot out of the oven chocolate chip cookies. Every week a bag of neatly washed and folded clothing waited on my cart. Always enough for me and my four brothers. Mrs. Cope always added one pretty dress for me which I would wear to church the following Sunday. When the Reverend and Mrs. Cope would see me on Sunday, they each would have a wink for me in my new dress.
I emptied my pockets on the dinette table. It had the shiniest chrome legs ever did see. It was a pretty aqua color with tiny white boomerangs, but the years had worn the aqua to a lower layer of off-white at each of the six places for family. The chrome was dull and sad. Mama scooped the bills and change into a soda cracker tin and placed it back on top of the cupboards. She would use it for household money and purchase seeds for the garden. When daddy walked out on us, we had nothing. Once I got old enough, I was able to help with delivering the produce. My brothers all worked the huge garden mama planted. But for mama's green thumb, we got by.
As my brothers got older, they took over the farm and began deliveries in an old rusty pickup truck. Its fenders flapped and barely held on, but it did the job. It may as well have been a limousine to us. Reverend Cope moved away. I learned how to shop at thrift stores to help mama and the boys. Life went on but our feet were still tainted with that red Georgia dirt, never letting us forget our beginnings and likely our future days.
Five years later...
"Lou you absolutely must be in my wedding!"
It was our senior year of high school, and my best friend was marrying her childhood sweetheart the week we graduated. Jolene grew up here, which was little more than crossroads, but her fiancé was from the next town over.
"JoJo I can't afford a dress! I'm sorry," I apologized knowing how disappointed she would be in me.
"I'm already thrifting dresses for all the girls. There are just tons of bridesmaid dresses out there. I just have to find the right ones!" she exclaimed.
"I guess. If you can find one that I can afford. I'm still just workin' part-time at the diner until we graduate. Billy Bob said I could work full time after that."
"Oh poo, that ol' perv will be in your pants as soon as he knows you're eighteen." She rolled her eyes.
"That's why I ain't told him I already turned eighteen!" We both laughed until we wiped tears.
A week later JoJo told me she found the dresses and wanted me to come to see them after school. We ran up the stairs to her bedroom. We were only three weeks from graduation and four weeks from her wedding.
"You're going to look fabulous in this!" She held up the long dress and her face fell at the look on my face. "You don't like it?"
"I like it well enough JoJo. It's a pretty color... lavender. And the lace is pretty."
"Okay so?" she said, obviously annoyed I didn't share the same joy.
"It's a halter dress!"
"So?!" she nearly shouted.
"I can't wear a halter dress! My boobs are too big!"
She laughed. "Oh, that! Don't be silly! All the others will be so jealous of you. Lou, we all wish we had titties as big as yours. We're all in the tiny titty club! For god's sake, look at me, I'm flat as a pancake." She looked down and patted her hands on her, admittedly, flat chest.
I was still unconvinced. "I don't know..."
"Here! Try it on!"
The dress did fit perfectly, but as I thought, my boobs overflowed the lavender lace halter. They hung like two melons in the cups. The deep cleavage consisted of two moons nearly touching.
"Not real flatterin', JoJo," I murmured, looking in the mirror. My nipples, which were perpetually hard, indecently poked through the lace, right at the inner edge. So, half my boob was bared. "And how can I wear this in church?"
She peered over my shoulder into the mirror. "This dress was made for you! We'll just put a couple of pieces of toilet paper, just so your nipples don't show." I rolled my eyes. "It'll work perfectly! Just you wait and see!"
They were being married in the church in the town where her fiancé lived, and I was hoping no one would be there that knew me. I left the dress with JoJo. If mama saw it, she would have a conniption fit.

*****

We all got dressed in JoJo's bedroom because she wanted us all to have identical hairstyles. JoJo took cosmetology our last two years. She was in job training at Salon de Beauty at the crossroads, but she hoped to find a place to work in the city. My long chestnut brown hair was a favorite of hers to work on. I'd miss my weekly wash and styles, I thought. No, it was JoJo that I will miss.
As I thought, I was the only one that overflowed the halter top of the dress. Several of the girls didn't even fill theirs and goggled at me. Showing their insecurity, they whispered between themselves.
JoJo teased and piled our hair up on top of our heads in big fat sausage rolls, then used clouds of hair spray until our hair looked like plastic. It was a good thing it was hurricane-proof because we all piled into her daddy's dusty old sedan. Four windows down and wind whipping we headed to the church.
We each carried little nosegays of white field daisies that Jolene's sisters picked that morning. I stood at the back of the church and looked down. My clay orange toes showed under the hem of my dress. The wedding march started and each of the girls took their turns until it was mine. Jolene and her dad would follow me.
I counted so I would walk slowly enough as JoJo coached us. I waited at the bottom of the steps of the altar to help her with her bouquet and dress. She was radiant and I had to force back tears. I glanced up at her fiancé, who stood next to the minister. My head swung back around, to the clergy standing with the bible, ready to lead them in their vows. He glanced down at me, his eyes lit up and he gave me a quick smile. It was Reverend Cope.
I had a strong urge to tug the halter top higher, but it was so overfull of my breasts, that there wasn't enough lavender lace to attempt. I blinked because suddenly JoJo was standing in front of me pushing her bouquet into my hand and all I could think of was that our daisies were drooping already. I wondered if the poor things would survive the ceremony. We all turned towards Reverend Cope.
The ceremony was a blur and I found myself throwing rice and being pelted with rice as they bolted down the church steps. I knew they weren't leaving because the reception was in the church basement and the food was waiting. JoJo wanted to make sure the reception area was perfect, and we had walked the length of the banquet table. Neighborhood and church women donated the food. The chafing dishes were piled with roast chicken that already looked dry, Salisbury steak with thick globs of gravy, several green bean casseroles, and a huge bowl of heavenly hash. The cake had not arrived yet much to JoJo's angst.
The ceremony was over and the guests had retreated to the church basement. Not in any hurry to get into the food line, I watched the bride and groom pose for pictures.
"Louvina, it's so good to see you again!" I spun around, nearly bumping into him.
"Reverend Cope! It's great to see you again too." He smiled and picked a piece of rice off my shoulder and started to get another one, but he waved it off with a boyish grin because it was in my cleavage. I looked down and quickly tried to pick it up, but only succeeded in dropping it where it disappeared in the chasm between my breasts, and I blushed like a schoolgirl. "So, well... have you been here the whole time? I never knew where you went."
"I have. We moved here to be closer to my wife's family. Unfortunately, she died last year."
"Oh my, I'm so sorry! How's your little boy?" I asked, very sad to hear about his wife. She was so caring and if it weren't for her, I wouldn't have had shoes or decent school clothes. It was terrible news for me.
"He's great," he said grinning, lifting the mood. "He spends a lot of time at his grandparents' house, but it works out for everyone."
I nodded. "That's very nice you have them nearby."
"So, you should be graduating... Or maybe you already did?" he asked.
"A week ago. I made it," I sighed with a little smile. "You and your wife were a big help to me. I don't know if you knew it or not, but I don't know how we'd have made it without y'alls help. I never really had a chance to thank you before you left."
He took my elbow and led me down the steps and down a sidewalk that wrapped around the church. Near the back was a rose garden with a swing and we sat. The sweet perfume of roses was thick, and all the colorful flushes of roses surrounded us. I kicked my high heels off, wiggled my toes and he laughed.
"Still that Georgia clay. Will it ever come off our feet?" he asked, laughing. "You know though," he said, getting serious. "I never felt like we could do enough for families like yours. But your family was the one I was worried least about. You all kicked in and got things done, no matter how many obstacles."
I wrapped my fingers on the front of the seat while he pushed the swing with his foot. "The boys are still in school of course, but they have pretty much taken over the plantin', harvestin', and deliveries for mama. I work at the diner to pitch in. I don't make much because it's just a few hours a day, but now that I'm out of school, I can work full time."
"You've grown into a beautiful woman, Louvina," he said. "You're young and you have so many roads to take. So many things you can do."
I held the nosegay and picked off the petals of the daisy that hadn't died. "I can't even see my way out of the town. I'll be there the rest of my life."
"Reverend Cope!" someone called from near the church.
"I have to go, Lou. I'll see you again before you leave today?"
I nodded. "I hope so."
I really did. I pondered why I felt so safe around him. I realized that he and his wife were my sense of normalcy growing up. He wasn't that much older than me. Ten to fifteen years maybe. It didn't matter. I had the same warm feeling now that I did then.
He did find me later and we went through the food line, and it didn't look all that bad then. We laughed at the toasts to the bride and groom, and then he asked me to dance. I felt like a grown-up for the first time in my life.

*****

"Louvinaaaaaaaa," Billy Bob blared from the kitchen window. "You have a pickup!"
I hustled over and picked up the platters of today's special, meatloaf. The pasty-looking loaf was drowning in greasy canned gravy with a glop of boxed mashed potatoes next to it. Soft and mushy canned green beans and a day-old dinner roll completed Billy Bob's Diner luncheon plate.
At the end of the shift, I was pulling off my apron as I walked out the door. I'd had enough of Billy Bob's hands where they didn't belong, and I was steaming mad. The only reason I didn't call him out was that I needed the job.
"Ooof." I heard the grunt as I ran smack dab into someone coming in the door at the same time. He grabbed my upper arms because I was swaying from the impact. "Easy Louvina! I came to see you but not this way," he laughed.
"Reverend Cope!"
"Parker, please call me Parker," he said leading me out the door. "Reverend makes me sound so serious," he laughed. We walked to his car parked at the curb. "I was coming by to see if you'd like to have late lunch with me. I assumed you didn't eat Billy Bob's food," he laughed heartily at his own joke. I did too.
"I'd like to, but I'm not dressed to go anywhere."
Billy Bob made his waitresses wear white button-up uniforms that were a size too small and always missing top buttons. We were sure he did that on purpose, although none of us complained because more cleavage equaled bigger tips. All the girls he hired were big-bosomed for that very reason.
"I understand," he nodded. "I have an idea!" He opened the car door and I got in. "I know just the place for us both."
He drove down some backroads that I'd never been on while we carried on a nice catching-up discussion. He was just as easy to talk to now as he was when I was a child, and I found comfort in that.
"Maybe you should have called your mama to tell her you wouldn't be home right away?" he asked.
"I don't have a cell phone and she doesn't worry about me. Sometimes I work double shifts, so she never knows when to expect me home." He nodded.
We drove back a long gravel drive shaded and cooled with tall trees. Around the bend, a small cottage tucked into a clearing. The sun shone down on it and surrounded it nearly perfectly, like a big beam from heaven. The rusted tin roof belied the fresh coat of white paint and bright yellow and blue furniture that marched across the wide porch that went corner to corner.
"Here we are! This is my house. I often stay in the house the church has for its pastors, but I like to come here to be alone and have some privacy. This is perfect for us... No gossip seeing us together, and you don't have to worry about your state of dress."
I breathed a sigh of relief. "That's very thoughtful of you, Rev-, Parker."
The kitchen was small but updated with new appliances and cabinets. I slid up on a stool at the island while he quickly put together a salad and two BLTs. He sat at the corner, and we bumped knees while we talked and ate.
"This has been really nice," I said softly, almost embarrassed to admit. "I don't have many friends. It was mostly just Jolene and now she's married and lives in the next town, I don't see her much."
I pushed my plate away and leaned my elbows on the counter. At the same time, I realized that position pushed my tits up and even more out of my uniform, he glanced down. I quickly moved my arms, but they just stayed in the same plumped up position. Straining the buttons and buttonholes even more.
He smiled. "You're a gorgeous young woman now, Lou. No need to be embarrassed."
I smiled in relief. Showing a clergyman my tits is pretty high on my list of things not to do. In fact, showing anyone my tits have never happened. Ever. Being dirt poor with too many things to do to survive puts boys dead last on that same list. Well now that I'm eighteen, I guess they're men now.
He pulled a cell phone out of his pocket and set it in front of me. "I've been paying for an extra line, and I think someone should use it. I picked this phone up at the store and would like you to have it. I don't like the idea that you aren't able to get in touch with anyone."
My eyes welled up. No one had ever done anything like this for me. "I don't know what to say," I murmured, blinking back the tears. "Thank you. I'll be really careful with it."
He grinned. "You use it any way you see fit. I've programmed my phone number in so you can call or text me any time, night or day. Add your home phone number as well and mark it emergency contact. Always good to be safe."
Embarrassed, I dabbed my eyes. "I know you are busy, but could I text you sometimes?"
"Of course! If you want to that is?"
"Yes, I want do."
We cleaned up the dishes and he took me back to town. The whole time had had the cellphone on a death grip in my hand. I hid it before I went into the house. I don't know why I didn't want my family to know. Not yet anyhow. I had a friend and I wanted to keep him to myself right now.

*****

Parker began to drop by the diner for breakfast on occasion. Seeing him always brightened my day and made dealing with Billy Bob more tolerable. About a month after he took me to his house, he asked again if I'd like to have lunch with him. Suddenly feeling shy, I could only nod. I rushed away feeling my cheeks heat.
Driving through the countryside was relaxing and so cool. I leaned my head towards the window letting the breeze blow my hair.
"Would you like me to turn the air conditioning on? It's a hot day," he asked.
"No thank you. I'm enjoying the wind and the air." Out of the corner of my eye, I saw his smile. "I never get to ride in a car but yours. I always walk or ride my bike."
He opened the windows as soon as we arrived. It was a windy day, and the sunny side was shaded by the deep porch, so the house was cooling but my uniform seemed stuck to my damp skin. Rivulets of sweat ran down my neck in a trail between my tits, to pool at the bottom of my bra. A wet spot had already formed on my uniform.
"You know, I bet you could wear my son's knit shorts. And you're welcome to slip on my t shirts. That uniform looks hot and uncomfortable."
I nodded. "I would really like to get out of this. It's hot and stinks of greasy food." He laughed.
His son's shorts were snug and short, but fit. I couldn't wear my wet bra, so I hung it on the window lock in front of the screen to dry and slipped his white t shirt on.
He was standing at the stove cooking up some hotdogs and baked beans and turned when he heard me come in. His eyes widened as they quickly swept my body and became half lidded when he saw my breasts. The t shirt was a bit snug for my thirty-six D breasts and was stretched thin. My nipples poked through in reaction to him. I looked down and nervously tugged at the hem of the shirt.
"Great! You should be more comfortable now," he enthused, turning towards the stove again.
The ceiling fan turned lazily while we ate and we chatted aimlessly, both of us relaxed with one another.
"I've been meaning to ask you, Louvina. And you can tell me it's none of my business and that's okay..." he cut off, looking at me. I nodded for him to continue. "I see Billy Bob getting pretty familiar with you. Now maybe that's what you want, and that's the relationship you have with him, and if so, that's okay," he said one breath, then went on. "If it's not what you want, then I'm going to say it's not right that he lays hands on you if they're unwelcome." He leaned back in the chair, taking a pastoral pose.
"I don't have a relationship with him other than workin' for him. He is a bonehead and does get a little too familiar sometimes, but nothin' I can't handle. I just don't want to make him mad because I really need the job. It's about the only place in town to work without experience or education."
He nodded. "Okay okay, I just want to make sure he doesn't force himself on you. Ever. Don't you worry about losing your job, we will come up with something if that ever happens." He got up and put the dishes in the soapy sink. "In fact, there was something else I wanted to talk to you about."
I wiped off the table and picked up the blue striped cotton to dry the dishes. "Oh?" I asked.



"Lisa, the secretary at the church, wants to cut back on her hours. She's having a baby so that's understandable. But that means some of the paperwork won't get done. I was wondering if you might like to pick up some extra work?"
"I don't know if I'd be smart enough to do it, but I'd sure try and do the best I can." I had to be forthright. I graduated high school with good grades, but I just hadn't done much out in the world to find out what I can really do.
"I'm pretty sure that you'll be able to do whatever is needed," he said confidently. "How about we do it like this? I can bring the work along with me and we'll have lunch, then you can work?"
I breathed a sigh of relief because I thought if I have to work at the church, I wouldn't have the right clothes to wear. I had dresses for church, but they were worn, and no one paid much attention to me because I blended right into the congregation.
"Yes, I think I'd like that," I said smiling at him. He grinned happily.

*****

I now worked at the diner six days a week with Sunday off. Billy Bob thought he did us all a favor by closing the diner on Sundays, but we all knew he stayed home and got drunk. He wasn't married and had no friends. I felt sorry for him because I know what it's like to have no friends.
Parker texted me that he'd like me to work on Monday, Wednesday and Fridays and that he'd pick me up after my shift.
"I set out some clothes on the bed," he said. "I figured you'd want to get out of that uniform as soon as you could. Someday we can go shopping for some clothes you can wear here... If you'd like to, that is?"
"Yes! To both" I said, relieved. "I smell like fried onions and greasy French fries."
"Hey, I never thought of it, but you can take a shower. My wife's girlie shower paraphernalia is still in there and I would be happy to have them used by someone that would appreciate them. And I know you would be first on her list to give them to."
"Oh yes! I'll be quick about it," I said, hustling into the bathroom.
I gasped when I saw a whole mirrored tray of flowery scented lotions and oils and creams on the bathroom countertop. The shower had shelves of pastel pink matching shower gels, soaps, shampoos and cream rinse. These were all luxuries I'd never had. Never even dreamt of.
I unbuttoned the uniform and tossed it aside and stood in my bra and panties. My bra was full cut white polyester as were my panties. Utilitarian mama would say. I reached behind me and unhooked it. My breasts were D cup but didn't sag like mama's. She always told me that my time would come.
I stepped out of my panties and into the warm shower. The suds from the lilac shampoo were like thick whipping cream. I massaged it into my scalp and inhaled the delicious fragrance. I rinsed letting the soap flow down my body in soft rivers of white. I worked cream rinse into my long strands. When my espresso-colored hair was wet it went down to my butt.
The thick white body soap dripped into my palm. I created a thick froth. I slid my hands over my body enjoying the slick sensation and heightened lilac aroma. My nipples hardened under my touch. I lathered the patch of chocolate-colored curls between my legs. JoJo encouraged me, but I never had the nerve. It felt so good, but I had never gone further. Today it seemed more sensitive to my touch and created more pleasure with a tingling sensation.
Found new razors in the drawer to smooth my legs and trim the curls between my legs. I stepped out and wrapped my hair in a fluffy towel and wrapped another around my body. I used the same scented cream on my skin. I had never felt so good or smelled as good. I felt like a princess.
Parker had left a stack of shorts and a stack of tops for me to go through. Just an hour ago I would have chosen the t-shirt, but now I went for the pale pink button up blouse. It was cottony soft and the palest of pinks. So feminine. It was brand new, so I knew he bought it for me. The shorts were various sizes, and I chose the ones that fit best.
I walked into the kitchen and Parker was at the stove. He heard me and said, "I'm making BLT, I hope you like--," he said, turning. The look on his face was a mixture of shock and happiness. I smiled. He turned the burner off and walked over to me.
My hair waved and tumbled around my shoulders. Curls framed my face and he reached out to softly touch them. Parker had never seen me that my hair was pulled up in a bun. He took my hands and spread them to look at me.
"Beautiful. Just beautiful," he murmured. I blushed with pleasure instead of embarrassment.
"Thank you. And thank you for lettin' me use the shower."
"Yes of course. You smell wonderful. Like I've buried my nose in a lilac bush," said, still holding my arms out and moving his eyes up and down. "I'm not sure I would have recognized you if I'd seen you out. Your hair is so pretty down. The curls." He looked down again. "And the blouse. Do you like it?"
"I love it! You bought that for me, didn't you?" I asked, knowing already.
"I did. I had to guess at your size."
I always took a larger size top because of my big breasts. I left the shirt unbuttoned lower to give some ease, but the buttons still gaped across my breasts.
"It's wonderful. Pink. I've never had anything this color pink."
"I knew it would be fantastic with your dark brown hair." He stroked my hair again. "Little did I know that you had this gorgeous hair."
He led me to the kitchen bar, and I sat while he laid lunch out. We bumped knees at the corner again while we talked and ate. He would stop every once in a while, look at me and shake his head smiling.
"As soon as we clean up you can show me what I need to do so I can get started on the paperwork."
When we finished, he told me he'd clean up today and quickly went over what I needed to do. It was really quite simple, and I was halfway done by the time he washed and dried the dishes.
"You're fast little girl!" he said laughing. "I see I'll need to bring more work for you."
"Yes, I love doin' this," I said, staying at it until it was complete.
"Let's go sit on the swing out front for a bit?" he asked. "It's early and I don't want to take you back yet... Unless you're ready?" I shook my head and headed out the front door.
I tucked my legs up under me while he kept a lazy swing with his toe. We were happy with listening to the birds and didn't talk much. A leaf floated sleepily, and I picked it off my shirt, only then noticing that in the sunshine, it was nearly transparent. My areolas created big dark shadows and my hardening nipples poked through the delicate pink fabric.
"You're beautiful, Louvina. Never be embarrassed about yourself." He took my hand and held it while we continued to swing.
Eventually I said, "Thank you for being so nice to me. I know for bein' eighteen I'm old-fashioned... Or whatever," I trailed off.
"You're easy to be nice to, sweetie. Don't ever let anyone treat you differently or take advantage of you. Because someone is going to try. Another Billy Bob but the next one might push you into doing something you don't want to do. When you say no, mean it and don't let them persuade you otherwise."
JoJo and I talked about things like that. But since she was gone, I had no one to confide in. In most things she was as confused as I was though.
"I'm a virgin," I admitted.
"I figured you were. Is it by design? I mean do you want to wait until you're married?"
I blushed remembering I was talking to a clergyman. "Not really. I guess I shouldn't admit this, but I really want to." I looked off. "JoJo showed me how to do myself, but I never had the courage." He nodded. "I've never seen a man. Not even my brothers."
"You'll have plenty of time for that, Lou. When you love someone, you won't be scared anymore. You'll want him."
"What do you do? I mean since your wife and all."
"Well in all honesty I do take care of myself. We all have needs, sweetie. Sometimes if someone isn't around, we do what we have to do," he said.
I admired that he wasn't uncomfortable with my questions and pushed on. "Really? Is that somethin' that I could watch? I mean when you do take care of yourself?" I asked, somewhat naively.
I saw the flush creep across his tanned cheeks. "Well, that's something I never thought about." He was still holding my hand and tightened his grip. "I guess I could, but it would have to be our secret. We could never mention it to anyone."
I nodded, not knowing who I'd tell anyhow. "I won't tell anyone. I promise."
"Okay, maybe someday we can arrange that hmm?" I agreed, but disappointed he wouldn't do it for me right there and then.

*****

It was the weekend, and I wouldn't see Parker until Monday and I was missing him already. My day off from the diner was Sunday, but he had church and I knew we'd never have that day together.
Parker paid me on Friday and Billy Bob paid me today. When I got home, I counted out the money and stacked it up for mama.
"Lands sake girl, where did you get all that money this week?" mama exclaimed.
"I'm doin' some work for Reverend Cope," I said evasively.
"At the church?" I prayed god wouldn't strike me dead and nodded yes. I knew she wouldn't approve of me being alone with him at his house, and not only that, but I also wanted to keep it to myself. "Hallelujah, I can pay some bills now!"
I smiled, although I hoped she might give me a few dollars. I needed new underwear and wanted to get bottle shampoo instead of using that stinky soap bar. But she tucked the money in her pocket and went on with her chores.
Sunday, I helped my brothers with chores and waited for Monday to come. The clock ticked agonizingly slow during my morning shift and even Billy Bob didn't annoy me with his usual off-color yakking. I had my apron off and was out the door to Parker waiting in his car.
"How was your weekend, sweetie?" he asked, in an obvious good mood.
"Long and slow," I said, laughing.
He nodded. "I can imagine."
We walked in the door, and I headed to the bedroom, unbuttoning my uniform as I went. I left it on the bedroom floor, started the shower and began to take my bra off.
"Louvina, I got you- Oh heavens! I'm sorry," Parker said, walking into the bathroom. I had just unhooked my bra and it dropped to the floor as he watched. His Adam's apple bobbed, and he swallowed and became silent.
My inhibition fell with my bra. While I looked at him, I hooked my fingers in the waist of my panties and pushed them down my hips. He was frozen to the spot watching me.
"I thought maybe you wanted to show me...?" I questioned. The stunned look on his face showed me he didn't have a clue what I was talking about, so I slid my hand between my legs.
"Ummm, well I hadn't thought about it since," he hedged. But even though I wasn't experienced with men, the bulge in his pants told me that he was responding to me.
I reached up and pulled the pins from my hair letting it tumble down around my shoulders and over my breasts. "I'm goin' to get in the shower now," I murmured, truly not knowing if he would follow or not.
I tipped my head back and let the warm water wash over my face and wet my hair. I felt a breeze from the door opening and closing. I felt the heat of his body close to mine. His fingers wove through my wet hair, the lilac scent clouded the shower, and he began to wash my hair.
His fingers rubbed circles on my scalp, and I couldn't help but softly moan. He worked the lather through my hair to the ends, then began rinsing with the handheld nozzle. The little pinpricks of water on my scalp made me shiver.
"Are you cold, sweetie?" he asked, concerned.
"Nnno, it just feels so good," I murmured.
"Ahhhh, good. That's good," he whispered, moving closer. It was then I felt his hard cock bumping against me. I gasped at the heat.
"Mmm," I whispered just as his soap slick hands ran over my breasts. I jerked and moaned. His palms circled and made my nipples harder.
That started a tingling between my legs and a lightning jolt through my body. His body was against mine when he reached around to soap my back. The hardness was pressed against my belly. My nipples barely touching the mat of curls on his chest. I sucked in a quick breath.
"How does this feel?" he whispered in my ear. Our bodies rubbed together. His hands circled my butt, and he gripped my cheeks and pulled me harder against him.
"Oh Parker... Like nothin' I ever felt... Tingles between my legs... My nipples ache..." I spoke disjointed, pulling deep breaths between. "I need something, Parker," I whimpered, my body trembling. "Can you help me?"
"Oh, baby yes, I will. Enjoy the feeling because the best is yet to come," he whispered kissing my neck.
I swayed and had to grab his upper arms to hold myself up. My body pressed tighter against his and my hips began moving on their own, rhythmically rubbing his hardness that was locked between us. My body losing control was both frightening and inflaming.
He held me around the waist with one arm and slipped his hand between my legs. I tensed automatically.
"Relax baby. Just relax. Trust me," he said softly in my ear as his fingers stroked.
After a moment of his soft crooning and stroking, my body tensed like never felt before. I shuddered as fireworks went off behind my eyelids and skyrockets shot through my limbs and out my toes and fingers. I couldn't stop crying out over and over as pleasure rolled in waves through my body. I went limp in his arms.
"Oh Parker. I never knew," I whimpered against his neck.
"We're getting out of the shower now."
He tenderly dried me off and rubbed my long hair dry between a fluffy towel. While he worked, I got a chance to look at his body. He was smooth skinned but for the mat of light brown curls that arrowed down. His cock was mapped with thick veins, purplish red, thick and hard and swayed back and forth as he moved. I thought it might be frightening, but I was intrigued. I wanted to touch it.
He was smiling at me knowingly. "Let's go to bed, sweetie. Would you like to look and touch?" he asked softly.
I stretched out on the bed. "Very much," I said, my eyes sweeping his body as he stood beside the bed.
His legs and arms were sparse with hair. Standing straight I could see his balls. Lightly covered with curls, the whole pouch was fat and hung low with the weight of his balls. His cock throbbed and stood straight out of the thick nest of curls.
I rolled onto my side, my breasts nestled together, and I heard his low groan. I reached out and trailed my fingers up his thigh and circled the bush around his cock. As I watched a drop of clear formed at the hole on the tip of his cock.
"That's precum. It's there because you have aroused me. Excited me." I looked up at him and he nodded. "You do that to me, Lou. Being around you excites me and gets my cock hard. Don't look so surprised. I told you that you're a beautiful woman. When I saw you today? Naked. I wanted to be with you. I wanted you. Just like this with me." I wrapped my fingers around the hard rod, and he drew a quick breath. "We can do as much or as little as you want sweetie. Tell me to stop, and I will."
I ran my thumb over the tip and smeared the precum. He moaned. "That feels so good, Lou. Your hand on me doing that. You can squeeze my cock harder. Mmm, that's right. Now you can stroke it if you want."
I pushed up on my elbow and watched as I gripped his cock and stroked. The skin pulled taut and shiny on the head, then crinkled when I went the other way. As I did that, another clear drop formed at the hole.
Suddenly he put his hand over mine. "That feels so great that if you continue to do that, I'm going to cum. I don't think you're ready for that yet, baby," he said, climbing over me and stretching out next to me on the bed. I rolled to face him.
"Mmm, you are so beautiful," he said, stroking my cheek and grabbing a handful of hair in his fist. It fell over my breast when he let it go. He took his finger and stroked the underside of my breast and I sucked in a breath at the pleasure. He smiled. He circled my nipple and watched it grow hard and long.
"You're so responsive," he said. "So wonderful to see your passion. I'm honored to be the one unleashing that passion."
He leaned and brushed his lips on mine, then pressed harder and used his tongue to sweep my mouth. At the same time, he fondled my breasts, twisting and pulling at my nipples. His touch was like a bolt of lightning, and I moved nearer. Needing to be close to him.
He pushed me on my back and increased the depth of the kiss until I was swept away. My arms went around him, my fingers laced through his hair. My tongue tentatively pushed past his lips, and he moaned, teasing it with his tongue.
He half laid on me and I wrapped my leg around his hip. His cock was burning hot against my hip. I couldn't seem to get close enough to him. My breasts were squashed against his chest. I tipped my head, opening my mouth wider, taking the kiss even deeper. My breathy gasps blended with his deep growls.
I felt as though I was climbing a long grade, getting hotter and hotter. I couldn't seem to get close enough to him. I needed more, but I didn't know what I needed. I began to whimper.
"Baby, what? What do you want?"
"I don't know," I whimpered. "I need more... I need you... Somethin'... I don't know," I cried. The throbbing between my legs intensified. It matched the throbbing of his cock that he was grinding against me. "I think I need you inside me," I whispered, my hips moving on their own, driving up.
"Lou... Lou... Are you sure this is what you want?" he growled low, barely keeping control. I slid my hands down to his ass, squeezed and tried to pull him closer. "God help me, but I need to be in you too. I need you so badly, but I don't want to lose control. Hurt you. Your first time."
"Please!" I cried out. "Now! You won't hurt me. I know you won't! I just need you to do somethin'," I nearly sobbed.
My hips rocked and I couldn't control it. As soon as his weight was off me, I arched up. He moved between my thighs, and I felt the slick head of his cock probing between my legs.
I placed my feet flat on the bed driving up trying to gain some relief. Get his cock inside me. The head breached my opening and I moaned in pleasure. He slowly slid in. He watched my face as he did. The tendons in his neck stood out trying to control.
I drove my hips up hard and fast and took him deep in one move. I only felt a twinge, then relief when I was filled with his hard rod.
"Oh yesssss," I hissed. "You feel so good inside me... I can't believe how it feels..." He began stroking in and out and I cried out again. My head was exploding from pleasure. It was as though I was scaling a mountain. More aroused. Higher and higher.
He dropped to his elbows and began to pound his cock deep inside me. I just kept moaning in pleasure. I never know anything like this existed. He adjusted his position and suddenly it was as though I was shot off the top of the mountain and flying through the air.
I heard a long shuddering moan in my ears and then realized it was me. A moment later a loud grunt, he drove in deeper than he had ever been, and his cock swelled and pumped hot inside me. His loud shouts reverberated off the walls and his orgasm touched something in me and made me cum again.
He collapsed on the bed beside me, gasping for breath. My chest heaved. My breasts wobbled on my chest as I tried to breath.
He turned his head towards me and asked, "Are you okay, Lou?"
I smiled.

~to be continued~
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Dad, MILF &Their Daughters

"Will you look at these photos I took for my class assignment, dad?" I looked up from my drawing board to see my daughter clutching a folder to her chest, anxiety on her face.
"Sure, of course I want to see them. Your photographs have been stellar. You really like taking pictures, don't you?" It was a pleasant surprise to me because she had never shown any interest before she picked up the class for extra credit this semester. I had never seen her strive as much and need approval.
"I do! I love capturing emotion in just a fraction of a second. It's a challenge and something I think I'd like to continue with," she said excitedly.
She opened the folder and fanned out the eight by ten photographs.
"How do you like them?" she asked hesitantly.
I swallowed hard. Not only are the photographs well done, but the model is exquisite. "You have captured this woman's emotions perfectly. Who is she?" She had a seductive, yet ethereal quality that came right through her photographs.
"It's Jayne's mom!" she giggled.
Jayne is an enchanting little blonde that my daughter Anniston went to high school with. It wasn't until college that they became good friends. I saw the resemblance now. Her mom was a stunning older version of her daughter, but her mother had a glorious halo of rich auburn waves and curls. She looked to be my age, mid-fifties or so.
Her gauzy gown, while not transparent, floated around her like a sublime mist. It made a red-blooded horny male like me search diligently for a hint at what might be underneath.
"Is she going to model regularly for you?" I asked, trying to snap out of my lurid daydream. "It's great you can work with a professional."
"Yes! I'm so excited because she was a model. It's so easy to photograph her because she knows what to do and helps me a lot. I was wondering if we could use the pool sometime?"
"Absolutely! Any time, sweetie," I replied, tamping down the dirty old man thoughts that raced through my mind, to be supportive of my daughter.

*****

I was an architect and worked from home, other than when I had to visit a job site. It registered in my perpetually horny mind that I'd likely be around for these events. My permanently horny cock stood up and cheered at the thought, and the image of that woman was still in my mind. I had to admit that my reaction was more than just ogling a girly picture online. This woman was exquisite in a celestial way. It made you want to know what was behind those eyes.
Anniston's mom left us five years ago after deciding that her trainer and his lifestyle were better than ours. They moved often, so we were never sure where she was. She checked in with her daughter on occasion, but not often enough and it killed me to see how hurt Anniston was by that.
My libido was always on high rev, my ex claimed that was one of the reasons she left me. I was also aware that raising a daughter I had to keep my sexual appetite in check. I had a few friends with benefits that were in various situations where they too needed more. But even though I had several ports in a storm, I was still easily aroused, and most often I had to take care of it myself.
Later in the week Anniston, Jayne, and her mom, Greta dropped by late afternoon. And she was not only just as ravishing as in her photos but had a charisma to match. She was also as vibrant as our two girls which made it difficult to keep in mind that she was my age.
The girls went to the pool while Greta and I had a get-to-know-you over iced tea at my kitchen table.
"You have a beautiful house, Lazlo," she said, looking around. "Annis told me you're an architect, so I'm sure you designed it."
"I did and thanks. Would you like to see the rest of it?"
"I'd love to!" she said, truly delighted.
We walked through the glass-walled living room and watched our bikini-clad girls in the pool. "I'm glad Jayne found Anniston. I think she's good for my daughter, who might have been getting a little too wild." She laughed wryly.
"I felt the same. I was happy she hooked up with Jayne once they got into college. I was worried because Anniston was shy and grew even more reserved when her mom left."
"Oh, I'm sorry. A daughter needs a mom. I will tell you that Anniston does talk to me... Just about girl stuff. Nothing out of the ordinary or to be concerned about," she added.
I was relieved. "Thank you for taking the time for her. Her own mom doesn't seem to have it for her," I said, shaking my head.
The house is extreme modern, designed in modular sections that were stacked so the sleeping areas were separate and very private. All had glass exterior walls and bathrooms. It was situated in the center of four wooded acres where the only voyeurs would be deer.
"I designed the house for the piece of land. I abhor window coverings and here they aren't needed. The house sat in a clearing, surrounded by woods. Deciduous trees and pines that kept the privacy in the winter just in case someone came nosing around."
We climbed a short flight of open stairs and walked right into the master bedroom. I created it so that one wouldn't have to leave the room because it housed a refrigerator and microwave. The wine and drink bar also served as a kitchen counter. The wine refrigerator was fully stocked. This was all blocked from the bed. As was a small sitting area to read without disturbing anyone that was sleeping. I often retreated there in the evening if Anniston wasn't home.
The bed faced a line of stately pine trees allowing for year-round privacy and wildlife watching.
"To wake up to this every morning would make me swoon," she turned from the view to look at me. "You have quite the imagination. I'm sure you're a very successful architect."
"It is beautiful. Especially in the winter with the snow on the pine tree branches."
"Mmm, spectacular I'm sure," she murmured.
From experience, I knew she was imagining herself here. That pleased me because I design for everyone and that they can picture themselves in one of my builds, is my goal. The orgasm of the job, as it were.
"The bath is in here," I said walking down a short wall that was the walk-in closet.
She gasped when she walked in the door. "This is just... I'm running out of superlatives," she laughed.
The glass wall continued in the room. The toilet was located off this room. A large soaking tub centered the window, the same line of pines obscuring any view. Next to it was a glassless shower. I designed a continuous drain surround. Various heads hung from the ceiling; spray jets were mounted on the solid wall. Even if they were on and not blocked, the water wouldn't spray beyond the drain lines.
She walked over and stood in the shower. "I think it would take me a while to get used to this." She laughed. "I'd be afraid of spraying water around the whole room."
I laughed. "You're right! It does take getting used to."
I imagined her in the shower, unclothed. She was tall. Taller than I would have thought from the pictures. Her legs were fabulously long, and any man would imagine them wrapped around him. Her breasts were C cups at least. The blue halter top showed them to perfection. White shorts were just short enough to accentuate her long legs and hug her round ass. An ass that only came from exercise.
She turned to me, shaking her head. "I wish I had your imagination to even think of this." She glanced down, and seeing the bulge in my shorts, smiled. I was sure that was a normal response from men when they were around her.
I led her to the next level to Anniston's room, then to the three other rooms. We climbed a flight of stairs to what would have looked like a glass box sitting on the roof, that was my office slash drawing room.
She walked around. "Ahhh, I can see how you cultivate your creativity. It must feel extremely cozy in here when it's snowing."
"And raining."
"And the natural light. Has Anniston used the house in her photography?"
"No, she hasn't. This is a relatively new endeavor of hers though, but I will encourage her. She seems to have a talent for it?" I knew a model would know.
"She does. Very much so. She is cultivating quite a eye for photographs. I'm so glad you're supporting it." She crossed her arms which pushed her breasts together and up out of that silky blue halter top. "You know, you could model for her as well."
"Me?" I laughed. "Nah, I'm no model."
She walked around me, surveying style, eyeing me up and down. "You're in shape. I saw the workout equipment. You're tall. Taller than me which is good because I'm often taller than the men. You're good-looking." She stopped and looked at my face. "I think we would look good together too."
A strand of auburn hair fell out of the thick pile on her head, and I automatically brushed it off her face. Her lips parted and it seemed for a moment time stood still.
She flicked her tongue across her lips and finally said, "I suppose I should gather my daughter and get going."

*****

"A model?! Good god dude, how the fuck lucky can you get!" my younger brother said after I told him about Greta.
"Lucky? She's the mother of my daughter's friend."
"A MILF!"
"Yeah, that doesn't mean I have plans to fuck her. Or even think it's a good idea. It's all little complicated with my daughter involved like that."
"Damn Lazlo. We come from virile Hungarian stock. We have a legacy to execute. Look at dad," Zeno pointed out.
"We no doubt got our libido from him. In his day he was considered a cocksman. The ladies kept coming back for more, so he must have been good huh?" I noted.
"Hell, he only fucked good-looking ones, I'll say that," Zeno laughed.
Our anya died young. Sadly, neither of us remember her. My apa, Aron, never remarried but had a string of women until the day he died. He was big and burly and well hung. Another perk of Hungarian stock.
"Yeah, I do remember that. He was a lusty man and women were attracted to him like bees to a flower."
I have had more than a few women in my day, but since my ex left, I've concentrated on being a father. Anniston is older now and I need to start looking after myself.
"Okay Laz, go for it, I'd say!" I just laughed at him, knowing Zeno wasn't far behind our father and would have already bedded Greta.

*****

"Dad, Jayne, and her mom are coming over so. I can take some pictures of them around the pool. I have a bathing suit assignment and her mom says she has lots she can bring!" Anniston gushed, clearly excited and enamored with Greta.
"Of course, baby. Do you want to plan on a barbecue when you're done?"
"Okay! Let me ask if they can do it," she was already on her cell phone.
Being Hungarian, I was a pretty mean cook and had stocked up on the groceries we'd need. I futzed around in the kitchen but couldn't avoid the scenario at the pool of Greta and her daughter changing swimsuits for Anniston's shoot. They were either in the pool or on the edge.
Greta disappeared in the pool house and came out in the skimpiest bikini yet. My cock throbbed its interest and I was glad I'd stayed inside.
Anniston had her stretch out on a pool lounger. Her knee was forward showing off those impossibly long legs. She twisted enough to keep her breasts thrust forward, but not too obvious. The woman knew her modeling stuff.
My cock throbbed harder as she changed poses. The girls were all outside, so I slipped my hand into my shorts, just a little squeeze I thought.
Anniston had Greta move to her hands and knees on the lounger. Her breasts were large enough to sway below her and I imagined myself beneath her.
Suddenly Greta untied her bikini top and dropped it to the ground. Her breasts dropped minutely, considering her age. But it was her huge areolas that got my attention. They were the darkest red-brown I'd ever seen, not to mention the largest. Tiny nipples centered the big circles. They topped the soft undercurve of her breasts in an invitation for a man's mouth and hands.
Greta was in no hurry to tie on the other top, and in fact, seemed to be taking plenty of time to do so. She gave a big stretch, arching her back, nearly posing. The girls were talking together and obviously in no hurry.
Jayne ran back into the pool house and came back with a bottle of sunblock, handing it to her mom. She held the bottle high and allowed the white cream to slowly drip into her hand. I moaned, more enthusiastically working my cock.
She rubbed the white cream between her hands and made long strokes from her neck, over her tits, and down to the top of her bikini bottoms. I growled. She continued to do the same, rubbing the cream into her skin. She concentrated on her breasts.
She rubbed her breasts, her nipples growing longer and harder. She circled her palms over them several times. She dribbled more cream on her hands and rubbed it in her arms.
Jayne picked up the bottle and squeezed a big white blob in her hands. She began to rub it on her mom's back. Greta faced me, but I watched Jayne's hands stroke up her sides, her fingers lightly grazing her mom's breasts. I'm sure unintentional but it made my balls ache, and I began to fuck my fist in earnest.
Greta said something to the girls, and they began to spread sunblock on each other. I moaned. Finally, Anniston untied Jayne's top to better apply the cream, and Jayne did the same to her.
Three topless beauties on the other side of the glass did me in. It built up in my balls and the last thing I saw before I came was Greta looking straight at me and squeezing her tits together, pinching those lusciously big nipples.

*****

A few days later Anniston came in with the set of pictures from the pool. I stayed seated at my table because I knew my dick would enjoy reminiscing.
"These are so good, hon. What does the instructor say?"
"He's a professional photographer and has a studio in town. He said if I wasn't in school, he'd hire me. Also, that he might give me some assignments occasionally that he'd pay me for!" she said excitedly.
"Really? Damn, that's impressive hon. I'm so proud of you!" I couldn't hug her because I still had a raging hard-on from the pictures, so I gave her an enthusiastic high five.

*****

Two weeks went by, and my daughter came into the kitchen while I was preparing dinner.
"Daddy, I wanted to talk to you about something."
Uh oh, she only calls me daddy when she wants something.
"Okay, hon, what is it?"
"Our assignment is to do a shoot with nudes."
For a moment I was taken aback but remembered we are talking college courses here. It can be tough remembering that your daughter is a grown-up.
"Okay. Go on."
"Greta said she'd model nude for me and suggested your bathroom. The shower and tub. What do you think?" she asked hesitantly.
Greta is naked in my bathroom. I am one fucking lucky son of a bitch is what I think.
"I don't see a problem with that," I said casually.
She screeched, jumped up and down and hugged me, and ran off to sound the alert.

*****

The next day there was an unexpected knock on my door early afternoon. It was Greta.
"Hope it's not an inconvenient time?"
"No, not at all! I was just making coffee; it'll be done soon if you'd like a cup?"
"Please."
She perched on the stool at the bar in the kitchen.
"Anniston tells me it's a go for the nude shoot."
I nodded. "Absolutely."
"I should have talked to you first before suggesting it to Anniston. I wanted to stop by and apologize. I didn't know where you stood on nudity and all that. I should have asked you first." She sipped her coffee. "My only excuse is that I've modeled for so long, nudity is not a big deal anymore."
"I understand and no need for an apology. I think Anniston has real talent and I want to encourage her as much as I possibly can. I'm also trying to remember that she's an adult and has always made good decisions up til now."
"You're a good father, you know," she said, looking at me over the top of her cup. "I'm sure it's rough for a man to raise a daughter on his own. I know it hasn't been easy for me to raise Jayne on my own. I could see it would be much different if I had a son."
Oh, so she is single, I thought.
"I guess we do what we have to do, eh." She agreed.
"Also, I wondered if I may see your shower and tub again. I'd like to check the lighting, maybe help Anniston out with the best time to shoot for the best lighting."
"Of course, let's go."
This time she was dressed a bit more revealing. The wore tight shorts that hugged her fantastic ass, giving me a great view as we climbed the stairs. A tight white t-shirt hugged her like a second skin, and although she wore a bra, the shadow of those fantastic nipples showed through.
Another hard-on began to rage.
She kicked off her shoes and stepped into the shower area. "Hey, would you mind coming in here with me? I can see the lighting better on another person."
I joined her. She looked at me. Turned me this way and that way.
"The morning sun will break through the trees, especially in the winter." It was late spring, and the leaves were open on the trees. "I do have those shower lights if that would help?" I pointed up.
"Oh! I didn't notice them. I bet they are awesome in the dark."
Visions of being in here with her naked and in the dark flashed through my head. My balls ached. She smiled knowingly.
"I can't say I've done that but I'm sure you're right."
"Maybe you should try it sometime?"
"Maybe I should."
"Say, you wouldn't be of Hungarian descent, would you?"
"Yeah. The name tipped you off I bet."
"My parents came to the United States from Hungary when they were very young. My grandparents followed soon thereafter." She looked at me for a moment. "Your name yes, but you have a look... Umm, a maleness that Hungarian men have. Lusty. Manly without being a bully."
"That's the males in my family," I laughed. "Lusty is the best word. My father was a known cocksman in his day."
"Mmm, I was married to a Hungarian. I thoroughly enjoyed keeping up with his libido."
I suddenly realized how close we were standing in the shower. Her breasts were inches from my chest. Her nipples were hard. Poking through the thin white knit. I remembered them bare at the pool. Her huge dark nipples.
"I also want to check the lighting in the tub area if that's okay," she said. I nodded. She stepped into the deep soaking tub and sat down. Her knees were up because her legs were so long, but she looked comfortable.
"This is much roomier than it looks," she said, surprised. She hesitated for a moment. "Would you mind getting in too? Just to get an idea of what would work."
"That doesn't sound like a tough request," I grinned. "Facing you or behind you."
She considered for a moment. "I think behind me to start."
She slid forward and I stepped in behind her and maneuvered down so my legs wrapped around her.
"I think this is going to work," she said, shimmying back so her ass pressed into my crotch.
She leaned back on my chest, and I kept my arms on the top edge of the tub because they would be on her body otherwise- likely covering those tits.
"Mmm, nice. Are you comfortable, Lazlo?"
"Oh yeah," I gritted. Was I comfortable?! I'm wrapped around a beautiful woman in my tub. My cock was throbbing against her ass. That thick pile of auburn curls on top of her head filled my nose with the sweet scent of her. I could look over her shoulder and see those gorgeous tits with the bullet nipples pushing through. Those long legs and soft thighs would envelop a man.



She turned her head and looked back at me, her face inches from mine. "Are you sure? I'm thinking about some creative things for Anniston to try."
"Creative things?"
"Yes!" She turned; her hip was now pressed into my rock-hard cock. She had her arm on my shoulder which meant I had to move it from the edge of the tub. It was awkward to rest it on my leg, so I just lightly rested my hand on her hip.
"This is more than a nude shoot?" I asked.
"Oh no, it's nude, but it may be two women." In my stunned state, that took a moment to sink in. "Anniston's instructor gave her the nude assignment but added that if she got the models to sign a contract, he would buy them from her. That's such a great opportunity for her!" she said excitedly.
"Yeah, it is!" I knew my girl had talent.
Greta rested her head on my shoulder and looked up at me. "That is if you're okay with a shoot like that going on in your bathroom?"
I laughed. "I'll force myself. But hey, you and who else will model?"
"Oh, a friend that I often work with. We've both retired from commercial modeling because we are too old now." I laughed at that, which bounced her on my body and seemed to settle her closer.
"So, you model nude together?"
She grinned, reading me like a book. "We do, yes. Men like that and that's why we do it. We're more adult models now," she confessed.
I had to let that sink in. She began to trace the outline of the design on the chest of my t-shirt.
"I hope that doesn't bother you?"
"Umm, no, doesn't bother me at all."
"But now you're imagining two naked beautiful women in this tub?"
"Not when I have you in this tub with me," I admitted.
She put a finger on my chin and pulled my face to hers. Our lips brushed and her tongue flicked into my mouth to taste me.
I groaned and wrapped my arms around her, pulling her against me. She pressed her tits into my chest, rubbing her hard nipples on me.
Our kiss turned hot, wet, and messy quickly. We parted, panting.
"God but you are one lusty man," she said in a sultry voice.
"Especially around a gorgeous woman like you."
We stayed in the tub kissing and feeling each other up like hormonal teenagers. Her hands were under my t-shirt, I pulled her top off and she unhooked her bra. She moaned as she rubbed her tits on my chest.
"God these nipples are fantastical, Greta."
I couldn't move well so I pulled her up so I could get my mouth on them. Her thigh pressed against my raging cock. She arched her back and held my head to her tits.
"That feels so fucking good," she murmured when I bit her nipples. "Bite them. I need that so bad."
I kneaded her fleshy tits and chewed on those dark red nipples. Her moans let me know I was giving her pleasure.
I heard the driveway alarm go off. "Anniston is home from school," I ground out. That last thing I wanted to do now was stop.
She scrambled out of the tub and put her bra and t-shirt on. My cock ached so bad it nearly doubled me over.
"I'll go talk to her. Take your time," she whispered, kissing me and rubbing my throbbing bulge.
"Thanks. I'll be down as soon as I can." I gave one last squeeze of her ass, a kiss, and I let her go.

*****

A few days later Anniston approached me. "Dad, you know how Jayne's mom is going to be the model for the shower thing?"
"The nude shoot?"
"Yeah, right. That..." She went on to tell me about Greta and the other model and the instructor using her work for commercials.
"Sure, hon. That's fine by me."
She brightened and hugged me. "Thanks, dad! You're so cool!"
It would be a hardship for me, but I'll do it, I thought laughing to myself.

*****

The best Greta and I got in were texts. She was so busy modeling and doing things with Jayne. Then when she was free, I was tied up. I was frustrated. I couldn't wait to have that beautiful body in my bed. Under me. Riding me. It had to happen. And soon.
Greta was the first to show up with a knockout Scandinavian blonde that was about her age. Hardly old to put out to pasture, but in the modeling world...
She walked in, dropped her bag, wrapped her arms around me and we kissed. Deeply and passionately. I pulled her into me.
"God, you guys are getting me wet. Knock it off already or let me have a shot at him," Mia pouted.
We laughed. "Anniston is picking up Jayne for moral support. They should be back soon."
I poured them each a wine and we talked for a moment before the girls arrived.
"Would you rather I stay out?" I asked Anniston quietly.
"No, you can be there. It'll probably get you all excited though," she giggled, and I rolled my eyes. "Did you meet Mia? Her daughter is in one of Jayne's classes in high school." Another MILF? I thought. "Or maybe Mia will get you fired up too hmm?"
I swatted her on the ass. "Just concentrate on your job, missy." She laughed and winked back over her shoulder at me.
I sat back in the corner because I didn't want to distract. Mia was a perfect match for Greta. Long legs, tall, long hair, and beautiful. Mia's tits were similar in size, but with candy pink nipples. They were so comfortable with each other. Their familiarity with each other's bodies was obvious and I was sure Anniston was getting some good shots.
When they got in the tub together, I couldn't help but remember when Greta and I did the same. Maybe someday for us. I hoped.
Suddenly it was over. Anniston packed her equipment and she and Jayne went to Jaynes' house to look at the final pictures on her computer. Mia disappeared leaving me with Greta.
She wore a white silk robe, tied at the waist. As she walked around gathering her stuff, the robe parted and floated, sliding off her shoulders catching on her arms, baring her tits.
"So, what did you think, handsome," she asked, casually folding something from the shoot. I'm sure she had no idea how seductive she looked at that moment.
"I think that you're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen."
She pressed her naked body against me. I slipped my hand under her whisper of a robe. Her skin was soft and warm, and she smelled like spring flowers.
"I was turned on just knowing you were watching." Her lips brushed mine as she whispered. "I kept thinking of this," she squeezed my bulging cock, "and I wanted to send everyone away."
She dropped to her knees, whisked my pants and shorts off, and took a moment to inspect my cock. Her fingers lightly traced the map of veins that wound the shaft. Precum bubbled out as she watched. She tasted it on the tip of her tongue.
"We don't have time to do everything I want to do to you, Lazlo," she whispered, looking up at me. "But I've been wanting to do this from the minute I met you and saw how unabashed you were about a pretty obvious hard-on." She stroked the shaft with her soft hand and looked back up. "Then when you masturbated while watching us at the pool, I knew I wanted you."
"You saw me?"
"I did, but the girls didn't." She licked the head of my cock and I groaned. "But you do know that you have raised a girl that's comfortable with her sexuality. She's aware that you are lusty," she smiled.
"She knows it's something I can't control. But she teases me about it." I laughed, then groaned at the same time when her lips wrapped around the head.
She locked eyes with me while she sucked on my cock. I could watch her enjoy what she was doing and feel the vibrations of her moans. With her silk robe still hanging on her arms and she looked like an angel.
Her talented mouth brought me to a shuddering orgasm quickly. "It has been a long time," I murmured, somewhat in apology.
"Yes, but I know that by the time you brought me to a screaming orgasm, you'd be ready again."
She was right. Even as I got older, I was still quick to recover.
I pulled her up and against me. "I can't wait until I get you in my bed. I want you under me, riding me, spreading your soft thighs so I can taste you."
"We have much to discover, Lazlo." She kissed me passionately. "By the way, our girls are aware of our attraction and are all for it," she smiled.
"They know?"
"They're both twenty-one. They are pretty savvy young ladies."
"I'm so glad you're there for Anniston. I know there are things she can talk about to you, that she can't to me. I get that."
"Yes, but you two have wonderful open communication. You should be very proud of not only her, but yourself."
"I need you so bad, Greta," I moaned, leaning down to kiss her again. It turned intense quickly. She slid her leg up my thigh and my hardening cock slipped between her legs.
"I want you. I need to feel you inside me," she whimpered. I heard the distress in her voice.
I cupped her ass and pulled her against me. The head of my cock slipped in, and she moaned, clinging tightly to me as I positioned to drive into her.
Right at that moment, the driveway sensor went off telling me Anniston was home.
"Oh my god," I muttered in her neck. "I'm sorry, angel."
She panted and whimpered, and I held her close. I couldn't let her go yet. I knew my daughter wouldn't come into my room, and we had time.
For a while she clung to me, trembling and I just held her. My cock was still hard, and throbbing tucked between her thighs now.
I knew we had to have time and privacy for what I wanted to do to her. It would have to be soon.

*****

"Here, Dad," Anniston said tossing the envelope on the counter. "The shots from the other night."
She leaned on the counter waiting for me to look at them. I slid the thick bundle out. I didn't say anything until I went through every one of them.
"I can't believe how beautifully you captured the women. You got the lust without the lewd. There is a fine line between porn and erotica, and you nailed it."
"Thank you, daddy!" she grinned. "I loved doing it so much." She reached into her bag and pulled out another envelope. "These are for you," she smiled and winked. She grabbed the first envelope and went up to her room.
I pulled the images out of the second envelope. They were all of Greta. Taken somewhere else but here. They were raunchy and seductive. They were men's magazine stroke pictures. And I know that's exactly what they were intended for.
I slid them back into the envelope and took them to my room, locking the door behind me.
That night late I called Greta. "Thanks for the gift," I said.
"Mmm, did you like them?"
I growled. "I'm still recovering."
She laughed. "That's what I intended them for."
"I knew that. Probably my daughter did too."
"She did. It was her idea. She worries about you. That you don't date. No one to fuck your frustrations away."
I laughed. "I believe that she would say that."
"The pictures were definitely inspirational."
"I hoped they would tide you over until you got the real thing," she said in a sultry voice.
"That better be soon, too. I need to pleasure my sexy Hungarian woman." My MILF.
"Anniston told me today that she thinks her instructor wants her to help him on a big shoot... Somewhere out of town. Sounded like she may be gone for a day or two."
"God, I hope so!"

*****

Anniston was going to be gone for two days. Two nights and two days of an empty house and Greta. I must be living right is all I could think of.
I had enough food and drink in that we'd never leave the house. I had silk lounge pants on that I never wore because I thought it was too much in front of my daughter. The fireplace was lit, and flurries started just as Greta arrived.
"Brrr." She was wrapped in a black winter coat, her auburn hair tumbling around her shoulders. She dropped her small overnight back to walk into my arms and kiss me.
"Let's get you out of this coat. The fireplace is roaring to warm you up."
She pushed the coat off her shoulders, and it puddled on the floor. She stood there in spike heels, thigh highs, and a short silk chemise.
"Oh my god," I groaned. "You want me to fuck you right at the door, don't you?"
"I want you to fuck me anywhere and everywhere," she murmured.
"We have two days and two nights of pure pleasure together."
I led her to the living room. I had wine open and an assortment of cheeses and crackers.
"Can I just tell you how fucking sexy you look in these," she said running her hand over my silk-covered ass. "And this makes me want to eat you up." She cupped her hand over my cock and balls that displayed prominently in these pants. "No man has ever dressed seductively for me. I love it." She trailed her fingers up my chest.
We drank wine and nibbled the cheese and crackers while the snow lazily floated by the glass.
"I knew this house would be spectacular in the snow," she said. She was leaning her back against my chest, my arm was around her, my hand right below her breast.
I loved the expanse of soft thigh from the top of her nylons to the bottom edge of her chemise. I wanted those silky nylon-clad legs wrapped around me. Soon. My cock ached for her. We had such a teasing moment that night that I can't wait to fully sink into her.
Her breasts pushed out and I fondled them through the silk. Her nipple immediately hardened, and I pinched it. The silk clung to her breast and caressed her nipple. I was a man that like mystery too. The old men's magazine where the women wore lingerie, albeit sheer, was the biggest turn-on to me. My cock would ache to see a sheer baby doll draped over big pointy nipples.
She arched into my hand and moaned. We knew we had time and neither of us would rush it. I wondered who would be the first to beg.
She poured more wine and straddled my lap, facing me. Her white thighs bared, and I slipped my hands under her chemise and cupped her ass.
"God, you drive me wild, Greta. I've never had anyone fire me up like you."
I pulled her closer. Her open pussy pressed against my silk-covered cock. She rocked and I moaned. She pushed hard and rocked up and I latched onto her nipple with my teeth.
"Oh yeahhhh," she moaned. Her long hair flowed down her back when she arched into my mouth
I sucked, wetting the silk until it turned transparent. She looked down, stuck her finger in her wine, and wet the silk over her nipples. Dampened it over her breasts so it clung to her like a second skin.
I moaned and kneaded them, pinching her nipples to send her higher. She begged harder and I pinched and twisted while she rocked and ground against my rabid cock. Her pussy had the silk on my cock so wet it clung to my cock, outlining it.
I threw the thick comforter in front of the fireplace and held out my hand to her. The flames lit up her curves and warmed us even more.
"I want you to fuck me, Lazlo," she said, pulling me on top of her.
I sank into the cradle of those soft thighs. I don't care how many positions we can have sex in, this is my favorite. A woman's legs wrapped around me drives me wild.
I kissed her tits and nibbled on her nipples. She held my head wanting more. My cock probed her wet slit and I slowly pushed in. I watched the lust in her eyes and heard her long low moan as I slid into her hot wet cunt. I was ball deep and her legs wrapped around me.
I kissed her, wet and passionately as I began the slow dance that would culminate in fireworks. She went off first in a long mew while her inner muscles contracted around my cock, milking my balls and driving me into a shuddering orgasm.
We spent two days fucking in bed, in the shower, in front of the fireplace, and at the window watching it snow. She kept up with my libido with her own and we couldn't keep our hands off each other.
The roads cleared in time for her to leave to get to a modeling assignment and for Anniston to drive home safely.
That afternoon I napped on and off and felt more alone than I'd ever felt.

*****

A few weeks later I stayed the night with Greta where we fucked ourselves to exhaustion. The next morning, I followed the smell of bacon into the kitchen. She greeted me in an oversized white t-shirt and nothing else.
"What a wonderful thing to wake up to," I murmured, kissing her neck.
"Good morning love, breakfast is almost ready." She pushed her ass back against my growing cock. "Mmm, you might need something more this morning."
I turned just in time to see Jayne breezing into the kitchen. I had no idea she was even home last night, much less here in the kitchen where I had a tent in knit undershorts from her mom.
"Good morning, everyone!" She wore a thin man beater with low-cut armholes that revealed the side of her substantial tits. She reached into a high cupboard which pulled her shirt up. It was tight enough when she lowered her arms, it clung to her body giving me an excellent view of the white thong.
"Morning baby," Greta said. "Just in time!"
She set plates of eggs, bacon, and toast at each place. Jayne was still moving around the kitchen pouring juice and coffee. She had a knee on her chair and leaned to get the saltshaker when her tit popped through the armhole. She sat down and nonchalantly pulled her shirt over it.
Greta seemed unfazed by her daughter's actions. I was still unsure what was happening. I knew Jayne was hot from when Anniston brought her home from college for the first time. Your daughter always seems to have one of those kinds of friends, and Jayne was hers. I appreciated it when she was around for my own pleasure.
"What did you think of the pictures of mom and Mia?" Jayne asked between bites.
"They were wonderful. I'm so glad Anniston is showing an interest in photography. I think she could have a career in it," I enthused. We talked about that for a bit, but I had to force myself to not be distracted by Jayne.
Jayne pushed her empty plate away and leaned back in her chair. Her hard nipples pushed through the thin white knit of the man beater. The shirt was tight like a second skin and clung to her, highlighting her sexy curves. The big armholes revealed the outer roundness of her tits, that were at least as big as her mom's.
We cleaned up the dishes and Greta led me back to bed, where I was happy to go. My cock and ball ached from Greta's attention and her daughter's hot body.
I stretched out on my back and Greta lay on her side against me, her thigh over mine. She ran her fingers through the thicket on my chest and teased my nipples.
Suddenly Jayne appeared next to the bed. While she watched me, she grabbed the bottom edge of her t-shirt and slowly pull it over her head. I swallowed hard looking at tits that were the duplicate of Greta's dark-tipped tits. She hooked her fingers in her thong and pushed it down her legs revealing shaved lips and a thick tuft of black hair in front.
"Mmm, you're right mom, he does have a gorgeous body," she said softly, sweeping her eyes down my body.
"I told Jayne you wouldn't mind if she'd join us?" Greta whispered.
"Umm, no, of course not," I said, clearing my throat and wondering what I ever did to deserve this.
She lay down next to me, mirroring her mom. She nibbled my jaw and brushed my lips with hers. "I always thought you were the sexiest dad. I was jealous of Anniston, you know."
I didn't reply because her hand was gliding over my stomach down to my cock, which she stroked the underside of like a puppy. It lay heavy on my stomach and jerked each stroke on the sensitive underside. She fisted it firmly, making me groan. Often women were light-handed when it comes to my cock and balls. I like a firmer rougher hand, which rarely happens. Until now.
She milked up precum, petted my cock, and weighed my balls in her hand. Her lips were still barely touching mine. She watched me, gauging my reactions to her ministrations. She circled the base of my balls with her thumb and forefinger and held tight, squeezing.



"Oh god yeah," I groaned in her mouth. "Just like that baby." She smiled knowingly and began fondling my balls with a rougher hand, separating the two balls in the sac and teasing them with her fingers. She pushed her fingers into my body between my balls which brought a loud grunt of pleasure. She pressed and rubbed from behind my balls to my ass and my hips spontaneously began to rock. God, she was a pro in what was hot for a man.
I lost track of where I was, and my concentration was on her and what she was doing. She circled her fingers at the base of my cock and pushed it into my body before stroking the length. I dug my heels in and pushed up as she stroked from deep inside me to the tip.
She caught my lip with her teeth and tugged. I wrapped her long blonde hair tightly around my hand and brought her in for a wet, tongue-driving kiss. She sucked my tongue hard, and we ate at each other's mouths. Both of our breaths were raspy and hard.
"I'm going to fuck you," she said, her voice deep and throaty.
As she rolled over me and caught her tits in my hands and kneaded, lifting my head to take the chocolate kiss nipples into my mouth. I bit and tugged, and she threw her head back moaning. I squeezed her tits and pinched her nipples together. She hissed in pleasure.
She pulled back, kissed me, and murmured, "Fierce."
She moved between my legs and locked eyes with mine. Her lips wrapped around the head of my cock and her teeth grazed the sensitive surface. Perfectly. I jerked and tried to push in, but she controlled. She sucked the tip hard. Until I groaned louder, then grazed her teeth down the shaft, swirling her tongue after. I clenched the bedclothes on either side of me, my pelvis rocking again. Out of control. She looked at me from under her lashes and tugged on my balls while tucking my cock into her cheek and between her teeth.
"Oh yeah baby that feels so fucking good don't stop oh motherfucker yeah god damn yessssssss fuck yes fuck don't stop," I murmured nonsensically at times.
She rose, arched her back, and thrust her tits, her blonde hair flowing around her like a goddess. She straddled my hips, and my cock throbbed hard feeling the heat of her cunt so close.
"Fuck me." I held my cock and slid it up and down her slick slit. "Fuck me."
She drove down in one move taking my fat cock in her tight cunt.
"Oh my god yesssssssssss fat fucking cock," she moaned low and long. My fingers dug into her hips while she rode me. She leaned on my chest pinching and twisting my nipples. It was like lightning bolts shooting down to my cock, jerking hard in her hot wetness.
I rolled her under me, and her legs opened wide to take me deeper. I drove in hard. Her nails scored my back and she hung on. Her tits jerked on her chest. I drove hard and fast. She shouted and her cunt convulsed around my cock, squeezing it, milking it until my balls exploded and pumped into her spasming cunt. The air was filled with inflaming fuck words and gasping breaths.
I rolled to my back, and she had her legs wrapped around me, holding my cock in until it slipped out.
A slow soft clap came from the side of the bed, and I looked to see Greta with her feet on the edge of the bed, her thighs wide and her pussy glistening wet. She had cum with us.
I looked at her. "I'm sorry I---" She shushed me.
"No apologies in the bedroom. Ever. We do what we are compelled to do and never worry about being judged."
No wonder her daughter was sexually astounding...

*****

The following two weeks were busy for me finishing up several projects. Greta had several modeling assignments out of town and Jayne stayed with Anniston.
After the mind-blowing sex, I had with her, it was difficult to remain normal in front of Anniston. Several times Jayne got away to make out with me, and one time had enough time to suck my cock while I ate her. The rest of the time having to behave was difficult.
Anniston took Jayne home one morning and came into my office.
"Hi baby, did you get her home ok?"
"Yeah. Can I ask you something, dad?"
"Sure, of course."
"Jayne. Did you and Jayne fuck?"
That was the last thing I expected, and to say I was unprepared would be an understatement. I never lied to my daughter, and I wasn't about to now, although I was hesitant because I didn't know how she'd take it.
"What makes you ask that?"
"You two act differently around each other now. Jayne was always talking about how hot looking you are and that she fantasized about you. I thought she might seduce you one day and since I was gone for a couple of days..."
"I see. Well, baby, I've never lied to you and won't now. Yes, we did have sex." Mind fucking mind-blowing flaming hot sex.
She regarded me for a moment and said, "Okay, that's that I figured." She got up, kissed me on the cheek, and was gone.
Phew. I raked my fingers through my hair.

*****

Greta was out of town on assignment with Mia and called that evening.
"So, guess what Anniston asked me today?"
"If you fucked, Jayne."
"How did you know?" I asked.
"Jayne said she asked her, so she told her." She chuckled over the phone. "I guess that set you back when she asked that eh?"
"Oh my god, did it ever. I don't lie to her, so I crossed my fingers and told her. Here I thought Jayne and I were doing a good job of acting normal," I laughed ruefully.
"Oh, don't worry about it, baby. Sex is natural. I think you've done a great job with Anniston. You're honest with her and she appreciates that about you."
"Yeah, guess you're right, hon. On another note, I miss you. I guess you're having fun with Mia," I laughed.
"Of course. But I still miss you. I miss you inside me, and I can't wait to watch you and Jayne again. You're both very exciting, you know."
"Yeah, well you have raised quite a daughter yourself. You're still coming home tomorrow, right?"
"Well, that was one of the reasons I called. We got picked up for another assignment but by the same company. It looks like I'll be gone for another three or four days."
"Awh, okay," I said, not able to hide my disappointment.
"I know that's asking a lot to have Jayne stay there with the situation now. She can stay at the house by herself and---"
"No fucking way. She's not staying alone in the winter. We'll do fine. We'll figure it out."
She laughed. "That sounds pretty final."
"Yeah, sorry," I said, realizing how I sounded.
"No worries, baby. I know you care. That's the most important part." She sighed. "Okay, I'm going to go to bed and fantasize you're here in bed with me."
I groaned. "You had to plant that seed in my head didn't you."
I heard the ring of her laughter as she disconnected.
~~*****
"Guess what!?" Anniston bounded into the kitchen.
"You don't want the hamburgers we're having for dinner," I deadpanned.
She laughed. "No! The photographer I told you about that said he would buy some of my work? Well, guess what? He did! And guess what else?"
"You're not even giving me enough time to guess," I whined comically.
"Daaaaaaaaaaaaaaaddddd, you're not listening!"
"I am! Go on baby."
"He got hired to do a big shoot for a catalog and he asked if I'd assist! The only thing is it's in Carrolwood. He said he'd pick me up and bring me home of course."
"Well, I am glad he's bringing you home too," I laughed. "Sounds like a great opportunity. You're going to go for it right?!"
She jumped up and down. "Yes! I better go pack. He's picking me up at five in the morning! YIKES."
"Yikes is right. Don't wake me up!"
But of course, I was up peeking out the window at five in the morning watching her run to the van. I could sense her excitement from up here.
I adjusted the shower and jets and let the warm water run down my body.
"I was going to ask if you had room for me, but I guess with this big shower you have room for the neighborhood," Jayne laughed, joining me in the shower.
"Well, this is a nice surprise," I said, while she stepped up to me and wrapped her arms around my neck. I cupped her ass and pulled her against me. "Very fucking nice."
"Ohyeahhhhh you are so fucking hot," she whispered, angling her head and diving in for her usual raw and passionate kisses. I was hard and aching immediately. This girl knew what buttons to push for me. "Fuck me now. Against the wall."
I grabbed her ass and pushed her against the wall. She wrapped her legs around me and I drove in.
"Fuck yeahhhhh, so fucking hot," she moaned. "Fuck me hard and deep, Lazlo. Oh my god yeah... You're a fucking animal."
Her tight cunt squeezed my dick, and my balls were boiling. I pounded into her. Grunting each hard thrust. Her nails dug into my shoulders. Her breath rasped harder and faster followed by a long hoarse mew as her cunt clamped around my cock, nearly pushing it out.
"Oh yeah NOW... Ungh ungh ungh ungh." I grunted every pump of my cock.
After a moment her legs slid down while she still held on tightly. "God, you are some hot fuck, Lazlo. Who the fuck would ever leave you? Your wife was nuts. I'd never have let you out of our bed."
"Mmm, it takes two to make a hot fuck and you're the other half. My cock aches for you."
We dried off and cuddled on my bed.
"I don't know where you learned the touch," I said, wrapping her in my arms. "Most women are afraid to use a firm grip."
"I had a hunch you liked it rougher. I do too. You drove me wild fucking me against the wall, you know."
"We were both pretty wild," I said.
"You know that's why mom said we'd be hot together."
"She did?"
"She did. She sensed you leaned the same way as me. I always thought you were hot and fantasized about you. When she told me that, I couldn't wait to get that fat cock inside me."
"Mmm, I aim to please, baby," I said, rolling her on top of me.
"Oh fuck, you're hard again and I'm wet again."
My cock was trapped between our bodies, and her tits mashed into my chest. I squeezed and kneaded her fabulous ass as we kissed and ate at each other's mouths like animals. Suddenly she pushed up and took my cock into her cunt in one move.
"I love this position," she gasped, riding me hard and fast. We both streaked to the climax in short minutes, our voices reverberating off the walls and glass.
"Damn baby," I gasped when she rolled to my side. "You're a fucking machine and I love it!"
"Well, it looks like I've been missing all the fun!"
Hearing that voice nearly took the breath out of me, and I looked up to see Anniston standing next to the bed. I was speechless. There was no need to ask her what she was doing there. Point was, she was here seeing her dad and her girlfriend naked together. Her eyes swept up and down our bodies, still intertwined.
"Annis!" Jayne said, jumping off the bed and hugging my daughter. "What're you doing here... Oh never mind... I'm so glad you are!" she exclaimed, pulling her sweater over her head. "Mmm sexy lingerie girlfriend," she said, squeezing her tit through the pink lace. Jayne pushed her pants and panties down at the same time, baring her pussy to me.
Anniston stood there looking at me while she allowed Jayne to undress her.
"Jayne!" I finally got my voice. "That's not a good idea," I said weakly. Still do not know what exactly to say. Anniston knew about Jayne and me but seeing us would be another story. The reality is always much different.
Anniston's eyes were locked with mine and she reached behind her, unhooked her bra so her gorgeous tits fell out and she was completely naked for me. I gasped taking in her sexy body. A body I shouldn't be looking at sexually. Nor should I be naked in front of her. But I was long past that, as was she apparently, and would deal with any regrets later. Between the two of them, my libido was in full roar.
She leaned over and ran the flat of her hand dusting my chest chest hair. Her tits swayed with every move. She circled her hand down to my stomach and looked up at me while she hefted my balls in her soft hand. She fingered each ball in its sac, then lightly petted my recovering cock. Even then her touch was electrifying.
"Daddy, you're just as sexy and have as beautiful of a body as I fantasized," she whispered. I heard the bedroom door quietly close and knew Jayne has left us alone. "I've been waiting for this day."
"You're gorgeous too baby. Stunning. You take my breath away."
She straddled me, her pussy lips on my reviving cock. She slid her hands up my chest to the sides of my face. Her hard nipples pressed into my chest. She nibbled along my shadowed jaw to my lips. We looked at each other as our lips pressed together, until her tongue pushed into my mouth, searching. It was a kiss of discovery. Soft lips that were so sweet and pliant. Her tongue teased mine and retreated, and I swept through her mouth for the first taste of my baby girl.
I moaned, cupped her round ass, and pulled her against me. Her curves were soft and smooth, and I followed them with my hands. The tips of my fingers traced the ladder of her spine. My hands down her sides, thumbs caressing the sides of her tits, down to her narrow waist, and over her curvaceous hips. I was in wondered how I made such a beautiful creature. That she was created from my body.
She pushed up, her tits hanging, nipples grazing my furred chest. "Daddy, you feel so good against me."
I wanted to discover more and rolled her onto her back. I gazed at the length of her body. Her skin was soft under my wandering hand. Her round breasts were firm and high on her chest, nipples were puckered hard, and I had to kiss each one. Her stomach trembled as I slid my hand lower. The soft tuft of dark hair. Her thighs fell wide open, inviting my hand as it slipped between her legs.
"You're so wet baby," I murmured. "This is all for me. Your daddy." She moaned softly, her hips gently rocking.
Her eyes were half-lidded and full of lust. Her plump pussy lips were smooth, soft, and wet from her juices. She was wet and so aroused. That it was because of me was a powerful thought. Tiny breathy moans slipped past her lips as I pressed a finger in the pink slit.
"Oh, yesss daddy," she moaned, inflaming me further.
I lifted her thigh, turned, and lay with my head on her inner thigh, her dripping wet cunt in my face. I lowered her thigh, so their softness was like a vice on my head. I pressed my nose and mouth into the dark pink valley. Her scent was fresh and sweet.
She moaned and her thighs clamped my head between their softness. I spread those sweet lips with my finger and licked the length, the tip of my tongue quickly flicking her swollen clit. She tasted just as sweet.
"Oh yeah, oh god yeah, don't stop," she moaned loudly.
I flicked her clit rhythmically, my face dripping with her juices that were flowing, and I took her higher and higher. Just as I knew she was at the peak; I sucked her big clit between my lips and sucked. She wailed, her thighs clamped together harder, she jerked rubbing her wetness all over my face.
"Oh fuck. Oh fuck," she whimpered, her thighs loosening their hold. Her breasts rose on her chest with her heaving breaths.
She rolled to her side to face me. "I want your cock inside me. I want to feel the hot seed you made me with, deep inside me." Those words made my cock jerk and my balls ache.
I kneaded her firm tits and tweaked each nipple. Little breaths puffed through her soft lips as she became more aroused. I pulled her leg over my hip, opening her cunt. My cock bumped into those smooth lips, and she gasped.
"Oh, fuck yeah," she whimpered, her hips rocking.
I ran the head of my cock up and down her slit, my dripping precum mixing with her wetness. I pushed in enough to tease her with the head of my cock.
"Please," she nearly sobbed. I moved my cock and felt the hard clit rubbing the sensitive tip. She jerked when I did that and began to moan while I drove her to another climax.
She opened her eyes, and I pushed the head in again, but this time, while I looked into her eyes, I slowly slid my throbbing cock into her tight wet canal. We both moaned. She parted and her tongue flicked across her lips.
"Oh, baby girl. Fuck," I murmured when I was ball deep in my daughter's sweet pussy.
I rolled her to her back and sank into the warm soft cradle of her thighs. I ground my cock in hard and deep. She arched, her tits thrust high, breath hissed through her teeth. The second time she dug her heels in and pushed up to meet my thrust.
We fucked hard. Our bodies slammed together in lurid sounds. Loud rasping breaths. Low murmurs. We fucked hard and fast and raced to the peak. I raised over her and angled my cock to rub her clit with each thrust.
She was flat-footed on the bed, her ass up, taking all, I had to give her. She clung to my biceps, her nails digging in.
"Oh my god yeah," she shouted, and her cunt convulsed around my cock. My balls drew up and my cock pumped the white-hot seed deep into her body. She sobbed when she felt the heat spray into her. "Daddy, fill me with your seed...." She mewed long and low as she rode the waves of pleasure.
We both dropped and I held my weight off her. She slid her hands down my back and squeezed my ass.
"Mmm daddy, it was even better than my fantasies. Your daddy cock filling me with your seed was unbelievable," she smiled.
"I'm glad baby girl. It was like none other for me as well. Joined with my daughter in the most intimate way possible was a gift I'll never forget."
We met Jayne in the kitchen with big grins on all our faces.
"I don't know about you ladies, but I'm starved. How about pizza?"
"I'll call," Anniston said running for her cell phone.
"Thanks," I said to Jayne.
She smiled and said, "You're very welcome. I knew it was only a matter of time. I'm glad I got to share some of it."
"He said he'll be here in twenty-five minutes."
"I suppose one of us should put on clothes for the delivery person eh," I laughed. Both Anniston and Jayne had pouty lips and I laughed again. "I'm keeping you girls to myself for now."
I pulled on a pair of shorts to answer the door and started the fireplace. I'd noticed it was beginning to snow and thought this room was best for enjoying the snow and fire. Not to mention seeing those two gorgeous bodies in the flickering light of the hot flames.
We ate our pizza in the kitchen and the girls spread pillows and comforters in front of the fireplace. It didn't take them long to start playing, something they seemed to be very familiar with. It didn't occur to me that there would be something between the two, but knowing Greta, I should have known.
I leaned against the sofa watching them kissing and fondling each other. I enjoyed being the voyeur this time and thought about what just happened. I was proud to say my daughter was also a lusty Hungarian Just like her dad. That we had Jayne and Greta in our lives, just added to it. I chuckled to myself when I thought that Greta will say she wasn't surprised about my daughter and me. I think everyone knew but me.
I watched the girls flip so their heads were between each other's thighs. I had to squeeze my raging cock. Their muffled sex words and the scent of their sex permeated the air, along with moaning and sounds of licking and sucking. It didn't take them long to get each other off and they flopped on their backs, chests heaving, tits rising and falling.
Anniston turned her head. "Oh, poor daddy. Look what happened from watching us, Jayne!"
"Oh no! Poor daddy," Jayne said. Calling me that in her sultry voice aroused me even more.
They crawled over to me on their hands and knees, tits swaying below them. One on one side of me, one on the other. Jayne held my cock up.
"Give me a kiss, Annis."



They kissed around my cockhead. Their tongues swirling and hot mouths engulf the mushroom head. Watching them added to the sensations that were zinging through my body. I groaned louder when Jayne covered the head of my cock with her hot wet mouth and Anniston sucked on my balls.
"Oh my god," I grunted, jerking and clutching the bedcovers. If I didn't try to muster some control, I'd be spraying them both in a matter of a minute or two.
I stroked Anniston's ass and got her to move. She was so busy licking and sucking and playing with my balls it took me a bit to get her attention. She finally straddled my face. I nearly whimpered when I saw my daughter's perfect pink pussy. Soft lips were swollen with desire, and she was so wet she was nearly dripping, and I wanted that on my face.
While I got her into position, she and Jayne switched so my daughter was sucking my cock and Jayne took over my balls. Jayne's rougher ways aroused me even more. I buried my nose in the tuft of hair and nibbled her lips. I teased around her clit, and I felt the vibration of her moan on my cock. I teased her clit with the tip of my tongue, slipping the end of my finger into her sopping wet canal. My cock vibrated harder and longer in her mouth.
I tongued her clit rhythmically which caused her to suck harder. Jayne had my balls in a clinch at the base and rubbed behind my balls to my ass. Fuck if that girl didn't know her way around man parts. Anniston sucked my cock deep in her mouth and shuddered a hard vibrating climax. Between the pain and pleasure Jayne was doing, and that Anniston was covering my face with her hot juices, I couldn't hold off and emptied my balls into her mouth. She took every drop.
They both went to their knees and Anniston passed the cum in her mouth to Jayne and they kissed passionately. She pushed Jayne to her back and dove between her thighs, eating her expertly until Jayne had a leg shaking loud shouting climax.
I needed some rest and talked the girls into a shower and then some sleep. It worked until the middle of the night when I felt a mouth on my cock. I was drowsy still and it felt like a dream. I was floating while a hot mouth sucked the cum out of my balls again. I fell back asleep without knowing who it was.

*****

Greta came home the next morning and stopped at the house in the afternoon. After a long kiss, we settled in front of the fireplace. The setting sun streaked through the trees and created stripes of glistening snow.
"So, you and Annis fucked hmm?"
"Yeah, who--Never mind," I laughed.
"You think Jayne would keep something like that to herself?"
"No, of course not. Yeah, we did. Fucked and sucked and fucked and sucked. With your Jayne in between all those." We both laughed.
"I hope there's some left for me... Wait, you're my lusty Hungarian. I know you have plenty to go around."
"Always for you, love," I said, kissing her.
We made out like high schoolers in front of the fire until we decided to go upstairs and enjoy each other again. I needed to taste her and brought her to several shuddering orgasms. When I pushed my throbbing cock into her cunt, we both groaned. I felt like I was home. We both dozed until the bed bounced. Two naked bodies joined our naked bodies.
"Who is it," I asked, groggily. They giggled. "Who's in my bed?" A nipple grazed my lips and I teased it with my tongue.
"Guess who it is!" Anniston said.
"Ummm, let me taste again." This time I latched onto the hard nipple and cupped my hand around the soft firm breast. I sucked rhythmically and heard Aniston's sweet mewing.
"You two are so hot together," Greta whispered, her face near mine. "I knew you would be." She ran her hand down my chest to my rock-hard cock. "Mmm, you're ready for her."
"You want to watch us fuck?" I asked and she nodded. "God baby, you drive me crazy."
Greta held my cock up, while Anniston slowly slid down until she was grinding to take me as deep as she could.
"Damn... Your cock in your girl... So, fucking hot..." Greta murmured, teasing my nipples with her fingers and tugging at my chest hair.
"My daddy's cock," Anniston said, looking at Greta. "It's so good. I love taking his seed. The seed he made me with."
Jayne moved between her mom's legs and began eating her. Greta moaned and arched but never took her eyes off us fucking. Watching Anniston riding me. Her tits bounced faster as she got closer to the peak, then suddenly her head fell back, and her cunt convulsed around my cock and a long low mew echoed around the room. Her hot juice ran down my cock and dripped over my balls.
Greta followed with a wailing orgasm, which sent me over the edge, and I pumped hot seed into my daughter.
Greta spooned in front of me, her daughter in front of her and my daughter behind me. I listened to their soft even sleep breathing and thought, how perfect my life is right now.

~~the end~~
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Cornflower Blue

Chapter 01
"Tessa, just fly down, sell the place, then come back. We'll all still be here, and Jim will cover your accounts." My assistant Patricia was always the voice of simplicity when things got overwhelming for me. "And this is a perfect time for him to do that since you have the ball rolling and nothing is left to do but oversee your newest accounts." She leaned over the desk and said conspiratorially, "Or screw up." We laughed.
"You're right... I mean I loved my grandparents, but why they would ever leave Sea Vista to me, I'll never know." I anxiously ran my fingers through my raven black curls. A habit I've been trying to break all my life. "My life is here in New York. The motel is in Florida and a world away as far as I'm concerned," I said, leaning back in my office chair and willing myself to relax.
She shrugged. "Since your parents died, you were their only surviving relative. They probably figured you could keep or sell. I mean you do have options. You could keep it and hire someone to manage it. Since you wouldn't have a mortgage on it, after taxes and insurance, you'd have some profit. And a place to stay on vacation! And retire to!" She laughed, then became serious. "Or yeah, you could just sell it. But I'm wondering if you would regret it down the road?"
I groaned never thinking that after retirement I may want it. "Why do you always have to be so damn right?!" She laughed and shrugged. I was fifty and retirement was looming like a black cloud in the future. Although I couldn't imagine not working.
"I'll make your plane reservation. The nearest airport is Tampa, and it doesn't look like much of a drive from there. It is right on the Gulf of Mexico!" she said excitedly.
"I should send you in my place. You're more excited than I am," I lamented, feeling just a bit sorry for myself that this glitch popped up in my perfect life.
I have been dating Theo for five years and I didn't see a future with him. Admit to myself I never really did. One of my angsts was if I was leading him on to thinking we had a future together. He's a few years younger than me and seemingly more often giving me directives. Last night's discussion with him about my inheritance was an exercise in anxiety for me, and also a touch of anger. He wants me to sell it from here, sight unseen. I told him I feel I owed it to my grandparents to make the trip to see it.
Patricia talked me into taking a vacation while I was there since I hadn't had one in a few years. Maybe the timing was right to end it with Theo, which would give me two weeks to R&R from work and him.
I went to the outer office and told Pat, "You know, you're right. I do need a vacation. I'll stay a couple of days at Sea Vista, then book me into something lavish on the beach. Maybe that Siesta Key I keep reading about?"
"Yes ma'am!" she grinned. "I'm so glad you're taking time off to relax, Tessa. You need to recharge and what's better than the beach, right?" She picked up the phone to call our travel agent and I left for my morning meeting.
That night I called Theo and explained that I felt I was leading him on and that I really didn't see a future with him. To be honest with myself, at my age, I wasn't sure I wanted a future with anyone. I was happy with my life and where I was in my career.

*****

When I traveled, I dressed for business. I also carried a briefcase. A classic black rectangular briefcase. I stowed it in the overhead and belted in. A twenty something girl sat across the aisle in trendy ripped jeans, flip-flops, and a t-shirt. She had been wearing her cell phone battery down taking an ongoing series of duck-lipped selfies. When she heard the flight attendant tell me that if I wanted to move there was an empty seat in business class, she looked at me, made wide eyes then rolled her eyes.
Before I followed the flight attendant, I leaned over and quietly told the girl, "You can do it too."
It was none of my business, but I hoped I got through to her. I was a child brought up with expectations. They were careful never to pressure me but made me strive to do my best. If I fell short, they commended me for what I had accomplished. My parents raised me expecting I would do the best I could in school, that I would apply myself to whatever endeavor I took on, and that I would always strive to be the best me I could be. That's still how I live my life, and it has helped me become as successful as I am.
When Patricia called to schedule my stay at the Sea Vista, someone from there insisted they pick me up at the airport. I was slightly annoyed at not having a rental car while I was there, but that was easily remedied once I got done with my business at the motel.
My ride was waiting for me in the cell phone lot and pulled up in a white Range Rover. A blue-jeaned cowboy, who I assumed to be an employee, jumped out to stow my luggage and hold the door. He expertly wove his way out of the airport to head southbound to the motel.
"Sorry, I didn't have time for introductions. My name is Adam, and I know yours is Tessa. Have you ever been to Sea Vista?"
"Sorry to say I haven't," I said, looking down and smoothing my skirt. "I regret not seeing my grandparents more. I had a job that was hard to get away. I lost my parents in a tragic accident and the thought of seeing my grandparents was a painful reminder. I was inconsiderate enough to not realize their pain," I admitted.
He nodded. Adam seemed comfortable in his cowboy hat, plaid shirt, and impossibly tight jeans. "They were very proud of your accomplishments. All through your life."
I was somewhat taken aback that I had been discussed with this stranger. "How did you know my grandparents?"
"I met them on a ranch tour. We just sort of hit it off and they invited me to come to the coast when I could. As time went on, I helped them with things around the motel that needed fixing or replacing and in return I got a few days at the beach. I dealt with any help they would hire since the elderly are at risk of being scammed, especially here in Florida."
I didn't have a chance to ask more because he was on the exit ramp and heading west. In no time I could see the waves of blue and the Gulf of Mexico. Another turn and we were turning into the parking lot of the Sea Vista.
It was a two-story twenty-four-unit motel that had probably been built in the nineteen fifties or sixties. The brightness of the tropical aqua indicated a fresh coat of paint on the building. The railings and palm shutters were painted orange, creating the perfect tropical feel.
I understood why he wanted to pick me up. Parking was tight and just enough for one space for each unit. By the number of cars, assuming everyone was around, it was over half full.
"This is wonderful," I said getting out of the car and taking it all in.
He grabbed my bags and came around the car, grinning. "Not what you expected?"
"Not really. They always talk about the mom-and-pop motels, which sort of gives you a negative picture. Compared to the soaring Hiltons next door."
He started walking towards the office. "Yep, and they want to turn this place into that," he said, pointing to a high rise directly next door. "There was a place similar to this there a few years ago. They came up an offer the owner couldn't refuse, so he sold out."
I wondered if my grandparents got offers like that and had turned them down.
The July humidity was stifling and the cool of the office was a relief. I looked for someone at the check-in desk as Adam walked behind it and grabbed a key from the board. I had a chance to look at him and I was surprised when he was a bit older than the early thirty-something I'd taken him for at first.
He looked at me and winked. "I'm the official bellhop here," he shrugged.
He unlocked unit one and swung the door wide. A double bed centered the small room, and a dresser, nightstand, and chair were the only other pieces of furniture. A small flat panel television sat on the dresser. The beige and off-white were a jarring difference from the orange and aqua outside.
"Your grandparents wanted to update the rooms but never got around to it," he said, reading my mind.
I shrugged. "It's clean and just what I need."
He seemed relieved. I wonder if he thought I'd complain. My grandparents owned this place for as long as I could remember. They would travel up north annually to see us, and each year I could see them aging. The upkeep of this place would be tremendous for them at their ages. My grandmother died suddenly and three months later, my grandfather followed. I think because he could not live without her.
"I'll be in the office. If you'd like, after you change into something more hot Florida-ish, I'll take you on a tour."
His grin revealed perfect white teeth. Smile lines bracketed his full lips and long thick lashes framed his grey eyes. Just enough hair showed under the cowboy hat that revealed dark brown, thick, and wavy, making me wonder what he looked like without his hat. I couldn't imagine that he was single, but he did say he stayed here quite often. Wouldn't imagine he'd leave a wife somewhere else.
Patricia was also thoughtful enough to pick me up summer clothes and bathing suits. Those weren't something I ever had because I never took time to go to the pool or even a lake. I'd let myself become a workaholic, but now that I had the perfect job, I could relax a bit more.
I pulled out a pair of yellow shorts and a peach, yellow, and white floral top. After piling my chestnut hair on top of my head, I grabbed a pair of sunglasses and headed to the office.
Adam was just coming out of the office with an armload of towels. "Ah, you're looking much more comfortable now," he grinned. "Let me drop these off and I'll give you the tour."
He ran up the steps to unit thirteen to a young lady who thanked him profusely for the extra towels. I was sure Adam had that effect on most any woman.
The motel was perched on the edge of the beach, and I could see the tropical orange and aqua umbrellas dotting the beach. There was a pool tucked in the back of the parking lot. Aqua lounge chairs lined up like soldiers on either side of the pool Two heavily oiled teenagers were stretched out taking in as much sun as they could in a short time. Potted palms provided privacy from the parking lot. Umbrella tables were tucked in each corner.
The pool overlooked the beach so there was the advantage of the pounding of the surf and squawking of the laughing gulls swooping overhead, but with the comfort of a lounge chair and no gritty sand in unwanted places.
"We hose down the pool area every day because of those darn things," he laughed. "If people wouldn't feed them, they wouldn't be such a nuisance."
We circled the backside of the units and he pointed out the individual air units as well as the other things that made this place run. I appreciated that he thought to show me that type of thing and not assume I wasn't interested.
He grabbed a couple of icy bottles of water from the office and we sat at an umbrella table next to the pool. By then a family with two kids was having fun with the water basketball game.
We laughed at them for a bit before he said, "So do you have any plans for this place?"
"I'm not sure I have a choice but to sell it. My job is in New York." The ball flew my way and I batted it back into the pool. The kids yelled thanks and I grinned.
He nodded. "Your grandparents thought that might be the case, but they wanted you to see the place and spend some time here before you decided."
"I just don't see many options. I guess I could get someone to manage the place, but being realistic, I could see where that would have its own set of problems. It seems to do it right; I'd have to be onsite."
An elderly couple came out of one of the lower units, greeted Adam, and waved before getting into their car and leaving.
"That's June and Bud. They're one of the couples that live here. I don't know if you were aware that there are three units that your grandparents rented out month to month."
"No. I had no idea."
"Housing can be hard to find for older folks. The ones that aren't ready for assisted living or a nursing home but are not able to do the upkeep of a house have limited options. They don't need a full-size condo or expensive apartment. Your grandparents decided to use a few of the rooms for long-term rentals. It was a win-win for them. They had money coming in every month and all the folks keep an eye on the place too."
I looked out over the beach to the rolling waves. That did add to my decision and would weigh heavily. If I sold, those people would lose their housing. There is a possibility I could help them relocate, I thought. That would absolve me of any guilt I'd have of kicking old people out on the street. Because I too would be old someday. In the not too distant future, I thought ruefully.
He talked about the monthly bills, general income from rentals as well as nightly rates. There was so much to consider when running one of these places and I had a new admiration for my grandparents.
"So, how do you fit into all this?" I had to ask because nothing he said had given me a hint as to what he did here, why he did it, and for how long.
"As I said, I met your grandparents on a tour of the ranch. They asked such thoughtful questions; we began talking after the tour. They told me they owned this place and invited me to come to R&R at the motel on the beach. I did come out when I could get away. When they needed help, needed something done, I'd do it for them."
"But you do have a job or something?"
He grinned. "Something yeah. I own a cattle ranch in central Florida."
"Wow, okay. So that's a long way away? I imagine it's not easy for you to get away from something like that."
He laughed. "Sounds like it, but it only takes three hours to go coast to coast in Florida. My ranch is a little over an hour east of here. I have great employees and believe it or not, there's not much to running a cattle ranch. It's all on a schedule, so that makes it relatively easy. I inherited it and worked from when I was a kid on, so I know the business backward and forwards, inside and out."
I was sitting here in shorts and a summer top and melting. He was in jeans, long sleeve shirt, and a cowboy hat looking cool as a cucumber. I guess you must get used to Florida summers.
"I really appreciate you looking after them. I'm truly embarrassed that I was so focused I didn't pay much attention to them. They were always so healthy, that I didn't worry about that."
"None of us want to face our parents and grandparents aging. As I said, they loved you and were so proud of what you did in your career." He chuckled. "They were a little sad you never married and gave them great-grandchildren."
I laughed and rolled my eyes. "Children never were in the picture for me, and I just never found the right man I guess."

*****

The following morning, I used the tiny coffee maker that was in my room to get me going. I didn't sleep well. Too much on my mind after I realized whatever my decision was would affect so many others.
I was disappointed that Adam wasn't in the office, but I did run into Bud, the tenant we saw yesterday. I introduced myself and he invited me into their kitchenette room. I wondered how people lived in a room like mine, but seeing the small kitchen in theirs, it all made sense. The room itself was bigger and there was more furniture that created an actual sitting area to watch television or read.
They were elderly but very active and I could see they weren't near ready to be relegated to a nursing home. June took classes at a local craft store and Bud played golf. This was a perfect setup for them. They paid a fair amount to stay there, plus I discovered they also helped around the place by washing and folding the laundry and keeping things tidy around the exterior. Bud hosed down the pool area daily and made sure the loungers were neatly lined up and everything was clean.
My cell vibrated and I saw it was Patricia.
"So, how's it going there?" she asked, never one to make small talk.
"Interesting."
"Uh oh, that sounds like a passive-aggressive kind of intriguing," she chuckled.
"Oh yeah, it is. I met the cowboy that almost pretty much runs this place, and two of the tenants that live here."
"People live there? You mean like every day for months?" she asked, incredulous. "Ugh. Are they homeless type?"
I laughed. "No, not at all." I went on to explain the situation here to her.
"Ohhhhhh, Tessa, you have a lot to think about. You can't kick old people out onto the street!"
"Oh, for god's sake, I'm not going to kick them out. I just must figure out what to do with them."
"Okay, you do that. But I want to know about this cowboy. Cowboys in Florida?" she asked.
"Yeah, there are working cowboys in Florida. They ride the range down here too. Just like out west. He owns a cattle ranch in the middle of the state. He met my grandparents; they became friends, and he comes here to help and stay sometimes."
"Hmmm."
"Stoppppp. It's not like that. He's younger, probably at least 10 years younger. And he lives in Florida, and I live there. And I have enough trying to figure this motel thing out, much less a cattle ranch. I can wing it here at least. What the hell do I know about cows--or cowboys for that matter," I laughed.
We went on to talk about what was happening at the office. I relaxed knowing things were going well. One less worry off my mind. We disconnected with the promise I'd check in with her to tell her the latest. She wasn't just my office assistant, she was a good friend and always had my back. I knew I could bounce things off her when I needed to.
I walked out the door and ran right into Adam who had his hand up to knock on the door. "Oooof." I placed my hands on his chest to keep from falling. It was like hitting a building.
"Whoa, you're on a mission?" he said, laughing.
"Yeah, to get water from the office," I rolled my eyes. "Very important stuff."
"I know you don't have a car and was wondering if I could take you out to lunch, maybe show you the sights around here?"
"I'd love to! I need to change first," I said. I wore white shorts and a pink t-shirt, pink flip-flops and my hair on top of my head again. I could see it was going to be just too hot to ever let it down.
"Nah, you look perfect. It's real casual everywhere. Don't forget the sunscreen!" I held my finger up and went back into my room to apply the protective cream.
He lounged in the doorway. "You know if you want to stay longer, you can move to a kitchenette room. They have--"
"I know. Bud invited me in to see their place," I smiled. "Very nice for the long term."
"There are two more available for vacation rentals. Families like to have them."
I nodded. "I can understand that. The rooms look a little dull compared to the aqua orange setting outside," I noted.
He nodded. "Your grandparents wanted to update the rooms, but I think they thought it was too big of a project to start considering their age."
I could see that. Running this place would be a full-time job, what with the paperwork, licensing updates, rentals, and general upkeep. Adding renovations to the list could be overwhelming. My grandparents also left me a substantial amount of money to be used here, so money wasn't the issue.
We ate on the boardwalk at John's Pass while we people and boat watched. I'm sure I embarrassed myself at the delight of the pelicans that walked the boardwalk with us. Such calm and stately birds and so graceful for their size. The laughing gulls always brought a smile to my face. I stopped in a surf shop to pick up t-shirts for Patricia and a few in the office. Since Adam waited outside, I got a black bikini with a black floral hip sarong. I already had enough bathing suits, but I liked it and bought it on a whim.



He drove down Gulf boulevard which was lined with hulking condominiums and resorts that towered over the remaining mom-and-pop places. Vacationers strolled the sidewalks with bags of leftovers from restaurants, to beach shops to pick up souvenirs and postcards of their visit.
Adam filled me in on the occupancy percentage which to me was phenomenal because I would have thought tourists would have migrated to the fancier resorts, but many still like the old Florida style.
It occurred to me that in a few days I'd be moving to one of those fancy resorts on Siesta Key. I felt guilty like I was a traitor for doing so. I had certainly learned in two days, I thought. I asked Adam if he'd stop at a big box store for me before we went back.

*****

The next morning, I found an old long-sleeved shirt in the office closet, probably one of my grandad's shirts. I put it on over my clothes and opened the can of sunny yellow paint. I thought while I was here, I could fix up one of the rooms anyhow, so why not begin with mine? I wasn't here long-term so refused the offer to stay in a kitchenette room.
I had the first coat on all the walls when Adam appeared.
"Whoa! That is bright! Good choice, Tessa. You're turning into a real Florida gal already!" He walked in and looked around. "It is amazing what a coat of paint will do eh?"
I looked around with a certain amount of pride. "I surprised myself. I didn't think it would make this big of a difference. I never did much to my walk-up in New York," I shrugged. Never interested now that I considered it.
"Thought you might be tired of walking to the diner down the street." He held up a bag. "Hope you like Cuban sandwiches!" he grinned.
"I've never had one," I said, suspiciously.
"You'll love it," he said and I rolled my eyes comically. "Awh c'mon, you'll love it! Really. It's ham, roast pork Swiss cheese, pickles, and mustard pressed between Cuban bread. Oh, this is Tampa style with salami. The only way to go."
My mouth watered, but I didn't admit that. I liked his humor and wanted to play along.
"Okay okay, I'll try it, but it better be good," I grumbled. "Or else you'll have to help me with the second coat of paint," I said, trying to hide my grin.
"Ah ha! A method to her madness," he laughed.
An hour later a Cuban was my new favorite sandwich with salami the only way to go. Adam still helped me with the second coat of paint, so it went quickly.
"Wow, what a difference! Just by painting. Now the drapes and bedclothes look dingey." I looked at the drapes, paintings, and other things that should go back up.
He leaned on the dresser. "I'm guessing you want to go shopping again."
I turned and clapped my hands. "Would you mind terribly?"
"I've been known as a professional shopping bag carrier from way back, so I'm happy to practice my craft."
I laughed and punched him on the arm. "Then I'm happy to help advance your career!"
I kept an eye toward motel washable when we shopped and was happy to find bedcover and drapes in the same sunny yellow with touches of light blue. An idyllic tropical scene to go above the bed, and two wall lights to replace the ones over each nightstand.
"You love to shop," he laughed, as we loaded the bags in the back of the Rover.
After I got strapped in, I said, "You know, I hate to shop. My assistant does most of my shopping for me. The clothes I've been wearing? I didn't see them until I opened my suitcase here." I laughed. "I'm pathetic."
"No, you just have had different priorities. You've been building your career."
I looked out the window at the scenery. Everything was so green. Blooming bushes and trees were bright blotches of color as we passed by. It was all so crisp and clean compared to New York, which now seem dingey and grey. But I couldn't put a coat of paint on it and make it all better.
"Yeah, I guess you're right. Sometimes I think I've missed part of life. I put so much into my work."
"I get that. I inherited my ranch from my dad, but I had to put a lot into it getting it up to current standards. Then a health scare made me rethink my priorities, and even though all was well, I changed my lifestyle and focus. I learned to delegate and discovered that with good employees, things ran fine without me. Don't get me wrong, there are many things that go on at the ranch that I want hands-on." He chuckled, hesitated for a moment, then said, "Wow, my whole life story."
I looked at him and smiled. "I like hearing your life story."
He glanced over and smiled.

*****

I woke up the next morning in a brighter mood. Not only from the sunny yellow walls and matching accouterments, but something happened between Adam and me. I wasn't sure what it was. But I felt closer to him.
Patricia bought several bathing suits for me in varying degrees of exposure. I immediately put the bikini back. Another one had too many cutouts. The two that were left were more what I was comfortable with. I belonged to a gym in New York and did take the time to work out. Mostly for relaxation, but for body benefit. I carefully tucked my new bikini and sarong into the corner of the drawer.
I looked in the full-length mirror. The suit was cut high over my hips making my legs look a mile long. The scoop neck showed a nice amount of cleavage, but nothing I'd be embarrassed to be seen in by some of the elderly men around here. I'd met them all and none seemed lecherous thankfully. Now at fifty, I had the same weight and measurements as thirty.
I grabbed a towel, sunglasses, and a book I found at the pharmacy down the street. I wasn't inclined towards romance novels normally, but it was that or how to get more fiber in your life. I had no issue with that.
I must have dozed off because I woke up to a shadow and body looming over me.
"Tessa, if you don't get out of this sun, you are going to be burnt," Adam admonished. "The Florida sun is like no other. Trust me. When you're as tan as me, you can lay out all day," he laughed. Ugh, he was right. My skin did sting a little. "Why don't you take a cool shower and I'll get you a bottle of aloe gel?"
"Great idea, thanks!" Although I inwardly cringed at the thought of water hitting my sensitive skin.
After the initial shock of the cool water, he was right, it did help cool my skin. Even though I laughed when I saw it, I was grateful Patricia got it for me. It was a tropical floral muu muu that was the lightest weight cotton that floated around my body. There was no way I was going to wear a bra or underwear, but the muu muu was loose enough to hide those indiscretions.
I set the ceiling fan to high and lay spread eagle on the bed enjoying the cooling breeze. Adam knocked on the door and after I moved into a more ladylike position, I called him to come in.
He held up a big bottle of neon green gel and said, "This stuff is magic."
"I hope so," I moaned. "I feel like I'm on fire. Ugh. How stupid could I be."
"Everyone does it the first time because they don't realize how hot the sun is here." He sat on the edge of the bed. "Can you do it yourself or do you need help?" he asked hesitantly.
I lost all modesty and just wanted relief. "Have at it. I'm yours. Go for it. Put the fire out please."
He chuckled. "Hmm... Good thing I'm a gentleman."
I moaned as he smoothed the cooling gel over my arms. Between the fan and the gel, I was feeling somewhat normal. He carefully spread some on my face and neck. Then carefully pushed the neckline of my muu muu aside and laid a thick coat on my chest. I moaned intermittently. He meticulously folded the muu muu to the tops of my thighs.
"Ooooo," I heard him murmur softly. I knew it wasn't because of my sexy legs, but that they were neon red.
I moaned louder as he stroked the gel down my legs. I tried to tamp the sound effects down, but it just felt so fucking good.
"There, it should be starting to cool you down," he said, capping the bottle.
"Thank you so much... I do feel cooler... In fact, really cool..." I said starting to shiver.
"Awh, that usually happens. Let me cover you with just a sheet. It'll stick a little, but you'll feel warmer... Then you'll be hot again. Then cold."
I had to laugh despite my pain and stupidity. "Thanks for the warning. I think. But maybe it's better to be surprised."
He laughed. "I'm a little hungry. There's a great pizza shop down the street. Would have some with me?"
"That does sound good. I might die of melting into a puddle, but I don't want to die of starvation."
He threw his head back and laughed loudly. "I'll try to make sure neither happens! Sausage?"
"Yeah, for sure!" I said, throwing the sheet off. He was right. I was getting hot now. I chastised myself again for being so stupid.
The straps of the muu muu abraded my burnt shoulders. As soon as he left, I pulled it over my head and let the fan cool me again. It felt so good I started to finally relax and must have dozed because the next thing I remember is Adam throwing the door open and bringing in the pizza.
"Oh! Oh wow, I'm sorry," he apologized, trying to avert his eyes from my nakedness on the bed.
Not that I would be sexually arousing with a white body and fiery red legs and arms. Unless a Christmas candy cane was a turn-on. Ugh. What a mess. I pulled the muu muu over my nakedness but wasn't worried that he got an eyeful. I had to have been ugly looking.
"That's okay. The straps were rubbing the burn on my shoulders. I must have dozed off. I did think of a perk to this... I'm glad I didn't wear the bikini today and burn even more flesh," I gave a woeful chuckle. "That pizza smells delicious."
He had been glued to the spot with pizza in hand since he walked in the door. Poor guy was probably disgusted seeing my red and white peppermint stick nakedness.
"Oh, right... Pizza..." He set it on the dresser and produced two paper plates and had two beers tucked into his pockets.
"Ah, beer. That looks good." He smiled, seeming relieved.
I slipped the muu muu back over my head and sat up on the bed, cringing because my skin felt too tight for my body. He handed me a plate and sat on the edge of the bed. He seemed uncomfortable so we exchanged a few words while we ate. I felt terrible. I should have made sure I covered up. I could understand why he was disgusted.

*****

Adam texted and told me he'd not be around for a few days because he had to take care of business at the ranch. I had my suspicions, but then his excuse made perfect sense.
I had my coffee at the table by the pool.
"Hey, you're out here early. I thought just us old people got up at the crack of dawn," Bud chuckled.
"Are you kidding you and June are busier than I think I've ever been in my life! I can't imagine how you were when you were my age," I said, in awe of that couple. They were the most active seniors I'd ever seen.
"I have to go out to pick up some things, do you need anything? I see you're without a car and not much is in walking distance," he offered.
I smiled. "As a matter of fact...."
That afternoon I opened the first of three gallons of paint I purchased for the rooms. I stripped the room of drapes, lighting, and pictures because I wanted to replace all that as I did my room. Patricia was surprised to get my text telling her to cancel my reservation at the Siesta Key resort, and that I'd be staying at Sea Vista. I texted her instead of calling to avoid too many questions, but I did promise I'd update her soon.
After a couple of hours, I stood back and admired my handiwork. This room was a tropical coral and it promised to be just as beautiful as my sunny yellow. I had creamed my burnt skin between the first and second coats, hoping I didn't do too much damage. I didn't want to be a wrinkled-looking leather-skinned old hag before my time.
I completed the room earlier than I expected, so I moved to the next room. Fortunately, it was summer, and the motel just had folks coming and going for a night or two, unlike high season when people stayed by the week. By the time the regulars came back for winter, they'd be in for a surprise.
I stopped painting the palm green in mid-roll. What was I thinking? I won't be here. By then someone else will own the place and I'll be long back at work in New York. I finished rolling on the coral with less enthusiasm, somewhat disappointed because I got lost in a dream world.
Finished, I closed the paint, and cleaned up. Thanks to Bud, I would be ready to redecorate because he stopped and happily helped me shop at the home store so I could buy bedding, drapes, and artwork for all three rooms.
I turned the television on just for company and sprawled on my bed. I had to be realistic and think about the situation. If I stayed in Florida and ran Sea Vista, I'd be giving up a career I worked hard towards. I finally reached the level I worked my ass off for. Could I just walk away from all that? I knew I had to make a decision soon. I tossed and turned all night and woke up in the morning tired and no nearer a decision.
I went to the coral room and unpackaged the drapes. I pulled a chair to the window and began threading the curtains on the rod. Suddenly the door opened, bumped the chair and I went flying right into Adam's arms.
"Ooof," he said, catching me mid-fall. "Damn woman, good thing I'm around to save you again," he laughed.
I had my arm around his neck, and he didn't seem to be in a hurry to put me on my feet. Truth be told, I was in no rush for him to do it.
"I was just hanging the drapes," I said, looking at him.
His gaze locked with mine. "I see that. You have the most beautiful blue eyes. Cornflower blue."
He let my legs slide to the floor but kept his arm around my back. I was still hanging on his neck. He leaned down and I met his lips, softly brushing. Testing. My eyes fluttered closed as the kiss intensified. I was happy he had kept his arm around me because I was in the process of melting into a puddle on the floor.
He accidently rubbed my still flaming hot skin and I cringed. "Ooooo, sorry."
"Your burn? At least you didn't cringe because of me," he chuckled.
"No, this stupid burn," I grumbled. Besides still stinging, it screwed up a great kiss with Adam. But then again, it might be for the best. I'd be leaving soon, and a relationship with him would be silly to start now.
"Let me help you with these curtains so you're not teetering on this chair again," he said, rolling his eyes. I threaded the drapes on the rod. "I did stop by for something other than knocking you off the chair, you know."
"Oh really. I thought it was becoming a tradition with us," I laughed.
"I thought you might like to go out to lunch and try another Florida favorite. Grouper sandwiches are pretty popular around here, but I have my favorite place where we could sit out and enjoy the breezes today."
"Let me change!" I replied, shoving the rod of drapes at him and leaving. His laughter followed me out the door.
"You order, you know what's best here," I said once we got seated in the corner of their outdoor patio.
"Two beers and two blackened grouper sandwiches," he said to the server. "Fries or onion rings?" he asked me.
"Onion rings!" I said, and he nodded to the server.
After she brought the beers, he asked, "So, I know your time is running out here. Have you come to any decision about Sea Vista?"
I sighed. This weighed heavily on me after the first two days I spent here. Having no use for a motel, I came thinking it would be a clear decision. I would sell and move on. But I found so much more to it than that.
"To be honest, I haven't decided. What I have done is talk to a management company about running this place for me. They specialize in commercial businesses and take care of everything, from booking to maintenance."
"Really," he said, taking a long draw of his beer. "Sounds perfect. You can go back to your job in New York, and they will take care of the motel."
I nodded, thinking I should feel relieved that at least for the time being, Sea Vista wouldn't be a worry. But I wasn't. I still felt a dark cloud hovering.
"That's my plan, yeah," I told him.
"You told them about the annual renters then?"
"Of course, I did. I want to make sure they don't lose their housing until they're ready to leave," I replied.
Bud and June had been a big help to me right from the beginning, but I've gotten to know the other couples and found they are just as wonderful. They are all grateful that I am maintaining the same rent as my grandparents did.
"So that's it then. You're free to leave whenever, eh," he said it more as a statement than a question.
There were a million other things he could have said but didn't. That he said I was free to leave was pretty clear. I don't know what I was thinking he would say. I'm older than him. He's drop dead good looking cowboy that could have his pick of girls his age. What the hell would he want with a fifty-year-old perimenopausal woman?
"Yeah, I think I'll be wrapping it up here pretty soon. June is making ceramics to match the rooms and they are going to take charge of sprucing up the bathrooms. I wanted the kitchenettes updated which the management company will do."
"Pretty much have it all taken care of then."
"Yep."

*****

Three days later an early morning airport ride pulled in, I loaded my cases and hugged Bud and June who insisted on seeing me off. They also had an envelope I left for Adam.
I walked into the office the following morning to a surprised, Patricia. "Tessa! You're back... Already." She frowned. "I didn't think you'd be back so soon. Did you get beach time? Fun time? What about that cowboy? Did you get cowboy time?"
I laughed and tapped my fingernails on her desk. "It's great to see you too, love." I grinned. "I did get rest and beach time. My business there was done, so I was ready to come home. The cowboy is still there."
I walked into my office before she saw any telltale traces of sadness on my face. I was hoping my lovestruck teenager moments were over. I was sure once I got back into work, it would all fade.
With all the catching up I had to do, the week flew by. Theo heard I was back and left me several voicemails that I ignored. By now I knew that I had done the right thing in cutting it off with him. I would be extra busy because the management company would have me in a zoom meeting weekly to update me on Sea Vista, including pictures and videos.
I walked the last block to my condo building, which was something I always enjoyed. But now it seemed busy, gritty, and heavy with the now unpleasant scent of the city.
I changed out of my business clothes into comfy soft sweat pants and a shirt. I heard my cell and had to go find it.
Adam: I cannot believe you just left like that.
Me: I left you a letter. Did you not get it?
Adam: I did, yes. I thought we had a little more than a few lines of goodbye scribbled on Sea Vista stationery.
Me: Yes, you're right. You were very kind to me when I was there, and it was rude of me to do that. I apologize.
Adam: Then that's on me if the only thing you took away was that I was KIND to you.
Me: I didn't think we had more. I'm so much older than you.
Adam: Ten years?! So?! What does age have to do with feelings? Makes no difference to me if you were younger or older. My feelings wouldn't be different either way.
Me: I'm sorry. I don't know what to say.
Adam: Me either.
And he was gone.
I got up, went to the kitchen grabbed a bottle of merlot, an opener, and a glass. This night would take some fortifying.



I read back over the text. His feelings came up. Twice. I took away more than kindness because he did try to kiss me. But what was the meaning of that? A fling until I left. Or maybe just some teasing kisses now and then. Or maybe there was more to it, and I didn't allow myself to go there. That age thing reared its ugly head at every corner.
I emptied the bottle into my glass and went to bed.

*****

Besides the management company, I kept in touch with Bud, who gave me details. We were both happy to note that they were doing just as they told me, with the quality they claimed. I was able to relax knowing they'd been honest. He also made a special point to tell me that Adam still came around to visit with the annuals. Bud felt he was pining away for me and that it wasn't good for either of us to be alone because life was too short. I told him I wished the situation worked out better, but for now, it is what it is.
Two months later the management team told me all they had left to do were the annual's kitchenette rooms. I had already talked to each of them, and they were all in agreement that the annoyance would be worth it in the end because they'd have new appliances and everything. We all agreed to begin, and I planned a trip down when everything would be complete.

*****

I looked up from my desk just as Patricia slipped through the door, quickly closed it behind her, and leaned on it. I had to laugh at the look on her face.
"What in the world?" I laughed.
"Cowboy," she said breathlessly. "Cowboy!"
I blinked. Adam was here? "Send him in."
She barely had the door open, and he pushed through and barreled up to my desk. Patricia smirked and closed the door behind her.
He placed his hands on the arms of my chair, his face inches from mine. "I think I've given you enough time." With his posture and demeanor, it should have sounded menacing, but his eyes told me differently.
"I planned to be in Florida next week," I said, totally ignoring his point.
"Well good, now we won't have to wait until then. Have you gotten over this age thing? Because it hasn't changed my feelings for you, and I suspect your feelings haven't changed about me either."
As he talked, he stared at my lips as he moved closer. I could feel puffs of breath before his lips pressed against mine. I returned the kiss and he pulled me up and into his arms. I don't know who I was fooling. This was the man I wanted. Needed. I've been miserable since I got back to New York. I wrapped all those feelings into a deep and passionate kiss. He had his arms around me and pulled me off my feet as I hung on to his neck.
"I love you," he whispered against my lips.
"I love you too," I simply replied.
We followed up with another long and lingering kiss until he broke away.
"So, I'll see you next week, right?" I nodded. "I have to go now or else I'll miss my flight back to Florida," he said, backing away.
"You're leaving?" I asked, incredulously.
He had his hand on the doorknob, turned back, and before he walked out said, "Next week."
Sixty seconds later the door opened, and Patricia came in fanning her face. "You left him in Florida and came back here?" She plopped in the chair across from my desk. "I always thought you were smart, but this makes me wonder," she laughed. "What a hunk!"
I rested my chin on my fingers. "Yeah, he is, isn't he," I said gazing off for a moment before looking at Patricia. "I also love him."
The stunned look on her face said it all. "Wow, okay then. That's great!" As it sunk in, she became more excited. "That's really really wonderful! You deserve it. You've worked so hard all your life, now is the time for love and fun."
Love and fun. Those words rang through my head. I couldn't say I had much of either for a long while.

*****

I flew out of the dreary grey winter sky of New York into the blazing warm sun of Florida. This is what winter should be like as I retrieved my rental car. It was a convertible sporty car and I immediately put the top down for the drive to Sea Vista.
The red neon No Vacancy sign flashed as I pulled into a No Parking zone in front of the office. Only because there wasn't one open slot, which was a good thing. I went into the empty office to grab the key off the hook. Bud had his back to me, checking the car out.
"I hope I don't get a ticket," I giggled.
He whirled around. "Tessa!!!" he exclaimed, hugging me. "We've all missed you so much, young lady."
"I've missed you all as well. I see you're hoarding all the nice winter weather here too!"
He put his finger to his lips and said, "Shhhh, don't tell everyone!" We both laughed. "Let me help you with your bags." It somehow seemed terrible to let an older man do it, but Bud kept in shape and could likely run circles around me.
I looked around the room and went into the bathroom. "Wow, you guys have really done an awesome job," I enthused. When I left the bathrooms hadn't been touched and other details needed to be finished. It was all completed.
"Between that company you hired and Adam coming around to inspect their work, this is a first-class establishment now."
"Yeah, well Bud, I know you and June had something to do with all this and I can't tell you how much I appreciate you doing it. I also know you keep an eye on things around here as well." I gave him a quick hug. "I owe one to June too when I see her."
"I'll let you get settled in. Just so happy to have you back again. Wait'll I tell the others," he said and was out the door to spread the word. These people were becoming like family, I thought.
I changed out of my winter clothes and into my winter clothes, color, and brevity were the only difference. I stretched out on the bed to nap. That early flight and lack of sleep last night did me in.
I woke up to banging on my door and jumped up. Forgetting where I was and what was going on. Bleary-eyed I opened the door to Adam.
"Welcome back beautiful!" he said, pushing in and closing the door behind him. I blinked to wake up and get the sleep out of my eyes. "Oh, were you sleeping? I woke you up? Sorry not sorry," he said, pulling me into his arms. "You have no idea how much I've missed you, babe."
I wrapped my arms around my cowboy's neck, only then realizing I not only missed him but wasn't sure how I was going to leave him again.
I stood on my tiptoes and brushed my lips across his. "I've missed you too." I angled my head and pressed my lips against his a little harder. "And I want to show you how much I've missed you." I took the kiss deeper, wetter, and more passionately.
He moaned in my mouth, covered my ass with his hands, and lifted me against his hardness. I moaned. My pussy flowed. He reached under my tank top and unhooked my bra, pulling my top and bra off and tossing them aside. At the same time, I had his shirt unbuttoned and off. I whimpered when we were skin to skin. My nipples hardened against his lightly furred chest.
He stepped back, tossed his hat on the other bed, unzipped his jeans, and sat down to pull his boots and jeans off. I couldn't take my eyes off him as I slipped my shorts and panties off, to stand totally naked in front of him. His body was well muscled from ranch work, with not an ounce of extra fat. I was proud of my body for fifty. My thirty eight D breasts weren't what they were at eighteen, but they still sat high on my chest and looked damn good.
The bedcover was already pushed back from my nap, and he followed me down onto the bed. I couldn't seem to get close enough to him. My body craved the heat of his skin, the hardness of his body against my softness. I didn't want to wait. I needed him inside me. I wouldn't be whole until I felt his body in mine.
"I need you to fuck me, Adam. I need you so bad. Now," I whimpered against his mouth.
He moved between my thighs and my fingers dug into his muscular ass. His lips were against my neck, and he groaned as he slid into my wet pussy. He was as needy as I.
"Oh my god yeahhhhh," I moaned as my pussy conformed to his thick shaft. I'd never felt anything so good in my life.
Slowly he started to move. He pushed up so the angle of cock changed and rubbed my clit. Everything was so sensitive, that I came almost immediately. A shuddering moaning climax. He began to pant and thrust harder and faster. I came again and he growled. His cock throbbed hard and began pumping deep inside me.
We gasped for breath for a moment before he rolled beside me. "Damn babe, I didn't mean for a quickie our first time"
"I did," I laughed.
"You did seem to be in a hurry, yeah," he chuckled. "That's okay, we have more time for this."
I rolled to my side and put my head on his shoulder, toying with the hair on his chest. "Yes, we do." I lifted my head and kissed him. "But guess what?"
"You want to go again!" he said, somewhat eagerly.
I laughed at the bit of anxiety on his face. "Noooo... Well, at least not until you recover." I waggled my eyebrows comically. "First, I'm hungry. I had an early flight and didn't eat, and I was going to stop on my way here and forgot. We have to go eat something somewhere."
"Oh well, that's easy enough!"
We drove to St. Pete Beach and pulled in against a comic book-colored building.
"This place has the best grilled cheese!" When I looked at him. "No, seriously, these are grilled cheese on steroids. You'll love them. Trust me!" He grinned and arched an eyebrow.
He wasn't joking, they were the best grilled cheese I've ever had. I had a half left to take back to the room. 'I'll remember to suggest this place to folks asking about places to eat," I said when we were leaving. "I'm totally stuffed though."
He came around to open my car door and kissed me. "Been a while. I had to get another kiss to tide me over until later."
"Mmmm, yes. More kisses later sound good to me."
When we got back to the motel Adam said, "I suppose we should put business before pleasure. I'll take you on a tour of changes since you were last here. That management company you hired has been very impressive."
We did a walk around and came back to sit at the table near the pool. "I don't know if you know Millie and Tom moved out a couple of days ago. Their daughter wanted them to move to Michigan with her, but they wanted to live in Columbus, Ohio. It was the town they met and married in."
"That's so romantic. I'm sad they're not here though. I sort of got attached to the annuals."
I watched a couple and their three young children come out of their room, carrying inflated pool toys. They had been on the beach all day and were going to wind down their day in the pool.
"Do y'all own this place?" The man asked from the pool.
"She does," Adam said smiling when I didn't reply. I guess I'm still not used to this place being mine.
"It's very nice here! We plan on booking for next summer too. My kids say it's like being on a tropical island."
"Well, that's a big compliment! I just recently took over and that was exactly the feel I was striving for." He smiled and nodded and began to say more until a beach ball hit him on the back of the head. He monster roared to shrieking kids. We laughed.
"Did you ever want children?" he asked
"Not really. You? Oh, we never really talked about it so I guess you could have children," I laughed.
"Nope, no kids. I guess if I'd had found the right woman. Maybe. Never had a burning desire to be a dad. I have nephews and seem to be taking an interest in the ranch. My sister's kids. I would like to see it stay in the family, but if it's her kids or mine," he shrugged, "no matter."
He took my hand and put it on his thigh. "I'm glad I'm back," I said, knowing he was getting ready to say that to me.
He laughed. "You're beginning to know me. Just think about if we spent more time together. Do you think that'll ever happen?"
"It just might. You never know."

*****

Adam had to get back to the ranch and would be back in the morning. I had hoped he'd be able to spend the night. Coming from a pressure cooker workplace, I understood.
I spent the afternoon setting up the empty kitchenette and moving my few things. In perfect timing fashion, Bud had to make a run to the grocery store and asked if I'd like to come along.
"How long are you able to stay this time, Tessa?" he asked.
"I haven't told anyone yet, but I took a six-month leave of absence. I wanted to see if I'd be able to run this place and find out how I'd feel out of my New York element."
He nodded. "I get that. I'm from Chicago and it is a huge change. The weather is the best part, but there are downsides to living here, no doubt." He was silent for a moment. "That you're coming back wouldn't have anything to do with Adam, would it?" he asked, giving me a sly look.
I laughed. "It might have a little something to do with it!"
We enjoyed grocery shopping together so much that we made it a weekly plan to go. I'd soon be returning my rental anyhow so again without a ride.
I put my groceries away, glad I had a kitchen because I did like to cook. I began to fry the meat for Bolognese sauce, hoping Adam liked it too because it would be ready to eat tomorrow when he got back.
Mid-morning that was a knock on the door.
"Good thing I ran into Bud, or I'd never have found you!" he laughed, pulling me into his arms and shutting the door behind him.
"You'll never lose me," I said, then stopped to think it might have been too soon for words like that.
"Good, because I'd hate to have to track you down again," he said, picking right up on it. I turned the stove off.
His lips came down on mine and we kissed like two oversexed teenagers. Clothes dropped off as it became hot and heavy, and the bed was only steps away.
"I'm glad you're back," I murmured.
We lay face to face, my head on his upper arm. I ran my fingers through the curls on his chest that arrowed down to the short trimmed nest around the base of his cock. I appreciated a man that took care of himself without being asked.
He pushed a strand of hair off my face. "I'm almost afraid to ask how long you'll be staying this time. Maybe a while since you took the kitchenette room?"
I slanted a smiled. "Maybe." He frowned. "Maybe for a while yeah. I took a leave of absence. Just to see if I could run this place by myself."
His face instantly relaxed into a big grin. "There's no doubt you can run this place babe. You're smart and personable, two things needed in an innkeeper."
I buried my face in his neck. "Thanks for the vote of confidence," I murmured, kissing his neck and then nipping his earlobe.
He had been stroking my side from my hip to my arm. "You feel so good."
He cupped my breast in his hand and thumbed my nipple. I sucked in a sharp breath. The tingle shot straight to my pussy. He kneaded my breast before leaning down to catch a nipple in his teeth. I wove my fingers through his thick curls while he rolled me on my back and squeezed my breasts together, sucking back and forth between my nipples- nipping, biting, and licking.
I arched my back. There was a delicious slowness to our lovemaking this time. My nerves were sensitive to his every touch, his every breath. I ran my hands over his muscled arms. Those came from hard work and were not found in a gym.
He kissed down my stomach, brushing with his thick mustache, using it as an instrument in arousal. I moaned as he moved between my legs. He kissed and brushed my sensitive inner thighs making them quiver. I whimpered when his hot breath blew across my smooth shaved pussy lips. My excitement ran out and he lapped it with his tongue, sliding it through the slit to my clit. My hips jerked when I felt the tip of his tongue tease my engorged clit.
"Ohhhh, Adam," I murmured. "So good." I thought vaguely that my cowboy may be younger, but he has talents.
He kissed me, allowing me to taste myself on his lips. His tongue was insistent, sweeping through my mouth before he nibbled my lower lip. I spread my legs wide, and he lowered into the cradle of my soft thighs. This is where he belongs, I thought, surprising myself when it popped into my head.
He rubbed the head of his cock up and down my slit, our juices flowing together. He pushed the tip in and lowered to kiss me while he pushed in ball deep. We moaned in each other's mouths as he filled me up with his throbbing cock. I rocked up when he thrust, meeting him while he pounded deeper. The harsh sound of our bodies filled the room along with our rasping breaths. He dropped his head next to mine, his steamy breath washing over my neck.
He murmured disjointed words of love along with the provocative that pushed me higher and waves of orgasm went from my toes through my body to my scalp. Every nerve was on edge as skyrockets exploded behind my eyes. I didn't recognize the sound that came from my lips as my cunt convulsed around his cock. He grunted hard and faster as he followed me to the peak, then drove in and filled me with his hot seed.
He collapsed on me, his weight on me for a moment that I relished, then he pushed up. We kissed and he rolled to my side.
"Holy crap," he ground out, his forearm over his eyes. "I don't know what you did to me, but I'm glad you did it."
I chuckled weakly. "No, I think it was you that did it to me, cowboy."
After a few moments, he said, "I want you to come to the ranch with me this weekend."
I hesitated, not knowing why that seemed like such a big step. Especially after what we just did. But would it be a step towards commitment? Was I ready for that, I wondered?

*****to be continued*****
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JADE...
"Well, you were the last person I expected to see here," I said in a low husky voice.
I slowly pulled the tie belt. While holding my trench coat together I let it slip off my bare shoulders.
"Oh, baby."
I pushed a black nylon-clad leg through.
"Fuck yeah."
I let the coat drop to reveal my plump tits bulging over the top of a black leather corset.
"Mmm, keep going."
The coat slithered to the floor to reveal a black leather corset, black silk thong, garter belt holding up black nylons, and knee-high lace-up spike-heeled boots.
"Oh my god," my dad breathed, his voice trembling
"Baby you sure know how to say hello," Channing said.
"I see I'm doing two for one," I said smiling. "This is a real surprise, but I sure as hell love it."
I admired their naked bodies standing in front of me. Cocks at full mast. Brothers matching big fat cocks. A cock is a cock in my estimation, no matter girth or length. It's all in how you use it.
"We were hoping you'd like it," dad said, his gaze sweeping over my body.
"Oh, fuck yeah, I do. Two big fat daddy pieces of meat on my two gorgeous men. How can I not love it?" I walked up in front of them and fisted each cock. "So hot and hard for me," I murmured.
They stood like statues, not knowing what to do since I'd worn this outfit. I chuckled to myself thinking they both may be a little intimidated. I thought I'd have a little fun with them.
"My cunt is so hot from seeing you both like this. I want you both to get down on each side of me and pull my thong down with your teeth."
They both dropped to their knees and nosed the narrow strap at my hip until they could grab it with their teeth. They both worked together to slide it down at the same time. They worked it down over my boots until they got to the foot. It got hung up several times and they worked to slide it down until I held their heads and stepped out of it.
Channing began to kiss his way up my thigh and dad did the same. Channing got to my pussy faster and nosed in the V of my legs. Dad kissed around my hip to my ass and began to nibble, then into stinging bites on each side of the garters. I moaned because of that, and Channing's tongue worked its way between my pussy lips.
"You two are very naughty boys," I said in a low menacing voice. Channing worked his tongue faster in an attempt to get me to cum but not ready for that, I held off. They both reared back on their haunches and looked up at me. "I need my nipples sucked. Who will do the best job?"
They both stood up and lifted my tits out of the corset. That was almost my undoing. They both kneaded and fondled, and each had their way of sucking on my nipples. And having both my nipples sucked at the same time drove me wild.
"Where's your bedroom?" I asked Channing and he took my hand and led me down a long hallway.
The bed was huge, bigger than a king size and I wondered how many parties he had on that thing. I walked over the edge and slowly crawled to the center of the bed, giving them a good view of my ass and pussy on the way.
"Oh god," dad groaned.
"Would someone like to fuck me like this?" Both nodded with a loud yes. "Maybe later."
I stretched out on the bed like a cat, then raised my legs, still wearing sharp heeled boots. Toes pointed towards the ceiling, I spread my legs into a wide split. Both men were touching their cocks, wanting to stroke but unsure. Staring at my open shiny wet cunt, but quickly glancing at my face.
"Stroke!" I pushed up on my elbows to watch. Their hands were an enthusiastic blur. "Don't you dare cum!" I commanded in a stern voice, and both stopped immediately.
I rolled to my hands and knees and looked at them between my thighs, my ass high in the air. I reached back and snapped an elastic garter on my ass, knowing it would leave a red mark. Channing started slowly stroking again, never taking his eyes off my open cunt and ass.
"Where's your lube?" I asked Channing. "Get it." He opened the nightstand drawer and pulled out a large tube. "Lube my ass. Good."
Dad moved to the side of the bed to watch his brother spread the glossy gel around my ass and push his thumb in. I softly moaned.
"Ok enough." He stopped as if I hit him with an electric cattle prod, and I almost laughed. "Now I have two cocks to please. How do you guys think I should accomplish that?" I snapped the other garter, loving the sting. I still wore the boots with lethal stiletto heels that could shank anyone that wasn't careful. I figured that would add a little excitement to my boy's fun.
"Suck one of us and fuck the other?" dad offered hopefully.
"Hmmm, I guess I could, but that seems so boring," I said, posturing on the bed. "Maybe something a bit more exciting?"
"Two cocks two holes," Channing suggested.
I raised my eyebrows and said, "Now you're thinking out of the box... So, to speak. Think you guys can handle that?"
They were both on the bed before I got that out of my mouth. Channing took over.
"Ease down on my cock facing away from me, then he can slide in your cunt."
I straddled his cock and slowly relaxed his cock into my ass. I felt full already and wondered if I didn't bite off more than I could chew, but I sure as hell wasn't going to back down now. I leaned back on my fists and dad moved between our open legs, but I needed to be higher. We slid a pillow under Channing's ass which raised us and put my cunt on a better angle.
Daddy stroked his cock and said, "Are you sure you're ready for me, baby girl?" I wouldn't know until he tried but I nodded. He slid the head of his cock up and down my wet slit. He thumbed my clit as he began to carefully push the head of his cock in. "Oh, that's tight... You doing okay?"
He thrummed my clit rhythmically, a distraction from the meat that was filling me up and making me wetter. It was tight, but not uncomfortably so. Yet. Channing's cock throbbed inside me as his space tightened up when dad's cock pushed deeper into my cunt. They both moaned. My head lolled back, my long hair grazed Channing's chest.
Their cocks throbbed together, and I was full of their hot meat. They began a careful rhythm, careful not to hurt me. Just the sensation of being filled by my dad and uncle's cock was enough. That we were all joined together like that was as intimate as you could get with another person, much less your dad and uncle.
Dad moaned, his cock jerked hard and began to pump his load deep into my bowels. Channing shouted when the cock that was tight against his in my body began to pump, and he did the same. He came hard and loud in my cunt. They both eased out and I flopped on the bed between them.
"That was fucking awesome," I enthused while their cum leaked out of me, front and back. They laughed.
We had raided Channing's refrigerator and stood naked around the island eating out of cartons. Dad couldn't stay late because Julie would wonder where he was.
"So, what's with you and Julie?" Channing asked dad.
"She's still a pain in my ass," dad grumbled. "She spends my money, lives at the country club, and sleeps in her own bedroom."
"Yeah? I thought she was hot?"
Dad shrugged. "Maybe she got bored with me. Who the hell knows! She probably needs some strange," he laughed, then suddenly stopped and looked at Channing. "Hey, you used to be hot for her... Right?!"
Channing leaned on the island and contemplated his brother for a moment. "So, you want me to fuck your wife?"
Dad threw his hands up in the air and said, "Sure, why not? Maybe that's what she needs... To be honest, I was bored with her so I'm sure she feels the same. Jade here has been like a shot in the arm for me. Maybe you can be that for her?"
Channing looked at me. "You haven't weighed in on this, darlin'."
I drummed my fingers on the counter for a moment. "I honestly would love to see her happy again. I say go for it!" I laughed at the look of relief on both their faces. "You expected something different?"
Both shook their heads with no no, no, so I knew that they expected me to nix the idea. But there is nothing more than I'd love to see mom happy again. The tension in the house was tough on us all.
"Okay then, I usually see her at the club when I play tennis on Wednesdays. I'll see if I can tear her away from her girlfriends."
CHANNING...
After Jade wore me out again, I lay in bed to ponder what I'd gotten myself into. I mean Julie is a life-size Barbie. Big tits and an ass I admit to admiring more than once. She's a curvier older version of Jade. Yeah, she'd gotten my dick hard on occasion through the years. I fell asleep fantasizing about my real life Barbie.
Two days later I saw Julie at the same table on the country club patio with the same group of women as every time I'd seen her. She wore tennis whites and I timed it perfectly. As she stood up, I appeared.
"Julie! Great to see you," I said, lightly putting my hand on her shoulder.
"Channing! I see glimpses of you around here," she said. "Ladies, you remember my brother-in-law Channing, don't you?"
I flashed my beacon smile as they murmured their greetings. Some gave me the up and down look to size me up, others timidly smiled.
"Can I walk you to the court?"
She nodded and I picked up her racquet case. While we walked and made small talk, I kept my arm around her shoulders. Once we got to the empty court, I lowered my arm and firmly brushed my hand over that awesome ass. That brought a flirty smile to her face.
"It was nice seeing you again, Channing."
I slowly lowered my head as though to kiss her but bypassed her lips and brushed them across her cheek.
"Yes, Julie, nice to see you as well. You're looking... Very nice," I said intimately. "Maybe we will run across each other again soon?"
"Maybe," she said, smiling coquettishly.
I ran my hand under her tennis skirt over her ass as I walked away.
I waited for two days before approaching her again. This one I timed as she was coming off the court.
"Hey, how was the game?" I said, stepping it up as though I was catching up with her on the path.
"Channing! Great, I rarely beat her but this time I did. She's a damn good player."
"I was wondering if you wanted to have lunch with me?" I put my arm around her waist.
"Oh, I'd love to but I'm so sweaty. I'd have to shower in the locker room first."
"I have a room here if you'd like to use it."
I paid enough at the country club that I was entitled to several extras. One was a small room. Most people used it for a quick nap after golf, or during the workday. A private shower was better than a locker room, even at a country club.
I kicked my shoes off and sprawled in the recliner while Julie went into the bathroom.
Several minutes later she opened the door and said, "Can you help me with this please?" I went in and a hair clip had tangled in her long blonde hair. "I was trying to pin it back up to shower."
I stood behind her in the mirror and combed my fingers through her hair and spread it over her shoulders. "I had no idea your hair was so long. You always wear it up." I slid my fingers up to her scalp and circled with my fingertips. Her eyelids dropped and her lips parted on a deep sigh.
Her fingers fluttered at the top button of her top while we looked at each other in the mirror. I brushed her hands away to unbutton the second button. Her tongue flicked across her full pink lips. She watched me finish unbuttoning her top, then shrugged it off.
Ken told him she had her breasts done to double Ds. They filled out the fine white lace quite well.
"My brother is one lucky son of a bitch," I murmured in her ear, covering her tits with my hands. Her nipples hardened and pushed through the lace.
"He doesn't touch me anymore," she admitted.
"Hmm, shame on him, eh?" I trailed my fingers over the mounds and through the deep valley. "You know right here is enough to make a man think about titty fucking." Her chest heaved, pushing her tits into my hands. "I want to my balls dragging across your soft skin, my dick sliding through this valley right up to the plump pink lips of yours."
"Mmm," she moaned. "I think Jade is seducing him."
Careful to measure my facial expressions and tone of voice I replied, "What makes you say that?"
I continued to slide my hands over her body. "I caught them naked together in the pool. More than once. And he was hard."
I pulled my shirt over my head, my bronzed chest a perfect backdrop for her lily white soft skin. I saw the concern in her eyes. "Well darlin', Jade is a beautiful woman just like you. You made her. She is a version of you. Any man gets hard for that." I ran my fingers under the straps of her bra and slowly eased them off her shoulders.
"Did you hard for her? Your niece?" I met her eyes in the mirror and nodded. "Really? But what if there's more between them? He's, her daughter."
I pulled her back against me. "She is yes, but if the arousal is that strong, and everyone concerned agrees, then there's no issue."
She thought about that as I put my forearm across her breasts and unhooked her bra. They relaxed against my arm and when I moved my arm the white lace floated to the floor.
"Would you fuck her?" she asked but with much less intensity. Again, I looked at her and nodded. Her tongue flicked back and forth across her lips.
"You're beautiful, Julie," I murmured, hefting her breasts in my hands. "You nipples are pink gumdrops. I bet they like to be sucked on like gumdrops too hmmm." I toyed with her nipples, and they grew hard and long.
"Ohhhh yessss," she sighed. "God Channing, that feels so good. "So, you think I shouldn't be concerned if Ken and Jade are together like that?"
I pulled her long hair over her shoulder and the curls fell in a shiny torrent of gold over her breast. I began to kiss the bared column of her neck.
"It's not much different than what you and I are about to do. We are both aroused and willing. Your beautiful body did this to me," I pressed my hard cock against her ass, "and that's the way it works for men."
I slid my hands down her sides and tugged her tennis skirt and shorts down. She was tall and we fit together almost perfectly. The mirror revealed her body to me down to the blonde patch of curls. I placed the flat on my hand under her breasts and slowly trailed my fingers lower until I brushed her soft hair.
We watched each other in the mirror. I unzipped my shorts, pushed them to the floor, and kicked them away. My hard throbbing cock was sandwiched between us. I slid my hand between her thighs. They were wet from her pussy. I hooked two fingers in her cunt and pushed in while I palmed her clit.
She arched her tits, pushed her ass back against me, and moaned out a long orgasm. No, he hadn't touched her in a long time.
That fantastic ass ground against my cock until it finally slipped between her cheeks.
"Oh baby," I whispered, hooking my fingers in again and bringing her to another shuddering orgasm.
She reached behind her and fisted my cock. "I've fantasized about you."
"I'm real now baby. All yours. I want you. Now."
I slipped my cock between her legs and stroked the head down her wet slit. She leaned over the sink, her hands on each side of the counter. That fabulous ass was in my hands. Those beautiful tits hung between her arms. Her gorgeous face showed she had just cum twice and still wanted my cock.
I positioned it in her entrance, squeezed her ass, and pushed in. Her lips parted in a long groan as her cunt walls stretched to take my rod. She pushed her ass back further, riding back on my stiffness. I ground into her deeper, held her hips, and began to fuck her.
Her tits bounced and swayed as I drove into her. My balls slapped against her clit and sent her into another orgasm. Her tight cunt milked my cock, and I couldn't hang on longer. I shouted, drove deep, and pumped a hot load of seed deep inside her.
Her face was flushed, and she gasped for breath. My breath was harsh in my ears.
"Oh, baby... Julie... Damn."
"Mmm, yeah. It has been a long time for me," she said, looking thoroughly satisfied.
I was very happy I had something to do with that.

*****

I stopped by Ken's office the next day and we ordered lunch.
"Nice you stopped by brother. Wish you'd do it more often," Ken said, putting his feet up on the desk.
I sprawled in the chair across. "Well, I also am here with a bit of news."
Suddenly his feet thudded to the floor, and he sat straight up. "What? You did it!"
I nodded, taking a bite of French fry. "I did and she's a hell of a fuck, brother."
"I know. That's why I married her... But something just happened. We fell apart," he said rather sadly, shrugging.
"She knows about you and Jade... Or at least has a strong suspicion."
He nodded. "She said as much to both Jade and me."
"I think I convinced her it was a guy thing. We get hard for any beautiful woman, no matter who she is."
"Well, you ain't lying," he laughed. "So did she go for that?"
"Yeah," I said thoughtfully. "I think she did. She asked if I ever got hard for Jade and ever thought about fucking her and I told her yeah. I think that was what it took, it wasn't just you with a hard-on for Jade."
"Hmm, you really made progress, didn't you?"
We went on to discuss the next step and worked everything out that we needed to do.
JADE...
"Dad?"
I felt his naked body slide under the sheets and move close.
"Yeah baby, sorry to wake you up but I got home late and wanted to talk to you."
I rolled to face him. I threw my leg over his hip and pushed my tits into his chest while we kissed. I loved to feel him against me. His cock immediately hardened and slipped between my legs. The head probed and easily found my sopping entrance.
"Fuck me," I whispered against his lips. He pushed in, and I wrapped my leg around his back while he pushed his thigh between mine. I loved this easy-loving way of fucking him.
"Fuck, your cunt is so tight on my dick."
"Cum for me daddy," I said, knowing he was ready.
He growled, drove deep, and exploded. His hot seed filled me up and ran out of me.
"Mmm, dad you were hot, weren't you?"
"Yeah, sorry baby," he slipped his hand between my legs.
"No no, I'm fine. I had my fun earlier before I went to sleep. What's your news anyhow? Must be pretty exciting?"
"Channing and your mom..." he grinned.
"Really? No shit? Oh my god, he didn't waste any time," I laughed. "So...?"
"So, she told him she had suspicions about you and me, and he thinks he got her to thinking it was no big deal. Happens often because men are horny for beautiful women and a dick doesn't differentiate who that woman is," he laughed hilariously.
"Are you serious?" I was incredulous. "He really worked some magic with her."
"Yeah, we hatched another little plan to sort of seal the deal," he said.
"OK...?"
"Nah, we're not going to tell you. We want you to be genuinely surprised."
"Oh man, I can't imagine what you two would concoct. I'm sure I will be surprised."
CHANNING...
After we had a few trysts in my room at the country club, I suggested we go back to her house where it would be more comfortable. Ken would be at work, and Jade not home from classes yet so we'd have the whole house to ourselves.
"Oh, I don't know, Channing. What if Ken comes home early, or worse, Jade? If they caught us?" she said worriedly.



"Ken come home from work early? Are you joking? Same with chances of Jade skipping classes to come home early. She takes college way too seriously for that. I think she wants to join Ken in his business."
"Really?" she asked as we walked to the parking lot.
"She hasn't said, but she's definitely preparing herself for business."
We came in the door and Julie checked to make sure we were indeed alone, then grabbed my hand and we ran up the steps to her bedroom.
She pulled my clothes off and pushed me onto her bed. I put my hands behind my head to watch her show.
She kicked her shoes off, turned around, and wiggled that great ass. She grabbed the hem of her shirt and slowly pulled it up to bare her back, then over her head. She tossed it into the corner. She reached behind her to unhook the black satin bra.
"Yeah baby, my Barbie doll," I encouraged. She pulled that off and black satin came flying onto the bed. She turned her forearm across her ample tits. "Oh yeah, show daddy what you got."
She gave me a sexy smile and dropped her arms, revealing her gumdrop pink-tipped tits. I moaned lustily.
She bent over at the waist, her tits swaying while she tucked her fingers in the waistband of her skirt. She shimmied her hips and slowly pulled her skirt down, her tits jiggling with the effort. My cock was at full attention and I fisted it a couple of times. Her skirt dropped to show the black satin bikinis.
"Yeah baby, you got it all. Dance for me you hot thing you."
She turned around, bent over, and slid the bikinis down baring her fabulous ass to me and soft pussy lips. I groaned louder. She began to dance. Lusty and sexy moves. She dipped her fingers in her cunt and licked them off, then gyrated her hips lewdly. She trailed her fingers over her body and up over her head and began belly dancing. She turned and swayed that hot sexy ass and I almost lost it.
"Oh yeah!" I encouraged. I squeezed my cock and played with my balls when I saw she was watching me.
She danced to the bed and straddled my hips. I groaned while she kept swaying and rocking her hips. I held my cock up and teased it along her dripping slit. She tipped her head back, her long hair flowing down her back, her back arched, tits high.
I toyed with her entrance with the tip of my cock, and she lowered slightly, taking just the head. Her hip movements worked her cunt lips on the shiny wet head. This Barbie had talents that were unbelievably arousing.
She lowered, taking my cock deep, then grinding deeper. I bucked up, and she rode me like a bucking bronco. She lifted then slammed down to perfect rhythm. Her Barbie tits jostled while she rode. Long blonde hair flowed over her shoulders. Her face was lusty and lost in her arousal which drove me higher. I grabbed her hips and drove up. Our animal-like sounds drowned each other's out as we had simultaneous orgasms.
"Well, well well, look what I found."
Julie had collapsed beside me, her tits bouncing on her heaving chest, and looked up in horror to see Ken standing there.
"Ken!" she gasped.
"Looks like I missed all the fun," he said, slowly unbuttoning his shirt.
"You did, but I think Julie has more fun left in her. I know I'm out for a while," I said as though him walking in on us fucking was no big deal.
She frowned, looked at him, then at me. "You aren't surprised Ken is here, and he isn't shocked that his brother just fucked his wife."
"Oh, I'm very interested he fucked my wife. I like it. I like it a lot," he said, smiling, pulling his shirt out of his pants and tossing it aside.
"You're getting undressed?" Julie asked, pushing up on her elbow. "What are you doing?" she asked, clearly confused. She looked at me and said, "Don't you have anything to say?"
I shrugged. "He's your husband so I guess he's allowed in your bed?"
She frowned. "Are you two setting me up?" She watched Ken push his pants and shorts down, his heavy hard cock bouncing up.
"I guess you could look at it that way, but are you going to complain about having us both in your bed?" I asked.
Ken walked around the other side of the bed and slid in next to her. "It has been too long since I've seen my beautiful wife," he said, stroking his hand down her side, over her hip and thigh. "You're more beautiful than ever," he said quietly.
I rolled to my side and ran my hand over her soft smooth skin. "She is beautiful, Ken." I arranged her long blonde curls over her shoulders and the pillow.
His hand slipped between her thighs. "Mmm, you're wet from your juices and my brother's cum. I watched you cum for him, baby. So hot."
She gasped when his fingers began to play. "You watched us?" He nodded. "You two are nasty," she murmured, her breath hitching when he flicked her clit.
"Oh yes, you're right, we are. Very nasty. But I think you love it," I said, smiling at her.
"Mmm," her hips rocked. "I do, yes. You two are very sexy and it's exciting for me."
She fisted Ken's throbbing cock. "Oh yeah, baby. I love your soft hand on my dick. I'd love it in your hot cunt even better. Straddle, Channing on your hands and knees."
She rolled and got into place. I spread my thighs as Ken knelt between them. I took those luscious tits and twisted and rolled her nipples. She moaned. Her hair hung down surrounding our faces as we kissed. She groaned in my mouth when Ken pushed into her waiting cunt.
"Mmm, yeah baby. I always loved this pussy," he groaned. He held her hips and began fucking her in earnest. "Oh my god, I need to cum in your cunt so bad."
I continued to play with her tits while he fucked her. Her face was lusty and wanton. "Fuck me hard, Ken," she whimpered.
He pulled up on her hips which changed the angle of his cock. As soon as it began to rub her clit she started whimpering when the waves of orgasm went through her. He shouted and unloaded his balls into his wife.
"Mmm, hot show you guys," I said after they caught their breath. I squeezed my hardening cock which began to come alive while I watched them.
Ken stood up and said, "I'm going to get us something to drink."
I nodded. Julie moved to my side with her head on my shoulder. She softly petted my cock. "You guys really set me up, but I'm glad."
"I'm really happy about that too. There shouldn't be secrets, especially in the bedroom," I said.
After a bit, Ken reappeared at the bedroom door with three drinks in hand, and Jade in the other hand.
"Jade!" Julie exclaimed when she saw her naked daughter with her arm around her equally naked dad. "I knew you two were... together." Jade smiled at her as she came around my side of the bed. She leaned over and kissed me passionately. "I guess I should have known you'd be involved as well."
"I believe in keeping it in the family, mom. I think you're seeing it my way about now too?" Jade said. "And yes, dad and I fuck as do Uncle Channing and me. Looks like you're in too," she smiled at her mom.
Jade kissed me then trailed her lips over my chest and stomach to my cock. Even though I just unloaded in Julie, my cock was hard, and my balls were heavy and full. There's just something about fucking my niece and sister-in-law, I guess.
JADE...
I watched the whole live stream that my dad had set up in Julie's bedroom. Well, first we both watched until it was time for him to appear on the scene. Then I watched until dad came to get me. I was so excited from watching my mom and dad fuck that he had to eat my pussy in the kitchen before we both went up to the bedroom.
I loved sucking Channing's cock. He was so responsive to everything I did. I learned what excited him, what he preferred, and how he liked me to do it.
Dad spooned mom from behind while they watched. I knelt between his legs, dancing his balls on my fingertips while I swirled my tongue around the head. He moaned and my dad echoed. I squeezed up some precum and licked it off, toying with the hole with the tip of my tongue.
I wrapped my lips around the rim and moan, letting the vibrations roll through his cock and balls. He sucked in a quick breath through his teeth. He spread his legs so I could stroke from the base of his balls back to his ass.
"Oh yeah baby, just like that," he moaned. I pressed in between his balls, then wrapped my fingers around the base of his cock as it disappeared into his body. He moaned louder. I held the base tight like that and slid my lips down the shaft. I sucked hard and grazed his rod with my teeth for a few strokes.
I looked at him under my eyelashes while I sucked and fucked his cock with my mouth again. I rubbed my tongue over the shiny head and sucked the tip like a popsicle. He groaned and his hips began to rock. I reached under him and squeezed his hard muscular ass and let him thrust into my mouth. He fucked my mouth faster, grunting, his balls pushed against my chin as he stroked in.
"Oh my god, baby," he grunted, "ungh ungh ungh ungh," each pump of his cock. The hot juice hit my mouth and I swallowed. His body jerked hard and relaxed.
I went up on my knees and licked the drops off my lips.
"She's almost as good a cocksucker as her mom," dad said coyly.
She looked over her shoulder. "I think we should blindfold you both and see if you can guess whose mouth you're fucking."
I was shocked at her words, but they were a turn on too. I was so happy that she joined us as quickly and easily as she did. Dad told me she used to be hot for sex with him. Hopefully, she was just bored, and this would be a turning point for them as well. And she wouldn't have to sneak around with Channing anymore.
We heard noises coming from downstairs, and mom said, "The housekeeper's day is today. That's probably her."
The three of us looked at each other knowing the tablet was down there streaming everything here in the bedroom.
"That hot little housekeeper is here?" Channing asked.
"Yes, Zella," mom said. She looked at Channing and dad and said, "Ah, you both have hard-ons for her hmmm?"
I laughed. "We need to get a bigger bed! Dad, yours is king size, bigger than this one." I got up "I for one need to get a shower and I'm going to use dad's bathroom."
Mom and dad joined me, and Channing pulled on shorts and went to down talk to Zella and see if she saw our sexual antics.
CHANNING...
I'd been here several times when Zella was working and yeah, I did have a flaming hard-on for her. She was tall, but curvaceous in every way. She wasn't all bones like some women, but oh so nicely proportioned. Her skin was the color of coffee with just a touch of cream. It was burnished and looked so fucking soft.
She was in the dining room where the tablet was set up. I could see the flush on her dark-skinned face. It flamed more when she saw me.
"You had a front row seat, Zella," I smiled, wanting her to know she wasn't in trouble. I watched her chest heaving, her double D breasts straining against her shirt. I put my hand on her shoulder and asked, "So what did you think? Sexy hmm?"
She nodded. Her pink tongue flicked across her full lips. I never realized how beautiful she was. Warm brown eyes like cognac, and impossibly long eyelashes. Her nipples poked through the cotton shirt, and I rubbed them with the back of my knuckles. Her lips parted on a quick intake of breath.
"I don't want to get in trouble," she whispered, looking at the stairs.
I leaned in close and said, "You are invited to join us." My lips brushed her ear, and my warm breath caressed her cheek. "If you want to that is." I took her hand and pressed it against my hardening cock. "This is what you do to me every time I see you."
"I do?" she said, somewhat incredulous. How could she not understand how gorgeous she was?
I trailed my fingers over her face. She kept her black hair clipped close, which only served to show off her big eyes. They were like warm pools of maple syrup. Her lips were full and soft, and I had to taste them.
I brushed my lips against hers. I wrapped my arms around her. I could feel the sexual tension still coursing through her from watching. I teased my tongue inside her mouth and her arms came around my neck. Her tits pressed into my chest. I cupped her full ass and pulled her against me.
Our kiss went deeper and wetter, more passionate. I slipped my hands under her skirt and pushed her panties aside so I could squeeze her ass. She moaned in my mouth. I rucked her skirt up around her waist and pushed her panties down. She was tall and we fit together that I could grind my awakening cock against her. She shuddered and lifted her leg to my hip.
"Oh baby, you're fucking hot," I murmured against her lips. I quickly unbuttoned her top and tossed it aside.
I cupped each firm globe in my hands and thumbed the ebony nipples. The aureole was big and round and the nipple grew long and hard. She shivered in my arms. I took her by the hand and led her up the stairs to Ken's bedroom. The three were showered and in bed, and I indicated Ken to join Zella and me in the shower.
Ken pulled her under the warm spray. "Holy shit, you're gorgeous. If I'd have been home more during the day..."
I laughed. "She's beautiful, isn't she?"
"Oh my god yeah," he said, running his hands down her sides and over her round hips. "Did you watch us fucking, baby?" She nodded. "Mmm, it turned you on, didn't it?"
I stood behind her, my cock slipping in the crack of her ass.
"Yes, it did. You two are very handsome and sexy men," she said, her head tipping back on my shoulder as he sucked those long nipples into his mouth.
Ken dripped the soap into his hand and also into my palm. We started at her shoulders, and slowly worked down her arms. My slick hands cupped her side tits and followed down to the curve of her hips. Ken soaped those fabulous tits and played with her nipples until she was moaning.
I soaped her round ass and slipped my cock in the slick crevice. Ken's hand was between her legs, and she leaned back against me, shuddering an orgasm. The water sluiced down over our bodies. Ken and I had her sandwiched between us.
"These tits are tremendous," Ken said.
He leaned over and sucked a nipple into his mouth. She moaned and arched her back, her ass pushing into me, and my cock slid between her legs. I held my cock at her entrance, and she slid back, taking it deep in one move. I groaned and my fingers dug into her hips. She pushed Ken back and bent at the waist. While I fucked her, she sucked Ken's dick. She rode me hard and fast while I plowed in deeper. His face was contorted with lust.
"Yeah, fuck me, baby. Damn you're tight on my cock," I moaned. She was younger than Jade and had a cunt that could grip too.
I ground into her letting my balls bang on her clit. She moaned on Ken's cock and her pussy convulsed around my rod. He moaned when she did that and started face fucking her faster. Her cunt milked my balls and I drove in deep and pumped my hot seed inside her. I heard her groan louder and cum on my cock again. Ken grunted each pump into her mouth.
She stood up and I held her against me. "Fuck baby, you're a killer," I said, kissing her neck.
"Oh my god yeah," Ken groaned.
By the time we got to bed, Julie and Jade were sleeping, and we put Zella in between us.
I woke in the middle of the night with my dick hard in a hot mouth. Next to me were Zella and Jade entwined. Julie sucked me while I watched two sets of gorgeous tits mashed together, one creamy pale skin, the other bronzed ebony. They were eating at each other's mouths, clearly wild about each other.
Zella's thigh was between Jades, and they were grinding against each other. Jade pulled away and sucked one of Zella's long black nipples into her mouth. Ebony moaned and arched. They rolled, half laying on me but paying no attention to me.
I wove my fingers through Julie's soft curls as she licked and sucked on my balls. I moaned. The contrast between their two bodies made me wild and I had to fondle their tits. Jade moved enough I could slip my fingers between them and could pinch both nipples together. They groaned in each other's mouths, and I continued to pinch and twist, my hand trapped between their exquisite tits.
I saw Ken move behind Julie and slip into her. Her vibrating moan rolled through my body, notching me even higher. The girls were still all over each other. Zella rocked on Jade's thigh, grinding her ass into me. She leaned back and began to kiss me while Jade went after her double Ds. Her tongue worked in and out of my mouth to the rhythm they were getting each other off. Jade was making wet lip-smacking sounds on those chocolate tits.
The sights and sounds and smells drove me over the edge, and I shouted, spewing my load down my sister in laws throat. Ken came next, bellowing and driving into his wife. The girls were still on each other riding waves of orgasms and unaware of anything going on.
Julie was between Ken and me. "Those girls are hot for each other hmm," Ken said, watching.
"They look hot together, don't they?" I said.
"Who would've guessed this morning that I'd be doing this tonight," Julie said with a smile.
"What could be next?" I laughed.

*****to be continued*****
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The Doctor's Daughter


Chapter 01

Mags, you're going to ace the tournament," Bunny said, tossing me a towel. Besides my dad, she was my bestie and number one supporter.
"You know I'm finally feeling pretty good about my game. More in control of all my movements," I said, wiping the sweat from my face. We began to walk the path back to the dorm. "I have a therapy meeting with my dad tomorrow before practice, so I'll have to come here directly from his office."
"Lucky you! I wish Doctor Hunk would need me," Bunny said, tossing her flame-red hair back dramatically. I laughed at her comical hots for my dad. "Yeah, well I know you don't see it..." she said, giving me a sidelong oh sure glance.
In fact, I have long been acutely aware of how handsome my dad is. He and I had an unusual father-daughter relationship. He was a well-known orthopedic doctor surgeon that specialized in hip and knee replacement and research therapy. His study of developing muscles to protect hips and knees before they became damaged made him a worldwide name. He was considered a god amongst the sports crowd. He had a waiting list for those that want to take muscle therapy to help prevent injuries, and very few made the cut to get in the program.
I always knew my dad loved me, but we never had a close relationship. When I was young, he had an orthopedic practice he was attempting to build. Then as I reached my teen years, he began to travel the world training and lecturing. I always understood why and never felt deprived. Somehow, even when young, I knew he was doing important work.
The one link we always had was tennis He was a world-class tennis player and started me playing at four. An age my mother found too young. Now she is too wrapped up in her social stature in the community to notice what I'm doing.
Della Mae Chittenden was born into the crème of society. She was groomed to be a social maven her whole life. Although her family was disappointed in her choice of a college student that only wanted to become a doctor, she didn't let that sway her. Her father was once mayor of the small town we live in expected big things from her- marrying into wealth, not the possibility of future wealth by the upcoming Doctor Jackson Honoré. I know what you're thinking. Small town. This town had the oldest and most stately homes around and housed old money that they shared with the university. Especially when one could have a building with your name after the right amount of those old dollars.
It also had the best orthopedic medical school, which is also where I go to college, and where dad was a full professor. But much to my dad's disappointment, I was there to major in marketing. Medicine was just never my interest. I was sad when I discovered that about myself. I knew he would like me to become a doctor, although he never said as much.
We never really discussed it though. By the time I was ready to think about my future, he was in the thick of his research and traveling the world to teach and lecture. During my most formative years, we passed each other as we breezed in and out. Mother now took no notice of either one of us, having a career of climbing the social ladder.
I got back to my dorm room and looked in the nearly empty refrigerator. I spent half my time here and half my time at home so didn't keep much here. I called for pizza, grabbed an against-training-policy beer, and waited, while I considered my schedule for tomorrow.
I had classes, then a short break before the therapy appointment with dad. Well, tomorrow wasn't therapy, it was the test to see how the therapy was doing. He did that every so often. He never admitted it, but I always believed I was the Guinea pig for the incoming Guinea pigs that signed up for his program. It was all research, so didn't cost us anything.

*****

My father's office was on the top floor of one of the oldest buildings on campus. A giant sandstone behemoth with peaks and spires that could be taken for a church. The view of the majestic oaks that shaded the lush green lawn was gorgeous as the leaves were just beginning to change to oranges and yellows.
I breezed by the biddy that sat at the desk outside the professor's offices with a flip of my fingers. Her pursed lips weren't lost on me when she noticed my multi colored blonde hair and tennis skirt showing an indecent length of leg. Lucky for her I wore a pullover sweater because the air was cooling outside.
I closed the door behind me, pulled the sweater off and carefully folded it, and placed it over my racket.
Being in his office always brought a smile. The old building hadn't been modernized and was appointed with wide oak woodwork, floor-to-ceiling paned windows, an oak-beamed ceiling, and a worn wooden floor. Turn around and you'd see the patient's high-low chrome medical table with a plethora of contraptions hanging from the ceiling above.
I chuckled thinking how it could be construed as a playset for sex, then laughed aloud thinking that this was my dad's office.
I hopped up on the table and tugged my top higher. With forty D breasts, anything with a slight scoop neck became a dangerous nipple-baring peepshow. They were too large for a sports bra but did find a bra that would hold me tight, albeit pushing my tits tight together.
They still sat high on my chest, and I didn't need the support, but I did need to have them managed to keep from bouncing while I played. I was never allowed to show that much of myself at home, so this would be a shock to my dad. If he even noticed.
Punctually at two o'clock, the door opened, and he strode in, nearly at a run.
"Marguerite, it's wonderful to see you," he said, dropping his case on his desk and flipping through the mail.
I studied him while he opened what appeared to be an important piece of mail. He was tall, six feet, and in perfect shape from playing tennis. His dark tan complimented the silvering of his black hair. Thick black eyebrows and long black lashes highlighted denim blue eyes. I stifled a laugh at Bunny's perfect name for him... Doctor Hunk.
He tossed the mail on his desk and turned.
"So how have you been doing?"
I knew he wasn't inquiring about me, but about how the therapy was affecting me. I looked up to see his glance at my cleavage. Not surprised because I knew it was the first he'd seen mine. I ran down the list that he wanted to hear. He nodded as I went through each point.
When I completed that, I turned and stretched out on the well-padded table. I put my feet flat, knees raised, forgetting that I wore the short tennis skirt with the white panties underneath. Another first for father, I thought, smiling to myself and feeling more than a bit naughty. I always assumed he had a side chick, or chicks because my mother was somewhat of a cold fish.
"Okay, we will," he stopped to clear his throat, "start with your strength." I raised my feet, and he hooked my ankles into the stirrups that hung from the ceiling.
My legs were spread as he raised the stirrups higher. I was to raise my lower body while he noted the muscle use and, hopefully, increasing strength.
Where normally I wore pants, his hands were now on skin. His touch was nervously light, then as I began the exercise, became firmer. His knowledgeable fingers tracked which muscles were used more, and which needed another position.
His hand felt hot on my firm ass and, then ran up the back of my leg to my knee. I repeated and his hand slid down my inner thigh until the side of his hand pressed on my heating pussy. The effect of his hands on my bare skin was much different and my body was responding. I was sure he could feel the steamy heat that built between my legs.
My chest heaved and my nipples poked lewdly through the white bra and top.
His voice snapped me out of the daydream when he said in a low gravel voice that I'd not heard before, "I'm happy with what you've achieved so far. I think we are missing some muscles and need to work on them. I'm going to spread your feet and see if that has any effect on those muscles." I looked at him and nodded. He spread my feet and adjusted my legs, so they were spread wide. "I don't want to put any stress on your joints."
Again, his hand went to my ass with a firm grip. I began pulling myself higher, then down. He held his hand on the back of my thigh, slowly sliding lower as my muscles contracted.
My legs were so wide my pussy lips felt as though they gaped open. I wondered if my panties revealed anything besides the wetness, which I was sure was visible. He slid his hand to the base of my thigh where it joined my body, his fingers brushed the wetness. He swallowed so hard I could hear it.
The stirrups lowered and I knew the next move. I wasn't sure if he was ready for it, or even if I was.
I placed my feet flat on the table, reached up, and grabbed the sling above my head. He would kneel on the table between my legs and check my hips while I pulled up. It flashed through my mind that this would be an excellent sex position with him up on his knees between my wide-spread legs.
I began to raise and lower my ass and he checked for muscle movement. Then he knelt on the table between my legs. It was then I saw the bulge in his pants with the distinctive wet spot. My pussy gushed at the sight. He was concentrating on his job and not meeting my eyes.
His four fingers were on my hip bones, this thumbs in the crease of my body and thighs. They remained there while I pushed up and down, totally suspended by the system. I varied my movement by just a fraction. Whether it was accidental or on purpose, I can't tell you.
The motion moved me higher, his fingers slipped off my hipbone and his thumbs slid over my swollen pussy lips.
"Marguerite," he said softly, almost a plea.
"Daddy." I heard his sharp intake of breath when he heard that. I hadn't called him that in years but it just came out.
"Oh, baby girl. I can't help myself. Tell me to stop," he growled, putting his fingers under the elastic of my panties and pulling them off. He put my legs over his shoulders, and I felt the heat of his breath on my sensitive pussy.
Teeth nibbled on my swollen lips. I wove my fingers through his thick black hair when his tongue touched my clit. I had to hold on for fear I'd disappear into thin air as the orgasm racked through my body.
I pulled my top and bra over each shoulder baring my tits. They were so needy I had to rub them and pinch my nipples while my dad ate me and sent me into another skyrocketing orgasm.
He looked up at me, icy blue eyes under those thick lashes. He moaned and pushed up on his knees to take a nipple between his teeth and tug. My father was an accomplished lover by the way he knew a woman's body, and I wanted it all. He dropped to his elbows while he savored my tits, his cock throbbed in his pants, pressed against my bare cunt.
I rocked and rubbed against him. He groaned, squeezed my tits together, and worked between both nipples.
"Daddy," I moaned, wanting... No needing, more.
He pressed his bulging mound into my wide-open pussy, and I could feel it throb against my clit. I knew he wanted me as much as I wanted him.
"Baby, we can't," he ground out. I reached down and squeezed his hard rod. He moaned and I slipped my hand into his trousers. His cock was hot and hard and jerked in my hand. I knew this wasn't the time to complete our loving, but I needed to please him as he pleased me.
I squeezed the thickness and thumbed the wet head. He jerked and groaned in response. He opened his pants and lowered his zipper allowing me better access.
"I want you to cum for me," I whispered.
His mouth covered mine, our tongues dueling and searching as I stroked his cock. He gasped in my mouth, his cock throbbed hard and hot seed flowed into my hand. He continued to moan and growl, stifling it in our mouths. I came along with him, just hearing him. Feeling him.
His body relaxed on me momentarily, then he rolled off on his feet next to the narrow table.
"I've never lost control like that, Marguerite," he said quietly, righting his pants. I lay wanton on the table, legs spread revealing my wet pussy, bare breasts bounced on my heaving chest. He looked at me, savoring every detail. "You're beautiful," he said. "How could I never have noticed before. I wasn't supposed to notice though, I'm your father," he said in reproach.
I smiled. "Thank you. You're very sexy you know." I ignored his last comment. I suspected he noticed me on and off just as I noticed him. It was merely time and place. It would have happened eventually.
He chuckled. "I am huh." He looked at his watch. "Hey, you need to get to practice don't you?"
I sighed and stretched like a lazy cat. I watched him, never having seen him so relaxed. So different.
"You have lovers, don't you?" I asked.
He looked at me with a surprised look. "Why do you ask?"
"I figured you would. Mom is pretty cool in general, so I assumed she was in bed too."
He laughed. "Did you learn all this in college? I need to check your classes."
It was telling that he didn't deny it. I didn't care really, just curious. I rolled to my side and propped my head on my hand.
I knew my bare tits were of interest because his eyes kept straying back to them. Both of my grandmothers were stacked, so I got it from them.
He put his hands on his hips. "How did you go from my daughter to a temptation in a matter of an hour?" I liked being called a temptation. "But this is wrong, Marguerite. I'm your father. I should have kept control of myself."
"I started it," I snipped. "I wanted it. Wanted you. Still want you." I watched the flush creep across his face. "I want you to fuck me. I want to fuck you. I don't care what we are to each other. You want me, don't you?"
He sighed, blatantly staring at my body. "Help me, but yes I do." He stepped forward and trailed his fingers across my tits, circling my nipples, watching them tighten with his touch. "You're so responsive to me," he murmured.
"Because I want you. I need you. I don't know what happened. How it all happened just now. It did, is all I know."
He looked at his watch again. "I have an appointment I can't miss. It's about a grant for my research." I understood that.
"We're not done, daddy," I said, swinging my legs over the edge of the table and sitting up. I arched my back giving him a good look at my tits.
"We might have to check your therapy after hours if this keeps up," he said with self-deprecating humor.

*****

"You're late!" Bunny said, bouncing the tennis ball. "Heyyyy, wasn't today the day you had your therapy check-up with your hunky dad?"
I placed my sweater on the bench and took my time with my racket. I turned and said, "Yes, it was. He was happy with my progress." I hoped that would end the conversation about him.
"Oh? Did he work you over?" she grinned, wiggling her eyebrows.
"Bunny! He's my dad for god's sake." I jogged to the other court.
She shrugged. "A hunk is a hunk. Who cares who he is." I shook my head, and she stopped before making the serve. "Would you fuck him if you had a chance?"
"Bunny!" I hollered, exasperated, hoping I looked shocked at the thought. By the look on her face, she wasn't buying it. "Serve already, would you!"
Bunny was a formidable opponent, but I beat her anyway. We stopped at the coffee cart on the way across campus and found a bench in the shade of one of the huge old oaks.
"Seriously, Mags, I mean it's not like you've been all that close to your dad. He wasn't around more than he was around. I've seen him on the courts here and he has a body that rivals most of the male students. Not to mention he's drop-dead handsome."
"So?" I shrugged, wanting to get off this topic. "So are a bunch of other professors."
She rolled her eyes and sipped her iced coffee. "If my dad looked like that, I'd have been on him long before now. I just don't see an issue if neither one is forced into it. If it's a mutual attraction, why not?"
"That's it. It has to be mutual, Bun."
"Oh, I'm not even going to believe that he wouldn't be attracted to you. Just your tits pop a guy's eyes out. You're gorgeous, girl. And, not to be rude, I've seen your mom and she's like a board." I couldn't help but giggle with her at that.
"Yeah well..."
"Flash that cleavage at him and you'll have him eating--something," she laughed, and I elbowed her.
"I have to study for a test tomorrow and I'm expected at home for dinner. You know mom if I'm not there on the appointed day."
We hugged and went our separate ways.
I walked into the house and mom appeared. "Marguerite darling, I'm so glad you could make it," she said, hugging me and leaving a waft of her flowery perfume in my nose.
"I'm hungry, is dad going to be here?" I asked with some amount of trepidation since it had only been hours since we were together.
"Yes, I expect him as well. A nice family dinner."
She went on to flutter around the dining room and kitchen, even though the housekeeper always made the food and had it ready to serve. We always just pretended that mom slaved in the kitchen.
I flopped into my favorite chair in the den and started to study when I heard the door and my father's distinctive footsteps. He hesitated in the doorway to look at me, his face softening in remembrance.
"Marguerite," he smiled.
"Jackson, I'm so glad you're early! Marguerite is hungry so I'm going to begin getting dinner on the table," mom said, scurrying off to the kitchen.
"Hi daddy," I said, torn between shy and wanting to kiss him until we both ripped our clothes off.
"Baby girl, I..."
"I know."
Hearing mom clanking dishes in the kitchen, I walked up to him, stood on tiptoe, and brushed my lips over his. The tension in his body increased for a moment, then he softened, angled his head, and kissed me most passionately. His hand was on the small of my back, pulling me into him. Our ears were alert to mom's whereabouts, but our bodies were in tune with each other.
"I just can't seem to resist you," he grumbled, pulling away.
"That's good," I smiled and ran my hand over the bulge in his pants. "You might want to cool down before joining us at the dinner table though." I gave his hard rod a squeeze and swayed my hips off to the dining room.
Mom chattered away while we ate. Dad smiled and listened. I rubbed my foot up and down his leg. When dessert time came, I enjoyed the cannoli by licking the cream from each end with my tongue, while mom scolded me for using my fingers. Dad cleared his throat and changed the subject.

******

The following week I had several hours free after a grueling series of tests so I headed to the courts. Bunny wasn't available, so I just snagged someone that was hanging around and soundly whipped their ass. When I came off the court, dad was on the bench.
"You're playing?" I asked, seeing him in tennis whites.
He nodded. "I was but my partner didn't show, so I watched my daughter take no mercy."
I grinned, propped my foot on the bench, and leaned over to retie my shoe, giving him a perfect view. "I wished I'd known you were here. It has been a long time since you and I played." I smiled. "Tennis that is."
"You're incorrigible," he grumbled. I noticed the bulge in his white tennis shorts and knew I'd gotten his attention. I turned around, accidentally dropped my headband, and bent over at the waist in front of him. "I didn't know you were such a vixen, baby girl."



"Only for you, daddy." I sat next to him on the bench. "So, when can we play?"
"I assume you don't mean tennis, naughty girl."
I wrapped my arms around myself, feigning coolness, but knew it pushed my tits together and up out of the v-neck top. My nipples hardened under his gaze.
He laid his tennis racket across his thighs. "Your seduction is working you know," he sighed.
"It is? You mean I could straddle your lap, and slide down your big fat daddy pole?"
"Oh my god," he growled. "If you're asking if I want to fuck you, the answer obviously is yes. I look at you, see my daughter, but can't fight the physical need I have for you. I want you more than anything, Marguerite. I know I shouldn't, but I can't say no to you."
I smiled. I saw the seriousness of his decision in his eyes. It didn't come easy to him. At that moment I knew I would make sure he never regretted his decision. I put my hand on the bench next to his and wrapped my little finger around his. The courts were empty, but it wouldn't be odd to see a father and daughter close and talking.
"And the answer is yes," he said out of the blue. I looked at him quizzically. "You asked if I had other women. I'm not proud of it, but yes, I have. You had a sense as to why. Once your mom got pregnant with you, I discovered that was all she wanted. To get out from under her parents and have a child. She was no longer interested in me or our marriage. I tried and waited ten years for her to respond to me until she told me to find someone else." He straightened up, looked off, and said, "So I did."
"I'm sorry daddy," I said sadly. I'd always sensed that he was sad, which made him distant.
"I never stopped loving your mother."
"I know." I knew it to be true. He had been deeply hurt and created a shell around himself.
He looked at me pensively. "I don't know how you can be so sensual, and your mother..."
"Because I'm like you," I said simply. "You're a very sexy man. Half the campus girls are hot for you." He laughed loudly. "I'm serious. I'm often asked about you."
"I'm too old for their interest," he scoffed.
"You underestimate your sex appeal." I shrugged. "A man is a man, no matter his age... Or relation." I thought for a moment before going on. "I never thought of you in a sexual way until you began to touch me during the check. The hands and fingers that are so skillful in surgery, carry over to the touch of a body. I know you didn't mean it to be sexual, but it was. You turned me on, and it was then I saw you as a man and not just my dad."
Dad announced that evening at dinner that he would be lecturing at a university for six weeks. Normally I took those announcements in stride, hardly paying much attention to his schedule. This time it was different. I looked at him in alarm, but he avoided my eyes. Mom, used to his travels, said nothing.
Later after I tossed and turned for an hour, I decided to go down to the gym and run some of my anxiety off. This was such a new relationship for us, that I was unsure how to handle it, but I knew I did indeed have to figure it out.
I saw the light in the crack under the door and quietly opened the door and slipped in. Dad was already there and running on the treadmill.
He glistened with sweat as his muscles moved under his skin. I had seen the specialty running shorts he wore coming from the laundry, and it occurred to me that it was probably my first sexual thoughts of my dad.
The sides were open to the elastic waist, with only an inch or so overlap. Had I not already seen them, I wouldn't have known that the bulge in the front was created by a mesh pocket that was sewn into the front waist that cradled his balls and cock. I could see how it held them high and front when he ran.
My panties were getting soaked as I thought about it. I had brief and tight running shorts on and only my bra, so my nipples poked through in response.
"Marguerite," he huffed out when he saw me in the mirror reflection. He slowed down but kept his eyes on me. "You wanted to run as well." I smiled, watching him pace slower.
"I was."
He noticed my nipples and the damp spot in my grey cotton shorts. His bulge increased and pushed out further in his shorts.
He ratcheted down his pace again, his face changing to want and need. He jumped off the treadmill as it stopped. His package bobbed lewdly in front of him, rocketing my desire even higher, as he stalked over to me.
"Those are so hot, daddy," I said, staring at his shorts.
"I'm glad you like the baby. You created this monster," he chuckled, looking down at the lecherous-looking package.
"Mmm," I whimpered as he reached behind me and unhooked my bra, watching my breasts pop out of their tight confines.
"That's better. I mean I'm nearly naked, so you should be as well."
He thumbed my nipples, and his fingers stroked the sensitive underside of my breasts. I slipped my hand under his shorts and squeezed his throbbing cock still confined in the mesh pouch. I weighed them in my hand.
"So fucking sexy," I breathed.
"Oh baby, what your hand on my cock does to me. Like no other," he moaned in my ear, sliding his lips down my neck to my shoulder. He lifted my tit and caught my nipple between his teeth.
I arched my back shoving my tit into his face. He sucked my nipple longer and harder, then worked the same magic on the other. He shoved my shorts down at the same time I pushed his down. His cock sprung up against me and I moaned. The power that I did that to him coursed through me.
"I want to fuck you," I murmured. "I want you inside me, daddy."
"We will, baby, we will," he said, his lips moving against mine. "But when I slide my cock deep inside you, I want you beneath me in bed, I want you on top and riding me. I want the whole night for us, to love to fuck to play. I want to taste you, baby. I need to feel my cock inside you," his hand went between my legs and stroked between my swollen folds, "in your depths. I want you to cum so hard you come apart in my arms. To watch your face when you cum for me. I want to send you higher than you've ever been."
He slipped a finger inside me, then another, and began to finger fuck me and I did just as he said... I came apart in his arms in a rocketing orgasm that shook me in his arms.
"Yeah baby, just like that," he hoarsely whispered in my ear. "Let's go get in the tub and talk about what's in our future."
He led me by the hand to a small whirlpool he had installed. It was the size of a large soaking tub and only for one, but once he got in, I easily stretched out on top of him. His hard cock was trapped against my ass.
The warm water swirled around our bodies creating an even more erotic experience. He stroked my body over my tits, down my stomach, and between my legs.
"Baby girl you feel so good against me. I can't wait until we can be together. The wait will be tough, but it will be perfect and so worth it," he whispered in my ear. I groaned and jerked while he quickly brought me to another climax.
I rolled in the water and kissed him. He held my ass and ground against me. I reached between us and began to stroke his rock-hard shaft. He growled and began to thrust up, driving his cock through my hands. I wiggled my legs between him so my knees were under his ass, keeping his cock out of the water.
His balls floated on the surface while I toyed with them and kept stroking his length. He gripped the sides of the tub, got louder, and pushed his cock higher. I leaned over and let him drive his cock deep into my mouth.
He shouted louder at that and began to fuck my mouth. The water splashed out around us, but we didn't care. I wanted to take him higher as I loved the feel of his cock in my mouth.
"Oh god yeah, baby... Don't stop..." His head fell back. "Yeah yeah yeah," he ground out. "Your mouth is so hot," he growled as he fucked my mouth. I swirled my tongue around the length and grazed my teeth across the sensitive skin. He grunted loudly, faster with his thrusts. My lips were tight around the hot shaft.
Suddenly she shouted and his cock exploded in my mouth. I tugged on his balls as he came which brought another lusty shout as I swallowed his hot seed. His muscles were tense and began to relax as I let him slip out of my mouth.
"Fucking hell girl," he growled, pulling me over his body and kissing me. "I'm not going to ask where you learned to do that."
"I just did. I don't know why I thought of it. Glad I didn't hurt you," I admitted.
"No, not by far. You shot me off into the stratosphere with that. I've never had such a hard orgasm. Thank you, baby." He kissed me softly and sweetly. "When I get back, we will plan our time alone. Somehow somewhere it will happen."

******

Two days later he was gone from my life for six weeks. I tried not to mope around and spent less time at the house and more in the dorm, so mom didn't wonder what was wrong. But never one to miss a thing, Bunny noticed.
"So, you've not been yourself my darling," Bunny said, shoving her plate of French fries between us. "Something is going on."
I shrugged. "I'm alright. Just one of those things I guess."
She took a bite of her hamburger and surveyed my face like she was looking for a breakout. I could almost hear the gears cranking in her head and braced myself for the result.
"Hmm, nothing much going on with you... "She swiped a fry across the ketchup and sucked it off, looking at me thoughtfully. Suddenly her face brightened. "Doctor Hunk is gone, isn't he?"
Oh crap.
I nodded and shrugged, acting disinterested in that fact. "Yeah, he's lecturing for six weeks."
She got quiet and demolished more of her sandwich while I just nibbled mine, not really hungry. He had only been gone a week and I was missing him immensely and it seemed impossible to hide it. Especially from my best friend.
"You know there's nothing wrong with two consenting adults doing what they want," she said.
I nodded, still trying to keep my expression bland.
"I mean, no matter what their relationship," she said, looking me straight in the eye.
I'm not sure how she guessed. I never indicated my interest in him to her. If anything, it was the opposite. She was the one that had the hots for him and would go on and on.
"Bunny," I said. Whether it was in warning or a plea, I don't know.
"I knew a long time ago, Mags. When I'd talk about your dad, you were always so quick to tell me how you didn't see how sexy he is and all that. The only woman that could deny his sexiness would be dead," she laughed, and I had to laugh as well.
"You're right. Are you happy now?" I said, laughing. I had to admit it felt good getting it out. Our secret was hard to keep but wasn't something to talk to just anyone about. Bunny would be the one I could trust. The only one.
She grinned. "I'll be happy once you tell me all the deets!"
I went on to tell her everything. She leaned across the booth table in rapt attention. Fortunately, no one sat near us so I could tell her the whole story.
"Damn Mags, you made my panties wet with that story," she said, fanning her face. "I have to admit I'm so jealous. I'd love to get that man between my legs. Phew!"
We giggled and laughed, and I ended up feeling much better. There was still a part of me that wondered if I should have shared my relationship with my dad with anyone, but I dismissed it that it was my best friend, and she wouldn't wrong me.

******

This was the second week he was gone, and although we often talked in the evenings, it wasn't enough. I missed him terribly. I missed his presence on campus and most certainly his intimate presence.
After a short train trip, I found myself at the front door of his borrowed condo. I stood for a moment, backpack slung over my shoulders, my head tipped back to look at the three-story glass-faced modern building. It edged the city, so looked out over the countryside, which had to be spectacular during the day. The second floor was brightly lit, and I wondered if it was where dad was.
It never occurred to me that he might not be alone, I thought in a moment of panic. But it was too late to catch the train home. I'd have to chance it. I rang the doorbell and waited.
After a moment the big heavy door swung open, and dad stood there with a look of surprise and happiness on his face.
"Marguerite! Why didn't you tell me you were coming? Come in come in!" He stepped aside and closed and locked the door behind me. "Come on up. The living area is on the second floor to take advantage of the view."
He followed me up the open metal stairs, fitting with the modern exterior.
"Something smells good," I murmured, my stomach rumbling reminding me that I didn't have time to eat before I caught the train.
"Just in time, baby. I was making Bolognese sauce. I believe that was your favorite?" he smiled.
"Yes!" Sometimes he would make it for dinner for us when mom was out for the evening, and we'd give the housekeeper time off. "I love it."
I put my backpack down and slipped onto a stool at the big white granite island. He stood on the other side just smiling at me.
"God, it's great to see you baby. I've missed you. I felt so bad I had to leave right at the beginning..." he trailed off when I nodded.
"Were you getting ready to shower?" I asked, noticing that all he wore was a towel wrapped around his waist.
I saw a flush creep across his cheeks. "Well actually, when I'm not home I tend to forgo clothing. I like the freedom. I only had this towel on because I was cooking and-- Well I didn't want to burn anything important," he said, and we both laughed.
He poured us each a glass of wine and put noodles on to boil.
I looked at my watch. "We're going to have a helluva midnight snack," I giggled.
His eyes grew sultry and dark. "And more..." he said with promise.
"So, I sort of feel overdressed," I said, eyeing his muscular torso.
"I agree. I think you should remedy that while I drain the noodles and get everything ready."
He turned and while he dished up our plates, I slipped out of my clothes. I was perched back on the stool naked by the time he turned.
"Better," I said, smiling.
He swallowed hard. "Oh baby, it's more than that. I still can't believe you're here with me. I wish I'd known. I'd have planned for it."
I twirled the noodles on my fork. The scent of the Bolognese sauce and the savory sauce hit my tongue and I was in heaven. I finished off the whole plate in no time.
"Daddy, you don't have to do anything special for me. Although I am glad I timed it for this," I grinned, holding the fork dripping with the thick savory sauce. "Oops," I said looking down at a drip of sauce that landed on my naked breast.
He got off his stool and came around the island. "I'll take care of that." He leaned over and licked it off, then sucked on my nipple for a moment.
"Mmmm feels so good. I missed you so much, daddy."
"I missed you too. So much," he whispered, his lips brushing mine. "I think it's time for us, don't you?"
I nodded, knowing what he meant. He took my hand and led me up another metal stepped open staircase. Being naked with the glass walls, I felt as though I was on display to anyone and everyone. Instead of embarrassing me as it should have, I flushed with excitement that someone could actually be watching us.
"Wow." The bedroom was like all the rest, glass walled. The platform bed sat dead center in front of the windows. I could see the twinkling of lights far off, but nothing nearby. It was too dark to tell much of anything. "No one can see us?"
He chuckled and shrugged. "Possibly. I've never thought of it. Does it excite you to think that someone could watch us?"
He stood behind me and wrapped his arms around me. His hard cock nestled against my ass.
"I think it is very arousing to consider it. What do you think they'd say if they knew we were father and daughter too?"
He hefted my tits in his hands and teased my nipples harder. "What would they think when they saw a father playing with his daughter's fantastic tits like this? Would they be shocked, or turned on I wonder?" I moaned softly as he teased my nipples. "I know any man would be jealous that I have such a beautiful woman in my arms."
"But also, the woman watching would be envious of me having such a handsome man. Someone with such an athletic body. They'd want you to themselves."
He kissed the side of my neck, his breath soft in my ear. "Baby, I know this is so wrong. I tried to talk myself out of continuing with you. That up until now, we haven't committed the ultimate intimacy and we had time to change our minds."
I immediately shook my head. "That's why I'm here. I need you. I need to feel you inside me. I want you to fill me with the same seed you made me with."
He growled and ran a hand down my stomach between my legs. His finger unerringly found my clit and he had me shuddering in a long moaning orgasm.
"You're so wet for me."
I stretched my arms over my head and arched my back, shoving my ass hard against his cock. I turned, took his hand, and led him over to the bed. Pulling him on top of me, he settled between my soft thighs.
"It's time, daddy."
I reached between us and rubbed the head of his cock up and down my wet slit. His precum mixed with my wet heat. He jerked at the sensation on the sensitive tip. I held it to my entrance, and he slowly pushed in while our eyes locked. I moaned softly as his cock stretched the tight wet canal.
"You're so tight, Marguerite. We fit perfectly. I made you for me," he murmured as he bottomed out and ground in deeper.
I placed my feet flat on the bed and pushed up, meeting his thrust. He groaned when our bodies slammed together. The wet sound, the smell of our hot sex. In the back of my mind, I knew that lights were shining down on the bed, highlighting our writhing naked bodies to anyone that might look up.
"Fuck me, daddy. Fuck me hard. Cum for me. I need you so bad," I whimpered.
He groaned loud and pounded in harder, deeper. My tits bounced on my chest from the force of our fucking.
My senses overwhelmed and rocketed me over the edge, and I screamed out a toe-curling orgasm. He slammed into me one more time, his cock throbbed hard, and the hot flow of his seed filled me.
We kissed and he rolled to my side. We both had to catch our breath from the final exertion.
I woke up once in the middle of the night with his mouth on me. His tongue teased my clit until I came on his face, my juices running down his chin.
We dozed off again but awoke to the sun streaking through the glass wall.
"I really want to stay here all day and fuck you," he said in a coarse voice, but my body needs a bit of rest. I just sucked him awake and drank all his seed, so I knew what he was meaning. "How about we go out to breakfast, and I show you around this little town?"
We showered and after finding the perfect breakfast spot, began wandering the streets. It suddenly occurred to me that he knows this town well.
"She lives here, doesn't she?" I asked.
He looked at me in surprise. "Yes, she does. How did you--Oh my familiarity with the town?" I nodded. "You're very observant," he smiled.
We walked hand in hand for a while. "She knows you're here?" I asked, feeling a tinge of jealousy.
"She does, yes. I called her when I got here." I was shocked at how quickly tears came to my eyes. "I called her to tell her we were done. I couldn't continue seeing her."
"Really?" He nodded. "She must have been upset. I would be."
He put his arm around my shoulders. "You don't have to worry about losing me, Marguerite. But yes, she was, but I do think she understood. I didn't want to hurt her. It was something I never should have started, but I had needs and I couldn't get your mom to come around. It was as though she flipped a switch. Hot, then cold."



"I get that. And I'm glad you thought about her feelings," I said sincerely.
We walked in the door of the condo and couldn't get our clothes off fast enough. I ran up the stairs first and dove onto the bed, but he was right behind me.
"You are the naughtiest daughter ever. And I love it."
"You are a naughty dad and I love it. Now I need you inside me again. I'm very needy you know."
He grinned when I indicated he should roll on his back. I straddled him and aimed his thick cock at my cunt. His chest heaved while he watched me and felt me fondling his cock and balls. He whistled through his teeth when I lowered myself just enough to take the fat head into my steamy heat.
"Oh yeah baby, I want you to ride me. Take control."
I slid down the length of his pole and ground down taking him deeper. I rocked forward and kissed him, dropping my tits on his chest and rubbing his nipples. That angle rubbed his shaft on my clit, and I whimpered out a shuddering orgasm.
I sat up and rocked, squeezing his hard shaft with my cunt muscles. I saw the light from his phone and a call came through. I picked it up.
"Leslie. Is it her?"
He nodded and reached for the phone. "Talk to her." I hit the speaker and set it on his chest.
"Jackson?"
"Yeah, hi Les," dad said trying to normalize his voice while frowning at me for doing that.
I kept rocking and squeezing. Keep talking to her, I mouthed. He frowned again.
"I wonder if we could talk. Maybe you can reconsider. We are so good together. You know that," she said in a sultry sexy voice.
"I just can't, Les." I raised up and slid back down. He groaned, trying to stifle it too late. He swallowed hard. "It's better this way. I need to try to get my life together at home."
I leaned on his chest and rode up and down his pole quickly, causing another moan.
"Are you okay, Jackson? You know I've been sitting here thinking of you and you know what that means. How wet you get me," she said breathlessly.
I raised my eyebrows now knowing they had phone sex as well as the real thing. Keep going, I mouthed.
I raised and this time clenched my inner muscles to milk his cock. He moaned louder.
"Oh Jackson, you're going to cum for me?" she said, moaning. We could hear the buzz of her vibrator.
I clenched again and raised causing him the same arousing groan. He didn't realize that the exercises he gave me in therapy, also served to tighten my cunt even more than it would be at my young age. It was the same effect as doing Kegels, the pelvic exercises women do.
Leslie moaned in return to his as she busied herself with the vibrator. I didn't make a sound, just continued to ride his cock. He grimaced while he tried to maintain some control, but I increased my speed and bounced on his cock.
"Stroke it, Jackson... I love when you do that... Mmm... I'm cumming soon just hearing you... You're hot tonight," she said, her breath huffing through the phone.
His cock throbbed hard inside me and blew a fountain of hot cum deep inside me. He grunted each pump and shouted as he flew off the peak.
"Oh my god, Jackson, I've never heard you so hot," she whimpered, moaning out her own orgasm.
I reached over and ended the connection.
He pulled me against him.
"Phew, that was ummm... Shocking," he said. "Not sure how nice that was to Leslie though," he frowned.
"Maybe not but look at it this way. She had no idea you were with anyone. You really didn't talk to her, just moaned and groaned. It was a nice goodbye to her."
"You're right, but now she'll think I want to get back together with her," he sighed, scrubbing his face with his hand.
"Look at it as your last orgasm together," I smiled. "And a pretty good one for you too, I'd say. Admit it, having phone sex with your lover while your daughter rode your cock was pretty fucking hot, wasn't it?"
He growled and rolled me to my back, looming over me.
"Yeah, it was hot. Don't do it again though."
I laughed and agreed.
We stayed in and enjoyed the rest of the weekend together until I caught my train back on Sunday evening.
"I'm so glad you did this baby," he said, kissing me at the station.
"We needed time together."
"Yes, and we did the ultimate. No going back now."
I wonder what our future holds, I thought waving to him from the train window.

~to be continued~
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Chapter 01

James...
The tinkle of ice against the crystal glass, the heat of the Florida sun, and the splashing in the aquamarine pool were vague and far away in my vodka-infused haze.
"I mean, I'm sorry but she is so fucking hot," he said, actually groaning aloud. "That rack. She must be a D cup. And those legs... I would love to feel them locked around me while I was buried deep in that sweet pussy." My head swung around and I blinked to bring John into focus. He glanced at me for a moment, then swung his gaze back to the blonde perched on the high lifeguard stand.
I glanced at her, took a last swig of icy vodka, and motioned for another. I looked for and found the source of the buzzing in my ears. Bees swarmed the flaming orange hibiscus that surrounded the pool, as much for privacy as for landscape color. The country club was well-appointed aesthetically as well as any luxury a member would need. A tiny lizard caught my attention. He was on the branch and I contemplated whether a bee would sting him.
"James, I know I shouldn't be talking about her like that. Sorry old man. If I was you I'd be incensed. But you're too shitfaced." His nervous laugh got my attention and I turned to see him still staring, and nearly drooling at the object of his lust.
"I -" I stopped while the server placed a fresh club monogrammed napkin on the table along with the drink. Rivulets of water ran down the sparkling crystal when the hot air hit the cold glass. The snow white napkin sucked it up and fascinated, I watched the water ring form and slowly spread.
"What was that?" John asked when I didn't continue. But I was too slow to respond for him and he continued. "I wouldn't blame you if you were angered." I quickly downed the vodka. "I know you've been having a tough time of it. I mean with your wife and all," he said in a nicer tone, trailing off before getting in deeper.
I opened my mouth while trying to assimilate thoughts and words. Suddenly the blonde stood up, grabbed her towel, and climbed down the ladder. She exchanged a few words with a brunette wearing the same swimsuit before walking over to our table. She stood between my wide-open legs and leaned on the arms of my chair. Her face was blurry, but I recognized her.
Leaning over she whispered in my ear, "Dad you're drinking too much, I'll drive you home. We'll pick your car up tomorrow." I nodded. She looked over at John. "Mr. Jeffries, hello, how are you?"
"Happy to see you, Gina," he grinned and she laughed. She turned and walked towards the clubhouse. "You're a lucky man, James. Damn lucky."
I watched her walk away, the fog of the vodka not allowing me a coherent thought. Then again, it had been six months since I had any real thoughts about much of anything.
"C'mon Dad," Gina said opening the car door. I swung my feet out and stood up in one motion. My world spun. "Be careful!" She braced me between her body and the car before I fell. With her arm around my waist, we made it to the door. I teetered while she unlocked the door and shoved it open.
"I got this," I mumbled after she closed the door behind us.
"No way. I don't trust you. You need to sleep it off."
She guided me to the bedroom, pulled my shirt over my head, and removed my shoes and socks. She pulled the covers back and motioned for me to get into bed. I followed instructions while she pulled the drapes over the French doors. The room was plunged into darkness. She stood next to the bed.
"Thank you, baby," I said. Her eyes were shiny with unshed tears.
"This has become a habit with you since mom... Since mom died." She stood up quickly and while she walked out of the room said, "I need to get out of these clothes." She had to wear country club clothes while she was there and always changed as soon as she got home. This time I knew she needed to escape from the situation. My situation.
I hadn't handled the sudden death of my wife well. I found that the numbing alcohol was the only thing that gave me relief. I also knew I hadn't been there for my daughter as I should have been.
She came back wearing a white tank top and grey knit shorts and sat on the edge of the bed. The tank stretched tight across her breasts, dark shadows of nipples poking through the thin fabric. Damn that John, I thought.
"Are you going to be okay?" she asked. She brushed the hair off my forehead.
"Yeah, but..."
"But what?"
"Would you lay with me a while?" I asked, wondering as the words came out of my mouth where that came from. It was too late to take them back now.
"I'd love to," she said smiling. She leaned over and turned the bedside lamp off.
I held the covers up and she slipped in next to me. She put her head on my shoulder and her arm across my chest. Her soft breath blew warm puffs across my skin. When I placed my hand on her side, on her ribs, she leaned into me. Her firm but soft breasts pressed into my side, her legs stretched out against mine.
The last thought I had before falling asleep is that I haven't felt this loved in six months.
Gina...
I saw that old lecher sitting with dad and cringed. First, because dad had another drink every time I looked over. Second, that creepy old guy was always checking me out. He wasn't much older than my dad but was probably fifty pounds heavier and it was all in his belly. He wasn't the model of manscaping or skin care.
Dad always took pride in his appearance and kept his thick hair styled and trimmed and his face shaved. Unlike John who had yellowing grey hair, dad has silvery hair that sparkles in the sun. Much of that was due to Mom who made sure he used the right shampoo and skin soap.
Our lives fell apart when she died. One minute she was here, the next she was gone. I still sometimes can't believe she won't just walk in the door. Worst of all, dad has not recovered at all. His drinking will become a problem if something isn't done about it now. He needs distraction from the pain. The corporation nearly runs itself and takes little of his time. His dad, my grandpa, started the business fifty years ago and turned it into an empire.
We live in my grandparent's home now. Six bedrooms and seven baths mansion is a better word for it. The first thing I did when we moved in was to redecorate my bedroom and renovate the bathroom. The remainder of the house was stuck in my grandparent's era. Mom was not a decorator nor ever even had an interest in making any changes in the house.
It wouldn't be the first time I had to drive dad home from the club because he had too much to drink. I had to find a way to make it that last. He had to set the booze down and leave it alone. He needed a purpose.
Snuggling in next to him was unbelievably comforting. I felt protected, but I also felt protecting of him. He fell asleep first and not long after I did as well.
Some hours later I woke up tight against his hard body. He had stayed in shape by going to the gym and playing golf regularly. Sometimes while I slept I threw my leg over him, and my tits were mashed against his side and on his chest. It occurred to me his cock was hot and hard under my thigh at the same time my nipples hardened.
This can't be happening. It's my dad, for god's sake I thought.
He stirred slightly and I realized his hand was tucked under my breast. His thumb on the sensitive underside. My thin t-shirt served no barrier to the heat. I didn't move. I didn't want to move. I didn't want to think about it. I just wanted to feel.
James...
I was startled awake not knowing where I was, who I was with, or even what time it was. It slowly came back to me. The whole thing. Now that I was sober, I realized what an ugly scene it had to have been.
Gina stirred against me, pressing tighter into me. My cock throbbed under the soft skin of her inner thigh. My hand was nearly on her tit, my finger inches from her nipple. The sweet scent of her hair draped over my shoulder and on my chest. Her tit mashed into my side poking her hard nipple into me with each breath.
I was now hyper-aware of every sensation. She sighed and slid her hand up my chest to my shoulder, which pulled the bottom edge of her shirt from under my hand. Her hot skin under my fingertips was so enticing. When she moved, her thigh rubbed my cock and I gasped from pleasure. My cock began throbbing hard and I could tell by her breathing she was awake.
"Mmm, morning daddy," she whispered giggling. She took her hand off my shoulder and twisted back to stretch her arm high.
When she moved, her tit dropped into my hand. Oh my god, it was so soft and firm at the same time. Her nipple hardened in my palm. I didn't move. I didn't want to break the spell. I knew she would soon realize how wrong it was for us to do this and that would be the end of it. Before it even started.
But she didn't move but stretched her hand behind her head which pressed that sweet flesh harder into my hand.
"This was nice, dad," she whispered.
"It was, baby. It really was." I hesitated. "But I need to apologize for earlier. I—"
"Let's not talk about it. Let's just enjoy each other for a bit hmm."
"Yes. I love you."
"I love you too, daddy."
I slowly moved my hand letting my fingers trail over the mound of her breast and lightly grazing her hard nipples before moving my hand down her side to rest lightly on her hip.
Suddenly she rolled up to her knees and leaned on each side of my shoulders. Her long hair draped around our faces like a shimmering curtain of privacy. Her breasts hung like melons and swayed in the thin t-shirt.
She brushed my lips with hers and said, "I'm going to get dinner started. Why don't you stay here for a while and... enjoy yourself." She smiled and again brushed her lips over mine.
The door had barely closed behind her and I had my dick in my hand. With the foreplay we just had, I came hard and loud in minutes.
Gina...
His cock felt so good under my thigh. I didn't care if he was my dad. He was a man. A sexy man that's turning me on in all ways.
I hadn't dated much since mom died. Not that men didn't try at the country club. I just never took anyone up on it. I worked full-time there in the summer and full-time in college the rest of the year. I enjoyed being there. Everyone was nice, they treated their employees very well, and we could make use of everything the club members did.
When I started working there three summers ago, the manager hired me on the spot. He was older than me but not as old as dad. He had been a model, a quite successful model I discovered.
His blue-green eyes easily had the girl that had just graduated high school. The first time he called me into his office. He told me how sexy I looked in the lifeguard bathing suit. I laughed because it wasn't revealing. Nothing like the bikini I wore at the beach.
He stood behind me in front of the mirror. My breasts were large enough that there was a hint of cleavage in the high scoop neckline. Because I was a D cup, the suit stretched tightly across my mountains. He ran his hands up my sides and over my breasts bringing my nipples to hard knots that poked out through the red knit.
He slowly slid the straps over my shoulders and inch by inch revealed my tits. He moaned in my ear and told me what a gorgeous body I had. He slipped his hand into my suit and between my legs. He was experienced and brought me to a sobbing orgasm. While I fell apart in his arms, he pushed my suit off. I was naked and he made me feel beautiful.
He fucked me from behind while we watched in the mirror. He made me watch myself cum. He made sure I understood that he came that hard because of me. That I got him that hot. He taught me how to be a lover that summer.
He would bend me over his desk and take me from behind. He would sit me on the edge of his desk and eat me until I had a screaming orgasm. Then he would drive into me and I would come on his cock. I would straddle him on his desk chair and bounce us to groaning orgasms. We would sneak into the showers in the locker room and fuck. We fucked in the steam room and sauna. We fucked on the dewy grass of the ninth hole. We fucked in a golf cart and on the tennis court. And we fucked, swam, and played in the pool half the night.
By the end of that summer, I was a sensual sexual woman.
James...
I sat at the table and watched Gina working in the kitchen. She couldn't have looked sexier in that tight tank and shorts. I was no longer perplexed about my feelings toward her. I no longer argued with myself as to whether our relationship was right or wrong. I decided to take it as it came. Let her lead.
She set the table and glanced at me before going to get the food. "What are you looking at?" she smiled cheekily.
I just grinned, not about to tell her I was imagining her naked in the kitchen. How I wanted to set her on the table and feast on her sweet pussy. And how I wanted to titty fuck her. Oh god, how I wanted to titty fuck those luscious tits.
We sat across from each other talking about anything and everything as we ate. I helped her clear the dishes and she loaded the dishwasher.
"I'm going up to shower," she said after putting the finishing touches on the kitchen.
"Me too. I'm going to the office for a while today."
Before I left I went to her room, which was on another wing of the second floor. The door was open. The scent of roses wafted on the damp steamy air in clouds coming out the open door of her bathroom. I hadn't been to her room in quite some time so I took a moment to take in her style.
Where mine was white with flowers, thanks to my wife. Gina used greys, black, and chrome creating an intimate atmosphere. Subdued lighting, thick carpeting, and a variety of textures made it an inviting and relaxing environment. Her bedspread was soft black velvet that shimmered in the soft lighting. Even a bright morning didn't interrupt the comforting aura.
"Daddy!" she came out, belting her short white terry robe. A towel was turban style wrapping her head. I was stunned at her beauty. No makeup or hair to take away from her gorgeous face. She came up to me. "Mmm, you smell nice."
"So do you, baby. Like roses." I looked at her face. "You remind me so much of your mom. You got her best features and thankfully none of mine." I chuckled ruefully.
She rested her arms on my shoulders, her face inches from mine. "I'd hope not. I wouldn't want to be as handsome as you are. You needed a son to carry on those genes. We do have the same eyes!" she smiled, her ice-blue eyes locking with mine.
I willed myself not to touch her. I couldn't trust myself. Had I held her waist, I would've had to pull her against me. If I'd done that, she would have felt the throbbing hard-on in my pants that were currently hidden by my suit jacket.
"I'm off today, will you be late?" she asked.
"No, I'm only going in for a few hours. I'll be back early afternoon."
She smiled and pressed her lips on mine, then turned and walked away. Her robe was short enough to see the bottom curves of her fantastic ass. I turned and fled the room.
Gina...
If dad would have walked into my room a minute sooner he would have heard me moaning out a trembling orgasm. He would have heard me saying his name as I envisioned him in there with me. But that will happen soon enough.
I dressed and went to prepare a chicken salad and fruit for lunch. I set the table at the pool for lunch, stashed the food in the refrigerator in the outdoor kitchen, and went to my room to put on my bikini. I grabbed a book I'd been wanting to read and headed to the pool.
Another beautiful sunny day in Florida and I intended to enjoy it. Since the relationship between us changed, it has felt as though a weight lifted off my shoulders. Since mom died, I was in a grey fog. I wanted dad to emerge from that fog with me. It was time we both moved on.
"Ah, my sun bunny is out here!"
I was stretched out on the chaise, wearing my favorite neon orange bikini. It not only showed off my tan but my best asset... my tits. Not that men wouldn't notice them if they were covered. My lifeguard suit is complete coverage, but men still ogle.
"Yes! Get your suit on and join me. I have lunch in the fridge when you're ready."
Dad kept up with the latest men's styles, but one thing trend he didn't follow was the baggy shorts men wore to the beach. And I loved it. His shorts were snug, knit, and ended at his upper thigh. He did only wear them here at our pool, and now I was even happier about that because I realized how they showed off the considerable bulge. The women at the club would be ogling him if they saw him in those shorts.
He dropped his towel on the chaise next to mine and dove into the pool. He came up sputtering and splashing. I yelped when the water hit my sun-hot skin. The only thing I could do was run and jump in too.
When I surfaced he dove between my legs and pushed me high while I straddled his shoulders. I tucked my feet between his arms and side and he had his hands on my thighs. Suddenly he dropped, came up, and tossed me off his shoulders.
We laughed as we wrestled in the water, always our fun pool time. He grabbed me around the waist from behind and as I bent forward, my ass ground into his dick. It was semi-hard and quickly engorged. I held his hands around my waist knowing he would let me go. He tried, but with a low growl tightened his grip and allowed me to push back into him.
"Oh baby," he said, his voice trembling. I leaned my head back on his shoulder and just enjoyed the hardness throbbing against my ass. "It has been a long time since I've had someone so close to me. Yesterday and then now..."
I turned my head, my lips near his ear. "It's okay daddy. It's all good." He groaned and wrapped his arms around me holding me close and tight. After a few moments, I said, "I'm getting hungry. Can you lunch too?"
While I got the food ready, out of the corner of my eye I caught his cock tenting his swim shorts. He grabbed his towel, wrapped it around his waist, and came to sit at the table.
I didn't put on my cover-up, deciding he needed some eye candy. My tits were so big that they usually rested on the table as I ate unless I sat back in the chair. Of course, I sat close to the table and smiled indulgently when he kept glancing at them.
We talked for a while when we finished eating and I began to yawn. "I think I need a nap. How about you?"
"I could yes, great idea," he said, getting up to help clear the dishes.
"I'll meet you in my room," I said. When he looked as though he was going to say something, or make an excuse, I turned and walked into the house before he had a chance.
When I redecorated my room, I had the lighting follow voice instructions. When I came out of the bathroom after a quick rinse, I said, "Intimate lighting." Immediately the room plunged into a dark intimate place with just enough mood lighting.
James...
It was like the flip of a light switch. Our pool play went from innocent father-daughter fun to latent seduction. I let Gina take the lead and today I could see where we were headed. I can't say how I felt about it yet. My dick said go for it, but my brain said wait for a minute old man. I acquiesced and said I won't wait, but I will take it slow.
Her velvet bedspread was pushed back revealing dove-grey sheets. The lighting was intimate, as I'm sure was intended. Just then she walked out of her bathroom. I stopped. Just when I thought she couldn't look more beautiful, she knocked me off my feet.



She was a collector of vintage clothing. She and her mom would haunt thrift stores and she amassed quite a collection that she wore quite often. They talked about it so I had some knowledge of wear back in the day.
The soft baby blue she wore was a nineteen-fifties bed jacket. Like a robe, but much shorter because one would wear them while still in bed.
The white silk ribbon tied at the rounded collar was the only closure. Her breasts pushed out the front of the soft blue fabric, which parted it at the center. It was edged in narrow white lace and came not quite to her waist. The gossamer fabric was just enough to reveal the shadows of her nipples. She wore white bikini panties.
I swallowed hard as we met at the bed. "Mmm, smelling good and looking beautiful my daughter."
"Thank you, daddy. You look very handsome yourself." She glanced at my knit boxer shorts already tenting from my hardening cock.
She crawled onto the bed first, the bed jacket gaping and allowing me to see her breasts swaying below her before she dropped to her side. She held her arm up and I spooned in front of her.
"Lights out," she said and the room plunged into blackness.
"I want you to redecorate my room, baby," I said, my eyes getting heavy already. I was horny, but being wrapped in her arms was comforting enough that I could tamp my lecherous ways now
"I'd love to," she said sleepily.
When I woke, I found I had rolled and was facing her. Her breathing was still deep and even and I knew she was in a deep sleep. She was so close I could feel her soft breath on my face. I felt her nipples grazing my chest as it rose and fell. And when my cock jerked and throbbed at the sensations, I realized her leg was over my hip which opened her sweet pussy to me. My cock was tight against her wet slit, the only things between us were my boxers and her panties. The wetness of her pussy soaked my shorts, along with precum.
It would have been so easy to slide my cock into her. Feel my daughter's tight pussy on my cock. Grind in ball deep. Hear her moan as I stretched out that tight canal. My balls filled with the same seed that made her and wanted to unload deep inside her.
That last thought was nearly my undoing. If she'd moved, I'd have cum in my pants like a teenage boy. Her pussy was braced so tightly against my cock, her leg hooked over my hip didn't allow me to move away. With a trembling hand, I placed it on her thigh and lightly ran it up over her hip, up her side until my fingers brushed the bulging side of her tit. She moaned softly and pressed tighter against me. I was thankful for the barrier between us yet swore at the barrier between us.
"Mmm daddy, did you have a nice nap?" she whispered, her lips an inch from mine. Her eyes were still closed, her face dreamy.
"I did baby. I did."
Her hand came up to my face and she stroked my cheek. Her eyes were still closed but she smiled. Her thumb ran across my lower lip. It tugged on my lower lip and my tongue flicked out. She smiled more, then leaned closer and pressed her lips against mine. When they parted her tongue darted into my mouth and without even thinking my hand slid down her back to her ass pulling her even closer. Until we were grinding together.
She lifted her leg opening her pussy lips wider and my cock found her slit even through the fabric. I rocked my hips, my cock throbbed in her wetness, and she jerked, moaning out an orgasm. At the same time, my cock throbbed rhythmically pumping the seed out of my balls. Her tongue drove into my mouth at the same rhythm.
I rolled to my back and brought her with me until she lay on top of me, straddling me. Our breaths were hard and fast as we came down from our shared high. Her mouth was buried in my neck and she began to lick the salty skin. My hands covered her perfect globes and she rocked into me.
"Oh dad," she sighed. "My god I can't believe how good that was."
She pushed up, still straddling my hips, trapping my soft cock between us. My shorts were soaked with my cum and her juices. Her breasts pushed out the silky bedjacket and clung to her nipples.
"Fuck. I just can't believe how sexy you are." She smiled and arched her back, thrusting her fabulous breasts out.
She stood up and tucked her fingers into the hips of her panties. "I'm going to take a quick shower and then let you take me out for a burger for dinner."
She dangled her panties off one finger while teasing me with a look at her shaved pussy. She dropped them on my chest and went into her bathroom.
I went back to my room with her panties and took a quick shower myself. I was on a high. Better than drugs. Better than anything I've ever felt. Even her mother. I'd have to think about that later. I was just going to enjoy the feeling now because I'd been living in a dark cloud for so long.
Gina...
I loved wearing vintage clothes and had amassed a large collection of lingerie. Back in those days, it was the tease. Lingerie was demure but sexy, sheer but not blatant, soft, and dreamy. I'd never really felt as though I wanted to wear it with any boyfriends, but was sure that would be what I would wear for my dad.
I knew I'd made the right choice when I saw the look on his face. The tent in his shorts just verified it.
I waited for him to roll towards me and spent a lot of time positioning myself but not wanting to wake him up doing it. His cock got hard as soon as it felt the heat of my pussy nearby. My nipples hardened almost painfully when they brushed his chest.
I would have fucked him if he wanted, but we took it slow and as we did was best. So hot and the tease is unbelievable. I know when we fuck it's going to be hot and wild.
When I came out and saw he had taken my panties with him, got me all wet again. But I didn't want to rush it. We had lots of time and there was no rush. We were like ticking time bombs. When it was time for us to go off, it was going to rock the house.
I saw that he had the cherry red nineteen-sixty Malibu convertible in the driveway, I was thrilled and went into my closet for the perfect outfit.
"Holy crap, Gina," he said when I walked out of the house.
"Don't you like it?"
"Oh my god yes. You are perfection."
I leaned over the door for a moment to show off the white halter top. Back in those days, the girls must not have had big tits because most of the clothes I have barely covered my tits. This halter was no exception. It plunged deep and showed the kiss of my breasts as they curved together. It was pulled open enough that it showed a glimpse of underboob. Essentially the inner half-curve of each breast was bare.
Red short shorts with cuffs and a straw purse and matching wedge heels completed my outfit.
While we rolled out the drive, I wrapped the red polka dot scarf over my head, around my neck, and tied it behind. Flashing rhinestone cat's eye sunglasses finished it off.
"Are we going to the drive-in?" I asked.
He laughed and nodded. "But of course. I love the roller skating curb girls."
After they all rolled over to get a look at the car and oooh and ahhed over my outfit, we ordered our burgers and malts.
We were talking less and less like father and daughter and more like lovers. I would have slid over in the seat next to him if there wasn't a chance we'd be seen by someone that knows us. Maybe someday, somewhere else, I thought.
When we got home and changed, we automatically met back in my bedroom. Dad wore his knit boxer shorts and I a vintage white satin and lace slip. We turned on a movie and watched it for a while.
"Were you serious about me redecorating your room?" I asked, rolling to my side and propping my head on my hand.
"Absolutely. It's time for a change. For many reasons. This," he waved his hands, "is much more my style. But that doesn't mean you have to duplicate it. Just do what you want. You know what it needs."
While he talked he kept glancing down at my tits. The cups to this slip were tiny pleats of sheer white. Because again, tits apparently weren't big in those days, mine filled out the cups, pushing out almost lewdly. My nipples hardened with his gaze on me.
"I wonder where I got my big tits from?" He blinked a few times, a bit taken aback for a moment, then chuckled.
"Well, we can safely say not from your mom." We both laughed because we remembered how we'd laugh at her when she lamented about her flat chest and how Gina got all the luck. "My mom was built like you. She had gorgeous breasts just like yours. You have her figure too."
"So grandma was sexy, huh?"
"Yes, she was. You'd have loved her. She was quite a character. You're a lot like her in that way. She was always comfortable with her sexuality."
"What did she do?" Hearing that dad thought his mom was sexy was getting me hot.
"I had just graduated high school and came home from work early," he started, then looked off in memory. "I started to open the screen door, but I saw mom in the kitchen. Not unusual, but that she was naked sure was. My eighteen-year-old cock jumped to attention, nearly doubling me over."
"Mmm, I'm sure. Especially if she was that hot."
"Oh my god, she was. As I said, you have her figure and sexy ways. Amazing since she died before you would have memories of her."
"So, then what," I encouraged.
"I watched her for a long time. Looking back, I'm sure she knew I was there and was teasing me. She would bend over at the waist to get something from a lower cupboard. She got in whatever position she could by design I'm positive." He smiled. "She looked my way and I had to go in. My pants were tented with a wet spot. A dead giveaway that I'd been watching," he laughed.
"What did she do when she saw you?" I was getting so wet just listening to this. My nipples ached. I changed position trying for relief, which only pushed my breasts out further, distracting dad from his story.
"Oh, baby. You drive me crazy. Like she did," he sighed. "She didn't attempt to get dressed. She continued to do the housework while she was naked. She told me how much cooler it was than wearing clothes. She hinted that I should try it."
"Did you?" I asked.
"After a week of this every day. And me cumming every night after I went to bed, I decided to get naked too." He grinned. "All she said was that she wished my dad was as gifted as I was. My cock was always hard and bounced in front of me the whole time."
"Oh, that had to have made her horny too?" I gasped. I wanted to put my hand under my slip and rub my bare pussy while he talked.
"It did! One day I walked into the room and she was sliding her fingers over her bush. As soon as she saw me she widened her legs and told me to sit across from her and do the same. I hefted my balls in my hand and started stroking the length of my shaft. She pinched her tight nipples and rubbed her clit while she watched me. We came together. Loud. I always wondered if the neighbors heard us."
"Did you start doing that together then?" I prodded. "What else did you do?"
He laughed. "Are you enjoying this my little one?"
I gave him a face. "What do you think?!" He waved his hand at the tent in his shorts.
"I read a lot then. They had a lot of magazines for men that had stories and I devoured them. One day I came home and she was doing the laundry. We never really touched and I wanted that. I also knew that if I came on to her, she'd shut me down. I remembered a story I read and thought I'd take a chance."
"Mama," I said, and she turned towards me. I walked up to her until our bodies were touching. She began to back away and then I knew where her limits were. But I surprised her by grabbing her waist and setting her up on the dryer. I leaned past her and turned it on. It was full of wet clothing and in those days the dryers weren't so smooth. They bumped and banged and vibrated. They vibrated hard."
"Oh my god," I said interrupting. He laughed.
"You got it. She began to cum. I spread her legs wider so her pussy was on the white enamel surface. Orgasm followed orgasm and she was wild. Suddenly she pulled my head towards her and fed her nipple into my mouth. I was in heaven. It was nirvana. I sucked and bit and nipped at her nipples while she came and she held my head. I knew the neighbors had to have heard but didn't care."
"Phew," I sighed. "That's so hot. But you never fucked her?" He shook his head. "But you watched either other and you had to have given her a ride on the dryer again right?"
He laughed. "Yes we did and I did. It was the only time I could touch those fantastic tits."
"Did your dad ever know?" I wondered.
"He only knew that we were naked and he would strip as soon as he got home. In reality, they were nudists."
I flopped over on my back, my chest heaving pushing my tits higher. I don't think my nipples were ever harder. God how I wanted to jump on him but yet knew the timing wasn't right. There was more to do before we did that.
"Lights out!"
I rolled to my side and he spooned behind me. Even as horny as I was, I almost immediately fell asleep in his arms.
James...
I had never told anyone about that between my mom and myself. I just felt like I could open up with Gina. My wife would never have understood.
The memories it brought back and the truth of how much Gina was like my mom, in many ways. Both sensual and seductive women. Comfortable in their skin, in their bodies. They controlled and never let anyone control them. I was grateful for that for my daughter.
She told me she would get started on my room in the morning, which meant our sleeping together would be a nightly thing. I wasn't sure how much longer I could wait to sink into her body. Connect with her in the most intimate way two people could connect. A way that a father and daughter should never connect.
She so readily came into my arms, her ass tight against my straining mound, back against my chest. My arms were wrapped around her and she had hers on mine. I felt her relax in sleep almost immediately.
I woke up to her talking in her sleep. Or rather mumbling because I didn't understand a word. Her hips rocked and she moaned softly and breathlessly. It gave me a good idea of her dream and I hoped I was in it.
That she kept grinding back against me had my cock in an uproar. Literally. Her hands were on mine and she moved them over her heaving breasts. Her nipples were hard as bullets against my palm and I knew she needed relief. I circled them with my palm and she whimpered, her ass jerking back.
Suddenly I realized that my bare cock was against her bare ass. She had no panties on, and the only thing I could figure is my cock grew out through the opening because the fabric was bunched at the base of my cock. I grit my teeth as feeling her bare skin on me threatened to make me lose control. That would be so wrong since she was sleeping.
I stifled a moan when the head of my cock slipped between her ass cheeks. She whimpered again and pushed back harder, making it slip between her soft pussy lips.
In all her gyrations the ribbon strap on her slip had broken and her breast was buried in my hand. She hissed a breath between her teeth when she felt my hand on her tit, my palm rubbing the hard nipples.
Her pussy was sopping wet and my cock dripped precum. The head slid right through those luscious lips and rubbed her clit.
Suddenly she reached between her legs and held my cock between her pussy lips. "Don't stop daddy. Cum with me."
I bucked forward and began driving through the slick lips. Her fingers massaged my cock and teased the head. The room echoed our heated breaths, gasps, and moans. I forced my hand into the other cup, ripping the strap in the process, to have both breasts in my hands. I tweaked and pinched her nipples, wondering if they were as sensitive as I thought. They were. She bucked and groaned at my manipulations and that started her climbing higher.
Her soft mews turned to louder moans to shouting.
"Oh god yeah daddy, don't stop. I'm cumming... Cum with me... I want to feel your cock explode against me... I want to catch your cum in my hand... Oh my god, you feel so fucking good against me... Yessss, pinch my nipples... So fucking good... Squeeze my tits... I love how you're doing it... Oh my god, I'm cumming..." She shouted out each peak while I exploded in her hand, splattering her pussy with my hot seed.
"You okay baby?" I asked because she became so quiet and wondered if she was having second thoughts about us.
"No. Not at all." Concerned, I rolled her towards me. I tried to keep my gaze away from those luscious bare breasts stacked inches from my face. "I haven't had sex like that since high school and I've never cum that hard during any kind of sex. What you do to me, daddy..." she smiled beguilingly.
"Oh Gina, I thought you were having second thoughts about us. I mean... If you were-- are, that's okay," I said, searching her face for truths.
She leaned towards me and pressed her lips to mine. Soft and searching. Her tongue flicked out over my bottom lip, then teased mine with hers.
"I am having second thoughts though." I looked at her questioningly. "Why I haven't insisted on your mouth on my nipples."
"Your wish..."
Her tits nestled on top of each other. I licked across both nipples and got a gasp from her. I trailed my fingers over the sensitive underside while plucking each one with my teeth. She whimpered and arched her back, thrusting her tits towards me. Wanting more. Needing more. I was in heaven knowing her tits were as sensitive as I'd hoped they were. As sensitive as my mom's breasts were.
I pinched both nipples together and tugged. She moaned and held the back of my head. I pinched a little harder and she pressed towards me, throwing her leg over my hip. I began sucking on her nipples going from one to the other and back and forth.
My hand found its way under her slip to the soft petal folds of her pussy. My sweet girl's pussy. I stroked my finger between the velvety lips and over the hard clit. She jerked and moaned louder. I sucked and bit and brought her to a shuddering climax.
She wrapped her arm around me and I put my head on her shoulder while watching those mounds heave up and down while she caught her breath.
"I can't believe mom ever let you out of her bed."
"Your mom thought I was oversexed," I chuckled without humor. I felt the need, to be honest with my daughter since we were on another level of our relationship.
"I'm so sorry daddy. You're so virile and... and... fucking hot." We both laughed. "It must have been frustrating for you." She stroked my bare back down to my ass.
"To be honest, it was. I loved your mother very much, but it was difficult at times. I don't know if you remember when we separated?"
"You know I am remembering it now... I was young and don't think I realized what it all meant. I remember telling her constantly that I missed you and asking when you were coming home," I said, the memories flooding back. I remembered her demeanor and wondered if she would have taken him back if it weren't for me pressuring her. I decided not to share that with him.
"I couldn't imagine not watching you grow up. I had to come back," I admitted. Also admitting it was because of her.
"I'm so glad you did," she said, still stroking my body. "You were gone a long time weren't you?"
I nuzzled her breasts and breathed in her scent. "Yes, nearly a year. We were close to divorce, but I had to come back. I missed you so much."
What I didn't tell her. Couldn't tell her, was that I lived with another woman for nine of those twelve months. My office assistant had always come on to me but other than a few kisses and touches, I never let it go further. As soon as she discovered my wife and I separated, she began to pressure me for more.



Sex at home was sporadic at best and I had a healthy sexual appetite. We worked closely together and Ina didn't hesitate to take advantage of that. Although her dress was perfectly respectable to those in the office, when she was in my office she would tease me by giving me glimpses down her blouses. She would make sure she was as close to me as possible, squeezing in front of me and brushing her ass against my cock, whispering teasing things in my ear. To be honest it didn't take her long to wear me down.
The final ax was the evening we had to work late. I went to the washroom and when I came back, she was sitting on the edge of my desk. She turned, looked over her shoulder, and worked her skirt up to her waist revealing her naked wet cunt.
I'd been out of the house for over a month, and couldn't remember the last time I had sex with my wife, so my cock gave me no time to think.
My pants and shorts were around my ankles and I was ball deep in my office assistant. Fucking her hard and loud over my desk. She came first, her tight cunt milking my balls until they were emptied inside her.
The next day she had me for lunch and I never had a better blowjob in my life. I had her for dinner on the edge of my desk. I had sublet an apartment near my work and we graduated to fucking there for a few weeks until I finally moved in with her.
She had the same rabid sexual appetite as I did and we fucked and sucked as often as we could. Or I was able to. It was heaven to any horny male. There was nothing she wouldn't try. My wife wouldn't let me near her ass, Ina begged for assfucking. She could suck my balls dry and leave me shouting the walls down in orgasm.
She would wake me up in the middle of the night to fuck or suck me off. I could wake her up in the middle of the night for the same. I ate whipped cream off her pussy and she dipped my cock in chocolate and licked and sucked it off. She shaved my cock and balls and I shaved her cunt. The feeling of our bare skin together drove us crazy and we fucked and sucked more than ever.
There was only one thing that made it imperfect. I missed my daughter. When that became too much to bear, I left my idyllic sex life and moved home to my wife and my hand. But I got to see my daughter, which was the most important thing.
Gina...
I don't know how I ever missed how hot and how much of a sexual being dad is. I looked back on all the college guys I've dated and had to laugh. What a waste of time that was. I only wish I knew how miserable he was sexually with mom.
I would have taken care of him. He would always have been welcome in my bed. I laughed to myself when I thought she probably would have been the one that would have left him. I was half serious when I said I wouldn't have let him out of my bed if I was his wife. He would have been more than contented and happy at home. We probably would have been nudists like his family was. This house would have been redecorated into sensual rooms like mine and like the one, I planned for him.
When I woke up to his bare cock against my ass I wanted to roll over and ride him into oblivion. But this seemed so intimate somehow. My hand was on his cock and my pussy at the same time. His precum flooded my hand along with my own juices. The head of his cock was so sensitive that any touch brought a response from him.
My breasts. Somehow, he knew how hard to pinch and tug and where to touch lightly and where to apply more pressure. He just knew how to drive me to the highest peak so I'd fly off into a thousand pieces.
I don't know how long I could keep this up. I needed to feel him inside me so badly but we were both enjoying this so much too. I planned to keep it up as long as possible. Until one of us loses control.
I wondered who it would be.
I climbed up the lifeguard stand and scanned the pool, noting who was there and where. It was early so there were few and most were just sitting at the tables around the pool.
I had already gotten things started on his room, called contractors, and lined up resources. I knew it would be our room and planned for that.
Dad finished golf just as I came down for lunch. We chose a table off in the corner, more private and away from everyone's view or hearing.
"Baby you look so gorgeous today," he said quietly eyeing me up and down.
"Thank you, daddy," I looked over the edge of the table at the bulge in his shorts, "I'm glad all of you took notice of me."
"You are such a naughty thing," he smiled. "I'm so glad of that."
I swiped my finger through the foam in my coffee and sucked it off my finger. His eyes widened while he watched. "I think we're pretty well matched. I must have gotten my sex gene from you, hmm?"
"I feel as though I'm on a high and keep waiting for the fall. But it's not happening."
I looked at him for a moment. "We'll just keep getting higher, daddy. We have so much to discover. So much more to do."
His eyes flared again considering how much more we have. "Yes, and I'm glad we're not rushing it. Sex is meant to savor."
I sat back in my chair and arched my back, giving him a cheeky look at my tits. "I figure eventually one of us will lose control and..."
"Your nipples are getting hard just talking about it, baby."
"Well of course. I mean just thinking of you inside me..." I said and he groaned. "Your cock is so fat and hard. My cunt is so tight and steamy."
"You're killing me," he choked.
I smiled. "Have to get back to work!" I took a quick look around, leaned over, and kissed him, flicking my tongue across his lips and teasing his tongue.
"I'll see you at home, Gina."
James...
I went home and began packing everything in my drawers into boxes to store in the walk-in closet. That was one thing they wouldn't touch since my wife had just had it done a year ago. Once everything was emptied, I took a shower. I dried off but instead of dressing, I walked out on my balcony and enjoyed the breeze. The back of the home was private from the years of trees and greenery growing to adult heights.
I had forgotten how wonderful it was to feel the air and breeze on my skin.
I stretched out on the chaise and thought about Gina. My cock grew appropriately at any thoughts of her. I leisurely toyed with my hardening cock. That was even much different now. Before I masturbated to relieve myself. Now it was strictly the pleasure I was feeling.
I thumbed the drops of precum on the head. I hefted my balls in my other hand and teased them on the tips of my fingers before pressing in deep. The way that felt so fucking good. I gripped my cock at the base and pulled the skin tight. The wind picked up and blew across the damp head making me grit my teeth with more pleasure. Before long I pumped faster and faster and shot off into a shuddering climax.
I leaned back to relax and that was how Gina found me, naked and fast asleep on the balcony.
"Mmm, this is the sexiest sight I've ever seen." I heard a whisper in my ear.
"Is that right?" I murmured.
"Mmmhmm," she sighed. "But you might want to get dressed or move to my balcony. A contractor will be here any minute." I jumped up and went to dig clothes out of a box. "Nice ass." I heard as the bedroom door closed behind her.
I went to my office because I had strict instructions I wasn't to be around when any of this was happening. It was supposed to be a total surprise. I trusted her implicitly and wouldn't give it another thought until it was done.
Several hours later she came into my office. She leaned on my desk giving me a view of her illustrious braless tits inside her blouse. That brought back images of Ina and what followed.
"They're starting on the bathroom tomorrow."
She was still leaning on the desk and I was blatantly looking down her blouse now. "You are such a tease, my love. Are you testing to see if I'll lose control first?"
"Never occurred to me," she said innocently with a smile.
"Yeah yeah," I said leaning back in my chair. She came around the desk and dropped into my lap.
"Remember?"
"I like this much better my sexy daughter," I said, wrapping my arm around her waist.
"Mmm, me too," she said in a gravelly voice when she felt my cock hardening against her ass. We kissed and it quickly deepened into a hot sexy mouth-sucking kiss that threatened to push us both over the edge. Suddenly she jumped up. "I'm going to start dinner."
Another wonderful evening in her bed watching movies. She wore a short cream satin bias-cut gown with spaghetti straps. Tiny rhinestones marched across the upper edge. Another of her vintage acquisitions. She looked beautiful in it.
She cuddled by my side. My arm was around her, my hand on her ass. She toyed with my chest hair. We both fell asleep before the movie ended and the television shut down without us.
I woke myself up moaning. I couldn't fully wake up. Waves of pleasure rolled through my body. What the hell, I thought. Then I realized we were uncovered, she was between my legs with my cock in her mouth.
"Oh my god Gina, your mouth feels so fucking good on my cock. Oh baby baby baby," I moaned.
Her teeth lightly grazed the shaft until she got to the head. Her tongue ran around the rim and swept over the head, probing the hole with the tip of her tongue.
"Oh my god," I moaned again.
She nibbled down the shaft to my balls and sucked one into her hot wet mouth. I groaned louder at the pleasure coursing through my body. I couldn't see her. It was so dark.
"Lights baby," I groaned.
"Lights on!" she said around slurps on my balls.
I watched my cock slowly disappear into her mouth while I felt the steamy heat surrounding my hardness. Our eyes locked as she sucked harder on the head of my cock, which drove me crazy. She read me and waited for other cues, and would repeat or not.
She was a fast learner and had the cum churning in my balls, my cock ready to shoot. She raised and grabbed my ass, encouraging me to fuck her mouth. I thrust up and drove my cock into my mouth. She took every inch, sucking and swirling her tongue around the shaft.
"I'm cumming baby," I shouted in warning but knowing she'd take it all. And she did.
She lay next to me again and I tasted myself in her kiss. I wanted to do the same for her, but she brushed me off for another time. She was ready to cuddle and sleep again.
Gina...
I wanted to wait to suck his cock but when I woke up in the middle of the night, it was either take his cock in my mouth or my cunt.
I've always loved to wake a man up by blowing him, and dad was the best. He was turned on before he was even awake. Groggy moans, confusion, then his head cleared and he realized his dick was in my mouth. Not many of my girlfriends loved to suck cock as much as I did.
I learned to take cues from him. Watch and listen to how he reacts to what I do. He reacts, do it some more. Try something new, no reaction, and move on. By the third or fourth time, I have all the cues and can give a knee-buckling blow job.
I had to go to the pool today, then planned to shop for dad's bedroom after. I couldn't wait for that to be our room.
Dad worked late and I was exhausted. By the time he came to bed, I was asleep. I woke up early and watched him sleep.
This was the most relaxed I thought that I had ever seen him. I hadn't realized how stressed he had been through his marriage. It made me feel sad that he only returned to the marriage for me. Hopefully, I could make some of it up to him.
"Mmm, you're a vision to see first thing," he murmured.
I rested my head on my hand and looked at him. "I feel the same about you." I traced my finger over his chest. "I shouldn't say this to my daddy. But someday...." I kissed him lightly. "Someday I'm going to fuck your brains out."
He guffawed and laughed the same. He grabbed me and rolled me under him. My legs naturally spread and he settled between my soft thighs. He held himself up on his elbows.
"If I don't fuck your brains out first," he warned, grinding his mound against my cunt. I moaned. God how I wanted him deep inside me. I wrapped my legs around his waist. "Oh baby, you're pushing it. He wants me to let him loose in the worst way. And you know what happens then." He thrust his mound against me. Just his shorts and my panties between us.
"Don't stop," I gasped. He rubbed until we both shot off into the stratosphere together. I dropped my legs, ran my hands down his back, and squeezed his ass. "Maybe we can shower together since you're in rest mode?" I grinned.
"Now would be the time. Otherwise, you might find me fucking you against the wall of the shower."
"Mmm, that's not a bad option," I said, grinning.
When we stripped in the bathroom, it occurred to me that I'd never seen him naked nor him, me.
"God you have a gorgeous body," I breathed, my gaze tracking the hard lines of his body.
"It's a mutual admiration society, my love," he said giving me the same once over.
We stepped under the showerhead. When I designed my bathroom, I had a huge shower put in with various shower heads above and jets in the wall.
I wrapped my arms around his neck and we kissed. The water streamed over us like hard summer rain. His hard body against my softness. I ran my hands down his arms and up over his chest. His hands were on my ass squeezing and pulling me against him. I just couldn't get close enough to him. If he'd been ready for the job, I'd have begged him to fuck me right then and there.
Soapy slick hands moved over my body leaving my tits for last. He knew how much to squeeze and manipulate and had me moaning for more in no time. I gasped in his mouth while he pulled and tugged at my nipples.
"You like that don't you baby?"
"Oh god yeah. You know what to do to drive me crazy," I gasped and jerked as he worked on my tits. Water ran over us and washed the soap away allowing him to suck on my nipples, biting and tugging hard. I held his head to my breasts not wanting him to stop.
He slipped his hand between my legs and he began stroking my cunt, flicking my clit. I shouted and wove my fingers through his hair tugging. He sucked harder and increased the rhythm on my clit. I couldn't quit groaning and then wailing as he drove me higher He pushed two fingers inside me and thrummed my clit, biting my nipples and I shouted out a long shuddering orgasm. He held me up while I recovered.
He smiled. "You know all my buttons," I told him.
"I'm learning."
James...
If I hadn't been in recovery mode there was no way I could have stopped myself from sinking deep inside my daughter. I lost control but took it out on her giving her a knee-buckling orgasm. I knew we couldn't hold out much longer. Question was, which one of us would be the first to lose control and give in?
Hammering and clanking and all kinds of construction noises emanated from my bedroom. I wanted to peek but didn't want to disappoint Gina. I could wait. But I can't say I wasn't anxious to see what she had done with my room. Which I guess would be our room. I suspected that Gina would move into my room and that she was really decorating it for us. I hoped so anyhow.
They noticed my good mood at work. I had a new office assistant. Ina left shortly after I went back to my marriage. Kelly was blonde, good-looking, young, and self-centered. Her work was perfect so she stayed. The business ran like a clock. My dad set it up years ago and the business model was still exactly as it should be for us. My dad would be proud of how the business was going. I was glad I was able to spend more time with Gina.
I would love to take her out on the town. On a date. Not as father and daughter. But we were too well known in this town to even think about doing that. I wanted to take her out as a lover.
We settled into a routine. One of us would cook dinner, we'd eat and clean up. Then retire to her room for movies. It might seem boring to some, but it worked wonderfully for us. It might also seem ridiculous to many men that I haven't put it to her. Obviously, there'd be no resistance. She was as wanting and needy as I. Actually, this teasing has turned out to be satisfying. I'm not walking around frustrated because of her teasing. She ensures I'm well taken care of. As I do her. I'm just not sure how much longer I can last in this game.
As it happens, I had to spend more time at the office for the next few weeks, and Gina worked double shifts covering for other lifeguards' vacations. Workers were there from near dawn until dusk and Gina tells me it won't be much longer.
We still sleep together and constantly teetered on the edge but neither of us would give in. We certainly had some shuddering screaming orgasms. And she kept me hard most of the time. And I kept her wet most of the time. The tease was hot and heavy.
One evening I walked in the door, dropped my case on the table, and went in search of Gina. Dishes and pans clanked in the kitchen, dropped my coat and tie on a dining room chair, and walked in on a totally disheveled Gina.
"There you are!" she nearly shouted. "Guess what?!"
She ran over to me, wrapped her arms around my neck, and got me into a steamy hot liplock. I grabbed her ass and pulled her into my hardness.
"How can I guess when you're keeping my mouth busy?" I chuckled.
"Oh, I know how to keep your mouth busy," she smirked. "You're a pro at using your mouth."
"Mmm, yes especially when I have something so tasty." I kissed her hard. "Now what am I supposed to guess? Good news I hope?"
"Yes! The contractors will be done on Friday so your room will be ready Saturday. I just have to put my finishing touches on it."
"So this will be a celebratory weekend of breaking it all in eh?" I said, thinking lecherous thoughts.
"I hoped you'd say that! I have big plans for you, daddy!" she promised.

***to be continued***
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I Love The Ink - I Love You

"Unknown caller, ugh." I had to answer because I had a business, but I was right in the middle of baking an order.
"Hello?"
"Hi, is this Kendly?"
"It is," I replied, adjusting my lunch lady hairnet that got tangled in the phone.
"My mom ordered your cherry babka and it's delicious. I'd like to order four dozen... Wait, what else do you make?"
"Cookies and a variety of other things, but I have to ask, are you going to sell them?"
"Possibly."
"You can't. I mean I can't sell you anything for resale. I'm a cottage business and the state has very specific guidelines. I can only sell directly."
"Oh darn. Okay well, would you be interested in a little business promotion then?"
"That depends," I said, suspicious.
He laughed. "I know that sounds creepy, but it's on the up and up. Can you meet me at the coffee shop in The District sometime today?"
I looked around taking in the mess on every surface of my kitchen. Everything was baked or raising. "Sure, I could do that." It's safe there and very public, I thought. What could go wrong?
As I walked in the door, he stood up and extended his hand. "I'm Neil. I'm so glad you could come. I'll get you a coffee."
That gave me a chance to check him out. He was probably ten years older than my thirty. Greying handsomely as most men do, with killer blue eyes, and a warm smile. Well, that last bit makes him perfectly safe, I thought to myself with an inward eye roll.
I took a sip of coffee before saying, "Your phone call was intriguing. I hope you understand my situation and cottage laws. The state is very strict about what we can and can't do."
"Absolutely! I looked it up because I hadn't heard of it. It's quite an opportunity for home bakers and cooks." He took a moment to gaze at my flame of long red curly hair. No controlling, it floated around my head like a fiery aura.
"What is it you wanted my products for?" I asked.
"I don't know if you've heard about the bridal show coming up. Right before Valentine's Day." When I shook my head, he went on. "It's an annual thing that few of us over twenty-five know about." He laughed. "It's an offbeat event. Any bride that is goth, or wants to go over the top sexy, kinky, or just generally out of the bridal mainstream."
"No, I haven't heard of it. Sounds pretty interesting." My imagination was already cranking up. I placed my forearms on the table, clasped my hands, and said, "Please, tell me more."
As he explained, he owned a chocolate shop downtown and had promoted his chocolates there for the last few years. It was a profitable venture for him and he hadn't thought to add anyone until he tasted my babka. My specialty is a variety of flavors, but I did bake other items. They were products he thought were complementary, not competitive. I agreed.
We discussed it at length, through two more cups of coffee and a couple of buffalo chicken wraps because it was nudging dinner time.
We shook hands and I said, "I'm looking forward to this. Thank you for contacting me. That's what I'd like to do- offer samples and take orders as well as hand out my cards just to get the word out."
"You could always turn commercial if all your stars align!" Neil said. "Or you can take on what you can do. I realize it could be quite difficult since you work full time."
I was a numbers cruncher in a no-window office all day with little connection with other employees. My cottage baking business was an outlet, just as much for my mental health because it allowed for so much creativity.
I called my sister on the way home.
"Whatcha doing sis," Jacqui singsonged.
"I need help. Help!"
"What? I'm the sistah for the job. Whatever it may be."
"I need a wedding dress! In black. Sexy." I waited for her reply to that one.
"Okay, sure. Any specifics?"
"That's all you have to say?" I asked, astonished.
"Yeah, Because I know you're BSing me big time," she laughed.
"Not! You can't tell mom or anyone about this," I said conspiratorially and went on to share the whole story.
"I got you! I'll come up with the perfect dress for you. Kinky sexy offbeat. Yes! So you." She laughed and disconnected.

***

On the day of the event, Neil picked up the baked goods and transported them all to the venue. He was setting it up and all I needed to do was show up.
Jacqui brought the dress to my condo. The black satin was luxurious, and I couldn't wait to try it on.
"Take your bra off."
"Huh?"
"You can't wear a bra with this dress," she stated, and I began to have qualms already.
I stepped into it. I looked down and the neckline was low. Very low. Uncomfortably low for someone with thirty-eight Ds that only showed them in the summer. At the pool. In a one-piece swimsuit. Under a coverup.
"Geez, Jacqui."
"Hold still. I have to secure the bustier before I can zip the dress." She nearly knocked me off my feet doing that, then I heard the final zip.
I looked down to see my milky white globes overflowing, perched on a shelf, popping out, fleeing their confines. I was afraid to take a breath for fear they would reveal themselves to the world.
"Whoa," was all I could say. She turned me towards the full-length mirror. "Whoa," was all I could say.
The dress was beautiful and I looked so different that I hardly recognized myself. I dressed conservatively for work. Low cut and short just weren't in my wardrobe. My off time was casual, but still not much skin.
"Wait'll we get your makeup on. Jewelry and shoes too!" she said excitedly. I didn't know if I could stand anymore or not.
"Phew, if it weren't for the hair, I almost wouldn't have recognized you. You make one awesomely kinky sexy bride my dear." He let a low whistle between his teeth. No one noticed because everyone was in the finishing stages of setting up their booths.
"Thank you," I said, spinning for effect. The skirt length in the front was not quite midway up my thighs. Gathers began at my sides around the back to create a bustle and train to the floor in the same shimmering black satin. My sister made a black rose for my hair that was attached to the short black veil. Black stilettos accented the curves of my legs.
"I'd be a little nervous about that," he said, grinning and pointing at the large cross necklace with a silver dagger that pointed down and nestled between my mounded breasts. "That looks dangerous."
I giggled and said, "That's what I told my sister but she assured me it was perfectly safe." He threw his head back and laughed. "You by the way are quite handsome in that black brocade tailcoat."
"Why thank you, ma'am." He was very good-looking with his silvery blue eyes and glints of silver in his hair that sparkled under the lights.
We talked about the booth setup. He had experience and it showed. My baked goods were set off beautifully. We took our places as people began to filter through the booths. Neil had a more outgoing personality compared to my more introverted self, which worked out well because he moved them into the booth and I chatted our products up.
We each grabbed a quick lunch individually. While he was gone, I noticed a black leather heavily inked man wandering through the booths. Black leather pants, vest, and cap were rather incongruous, even amongst this diverse crowd. More than a few stopped him to talk, which caught my curiosity. I admired the creativity of the soon-to-be brides that I'd talked with and hoped I'd be that individualistic when it came time for my own wedding.
The black leather man stopped in front of our booth and sampled the chocolate and baked goods. He pocketed both of our business cards. He began to walk away but glanced up and stopped when he saw me.
He strode into the booth, and although he was a big man and a good six inches taller than me in these ridiculously high stilettos, he wasn't as menacing as when I first noticed him.
For reasons unknown, my eyes zeroed in on the silvery grey tufts of curls that peeked above his pristinely white t-shirt.
"Do you have ink?"
I tore my eyes away from his chest and squinted at him in confusion. "Do I what?" Trying to think of a baked good that he might be asking about.
"Tattoos. Do you have any tattoos?" He trailed his fingers down my arm. He did it in such a way that wasn't sexual or offensive. "Your skin is like a canvas. I'm wondering if anyone has touched it."
I looked up into aquamarine eyes that were rimmed with absurdly thick black lashes. I blinked trying to remember what I was saying. Or what he was saying.
Ink. Tattoo. My jumbled mind was attempting to help me make a coherent sentence. "Oh. No. No ink." Ludicrously I looked at my arm. The same arm he touched.
"For a redhead, you amazingly have no freckles. Or do you?" he smiled, amusement in those eyes. I blinked and wished he wouldn't do that.
"Uh no, no freckles. Anywhere." Duh Kendly, you sound like a moron for god's sake.
He grinned again. "Would you like ink? I'm a tattoo artist. Rather well known and amazingly talented."
Finally regaining some composure I said, "Well, since you put it that way... Can I have a moment to think about it?" I laughed.
"Take all the time you need as long as you say yes to me," he said, his voice low and deep.
I searched his face looking for a reason to say no. Thirty minutes ago I would have been horrified to even consider a tattoo. Even a tiny one. Every brain cell told me he was thinking of a tattoo of majestic proportions. He reached inside his leather vest and pulled out a card.
"Here's this, but I'll be contacting you first," he said confidently before turning and striding away.
The rest of the day was a blur. I took more orders than I ever thought I would. Many small orders for Valentine's Day. It turned out that most people that had these offbeat weddings also did not have large numbers that would be attending so I was able to commit to many weddings. We packed up the booth and Neil stored it in his company van. It was all his anyhow because we had no samples left. We parted in the parking lot.
"I hope it was worth your while. Everyone loved you, you know. They raved about your baked goods. You could easily turn it into a commercial business."
"Thank you for inviting me. I answered lots of questions, passed out what seemed like a hundred business cards, and took almost fifty orders between Valentine's and weddings." He whistled through his teeth. "Yes, I'm very happy."
"If you want to talk business, or just want to talk," he smiled. "We can go out one night and toss some ideas around."
I got that it was his way of asking for a date, and although he was drop-dead handsome, I didn't feel it. "Thanks! I'll let you know." I shook his hand again and headed for my car.
I wasn't really surprised to see leather man leaning against the side of my car.
"How did you know which one was mine?" I asked, hitting the remote to unlock the doors.
He looked around and waved. "Power of deduction. I knew you weren't driving the big chocolate van."
I laughed. "You were right."
"So did you discuss it with him?" he asked.
"Ask him what?"
"If he'd be okay with you changing your body in ways that would be with your forever."
His booted feet were crossed at the ankle and relaxed he had a hand wrapped around the other wrist. Which brought my attention to the bulge under the leather.
"I uhm," I tore my eyes away from his package bulge and immediately got lost in those damn silver eyes. "Oh. Neil. He's just a friend. Acquaintance really."
"So, he has no say in what you or he or I do with your body?" I blinked and he laughed.
"Uh, no. Just me decides that."
"I already know what I'd do. Would you like to hear about it?"
To my amazement, I immediately nodded and he began. It would be a large piece. A lot larger than I imagined. It would take a considerable amount of time. Surprisingly it would be hidden in my everyday wear. He did actually envision my body as a canvas and not as a billboard for his work.
I opened the door, slipped the stilettos off, and swung my legs into the car. He smiled. And waited. I started the car, clicked my seatbelt, and put the window down.
"Okay." I simply said and drove off.
I struggled to get my dress unzipped and the bustier off without the help of my sister. I stripped off my thong and unpinned the headpiece from my hair. I walked over and looked in the mirror.
"You're still the same Kenny girl," I muttered to myself. "Why do you feel like you left normal and came home another person?"
I looked at my body in the mirror. Envisioning what he was going to do to me. Because it wouldn't be seen, I had already decided to keep this to myself. Myself the new me. The wild me. And dammit, it felt good.
I waited a week to call him.
"Bodie?"
"Kendly. I thought you might have changed your mind."
"No, not at all. I had some orders to get out this week."
"Do you know where my studio is located?"
"Yes, the address is on your card and I'm familiar with the neighborhood."
"What's the soonest you can be here?"
"Tomorrow."
"Fine. Get here as early as you can."
Click.
A man of few words. I liked that.
His studio was in an old established neighborhood of town where many of the elite lived until they started to build mansions outside of town. I pulled up in front of a stately old home with a huge front porch and portico. A balcony stretched across the front second floor. It was red brick trimmed in milk white as were the six pillars that marched across the front supporting the porch roof. A small sign in the front yard simply said, Bodie.
The door swung open as I mounted the steps. His big body filled the doorway. The white t-shirt was tucked into well-worn snug fitting blue jeans. With no leather hat, I could see his black and silver hair was a mass of curls, not unlike mine if I kept my hair short.
"I wondered if you'd show," he said stepping aside so I could enter.
"I'm true to my word."
From my vantage, the house was still broken up into typical rooms, but it appeared other artists worked in other rooms. It seemed today though, it was just us.
As though reading my mind he said, "It'll only be you and I during our appointments. I value my client's privacy."
"Thank you," I nodded.
He showed me where and how I would be on the narrow vinyl bed. He opened a cabinet and pulled out several white sheets, unfolded one, and turned to hand it to me.
"Oh," he said, obviously surprised when he saw that I had taken my clothes off. "You can use these to cover areas I'm not working on."
I was beyond surprising myself. I don't know where this newfound freedom came from, but I loved it. I reveled in it. "Okay, thanks. I thought it would be easier if there were no clothes to hinder your work."
"Well yeah, you're right. But most women aren't comfortable with being nude. I'm pleased you are because it will make my job much easier."
He led me to a full-length mirror and showed me approximately where the tattoo would be on my body. It started below my hip, up my side to my breast. It wrapped a bit on the front of my body, and a bit on the back. He sat down and filled a small container with black and set new needles out that were still sealed. I looked at the colored drawing he had done, all in dark pastels of blues, fuschias, green, and yellows. It was a large angel wing with ghost images embedded in it. Very mystical. I couldn't think of another thing I'd prefer.
"I'm ready when you are," I said reclining on the bed. "Position me as needed." One thing that made me most comfortable was that even though I was nude, he never once ogled me or gave me an up-and-down look.
He smiled. "I have to admit, I never thought you'd be as enthused as you are. You struck me as being a bit more conventional."
I shrugged. "I don't know myself. I am a numbers cruncher and work in an office where we're confined to our cubicles. We all wear suits. I'll tell you a secret... I had to go out and buy shorts to wear here. My clothing is so old. I didn't realize until this morning." I sighed, wondering how I became so old. Not in years, but in attitude.
He stretched on latex gloves and began to position the transfer paper at my hip. His concentration was acute making sure everything was in alignment. The tip of the wing covered the side of my breast and touched my nipple. He had to reposition several times before he was happy.
"Okay," he said, pulling a tray on wheels over that held the ink and other unknown to me supplies. "I'll get it all outlined first. Much of it you won't feel. There are places that I'll be tattooing that you will feel. Mostly areas where the bone is closer to the surface. Possibly your hipbone and ribs. Some feel it, others don't. If at any time you want me to stop, just say it. Don't try to be brave. If you need a break, let me know that too. No problem."
I watched him and his businesslike demeanor as he went through it all. It was such an exciting experience for me. The new me. I couldn't imagine stopping him.
"Got it!"
He had various shaped vinyl pillows that he placed under and around my body, mostly for my comfort. I barely heard the quiet whirr and jumped when the needle touched my skin.
"You okay?"
"Yes! I'm fine! I was surprised. I thought it would be noisier."
His concentration was fierce as he traced the outline with black ink. His hands were warm through the latex gloves. He was right, certain areas tingled more, but nothing I couldn't handle. He was working on my ribs and I didn't feel a thing. I wondered if that meant I had too much fat on my ribs, I thought giggling to myself.
"I bet you never thought it would be this boring," he chuckled.
"I'm fascinated. Love it!"
He looked up at me and smiled. "I'm so glad you're doing well."
I admit I was wondering how he would do it when he got to my thirty-eight D. He did have to take it in hand as he tattooed with the other. He manipulated my breast as he worked. I could feel it but not see it because I had to lay back. I could watch him while he did it though.
"I bet you've seen one tit you've seen them all," I laughed. "Do you pierce as well?"
"I do."
"Hmm," I said, considering.
"And no, everyone is different. Special. You're very special. Your skin is so white. Unmarked. Unmarred by scars, freckles, or moles. So rare. You are like a blank canvas."
He sat straight and stretched his back. He pushed the tray away, cleaned up the trash, and stood up.
I started to move and groaned. "I may need help. I feel like an old lady."
He laughed and held out his hand. "Everyone gets stiff after being in one position for so long."
I walked over to the mirror and was disappointed to see a series of fine black lines and various shades of pink skin surrounding.
"I thought it might hurt now," I said.
"Some do experience discomfort, some don't." He stood behind me in the mirror. His big body fills the mirror making me look petite. Which I wasn't by any means. While he was looking at his handiwork on my body, I was checking out his. The soft denim caressed his package like a hand. "I'm going up for some lunch. You're welcome to join me. You can decide if you're up for more ink after we eat. I'm free this afternoon."
He carefully wiped something over my skin so I could slip my shorts and t-shirt on. I didn't bother with panties or a bra, which was a somewhat delicious feeling because I never went braless. Not with my big melons. But I loved the sensation of the fabric rubbing my nipples into hard nubs. They poked through the thin white knit lewdly, and I loved that. I was beginning to not recognize myself at all.



It turned out he lived on the second floor, in quite a modern décor. Indirect lighting washed over the rooms, and I had to ask if he had it decorated, or maybe a wife or girlfriend.
"Nope, it was all me. No wife or girlfriend. I suppose I work too much for that," he laughed somewhat sadly. "Feel free to look around while I make our sandwiches. I'm pretty proud of what I've done with the place.
I did and he had a right to be proud. It was decidedly masculine which lent itself well to modern. Clean and minimalistic. Even his bedroom had s simple walnut bed with a matching bureau and dresser. A worn brown leather recliner was near the front window, and a reading lamp and pile of books were on a small table. He called me for lunch before I had a chance to look at his reading material.
We ate, talked, and laughed. I decided I was comfortable enough to let him start coloring in the angel wing. And promised I'd let him know when I had enough.
He donned another pair of latex gloves and filled the small cups with fuschia, green, blue, and yellow. I was excited to see some color on my skin. As he filled in feathers, he angled his body and position to stabilize his hand. His hand and arm were on my ass as he worked on my hip. Although I'm positive it wasn't for him, for me it was much more intimate. But that seemed to be the way my imagination worked w Bodie.
He stopped and looked at me while stretching. "You still okay?"
This time I knew to stretch when I could so as not to get as stiff. I rolled my shoulders flat on the bed which twisted my body, arched my back, and thrust my breasts. For the first time, he looked at me with something other than a businesslike demeanor. But he tamped it down as quickly as it came.
He turned the machine on and dipped into the color effectively ending the moment.
Bodie finished my lower hip and began working on the wing where it swooped across my ass. I never realized how much of an erotic zone my ass was.
"So, what are your plans for Valentine's Day?" he asked, surprising me since we'd been mostly silent.
I laughed. "I have none because I have no one of a romantic interest."
"Oh, that's right. That Neil..."
"Nope, just a business acquaintance." I hesitated. "What about you? A hot date?"
He chuckled. "Nope. Even if I did have someone, I never believed in Valentine's Day. If we can't treat our partners special all the time, we can't make up for it in just one day."
"Good point. It's okay if one is attentive to their relationship throughout the year. To have a special day."
"Yeah," he acquiesced. "I suppose you're right." He worked for a moment before continuing. "You know that black satin wedding dress you wore at the event, had I known you better I would have gotten you black roses." He laughed. "That dress was pretty cool."
"Oh whoa, that would have been awesome to go with it. By the way, I thought you were an upcoming groom since you were at the bridal event."
He laughed. "Nope, not me. I have a party for employees and friends and like to go to that event to find something different. Actually, I've ordered Neil's chocolate-covered strawberries before. Your cherry babka is on the list this year."
"Really?"
"Yep. I'd never heard of babka till I ate yours. I'm a believer in that stuff. Damn good."
"I'm really glad you like it," I said, truly happy.
He sat up "Okay, I think you've had enough for the day. I'm going to clean you up, get you ready to go home, and give you instructions on what to do until the next time I see you."
He gave me a hand up and when I hit my feet, I swayed into him. My breasts mashed against his chest. His hand caught me on the untattooed side, right under my breast.
"Oh! Sorry, I need to get used to getting up when we're done."
"No problems. I kinda like a girl falling for me. It has been a long time," he smiled, his face inches from mine. When he realized it, he set me back on my feet and let go once he knew I was stable.

***

He was booked for the rest of the week and couldn't see me until the following Monday. Oddly enough I felt bereft. Bodie had opened up a whole new world to me. I now felt bored at work. I went out and bought some new summer clothes and got rid of the old out of date outfits.
I showered and decided to leave my hair down. It was a mass of tiny curls that swirled below my shoulders, nearly covering my breasts. I pulled on white shorts, a blue and white halter top, and straw platform sandals.
He opened the door and I thrust a white bakery box at him.
"Oh oh, did I get lucky today?"
"I'm testing some new recipes and thought I might foist the extras off on you," I laughed.
"Foist away!" he said, peeking in the box and grabbing a freshly baked shortbread cookie. "Mmm... Coffee?" I nodded. "Damn girl, these are delicious. I vote for this!" I laughed.
He set the box on the table. "You look great, Kendly," he said, noticing the braless melons in the halter top. "You seem more assured of yourself than the day I talked to you at the bridal event. Of course, I didn't know you so I have no clue what I'm talking about," he laughed embarrassed. "Just a feeling I guess."
"No, you're right, "I said, unzipping my shorts and shoving them to the floor. Not being beyond using any tactic, I gave him time to look and he noticed the tuft of pussy hair and freshly shaved lips. "I don't know what happened to be honest. That outfit. The attention that day. I honestly don't know." I struggled with the knot on the back of my halter.
He walked over and brushed my hands away to work the knot out. He then slowly slid the silky material over my nipples causing them to harden into long bullets.
I turned to face him and smiled. "Thank you."
"My pleasure. Entirely."
The day went much faster. Which I wasn't entirely happy about. He got the whole bottom of the wing colored in on my hip and ass. He called it a day when he got to my waist.
I shimmied into my shorts while he walked over and retrieved the halter. I hooked it over my head and he took the ties but ran his hands around the front to make sure it was in place. He caressed my breasts and nipples as he took time to make sure the halter was in place. He got it tied in the back. I picked up my purse.
"I'm not sure if you're interested or maybe busy because it's Valentine's day, but Wednesday is my usual recipe test day. If you're not doing anything, would you like—"
"Yes I would," he said, cutting me off. "What time and what's your address?"

***

I usually only bake on Wednesday and grab fast food but thought Bodie might appreciate food. Even though neither of us celebrates Valentine's Day, I planned to cook something special. I was swamped with orders leading up to today but had three new recipes I wanted to try.
I heard the roar of a motorcycle and although I hadn't seen one to this point, I knew he had to have one. He stood with a long florists box when I answered the door.
He held it out and said, "I just couldn't resist. This isn't for Valentine's Day, just for having me over."
I opened the box and let out an unladylike guffaw when I saw a dozen long-stemmed black roses. "Oh my god, I love them!" I squealed. So excited I walked into the kitchen for a vase and left him standing at the open door. "Ooops", I turned around but he was right behind me laughing.
"At least I know the way to your heart hmm. Give the lady black roses and..."
"Right?! I'm easy. Now you know it." I placed them in the vase.
"Nice place! I've been by and wondered what these condos are like."
"Not as much character as your house, but this is more in my budget. I do have beer and wine but thought we should wait until we test the cookies and pastry to indulge."
"Dessert can last all day in my book and I can wash it down with anything, but I'll play by your rules," he grinned. I laughed.
It didn't take long to narrow down that he loved them all and thought I should put them all on my baking rotation. I boxed up all the leftovers for him to fit into the saddlebag on his bike to take home.
I grabbed a couple of longnecks from the refrigerator and said, "I hope you like pork chops. I cook pretty simple."
"Sounds fantastic. Hey, how's your tat healing?"
I lifted the side of my shirt for him to see, forgetting I was braless again. It had become a habit for me. Oh well, not like he hasn't seen my tits before, I thought.
He inspected it closely. "Looks good. We're getting into an area with more details, The faces. It'll go a little slower from now on."
"Good," I said without thinking.
"You're certainly enjoying this aren't you?"
"I am. I'm hoping to get more. You have a lot." His arms were covered but that was all that was apparent.
"I do. I had a favorite artist do all of mine but he passed and I never got another one after that."
"Oh, I'm sorry. I can see preferring one artist over another just because it's more one's style."
We were relaxing on the deck while dinner finished cooking. It was nice having him there. Neither of us felt the need to fill every second with chat. We enjoyed the silence.
Eventually, I said, "I was serious about another tattoo. I'd like you to do it as well."
He nodded as though there wasn't a question as to who'd do it. "Are you wanting to hide most of them under clothing?"
I looked off. "I hadn't thought about it. I guess if I become self-employed, I can do what I want. But if I stay and continue to crunch numbers, I'd have to behave myself."
He looked at me for a minute. "What are you wanting to do?"
"Self-employed. I don't want to open a bakery, but I would bake orders or possibly wholesale."
"So what's holding you back," he asked.
"Fear of failure of course," I laughed. "I add quite a bit to my income baking part-time, but I have the corp to depend on. Not sure if I could do it without that nine-to-five net."
He shrugged. "That you'll have to decide for yourself. Only you know your situation."
The timer went off for dinner then and we moved inside. Dinner was amazing with good food and better company. I didn't realize how starving I was for someone in my life. Even if he was only to be my tattoo artist. After a movie it was late, and he had to leave.
I walked him to the door. "I'm really glad you came over. I like having you here," I said sincerely.
"I liked being here." He turned to me. "A lot. I like being around you Kendly. Not just because of your beautiful skin either." He smiled.
I pushed on my tiptoes to reach his mouth and brushed his lips with mine. He moaned and pulled me against him. I wrapped my arms around his neck. We kissed the deep and passionate kiss of exploration of a new relationship. But I wanted to drag him up the stair to my bedroom and lock him in there with me. Instead, I gave him a few last soft kisses and stepped back. He sighed and stroked my cheek. Without a word, he left. I watched until his motorcycle roared away.
I took one last whiff of the black roses and headed up to bed thinking what a wonderful non-Valentine's Day, Valentine's Day I just had.

***

The next tattoo day I was in place, and he was working on my ribs.
"Are you tattooed on your chest and back?"
He looked at me clearly surprised by my question. "What do you think?"
"Mmm, being a mystery man huh."
"Maybe," he said grinning, and went back to coloring in the wing.
I was twisted so one shoulder was back as my arm, thrusting my breast up. My right arm was free though. If I moved my hand I could touch him. I slowly moved my hand and hooked my finger under the hem of his t-shirt to begin slowly inching it up.
"You are a naughty girl," he murmured, working and smiling.
"Who me?"
He barked a laugh, sat up, and pulled the white knit over his head, baring his chest to me.
"Oh my!" His tattoos weren't the first thing I noticed. The furred muscled chest and shoulders grabbed my attention immediately. Muscles flexing under his skin caught my eye.
"So what do you think?"
"I uh... Uhm," I mumbled. He stopped working and looked at me.
"You don't like?"
"Are you joking? I'd have to be dead to not. And I'm not talking about your ink. I haven't even checked that out yet."
He laughed loudly. "I'm glad you're enjoying. Continue on," he said, winking and picking up the machine again.
And I did. Dark nipples poked through the curls. I sucked in a quick breath when I saw one of his tattoos was a cross with a dagger centered on his chest.
"That's like the necklace I wore."
"I know. The Viking cross. That's why I had to come back. Wait for you that night. I don't believe in coincidence. Everything happens for a reason," he said.
"Yes, it does," I agreed, although it was somewhat eerie. Viking cross. I had no clue. "I probably should get up and stretch." I'd been twisted like that for a while.
"Of course." He shut the machine down, stood up, and gave me his hand. But this time when he pulled me up, he brought me against him. Our lips met in a steamy tongue-sucking kiss. My nipples abraded on his furred chest and I rubbed them against him. He grabbed my ass and lifted me higher. We were both breathlessly moaning, taking the kiss hotter.
"Mmm." My side was stinging a bit, but I didn't want to let go.
"Sorry, I should finish up this section then I can soothe your skin for the day."
I got back into position and lay quietly for a while.
"You know this isn't fair," I said.
"Hmm?"
"I'm naked and you're not."
He laughed loudly. "You already got me out of my shirt!"
"Well yeah, but I'm totally naked and you're just shirtless."
"You have turned into quite a minx."
"Only since I've known you," I said, coyly.
He guffawed. "So, I was the one to bring you out of your turtleneck and homebody existence?"
"Maybe." I tried to be serious but the giggle that blurted out gave me away.
"You truly expect me to sit here naked and tattoo you?"
"Well yeah!"
"In case you haven't noticed, I'm usually always hard. Which is quite amazing because that just doesn't happen to me. I'm usually too busy inking and not paying attention to the female attributes."
"So, I'm not allowed to see you with a hard-on?" My mouth gaped. "Is that what you're saying?"
"I'm saying it's not businesslike," he stated. I peered over the edge of the bed and saw the bulge and wet spot in his jeans.
"And the hard-on you have now is?" I argued.
Suddenly he kicked his boots off, stood up, and dropped his jeans. His hard cock, out of the confines of his jeans, popped up and bounced. He sat back down and kicked his jeans away.
"Happy now?"
"Extremely," I said, and he just shook his head.
I had plenty of time to observe the topic of discussion. His cock was the normal length, but it was stout. Two fat balls hung over the edge of the stool.
"I hope you're enjoying yourself. Take a picture, it'll last longer."
I laughed and said, "Give me my phone!"
"NO!" he shouted laughing. "You've distracted me." He turned off the machine, wiped my skin, and disposed of gloves and paper towels. "I'm done for."
"Awhhh," I whined.
He stood up and I was against him before I knew it. I groaned when I felt his naked body against mine.
"I want you so bad, Kendly," he growled against my mouth.
"Yes, I want you too."
He prepped my skin and put the soothing ointment on it, then grabbed my hand and led me upstairs to his bed.
"I've had fantasies of you in my bed, you know," he said, following me down.
"Mmm, I'm glad I'm here instead of your fantasies. More fun for us both."
His body seemed even bigger next to me in his bed. He stroked my breasts and sucked each rosy nipple into hard bullets. He abraded my nipples on his days' beard growth.
"Ohhh feels so good," I moaned. He continued to tease and suck my nipples while he kneaded my tits. They were so sensitive, and he knew that.
I arched my back. My pussy was so wet for him. "I need you, Bodie. I want you inside me."
He moved into the cradle of my thighs. I raked my nails down his back and squeezed his muscular ass. He gasped as I ran my hands all over his body. His cockhead prodded between my wet lips.
"Yesss," I hissed.
His fat cock stretched the walls of my canal and I moaned with pleasure. He ground in ball deep. His heavy balls bumped ready to unload into me. He pushed up and began to thrust into me. I met him thrust for thrust. Our bodies pounded together.
"Oh god Kendly," he grunted.
His cock swelled setting off waves of pleasure through my body. My juices ran, mixing with his hot seed. I shuddered out the last of my orgasm.
He stayed locked inside me for a moment, then rolled to my side, pulling me with him. He pushed his furry thigh between mine and against my sensitive pussy. Oh my god, that felt so good.
"Cum for me," he growled, pressuring my cunt. His words, the pressure, sent me over the edge again and I moaned out another trembling orgasm.
"Ohhhh, I knew it'd be good with you," I whispered breathlessly.

***

He worked on the wing for another two weeks. The last appointment was for the wing tip on my breast.
"I saved the best for last," he said, positioning me.
It took him most of the afternoon to do it, between inking and kissing and sucking my nipple. But he did finally get it done. I stood in front of the full-length mirror and looked at how the wing wrapped around my side. Bodie came to stand behind me. His cock stood out in front of him, throbbing with his pulse.
"What do you think," he asked.
"I think I still love the ink, I know I love you."
"I love you too, Kendly."
"I want to be your forever canvas."
"You are and you will be."

~~~the end~~~
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The Seduction of My Majka

"Alright, what have you done with my majka and can you make sure she doesn't come back?" I said, with some amount of humor but mostly shock when I met my mother waiting for me at the airport.
Croatian women usually weren't petite, and she was no exception.
"Ha," her quiet, but gravelly voice was near my ear. "Zdravo sine, I've missed you so much."
I held her to me, missing her more than I could say. It had been three years since I left for Zagreb to stay with my grandparents while I went to school. It was only supposed to be a year, but the US government had tapped me for a job and paid for the schooling I'd need.
We finally parted and I held her at arm's length. She was not the beaten-down majka I left during a divorce from my father. He had not treated her well and I was unable to get her to leave him. Only when she knew I would no longer be around to step in.
Her eyes crinkled at the corners of the memorable large warm brown eyes. A streak of silver began at her front hairline and traveled through dark brown-black hair to well below her shoulders. I had never seen my mom with hair that long.
"You're staring, Josip," she laughed, embarrassed. "Let's get your cases. I have a room local, and we will start home in the morning." I smiled to myself when I heard her stilted English.
She cut through the crowd in front of me and I was shocked as I watched her from behind. Because I could see she no longer looked like my mama, but a beautiful woman, who I almost didn't recognize.
She had lost many pounds and now had shapely hips but remained large on top. Her small waist set off her large dojke. As we waited for the luggage carousel, she caught the attention of many men, but she only had eyes for me, her son.
She was nearly my five foot nine, which was attention-getting itself. But her beauty, broad smile, and velvet brown eyes would suck many a man in. She seemed to be unaware of it all.
She smiled up at me. "What? You're still staring."
"I just can't believe how beautiful you are," I said sincerely. She elbowed me and I got there just in time to pull my cases off.
"The hotel is attached to the terminal, so we walk," she said, leading the way, which was a pleasure.
The room's wall window looked out over a runway and taxiway. Two queen beds centered the room, with the normal hotel accouterments.
She had a small case on one bed that was open, and I noticed a few toiletries on the bath counter. She looked the in-room menu over while I unpacked a few things for the night.
I kicked my shoes off, propped on a pile of pillows, and watched her wander around the room. Her Balkan olive skin made her appear to have a perpetual tan.
She didn't even look my way but said, "You're staring again Josip."
"I can't help it. It's like a metamorphosis. You're like a beautiful butterfly now. You're just so different." I didn't add that I was having a tough time thinking of her as just my mom, as did my cock which formed a sizable lump in my pants.
She leaned against the dresser. "It has been three years since we've seen each other." She waved her hand. "You have to, moja ljubav," she said fondly. "After your father. It was very difficult for me. You were gone. A neighbor made me go to the gym with her."
My mother still struggled with the English language at times because Croatian was her native language. Although it's much easier to learn English than to learn Croatian. It was easier for me because I was immersed in it. I read it, wrote it, and spoke it. After all, I did live there. I no longer have an English accent, which was just what the government ordered.
"So that's how you lost weight?" She nodded.
She wore a loose blouse and pants, not dressed at all provocatively, but she may as well have been standing there in a sexy negligee. My libido was on fire. My dick didn't care that it was my mom it was hard for.
I sat on the edge of the bed, and she walked over with the menu. I pulled her between my legs and put my head on her breasts, hugging her. She hugged me close, having no idea how much I wanted her right now.
"I've missed you too. I think you are happy for me, and I am glad. I hoped you would be surprised."
I held her close, my arms wrapped around her small waist. The heat of her body, the pounding of her heart, the soft firmness of her breasts. I looked up at her and she brushed a lock from my forehead. I placed my lips against her breast and felt her reaction even through her bra and blouse.
"Jo, no, it's not right," she said, calling me by my nickname. Instead of it working as she wanted, it just proved to me how different she was now.
"Mama," I murmured, my lips moving against her breast.
She bent and kissed the top of my head. "Stop. We have to order food now. There is no sarma on this menu, but I will take care of that when I get you home."
I released her, knowing that someday sooner or later, I would have my mother under me in bed while I filled her with my seed.
When she came out of the bathroom I was on the bed watching television. Shiny black strands escaped the knot of hair on her head. She wore a matching red pajama bottom and top, not the least bit sexy to most men. I saw the satin slide down the slope of her breasts to her nipples, then cling to the hard nubs to fall straight down. Under the sheet, my hand covered my cock and squeezed.
She glanced at me, smiled, then looked again. "What are you grinning at?" She looked down as though she'd find a splotch of tonight's dinner.
"You," I murmured.
She walked to the nightstand between the beds and set the alarm. I put my arm out and caught her around the hips. Her skin was warm and steamy from the shower, the pajamas silky. I slid my hand under her top to feel her skin. Her lips parted with a gasp.
"Jo!" she exclaimed but didn't step away.
"What?" I smiled. "You're just so soft and sexy."
"You shouldn't say things like that to your majka," she scolded.
She looked down at me, her eyes quickly scanning my chest.
"Do you have a man? Someone to take care of you?" I asked.
"I don't need anyone to take care. I do it myself!"
"I didn't mean it that way. I mean, do you have a lover? Someone that makes you moan and shudder?"
She stepped away and turned to flip the sheets back. The silky pants stretched across her shapely ass and hips. My arm was still outstretched, and my hand only inches away. But I didn't want to scare her away and I had time. Plenty of time to seduce my mother.
It was only a three-hour drive to our home in the mountains, but we woke early, had breakfast, and got on the road. Much to her consternation I insisted on driving. I suspect it was another ploy in showing me her independence. I got it and would allow her to remain so. But I would have my way otherwise. Sooner or later.
After the divorce, mom sold the house and moved. Something I very much approved of. The house was filled with ugly memories that would never be swept clean.
"I'm anxious to see where you live," I said as we were about thirty minutes out.
"We. We live. You have room. Always," she smiled. We held hands on the car console.
I made the turns as she directed, and we pulled up in front of an old retail building on the main street. The white sign out front over the windows said. YOGA STUDIO. The old storefront had windows on each side as you walked to the inset door. In the day, mannequins would have lined each side touting the fashionable wares of the store. Old tan and black mosaic tiles covered the floor from the sidewalk to the door in a creative design. She unlocked the door and locked it again behind us.
"There are stairs to our living space next to the store, but I thought you might want to see studio."
I looked around at the space which was the antithesis of the exterior. The walls were painted soothing blue-grey, and the short nap commercial carpet was shades of the same blue. The lighting was muted and soft. The air was lightly scented with spice. It was comforting and relaxing.
"You did all this?"
"I did," she said.
"Extraordinary," was all I could say. "Do you get men in your classes?"
"Yes, quite a number."
"I'm not surprised. This is very comfortable for me. I expected something more--girlie," I smiled.
"Let's go up."
I grabbed the cases and went up the creaky stairs, which reminded me I was in an old building.
"I didn't know you bought an old retail building?"
"They want to revive the downtown area and others were buying. The price was right. We help each other here. Painting, plumbing, electric, it was all on exchange between us."
I shook my head. So many surprises and things that I missed while away. I was momentarily sad when thinking about it.
"You look sad, Josip. Don't be. I am happier than I've ever been. This is a small town, but we look out for each other. In many ways, it reminds me of the town I was born in Croatia."
She flipped some lights on and I was treated to the same calm and relaxing atmosphere. It was minimalist but not bare. There was color, but it wasn't overwhelming. There were various textures everywhere. Smooth polished shiny colored stones, woolen weavings, and artwork on the walls.
She opened a door. "This is your room. I didn't do much with it. I wanted to leave it up to you. We can paint if you want, I will not mind."
I walked in. The walls were a creamy butter yellow. The thick carpeting was white, the bedclothes the same butter yellow but a shade darker. Blue pillows matched an overstuffed blue chair by the window. A whitewashed wood dresser, nightstands, and table were the only other accouterments in the room.
"It's perfect. Absolutely perfect." I swung my eyes to her still looking at me anxiously. "You're remarkable. Certainly not the same woman I left. Not the mom that put up with beatings from her husband and barely flinched. You have become a strong and independent woman."
She smiled with a big breath. I hadn't realized she had been holding it and waiting. Not for the compliments, but for the abuse for anything he deemed she did wrong.
I quickly moved across the room and hugged her to me. She clung and I could feel her body shaking as she sobbed. I knew she had to let it out. I lifted her, walked over to the chair, and held her on my lap. She sobbed uncontrollably. All the years came out in one emotional moment.
I felt like a heel when my cock didn't detect the atmosphere and chose to rise and enjoy itself against her hip.
Her face was buried in my neck. Her hand was around my neck. Tits were pressed into my chest. her tighter against me. I felt like a lecher with my own mom, but there wasn't a damn thing I could do about it.
I woke up from my nap, and true to her promise smelled the wonderful scent of sarma in the air. I grew up on cabbage rolls, and my grandmother made them regularly when I was living with them.
She was busy at the sink and didn't see me, giving me time to watch her in her own environment. Long black hair streamed down to her lower back. She wore a white t-shirt tucked into jeans shorts and her feet were bare. Each tiny toenail was painted a shell pink to match her fingernails.
"Something smells good," I said, after finally getting my eyes filled with her.
She turned around and flushed. "I hoped you wanted some sarmas!"
My eyes locked on her breasts pushing through the stretchy knit of her shirt. I thought I could even see the dark shadow of her nipples or was that my imagination wanting it to be?
"Of course! I'd never pass them up. Baba made them very often."
"Then we will see who makes the best!" She walked into the living area. "I have to practice some new yoga moves. Do you mind?"
"No, not at all. I'll leave you alone," I said.
"Not necessary. You're welcome to stay. Maybe someday try yoga yourself!"
"Maybe," I said, grinning.
She unsnapped her shorts and pushed them down. I was momentarily shocked until I saw what I thought was a t-shirt, was a leotard. My heart pounded and my dick got hard so fast it ached. I quickly sat in a chair.
She proceeded to move into various positions that made my cock ache more as she did it. The fabric wedged in her gorgeous ass, and then when she turned, I noticed it was buried between her pussy lips. Her back arched which thrust her tits up pushing through the thin white fabric.
I began to imagine her naked doing this and my cock started leaking precum. My hand was over my cock squeezing. I thought, if this doesn't end soon, I can't be held responsible for the consequences.
Finally, she sat up. "Phew. Those were some new poses for me, and they were much tougher." She took a long drink of water out of her water bottle. Some dribbled out the corner, trailed down her neck, and stopped by her t-shirt which soaked it up. "Oh!" she said, looking down, at her shirt while she wiped the water with the back of her hand.
She looked at me, her eyes flared when she noticed the bulge in my pants, the look of want on my face.
"Oh Josip," she sighed. "You're my sina. How can I feel this way? To je pogresno."
"It's not wrong if we both want it," I said simply. "We're different now than we were. We barely recognize each other."
She nodded, agreeing to that. But I could tell not fully onboard. I was willing to wait. But that didn't mean I wouldn't keep trying. I was blinded to anything but her.
The next days were busy for us both. The government was allowing me to work from home until I got my first assignment, and my mom had yoga classes. I hadn't realized how many in this small town would participate. I wasn't surprised to see many men in her classes. Moreso for the women than the exercise. I dare say if the guys knew how hot the women were in their various forms of fitness wear, they would find that yoga was in fact very good for them.
I just closed the lid on the coffeemaker when she came into the kitchen. I rarely saw her in anything but yoga outfits. Until now, I didn't know that even was a thing. Now I was hyper-aware.
That the pants were thin and stretchy knit, making them skintight. That the tops were nearly sports bras that were made of the same thin knit. How the stretch held breasts tight, revealing every bump and dimple.
And after watching a few of her classes, I realized that mom's yoga attire wasn't nearly as revealing as many of the other women's. At the risk of sounding like a pervert, it was a voyeur's delight.
"You're looking sexy and sporty this morning," I commented, taking a sip of coffee. Her yoga pants this morning were light blue, and the tight midriff top was tie-dyed in blue, orange, and black.
She glanced at me, and I saw a flush across her cheeks. "Thank you, Jo. I made this one." She looked down. "I wanted something in bright colors. Happy."
"That it is. Happy. Sexy."
"Oh, behave yourself," she said, turning to pour her coffee.
The knit held her round ass like a lover's hands. She was just muscular enough from the yoga, but not overly so. Her thighs were shapely but muscular enough to make you imagine how they'd feel wrapped around you.
I watched her over the rim of my mug. I know I shouldn't be thinking that about my mom. But I was long past that. I couldn't look at her breasts without imagining what they looked like bare. Tight yoga pants crept into her slit and the crack of her ass, and I wished I could run the head of my cock in that same route.
I usually sported a hard-on when she was around. She was so used to it, that I noticed her looking more and taking a longer look. I figured from that, I was making progress, and I would play that for all it was worth.
"How's the coffee?" I asked, brushing against her while I poured another cup.
"I think I've finally trained you to make the good dobra kafa," she said, drifting into our Croatian language as she often did.
She leaned against the counter, and I placed my hand on her side, my thumb on the side of her breast. She quickly glanced at me and started to say something.
"Have you ever thought to start your own clothing line?" I asked rather innocently while rubbing my thumb on her breast and watching her nipple harden.
"Umm, not really." She swallowed hard. "I have some ask about it though."
I smiled, never taking my eyes off her breasts. "Maybe you should consider it then?" I knew she caught my double entendre and moved my thumb a fraction closer to that needy nipple.
"Yes," she said breathlessly.
I ran the pad of my thumb over her bullet-hard nipple before moving my hand away.
I rinsed my coffee cup and walked out of the kitchen without looking back.
Happy that my security clearance allowed me to stay right here for the next month, I began to set the laptop up for my new assignment. I heard a soft knock and looked up. I never closed my door since it was only us two that ever came into the living quarters on the second floor.
I had found a desk in the same whitewashed wood as the bedroom furniture, and an office chair from the local big box store. It was all I needed.
"Do you have time for me?" mom asked hesitantly.
I closed my laptop and waved her in. "Of course!"
She perched on the edge of my bed. Since she had multiple classes from morning until late evening, she often changed clothing during the day. From the bright tie dye of the morning to a beautiful shade of light purple. The top ended right below her breasts, leaving her toned midriff bare. Snug yoga pants in the same color hugged her curves.
"I was thinking about what you said this morning." I tore my eyes away from the nipples that threatened to poke through the stretchy fabric and nodded. "Someone asked me in class this morning. Because it can be very difficult to find what we wear," she waved her hand in front of her body, "because we are all such different shapes."
"You made this as well?" I asked, knowing full well she did, but wanting more time to ogle her breasts. This was a lower cut than normal and offered a wonderful view of her cleavage.
She nodded. "Yes. But I'm not sure how I would go about doing it. I don't have time to sew for them too," she shrugged.
"No, I can see that. You're tied up day and night with classes."
She stood up and went to look out the window which overlooked the main street of our little town.
"Yes. I cannot take on more." She crossed her arms under her breasts, oblivious that it only served to push them higher and overflow the neckline.
I stood behind her and put my hands on her shoulders. Instinctively she leaned back into me. Mental support. Closeness. It was all relative to us at this point. I really needed her as much as she needed me.
"I don't know either, but I can surely do some research to see what would be involved." I ran my hands up and down her arms. "If you'd like me to that is?"
I could feel the tension leave her body. I know after dealing with the abuse of my father, she valued her independence above all else. I could also see that she appreciated the encouragement, and I was happy to be there. I wrapped my arms around her bare midriff, and she put her arms over mine. We both looked out over the street activity for a moment.
"Yes, I think I would like that," she finally said.
I kissed the side of her neck and noticed her nipples poking through like bullets. Her skin was hot under my hands while I stroked her bare skin.
"I'll help you, majka. I'll always be here for you," I whispered in her ear. She shuddered in my arms.



I ran a flattened hand over her soft belly. She softly gasped and I nuzzled her neck. She arched, giving me more and I trailed my lips from her ear to her collarbone.
I brought my other hand up and lightly stroked her collarbones, my forearm pressing against her soft but firm breast. My fingers strayed across her chest and over the mountains of her full breasts. She arched a bit which pushed her ass back into me. She swallowed hard when she realized how hard m cock was for her.
"Josip," she breathed.
"For you, majka. It's like that for you."
I knew I had to take it slow with her and that she could bolt at any moment. I had all the time in the world and would give her the time she needed. I had no qualms that she didn't want me.
I slipped my fingers between her legs and felt the wet spot. Her yoga pants were tight between her pussy lips, and I ran a fingernail over the swollen lips.
"Oooh," she cooed.
I took that moment to heft a breast in my other hand. Not able to wait, I pushed the band up over her tits baring them and pulling it over her head. The purple fabric fluttered to the floor.
I pushed my throbbing cock against her ass. I palmed her bullet nipples that were dark brown, nearly black. Oh god, how I wanted my mouth on them but knew that would be too much for now.
I pinched and tugged her nipples while stroking my finger through the valley that her pants created. The fabric was so thin that she responded as though I were touching her bare pussy. It only took less than a minute and she was falling apart in my arms.
She ground her ass into my cock and mewed out waves of orgasms. Her juices easily soaked through onto my fingers. I held her tight as her knees weakened.
Her head dropped. "Oh, Josip," she whispered breathlessly.
I turned her in my arms to face me. Her face was flushed, her brown eyes velvet soft. She looked at me from under those long black lashes. She looked as though she wanted to blame or apologize.
"Don't. Stop it. Go with it. We did nothing wrong between us. And it is between us." I brushed my lips across hers. "And it will happen again. And again. Because it's what we both want."
Not able to stop myself, I leaned down and took a nipple between my teeth and tugged, then sucked it into my mouth. She wove her fingers through my hair, her chest rising and falling. I pulled away with a loud plop, picked up her top, and handed it to her.
"I'll do some research for you."
She took it and held it to her chest, not covering her gorgeous tits. She looked about to say something, but just smiled a little shyly and left the room.
From then on, our relationship changed. At least her attitude towards me. She didn't keep me at arm's length of a son. She talked to me more as a friend and allowed more touching. Innocent as it was. But I had patience. I could push it a bit if I saw an opportunity of course.
We found that getting your own clothing line was no easy feat. We also discovered that there was a small manufacturer a few towns away that did just what mom needed. The reality was she would not need hundreds of one piece, and that was where this manufacturer came in. They dealt in small lots.
Although she was willing to go alone, I wanted to go just to see some of the areas again. It had been a long time since I spent time in the Poconos. She acquiesced.
I left her to conduct business on her own and walked through the town. It was somewhat larger than ours, but not by much. The facility must employ most of the residents, I chuckled to myself.
I stopped for a beer, in what turned out to be the nightclub of the town offering food, drinks, and entertainment.
She was beaming when she concluded her business, so I knew it was a success.
We were just in time for the after-dinner music, a three-piece band. They had no hrvatska vina, so we settled on merlot, which was gone by the end of the dinner.
"Let's dance," I said, standing and holding out my hand.
She hesitated and looked around, but we were in a darkened corner and the tables were spread.
I held her around the waist, leaving her no choice but putting her arms around my neck. The wine had mellowed her. She looked at me with soft dreamy eyes and I smiled, pulling her tighter against me.
She sighed and melted into me. We swayed to the music. Her hard nipples push into my chest, my hard cock pushing into her mound. I slid my hands down to her ass and lifted her into me.
"Oh, Jo," she sighed in my ear.
"You feel so good against me," I whispered, and she moaned softly.
Her round globes were firm and muscular and hotter than any woman half her age. I knew she wasn't celibate after the divorce and hoped she experienced the best of men. I know I intended to show her that.
"You know I want you. I need to bury myself in you. Taste you. I want your juices all over my face when you cum over and over for me. I want to watch you riding my cock." She shivered in my arms. "Those magnificent breasts bouncing as you slide up and down my hard cock. Taking me deep inside you."
The ride home seemed to take forever. I couldn't wait to finally have her.
We parked out front and as we crossed the mosaic tile to the door, we crunched on glass.
"Oh no!" she cried.
Someone had thrown a rock through the window. It was too small that they would have broken in. Just vandalism. Even in small towns, I thought sadly.
She called the police to make a report while I gathered what I needed to cover the window until we could get it replaced tomorrow.
By the time it was over, the window covered, and the report finished, we lost the spell.
She retreated to her room, as did I after pouring a couple of fingers of bourbon.
The following morning she came into the kitchen dressed in red and black floral yoga pants and a red tank top. She was again braless, but her breasts still sat high on her chest, her nipples upturned.
"None of the women in your classes wear bras either," I noted.
"No, they are too restrictive," she smiled. "Something you like, I am sure."
I shrugged and said, "Sure."
We both laughed.
She walked by and I caught her arm. She swung around and looked at me. Her long hair fell over her shoulders, and I had to run my fingers through it.
"It's beautiful." I swept it over her shoulders and down, the backs of my fingers brushing her nipples. "Someday I will see them peeking through this."
The blush came through her olive skin because she knew what I meant.
"Someday you will join one of my yoga classes. Beginner of course," she smiled and left.
I was sure that was a challenge and intended on calling her bluff one of these days. Soon.
Several weeks later I came down in the early evening wearing knit shorts and a t-shirt ready for my first yoga class.
She looked up and said, "Oh, you are going to join the class?"
"I'll try!"
"Would you like to run through poses now? Just to get stretched and give you an idea of what you'll be doing?"
"Sure!"
She grinned and we walked into the living room. She explained each pose had a name and gave me examples.
She ran me through standing poses called Warrior. Not too tough so far, I thought. Triangle then Forward Bend. I hadn't worked out since leaving Croatia, but I was a runner there and belonged to a gym, so not totally out of shape.
Then on the floor, I went to do a Cat Cow Stretch which was trickier than it seemed. She ran her hand down my back to make sure I was stretching correctly.
"This is called the Bridge." She demonstrated it and rolled to her knees next to me. I did it while she felt my ass. "Tighten those muscles," she demanded. Then she placed her hand on my lower stomach. "Tighten those muscles as well."
As she started touching me, my cock came to attention. The bridge really highlighted how happy he was. She seemed to pay no attention.
Next was the Seated Straddle. She ran her hands down my inner thighs, encouraging me to spread wider. I stretched my muscles and was able to spread wide. She ran her fingers from my knee, up my thigh, but instead of lifting her hand, ran her fingers over my cock and balls, then down the other thigh to my knee.
"Mmm, that wasn't fair, majka," I said.
She was on her knees facing me. Suddenly she leaned forward and pressed her lips to mine. I lost my balance and slowly laid back, or she pushed me back, until she was on top of me, laying between my legs.
Our kiss quickly turned hot and steamy. I grabbed her ass and pulled her into my throbbing cock. Her hands on me had stoked my fire. She raised to her elbows. I was shirtless but felt the hardness of her nipples on my chest. I quickly pulled the tank over her head and tossed it across the room.
Skin on skin and we moaned. I kneed my legs between hers, so her pussy was spread on the bulge in my shorts. I had her under my arms and pulled her up so that her nipples dropped into my mouth. I sucked on them voraciously, having wanted them since I first saw her at the airport.
She moaned and ground her pussy into me. I chewed on each nipple and kneaded the firm globes. I couldn't get enough. I buried my face between them and hooked my fingers under the waist of her pants and began to push them down. She wiggled to help me and she bent her knees and I tugged them off her toes.
"Oh my god," I said, stroking her hot wet pussy. "You're so wet for me."
"Yes, for you," she replied, her hips rocking uncontrollably. Suddenly the alarm on her watch began to chime. She groaned. "Time for class."
"Mama! You can't leave me like this," I said childishly. She pushed up. Her cunt straddled over the aching bulge.
"Poor baby," she said.
She stood up, still straddling me. Her smooth pussy lips were swollen and pink. A tuft of black curls at the front. It drove me crazy to look up at her long legs, her open wet cunt, and her big nipple tits. It was all I could do to not pull her down under me and fucking her. For childish spite, I pulled the front of my shorts down and held my throbbing red cock up.
"Will you be coming to class," she asked after a moment of looking. Before I even answered she turned and picked up her clothing and walked out of the room.
If there was a word that was worse than frustrated, that was me. My balls and cock ached. I couldn't get the sight of looking up at her hot sexy body out of my mind. I went to my room and tried to get some work done, but no way was going to happen.
A few hours later I heard the door at the top of the stairs close. Sounds from the kitchen as she got something to eat. Then I heard her bedroom door close. The pipes rattled in these old buildings allowing anyone to know you were using the toilet... Or the shower. Easy to tell by the length of time they rattled. I looked at the clock after the pipes stopped clanking.
After five minutes, I tossed the covers off, shivered chill, and slowly opened my door. Just as silently I opened the door to her room.
The streetlights threw enough light into her room that my eyes quickly adjusted. She lay on her side, the sheet tucked up under her chin. I could tell by the even slow rise and fall of the blanket that she was asleep.
I eased the bedclothes back and carefully slid between the sheets. They were cotton soft. I put my head on the pillow and sniffed, enjoying the scent of her, the warmth of her just inches from my body.
Her breathing altered and I knew she was aware of me.
"Josip," she said so silently that I wasn't sure if it was a breath or a word.
I slid up behind her, already knowing that she was naked. I ran my hand up her thigh, over her hip, and up her side. Four fingers fondled the side of her breast. She moaned softly and pushed back against me.
She lifted her leg and my cock slipped between her thighs. She trapped my hardness against her steamy hot cunt. She covered my hand with hers and moved it over her breast. Her nipple grew hard against my palm.
She reached between her legs and pressed the sensitive head of my cock between her soft lips. I rocked my hips, rubbing the head on her inflamed clit. She groaned low in her throat. She still held me tight between those sweet lips. Suddenly she shuddered and growled long and loud. I pinched and rolled her nipple and she arched, pushing her tit into my hand.
After it was over, she let out a long shaky sigh. She lifted her leg back over my hip. I was still stroking through the hot lips, but she tipped her hips and the head slipped in her entrance.
She whimpered and I pushed in. Oh my god never have I ever felt like I did driving my cock deep into my mom. I wanted her on top of me. I wanted to watch her fly off the edge. But I knew there was a reason she wanted it this way, and I was going to do whatever made her the most comfortable. I let her take the lead. We had plenty of time for more.
I gasped in her ear, tugging her earlobe between my teeth. I slipped my arm under her and had both tits in my hands. I kneaded and squeezed, and she panted, pushing back on my cock to the same tempo.
She rolled to her stomach, and I followed, staying deep. She spread her thighs wide and raised to drop her tits into my hands. I thrust in deep, and she moaned, pushing back to meet me. Our bodies pounded together. She growled deep and low, and her cunt contracted on my aching cock.
"Oh my god yeah," I ground out. I drove deep and pumped my seed deep inside my mom.
We stayed locked together until I softened and slipped out. She rolled to face me.
"I'm sorry, I---"
"No apologies. Ever." I stopped her. "I know why, and we will do whatever makes you most comfortable."
She pressed against me, our bodies tight from knees to chest. We kissed. I ran my hand down her back to her ass and kneaded.
"I'm so sensitive there," she moaned.
"I noticed. I love it." I pulled her thigh over my hip and continued to play with her fabulous ass. "Damn, you get me so hot," I gritted, feeling my balls churning again.
I slid down a bit and held her breast, teasing her nipple on my lips.
"Oh yesss," she whispered, holding my head to her breast. "My boy."
I sucked like my life depended on it. I went from breast to breast, nipple to nipple. I couldn't get enough. She tasted so good. I needed more.
I parted her soft thighs and gazed at the fat swollen lips. The tuft of black curls at the front. Her pussy was wet with juices. I licked to taste her and groaned.
I buried my face between her legs. Tasting and taking in her scent. The woman that made me. That bore me.
I tickled her clit with my tongue until her thighs clamped around my head and she had another loud growling orgasm. I've never gotten this aroused tasting anyone ever before. My cock was hard again and I had to fuck her.
I moved over her, her thighs spread wide. She looked up at me and wordlessly let me know. I drove into her. I was out of control this time. I had to fuck her. And fuck her hard.
She planted her feet flat on the bed and pushed her hips up to grab my cock tight and meet me thrust for thrust. The slamming of our bodies reverberated off her bedroom walls. We gasped for breath. Growls and moans emanated from each of us.
"Jebi me, Josip!" she shouted. The intensity of her words stoked the flames.
"Yes, fuck me, mama," I grunted.
I put her ankles over my shoulders watching her tits bounce on her chest. Took in the look of lust on her face. I dropped her legs and supported myself over her and began to pound into her faster and harder. I was out of control.
"Jebi me," she murmured over and over. Her nails dug into my biceps, and her cunt was impossibly tight on my cock. My balls slapped against her ass. I drove in deep. I grunted every thrust. Her gasps punctuated every stroke.
It was pure sex. Pure pleasure. Nothing interfered with the physicality of what we were doing. My cock in her. The ultimate connection. A connection that should never be made between a son and his mother.
We both raced towards the summit. Suddenly I dropped down, kissed her, drove deep, and locked in. She wrapped her legs around me while I pumped my hot seed deep into her womb.
"God, how much I love you," I murmured against her lips before I kissed her.
To think how abusive my father was towards her infuriated me. It was my job now to make sure the rest of her life was nothing but pleasure with a man.
We slept together all night. Mostly in each other's arms. Certainly intertwined and as close as we could get. And although I was all man and could make her fall apart when I was inside her, I was still her boy and she was still my mama.
"Lazy bones," she said when I appeared late for breakfast.
"Someone wore me out last night!" I delighted in seeing the flush slide across her cheeks.
I grabbed a mug of coffee and filled hers before taking a seat. She placed our full plates on the table and before she could walk away, I pulled her onto my lap. She giggled, but her robe gaped revealing her luscious tits. I slipped my hand inside and stroked the sensitive underside.
"Your breakfast is getting cold," she gritted out.
"Yes, but you've made me hot." I kissed her and she kissed me back, taking it deep and steamy, forgetting breakfast.
I kneaded her tits and played with her nipples. My cock grew hard under her ass and she rocked into it. I groaned at the tease.
I spread her robe and gazed at her toned body. She was such a beautiful woman. I teased the black tuft of hair and slipped my finger down to stroke through her slit. She sucked in a sharp breath.
I looked at her and smiled while I pushed a finger inside her hot body. I watched her eyes turn into liquid brown velvet. She looked at me, half-lidded, lips parted. I pushed two fingers in her and toyed with her clit with my thumb.
Her head fell back on a moan. I reached up and pulled the pin out of her hair watching it tumble down to cover her tits.
"Beautiful," I murmured.
Suddenly her cunt tightened around my fingers and began rhythmic contractions and she growled out a loud climax. She regained her breath, stood up, straddled me, and had my cock out through the fly of my shorts and on it in one move.
I shouted from the shock and the pleasure. She began to bounce on my cock, her tits thrashing up and down. Her fingers dug into my shoulders and she was lost to fucking me.
I tensed my ass and drove up, bucking underneath her, driving hard and deep.
Her head fell back, and her long hair tickled my thighs. A low moan came out of her mouth only punctuated by the hard banging of our bodies. She rode me for all she was worth. Her cunt was like a velvet glove around my cock.
I barked out a shout, grabbed her hips, and held her. She ground down, taking my cock deep while I unloaded a fiery stream of cum inside her.
"O moj bože, O moj bože," she moaned.
"Oh my god, is right," I gasped.
She still straddled me, her face in my neck, tits mashed against my chest. Her cunt was still clamped down on my softening cock and I was not about to move her.
After a moment she raised her head, hair streaking across her face, looking sexy as hell.
"I told you your breakfast would get cold, you zločesti dečko."
I laughed. "If I'm a naughty boy, what does that make you? Seksi mama."
"I don't mind that," she said, wrapping her arms around my neck and kissing me.
"Remember what happened last time you kissed me? Breakfast got cold." She grinned mischievously. "But I also got fucked."
"Uhhh huh," she said, rising and swinging her leg over to stand next to me. "I need a shower."
A few minutes after I heard her shower start, I stepped in.
"Wash my back," I said.
"Is that all?" she said coyly.
"I have a most passionate mother, and she's more than I can keep up with," I said sadly, looking down at my cock, clearly in repose.



"Oh, that's alright my son, you always have fingers and a tongue!"
I looked at her in shock. "Debauched, I tell you!" And giving her body a once over, I said, "And what a lucky son I am."
We soaped each other lovingly learning every square inch of each other's body. I toweled her dry with a big soft fluffy towel. She wrapped it around her and walked out of the bathroom. I finished drying and found her stretched on her bed like a French model.
"​Jaja su mi prazna!" I cried.
"I'll fill them back up soon enough," she smiled and crooked her finger at me.
I unwrapped the towel from my waist and let it drop. Her eyes dropped to my cock, and she licked her lips. It's going to be a long hot afternoon; I thought to myself and went and jumped on the bed.
We spent the day fooling around in bed and I had to get some work done. She showered and went to lead two classes and I logged into my computer. I had a message to call in and found I had another two weeks, and I would be traveling on assignment. I would not be able to tell her where I was going or why, but she would be less interested in that than the fact I would be leaving.
That night at dinner I said, "Majka, I got my new assignment today."
She looked up. "For how long?"
"Probably two months," I said, appreciating that she didn't ask questions.
She nodded and tried to mask the sadness on her face.
"This is home. I'll return when I can. You know that."
"Of course, I do," she said, finding a smile for me.
After we cleaned up the dinner dishes, she took me by the hand and led me to her room. She tucked her fingers under the lower edge of her yoga tank and pulled it over her head. She inched her tight yoga pants over her hips and down. She stood naked in front of me.
I pulled my t-shirt off and pushed my shorts down. I walked into her bathroom and began to run water in her large clawfoot bathtub. I looked in the cabinet and found the spicy mineral salts I knew she'd have for her baths and sprinkled it in the water.
I stepped over the edge and eased into the steamy bay rum-scented water. She walked in and smiled when she saw me. I helped her settle down between my legs and she leaned back against my chest. She sighed as the steamy scent wafted around us and silken water lapped against our skin.
I watched her tits bob and float in the water over her shoulder. I cupped my hands and let the water dribble down her chest into the water. She looked back over her shoulder, and we kissed.
"I'm going to miss you, ​moj dečko. For many reasons."
"I will miss you as well, majka. I won't be able to get away so I cannot come to see you. Not until the assignment is over."
"I know," she said sadly. "I understand. Let's not talk about it."
I wrapped my arms under her tits and pulled her up out of the water. His ass slid back into my hard cock.
"I can't get enough of these, you know," I whispered in her ear while I kneaded her tits. I twisted and tugged at her black nipples.
"Mmm that feels so good when you do that," she murmured her head back on my shoulder.
Her skin was like silk from the minerals in the water. I ran my hands over her stomach and between her thighs. She hummed softly when I began to toy with her clit.
I worked the water up into a frenzied whirlpool around it. She arched and mewed as waves of orgasm took over. I kept up the swirling water around her sensitive clit. Her hips rocked under the water. She jerked when my finger brushed the delicate nub. Suddenly she grabbed my hand, unable to take any more.
"How do you do that to me," she gasped, out of breath. "I never..."
"I know. That's why I am," I stated simply. "I know he never did anything for you." It was difficult to call him my dad. "Did you meet anyone after? Or since you've been here?"
"One or two," she said shyly.
"It's nothing to be embarrassed about. You deserve enjoyment in your life. You are a beautiful and sexy woman that any man would be thankful to have in their bed. Just make sure they treat you right. Like a queen."
She nodded and when I looked, I saw tracks of tears down her cheeks. She had been beaten and broken. Even though she was a different woman, the scars were still there.
That final week we spent every moment together that we weren't working. Sometimes it was just locked together watching a movie. Other times it was steamy sweaty sex. But we were together. I knew I'd be back, but she wasn't as sure. She wasn't as trusting, which I understood.
I had been busy with the new assignment and had not been able to contact her for over two months. I worried needlessly, I'm sure. I missed her. As my mom and as my lover.
I parked against the curb and walked by the glass that had long been replaced. I could see her leading the yoga class through the glare of the door. She didn't see me and I could watch her for a moment. Still the most beautiful majka in the world.
I opened the door, and she looked up and ran into my arms.
"You came back!" she cried. "I knew you would."
We saved the kiss and loving for later. Another hour wouldn't make a difference. We had the rest of our lives.

~~~ the end ~~~
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Chapter 02

James...
"Just hang on to me, dad." She walked slowly and I held her arm to follow.
"Blindfold hmm. Are we getting into the kinky stuff now?" I asked, bracing myself.
We had been hot and heavy on the tease. Recently there were distractions, but it was still just as hot. I still slept in her bed every night. Demolition on my bedroom was done, and according to Gina, almost done.
She laughed. "No. Well, at least not yet." We took a few more steps. "Stop." I heard a door open. "Now a few more steps." The door closed behind us.
"Now?!" I said excitedly.
She pulled the blindfold off. Took me a moment to get my bearings, then to focus on the room.
"Well?"
"Is this my bathroom?" I asked, gazing around, not recognizing a thing. It was much bigger in the first place. Warm browns and tans in place of the white and pastels.
She walked over to the two vanities, back-to-back. "One is kitchen counter height, and the other is normal. No more bending over for you!"
I was five nine and could appreciate that idea already. The lighting was all voice controlled of course, and she ran through the cycles. The vanity lights dimmed, and spots came on in the glass-enclosed shower.
"Wow wow wow," I said. "Sexy. And much better at the sink. No one ever thinks of that!"
"You like?" she asked timidly. "I didn't know if it was too over the top or not."
"Not at all. Very... umm... titillating." I waggled my eyebrows. "At least for a normally functional room."
The outer wall of the shower was also glass and open to anyone in the backyard. Because of the long established trees and greenery around the house, it would be private from the surrounding neighbors.
"If you feel shy," she said, and hit a button on the corner and the glass instantly fogged. I looked at her and raised my eyebrows. "Look, here's a sauna!"
I peeked in and saw the rich wood interior. "You know I love it. Thank you, baby."
"And steam," she pointed to another door. I whistled through my teeth.
The commode was in a closed area. "Mmm, I'm liking that tub too. Big enough for two."
She laughed. "I hoped you'd notice."
"This means the bedroom is done as well?" She smiled coyly. "Oh, you're a naughty one. Do we start here and end up there? I don't know if I can take any more surprises like this one."
"So, you like it then?"
I walked over and put my arms around her. "I love it, baby. I love you. As my daughter and my lover. I'm thrilled to share it with you."
We kissed. She began to unbutton my shirt and pushed it off my shoulders. I pulled her tank up over her head and admired her fabulous breasts overflowing the pink lace bra. She reached behind her and opened it. I caught her tits in my hands.
"Mmm, you always know what I like," she said, arching her back and pushing the firm globes into my hands. I pinched and tugged the hard nipples into long bullets.
I hit the button to clear the window wall, and she adjusted the many jets and heads. We stepped into the steamy cascade.
"I never thought I was an exhibitionist, but this is kind of a turn-on," I said, facing the window wall.
She wrapped her arms around me from behind. "And you never know who is looking at this big fat daddy cock of yours," she whispered and wrapped her fingers around it. "Just imagine what they'd think if they knew it was your daughter playing with your cock. How many would be shocked, but how many would be turned on."
"Mmm," her words were driving me higher and I turned around. "What if I fucked you while they watched. They'd see me ball deep in my girl."
She took a shuddering breath and tipped her head back to let the water rush over her head and down the front of her body. Streaming over her breasts and dripping off her nipples.
We ran our soapy slick hands over each other's bodies. Her slippery hands on my cock and balls nearly drove me over the edge. I teased her clit and ran a finger through her soft folds. She was panting for release, but I kept her on the edge.
She trembled and whimpered, "I want you to fuck me. I need you inside me, daddy. I give. I can't wait any longer."
We quickly toweled off, and I walked into a bedroom I didn't recognize. But I was only interested in the bed and having my daughter in it with me.
"Lights sex," she commanded. The room darkened to sensual illumination.
I held her and followed her onto the bed. She spread her legs and I sank into the cradle of her soft thighs.
She slid her hands down my back and squeezed my ass, pulling me towards her.
"You want me now, baby?" She moaned, arched her back, and thrashed her head. I guided the head of my cock up and down the soft crease and combined my precum with her juices.
She dug he heels in and reared up, taking the head into her tight canal. I gritted my teeth but lost control and drove into her hard and deep. Her loud groan of pleasure was only drowned out by my own.
I ground in deep and stopped, allowing her to adjust, allowing us to take in the pleasure.
"Oh my god, dad. It's never been like this. Your cock inside me... Like it was meant to be."
"I do baby, I fit you perfectly."
My hips began to move spontaneously. She dug her heels in and pushed up. Our bodies banged together almost violently as we moved hard and fast. All that teasing culminated in this.
Our gasps and loud breaths reverberated off the walls. All the pent-up sexual needs. All the emotions of a father buried to the hilt in his daughter. And the daughter invited an invasion that they both knew was wrong, which only served to drive them higher.
The culmination of everything right this moment. Locked together in the most intimate way a man and woman could be. On the brink of filling her with my seed. The seed I made her with.
The sex was a nearly out-of-body experience. Never have I ever felt like this while having sex with anyone else. Now I knew that's what it was with everyone else. Even her mother. Sex. Just pure sex. Fucking.
This was loving. The love between us transcended into a physical realm. Was there any purer form of this kind of intimacy? Certainly not in my experience.
She trembled and began to come, starting with quiet moans into ongoing wails. The contractions of her pussy on my cock sent me over the edge and fireworks went off. I drove deep and emptied my balls into her.
I stayed in her until my cock slipped out. She whimpered when it did.
"I've never felt anything like that, dad. Never. A couple of times... I thought I was out of my body watching us. It was surreal." She looked up into my eyes and they conveyed the same feeling. "You felt it too."
I rolled off her and pulled her to my side. "Baby, the only thing I do know is that it has never been like that for me. Ever. With anyone. I don't know what you did to me..."
She raised her head from my shoulder and looked at me. "No one. Not even mom? Your lover?"
"No never. With anyone."
I looked up to the soft glow of a glittering chandelier, centered over the bed. It occurred to me I hadn't seen the bedroom yet. I could see the modern metal pencil post bed, the light hit the swirls in the aluminum making the posts appear to glow.
"What I can see so far is pretty damn awesome," I said. She gave a voice command, and a fireplace sprang to life. Lights washed the satiny grey slate from ceiling to floor.
"I'd walk you on a tour but don't want to leave the bed," she giggled.
"Later baby. It looks fantastic. Are you going to share it with me?" I asked hopefully.
"I already filled my side of the vanity up," she laughed.
"Mmm, that's what I wanted to hear," I said, happier than she even knew that she'd be here with me.
I didn't know where we were going with this relationship. If anywhere. She deserved a life beyond me, but just for a while, I want her to myself.
We napped for an hour. I woke her up with my head between her soft thighs.
"Mmm, you taste so good, baby."
She moaned and arched, whimpering out a long orgasm. Her juices covered my face as I took her to the peak again.
"Oh my god," she groaned out, her body going limp. "Why is it I cum so hard with you. More than I ever have."
"I'd like to think I'm just that good, but I'm pretty sure it's the taboo aspect of it. I mean this is nothing we can talk about to anyone. Very few would understand." I gathered her against me, and she cuddled in.
"You know, I'm glad you're feeling better about mom," she said. "I was worried about your drinking."
"I know you were baby. It was not just your mom being gone, but a lot of guilt about my actions. I came back to my marriage for you, but I resented your mom because she refused to get help for our relationship." I hesitated, not sure if I should share, but I needed to be honest. "I had some amount of guilt because while we were separated, I was seeing another woman. I honestly thought our marriage was over." I scrubbed my face with my hand. "When your mom died, all that came down on me. I was mourning what we didn't have just as much as her being gone. Thank you for saving me from myself."
She snuggled closer. "Thank you for being honest with me. I can't imagine what you went through. All I can say is you need to put it behind you. It's time to move on with your life."
The drive to work made me think about how my life has changed. Along with my attitude. Being upfront with Gina took a weight off my shoulders. I know what happens in a relationship when both aren't honest. I'm not making that same mistake with my daughter.
Gina...
I put the finishing touches on our bedroom. That's how I've thought of it. Ours. I wasn't going to consider much into the future. It was even hard to imagine what relationship we'd have in a year much less even five years.
I do know that dad needed a change, and I was the one that was going to do that for him. From his environment to his sexual release, I was taking charge for a while. After his confessions, why he was so upset over mom's death was clear to me. It was not just her death.
It's hard to mourn someone when you feel so much resentment. The fact that she wouldn't put forth an effort to help their marriage says a lot about her. Even though he's guilty about his office assistant, at the time he felt they were on the road to divorce.
I had to come to terms that he remained in their marriage because of me. So many men walk and never look back or become bored weekend fathers. Dad gave up his true happiness to give us a family life. Few men would do that.
He deserved to be spoiled now.
I sat up on the lifeguard tower and had to keep concentrating on my job. I couldn't afford to daydream when lives were in my hands. My time here at the country club would be ending soon. Another month and it would be autumn.
and I'd be going back to school.
"I ordered you a turkey wrap," dad said, pushing the plate over as I sat down.
"Thanks, looks good. I'm hungry!"
We made some small talk while we ate. The server came over, cleared the table, and topped off our soft drinks. I was so happy to see he still wasn't using alcohol to deal with things.
"You can feel the air changing," he noted. "Fall isn't far off."
"No, and then it's back to classes for me," I said sadly. "I can't imagine how much I'm going to miss you."
"It's going to be tough on us both," he agreed. "But you'll be home for breaks, and I'll come to visit."
I nodded; my eyes ready to overflow. I knew it wouldn't be the same. I wanted to do as much with dad as possible before I left. I wanted to encourage him to start dating. The two of us would always have a relationship. Always. But we needed to consider the future.
"Do you ever hear from Ina?" I asked and his head swung around quickly. He looked at me and laughed.
"Not for years. She's with another firm that does work for us, but I don't have a reason to see her. What makes you ask that?"
I shrugged. "Just wondered." I leaned forward. "I'm interested in anyone that can make my daddy happy and keep his big fat daddy cock happy," I whispered.
"Grrrrrr," he growled. "That's what you're doing now, young lady. Look what you've done!"
I peered over the edge of the table and saw the rise in his shorts. "Yum, and I'd love some dessert."
We always sat off in the corner of the pool and the hibiscus hedge separated us from the parking lot. He got up, turned, and cut around the end. He disappeared so quickly that no one even noticed. I glanced around and followed his path.
He was waiting, grabbed my hand, and walked quickly through the parking lot. I heard the chirping of the Cadillac doors, and we dove into the back seat.
"Get your shorts off!" I commanded.
He began to nervously fumble with his shorts. As soon as he had them unzipped, I pulled them down. I wasn't about to blow him through his fly like a total hussy.
He slouched down and I knelt on the floor behind the front seats. His cock was standing straight up, throbbing and waving with the beat of his pulse.
"I'll keep watch." That was the last thing he said before I sucked the precum-leaking head.
I scrubbed my tongue over the sensitive skin and probed the hole with my tongue. I squeezed the shaft in my hand and pulled the skin back while I sucked on the end. He moaned when I swirled my tongue around the rim and flicked the sensitive spot underneath.
"Oh baby," he moaned softly, trembling.
I circled my fingers around the base tightly and began to fuck his cock with my hot steamy mouth. My head bobbed up and down in his lap. I felt his cock swell even harder and knew he was near. I fucked his cock faster, sucked, and grazed lightly with my teeth. He groaned louder and began thrusting.
One loud growl and his cock shot off like a geyser. I quickly sucked down all the cum, then licked his cock clean. He hurriedly put him away and zipped up.
My lunchtime was nearly over, but just enough time to swim a lap or two in the pool. Mostly to hide the wet stain on the crotch of my bathing suit.
James...
Nothing can top a blow job from your daughter for lunch, so I went home and putzed around the house. I hadn't brought it up to Gina yet, but I was considering selling the mansion. The pro side on my list was much much longer than the con side, but I needed to get her input on it. After all, she would be the one to inherit this house eventually.
I grabbed a cup of coffee and headed to my new bedroom. As I settled into the recliner in the reading nook, as she called it, I surveyed the room. I thought about her bedroom and what she had done with that. Her talents couldn't be denied, and I wondered if business was her first love.
I looked out over the balcony to a sky that was the bluest I'd ever seen. Or maybe because it was no longer in the fog I lived in for all those years.
I had always assumed she would take over when I retired. She was the only family member that could. But do I want to saddle her with that if it isn't her first love? I could see her, and I would have to have a long talk about the future.
"I wondered where you were!"
I opened my eyes from a dream about Gina to her leaning over my chair.
"Mmm, you're not a dream," I murmured.
"Most definitely not," she said, kissing me. "You were enjoying your room?"
I pulled her onto my lap. "I was. You've done a beautiful job with it." She snuggled against me. "Your room as well. You have a real eye for design."
"Thanks. It's fun for me to do."
"There are a few things we should talk about, Gina."
"Oh no, that sounds serious," she said, burying her face in my neck.
I laughed. "Well, not bad things. At least I don't think they are." I stroked her hair. "I was wondering if your heart is really into taking over the business eventually. Be honest."
"Hmm." She put her head up and looked at me before gazing out the French doors. "I guess I never thought about it. Sounds silly I guess, but it was my destiny, so I never considered alternatives."
"I don't want you to do it if your heart isn't in it. We can work something else out. I want you to do what you love.
"I'll think about it," she said, slipping her fingers into the waistband of my shorts.
I pushed her hand away. "You're in such a rush!" I laughed. "Something else I wanted to talk to you about."
"Oh noooooo, so much serious in one day is tough on me," she pouted, and I ignored it.
"What would you think about us selling this place?"
She pushed up to her elbow. "Really? You'd sell this place? But it was your mom and dad's home. Your home."
"Yes yes, it's all that. But one thing it's too big for us both, and down the road, me."
She pondered for a moment before saying, "Yeah, that is true."
"Have you ever had visions of you living here when something happened to me?"
"Ugh, dad." She frowned. "I guess it's another thing I never considered. The destiny thing again. Which isn't really a bad thing. I guess it makes it easier to not have to make decisions?" she smiled wryly.
I nodded. "I get it. I never expected it of you, you know. Your life was almost planned out before you even grew up." I chuckled.
"It was comfortable. I knew what I was doing before I did it and I guess I kinda liked it." She rested her chin on her fist on my chest and looked at me. "What about us? I mean, what do you see for us in the future?"
I sighed and brushed the hair out of her face. "I honestly don't know, love. Talk about a complicated relationship." I gave a ironic chuckle. "We're damned if we do and damned if we don't, I fear."
"What if you meet someone?"
"What if you meet someone?"
She rolled her eyes. "Not fair, dad."
"No, but honest. We have to be careful to always keep it real. I guess we could what-if all day. Just take it as it comes?" That was all I could come up with right now, glad we got some issues out in the open.
"Yeah, you gave me some things to think about. I'm glad you're still my dad too because I never considered all that."
"I'll always be your dad," I said, leaning down to kiss her. "This is just extra." She giggled.
She slipped her thigh between mine. My hardening cock pressed into her hip, and she moaned and rocked.
"You know, when I picked this chair out for you, one thing I looked for was that we could fuck in it. Should we make sure I chose well?"
She stood up and slowly shimmied out of her shorts and tossed them aside, her t-shirt joining them. She stood in a sexy black lace bra and bikini panties, then cocked her hip, and posed.
"Oh baby," I murmured, as I lifted my ass off the chair and yanked my shorts down and off. My cock sprung up like a lever and waved wildly in the air.
She leaned over and pressed the button to lift the footrest and angle the back down.
"Poor thing, he looks like he needs lots of attention," she cooed, kissing the tip, then her pink tongue flicked out to lick the precum from her lips. I shuddered to see that.
She climbed on the chair, placing a knee on each side of my hip. "I need a ride, cowboy," she said coyly while sliding her hot wet pussy down my cock. She rocked and ground down, taking my cock deeper.
"Mmm," was all I could manage when she began to ride.
As she rose her cunt squeezed tight around my cock and I hissed through my teeth. Slowly, slowly she rose up and down her cunt determined to milk my balls. She tipped her head back and gave a deep sigh as she drew more pleasure for herself.



"You feel so hot and hard inside me," she murmured, riding a bit faster.
She drove me higher and higher doing that. I gripped her thighs, wanting to drive up into her, but held back. Determined to not lose control. To enjoy the slow grind. Appreciate the slow trip to the top, knowing that when I went off the edge, it would be spectacular. She adjusted and began moaning when my cock abraded her clit.
"Cum for me, baby," I said.
I grimaced when her cunt began to squeeze rhythmically. I didn't want to cum yet. I wanted to draw it out as long as we could. As I could. Another orgasm like that and I'd be flying off into the stratosphere too.
I rubbed my palms on her hard nipples, making her moan louder. Her nipples were like long bullets while I tugged and twisted.
She flattened her hands on my chest and rode faster, riding the waves of orgasm again. This time she took me with her.
"Oh fuck," I ground out, grunting with each peak of my orgasm.
I heard the last of her soft mews and she collapsed on my chest.
"Dad. It just keeps getting better," she said breathlessly.
"Yes it does, love," I agreed and hugged her against me.
Gina...
Dad's heart-to-heart about my career and the house surprised me. I loved him that much more for being sensitive to my needs, over his preferences.
I grew up knowing I'd take over the business. No one else in the family could do it, so it was always up to me. Truth be known, I never minded. I was looking forward to stepping into my dad's role, just as he did for his dad.
But he planted the seed that I might want to do something else. I had to admit to myself I loved decorating. I was proud of my room and surprised myself with how beautiful dad's room is. But would I want to do that for the rest of my life? That was going to take some consideration. Classes would be starting soon, and I would have to decide if I wanted to change my major, switch schools, or what.
I thought about the house I grew up in. I loved it, but because it was always the same as when my grandparents lived it, I never really thought of it as ours. Mom was never interested in changing anything, and dad was busy with the business. It is a huge old mansion, much out of date. The kitchen and bathrooms were in wonderful condition, but old-fashioned.
But if I had to make a decision, sell or stay, I know right now what I'd prefer. But not for the reason dad might think.
"Every time I turn around, I find something new," he laughed, looking at the keypad next to the bed.
"Well yeah, that's the fun of a new bedroom! Try one and see what happens," I said, giggling.
"Hmm," he said pursing his lips and looking at the ceiling. "Would she try to kill me or not?"
We both laughed as he chose an option and the television began to rise at the foot of the bed.
"Whoa! I like this," he said plumping the pillows behind his head and settling in. He scanned the channels until a football game appeared. He glanced at me and laughed. "What?! This wasn't what you had in mind?"
I rolled across the bed and put my head on his shoulder. "You can watch anything you want. I'm just not guaranteeing that you'll see the end of it."
"Oooh, that sounds like a promise."
"It is!" I said. "Always."
We often watched football together, so I didn't mind. I ran my hand over his bare chest, toying with the curls.
"Mmm," he hummed gathering me to his side.
"I've been thinking about what we were talking about the other day." He nodded. "I think I am ready for a change. Exactly what kind of change is what I'm not sure about."
"There's no hurry, love. You don't have a deadline on anything."
"No, I get that, but if I want to change my major, I'd rather not start this semester without considering the classes I'd want or need." After a moment I added, "That's if I decide to change majors."
"Good point. It's totally up to you to decide. I'm a hundred percent behind any decision you make." He kissed the top of my head. I snuggled against him and promptly fell asleep.
I woke up before dad, which was unusual, so I decided to surprise him.
"I couldn't believe you beat me up," he said in a groggy voice. His arms wrapped around me from behind. "Pretty damn sexy to come into the kitchen to you in a sheer black nightie and apron." He laughed.
I sniffed and flipped the pancakes. "I don't think you fully appreciate the new fashion statement I'm making."
"Oh, I appreciate it. I really do," he murmured, kissing my neck and pushing his hardness into my back.
"Behave! I made you pancakes. You better appreciate that more right now," I laughed.
He turned and poured a cup of coffee, refilling mine. "Yes, I better be quiet," he laughed, sitting at the breakfast table.
He watched me move from stove to refrigerator to sink and back around again. It was a large kitchen, as these types of houses would have. Through the years many a caterer had created silver-plated trays of hors d'oeuvres in this kitchen.
"You know, this room is the one that needs renovation. Major," he said looking around. "Don't know if you want to take it on or not?"
I squealed, ran over to him, plopped in his lap, and planted a messy wet kiss on him. "Yessssss, of course!"
"Mmm, you better stop that or we won't eat any breakfast. And it does seem a shame to waste it. Especially since it's so rare," he guffawed.
I jumped off his lap and put my hands on my hips. "You're gonna get it for that one. Just you watch!"
I sashayed to the warming drawer and gathered all the dishes. I stood at the table and untied my apron revealing the sheer nightie. He swallowed hard at the sight of my hard nipples through the sheer.
He sliced through the butter and dropped it on his pancakes. It slowly melted and ran down over the edge and dripped onto the plate. He looked up and raised an eyebrow.
"You don't play fair you know." He reached for the maple syrup. "It's not nice to do that to your dad." I watched the stream of syrup spread over the golden cake and drip off the edges, mingling with the rich butter.
"Oh. Hmm. Now you're going to play the dad card, are you?" I huffed and stabbed a piece of pancake, shoving it in my mouth.
With deliberate movements, he picked up the plate of bacon, removed two pieces, and set the plate near mine.
"Just saying," he said and commenced eating.
Afterward, while I was at the sink rinsing the dishes and loading them in the dishwasher, he came up behind me.
"Mmm, feeling you close," I whispered, wiping the sink dry.
"You're so sexy when you're doing dishes."
I laughed. "I trained for it." I wiggled my ass against his hardening cock.
"You're trained alright," he said, sliding my nightie up my thighs.
"Oh my, fucked at the sink." We looked out the window facing the driveway where any visitor or delivery person could easily see in. I pulled the gown over her head. "Ohhhh, so dangerous. Anyone could see my tits, daddy."
"Yes, they could. Does it excite you?" He ran his hand over my stomach and between my legs. He stroked a finger through the folds. "So wet."
I heard the rustling of his shorts as they hit the floor and his cock slipped between my legs. I moaned.
"Fuck me. Right here."
I leaned over and pushed my ass out. He slid his cock in and I shuddered from the wonderful feeling of his cock stretching my canal. The first time was the best. He shoved into me, and my tits bounced. I was secretly hoping someone would come by and see me.
We fucked hard and fast. It was exciting for us both. Fucking in the kitchen window. To not only be seen but that someone could see that knew us. That knew we were father and daughter. Just thinking that sent me over the edge. He ground in deep and filled me with hot seed.
After we caught our breath, he said, "Sorry love, maybe next time." He read my mind.
That afternoon I sat at my computer for a few hours researching my future. When I got done, I still wasn't sure what I was going to do, but I knew where I was going to do it if I did.
That evening dad took me out to dinner. It was nice to dress up and get out, but it wasn't fun. We had to be careful because we couldn't show any intimacy toward each other. Because of the business, too many knew dad, and several business acquaintances did in fact stop by our table.
I ordered another bourbon. "Gina, I don't want to have to carry you out of here," he laughed.
"I'm okay," I sulked.
"I know how you feel, love. I feel the same way, but we can't afford to take a chance. People would never understand."
I nodded and ran my finger around the rim of my glass. "I know. You're right. We can never do what we want. Not if we live in this town."
I shivered as we walked through the parking lot to the car.
"You're cold, love?" he asked placing his arm around my shoulders.
"Fall is in the air. I love fall, but I hate the thought of winter coming."
"Yeah, me too. When I was a kid, I loved the cold and snow. But the older I get..." he admitted.
"And you're not even old yet," I smiled.
"Why thank you!"
I went into the kitchen to make a pot of coffee when we got home.
"Were you serious about renovating the kitchen?"
"I am, yes. After seeing how you handled both bathrooms, I know you can handle the technicalities of a kitchen." He hesitated. "If you want to do it, that is."
I nodded. "I've been thinking about it, and I'd like to do it. I have a few sketches. Would you like to see?"
"Yes! Love it!"
We poured over the sketches and made notes and lists until the wee hours of the morning. Dad looked at his watch and I yawned. We laughed and headed upstairs arms around each other.
James...
I could see changes in Gina. Not major, but subtle. It appears she is coming into herself now that she realized she's not locked into school or the business. I think she's enjoying the choices. Whether she changes her mind, I have no clue, but I love that she feels free to make her own choices.
I have some news that I haven't told her about. She has enough on her mind, and I don't need her input for this decision. In fact, I prefer not knowing her opinion on my selling the business.
It was something I hadn't considered, but recently got a lucrative offer on a buyout. I have been putting them off but leaning more toward taking the offer.
"You're home early!" Gina came bounding in from work. "Seems sad that summer is coming to an end. They were lamenting it at the pool today." She dropped her bag on the kitchen chair and went to pour a glass of water.
"Too nice to work a full day," I laughed.
She leaned on the counter and looked contemplative. "Do you think mom was seeing someone else when you were married?"
I blinked, wondering where that came from. "I admit I did wonder. We had a great sex life until shortly before we separated. It was almost overnight that it fizzled. The day I left I couldn't remember the last time we did have sex." I shrugged. "I truly don't know, Gina. Certainly, no proof." I got lunch meat and condiments out of the refrigerator. "It was never the same after I came back."
She got the bread, and we got busy making sandwiches and that subject was over. Thankfully. I felt as though I was living a new, fresh life now and didn't want to dwell on the past or anything that couldn't be fixed now.
Gina...
I could tell by the look on dad's face that I surprised him with my question. I don't know why or how something just pops into my head. Out of the blue. Like a memory escape from the darkness.
It was the summer after I graduated. I hadn't started college yet but worked part-time at the club. I came home and was in the kitchen making myself lunch when mom walked in.
"Oh, I didn't know you were home yet," she said, seemingly flustered. Her cheeks were rosy, and her clothing rumpled. At the same time, the front door opened and shut.
"Who was that?" I asked.
"Just a friend!" she snapped. Then changed her tone and said, "Here, I'll make your lunch."
It was all very mysterious, but I was young and had my own life to think about. But why they popped into my mind today, I'll never know. I did know that I wouldn't take it any further with dad. He stayed with her and tried to make the best of it, but it appeared she wasn't of like mind.
I took the week off at the country club so I could help with the kitchen demolition. The contractor was happy to answer my questions. I was working with an architect because I wanted to move a wall and just generally wanted professional input. She was happy to answer questions as well when I told her I was considering a degree in design.
She stopped by late in the day. Her work was done, but I think she wanted to show some support for my endeavor.
"Stephanie!" I exclaimed, opening the door. I didn't expect her today but was pleased. "Come on in. Hopefully, it's not too dusty in here. I sealed the kitchen off but it looks like some leaked through."
"It's just fine, Gina." She gave me a warm hug. "I'm on my way home and thought I'd check out your project."
The cranberry-red suit she wore showed off her perfect figure. The jacket was cinched at the waist, highlighting her hourglass figure. She was a D cup as well but had curvaceous hips that I would love to have. Shiny straight black hair was tied up in a bun loosely at the back of her head, but I suspected her hair was midway down her back. At least. Incredibly long black lashes shaded big round dark brown eyes.
"You could have been a model!" I blurted.
"Why thank you, sweetie. I did some when I was younger, but now that I'm in my fifties, I don't think I'd be high on the list," she laughed.
She thought nothing of walking through the dusty kitchen in black suede spike heels and seemed comfortable amid the mess.
The plastic covering the door whipped back and dad stepped in.
"What a mess," he said, gazing around. Everything was down and gone. Lath and plaster are gone. We were starting from zero. He looked at me, then noticed Stephanie. "Oh! Hello," he walked over and extended his hand. "James."
They get to know you chatted and I noticed her flirting with dad. I smiled, knowing that attention from the opposite sex was always a good thing for egos. Dad took good care of himself, working out every day and always looking sharp. As he did today in a dove-grey suit and grey-blue matte tie.
"I'll leave you two to talk business," dad said, nodding to Stephanie and disappeared behind the plastic.
"Handsome man," she said.
"Yes, he is," I agreed, happy and not jealous as I would've thought. Maybe I was finally a grown-up, I thought, laughing to myself.
After a shower, buffing, shaving, and creaming I came to bed wearing one of the vintage slips that I often used for nightwear.
"Mmm, it has been a long time since you've worn your sexy vintage,' dad said from the bed.
"It has! I seem to go through cycles of interest," I laughed.
I cuddled up against him in bed. "As long as you don't lose interest in me!"
"Not a chance," I said, kissing him. "I noticed someone else took quite an interest in you today."
He laughed. "Really? I guess she was flirting. Are you mad?"
"No! I thought it was sexy. She's an older woman and hot. Someone you should have met a long time ago. Even if you were still married."
"You're suggesting that I should have had an affair?" he asked incredulously.
"Sure, why not. If someone's spouse isn't keeping them happy, and you've done all you can to remedy that, why not." I shrugged.
"Hmm, although I do think you're absolutely right, too many think their spouse should be true to them no matter how they treat them. Marriage shouldn't be a life sentence with someone."
"You know you're right. I know people that have been dumped, crow about how good they were to their spouse, how hot their sex life was, and how much attention they paid to him or her. I always have to laugh... If they made it so good for them, they wouldn't have left?"
"Truth."
We watched the movie for a while.
"The workmen will be coming in to begin putting the kitchen back together again. I'm going to go out and pick out tile, flooring, and all the other details. Want to come with me?" I asked hopefully.
"Nope. It's your baby. Baby," he grinned. "I trust your taste. You've done a great job thus far."
He ran his hand up my thigh under the frilly slip. He hummed softly when he discovered no panties. He rolled on his back.
"I want some of that, love."
I straddled his face and let him guide me lower. Teeth plucked at my swelling lips and I moaned. Oh, that felt so good. He buried his mouth between my wet folds. He flicked his tongue on my clit and slipped a finger inside me. I hissed through my teeth.
"Oh my god, dad, that feels so fucking good," I moaned. He grabbed my hips and pulled my cunt onto his face. I could feel my juices flowing. He lapped them up, sending me into a frenzy. "I'm cumming," I shouted.
He fucked me with his fingers and tongued my clit rhythmically. I came slamming back to earth only to have him send me back up again. I threaded my fingers through his hair and gripped, shuddering out another orgasm.
I nearly threw myself off him. "No more... So tender..." I gasped.
He rolled up on his elbow and looked at me. "You're done already? You're no fun," he pushed his lower lip out in a fake pout. I laughed because my juices were still wet on his face.
He growled and grabbed to tickle until I cried uncle. I flopped on my back again.
"I wonder if everyone has as much fun during sex as we do?"
"Hell no!" he said. "They only wish they did." I giggled.
The workers left mid-afternoon the next day because they'd run out of supplies. That gave me a chance to make some phone calls. My future, my career, would hinge on the answers that I would get.
We had been ordering in or going out since the kitchen remodel started. I set up a china, crystal, and candle table on our bedroom balcony. I had ordered from one of those special events, birthday anniversary type restaurants. Normally we'd eat at that type of place, but I didn't want to do that this time.
I pulled on a slinky bias-cut black sheath from my vintage stash and got out mom's white pearls and bracelet.
"Wow, what's the occasion?" he asked just as I was coming out of the bathroom. "Scratch that. I don't care because I'm bowled over by my gorgeous daughter." He tossed his suitcoat on the bed and loosened his tie.
"We eat first then play later! "I laughed, avoiding his lunge toward me. "And talk too."
"Talk, huh? That sounds serious. Let's eat. I think I'll need sustenance for this," he grinned.
He placed his napkin next to his plate and sat back in the chair. "It's amazing how restaurants can make the food as good as being there. That was delicious. The company is better. The atmosphere perfect," he said, gazing over the balcony rail.
"It is a beautiful night. I was afraid it'd be too cool, but we're having a last blast of summer night weather."
I got up and cleared the plates, bringing a bottle of wine and two stems.
"Hmm, nice," he said, pouring.
"I've been thinking about what we talked about." Even in the candle's glow, he could see the seriousness of our talk. He nodded but didn't interrupt. "I am enjoying the renovations and decorating. Along the line, I talked to contractors, builders, and other people I'd be dealing with if I were a decorator. Stephanie has been encouraging me to look at college design courses."
He leaned his forearms on the table and leaned in to listen carefully.
"I called the college about transferring credits and discovered that some of them would transfer. If I don't get credit, I figure what I've learned in the business classes won't hurt in my career as a whole."



"Absolutely not. Very smart. Did you find a college you'd like to go to?" he asked.
"I did." I picked at a piece of lint on the tablecloth.
"And?"
"It's in Savannah and that's so far but there are colleges closer that have the same--"
"No. If Savannah is best and that's what you want, that's it. End of discussion." He pounded his hand on the table lightly. "Don't ever ever settle for less, love. Grab what you want in life."
I sighed and smiled, loving him even more. "Thank you, dad. You're the best."
We went on to talk details and he told me to get things rolling if I wanted to start the next semester.
James...
I admit I was taken aback when Gina suggested that I should have taken a lover. I've had women come on to me through the years, but other than the situation when we were separated, I never took them up on it.
We did have a good marriage other than the sexual aspect. And although I didn't tell Gina, I did think that her mom was having an affair those last years. There are telltale signs that we can see when we've been with someone for so many years. Then a man that I didn't know was at her funeral, and too distraught for a coworker or friend. But that was all behind me now.
I don't know why, but that she chose Savannah for school excited me. It was hundreds of miles away, I know. But that it came at a time when I was considering selling the business as well as the house, it seemed as though it was all falling into place.
Of course, I had to discuss it with Gina, but I suspected she would be thrilled. I decided to let her get her transfer in order as well as finish the kitchen before I asked her about my idea.
The banging and hammering began in the early morning. I peeked through the plastic, not daring to venture in wearing my suit. I could see progress, but to me, there was still a long way to go.
Suddenly Gina appeared nearly unrecognizable in a head wrap, goggles, and white painter's suit.
"So, what do you think?" she asked, her eyes hopeful through the dusty lenses.
"I think it's... It's... Getting there."
She laughed.
"It's closer to being done than you think. Hey, I think it'd be better no more peeking... I'll show you the finished product?"
"If it's anything like the introduction to my bedroom, I'm all in," I grinned lecherously and laughed.
As soon as I got into my office, I placed a few phone calls. Now that I knew my daughter's plans, I knew what I was going to do. I felt a little thrill go through my body, something alien to me, but I liked it.
Gina...
I was getting excited now that the kitchen was coming together. I was surprised at how quickly it happened once the cabinets were installed. I helped with the paint and oversaw a few details that I wanted to make sure were right. Appliances were being delivered soon. It was nearly there.
I was able to transfer credits and sign up online. Some of my current classes and the professor's input helped me considerably. I would take some online classes for the first semester, which was perfect because it allowed me to stay here and wrap my life up. Dad seemed to be wanting a change as well and I was anxious to hear what his plans were. I was almost certain that he would be selling the house, which mean a renovation of some other rooms. I did wonder where he would live once he sold. I never got a hint of that and was a bit anxious about it.
James...
Everything began to fall into place almost immediately which was quite a relief to me. I was eager to share everything with Gina but wanted to have the facts in hand. That was my business and was uneasy when there were issues. Thankfully it was all rolling along smoothly.
I picked up two Italian meals on the way home. I was grateful that we'd be getting the kitchen back to working order because eating restaurant food all this time was getting old.
It was another unseasonably warm evening, and we chose to eat on the balcony again.
I pushed my plate away and poured us both more wine.
"I think I have everything set up for the transfer. I will take online courses the first semester and then start on campus. So, I'll be able to stay home longer," she smiled and raised her eyebrows.
"That's great love." I took her hand on the table. "I'm so glad you're doing what you want. What you love." I twirled the stem of the wineglass between my fingers. "I also have some news."
"You do?" she said, leaning forward.
"I do. Someone offered me a buyout for the business and I'm taking it."
"Wow! Really? I didn't expect that." She looked into my eyes. "Is that what you want?"
"Absolutely. Like you, I ran it because it was there. I did love it. I still do. But it's just time," I shrugged.
"I get it. What will you do?" she asked.
"There's more! I've been talking to a realtor and I'm going to sell the house."
"Oh my god! I knew you were thinking about it... But this is all such a surprise at one time!" She sat back in her chair, her face at once delighted and confused. "Where will you live?"
"Well, that's it. I can live anywhere. I will have no ties to keep me here."
Suddenly her face cleared from confusion to excitement. She ran around the table, nearly knocking it down, and jumped in my lap.
"Savannah here we come!" she said just before she gave me a long wet steamy kiss. "Where no one will know us. Oh. My. God." Her face brightened even more. "We won't have to be father and daughter. We can be us. Lovers too."
"I was hoping you'd approve," I said, smiling.
"Are you joking?! I'm thrilled!" She laughed. "I'll have to start calling you James... Except when we're in bed."
She stood up and tugged me to my feet. We kissed. It seemed as though we couldn't get close enough to each other. We began to shed our clothes before we even got off the balcony.
She pulled me down on the bed, and I settled between her soft thighs.
"I want to feel your weight on top of me. Fuck me," she said, sliding her heels up the back of my thighs.
I knew we didn't need foreplay. It was time. This connection was also indicative of our new beginning.
I slid deep inside her and stopped. My cock throbbed and she moaned. There was no wild pounding of our bodies, just slow loving strokes, and thrusts. Our lips barely broke contact. Her breathless mewing and contracting pussy sent me over the edge with her. I pumped my seed deep inside her.
It was our new beginning. In many ways.

~~~the end~~~
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When Family is Not As They Seem


Chapter One

Maralah
The door swung open on the construction trailer and the sun outlined the broad-shouldered man that filled the open door.
The same smile came to my face every time I laid eyes on him. I loved that man fiercely.
"My darling granddaughter," he said, flashing a smile. "You make all my work problems fade away."
His teeth were even brighter against the dark-tanned skin. High cheekbones and a sculpted face were his heritage. Thick black hair that had not one silver strand. He was slim-hipped, and wide shouldered. A body that was sculpted by hard work.
"Grandad, you're just in time," I said, returning his smile. "I have some papers for you to sign before you go back out."
He hefted a beefy thigh across the corner of my desk and looked at me, his eyes so black you couldn't discern the pupil from the iris. Just like mine. Just like my mom's. I imagined that my Grandmother might have had the same.
"You've been here since you graduated high school. What, almost a year now?"
I nodded, twisting the long black braid that hung over my shoulder. I sat back in my office chair, elbows on the arms laced my fingers over my stomach. I heaved a deep sigh, which pushed my breasts even further out, tightening the white knit t-shirt.
"Yes grandad," I smiled. "And no, I like working here and don't want to go anywhere else. If you want me to go to school to help me learn more about the business, I will. Otherwise, I would have no interest in college. I want to stay right here."
This was a repeat of a conversation we had regularly. I know he worried that I would get tired of working in his construction company and want more. It was in fact quite the opposite. I loved it. I was learning about his business on the job.
Grinning, he took my hand and pulled me back into his office. "I need some downtime."
He sat on his big, oversized black leather recliner that held a special place in the corner of his otherwise utilitarian office. He sometimes napped there, worked on plans, or just daydreamed. The foremen had their own job site trailer so Grandad could have his privacy.
He tugged and I squeezed between his big body and the arm of the chair. This was my favorite time. He made me feel so secure. So, loved. I slid my leg over his thighs, my arm across his chest.
His arm was around me, his hand on the side of my breast. Just how he holds Mama, I thought. I'd often felt left out of their affection, but now that I was working here, and we saw each other more often, I felt the closeness that he and Mama had.
There must be such a special relationship between father and daughter. Mama told me that my dad died before I was born. Grandad tried to fill in as best he could through the years.
I snuggled my face in his neck breathing in the scent of maleness, a hint of his morning shave, and a tease of the coconut sunblock I make him put on every morning.
"You smell so good," I breathed. His eyes were closed but he smiled at my words.
He hugged me tighter to him, my breast mashing into his side, the other on his chest. His hand still on my breast, his thumb softly rubbed back and forth on the sensitive curve.
"You're like your mother you know. Just like her when she was your age," he murmured.
"Tell me about her."
My hand was splayed across the hard wall of his chest. So warm through the thin blue chambray.
He sighed. "When your grandmother died, Tama had to grow up quickly. The responsibility of the ranch at that time was full-time for us all. We had more cattle, consequently more work."
I remember Mama telling me that back then the ranch was much bigger and a seven-day-a-week job. Through the years grandad had downsized until he got his construction company up and running. She knew he wanted to take responsibility off the family.
"And then that was when Mama met my dad?"
There was a long pause before he began.
"Yes, it was about that time, my love," he said, kissing my forehead and pulling me closer.
He moved his hand, and I missed the warmth.
"I love you, grandad," I murmured, kissing his jaw.
He moaned softly as my lips trailed down his neck.
The ringing phone broke into my reverie, and I pushed up and away from him to get back to my job.
"Maralah, you look beautiful tonight," Mama said when we sat down to dinner.
Grandad's eyes settled on me, and he said, "You do my love."
I blushed at the attention. I felt different. I didn't know why. Or maybe I did. I had walked into the kitchen earlier when Grandad and Mama were there, but they hadn't seen me.
He leaned against the counter, she stood between his spread legs. He trailed the back of his knuckles over her cheek while she smiled up at him lovingly.
It was the same way he looked at me today. It made me feel included. They were like this for as long as I can remember.
He reached back and pulled the pins from the intricate knot of hair on the back of her head. It tumbled down like a sheet of black satin that nearly covered her butt. I heard the tinkle of her laugh and his deeper chuckle.
Suddenly she turned and saw me. "Just in time, Maralah. It's almost dinner," she said, slow to pull away from him.
I remembered him doing the same thing last week. He stood behind her and let her hair down, then wrapped his arms around her. His big hands were below each breast.
Mama and I were the same height and weight. Slim figured with large thirty-four D breasts. Grandad always said we could be twins. He was right.
Last week when I saw them, I was jealous. I felt left out of their affection.
We finished dinner and Grandad poured after dinner liqueur for each of us.
"Maralah, the painters are coming tomorrow and will start with my bedroom. I'll have to bunk in with you for a bit if you don't mind?"
We didn't live with Grandad. Mama had bought a small house on the outskirts of his property. I was never sure why we didn't live there since we seemed to be there most of the time.
"No, it'll be fun. Sleepover time," I giggled. She grinned and nodded.
I saw them exchange a look and a flare of fire flashed in Granddad's eyes.
"Maybe it's time to consider moving back in here, Tama," he said in a tone that had more meaning than the words.
When we arrived home mama and I moved her furniture and covered it up, ready for the painters in the morning.
"This is fun!" I said when she slipped into bed beside me.
"Come here baby girl," she said, pulling me against her and wrapping her arms around me. "We don't hug near enough anymore."
Our breasts mashed together through the sheer fabric of our nighties. Our breasts were full and plump with matching browning black nipples.
I ran my fingers lightly over the top of her breast.
"These gave you life, my love," she said softly.
I moved back to uncover more of her breast. I ran my thumb over her nipple and as it beaded, she sucked in a breath. I glanced up at her and she smiled.
"Feels good."
I was a virgin. She knew it.
She ran her thumb over my nipple and got the same reaction out of me.
"Oh my!"
"Umm hmm," she agreed.
She pulled her short nightie up over her head baring her breasts to me. Her skin was so soft. Her complexion was olive as mine is. Her black nipples were large around, and the nugget poked out of the center.
I glanced up at her and she nodded.
I kissed and ran my lips over her plump breast. I teased the tip with my tongue, and she moaned softly.
"Suck it," she whispered.
I wrapped my lips around her nipple and sucked. I sucked and tugged at her nipple. She arched and moaned, pushing her breast out for more. I tugged it longer and harder with my teeth.
I learned by listening. It should have felt odd. Being with my mama like this. But it didn't. It seemed so natural.
"Oh my god," she moaned, arching and undulating her body next to mine.
She pulled my nightie up over my head and pulled my naked body against hers.
"Mama," I murmured, sucking and feeling as though I couldn't get close enough to her.
"Put your thigh between mine," she ordered.
She squeezed her breasts together so I could suck each nipple. The heat of her pussy felt as though it was burning into my thigh. It was steamy and hot and wet.
She began to rub on my thigh, smearing her hot juices. She moaned and rode my thigh faster.
I pinched her nipples together and pulled them. She groaned louder and began a long low wail at the same time burning wetness flowed out of her onto my thigh.
She groaned louder and collapsed onto the bed on her back bringing me with her.
"Oh mama," I whimpered. My pussy was tingling and flowing with sticky heat.
She leaned up on an elbow, looked down into my face, and stroked a finger between my legs. I had masturbated, but it never felt this good.
I dug my heels into the bed and arched my body, spreading my thighs. She carefully slipped a finger into my wet canal to feel the barrier still in place and smiled.
Suddenly a finger flicked across my tender bud, and I shouted my trip off into the stratosphere.
Waves rolled through my body. Just when I thought it was over, it picked me up and flung me back over the edge again.
My chest heaved and I had to catch my breath.
I spent the night wrapped in my mama's arms. Our naked bodies are woven tightly together.
I floated through the next day at work.
"You seem so distracted today, my love," Grandad asked questioningly.
"I--Last night we--- Nothing."
I turned and left his office before seeing the knowing smirk that was on his lips.
Esadowa
I wasn't sure how a man could get so fortunate in his lifetime. I mean I've had my share of some pretty fucking bad things, but they were overshadowed by the good.
I had a beautiful daughter that I had a phenomenal relationship with. And Maralah, the gorgeous mirror image of her mom. Soon Paytah would be home and the family complete again.
I sometimes wished that my wife would be around to see their beauty. But then it would be much much different if she were.
"Esa," my job foreman brought me out of my daydream.
He left just as Maralah came back from her lunch.
"I brought you a sandwich," she said, plopping a bag on my desk.
I leaned back in my desk chair taking in her sweetness. The black hair was nearly as long as her mama's.
The white tank top was stretched across her full breasts, gaped when she leaned over my desk. I couldn't help but give a glance.
"You seem more, ummm, calm this afternoon. You were in another world this morning," I grinned.
We talked while I ate my sandwich.
"I think I need a snuggle again, grandad," she said, almost shyly.
I looked at my watch and thought about my afternoon schedule.
"You're in luck. I just talked to the foreman, and I gave him his afternoon schedule. Let's go, baby girl!"
She settled in next to me again. After spending last night naked in her mama's arms, she seemed to be braver. Or maybe it was that I knew what she wanted now.
Tama had called me early this morning to describe what happened between them the night before, so I started my day with a resoundingly loud orgasm. Which made me wonder what Maralah sounded like when she orgasmed.
I felt the familiar stirring in my pants. It happened to be under the soft thigh that was draped across me. There was no hiding it, no explaining it away.
Just then she rolled against me, her breast on my chest, more pressure from her thigh on my hard cock. She slipped her fingers between the buttons on my shirt and stroked my bare skin.
I pressed my lips against her hair and moaned softly. I ran my hand up and down her thigh, from her knee up over her hip. She sighed softly.
I pulled her tighter against me that brought her breast into my hand. While my thumb stroked the side of her plump tit, the tips of my fingers were light on her beading nipple.
She rolled her hips, moving her thigh further across me and opening her pussy on my hip. I could feel the steamy heat through my jeans.
I sighed. My breath caught. My arms were full of my beautiful Maralah.
She whimpered and pressed her hard nipple against my fingers. I teased the hard nub through her t-shirt and bra. She groaned in frustration.
She pushed up and pulled her top over her head. I unhooked her bra and her bared tits spilled out over my chest.
"Mama... Last night... I need..." she breathed the words out.
I cupped her soft tit in my rough hand and pinched her nipple. She was looking at me and her eyes flared with desire.
Suddenly she moved to straddle me, thighs spread over my tented jeans, her knees on each side of my hips.
I slid my hands up her thighs, my thumbs at the steamy hot junction. She wore thin knit shorts that were already soaked with her juices.
She arched her back, thrust out her tits, reached behind her, and pull the band out of her hair. That mass of silky black hair tumbled over her shoulders, down her breasts.
"Oh Maralah," I sighed. "You're so fucking beautiful."
She leaned over to kiss me, her breasts dangling on my chest. She reached between us and ripped my shirt open, the buttons popping everywhere.
She ran her hands over my bare chest, pushing my shirt wide open. She dropped her tits on my chest again and rubbed to abrade her nipples on the fur.
The more she moved, the more she rubbed her fiery cunt on my throbbing cock. My jeans were the only barrier to keeping my cock from sliding ball deep into Maralah.
This wasn't the time for that. There was a lot we had to talk about first. There was much she had to learn about our family.
I pulled her higher and she dropped a nipple into my mouth. I groaned around that huge, sweet nipple. Her soft breasts surrounded my face.
I slipped my hand into her knit shorts and cupped her hot cunt. My middle finger slipped into the dripping hole; my thumb rubbed her clit.
She wove her fingers through my hair and whimpered and I sucked and chewed on her nipples. I kneaded her other breast and took her higher.
Her sweet little gasps were driving me wild, and it was all I could do to hold onto my control.
I wanted--No I needed my cock deep inside her. Watching her riding me. Those plump tits bouncing. Big black nipples hard and long. A black curtain of hair fell over her naked body. Her cunt milked my cock with every stroke, bringing my balls to a boiling explosion.
Right then her cunt pulsed around my finger, and she shouted out a long shuddering orgasm. Hot juices soaked my hand as she fell apart in my arms.
Someday, I thought. Someday soon.
Tama
It was time to get Paytah home from Europe to us. He had been gone for so long, and although I had traveled to see him, I needed him here with his family. Not too much longer and we'd all be together.
Maralah walked into the bedroom.
"Ohhhh good, you're here!"
She hugged me tightly to her and I ran my hands up and down her back.
"I was going to shower; do you want to join me?" I asked.
"Mmm, perfect!"
She left a trail of clothes across the room to the bathroom.
The warm water washed over our bodies. Looking at her was like looking in the mirror. We were close in age, and I was too young for my body to show age. My hands on my daughter felt like they were on me.
"Oh mama," she sighed.
She dripped jasmine-scented body soap over her breasts, and I watched it trail down her stomach.
She pulled me into her, and our bodies slipped and slid together most erotically. She turned and slipped her ass and back over my front, then she turned me to do the same to her.
We slipped and slid together wavering between moans and giggles. Like me, she was playful and sexy.
As we spent more time together, I realized just how alike we were. Dad noticed it, but this was the first time I understood what he meant.
We dried each other off and dove under the covers, giggling.
"Mama, I love this so much. I don't think I should, but I do."
"You're like me, love. You're very sexual. And that's not a bad thing. For us," I said smiling at her.
We kissed and played and teased until she was begging for release.
"Mama, I don't think I can stand it anymore," she whimpered.
Her sweet pussy was soaked and steamy hot.
"I have a surprise for you."
I opened the drawer next to the bed and held something up.
"Oh..." She looked at it curiously. "OH! It's so big!"
I licked the tip of the cock shaped dildo. "It's not sweetie. It's a pretty typical size." I had to smile at how big her eyes were while she looked at it.
The head easily slid through her wet slit and teased her clit. She immediately arched, pushing against it.
"I want you to enjoy your first experience with a man, baby. This will help ensure that."
"Please! Yes. I'm ready now," she whimpered.
I slipped the head into her tight canal, and she tensed.
"Relax sweetie. I'll take it slow and easy. It'll only hurt for a moment, then you'll experience the most pleasure you've ever had."
She spread her thighs and I could see her relaxing. I pushed it in a bit more. She was so wet it was difficult to slowly ease it in. I pulled it out and stroked it back in several times.
"Oh my god, mama. Feels so good. More, I need more."
She pushed up quickly and took the dildo deeper. It bounced off her hymen, but she thrust up again and I felt it give, then slid into the hilt. She moaned in pain, then it turned to pleasure.
"Fuck me with it, mama," she begged.
I let her set the pace and stroked in and out. Her body tensed again, but this time it was the build-up to orgasm. She kneaded and squeezed her tits, while she pinched her nipples long and hard.
Suddenly she started a low wail that built louder and higher. She gripped the sheets and rode out a long hard orgasm before collapsing on the bed.
"Oh my god, mama. I never thought it would be like that. It only hurt for a moment, then--WOW. I can't imagine a man will feel inside me," she sighed.
"Like nothing you can imagine, love. Once you join together, your relationship will never be the same. It's the closest two human beings can be."
The next morning, I put in a call to dad. He was pleased. Very pleased. And began to make plans.
Now all I had to do was get Paytah home.

~to be continued~
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Chapter Two

Tama
We had such a wonderful week that I hated to see it end. But better was yet to come.
"Painters start your room in the morning, baby," I told Maralah when she came to breakfast. "Grandad said to just stay with him so you can get out of this mess for a while."
"Oh," she replied, looking sad. "I'm going to miss you, Mama."
"I know, but we'll be back together very soon and have a lot of fun. I'll have surprises for you too!"
"Okay, I'll go pack a bag and go to the ranch after work."
Maralah
I was excited to spend more time with Grandad but knew I'd miss Mama. Two weeks until Paytah came, and I was really excited about that. I had not seen my brother in many years.
He went to Europe for schooling because he excelled. The American government noticed him and paid for college and more training. He had a job waiting for him when he got back to the States. Top secret, Mama said, but just curious.
When I walked into the trailer, Grandad was just heading out to the job.
"I hear you're going to be camping out with me!"
I grinned. "I am! We've never had time together, just you and me. I'm happy about that."
"Me too darlin', me too," he said, kissing me on the forehead before leaving.
The busy day went fast and I didn't see him again until quitting time.
"What a day," he groaned. "Are you ready to head out, my love? I need to get home and shower some of this dust and grit off me."
I laughed seeing him covered in dusty dirt. "You do need a shower."
We came in through the mudroom at the ranch where he promptly unbuttoned his shirt and tossed it in the laundry room. He sat down and untied his work boots and his socks followed his shirt.
When he stood up, I watched the muscles ripple across his chest and down his stomach.
His jeans were slung low on his hips, a furry arrow disappeared in his pants.
"You're staring," he smiled, tucking his thumbs in the waist of his jeans. "I'm not sure if you're ready yet to see me in my shorts," he said while he unzipped his pants.
Oddly I wondered at that point if my panties should be wet at the thought of seeing Grandad in his underwear, just at the same time, he shoved them down.
My pussy tingled when I saw his body, nearly naked. He wore tight black knit briefs. The bulge in them appeared to be bigger than the supposed average-size dildo Mama used on me.
I bit my lower lips and tugged it between my teeth and I heard his low moan.
"C'mon my love, let's go up to the bedrooms and you can decide what bed you're sleeping in while I shower."
I followed him up the stairs watching his hard globes move under that thin knit. His thick bare thighs were highlighted with long muscles. His back was broad and hairless, but I did notice that he had a few sparse hairs on his chest. Not unusual for dark-skinned men.
I took the room next to his. I heard the shower start while I unpacked my clothes and stored them away.
I took the nightie out I'd brought. It was mid-thigh, a gossamer pink and so soft to wear. Not typical night apparel for staying with your Grandad, I thought.
I tossed it towards the bed, and it floated like a soft cloud.
I heard him clear his throat and looked up to see him in the doorway in a black terrycloth robe. His black hair was even more satiny when it was wet.
He tore his eyes from the bed to look at me.
"Are you hungry?" he said, his voice cracking.
"I am, yes."
We ate and sat out on the deck with a bourbon.
"I guess you're too young to drink this, but I've been giving it to you for too long to stop it now." We both laughed.
"Yeah, I'm pretty used to it and enjoy drinking with you," I admitted.
He looked at me pensively. "I don't think I could have ordered a better dau—granddaughter. You're perfect, Maralah."
I blushed in the darkness. "Thank you. I love you so much, Grandad."
"I usually get in the hot tub for a bit after a day at work, but I'm naked under this robe, and that's how I get in the tub."
"That's ok. I don't mind at all." I gulped the last of my bourbon.
I don't know where these feelings for him came from and wondered if I did a good enough job of hiding them.
He looked at me for a moment, walked to the hot tub, and dropped his robe. His ass was tight and hard. Perfect like the rest of his body. I stared, not about to look away.
He eased into the hot bubbling water.
"Ahhhhh," he moaned. "This feels so good." He tipped his head back and closed his eyes. Without looking at me, he said, "You're welcome to get in too, my love. If you'd like to that is."
The bourbon loosened me up enough that I stood up, shimmied out of my shorts and panties, and dropped them to the deck. He kept his eyes closed, but I knew he could tell what I was doing. I pulled the shirt over my head, reached behind me, and unclasped my bra.
I eased into the bubbling water, not prepared for how hot it was. I stood on the seat, knee-deep in the water.
"Ohhh," I hissed. "It is hot."
He opened his eyes and looked up. He let his eyes rake over my naked body, and I hesitated, letting him enjoy it.
He held out his hand and I took it while I submerged in the steamy water.
It was a big hot tub and I could have easily stayed on the other side, but I decided to sit on the seat next to him.
He reached behind us and turned the jets on. The pounding water moved up and down my back, then across my shoulders.
He continued to watch me, smiling.
He moved the controls again and the seat jets began to massage my ass and hips. The center jet was so close to my pussy, the vibration immediately went to my clit.
I sucked in a sharp breath because the pulsating water quickly drove me higher.
"Oh my god, Grandad," I moaned, unable to hide what was happening to me.
"Oh love, you're so sexy. You know what you do to me."
I know what you do to me, I thought.
He slipped his hand between my thighs and toyed with my pussy. I moaned out the first wave of orgasm. I hadn't even come down before the next one started.
I needed to hold onto something and grab his shoulder. He turned and straddled me and I was able to wrap my arms around him. I was so turned on, I ran my hands up and down his back, down over his hard ass, down his thighs.
I couldn't get enough of him.
He stood up, pulled me up, and out of the tub. He wrapped me in his black robe and led me to his bedroom.
He spread me out on his soft sheets and took a moment to look at me.
"Just like your Mama." He raked his eyes over my body again and I parted my thighs.
I knew it was time for me to feel him inside me. I was ready. Mama had prepared me for this moment. Whether she knew it would be his cock or not, I didn't know.
His cock hung thick and heavy between his thighs. It throbbed when I looked at it.
"I need you," I said simply.
He dropped between my spread thighs. Neither of us needed any more foreplay. Our times in his recliner, and just now in the hot tub. No more teasing.
I reached down and held his cock. He groaned when I touched him and held the head against my pussy. He slid in, slowly but deeply.
I wailed and he groaned a long low guttural sound when he stretched my canal to fit his girth. My tightness on his cock, his cock stretching my cunt.
He dropped onto his elbows, and we kissed. I rose to meet him as he thrust in with long deep strokes.
I raked my nails down his back to his ass and dug in, pulling him deeper.
"Oh god yeah, Maralah. What you do to me," he said, his voice gravelly.
His tongue swept my mouth, mine in his. Tasting. Taking. Needing more.
I knew right then that I'd never get enough of this man. I didn't care that he was my Grandad. He was a man that was taking me to new heights of pleasure, and I knew I was pleasuring him the same.
Suddenly he grunted, shouted, drove deep, and filled me with his hot seed. That action took me over the edge, I arched, my cunt pulsing around his erupting cock.
His head was on my chest, his tongue playing with my nipples until his cock softened and left me.
He rolled to his back, pulling me to his side.
I lay next to him as I do in his recliner. My thigh over him, my hand splayed on his chest, my lips on his neck. His arm was around me, his hand cupping my tit.
Our chests were still heaving.
"Damn," he groaned.
"You liked?" I nipped his jaw.
"You're going to fuck me dry aren't you, my love?"
"I hope so!"
I woke him up a few hours later, under the covers with his cock in my mouth. I swallowed all his seeds while I tugged on his big balls.
The next morning, I woke up to him between my thighs. His tongue brought me to another body-shuddering orgasm. Again, and again.
"We have to get to work," he said.
I laughed. "Slave driver."
"Yes, I am your slave. Your sex slave."
Esadowa
I knew Tama had prepared her for me. She described in detail, knowing that while I listened on the phone, I was stroking my cock.
"She is a twin of you," I said.
"Yes, she is. She's beautiful Daddy. I think she's even more passionate and lusty than me."
"I need to thank you, lover. It has been a while since I've enjoyed your gorgeous body. I'm so ready for Paytah to get here. To complete us."
"I am too, Daddy. I've missed him so much," she said,
I tended to think Tama was right in that Maralah had a lusty passion about her.
She had a hungry look when I took my clothes off at the ranch. I took a chance that I may have been rushing her by going into the hot tub, but it paid off when she followed me in very shortly.
Her cunt was impossibly tight and hot, and her reaction to me was nothing short of wild.
When I woke up with my cock in her hot steamy mouth, I almost came right away. It was tough to stay in control. She sucked on instinct and could take a man to his knees with that mouth.
Tasting her sweet pussy was almost the best.
She joined me in the shower before we left for work and had me fucking her against the wall. Her legs wrapped around my waist, her plump tits smashed against my chest, our mouths locked together while I drove into her deep and fast.
What a morning wake-up call, I thought.
She was going to ride back and forth with me to work all week. I was thankful that I had a private job site trailer because I knew we'd need it. I wouldn't be able to keep my hands off of her.
"Grandad, I can't believe how you keep me aroused. I'm always wet for you," she said, wrapping her arms around my neck as soon as we got in the trailer.
"You're going to have me walking around with a hard-on all day if we continue like this. You got me randy like a teenager you minx."
We were all very close in age and by looks, it was hard to tell I was a Grandfather. In fact, I was barely old enough to be a Grandfather agewise.
She rubbed her hand over the bulge in my jeans.
"You'll just have to come in and let me take care of that I guess."
Teasing me, she shrugged and turned towards her desk.
Just that quick I had her bent over, her shorts and panties down and my cock buried in her cunt.
I fucked her hard and fast from behind and she rode back. Our bodies slammed together in a fierce animalistic fuck. Grunts and groans reverberated from the trailer walls. It was lewd and crude, and it was fucking hot.
I tucked my cock back in, zipped up, and went out the door.
Later at lunch, she asked, "You must be looking forward to seeing your Grandson."
I hesitated for only a moment and replied, "Yes I am. I can't wait to see him again."
"I wished I remembered him better. He left when I was so young." She looked wistful.
"You'll catch up, my love."
She tossed our food wrappers in the trash.
"I loved what we did this morning."
"You mean when I bent you over the desk and fucked you?"
She swallowed hard. "Mmm, yesss. You fucked me hard and fast. Deep." Her eyes flared.
I rolled the office chair back.
"You want a ride?" I asked, thrusting my hips high.
She stood up and shimmied out of her shorts and panties. I shoved my briefs and jeans down and stroked my cock that was standing at attention.
She straddled my lap while I held him up. She slowly eased down; her head fell back while she moaned softly.
"God, it feels so good going in like that," she breathed.
"Let me see your tits."
Her t-shirt came off and she shoved her bra under her tits. She began to ride my cock, her plump tits bouncing with each move. I drove up, drove deep, bucking under her like a stallion.
She moaned and rode. Her hands squeezed her tits together and pulled her nipples. Watching her play with herself was driving me wild.
I bucked hard, so hard I had to hang on the edges of the seat. Her tits slammed on her chest.
I heard the low mew that I knew to be the beginning of her orgasm. Her cunt tightened on my cock.
"Oh yeah... Oh god yeah... Fuck me, baby... Ride me hard... Your cunt is so tight... Hot and wet... Your juices are running over my balls... Damn, you drive me fucking crazy..."
Her wail got louder as I talked and we both went flying together, the shouts, groans, and grunts filled our ears.
She collapsed forward onto my chest. My cock was still buried inside her, our juices seeping out, covering my balls with our cum.
The alarm on my watch went off to remind me of a meeting on the job.
She pushed up, her cunt sucking my cock until it released.
"Mmm, Grandad. That was hot."
Hot indeed.
That evening we left work, stopped for food, ate, showered, and snuggled in bed.
She had the remote and began flipping around the channels. Didn't take too long before she found the porn channel.
"Ohhhh I've never watched porn before!"
I laughed at her enthusiasm. Damn, she was a lusty thing. She was quite studious watching it. I'm not sure it had the same effect on her as me, but she seemed to be enthralled.
"This is the way to learn sex!" she suddenly shouted.
"I don't really think you have much to learn, but if you're entertained, that's great, baby."
She looked at me, giggled, and put one hand on my cock, the other cupping my balls, and went back to watching the movies.
"You have really big balls," she said.
Oh god, she was comparing with the porn actors.
"I do?"
"Mmm, yeah, you do. Lots of seed in them," she lightly squeezed and tugged.
I groaned and automatically thrust into her hands. "You made Mama with it."
"I did," was all I said.
"I've seen you and Mama together. I was jealous. You were so affectionate with her."
"What did you see us doing?" I asked, trying not to be overly alarmed. All in good time and I didn't plan on rushing. I wanted to stay with the plan.
"Hugging. You were rubbing against her; she was doing the same to you."
I relaxed.
"Do you and her fuck?"
"Hmm?"
"You and Mama. Do you fuck each other?" she clarified, although I knew what she meant. I was buying time. "I mean, you and I are fucking, I would think you two would be as well."
I can't lie. Although I wished I could at that moment.
"Would it bother you if we did?"
She thought for a moment. "No, I think it's sort of hot. Just like us." She looked up at me. "You guys do fuck."
I nodded. "Yes, we do, my love."
"Oh my god that's so hot," she said, then got distracted by a scene in the movie.
I hugged her to me. Not as hot as fucking you, I thought.
It went that way the rest of the week. We'd leave work, eat, shower, and stay in bed for the rest of the evening and night. I knew it was going to be tough to give her up.
I'd been working on Tama moving back into the house. She left because she didn't want Maralah to know anything about us until she was out of high school. Just like we did with Paytah. Since we were past that, it was time they both moved in with me again.
Maralah wanted to have some friends over for a pool party, so I took advantage of the time to go see Tama. We had a lot of catching up to do, and some plans to make. There was a lot of explaining to do and we had to be prepared.
I had food brought in for the girls and left to head to my daughter's house.
"Daddy, I hope you're hungry, I have steaks for the grill."
I took her in my arms. "I'm hungry alright, but not for steak."
"Oh? I figured by now your balls would be empty," she laughed, running her hand over the front of my pants.
"Now you know my balls are never empty!"
"That's for sure," she laughed.
We ate and I helped her clean up. I came up behind her while she was at the sink. It seemed like it was so long since she was in my arms.
"Mmm, Daddy," she said, leaning her head back on my shoulder and rubbing her ass on my hardening cock.
"What are you looking for, young lady?"
"You know what I want," she whispered.
I slid my hands under her skirt. "You remembered."
"No panties for you. Of course, I remember that you love my bare pussy and ass."
"Oh my god, I do," I murmured in her ear, running my hand from her slit between her cheeks.
She pushed back against my hand. I teased her ass with my fingertip. She gripped the edge of the counter. I pulled her dress over her head, my cock throbbing when I saw she was completely naked for me.
"You're such a good girl," I said against her neck.
I cupped her tits in my hand, and she pushed her ass against me again. My cock was still throbbing in my pants. She reached back and deftly unzipped and pushed my jeans down.
My cock lumbered up and slapped her ass. I ran the head through her dripping slit.
"See how wet I am for you, Daddy."
I wet my cock head in her pussy juice and teased her ass. She leaned over the sink and pushed her ass back as I slowly eased in.
"Baby," I hissed, and she groaned and I pushed in deep.
"Oh yeah, fuck my ass. You know I love that. It's been so long," she whimpered.
Her tits dangled over the sink as I thrust into her. I held her naked hips and fucked her ass while she moaned for more.
She rode back on my cock and began moving faster. I reached around and fingered her clit, and almost immediately she shouted and came hard. Just hearing her set me off and I blew into her.
We stayed locked together for a moment. My front tight against her back. I slid my hand from her tits, down her stomach then between her legs. She was still dripping. Her clit was swollen and she jerked when I touched it, her ass tightening around my cock.
I breathed in her ear as I brought her to another shuddering orgasm. She was limp in my arms.
I carried her to her bedroom and into the shower. I Tenderly washed her. My daughter. My love. My lover.

~to be continued~
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When Family is Not As They Seem


Chapter Three

Maralah
Watching porn with Grandad. I had to laugh. What a wicked and immoral family we are. Mama has had sex with him too. Her Daddy. And I and Mama had sex.
I never would have thought I'd be attracted to another woman, but I sure am to her. I've never had more than Grandad's cock, but I don't think I'd ever want to give that up. I was happy to be excited by both.
He stopped by before going to Mama's for dinner and the girls at my pool party all went nuts over him.
Not wanting to give myself away, I grudgingly agreed that he was pretty sexy indeed. They began to speculate how he'd be in bed and all the other things we girls yak about.
While they had fun, I couldn't help but imagine Mama and Grandad having sex. And I got incredibly turned on.
It seemed like forever until they left.
I showered, shaved, creamed, and put on my sexiest sheer black nightie. Although it occurred to me, he may spend the night with Mama, I just had to wait and see.
I had the porn on the television and was relaxed on top of the bed when he walked in.
"Hell, this is the best welcome home I've ever had," he said, tossing his cowboy hat on the dresser and raking his eyes over my body.
We watched each other as he slowly undressed, the background filled with the lewdly obscene sounds of sex from the television.
He knelt on the end of the bed. His cock hung thick and heavy and throbbed with his pulse.
"Spread your legs," he commanded.
He settled between my thighs. He trailed his lips along my soft inner thigh, and I moaned. I tensed at his breath on my cunt. I knew he could smell my heat. I was ready for him an hour ago.
He tugged at my smooth-shaven lips with his teeth, and I dug my fingers into his soft, thick hair.
"Oh, fuck I love how you do that. Eat me," I whimpered.
He looked over my mound at me. "And I love when you talk dirty, my naughty girl. You are your mother's daughter."
"Mmm," was all I could get out because his expert tongue stroked my clit, and I was soaring.
I wondered if I'd ever meet anyone as talented in bed as my Grandad. He took, but he gave too. While he left me limp from waves of orgasm, he was buried deep in my cunt filling me with his seed.
Suddenly he was up over me driving his cock to the hilt. I pushed up on my feet, opened wide and he pounded deep and hard. With each thrust, he grunted louder and longer.
"Fuck me!" I shouted, squeezing my cunt around his marauding cock. "Deeper. I need you so much Fill me up with your seed. I love your big fat cock stretching my cunt."
The words inflamed him and he groaned louder, pounded faster, and angled over me so his cock rubbed my clit.
"Oh my god yeah. Fuck me. Fuck your granddaughter. I'm cumming. Fill me with your seed!"
I was shouting and moaning. I knew it could never get any better than this just as the fireworks exploded in my head and I went off like a rocket.
Later while I was wrapped in his arms I asked, "Did you and Mama fuck?"
He chuckled. "Yes, we did. How do you feel about that?"
I knew he was concerned about any jealousy, but that was something he didn't have to be worried about.
"It makes me wet just thinking about it."
"Mmm, that makes me excited knowing that it does." He hesitated for a moment. "Do you want to know where I fucked her?"
"Yes! All the details."
I threw my leg over him, my tits pressed against his side. His arm was around me and his hand was as always, on my tit.
"We were in the kitchen, and she was washing dishes. She wore the prettiest yellow flowered sundress that fit her perfectly."
"I know which one you mean. She's very sexy in it," I added knowingly.
"Yes, she is. The way the fabric was pleated so it curved around her tits. Hugged them. It was driving me crazy from the moment I walked in. And certain ways she moved allowed her pointed nipples to poke through."
I sighed and nodded. I could feel the sexual tension and arousal building in him as he told me the story.
"She knows she turns you on, Grandad. She loves to do that."
"She told you that?" he asked. I nodded.
"Mmm, well I love it when you both do that to me. I'm the luckiest fucking man in the world."
"What would you do with four identical tits?" I asked, smiling.
"I'd get help," he said quickly, but before I could question that, he went on. "Finally, I couldn't take it anymore. I walked up behind her and played with those sexy tits through her dress. I realized then she wasn't wearing a bra."
"Teasing you," I said, smiling.
"Yes, you learned the tease from a good teacher! Anyhow, I pulled her skirt up and discovered her bare ass. She was naked under that dress."
"Exciting."
"Oh god, it was. She can nearly double me over with want. I have to hold onto my control when I'm with you and her. You both drive me over the edge."
"So, you got your cock out?" I asked excitedly.
"Now just wait," he laughed. "Patience."
He pinched my nipple and I moaned. "Not if you keep doing that!"
He smiled and went on. "I needed her naked and pulled her dress off. While I did that, she reached behind her and unzipped my pants, and pushed them down to my ankles."
"Mmm, so you're both naked in the kitchen. Where anyone might see you?" I asked.
"Hmm, yeah, I guess you're right. We were in front of an open window facing the neighbors. I never thought of it that way. Her neighbor got a good eyeful of those tits."
"Yeah, I know him. I'm sure he was watching! He stares at her tits all the time."
"She was dripping wet, and I rubbed the head of my cock through her wet slit and between her ass cheeks."
I swallowed hard, guessing what was coming.
"You ass fucked her," I stated.
"Oh god, you're driving me crazy with that talk. Yes, I ass fucked her. I bent her over the sink, and she rode my cock. I locked into her and blasted deep inside her."
"Oh my god," I gasped.
My hand automatically went between my legs, and I fingered my clit. It only took a couple of strokes, and I was off and flying.
"Holy fuck, you are a vixen," Grandad said, his voice graveled.
"After that story, I couldn't cum fast enough. I was burning up. In flames."
"You have no idea how sexy you were doing that."
"Masturbating? Really? I get myself off all the time!"
"Oh yeah. If my cock was ready, we'd be locked together."
"Can I watch you do that sometime?" I asked.
"Of course! I'll do anything for you, my love. Anything."
"Really?" I asked. "You'd ass fuck me?"
"If that's what you wanted."
"What about watching you and Mama fuck?"
"Wow. Sure, baby girl. What if you'd join us?"
"Hmm, I think I'd like that," I replied.
"Is this pillow talk," he asked, laughing.
"I don't know. Is it?" I laughed.
He turned the bedside light off.
"Night my love. Sweet dreams," he murmured against my ear.
"Night night. I love you so much you sexy thing." He laughed loudly.
Tama
I hadn't told anyone that Paytah was coming in early. I admit that I wanted him to myself for a bit.
I opened the door to a grown-up, drop-dead handsome man surrounded by a lot of luggage.
"Come in!" I said, helping him set the bags inside the door.
He took me in his arms and held me tightly.
"Oh god how I've missed you," he said, his voice full of emotion.
I had my hands on each side of his face to look at him. He was a clone of Dad other than his long black braids.
A black t-shirt was snug across his broad chest, well-worn jeans clung to his hips. The shine on his cowboy boots told me he'd bought them for his homecoming.
"God you're so handsome. A clone of him." I murmured, just looking at him.
"And you're even more beautiful and sexy."
I felt the familiar tingle in my pussy at his words. At this vision in front of me.
"Are you hungry," I asked.
"I am." He moved closer and drew me against his body.
I pushed my mound into his hardness.
"Yes, you are. But no more than I need you."
The clothes came off quickly and we moved to the closest thing to the front door. A flat bench that we normally use for removing boots.
He dropped to the bench on his back. His cock stood at attention. We interlaced fingers and I slid down his cock, moaning at the sensation of his cock stretching my pussy.
Mail fell through the slot in the door, and I vaguely wondered if the mailman got an ear full.
I began to slide up and down his throbbing pole. He squeezed my tits and twisted my nipples.
I groaned at his touch. He never had a light touch and I loved it. I remember he often left me with light bruises, and I still couldn't get enough.
I leaned over and dropped a nipple into his mouth. He pushed up and began to drive his cock up into me. His fingers dug into my ass and the sweetest pain and pleasure. Oh god, how I'd missed Pay.
He bit my nipple and grunted around it as his cock pulsed inside me. I ground down taking it deeper, feeling the heat of his seed deep inside me.
I collapsed on his heaving chest.
"Welcome home," I said, smiling.
"I can't tell you how great it is to be home. But I could sure use a nap. That was a long trip. Can you join me?"
"I can't think of anything I'd rather do," I said, taking his hand and leading him to the bedroom.
He turned when we got to the bed and ran his hands up and down my arms while he looked at me.
"Those nipples. I dreamt of them you know," he smiled.
He traced four fingers below my tits and thumbed my nipples hard.
"You'll have to make up for lost time," I said, gasping when he tweaked and twisted.
He leaned down and laved his tongue over the hardening nub. I held his head to my breast.
Each hard pull created a line of electricity straight to my cunt. And he knew it. He always knew how sensitive my breasts were and could drive me wild.
He pushed me back and followed me down onto the bed.
"Pay, baby, we just---"
He pushed between my thighs and I felt the hard tip of his cock probing. He was hard again.
He bit my nipple, and I cried out while he pushed in deep. I dug my nails into his ass, and he groaned.
Pay pushed my legs back, opening me wide. He drove deep and I cried out for more. He was on an intense trip to take us both to the climax.
He pounded into me, gasping and grunting. My legs were over his shoulders and the sound of our bodies slamming together created an obscene sound.
I was the first and my cunt convulsed around his fat cock. He shouted, drove deep, and locked into me. His cock throbbed as it pumped his hot seed deep inside me.
Esadowa
Tama called and said she'd meet us at my house after work, so Maralah stopped to pick up a bunch of food at the deli. I wasn't sure what my daughter was up to, but I figured there'd be no time to cook.
We had just got the food in the refrigerator when the doorbell rang. Knowing Tama doesn't use the doorbell, Maralah ran to see who it was. I'd hoped to get a shower and into clean clothes before she showed up, but no chance now.
"Dad."
That voice. I quickly turned to see Pay."
"Son. By god it's so good to see you!"
Distantly I heard Maralah say quietly, "Dad?"
This was the moment that our family could be torn apart. But Maralah deserved to know the truth. Depraved as it was.
But I was just interested in feeling my son in my arms. His body against mine. I didn't realize just how much I missed him until now. I felt as though a part of me that was missing, was found.
Tama was talking to Maralah. "Pay is Dad's son, baby girl."
She looked confused. "He is?" We could see the thoughts flying through her head. "So Paytah is Granddad and Grandmother's son?"
She looked at me. "No, my love, he's the son of myself and your mother."
She looked incredulous and looked at Tama. "You mean you had a baby by Grandad? By your own Dad?"
She nodded. There was a long silence while she took it all in. I thought I knew her enough that I was confident she'd take this news well. But I wished I could be sure.
She looked at Pay. "So, you're my uncle? Sorry, I'm very confused," she shrugged.
"Understandably," Tama said, looking at her daughter with affection. "Pay is actually your brother."
Maralah's eyes flicked to each of us, while she digested this information.
They stopped on me. "So, you're my dad?"
I nodded. "I am. I hope that's okay with you?"
"Yes!" She ran and jumped into my arms.
Much to everyone's relief.
"We felt it was better to wait to tell you all this, baby," Tama said.
The tension in the air evaporated.
"I need to go shower. You all carry on while I do that," I said, heading upstairs.
I turned on all the jets and undressed while the shower steamed up. I hadn't realized how tense I was until the hot water hit my muscles and relaxed them.
I felt a draft of cool air and turned.
"I was hoping you'd join me," I said smiling.
Hard mouth pressed against mine and our tongues dueled. His hot hard body pressed against mine. We hugged, our hard cocks rubbing together.
"It has been so long, Dad."
"I thought you might have found someone there to keep you busy?"
"No, this is the only man I'm attracted to," he admitted, running his hands up and down my back.
Our cocks throbbed together, and I grabbed them in my hands, stroking them together. He groaned loudly, his fingers digging into my shoulders.
I grabbed body soap and slicked up the fat cock. I hefted his balls in my hand, so full of seed. I turned and leaned on the wall.
He grabbed my hips, his cockhead probing, looking for what it needed. He reached around and pinched my nipples while he slipped into me, driving deep.
Our groans and grunts reverberated in the glass enclosure.
I gripped my cock and thrust through my hand at the same pace he fucked me. My ass grabbed that greedy monster every time I thrust and he grunted louder.
He fucked me faster and I stroked my cock faster until we both flew off. He drove deep and unloaded hot seed deep inside me. I shot mine all over the shower wall. I watched it run down and swirl down the drain in the water.
"Welcome home, son."
Maralah
My head was still spinning when we sat down to eat. Everyone here was different than I thought they were. Except for Mama. She was still her. Grandad was Dad, Pay was brother and not uncle. Mama bore two children with her father. Me and Pay. That kept running through my head.
Dad and Pay came down just as we were getting the food ready.
We dished the food out and began to eat while looking at Dad and Pay, their hair still wet, meaning they were likely in the shower together. They looked as much alike as me and Mama. I stopped chewing and looked at them both.
They were busy talking to notice me. A candle began to flicker in my brain. I mean Mama and I have been intimate, why not Dad and his son? I shrugged.
"What's up, baby girl?" Mama asked and everyone quit talking.
"What? Oh, nothing. Food's good!"
She smiled at me knowingly and turned to Dad. "Say, I think you're right. It's time for us to move back. I was thinking to rent out our current house."
His face lit up. "I was hoping you'd decide that. Whenever you're ready. We'll all be back here again! And if we run out of room ever, there's always the bunkhouse." He laughed.
Later I walked out onto the back deck and saw the glow of Pay's cigar.
"So little sis, how're you taking all this news?"
I couldn't see his face in the dark, but I could feel his amusement.
"I'm getting used to it, but I'm good with it. It's our family."
He chuckled. "That you're right about. You'll find that you won't need anyone else. Everyone and everything you need is right here."
I hesitated a moment. "Do you and Dad fuck?"
A cough of smoke when he inhaled and once, he could talk, said, "Yeah, we do. Does that bother you?"
"OH my god no. I think it's hot."
"Whoa! Yes, you are my sister. Come over here and hug me. I don't think you've done that yet."
I found him perched on the rail at the edge of the deck. He was a young version of Dad Incredibly handsome. The braid made him look like a fierce warrior.
He pulled me between his legs and held me around the waist. I splayed my hands on his chest and felt the heat of his skin through the thin knit.
"So do you think someday I'll ever get to see those voluptuous tits you carry around with you?" he asked.
"I don't know. Will you?"
"Oh, and she's coy as well as drop-dead sexy. I can deal with that."
He looked at my lips. Slowly his head came down and he brushed his lips over mine.
"Do you suppose someday I can take your hair out of those braids and feel it teasing my body?"
He groaned deep and low.
"I'd take you right now right here. But I'm saving you for my bed. I want you naked and under my body. Then I want you on your hands and knees so I can see the fabulous ass."
I swallowed hard. "Okay."
He pressed in for a hard kiss. His fingers wrapped in my hair and tugged. His tongue pushed past my lips and swept my mouth, then sucked my tongue into his mouth.
I stood on tiptoe to get closer, and he grabbed my ass, squeezed, and pulled me into his hard cock.
It was steamy. Hot. Animalistic. And I knew I would be in for the ride of my life when we fucked.
Esadowa
"That was a relief," I said to Tama while we had a bourbon on the front porch.
"Agreed. Our family seems normal to us now, but looking at it from her point of view, at the time, it could have been upsetting. I thought she'd take it well, but..."
I looked at her profile in the dim light and thought what a lucky man I was. She looked at me and smiled.
"What?"
I smiled. "Just how beautiful you are and how lucky I am."
"I'm pretty lucky to have a Dad like you."
"Hey, what's this I hear about your neighbor ogling your tits? Not that I blame him but..." I grinned.
She laughed. "Oh my god Maralah must have told you." I nodded, waiting. "He's a nice guy and yeah, he does stare at my tits."
"So I'm figuring, knowing you, that you give him a show?"
She giggled. "Yeah, I do. Like the other night. I knew he'd be watching out his window when you fucked me in the kitchen. The first time he ever saw my tits naked."
"Oh, you are a naughty one. I love it."
"I wear a pretty brief bikini when I get some sun on the chaise lounge. I arrange the top so it barely covers my nipples. He always finds an excuse to come over. A beer, sangria, Margaritas. I think he's trying to get me drunk."
"I'd say so!" I said, knowing what man will do to get what he wants. "So you do tease him."
"Of course. It's a girl's nature. I like to get that bulge in his pants so he has to go home and stroke it off thinking of me."
"Mmm, damn, I'd hate it if you make me do that!" We both laughed. "Speaking of hard-on, I have to go find Maralah to make sure she's really okay with all this.

~to be continued~
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Chapter 1

Matt
I ran my finger around the collar of my white sport shirt and thought if it was this hot in May, it must be the devil's balls come July.
The bees buzzed around the ripe, mostly overripe, Georgia peaches. Obviously, they didn't suffer in this pea soup humidity. I found myself frowning at the bees. I'm losing my mind, I really need to get it together and get the hell out of here.
Suddenly a jacked-up pickup truck screeched around the corner on two wheels billowing clouds of Georgia red dust, then hitting the berm in front of my peach stand locking up all four wheels.
The red clouds billowed and drifted, making me thankful I was upwind.
The royal blue metallic beast had a thick coat of the same red dust and dried mud on the talk knobby tires. The door flung open, and a pair of bare legs, dangling white flip flops from red-painted toes appeared, then slid down from the truck, plunking to the ground.
"PHEW!"
The door slammed shut and a tall blonde threw her hands on her hips and looked at the truck as though it took her for that ride, not the other way around
"Durn thing," she grumbled, kicking a shapely leg at the truck.
"It is a big vehicle," I said and decided to stop while I was ahead when she spun around and scowled at me.
"What?" Hands on her hips she turned and gave me a death glare. "Too big for a little girl like me?"
I shifted awkwardly in the old aluminum folding chair that was already uncomfortable because half the webbing was shredded apart and the rest stretched. I sure wasn't about to get into a war of words with a stunner that was probably half my forty-eight years. Hell, maybe even less.
Besides, she wasn't all that little. She had to have been five-eight, not much shorter than my five-eleven. That was where our resemblance ended. A killer hourglass shape started with what had to have been thirty-eight Ds, down to a small waist, flaring out into hips that any man would give their left nut to hang onto.
"No, not at all." I swooped in for the save. Mine. "You seemed to be handling it well. Like a seasoned pro."
She studied me for a minute, giving me a chance to study the most awesome grey-blue eyes I've ever seen. Her eyes crinkled at the corners before she let out a loud laugh.
"Hollywood, I gotta admit, that was a good save," she grinned. Damn. Busted. "And you're right, that big ol' piece is a pain in my behind," she drawled. "My brother is letting me use it while my car is in the shop."
"Hollywood?" I said, raising my eyebrows.
She crossed her arms in front of her, which pushed her breasts higher in the scoop neck tank, which made me feel like an old lecher by looking. But, what the hell. I probably was an old lecher.
While I gawked, she was checking me out. No doubt noticing the greying around my temples.
"Folks from these parts don't wear polyester golf shirts and dress shorts in this heat. Especially when they're sellin' wares that drip all over their laps," she said, those pale blue eyes full of mirth while the corners of her mouth wanted to bust into a laugh.
I looked down. "Well crap," I groaned seeing the peach juice that dripped off the edge of the counter to stain a peachy pink circle on the front of my pants.
"It'll wash out," she said, finally letting her mouth break into a big grin. She chose a peach from the baskets piled between us and tossed it in her hand. "If you're lucky." She glanced at my pants again and laughed.
I didn't care. I'd have done about anything to watch that girl laugh. Her amusement was contagious, and I had to laugh at her laugh. Fool, you're getting ridiculous.
"I think they might be overripe." She looked over my shoulder at the orchard. "I remember when these trees were not much bigger than me when I was a young un'." Her eyes scanned the ground seeing the peaches that had just fallen off the tree. "They're still producin' nicely though aren't they."
The lilt of her southern accent drew me in, I blinked, trying to remember what she said.
"This all belonged to my aunt and uncle. My uncle lived here after my aunt died. When he passed, his lawyer contacted me and told me they left it all to me. I admit to knowing not one thing about growing peaches." I chuckled. "I'm in insurance."
She nodded, not seeming surprised to hear that news, and took a big bite of the juicy peach. The tip of her tongue flicked out and caught the juice on her lips, and sucked it in. Then she took a big lap of the dripping peach. I heard her appreciative hum of the sweet fruit and wondered what it would sound like in my ear with her tongue teasing my earlobe. Get a grip, man!
I leaned forward and rested my elbows on my knees, hoping to hide my dick that had risen to that flight of fantasy.
She took another couple of bites and walked across the drive to toss the pit off a distance. I watched her sway over and averted my eyes as she turned.
"So, whatcha gonna do with it, Hollywood?"
She perched one ass cheek on the creaky old stand and swung her leg.
I laced my fingers across my stomach and leaned back in the chair, hoping it would hold me and I wouldn't go ass over teacup in front of her. I took a couple of deep breaths and tried to quell my suddenly awakened libido.
"Maybe we should introduce ourselves... I'm Matthew. Matt."
She quirked an eyebrow and said, "Is that something y'all Yankees do? I mean we have our Jim Bobs, but y'all use the same name? My stepsister Georgia married a handsome hunk of a Yankee, and his name is Bradley Brad."
I laughed, not having a clue what she was talking about, but she was just so damn cute it didn't make any difference.
"Matt will be just fine. And you are...?"
"Callie. Just plain Callie." She leaned over and shook my hand. "Nice to meetcha."
Soft hand, firm grip. I liked that.
"You as well," I smiled.
"We don't get many strangers come through our little burg. Tourists come through during peach season and a few gawkers here and there. Bout it."
I nodded. "You asked what I was going to do with the place." I looked off for a moment. "I have no idea, Callie. I can work remotely, so that's not a problem. I have a house and life up north. I suppose it comes down to if I want to leave that all behind and move." I shrugged.
She picked at the frayed hem on her denim shorts.
"Yeah, that's a tough one. Leaving family is the worst," she hesitated. "But you'd also have to decide if you wanted to run this ol' peach farm. You'd need pickers." I nodded. "Mostly these old farmers never used chemicals, and if that's so, you got an organic farm. Which makes it much more marketable, if you keep or sell. Whichever."
I studied her for a moment. The sun picked up strands of dark gold, and a lighter gold, mixed with all the shades in between. She was a beauty. I believe she wanted to come off as a redneck gal, but there was more to her than that. Much more.
"You are pretty knowledgeable about business and marketing."
She shrugged. "I dabble a bit in business. Just a fun thing." She hopped off the bench, as though she was going to leave.
"How would you like to have a little fun brainstorming some business ideas for this place?"
"Y'all would actually think about keeping it?" she asked, somewhat astonished.
"Sure, nothing is off the table." Especially you.
Time will tell if I'm too old for you, but I'm sure you will let me know pronto like.
"I can stop by tomorrow if you have time. I've never really seen the place. You can take me on the nickel tour?" she grinned.
"For you, I'll do the champagne tour." We laughed. "And you know, I'd hire you. Pay you for this. I don't expect your expertise for free."
Her laugh was an octave below a giggle.
"I've never been employed by a Yankee before. I better ask my stepsister for tips."
She turned, stretched up to swing the truck door open, and launched herself up into the seat. The truck roared to life, she grinned out the window and waved, and went off in a cloud of red dust.
Callie
Truth was, I had no interest in peaches, but once I spotted the silver-haired hunk sittin' behind 'em I sure did. Few men catch my eye, I was compelled to at least check him out.
And up close he was even more gorgeous. Enough that I knew there had to be a woman nervously waiting back home for him. I know I wouldn't want my man runnin' all over God's country lookin' that good.
I had to admit, his little quandary there had me intrigued and I already had a few ideas roamin' around in my head. If my libido didn't take over first.
He will no doubt factor in my younger age to my business acumen. But that was alright because I intended to rock his world. In oh so many ways.
Matt
A white Volkswagen sedan followed the winding drive through the orchard, and I assumed that was her car that had been in the shop.
"Lord a'mercy I had no clue this was hidden back up in this orchard," she said, as soon as she stepped out of the car. "This here is a small-scale antebellum!"
Since we had entered into a business relationship, she changed her dress to suit. Mid-thigh white shorts and a button-up pink gingham blouse were her much more modest choice. Shell pink toes peeked out of white sandals, highlighting her perfect feet.
Suddenly it occurred to me she was waiting for me to enter into the conversation like a somewhat normal adult instead of an awkward teenage boy.
"Yes, from what I understand my aunt and uncle bought it as it is and added the peach orchard. I'm just now getting through the paperwork."
"Your family wasn't close then?" she asked.
"My uncle was my dad's brother. I don't think they were on the outs, so much as they lived in different worlds and just never got close. Sadly, I can't say I remember ever meeting them. So, you can imagine my shock when I discovered they left it to me."
"How sad for brothers but understand how it could happen." She looked at me for a moment. "I'm glad you're not so much in a rush to sell it. Even if you do choose to do that, at least you put some consideration into it."
"Thanks. I've been at pretty loose ends since this all happened. Now, how about that tour?"
The golf cart brought us into closer proximity and the scent of jasmine was in the air. It wasn't perfume strong, but maybe cream or lotion. Which made me wonder how soft her skin was. I took a deep breath, groaned silently, and off we went.
After a tour of the orchard, the grounds, and the house, it was time for some ice-cold sweet tea.
"I'll take it," she said, pulling out a chair and sitting at the old worn aluminum-edged table. It was still pristine white and bright red, but the design was worn to faded pink in spots.
I looked at her questioningly.
"Take?"
"The job. I have loads of ideas for this place. I will not only come up with the ideas, but I can help you follow through with whatever you choose." I blinked. "I can supply you with my resume. I don't expect you to just let me take over without knowin' my background."
I sat across the table from her, and that jasmine still drifting through the air on a breeze, making it hard for me to concentrate. And hard. Yes.
Damn Matt, could you work with her, hire her as your employee and keep it business-like.
"I ah," I cleared my throat. "I would like to hear your ideas for this place. I of course can't say that I won't eventually sell it, but I don't want to dismiss attempting to do something with it." She nodded and looked at me expectantly. "You're hired."
The grin I was rewarded with was worth it.
For some reason, I decided I didn't need to know anything about her. We had talked enough that I knew she was smart and very well-versed in business. I also suspected that she owned her own business. Maybe more than one.
She had almost a full pad of notes. She talked as she wrote, but it was mostly to herself, which was fine by me. It gave me a chance to appreciate her mind and enjoy her beauty.
It occurred to me that she had her long hair piled on top of her head today, baring a long neck just waiting to be kissed. Strands of golden hair had escaped and danced in the breeze.
I refilled her tea, and she glanced up, her smile reached her eyes. I liked that in a woman.
She pushed the tablet across the table to me, leaned back, and sipped on her tea.
I began to read.
Callie
I started out distracted by Matt, especially when we rode in the golf cart. Just a brush of his arm on mine sent sparks like lightning through me.
Enough so that I began to worry that I might not be able to concentrate on the business at hand. I couldn't afford distractions. When I worked in a business, it was all or nothing for me.
I watched him as he carefully read each bulleted point down the sheet.
"This is just the beginning. There is so much that can be done with this place, Matt!" I said excitedly, unable to wait until he finished.
"I never thought of even half of these things. You really do know your business."
His eyes were blue streaked with grey and surrounded by ridiculously long and thick black lashes. Thick curly ebony hair was still solid and just touched with glints of silver at his temples.
"You really should start wearin' sunblock when you're outside."
Where the hell did that come from?
He looked up. "Yeah, you're right. My skin is so light it burns easily. I had to slather it on when I golfed."
Apparently, my comment didn't sound as ridiculous to him as it did to me. I have to be careful to keep it to business.
I looked at my watch. "I have to go," I said. I had a Zoom meeting with my managers and couldn't be late. "Look them over and let me know what you think."
"I will! Thanks for coming over and all the time you've put in—even before I hired you," he laughed. "Can you come back tomorrow?"
"Of course!"
Would I come back tomorrow, I scoffed. Is the sky? Does a bear?
"Oh yeah, you're hired," he hollered as the door closed behind me.
Bingo!
Matt
I had some paperwork that needed my signature and I had set up my fax machine. I had a small staff of agents that were paid well and were wonderful workers and had been with me for years. The bonuses and extras kept them around and I was thankful I didn't have to hire anyone new that expected a high pay range for the work they felt like putting out, or not.
My mind kept wandering to Callie. Her hair was like spun gold in the sun, but I should be ogling women that had spun silver in their hair. Get ahold of yourself, man. She's too young for you. Unless you want that pretty little mouth laughing at you, forget it. Forget about her.
I began to scan the list she'd written, and as I got further into it, I forgot about her. At least what she does to my body. These ideas were downright spectacular. Things I'd never have thought of in a million years. But insurance is my business, I thought. Just to be fair. I did a very unmasculine eye-roll to that.
I hollered a "C'mon in!" to the tap on the door.
She scanned the table before sitting down, which gave me a chance to admire those legs in cutoffs again. After she sat, I had time for a glimpse of her white tank top with the University of Florida gator emblazoned across the front. Amusingly enough, the mouth was open, and the shadow of her nipple was between the upper and lower jaw, right between the teeth.
She caught me looking.
"UF alumni?" I questioned.
She nodded. "Gators all the way," she said grinning.
Giving myself a moment to collect my thoughts, I poured us each a glass of sweet tea from the cold frosted pitcher and leaned back in my chair.
I tapped my finger on the legal pad and said, "Very impressive. You literally jotted all that on the run yesterday. I can't imagine what you'd come up with if you actually had time." We both laughed.
"I can be very creative," she drawled, then smiled. "I found it easy after seeing this place." She looked around the kitchen. "The whole house is gorgeous, to begin with. The setting is spectacular. The fact it's sittin' smack in the middle of a peach orchard just adds to it."
"One of the things that jump out at me is turning this into a bed and breakfast." I thought for a moment. "I can't say I love all the old furniture. It's wonderful, but just not me. But no way in hell could I get rid of it."
"I get it. You have to love this old stuff. Some of it I do, but not one hundred percent of it. But would I love to stay in a place like this? Hell yeah," she smiled. "It's a pretty awesome house. And one that should be enjoyed by others." She took a sip of her tea and studied me above the rim of the glass. "I'm really glad you like that idea, Matt."
"You seem surprised," I smiled.
"In a way I am. Granted, I don't know you, but I wasn't sure if you'd be interested in any of my ideas really. I figured you'd look at them and be ready to skedaddle back up north," she laughed. "Although, you haven't said that you won't do that now have you?"
I raised my eyebrows and twisted my glass in the pool of water that surrounded my glass. "No, you're right, I haven't. But because of you, I'm leaning more towards staying. At least for a while."
The grin she gave me to that seemed to be more than an employee to her boss. She seemed almost happy that I might stay. But would she have any romantic inclinations? It could be just business, don't read too much into it old boy.
"You'd love it when there are multiple feet of snow up north," she said, tossing me a tidbit.
"I would, you're right. I was a skier through college, but once I went to work, I never seemed to make it to the slopes." Then needing to toss in an age reference. "The older you get the less enamored you get with snow and ice."
She looked a little melancholy. "I've never seen that much snow. Or nothin' that much stuck for long. Just enough to run out and make a snowman about a foot tall," she laughed.
"Awh, I don't know what I would have done growing up without sled riding and ice skating with the neighbor kids. Although you don't miss what you never had," I shrugged.
We went over the rest of the list and discussed each point. We narrowed her ideas down quickly and began to brainstorm the ones we thought most likely to work out.
Callie
Matt really likes the U pick idea and I have to admit, that was an idea I hoped he'd like. It wouldn't take much in the way of change. Just some added parking and new sales shed out front.
"You wouldn't needin' much in the way of employees for that. Peaches would still be available to buy so you'd need pickers for them. Georgia said she has a group of pickers for her produce that would likely work for you as well." I shut up since I realized I was doing nothing but yapping away.
He had been listening intently, but I had hardly let him get a word in edgewise.
"Perfect. You're perfect," he said, staring at me, a look on his face I couldn't decipher. "Your ideas. Perfect. I'd think you know the local resources for the shed. We'll need gravel for a small parking area at the end of the drive. Thank Georgia for me too. I think we might be needing her in this adventure." He laughed and I nodded.
"Sure, I can take care of all that, boss," I said smiling. "Can I go take another look at the bedrooms? I had a few ideas for them for the B and B. I'll get some pictures of them too."
"Mi casa es su casa!"
I had plenty of time, there was no real rush to get to the bedrooms but needed to get away from Matt before I got him to a bedroom because my intentions would be more than looking at the room.



I groaned. Damn, Callie. You're as bad as e a hormonal teenage girl. Certainly not like I'm a virgin. That ship sailed long ago. Before I moved to Gainesville for college. I don't even remember his name, I thought ruefully. I haven't seen him since because once I moved, I never came back. Other than a week or so every once in a while.
And that was mostly to see Georgia. We didn't know we were stepsisters until recently and we both felt we needed to make up for lost time. We may have been half-sisters, but we found the love that was due to us all the time we'd been separated.
Georgia and Brad had plenty of room in that big ol' house of theirs. They slept in the attic and made many mid-day trips up there, so I had the house much to myself.
The mansion harbored many bedrooms, and I snapped a few pictures of the rooms I favored for guestrooms.
The arched windows went from ceiling to floor with exquisite walnut woodworking around them as well as each doorway. The heavy walnut doors, along with the lathe and plaster helped create a nearly soundproof room. Amazingly enough, the acoustics were great considering the size of the windows with their old wavy, and bubbled glass.
I ran my fingers over the silky finish of the mahogany dresser. It was obvious every piece of furniture was original to the house and was likely here when Matt's family bought it. This house was not old enough to be a true antebellum of a plantation, but a smaller version with the wide shaded overhang and pillars. It was someone's vision of a cotton trader's mansion but with a much smaller budget.
A fresh coat of paint on the walls would easily get rid of any museum feel. But the rooms were small, I thought, standing in the hall and looking at the doors.
"Got everything you need so far, Callie?"
Matt appeared at the top of the stairs. Today he wore snug well-worn jeans and a black t-shirt, both hugged his body just like I imagined I'd do. I wanted to run my hands over his broad chest. To weave my fingers through his thick black hair and study those fantastic blue-grey eyes before I brushed my lips over his strong mouth.
"Callie?" he said, walking up to me. "You, okay?"
Oh my god, I'm more than okay. "Sure. Just thinking. Y'know."
He nodded as though he believed that load of crap, I just gave him. I'm sure he knew. I was also sure I wasn't the only one that ever got gaga over him. Ugh. Just ugh.
"I was thinking, these rooms are small. I guess back in the day they didn't have what we have now, so no need for space."
"That's what I was wondering." I pointed down the hall. "If we combine some of the rooms, we'd have three big rooms along the front instead of six small ones. Adding the extra room would allow for a small bath. Most folks know that bed and breakfasts don't have modern state-of-the-art baths. Just what's sufficient and clean."
He nodded, thinking. He paced down the hall looking in the door at each of the rooms.
"I think that would work, Cal. Great idea," he said, smiling.
Cal. I loved that he nicknamed me.
"Could be pricey though. I'd imagine electric will need to be updated and of course the plumbing along with the additional for the rooms."
"Thought of that. I think I may have a few investors. I'll get on the phone. If nothing else, I'll make a quick trip back to talk to them."
He had a notebook with him and had been jotting things down.
I tapped the tip of the pencil on my legal pad. "I was also thinking, not all the rooms will need to be functional to open. In fact, some of the small rooms could be left as is for singles or couples. Then as you expand, you'll be able to take more guests in. Many B and B's had shared bathrooms. It kept the price down for those that wanted the B and B experience."
The sun slanted through the tall windows and spilled into the hallway. His eyes sparkled in the light. We stared at each other, and I swayed on my feet. He reached for me, and I put my hand out, holding it on his bicep but nearly jerking my hand away from the heat of his skin through that cotton shirt.
Or maybe it was my heat.
I blinked and took a step away, breaking the spell.
"I can call for some estimates if you'd like?" I said, getting back to business, beating my wantonness back again.
"Please, for demolition, plumbing, and electrical. Need to get it all done." We began to walk towards the staircase. "Say, I don't think I know where you live, or how far anyhow... If it would make it easier for you to stay here, you are welcome too. As you can see, there's plenty of room." He waved his arm and laughed.
"I'm stayin' with my stepsister and brother-in-law, but it would be nice to be here sometimes. 'specially if I have a late day or early morning."
I said my goodbyes. On the drive home, it occurred to me that he never pressed me for personal information. He knew my last name, but that was it. He had no idea where I lived. Or even what I did. I respected that. That's also why I never pushed him for information. It would come in time.
Matt
The following days began to fly by. Callie was as efficient as she was beautiful, and the work was well underway to get the first three bedrooms done. We decided that we would open with the three rooms completed rooms, allow guests to use the other rooms, and share a bath.
"Were you a general contractor in a previous life," I asked her laughing.
She was bouncing from room to room dealing with all the tradesmen as well as fielding phone calls. My to-do list was shorter and consisted of outdoor chores. Some things needed to be done before winter came.
She came up to me, grinning. "Pretty impressive am huh, am I?"
I laughed with her and at her. Callie's good nature and humor were contagious. I put an arm around her shoulders and hugged her to my side.
"That you are young lady!"
"Young lady," she scoffed. "I'm probably not the young'un you think I am." She leaned into my side, so I didn't move my arm from her shoulders.
I felt like a lecherous old man as I looked over her shoulder and down that deep dark cleft between her sizable tits. Yep, at least a D. Just then she looked up at me and smiled and I knew that she knew.
One of the workers came up with a sheet of plans to go over with her and off she went again.
I went down to the main floor where the painters were well on their way to being finished. I walked back to the small rooms off the kitchen at the back of the house. I supposed it was rooms for the kitchen help back then.
They were a serviceable size, modestly appointed but with a generous view of the sweeping backyard. The weather was cooling, but the grass was still happily green. Salmon azaleas surrounded the flagstone patio and created steps in the green lushness. Beyond that began the rows of peach trees. Their leaves were still thick and waved gracefully in the breeze.
I had opened the windows of both rooms because I'd had the painters start with both rooms. One I used, the other Callie would use. When she opted to stay.
I turned to leave just as Callie rounded the corner and skidded to a stop.
"Whoa, you almost took me out," I laughed.
Excitedly she said, "I was just looking for you because I thought—Hey hey hey! This is nice," she said, walking to the center of the bedroom and twirling around.
"You like? I thought it needed some freshening with paint at least."
"Yes! Did you choose this color?" She walked to the window and looked at the wall next to it. "It's blush. It's perfect with all the greenery outside this window." She moved closer to the window. "Wow, I didn't notice this backyard. It's gorgeous, isn't it? Such southern splendor with all those salmon 'zaleas."
"I did and yes, it is," I smiled. "I was hoping you'd like the color. That it wasn't too pink."
"No no no, it's perfect." She looked around. "It changes in a different light. It's really perfect, Matt."
I smiled thinking it was wonderful that someone takes such pleasure in small things. We so rarely do that nowadays. Callie is delightful to be around.
"So, you were coming to tell me something?" I prompted.
"Oh right! I was talking to Georgia, and she told me about a girl in town that is supplying her market with fresh baked goods. You know how we were talking about it just being a bed and breakfast." She took a breath and went on. "What about having her, or someone just has baked goods and the like for breakfast?"
"Great idea! The guests can go into town for their other meals if they want."
"Right! Do you want me to talk to her?"
I started to answer, but her sparkling eyes and rosy cheeks distracted me. She got excited and swept me along with her, but I'm sure my thoughts were more lecherous than she'd thought.
That night I drifted off with thoughts of Callie, of course. That morphed into a hot dream....
I wandered the house looking for Callie and noticed her open door and watched her stand at her window watching the wedding with a dreamy ethereal look. A look that most men would do just about anything for that woman, including putting a ring on her finger.
I ran a finger over her smooth bare shoulders, and she smiled over her shoulder. The rose chiffon dress was snug but flared into a full flared skirt. Just a hint of décolleté, right for an occasion such as this.
I kissed her neck between the blonde curls that streaked down from the top of her head. She purred in response and tipped her head, offering more of her neck.
"Oh baby, you look beautiful today. Our first wedding," I said, smiling against her neck.
"Mmm, thank you," she murmured, her attention turning to me. "Here's hopin' for many more."
I knew the white sheer at the window would allow us to look out, but they couldn't see in. She sighed and leaned back against my chest, and I cupped her breasts.
I groaned, the dress was in my way. I quickly unzipped and peeled her top down, leaving her bare and topless.
"Oh my god," she whispered softly as her nipples rose to hard peaks in the cool air. "I know they can't see us, but this makes me feel so indecent."
"If they could only see these," I circled my fingers around the fullness of each breast, "on such a gorgeous woman."
She arched and rubbed her ass against me. My cock throbbed harder, fighting to get out, knowing what was awaiting. Soft wetness.
"I need you, Matt." She pushed back harder. "Now."
I tweaked each nipple harder and longer, ran my hands down her sides, and worked her skirt up to her waist. She reached back and held the skirt higher, baring her below the waist.
"Mmm, if I'd know what you were wearing, or not wearing. We'd have been her sooner you naughty girl."
I'd quickly unfastened my pants and let them drop. My cock slipped between her sweet cheeks. I reached around, and with just a touch, she shuddered, panted, and fell apart in my arms.
She was tall and with a slight bend of my knees, I slipped in her wet hot cunt.
She grabbed the windowsill and rode my cock. Her breasts dangled under her, swaying with each stroke. I took her higher with me, and as the wedding guests clapped for the bride and groom, I unleashed a hot stream deep inside her while she whimpered out another orgasm.
I looked down. I held her hips, her skirt bunched around her waist, her bare ass pushing back. I thought it was the sexiest sight I'd ever seen.
I awoke with a raging hard-on that although I'd take care of it myself now, would reappear during the day when I spent time with her.

~to be continued~
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Chapter Four

Paytah
Mama arranged it so that she and Maralah would be on each side of Dad. I was in the room next to Maralah. By design, I'm sure.
It was more than I could even explain to them to be back home. To be with my family again. It was a difficult secret we kept. It always seemed like a part of me was always here.
All I wanted to talk about was my love for Mama and Dad, yet I couldn't. I was never able to talk about our relationship with anyone outside of the family.
I never found the intense arousal I feel for my family. I dated but was barely turned on by some very beautiful women. I compared them to my gorgeous mother.
My world rocked when I discovered I had the same intense arousal for Maralah. That she was a young clone of our mother was incredible. I couldn't wait until I could lock into her.
I showered and climbed into bed naked. The sheets were cool and soft. The house was quiet, but I knew I was surrounded by family and was comforted for the first time in a long time.
My studies and training had been a priority for so long, it gave me no time for myself. Not only that but no time to even think about it.
But as soon as I saw Dad. His muscle-sculpted body. Rugged from work. And more masculine than any man I knew. It all came back to me.
My cock throbbed and the zing of painful pleasure in my balls nearly doubled me over. I thought back to our first time together. A time when neither of us even thought about intimacy with another man.
It was the summer after I graduated high school. I excelled and could have graduated early, but I wanted to stay with my class, so many that I'd grown up with.
College was taken care of when I was a junior. The government would pay for schooling, housing, and whatever else I needed if I remained in the college of their choice and took the coursework they outlined. And of course, work for the government upon graduation.
I was happy to do it because it allowed me to learn at my accelerated pace. The money they promised was substantial, as was the expense account they provided throughout my schooling. I never wanted for anything.
Except.
My classes were intense and year-round, and I was unable to come back to the States to see my family. Dad came to see me, but it had been a while, and Mama visited several times.
Even though it was very difficult, they both understood that it would be that way until I graduated.
At the time Dad was working both the ranch and his construction company. Phasing out the ranch and building the company. His hours were long and hard. His tension was palpable.
I heard the door open and his boots hit the floor. He came through the kitchen, as usual, in his undershorts. Leaving all his dirty clothing in the laundry basket in the mudroom.
I handed him an icy cold beer on his way through and he thanked me gratefully.
He leaned on the island counter.
"I'm not sure if this transition will be a success or kill me first," he grumbled.
"You look exhausted, Dad."
"I'm not tired so much as aching. Every muscle in my body hurts."
"Sorry. Dinner is almost ready. Then maybe your hot tub will help?"
He nodded and sat at the island while I got the food.
"You're such a good cook kid, I don't know what I'm going to do when you're gone."
"I'm going to make plenty of food for the freezer. Just heat and eat," I said, worried that he wouldn't eat right after I left.
He stopped eating and looked at me. "You know I'm going to miss you for more than just your food. And your Mama too. She is going to be heartbroken."
"It won't be for long. Time will fly by," I said, choking up at leaving Mama too.
He finished his plate and pushed back.
"I'm going to take your advice and get in the hot tub."
I cleaned the kitchen, poured him a bourbon, and went out the to deck.
"Is it helping?" I asked, setting his bourbon on the table for later.
"A little. My neck and back are kinks."
"Hey, how about a massage? I learned a lot about it from Julie before she dumped me," I said, laughing.
"She was no good for you anyhow," he laughed. "But sure, if you want to give it a try."
I slipped my shirt, shoes, and pants off and stepped into the bubbling steamy water.
Since we were the only ones living in the ranch house at the time, it wasn't unusual for us to walk around in undershorts. Being naked in the hot tub was not a big deal.
I sat on a side seat, and he moved between my legs. It was a large hot tub, but the seats were for one, and I had to scoot back as far as I could so he could sit on the front edge.
I began to rub his shoulders and neck. If nothing else, my ex-girlfriend taught me a lot about massage, and I put it to work on Dad.
"Pay, you got the touch. I can feel my shoulders loosening up," he said, rolling his head.
Massaging lower, my hands were under the water, and it was tougher to do it correctly. He was also too close.
"It's tough massaging underwater."
He scooted back more and leaned forward a bit.
"Is that better?"
I was able to reach more of his back, but to my horror, his ass against my cock was doing things it shouldn't be doing.
"Mmm, yeah," I said, hoping he didn't notice.
A few moments went by.
"You're right. Your fingers don't feel as good under the water and my lower back is still tight. Let's get out so you can do this right."
"Sure," I said, not knowing what to do about this hard-on.
He stood up, and as he stepped out, I noticed his cock was thick and hanging heavy. I was thankful that I wasn't the only one. I'm sure it was just the closeness of another body. Not like our dicks knew the difference between men and women under the water like that.
He downed the bourbon, toweled off and we went up to his bedroom.
"This is all I got," he said reaching in the dresser drawer for a bottle of baby oil.
"That'll do," I said, and he lay face down on the bed.
I was still naked and wondered if I should go change or what. But then I thought that would be a little childish.
I straddled his thighs and trailed the oil down his spine. I was up on my knees to keep from trailing my hard cock and balls over his thighs and ass.
I began long slow strokes from his waist to his shoulders. My fingers wrapped around his ribs, my thumbs on each side of his spine.
The oil made his dark skin look like satin and highlighted each muscle on his shoulders.
When I reached to massage his shoulders and upper arms, my cock pushed against his hard ass cheeks.
He moaned a few times.
"Oh fuck, Pay... That feels so damn good..."
I shuddered because the words had more meaning. But did he mean it that way, I wondered.
He shifted a bit and the muscles in his ass rubbed my cock. I worked back across his shoulders and then down his back again. I could feel the muscles under my fingers lose their tension and knew I was doing the job right.
Julie taught me another technique for lower backs, and I recalled what she said and put it to work.
"Ohhhh fuckkkk," he groaned. "That girl taught you well. I won't make any disparaging remarks about her anymore either," he laughed.
I laughed. "I get it. She wasn't for me."
"No, you need someone sexy. Hot."
I was surprised by his words, but he was right. Julie was a little vanilla for me, but it worked for us both for a while.
"Yeah, you're right Dad. She was often distracted and not really into sex."
I worked a little lower onto his ass, which was hard and tense as well, but I wasn't sure how far he wanted me to go. He soon answered that question.
"If I'm not wearing you out, you can continue to work right on down. My ass and legs are feeling left out," he chuckled.
His arms were crossed under his head, his face turned so I could see his expression, which was relaxed, almost dreamy.
"Of course, I'm happy you're enjoying it!"
I was a pleaser. An overachiever. It helped me in school, but I wasn't so sure about this situation.
I had to move lower on his body and just planned on straddling his legs, but when I moved, he spread his legs, so it turned out a leg was on each side of me.
All the better for leg massage, I thought.
I trailed oil over his ass cheeks and down his thighs. It immediately ran between his cheeks and down over his balls. I ignored it and started the massage.
My hands spread; I rubbed them up the back of his thighs over his ass to his lower back in long slow strokes. His moans told me I was doing it right.
My thumbs met over the crack, down over the curve to his thigh. It was then I noticed he had arranged himself, so his cock was pointed down between his thighs, fat balls nestled on them.
I couldn't help but brush his balls as I stroked over the curve of his ass. I remembered a few techniques for that body part and began to squeeze those hard muscles.
"Oh my god, I can't believe how good that feels," he moaned. His voice cracked and his hips pushed down on the bed.
I had to admit to myself that his cock was every bit as hard as mine. I sensed the emotion in his voice and I felt the same. My cock hung hard and angry red.
I oiled my hands and squeezed his ass then ran my hands up his back to his shoulders. As I leaned up, my cock swung down between his legs and brushed his balls.
As I massaged his shoulders, the repetitive motion rubbed my cock into him.
He groaned. This time it wasn't from the pleasure of massage. He spread his legs wider, and my cock trailed up the open crack of his ass.
"Oh Pay, I don't know what's happening here, but there's nothing I can do to stop it. And I don't think I want to stop it." I pressed down and my cock slipped into his slick ass crack harder, letting him know I wanted it as badly. He swallowed hard. "If you want to stop it, I suggest you get off of me and go to your room."
I held my cock and rubbed the head down his crack and over his balls.
He quickly rolled to his back. His heavy cock lolled on his belly. I straddled him again, leaned down and we kissed.
It wasn't tentative. It wasn't light. We fucking sucked mouth. Hard. Gasping for air.
He pulled me down on top of him, our cocks mashed together between our bodies.
"Fuck, your cock against mine feels so good," I groaned against his mouth.
We kissed humping our cocks together. Because of the foreplay all night, it didn't take long until we both came together. Both cocks shooting their load between our bodies.
We grunted and groaned our orgasms in each other's mouths.
After I caught my breath, I rolled to his side and groaned.
"I know, I don't know what just happened. How or why. But I'm fucking glad it did," he said. "A few hours ago, I would have said no fucking way with another man. Now I have all kinds of visions of what we would do. Will do. Maybe. Whatever."
"I'm as confused as you, but I will say I loved it. Your body next to mine. The reaction of your body to me was powerful." I hesitated. "When I saw your hardon and knew I caused that... It was like nothing I'd ever felt."
He rolled towards me, and I did the same. It was as though we were discovering each other for the first time. I think at that point we were less son and Dad, and now lovers.
It was like looking into a mirror. We were identical. His black hair was cropped a bit shorter than mine, and he was much more muscular than I.
I looked down at our cocks.
"We're the same size. I'm really glad I inherited that from you," I laughed and he grinned proudly.
"Look at you," he scoffed. "You're hard again already. You better enjoy the quick turnaround because it won't last forever."
We laughed, then it quickly faded, and we kissed. I squeezed our cocks together. Even soft his cock was stocky and thick. I hefted his balls in my hand. Two fat orbs nestled into a low-hanging ball sac. A mirror image of mine.
"Fuck, that feels good baby," he groaned, thrusting his tongue into my mouth. I sucked on it, then stroked it in and out. "That's what I want. If you want to do it," he added. "I need you inside me."
The blood surged into my cock so quickly that I felt a flash of pain.
"Oh god yeah," I breathed. "Just the thought of being inside you." I shuddered.
He rolled and went to his hands and knees. I picked up the oil and spread it thickly on my cock and his ass.
"Easy does it son, that's virgin territory," he warned.
I ran my hands over his ass, cupped, and squeezed his hanging balls. I took a couple of strokes on his hardening cock.
I positioned the head of my cock at the hole, oiled a bit more, and slowly but steadily pushed in. The head popped in and I stopped, sensing he need a moment.
I began easing in and he pushed back, taking me ball deep. I groaned at the tightness. The closeness. A new sensation with my dad. I knew then that I wanted him inside me too.
I fucked him. He fucked me. He rode my cock, and I ran my hands up and down his back. I reached around and squeezed his fully hard cock.
"I can't believe how good this feels," he groaned. "Having your fat cock inside me is fucking amazing. I can feel it throbbing." I could feel the grin in his voice. My cock reacted to what he was saying.
I was holding back but I couldn't do it any longer. I had to fuck him hard and fast. I needed him like I'd needed no other.
Suddenly my balls ached, and I drove deep and exploded deep inside him. My grunt and shouts echoed off his bedroom walls.
We rolled to our sides with me still inside him. I was curled around his body and only moved when my cock softened and popped out.
"I need you, Dad."
I rolled to my stomach and was getting on my knees when he pushed me flat on the bed, spreading my legs wide.
He oiled and poised his cock at my entrance. His body was on top of mine, but he held his full weight up on his elbows. I envisioned his hard ass clenching as he pushed into me and began to thrust.
His fat cock throbbed telling me we were joined together the closest two people could be.
He nipped my shoulder which surprised me, but I loved it. I pushed my ass up taking him deeper.
I imagined what we looked like and wish we had a cam set up. I wanted to see his big body on mine. Pinning me down and fucking me. Hearing his deep grunts each drive, my low hum. I could feel his heavy breathing, steamy breath on my neck.
"Oh god baby, I need to cum," he grated out.
"Fill me up, Dad. Fill me with your hot cum. The seed that made me."
My words affected him, and he jerked his cock in and out faster, then stopped and pumped me full of hot juice.
We continued having sex, fucking and sucking all over the ranch house until I left for overseas.
I haven't been with another man since.
Not until the shower in Dad's room.
Maralah
I was still trying to wrap my head around it all. So much to get used to. I wondered how many times I'd call Dad, Grandpa before I'd get used to the face he was my Daddy. But I loved it. I loved my family. I loved how much they loved each other. I consider myself the luckiest girl in the world right about now.
Everyone was settled into their beds for the first night together. I left my door open because it didn't seem right to close it to anyone in this house.
I was just dozing when I heard a floorboard creak. I listened; my hearing was hypersensitive in the silent house. I heard it again right outside my door. By now I knew it was footsteps, but they went past my room.
The house went silent again and I waited. I barely heard the muffled voices, but I knew they were male voices. And I knew who and where they were.
I quietly got up and crept to Dad's room, right next to mine. The door was cracked open an inch. Just enough for me to peek in.
Dad sat in his chair next to the flickering fireplace. His legs were spread wide, his head rolled back.
Between his legs, Pay was kneeling and sucking on Dad's cock. My brother and my Dad were having sex. My hand went between my legs to my dripping pussy. Pays head bounced up and down on Dad's lap.
I wished I could see more, but the fireplace only highlighted their bodies. I wanted--No need to watch him suck his Dad's cock.
Pushing the door open, I softly closed it behind me. Neither noticed my entrance. I slipped my nightie over my head.
Pay was the first to sense my presence and looked up.
"God, you are as gorgeous and sexy as Mama," he breathed.
Dad turned his head to see me.
"isn't she? This girl keeps me hard all the time," he said, holding out his hand.
I walked over to them, leaned over, and kissed Dad, teasing his tongue with mine.
"Hey, don't I get some of that?" Pay said.
I leaned over, took a quick suck of Dad's cockhead, and kissed Pay.
"Oh, fuck she is fucking hot," Pay said. "You want to help?"
"Fuck yeah," I said dropping to my knees.
We kissed with the throbbing cock between our mouths. Tongues dueled around the hard shaft. We slid our lips up and down his cock, meeting at the head and sucking.
Dad groaned and gripped the arms of his chair.
"Oh my god, my son and daughter are the best cocksuckers," he grated out.
His words made my pussy gush again. Sucking Daddy's cock with my brother was the hottest thing I've ever done. I couldn't believe how quickly my life changed.
Pay sucked on the head while I nibbled up and down the shaft. I hefted his balls in my hand and played with them before licking and sucking on each fat ball in the sac.
Dad's groans got louder and ongoing as we worked on him. His ass pushed up and he began a rhythmic thrust into Pay's mouth.
"Oh yeah NOW," he shouted and erupted in Pay's mouth.
We both covered the geyser with our mouths and hot cum dribbled down our chins as we kissed and tried to contain it all.
Pay pulled me onto my knees in front of Dad. I licked his softening cock clean when my brother drove deep into my pussy. I was so wet. So ready.
Dad reached below me and squeezed and kneaded my tits. Pay pinched and twisted my nipples.
I nuzzled Daddy's resting cock while my brother fucked me hard and fast. Fat balls hit my clit and drove me higher until I cried out a loud orgasm.
"Fuck her Pay. Bury that cock in your sister," Dad encouraged. "Fuck that tight cunt hard and deep."
The twisting and pinching of my nipples was a painful pleasure.
"Oh yeah!"
He drove hard and pumped his hot seed in until it ran back out of my cunt. On the last drive, his balls slapped my clit and sent me over the edge. I whimpered out a long and hard climax.
Pay pulled me up and put in in Dad's bed between them.
He rolled to me, and we kissed.
"Welcome to the family little sister."
"Mmm, you two make me so hot," I said, still breathing hard.
"So you like male-male action, my love?" Dad asked.
"I do! I had a dream about it."
They both rolled towards me, facing each other, waiting to hear about my dream.



"Do tell," Pay said, kissing and licking my nipple.
"Mmm, you're distracting me," I whined.
"I think he's playing for some downtime because I think we're both going to need it after this story," Dad said, stroking my body with his big rough hand.
"Feels so good...."
"Go on!" Pay said impatiently.
It was that one of you was fucking me, while he was getting fucked."
There was silence for a moment.
"You mean like Pay would be fucking you, and I'd be fucking him. Or the opposite."
"Yessssssss," I exclaimed. "It was such a hot dream.
"Well girl, I think we can make that dream come true, don't you Pay?"
"Fuck yeah!"
We stroked her soft body and kissed and fondled and it seems like we quickly were hard again.
"Hands and knees?" Pay said to me.
"I don't know... I can't see your faces that way," I said.
"How about one of you between my legs, then the other behind him?"
"You want to fuck her, Dad?"
He moved between my open thighs and pushed a pillow under my ass to raise me higher. I held my arms out and up and grabbed the metal headboard.
Pay reached around and stroked his cock, readying him for me. They kissed over his shoulder. My pussy dripped at the sight of the two men eating at each other's mouths.
"Fuck her," Pay said against his lips.
He guided Dad's cock in and I whimpered at the fat cock filling me. He was ball deep and took a couple of strokes in and out.
He stopped and moaned and I could see Pay with the lube. I knew he was teasing Dad, readying him for his cock.
I reached down between us and gripped Dad's asscheeks and spread them. They both groaned.
I could tell by the pressure of his cock inside me, that Pay was moving into him.
Dad's head dropped to my shoulder and he grunted. "God that feels so good Pay."
"Fuck him Pay. Fuck Daddy."
Breaths were harsh and loud and lewd and filled the room. I groaned every time Pay drove into him.
"We're locked together. All of us," I whimpered.
Dad hissed through his teeth and began to thrust into me, which made him ride Pay's cock.
"Oh god, I can't take it anymore..." Dad ground out and began to shudder. He exploded in me and Pay fucked his faster and harder, driving him deeper inside me.
Suddenly Pay threw his head back and wailed, locking into Dad.
Dad's cock slipped out of me and Pay pulled out of him. They collapsed on each side of me.
"Well girl, was it as good as your dream?"
"Better!"

~to be continued~
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A Father's Affection : Three's A Charm

The gorgeous young redhead behind the perfume counter said earnestly, "Maybe you can tell me a little bit about your daughter?"
I had gone to the mall to choose the perfect birthday present for my eighteen-year-old daughter. The clerk behind the counter caught my eye and I waited until she was finished with a customer.
"She, uhm, is lacking in self-esteem and I'm worried about her."
I knew that wasn't much to tell her. But I lacked the words to say that my daughter was overweight. Not by a lot, probably a size larger than she could be, but it was a lot to her. It kept her from fully engaging in life.
The young lady behind the counter had a similar body but seemed comfortable in her skin. Neither would be considered BBW. More curvaceous. I happen to prefer that over flat chested skinny women and I know most of my friends do as well. She had creamy white skin as true redheads often had, but hers wasn't marred by freckles.
"You're a good dad to be concerned. Do you think she'd like a makeover? I mean we do makeup here. I can advise her on skin care as well."
She placed her forearms on the counter and leaned closer. I glanced at her nametag, Micaela, only because I needed the distraction from the fantastical cleavage she was presenting. She wasn't much older than my daughter, so any thoughts of hitting on her were just unacceptable.
"Maybe," I said, considering that. "She a bit, curvaceous. I think she's embarrassed about her weight."
Micaela nodded knowingly. "I get that. I grew up like this," she said, waving a hand over her cleavage. She was also round in all the right places and would be a major turn-on for many men. Including me.
"She needs to have your confidence," I said. "I'm a single dad and I'm afraid I don't know where to start."
"It didn't come overnight. When I was her age, I thought I had to be in the norm," she air quoted, "to be loved. I had this flaming hair, was overweight compared to my friends, had these," she pointed her thumbs at her breasts. "I was a hot mess."
"So how did you turn into the butterfly that you are now?" I asked.
She smiled and blushed. "Thank you. That's the nicest thing anyone ever said to me." I shrugged, indicating it was just the truth. "After I graduated high school, I went to work in a big department store for the summer. They stuck me in the shoe department where I'd have a lower profile. An older woman that worked there took me under her wing. She guided me through a transformation, as it were."
"You were quite lucky. I'm sure a female in your life like that made all the difference."
The only issue for me was that I was the only influence in my daughter's life currently. I dated but haven't had an ongoing relationship for a long time.
"Hey," she said in a lower voice, leaning even further forward and exposing more of those fantastical breasts. "Maybe I could be an influencer with her. If I showed up as a date, your girlfriend, it would be easy for me to befriend her."
I got stuck on girlfriend and the visions that conjured up in my male brain. My dick decided to join in and rose to attention. I moved closer to the counter, which brought me closer to her. Close enough to see the dark blue streaks in her light icy blue eyes.
"I uhm... You're so young. I'm not sure how convincing it'd be that you'd be interested in me," I admitted.
She smiled, flicked her tongue over her red-painted lips, and said, "Oh, I'd be interested. Definitely. Age means nothing." She waved her hand dismissively.
My cock throbbed.
I hesitated. "Well okay then. It's a date?"
We exchanged numbers and planned our first date. I bought the perfume she suggested for Larissa's birthday, hoping this was just the beginning of my daughter's metamorphosis.
Three days later I was showering after work and getting ready to see Micaela. I knew I would have to concentrate on why she was going to spend time with me. For Larissa. Not for any relationship we may or may not have.
"I have a date tonight, hon."
Larissa was sprawled on the living room sofa reading a book. She was a voracious reader and always had a book in her hand.
I took a moment to really look at her. As Micaela would when she came by. Larissa hadn't had a haircut for as long as I can remember. Her pretty chestnut hair was to her lower back. She wore oversized sweats. She had large breasts as well and I knew she often tried to hide them.
I only hoped Micaela could get through to her.
"Okay good, Dad." She barely glanced up from her book.
"She's coming here before we go out to dinner."
"Okay."
She was immersed in her book again.
The doorbell rang and I nervously went to open it. Partly because I felt we were doing something underhanded, and partly because I was actually excited to be spending time with Micaela.
"Danny," she said, smiling as soon as I opened the door. She seemed genuinely happy to see me. Almost as happy as I was to see her.
"Hi, c'mon in," I said, stepping back.
Her red hair was piled on her head with tendrils dripping down. She was dressed simply in a navy tank and white capris. The color was red sandals with red painted toes peeping out.
We exchanged a few words, and I realized Larissa was still on the sofa, reading.
"Larissa, come here and meet Micaela."
She popped up and looked over the back of the sofa. I saw her eyes widen slightly when she saw her.
"Hi, nice to meet you," Larissa said, coming over.
I watched Larissa carefully and noted she took in every detail. Micaela wore a lighter amount of makeup than she had on in the store, understandably. She wore the signature red lipstick she'd had on the other day.
I wanted to kiss that off her lips. A vision of those lips wrapped around my dick flashed in my mind and I was mortified.
"Ready to go?" I said abruptly.
"Sure! Nice to meet you, Larissa. Hope to see you again."
I had to tamp down my libido all through dinner because she had pulled out all the stops. It was as though we'd known each other for a long time, and the familiarity added a certain intimacy.
We stopped for a drink after dinner. We stopped back at the house to pick up her car and I followed her home.
"I had a really great time, Danny," she said, placing her hands on my chest.
Me too. In fact, I couldn't think of the last time I laughed so much. She was funny and sincere and someone you want to spend time with.
She went up on tiptoes and brushed her lips on mine. I held her waist and took the kiss deeper. She wrapped her arms around my neck and the passion flared. The only thing that kept me from taking her right there was that we were outside her front door.
After some time, I pulled back and looked at her.
"I really should go. I don't want to. I want to stay and love you all night."
She smiled and said, "I want you to stay too, but this time you should go."
I gave her another light kiss and nearly skipped down the sidewalk.
The next morning at breakfast Larissa said, "How did your date go?"
She wore a faded thin nightgown. It was a bit small for her, so it clung to her curves. I realized then how similar her shape was to Micaela's.
"Very well. I had a great time. She's fun and funny."
"She's beautiful."
"You don't think she's too young for me?" I asked.
"I never thought about that. No, not really. Where did you meet her?"
I laughed. "You won't believe this. At the mall of all places."
"You at the mall. That is funny," she laughed.
"Hey, you got a birthday coming up. Do you want to go out, or throw steaks on the grill?" I asked, already knowing what she'd choose.
"Steaks on the grill of course," she grinned. "You can invite Micaela if you want."
"If you're sure, hon. It's your day." She nodded. "Okay, I'll ask her."
I tried not to show my excitement. Not only to see Micaela again but that Larissa was interested in seeing her. She'd never shown much of an interest in any woman I'd dated.
I called Micaela later that day and set it up with her.
Saturday morning was house cleaning, but since we were both neatniks we usually whizzed through it. I had to run to the grocery store to pick up some things and stop to pick up the birthday cake I'd ordered.
Micaela showed up right on time. Her arms were loaded with brightly wrapped gifts.
"Hi," I said almost shyly.
She brushed a kiss on my cheek. I knew she was feeling the same.
We piled the boxes on the table and went into the kitchen. On the way, I couldn't help but appreciate her in the short skirt and matching crop top. Pink was her color I decided.
"Hi, Micaela!" Larissa said, in a somewhat shocking excited greeting.
"Hey girl, happy birthday!" She hugged her and I saw Larissa blush with pleasure. A woman in the picture made all the difference. "I hope you don't mind but I got you a couple of presents. I work at the mall so I can't help myself." They both laughed.
"I'll be back, I have to change," Larissa said, disappearing.
We looked at each other and jumped right into each other's arms. While we kissed, I gathered her ass in my hands and lifted her to me. She moaned in my mouth.
Her skirt pulled up and the thong allowed me to hold her bare ass in my hands. Her hard nipples poked through our clothing into my chest. I'd have taken her right there on the kitchen floor if we were alone.
We finally broke away from each other breathing heavily.
"Wow," she said, scanning my face. "You got the touch, baby."
"I'm inspired," I answered truthfully.
After steaks and birthday cake, Larissa opened her presents.
She loved her perfume, or claimed to, I laughed to myself. But once she began to open the presents Micaela brought, her face lit up like the proverbial Christmas tree.
"OHMYGOSH," she squealed when she opened the first box.
It was a skirt and a matching tank top. I could see Micaela's taste in the choice. She hadn't worn anything flashy since I'd known her. Fashionable and young.
She continued to open more clothing that Larissa got more and more excited about. The last two boxes were smaller.
"Ohhhh these are beautiful," she said in awe, looking at Micaela.
She held up a sheer lacy bra and matching panties in the palest of blush pink. Since I did the laundry, I knew that she owned nothing like that. This was going to be special for her.
The next set was similar but with a sexy black lace push-up bra. The panties were thong-style. Then she pulled out a matching garter belt and black thigh-high hose.
Larissa was emotional and Micaela glanced at me. I gave her a thank you so much look.
"Let's go try it on!" Micaela said, giving Larissa time to recover.
Much giggling and laughter from her room followed.
When they came out, it took my breath away. She wore the tank and skirt. With the new lingerie, her breasts were supported perfectly, and she looked slimmer. She also wasn't slouching which helped.
"Wow, is that my daughter?" She giggled. "You look beautiful hon."
I didn't want to make a huge deal of it so it wouldn't seem as though she looked terrible before. I was treading a fine line here.
"We're going to go and have a spa day next week if it's okay with you?" Micaela asked.
"Of course. Absolutely."
I knew I'd have to prepare myself for those two coming back from a spa day. It was wonderful to see how excited Larissa was about it and my heart sang. My daughter was happy.
I was an editor for dry technical manuals and textbooks. But it meant I could work from the office or home. Whatever my whim.
I split my day and headed home after lunch. I was surprised to see Micaela's car in the driveway. And excited. The downside was that there wasn't much we could do here with Larissa around.
"I'm home!" I called.
The house was silent, so I walked into Larissa's room. The bathroom door was closed.
"Hey, I'm home!" I repeated.
"Daddy! You're early."
I heard muffled giggles and the steam rolled from under the door. The shower. Together?
"Hi, Danny! I dropped by after work."
"Great," I said, visions of the current scene in the shower running through my head, my cock filling with blood so fast I was lightheaded.
If it were just Micaela, I'd be in there helping but it wasn't to be. Hearing more giggling I left and went into the kitchen.
Micaela came out first in one of my white t-shirts which were oversized on her. Droplets of water clung to her hair.
"Hi baby, nice to see you," I said softly, leaning down for a kiss. "I like your style today."
She planted her hands on her hips, pulling the shirt tighter so I could see she was braless underneath.
"You like?"
I swallowed hard. "Ohhh yeahhhh I do. I love." I took her all in. head to toe. "You are the sexiest thing."
"Daddy you're home early," Larissa said sweeping into the kitchen. She wore the same attire and seeing my daughter's breasts pushing through my thin t-shirt was a bit of a shock. "She came over to help me with my hair. Condition it and stuff."
"That was very nice of her, hmm?" I smiled and my daughter giggled.
She walked over and hugged Micaela, who in turn hugged her back. I had to turn away, so my daughter didn't see my cock poking out after watching their tits mash together in that hug.
Micaela smiled knowingly. "It was all my pleasure. I like spending time with you both."
My daughter clung to her with her face buried in her neck. Micaela held her close, still pushing their tits together and driving me crazy. She reached down and hooked a finger under the hem of the t-shirt and raised it teasing that she wore no panties.
After a bit, they went back into her bedroom and came back out fully clothed. Much to my relief. It wouldn't do for Larissa to see my dick poking out the front of my pants.
We all ate dinner together and Micaela said her goodbyes. I walked her out to her car.
"How about dinner next week?"
"If I can wait that long," she said with a smirk.
"Mmm, you are a tease, aren't you?"
I backed her against her car in the darkness. She spread her legs and I moved between them. I sat her up on the fender and she wrapped her legs around me. I could feel the steamy heat from her pussy on my hard bulge, right through our clothes.
We kissed sloppy and wet and wild, and she shoved her tits into my chest. I slipped my hand under her shirt and found bare tits and hard nipples.
"I left my bra off just in case of this," she murmured.
"You minx," I whispered, tugging her nipple. It was bullet-hard and long. She hissed through her teeth.
"Did you ever fuck anyone on their fender in your driveway," she ground out in my ear.
"Not yet!"
I pulled her top over her head baring those fabulous tits.
"F," she said.
"Hmm," I said vaguely, hefting them in my hands and watching her nipples grow impossibly longer.
"My tits, F cup."
"No no. Perfect cup they are," I smiled looking at her. F stands for holy fuck in my book.
"I'm glad you like them."
"Oh baby, I like the whole package," I said leaning over to taste.
She moaned and arched. Her tits were sensitive, and I loved it. I sucked on one of those bullet-hard nipples and tugged it longer with my teeth. She held the back of my head and pushed her tit into my mouth. I moaned and began to gnaw, and she shuddered.
"Oh god yeah, you know how to do it," she whimpered. "I need you."
"I don't want to fuck on your car. Not the first time," I gasped out.
"I don't give a fuck. Here. Now."
It was dark, but if someone's eyes were adjusted to the darkness outside, they could see us. I thought about that for a few seconds then dismissed it.
She squirmed out of her panties, and they dropped to the ground. We both fumbled my zipper, and she pushed my pants and shorts down.
"Mmm," she moaned, wrapping her hand around my hardness. "I've been waiting for this."
She was wet and I was ready, and I pushed in. She wrapped her legs around me and I ground in deep. She leaned back on the hood of the car. Her creamy-skinned tits were luminescent in the moonlight. I wanted to remember this forever.
I pounded into her watching her tits bouncing on her chest. Suddenly she arched and I felt her cunt squeeze my cock rhythmically. That sent me over the edge, I drove in and filled her with my hot juices. Hers mingled with mine and ran out down over my balls.
"Oh baby," I gasped.
She fell back on the hood of her car, breasts bouncing with each heave of her breath.
"What the fuck did you just do to me," she grated out.
I pulled out and stroked her soft smooth pussy lips. I couldn't resist burying my nose in that softness and tasting our comingled juices.
"Oh my god," she moaned.
I flicked her clit with my tongue, and she jerked. I nibbled on those smooth lips and tugged with my teeth. She had her heels on the fender opening herself wide for me.
I rhythmically flicked her clit until she came to a shuddering climax again.
"You're killing me," she groaned.
"Oh no, I need you around for more of this," I said, taking her hands and pulling her up.
"Yeah baby, more," she said, kissing me, tasting herself on me. "Much more."
A few days later I came home to Micaela's car in the drive again. But this time I quietly went into my house, not knowing what I would see.
I heard talking from her room and stood in the hall and looked in. I had to reach into my pants to adjust myself.
They were both on the bed, Micaela was on top, her leg between Larissa's. She was pushed up on her elbow and they were giggling and talking quietly.
They were in lace bras and Micaela's ass was bare in the thong. Their tits were pressed into each other. Larissa's hand slid down her back and over her bare ass.
I began to feel like a lech, so I made a sound and stepped into the doorway of the room.
Neither moved, but Micaela looked up.
"Hi baby," she said with a bright smile. She held up tweezers. "I was just tweezing her eyebrows."
"I see that," was all I could say. The lump in my throat and the vision in front of me shut down my brain.
Micaela got off the bed, came over, went on tiptoe, and kissed me. She pressed her body against me, and I automatically wrapped my arms around her and kissed her back. She pulled back and smiled and I knew we both remembered the other night.
She stepped away and Larissa rolled to her stomach on the bed, pushing up enough that her tits dangled in the sheer lace bra. I swallowed hard and pried my eyes away.
Larissa came over to me and spoke. "Look at my hair, Daddy. Mica helped me blow it dry. I think I'm going to get it trimmed?"
"You look beautiful hon. Of course, you can get it cut. Whatever you want to do."
I had to lock my eyes on hers otherwise I'd be looking at her tits. Most certainly inappropriate for a dad to do to his daughter.
She wrapped her arms around Larissa under her tits and they pressed together. It was killing me. I glanced down to see their nipples in full view through the gossamer lace. The lace thong barely covered their pussy lips.
I turned to escape the room and said, "I'm going to go shower."
I had to try to get myself under control. To be this hard for Micaela was one thing, but seeing Larissa doing things to me just wasn't right. I was appalled at myself.
The shower started cool just to calm me. I tried to think of work and what the next project was, but it wasn't working. I was too aroused and there was only one thing that would take care of that.
I was dripping the body soap into my palm when I felt the breeze of the shower door opening. I didn't have to turn to know who it was.



She pressed into my back, and I could feel her hard nipples. I moaned softly when her arms came around me and one hand slid lower.
"I thought you might need this," she whispered.
I shuddered. "I need this. I need you."
She grasped my cock from behind and began long slow strokes. Her hand slid off the end each time, her palm rubbing the sensitive head. She'd twist her hand and twist the tip.
I turned and lifted her. Her legs wrapped me. We didn't talk. I slid deep inside her. Her cunt squeezed my cock. Our eyes were locked. I pushed her against the tile wall and began to thrust into her. That position rubbed my cock on her clit, and she cried out and mewed a low growl as she rode the wave.
Her pussy was like a velvet glove that gripped my cock tighter. I couldn't stop pounding into her. Nothing could have stopped me. I pounded faster and harder. Her tits bounced and rubbed against my chest. She started to cum again, crying out even louder. I vaguely wondered if she was loud enough for my daughter to hear, but that left my mind as fast as it came in.
I grunted each thrust as I built up to the inevitable.
"Fuck me," she ground out. "Oh yeah, baby. Fuck me hard."
Those words did it and my cock released a jet of cum deep inside her.
Her legs slowly slid down and I held her against me until we both regained our breath and stability.
"Oh Danny," she whispered and kissed me deeply.
I felt the emotion and felt the same.
Even though we had age differences, I was falling in love with Micaela.
It was only when we finished showering that I noticed my bedroom door was open.
My life had become complicated.
The next day I came home early again. This time I remained quiet and went down the hall to the open bedroom door.
They were both naked on her bed, lying face to face. Larissa had her leg over Micaela's hip which opened her pussy full to view. Her soft lips were shaved bare as well.
Soft moans when Micaela rubbed her hard nipple on Larissa's. They kissed and their tongues tangled. I heard Larissa's breath hiss through her teeth and saw her hand over her pussy and toying with her clit.
"Feel good, baby?" Micaela asked.
"Mmm yeah. I need to cum again."
"You're still thinking about what you saw aren't you," Micaela smiled and began to rhythmically flick her clit.
"Oh god yeah," Larissa moaned. She was twisting and pinching Micaela's nipples. "It was so hot watching you and Daddy fucking."
I was stunned. I slipped my hand into my pants and began squeezing my throbbing dick. I needed to stay.
"Did you like his big cock," Micaela asked.
My cock was currently seeping copious amounts of precum into my hand.
"Daddy's cock yessssss," she hissed.
"Mmm, it felt so good inside me."
Larissa's lips parted and she began to pant. Micaela pushed two fingers inside her and she cried out.
"Yes, Daddy fuck me! I'm going to cum on your cock," she shouted and squealed out a long hard orgasm.
The pounding was so loud in my ears that I didn't know if I made a sound when I exploded in my hand or not. Did they hear me? Now I was outside the door, listening and watching.
After I regained myself, I watched and they didn't seem to hear me, so I went back down the hall to the kitchen and made enough noise that they knew I was home.
"Hi Daddy," Larissa said, coming into the kitchen in the white t-shirt again. I could tell this time she wore nothing under it.
Micaela followed her in, smiling. "Danny." She walked over to me and kissed me, deep and hard, placing her hand on my recovering cock and squeezing.
I would have been embarrassed for her to do that in front of Larissa a half hour ago, but I just moaned in her mouth.
"I'm going to go take a nap," I said, breaking away from Micaela. I had a lot to think about and needed some time.
I darkened my room, stripped, and sprawled on the bed. I must have dozed because I woke up to my cock hardening in a hot wet mouth.
"Mmm, Micaela," I said groggily. "That feels so fucking good."
She nipped down my cock, then sucked each ball into her mouth, massaging it with her tongue. I automatically began to thrust.
"Oh, fuck that feels so good. Suck me, baby," I whispered, vaguely aware that was the first time she'd done that. So many discoveries about each other.
She had me throbbing hard and she pulled away. I heard rustling and she was straddled over my cock.
"OH yeah. Oh yeah. Fuck me," I groaned.
I decided this time I would take and enjoy. I'd be doing the same for her soon.
She rubbed the head of my cock on her wet pussy slit and I thrust up, needing to get inside her. She just moved away, teasing me.
"Please baby, I need you," I begged.
She lowered until just the tip was in, and every time I'd push up, she would raise.
"Oh god, don't fucking tease me, baby. You know how much I love that cunt. I need to be inside you."
I heard her heavy breathing and knew she was as aroused as I was. Finally, she slid lower and ground down. God her cunt was like a vice around my cock. She slowly moved up and down in long slow strokes.
I grunted, trying to drive up but she was controlling. Each time she rose she pulled my cock tight. My balls churned.
I couldn't take it anymore, grabbed her hips, held her, and started bucking. She rode, coming down hard and deep, then raising and slamming down to meet me. Our bodies pounded together making a lewd sound in the room.
I thumbed the clit between those sweet smooth pussy lips, and she began to rock, her cunt still rhythmically gripping. So, fucking tight.
I heard the sharp intake of breath, and her cunt spasmed on my cock sending me over the edge. I pulled her down hard and blew my seed deep inside her.
"Oh my god," I gasped, trying to catch my breath.
She collapsed on my chest, her tits pushing into me as she breathes hard.
Her face was in my neck.
I ran my hands down her back to her ass and squeezed.
"Oh Daddy," she breathed against my neck.
I froze.
"Larissa," I said simply.
"Mmm," she moaned softly, snuggling into me.
I wrapped my arms around her and rolled her under me.
"Oh hon, what did you do?"
"I fucked you, Daddy. I knew you wouldn't if you knew who I was."
Suddenly the bed moved, and Micaela stretched out next to Larissa. I rolled to her side and could see them both in the light of the open door.
I ran my hand over their bodies, my hand between their legs. Both had soft smooth pussies. Their tits high on their chests, big nipples.
"You're both so beautiful," I said, in awe, they were in my bed. They were my girls.
"And this is where we want to stay," Larissa said hopefully.
"Neither of you are going anywhere," I sighed in resignation.
Living every day in awe, I ordered a new king-size bed, giving us a little more room for our playground.
Micaela moved in with us and into my bedroom. Larissa spent most of her time with us, but also spent time in her own room.
Living with two nubile young ladies kept my cock on red alert. If they both or one of them weren't playing with me, they were playing with each other.
While they ate each other out on the bed next to me, I stroked their bodies. I discovered that while Micaela was an F, Larissa was a double D. Heaven for a tit man like me.
The slurping sounds, soft moans and body undulations drove me crazy, but I knew someone would take care of me soon enough.
I now work from home mostly of course. Micaela still worked at the mall and Larissa was now working with her. She felt much better about herself and was confident. I couldn't have been happier.
Not until one afternoon did the doorbell ring and I opened the door to Larissa's mom. My ex-wife.
"Lisa," I said, standing there with the door open, but not inviting her in.
She quit communicating with us when Larissa was in high school. We had no idea what happened to her.
"Hi, Danny. Are you surprised to see me?"
She really hadn't changed much. She was the beauty that created Larissa, who looked just like her at that age. We were madly in love.
I was thankful the girls weren't home and invited her in, hoping she'd make it quick. As she sat across from me making small talk, I noticed that she had aged. She looked like hell. Maybe not from the years, but something.
"Larissa isn't home. I'm not sure I want her to see you," I admitted.
She leaned back on the sofa. She looked tired. "I can understand that, Danny." She picked at some invisible lint on her pants. "The last time you heard from me was right around the time I was diagnosed with an autoimmune disorder. I've been on a roller coaster ride since then."
"I'm sorry to hear that. Are things improving?"
She nodded. "A little, yes. I just didn't want to worry Larissa. I wanted her high school years to be as fun and carefree with you as possible."
"She needed you, though Lisa. She is finally just now coming into herself." I certainly wasn't going to go into detail about that now. Or ever.
"I know. It wasn't a good decision. But once I made it, I couldn't back out of it. My life was turmoil for a long time, and I just couldn't drag you or her into it."
I sat there trying to digest it all and wondering how she was going to fit into our lives now.
As though reading my mind she said, "I've rented an apartment in town. I was hoping to connect with Larissa. I don't know if she'll understand, but I hope so. I have to try."
I nodded. She did need to try to make amends with our daughter.
Suddenly the door swung open, and Micaela bellowed out, "I'm home!"
It was such a relief to see her. She had just become my rock. I got up to hug her and lead her into the living room.
"Micaela, I want you to meet Larissa's mom, Lisa."
"Oh, hi, nice to meet you," she said, holding out her hand to Lisa.
I could see she was shocked, but she recovered nicely. She had just come from work and looked gorgeous with perfect makeup and a well-fitting suit.
"Nice to meet you as well," Lisa said, shaking her hand.
"You'll excuse me, but I really must go change out of these work clothes," she said, quickly escaping from the room.
Lisa and I talked for a bit, and she left, to come back tomorrow after I prepared Larissa.
I walked into the bedroom to see Micaela lounging in the chair reading a book.
"I thought I'd give you time with her, baby."
"Thank you. I have to tell Larissa she's back and wants to see her."
"That's okay. It will be her choice. She's a big girl now, Dad," she grinned.
"You're right, but I think I'll always want to protect her."
She nodded. "I get that. You'll find a way. You always do."
"You have such faith," I laughed.
"Hey, she's working late tonight." She kissed me. "Do you need a distraction?"
"Oh baby, I need anything and everything from you."
We stretched out next to each other and began kissing. It wasn't our usual intensity, but a slow mellow loving kissing and fondling.
I just had to push my knit shorts off, which was just what I was wearing when Lisa was here. I wondered if she noticed when I got up to hug Mikaela.
I pulled the t-shirt over her head and settled her down underneath me. She sighed and spread her thighs wide while I moved into their cradle.
"I love you," she said quietly.
Without hesitation, I said, "I love you too." And slid deep inside her.
Our pace was slow and deliberate. We climbed to the peak unhurriedly. The build-up was like something I never experienced. When we both hit the peak together, it was as though we soared and long and shuddering orgasms.
"Oh baby," I said, cradling her in my arms.
"Mmm."
We were quiet for a while, just relishing the closeness.
"Danny?"
"What baby?"
"Your ex is beautiful."
"I thought so. Back then. I'm not sure I noticed now. I did notice she was tired, and it was apparent she'd been through a lot."
"Did she turn you on?"
"Now? NO!" I exclaimed. "I was thinking of a lot of things while she was here, and sex was most definitely not one of them."
"Did you have a good sex life?"
"Do you really want to know all this?"
"I do! I'm not jealous. Just learning about you. And it tells me a lot about Larissa's life." She looked up and kissed my jaw. "I'm definitely not jealous. I see you fucking Larissa and am totally okay with it."
"Alright then. We met in high school and didn't really date until after we graduated. She was hot back then and every guy in the school wanted in her pants. Except me. She must have noticed that because she came after me."
"Smart girl," she said smiling and I kissed her forehead.
"We fucked on our first date," I laughed. "No coercion. We were hot for each other and that was that. From then on, our sex life was nonstop. We fucked everywhere we could. Her bucket list was sucking my cock in as many places as she could."
Micaela laughed and I grinned. "So not so much different than you are now," she said.
"Maybe."
We laughed.
"The obvious choice was that we would marry. We did and she got pregnant within the first year. God, I remember how that turned me on. I know many men don't think their wives are sexy when they're pregnant, but damn I always had a hard on for her. The only position was doggie, and I'd watch in the mirror as her fat milky tits swayed while I fucked her."
"Danny, you're getting me wet again," she sighed.
"The only reason our sex life slowed down was because it was interrupted by nightly feedings etc. But after she got older, we were back at it again, nightly. And daily."
"Larissa started high school and I noticed Lisa wasn't as interested in sex during the day. She was either tired or busy. To be honest I didn't think much of it."
"Uh oh," she said, guessing what was coming.
"Right, like a hook to the jaw, she announced she was leaving me for another man."
"Oh, my god."
"I was stunned, to say the least. I had no clue. No inkling. Our divorce was amicable. She gave me custody of Larissa but kept in close contact. At least until she started her junior year of high school, and it was then she saw the last of her mom."
"That's so sad! And especially now you know why. What happened to her husband?"
"That's the odd thing. She never remarried. I don't know, but I guessed she just lived with him and at some point, they had issues."
"You want to know something really weird?" she asked.
"What baby?"
"I can imagine you and her together. Having sex. Her sucking your cock, you eating her. Does that make me creepy?"
"Umm, no, it makes you even hotter." She smiled and stroked my body lightly with her fingers.
"You know, I'm glad you're open-minded about this. It'll make it so much easier for Larissa if she chooses to have a relationship with her mom. I mean, with anyone, having mom and dad friends at least, takes away a lot of anxiety."
"Mmm, you are so right. How did you get so smart," I said, pulling her close to me.
And that's how Larissa found out when she returned from work.
She woke us up when she crawled into bed with us.
"Mmm," I moaned when I felt her soft body.
We leaned over Danny and kissed. He hugged us to each side.
"This is so nice," she said.
"Hon, I have some news for you," I said, seeing no reason to put it off.
"Oh? Not bad I hope."
"Nooooo, not at all. Your mom stopped by today," I said simply.
She was silent for a long time.
"What happened to her?" she asked.
"She was... is sick. She has an autoimmune disorder. She's recovering from it. Or as best as one recovered from that. I think she's more stabilizing herself."
"Really? She was sick. That's why she just walked away from me?"
"Yes, that's what she said. She will be able to explain more if you want to see her. That's entirely up to you, hon."
Micaela put her hand over hers, which was over my heart.
"When was she here?"
"late this afternoon."
"I met her," Micaela told her.
"You did? How did she look?"
"Tired. Haunted. But extremely beautiful. I can see why you're so gorgeous." She glanced at me. "Well, her and your dad."
We laughed.
One thing I left out when I told Micaela about Lisa is that she's bisexual. I don't know why I didn't mention it. I don't even think Larissa knows. She was too young then.
The next day Larissa said she'd like to see her mom. I called her and asked her over that evening.
"You know Dad, it's going to be hard to hide our relationship," she said.
"I know, hon."
We were always very familiar with each other, kissing, and hugging. Our touches would certainly seem inappropriate to an outsider that knew we were father and daughter.
"I guess we'll have to be careful when we're around her," she said.
"That's about all we can do. We can't go backward now."
"I would never ever want to. I love the way it is right now with you and Micaela."
That evening Lisa showed up and Larissa opened the door to her. We were busy in the kitchen which gave them time to get past the awkward time.
I turned when they came into the kitchen. Lisa's face was brighter and less tired, and I suspected it had a lot to do with seeing her daughter.
We all sat down for dinner. I was afraid it might be uncomfortable, but in fact, we were all quite at ease. By the end of the meal, we were laughing and talking, and a stranger would never know what went on.
Larissa helped me clean up in the kitchen and we sent Micaela and Lisa to the living room with a bottle of wine.
"Daddy, thank you for being nice," she said, raising on her tiptoes and kissing me.
I sighed, knowing what she meant. I squeezed her ass and pulled her into me.
"Of course," I whispered in her ear. "Anything for you. Anything at all."
She moaned and tipped her mound into my hardening bulge, and I kneaded her ass.
"Oh!"
Lisa had walked into the kitchen and witnessed it all, but instead of Larissa jumping back, she kept hugging me.
"Thank you, Daddy, you're the best." She gave me a sweet kiss on the cheek and casually stepped back, giving me time to turn so Lisa didn't see the bulge in the front of my pants.
I smiled at Larissa. "Did you need something, Lisa?"
"I forgot the wine glasses," she said, picking them up off the island.
I truly don't know how long she was standing there, or what she saw, but it was too late. It was bound to happen sooner or later. I guess I'll deal with whatever fallout there may be.
We all loosened up with the wine and it seemed the earlier episode was forgotten. Lisa's cheeks were flushed, her eyes bright. I caught her glancing at me. I kept my arm around Micaela.
The two girls took a bathroom break giggling all the way. We laughed.
"You have a great relationship with them both. I envy that," she said wistfully.
If she saw anything unseemly between our daughter and me, she isn't indicating it.
"We all do. We're close. Micaela came into our lives when we needed her. She was a major help to Larissa."
"Yes, she has grown up to be quite a different young lady than when I saw her last."
I nodded. That she has.
Lisa began to spend more time at the house, which meant we lost some of our freedom. But it was worth it for Larissa and her mom to renew their relationship.
One afternoon Lisa came to me in the kitchen and said, "I just went by Larissa's room and saw her and Micaela on her bed."
I opened my mouth, but nothing came out.
"They're very close you know," she said.
"Yes, they are. I believe you were close to some of your girlfriends?"
"I was yes. It has been many years since I've been with another woman."
Those words conjured up a memory of her and her girlfriend. They would play in front of me. I was allowed to join in, but only with my wife because her girlfriend was lesbian and not interested. I always thought how hot it would be if Lisa found another bisexual woman to bring to our bed.



We looked at each other, knowing the other's memories.
"I do like that you've given them freedom," she said, leaning against the counter next to me.
"Well, it was you that initiated me into it you know. I've always been pretty open-minded."
"Yes, you were. I didn't appreciate that enough," she said, looking off.
"We both have regrets, Lisa. We should put that all behind us. I have a new life now and I like that you're in it just as much as Larissa does."
Just then the girls came giggling into the kitchen wearing their usual white t-shirts with nothing on underneath.
"Mom, I didn't know you were here," Larissa said, hugging her mom.
I saw Lisa's hands slide down her back to the curve of her ass and hold her close.
"Mmm, I just got here baby," she said, nuzzling Larissa's neck.
Micaela watched and glanced at me, raising her eyebrows and I just smiled.
They were the same height and fit together perfectly. Larissa had her mom's tits and they smashed together. I could tell the moment Larissa noticed and went to her tiptoes and leaned into her mom.
Lisa slid her hands lower which pulled the shirt up and bared her ass to her mom's hands. Larissa nuzzled into her mom's neck and moaned softly.
"Baby." Lisa seemed to want to say more but stopped.
Micaela nor I moved not wanting to distract from the moment. The shift of mother and daughter to another realm.
Larissa stepped back and took her mom's hand. She took Micaela's hand and led them into the bedroom.
"Come with us, Daddy. Please."
"Use our bed."
She led them to the king-size bed, and they stripped Lisa naked. She was thinner than I remember. Her tits were heavy but still perky.
They put her between them on the bed and began stroking her body. She was so responsive to them that I could see it had been some time since Lisa had sex.
I undressed and slipped in behind Micaela. She pushed her ass back against me and I put an arm around her waist.
They each took a nipple in their mouth and Lisa cried out with pleasure. It was surreal. I was in bed with my lover, my daughter, and my ex-wife while they had sex with each other.
Lisa's body undulated under their hands. Her thighs opened wide when they stroked her wet pussy. I could see the hair glistening. I knew the clit that was hiding in that bush. Lisa had a huge clit. Bigger than any I'd seen.
I remembered sucking it into my mouth and teasing the tip with my tongue. I had to hold her hips down because she would be thrusting rhythmically when I did that. I'd wait until after she had a shouting orgasm, then slide into her wet cunt.
I couldn't help myself. I reached over to Micaela and teased my finger through the hair into her slit, finding the clit. Lisa shouted louder when I began to thrum it with my finger.
"Eat her baby," Micaela implored. "I want to watch you."
I kissed her passionately before moving between my ex-wife's thighs. I spread her lips with my fingers and exposed the long pink flesh, so similar to a small dick. The tip was as sensitive as the head of a cock. I buried my nose into her and sucked it into my mouth.
"Oh my god, Danny," she shouted. "Eat me you fucker. Eat me like you used to."
Her words brought back memories of how we used to talk to each other. I sucked and licked taking her higher. I shoved to fingers into the wet canal.
"Oh yeah!" she screamed, her whole body shuddering.
The girls latched onto her nipples again and she arched, shoving her tits into their mouths. Her fingers wove through their hair holding them to her tits.
Lisa's orgasm was intense. Her scream bounced off the walls, she jerked her hips rubbing her cunt on my face which was dripping with her juices.
I lapped her clit again and another wave went through her.
"Fuck her, Daddy," Larissa begged.
Both girls held Lisa's knees and pulled them back, opening her wide. Lisa was still in the throes of orgasm. I glanced at Micaela who mouthed, do it!
I moved up and plunged my cock into her hard and fast. I was already fucking her by the time she came down.
"Oh my god, Danny. Fuck me with that rock-hard cock," she shouted.
I was taken back in time to when we couldn't stay away from each other. Her dirty talk drove me wild, and she could get me hard just by that.
"Pound me.... Harder!" she shouted. "I can feel those big fat balls slapping my ass. God I can feel that hard steel throbbing inside me!"
Her words incited me higher. I fucked her harder. My body slammed against hers, her tits bounced hard on her chest. I leaned down and bit her nipples and she shouted.
"Do it again fucker. Do it again!"
I bit and nipped both nipples while I drove into her and ground deeper. The whole bed was bouncing.
"God yeah you fucker. You know how to do it with the throbbing piece of meat. Stretching my cunt. Making my juices boil you fucking stud."
I tipped my hips, so my cock rubbed that distended clit and she began to scream. I knew she was on her way, and I wanted to fly with her.
"Cum with me you sexy bitch. Cum on my cock. I want to feel your cunt tight around my dick while I fill you with my seed."
"Oh yeahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh," she cried out riding the waves.
I followed her off the cliff and grunted and growled out a ball-busting orgasm.
I collapsed on top of her.
"Jesus fucking hell," Micaela murmured and whimpered through a body-shuddering orgasm.
"God damn you guys," Larissa said, rubbing her pussy furiously and groaning out when she went flying.
"What the ever-loving fuck just happened," Lisa asked.
We all squeezed into the shower and rubbed soapy wet bodies over each other. We considered going back to bed and starting again but decided we needed to eat first.
No one got dressed. We all worked in the kitchen together, naked.
"I think you are one lucky motherfucker," Lisa said to me, laughing.
"Yes. But I always have been," I said, my words were clear to her.
I stopped and pulled Micaela to my naked body. "I love this woman," I told Lisa. "But I still love you too." I looked at them both. "Can we make this work?"
It was unconventional. It was incestuous. It was between consenting adults.
"I've been sharing with Larissa and am happy to share with you, Lisa."
"I'm happy to see my mom and dad together and am so happy that Micaela's okay with it because I wouldn't want to lose her."
"I'm thrilled that you all are so understanding. I'm overjoyed to be fucking my hot ex-husband again. I'm just as thrilled to have found two sexy women to enjoy. And I'm most happy to see you fucking our daughter. "
"Then I guess that's it! Group gropes for us!" We all laughed.
I was up making coffee the next morning when Micaela came into the kitchen.
"Mmm, now that's a sight I like to see in the morning."
"I liked that we were all naked last night and thought I'd carry it through."
She wrapped her arms around me and slid her hand over my stomach to my hard cock. "Mmm."
I turned into her arms, and we kissed. I cupped her ass and brought her up to me. She wrapped her legs around me, my cock nestled between her cunt lips.
I carried her to the counter and set her on the edge. She reached between us and guided my cock into her wet and waiting pussy. We groaned as I pushed in deep. She wrapped her arms around my neck.
"I love you, Danny. So much. I don't know what I'd have done had I not met you."
I stroked it slow and deep drawing a gasp from her each time. Her heels dug into my ass. My breathing rasped, filling the kitchen with lewd sounds. It increased as I fucked her faster. I felt her cunt tighten on my cock and knew she was cumming. Her mouth opened on my neck, her steamy breath panting as she came on my cock. I drove in deep and filled her with my hot seed.
While I was still hard. While we were still joined. While we were still wrapped in each other's arms. While we were alone, I said, "I want you to marry me. I want to spend the rest of my life with you. I want a ring on your finger. A ring on my finger."
"Danny!" I looked at her. "Yes, yes yes!" We kissed long and deeply.
"God, I can't tell you how happy I am that you said that."
I picked her up and twirled around with her. My cock was just hard enough to stay inside her. What a way to start.
The rest of the girls were thrilled and immediately started planning our wedding. I didn't mind really. As long as Micaela would be my wife. That was all that counted.
Larissa thought it should be family only and right here in the house. She took it upon herself to find someone to marry us that would understand our unconventional relationship.
Lisa and Micaela wanted to wear special gowns. I didn't know what that meant, but I was sure it would be awesome. It was pretty much that I just show up and I was happy with that.
The day of our wedding dawned. Micaela had slept with Larissa and Lisa had gone back to her apartment for the night. They had arranged everything. I was sure it would be lewd and obscene. I was also sure that the wedding pictures wouldn't be shared with anyone outside of this house.
"You can't see her until the wedding, Daddy," Larissa said, bouncing into the kitchen.
I groaned. "C'mon. Just a peek?"
"No way! Hey, you got your clothes, right?"
"I did. White pants and a white shirt."
"Cool."
She had poured two cups of coffee and left to take them into her room.
A half hour before the ceremony, the woman to marry us showed up. She was amazingly straight looking, and I hoped Larissa gave her a head's up. If not, it was too late now. I excused myself to go shower and get ready.
A light tap on the door told me it was time. I made one last check in the mirror, happy with my white shirt-slacks outfit.
I went to stand with the officiant. A recorded wedding march started, and Lisa came around the corner first.
She took my breath away. Her blond hair was piled on top of her head and tiny flowers were laced throughout. That was where the normal ended.
She wore a flame-red satin lace-up corset that left her breasts high and bare. As I stared, her nipples hardened. A tiny satin triangle covered her blonde bush. Well, not entirely. Curls wrapped around the edge of the red satin. Red ribbon garters held up red silk thigh-highs. She stood tall on impossibly high red satin spike heels.
She stopped and stood straight across from me.
"You look beautiful," I whispered to her, and she blushed.
Larissa came around the corner next. She was dressed identically, but her corset was black satin, black thigh highs, and the same sharp high spike heels. I leaned and kissed my daughter on the cheek.
A suitable pause and Micaela rounded the corner. Her red hair was piled high and had tiny white flowers interspersed. A long white veil swept off the back of her hair. The white corset held her breasts high and proud, the pink nipple hard and long. Her smooth pink pussy lips wouldn't be covered by the white satin triangle. White ribbon garters held up silk thigh-highs and the same spike heels. A long train spread off the back of her corset and trailed down the aisle as she walked.
By now my cock was ridiculously hard and I had a lewd bulge on the front of my pants.
The officiant began, the words were typical wedding vows, which I appreciated. In the end, she told me to kiss the bride.
I kissed her lips, then each nipple in turn.
I reached for Larissa's hand, kissed her on the lips, and kissed each of her nipples.
Lisa stepped up smiling. We kissed, and I kissed each nipple.
I turned. The officiant had disappeared, and it was just us again.
They opened bottles of champagne and we celebrated.
"I can't tell you how sexy you all look today. All three of you took my breath away."
"I think that was the plan," Micaela said, grinning.
She stepped up and kissed me. It quickly turned steamy hot and passionate. We never noticed when the other two left.
She pulled that tiny triangle down her silky legs and kicked it off. Then unbuttoned my pants and pushed them down. She backed me against the sofa and straddled my lap.
"God, those sexy red lips. You know what I imagined the first time I saw you at the perfume counter?"
"That Id' wear it when I sucked your cock," she smiled. "I'll have to put it on before your next blow job baby."
She reached down, held my cock up, and slid down.
"Ahhh, yes, you're mine now. My husband's cock. We will keep having the same steaming hot sex that you had with Lisa. Only this time, you'll have it with all three of us."
As she rode, her breasts pointed straight out, bound in the tight corset. I ran my hands up her gartered thighs, down her nylon-covered legs.
"My beautiful bride," I murmured. "Riding my cock."
"I need you to fill me with your hot seed. I need to feel your cock throb and shove in deep." She ground down on my cock. I moaned.
She rocked faster, her head tipped back, red lips parted, climbing the ladder of pleasure. I squeezed her ass and bucked under her. Needing to be as deep inside her as I could. I felt the first spasms of her tight cunt on my cock.
"Yeah baby, cum with me," I shouted, driving deep and locking in.
She cried out, I ground out a hard climax that emptied my balls. I felt her juices and mine mixed, dripping down over my balls.
"I love you," she murmured before kissing me.
"I love my perfect life with you," I said against her lips.

~the end~


~maybe~
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When Family is Not As They Seem


Chapter Five

Esadowa
I found Maralah in the barn with the horses.
"I wondered where you were, little one."
She was petting one of our American paint horses that we used for ranching.
"We need to give them some exercise."
"We do. Would you like to ride with me? To a secret place?" I asked, smiling.
"Of course!"
I came back with a backpack that Maralah offered to carry. She had the horses ready, so we could leave.
Our horses had always been ridden bareback with just a blanket of soft leather suede.
"I was wondering..." She toed the dust with her boot.
"You were wondering what?"
I tipped her chin up to look at me.
"I was thinking how exciting it would be to ride naked. I mean our ancestors practically did. They just wore those small loincloths and..."
While she was talking, I was already shedding my clothes until I stood in boots and cowboy hat.
She raked her eyes over me and swallowed hard. I hopped up on the back of the horse and picked up the reins.
She stripped down to her boots and hat and was already heading out. Little puffs of the dry earth around each hoof.
Looking at her from behind was an exercise in frustration. Her plump globes were spread into an upside-down heart. Her long black braid tickled the crevice of her ass.
She stopped and turned around.
"How did I ever get such a sexy Dad," she said. "Sitting so proud and straight. Your chest rippling with muscles. Your balls and cock on display between your spread legs. Mmm mmm. I hope I can wait until we get to where we're going."
Her words had my cock hard and lolling on my balls as we trotted across the landscape.
"It's not much longer. You'll be glad you waited my little tease."
She turned in her seat so I could see her breasts bouncing while they trotted on ahead. Her legs gripped her pony, and I knew what it was like to have those legs around me. Holding me tight while I was buried deep inside her.
"Oh, look at all that green!" she said excitedly. "Is that where we're going?"
"It is!"
The horses sensing excitement ahead took off at a gallop.
I had to admit the freedom of riding in the air and sun naked was something I'd never done but am glad she suggested it. It was exhilarating.
The horses walked right up to the spring, and we dismounted.
"This is gorgeous," she murmured. Watching the smooth surface of the spring-fed pond. A bug landed and we watched the tiny ripples spread, but otherwise, the surface was mirror-like.
I pulled my boots off and stepped into the cool water. I shivered for a moment because my skin was hot from the sun.
I turned and took her hand as we were submerged in the glistening blue water. Her long braid floated on the surface for a moment before disappearing under the water.
She came to me and wrapped her legs around my waist, her arms around my shoulders.
"I love you so much. Is it wrong that I almost love you more as a man and lover than my Dad?"
"Of course, not baby. Our relationship has gone through quite a transition lately. It's something we both must adjust to."
"I would want us like this forever," she whispered in my ear.
I didn't reply, but I felt the same. It was as though if I verbalized it, I would be doing Tama a disservice.
"What is this place anyhow?" she asked, looking around. "I'm feeling something?"
I nudged her underwater with my cock.
"I know what you're feeling."
She laughed. "No. Seriously. I can hear voices. Faint. I know no one is around, but I think they'd sound like our ancestors."
I was a bit taken aback and studied her face. She was listening, a serene smile on her face.
"When I bought this place, one of the main reasons, in fact, was they told me this area was used for Native American rituals."
She looked into my eyes for a moment, tipped her head back, and closed her eyes. Her long braid floated on the surface behind her. Her legs were still wrapped around me, and I held her.
Her lips parted and she started a low hum. Maralah didn't move and didn't seem to take a breath while she made that sound.
I knew this was sacred ground. That was also why I bought it. To protect it. I had been away from the reservation so long, some memories were vague of the Medicine Man. He was the reservation healer.
I wondered if someone was trying to communicate through Maralah.
Suddenly she gasped, jerked, and her head shot up. Her eyes were wide with fear.
"Baby, are you alright," I hugged her closer.
"I heard the voice, then a flute and rhythmic drums," she said, clearly shaken.
"I'm going to call my brother Noshi. He's still on the reservation and he has powers. I think you need to talk to him."
She nodded, finally calming down. My brother always had powers. If she did as well, it was a right of passage that she mixes with him to empower an offspring. It was the only way.
I walked out of the water with her and laid her on the soft green grass, then went down between her legs.
"Mmm, I love it when you're between my legs. You know when we were riding and I felt the horse's muscles, I thought about you. You have the same power as the horse."
"Then love I think you should climb on," he rolled to his back, "and ride me."
This beautiful woman straddled my hips, opening herself wide to me.
Our eyes locked and she held my cock, teasing the head in.
"Mmm, this is a big fat dad cock now," she teased.
"Fat for you girl, "I replied.
She slowly lowered. She looked like a wild woman. Her black braid was wet and clung to her shoulder and down over her breast. Her nipples were hard as bullets.
She tipped her head back and closed her eyes while she picked up speed. Up and grinding down. I let her set the pace. My hands on her hips, thumbs in the tiny black bush at the entrance to her heat.
She rode faster, grabbing her tits and kneading. She plucked at her nipples, pinched and twisted. Her head was still back, lost in her own sensation.
It was amazing to see and I willed myself to wait to see her through to orgasm.
Her lips were parted in a low mew as she rode faster, still kneading her tits.
"Ahhhh." The long low wail got louder and louder. She ground her pelvis into me, driving my cock deeper. She rocked and the wail got louder.
Her cunt was tight and gripping and squeezing my cock. I gritted my teeth to hold off. I wanted to watch her through to the conclusion. She was mesmerizing. A true Indian goddess.
My Indian goddess. My daughter.
Her wails reached their peak, her cunt gripped me rhythmically and she shuddered out a long hard orgasm.
My cock exploded at the hard milking, and I shot deep inside her.
Her head came up and she looked at me and blinked, as though wondering where she was. She had been in a trance.
She whimpered and fell forward on my chest.
"Baby, what happened?"
"I don't know. It was as though we were connected in a spiritual sense as well as physical. I don't know. I've never felt anything like that before."
"It was as though I was hypersensitive to your cock inside me. I could feel the veins. Each throb of your pulse. I could feel it filling and swelling. It was powerful... I don't know... It was as though something moved between you and me."
I hugged her to me. I'd heard of a trance-like state from older relatives when I was younger but never knew much about it. That would be something that my brother would know.
Maralah
Out of body. Surreal. Those words seemed lame compared to what I went through. I do know I've never felt closer to anyone in my life. It was as though something passed between us. I couldn't even explain it to Dad, but from his time on the reservation, he was aware of trancelike states.
The flutes. The voices. I could hear but not see. It was as though I was missing the power to see. That I should be seeing, but just couldn't.
I rode behind him on the way home and my horse followed. I had my arms wrapped around his strong body.
I wondered if we looked like a warrior and his woman on the horse as we slowly rode back.
"You are a warrior," I said, my chin on his shoulder.
He patted my hands that were on his stomach.
"In your eyes maybe, my love."
"What is your brother's name?"
"Noshi."
"Were you close?"
"When we were younger yes. We kept in touch after I left the reservation but haven't seen each other in a while.
"Do you think he will come?" I asked, giving him a quick squeeze.
"Without a doubt."
We did not speak of what happened at the spring. Pay and Mama were working on dinner. By the time we got to the house, Dad and I were suitably clothed.
We didn't often keep secrets from each other, but I was glad that Dad didn't mention what happened. I had much to think about.
The next evening the doorbell rang, and I swung the door open to a man that was no doubt Dad's brother, Noshi.
He had the same build but had a more rustic, hardcore red man appearance. My uncle was obviously younger, but he was well-tanned and looked like he would be more comfortable in a loincloth, headband, and feathers.
"You must be Noshi! I'm Maralah... Your niece!"
He grinned broadly showing perfect white teeth that were enhanced by the deep tan.
"I could tell by your beauty," he said, and I blushed.
"Hey hey hey," I heard Dad's voice over my shoulder and stepped aside.
They hugged warmly and exchanged a few words in their native tongue. Whatever Noshi said made Dad look at me proudly and smile.
"Tama!" Noshi cried. "So good to see you!"
They hugged and Mama introduced him to Paytah. Dad said he discussed our family with Noshi so there would be no surprises, and he said Noshi was quite accepting of our situation.
But he too was blood family after all.
Mama and Pay went to the kitchen to finish dinner, Dad went to his office, and I showed Noshi his room. Dad put him on the first floor thinking it would be quieter and he wouldn't see any of us going back and forth between rooms.
"You would be coveted on the reservation," Noshi said while putting his clothes away in the dresser.
"Oh?"
I sat on one of two chairs near the window in his room wanting to hear more.
"Yes, Pure Native beauty is rare anymore. We have been diluted."
I nodded understandingly.
"Living on the reservation means you wouldn't lose touch with your roots," I said.
He came over and sat facing me.
"Beautiful and smart too. A niece I'm proud of."
I smiled and blushed a little.
I realized I was staring.
"I'm sorry. It's just that you look so Indian. I mean I can see you in a loincloth, headband, and feather."
He smiled. "I did bring my breechcloth. I'm so used to wearing it that I couldn't bear to leave it, even if it wasn't appropriate here."
"Mmm," was all I could say, because my imagination was running wild.
He read my mind. "Maybe someday. But just for you."
I blushed and nodded.
Noshi
I came because I knew my brother was close to a change in his life. Maybe not physical, but certainly emotional and spiritual.
I had a way of reading others, and even more so family. Near or far. So, when I called, he was happy to have me visit.
He explained his family and I had no thoughts but understood the transition my brother was going through. We talked of many things on the phone, and I was prepared for everything but what met me at the door.
I was not prepared for the warrior princess that I found.
I asked her to tell me what happened at the spring and she did, including every detail.
She belonged on the reservation. I could sense her powers. I knew that she was not yet able to feel mine, but she would in time. And it would be potent and strong for us both.
I had no equal on the reservation, but Maralah would likely end up outshining me.
There was a tap on my door and Esa entered.
We sat in the chairs by the window after making sure the door was closed.
He began to explain what happened to Maralah as he saw it. The trancelike state when they were joined.
"What did you feel? Any of what she was feeling?"
He shrugged. "Maybe a little but nothing like her. I mean I know we use it for healing... But this was totally different."
I nodded, wondering if it was different.
"Do you feel any different towards her?" I asked.
He thought for a moment. "I'm not sure if it was from that, but I haven't been with Pay or Tama. Almost exclusively with Maralah. That didn't happen before."
"Well, my brother I don't think it's anything to be concerned about now. I talked to Maralah more in-depth about what she felt." I stopped and looked at him. "I do think she has no clue what she is capable of."
He nodded. "I figured as much. She doesn't know what they are much less how to use them."
"The way on our small reservation has changed. We got rid of all the drinking and violence and turned them around. It's a loving group now. We live together, help each other out, farm, and grow our own foods. We're self-sustaining." I looked out the window for a moment. "In one way it's just like your family here."
He nodded. "That's wonderful to hear. I was young when they took me away, but I was fearful of the violence."
"Well, I will spend some time with Maralah and help her discover her powers."
Esa got up and hugged me.
"Thank you, Noshi. I appreciate it." He turned to walk to the door and stopped. "It's great to have you here. I've missed you mightily."
I nodded the same. But wondered how he'd feel when I took Maralah back to the reservation with me.
Tama
It was wonderful having Noshi here. He regaled us with tribal stories. He was quite a storyteller and had us doubled over in laughter one moment and crying the next.
He was quite interested in Paytah's schooling and career, and they talked in depth. Esa, Paytah, and Noshi took a bottle of bourbon out to the deck while Maralah and I cleaned up.
"He's quite the character isn't he," I laughed.
Maralah wiped the counters and turned to me.
"It's odd but I feel as though I've known him forever."
"He is a lot like Dad," I said.
"No, not that. I don't know. I feel a closeness to him. Like I want to tell him everything."
"Well, you can certainly trust him. Go with your heart, love. Noshi is quite connected to our roots and has lived on the land all his life."
"And he is my uncle so I trust him."
"Yes, there is that" I laughed.
Maralah
I was in my bedroom gathering clothing to take to the washing machine when I heard a light tap and turned to find Noshi knocking on the doorframe of the open door.
"Hey! Come in! No need to knock if the door is open."
"Your Dad said you ride. Would you like to show me around the ranch some?"
"I would. I'll have to change. Not really dressed for it."
He scanned my body quickly and said, "Perfectly dressed for it."
I wore jean shorts that were cut high enough to show half my ass cheeks and short enough in the front that the seam ran between my pussy lips. Dad liked them so I wore them for him.
"Okay then, let's go!"
I led the horses out and placed the suede cloth on their backs.
Noshi had taken his shirt off and wore low-slung jeans. I wasn't sure how he kept them up because they were lower than his hips.
Before I knew it, he sprinted to the horse, mounted him from behind, and landed on him light as a feather.
"Wow," I murmured, and he grinned.
"I've spent a few years of my life on horses."
"Yeah, I guess so." Still amazed at the move.
I slung myself on the horse and didn't realize until I was straddling him that I definitely should have changed shorts. When my legs spread, the narrow welt from the jeans slipped between my pussy lips, hiding essentially nothing.
Then to top it off, as soon as we started to trot, the strap began to rub between my lips and got pretty intense on my clit. I didn't intend this trip to be anything sexual.
Noshi sat tall on his horse. He wasn't as muscular as Dad, but long and lean. The waist of his jeans rode even lower on him and seemed to barely contain his cock and balls. The bulge was quite pronounced, and being so aroused I had to take a few peeks at it when I could.
By the time we got to the springs, I was so excited I could barely contain myself.
He was off his horse and helping me down from mine. His hands on my waist pulled my jeans up even tighter and I gasped.
"Are you alright?" he asked, seeming concerned.
"Yeah, sure."
He stood so close to me I could feel his body heat. It was then I realized I was gripping his upper arms and let go, but he took a moment to step back.
I looked down to try to unobtrusively pull the fabric out of my cunt, but stopped when I noticed only inches from me was a bulge in his jeans that clearly showed he was hard.
"So, are we going to get in a swim here?" he asked quietly.
I looked from him to the water and back.
He was already toeing his boots off and unfastening his jeans. I couldn't help but notice that he was even better built than Dad. I finished undressing and followed him into the cool aqua water.
He stroked his arms back and forth on the surface of the water and looked at me.
"This is sacred land. Can you feel it?"
I looked off. "I don't know what I'm supposed to feel. I think I am, but I don't." I said, frustrated.
My hair was down today and splayed out around me on the water's surface.
"You are like an Indian princess."
"Thank you."
"No. I mean you are like a princess. You have those qualities about you."
"I heard things here. Before. When I was with Dad." I said nervously. "I wish I knew what those qualities were. I'm just me."
He came closer. "Nothing to be afraid of Princess." He took my hands.
It felt as though I touched an electric current. I jerked away.
"You felt that," he asked, smiling. "It was your power and mine traveling through us."
He took my hands again and pulled me against him. The electric tingling took my breath away.
"It is strong, Princess," he said, breathless.
"What is it?"
"It's what we make of it." He looked into my eyes, the same black eyes as mine.
I had to break the connection and leaned back until my head hit the water. I remembered that was what I was doing the last time I was here. When I had that trance thing.
The only difference was my Dad's cock was inside me.
Noshi
Maralah was unaware of the seductive qualities she had. Of course, as a woman, but more than that. There wasn't anyone she could not seduce if she wanted to. That was a small part of her power. I needed to get her into a tribal ritual. That's the only way she can discover her own power.
The power that coursed through us shocked me. I couldn't let her see it though. We had to take this further to see what we had.
I held her around the waist, and she steadied herself with a grip on my shoulders. I looked into her eyes, mirrors of mine. Her legs floated around me, so my cock probed between her legs.



"Maralah," was all I could say.
"Please. I need this so much." My need was just as strong. "You have the answers," she said.
I held her hips and pushed the tip of my cock in and she kissed me. Our tongues tangled and I pushed in deep, and we groaned in each other's mouths.
She wrapped her legs tighter around me and rode my cock. We looked into each other's eyes. Suddenly her lips parted on a low ongoing hum. Her head tipped back; eyes closed.
We each quit moving. I was deep inside her and felt no pressure to move. The flutes and drums started, then the chant. It was loud. As though the circle dance was right here. I didn't look. I knew they weren't.
Her fingers dug into my shoulders, the low hum still accompanying the flutes. Her back was arched, breasts pushed high out of the water. Her nipples were bullets. Her cunt tightened on my cock almost painfully. My fingers dug into her hips.
Suddenly I heard a long wail and then felt her cunt convulsing on my cock. Without moving my cock started to pump into her. Her cunt nearly sucked the seed out of me.
We were both exhausted and napped on the bank of the spring.
I woke up to her talented mouth on my cock. Her black hair formed a curtain around her face and was draped across my naked body. I couldn't see her face, but I certainly could feel what she was doing.
I came to a shuddering loud orgasm. She moved up and kissed me, passing me my seed.
"I want to do this at the reservation," she said, and I nodded.
She was beginning to feel the calling.

~to be continued~
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A Brother's Love Soothes His Little Sister


Chapter 01

TODD
Her education was bought and paid for as was the substantial roof over our head. Our parents saw to that. All I really had to do was be there for my sister.
That was easier said than done. Our age difference added to the challenge because my sister Traci was an Oops baby. Meaning my mom had her at a late age. She also gave birth to me at a young age.
But now they were gone, and I was Traci's sole caretaker. Barely responsible for myself, I now had another human to consider.
She went to St Martin's Academy, an all-girls school. They called it Miss Marthas and I had to agree. The prim and proper school was something out of the dark ages but Mom and Dad wanted her to get the best education with the least distractions.
None of us wanted to admit what a knockout Traci was. Even for me, her brother, it was hard to overlook. She was around five foot six, tiny waist but curvy hips and ass. She had the breasts to balance out those curves. I would guess she was probably a D, or maybe even an E cup. Short blonde curls framed a pretty face with full lips, dimples, and the palest of blue eyes.
Starved for something other than genteel academia and fellow students, she asked if she could try out for cheerleading. The older girls that made the squad would take a van to the football game of the all-male school that was on the next property.
I was a jock in school and did about every extracurricular activity I could do. So of course I said yes because short of locking her in a closet until she was mid-life, it was time to turn her loose.
After the weekly office meeting, Joseph and I hung back to clarify a few things about a new account.
He stacked his files on the table and said, "Say, how goes it with you and Traci?"
I leaned back in the chair and laced my fingers across my stomach.
"Oh I don't know," I said, trying to keep the anxiety out of my voice but being unsuccessful.
"It has to be tough. Being thrown into a parental role. Then that she's a knockout adds to it... I think I'd have to lock her in the closet until she was 25," he laughed and I winced inwardly.
"I know, right? She's all about cheerleading so that is going to keep her busy," I said, hoping I was right.
TRACI
"You should just go home, Traci. You can hardly walk so you're no to us."
I scowled at the team captain, also the bully of the class. But she was right. The muscle I pulled at the back of my leg wouldn't allow me to do much in today's cheerleading practice, so I caught a ride home.
I didn't recognize the car in the circular drive but saw my brother's car in the garage. Just in case he had a business meeting, I went around back and came through the kitchen door.
I listened to see where they might be so I could escape upstairs to my room. I looked around. Nobody, so I ran up the stairs. Just as I got to my door I heard a woman's voice coming from Todd's room.
Surprising because I didn't even know him to date much less have someone in the house. I tiptoed down the hall. The door was wide open so I was able to keep to the side to peek in.
Todd was dressed in his suit slacks, a white shirt pushed up to the elbows, and his tie was loosened. I blinked once, then twice when I saw the woman.
She also wore business attire. A very no-nonsense grey suit with a jacket and matching skirt. Her shoes were medium stacked heels of grey suede.
The very unbusinesslike part was her jacket was unbuttoned, flung open to reveal huge bare tits sticking out that my brother was all over. He was bent over kneading her mammoth tits and pinching her nipples bringing those moans.
I cove3red my tits with my hands. Although hers looked huge, mine were much larger. I think it was just that they were loose and free and mine were always bound in a bra.
He squeezed her tits together and bit and pulled from nipple to nipple. Her short trimmed nails dug into his head while she held his mouth on her tits.
I slipped my hand under my cheerleader skirt and into the side of the tight black spandex panties. I had already soaked the crotch of them, so my finger slid right into my wet slit.
He pushed the jacket off her shoulders and it, along with the utilitarian bra, landed in a heap on the floor.
She unbuttoned his shirt and pushed it off, then rubbed her nipples on him. I could hear his gasping and her breathy moans.
I hit a peak and gritted my teeth through a shivering orgasm, but I continued watching and playing with myself.
They kissed and their arousal intensified. She ran her hands down his chest to his pants and began to fumble with the zipper.
Something came over me. I eased away from the door and went back to my bedroom.
"I'm home, wherever you are!" I shouted at the top of my lungs and slammed the door.
I heard hushed voices and shadows moving under the door as he hurried her down the hallway.
I thought I would smell like sex and didn't want Todd to guess what I did. I don't even know why I did what I did at the end but didn't dwell on it.
I pulled an oversized t-shirt over my head and only wore a thong. I left my bra off which was something I normally did not do.
I did enjoy the feeling as I bounced down the steps to the kitchen.
Todd was in there slamming pots and pans around. He would be mad if he knew I spoiled his fun on purpose.
I walked up behind him and wrapped my arms around him.
"I love you," I said sweetly.
He grumpily said, "I love you too, Po."
I had my cheek on his back and my tits pressed into him. I had to smile because he used my nickname, Po short for Posey. I got the tag because I always giggled when my dad called flowers, posies.
HE patted my hands that were currently above his belt. "Are you trying to butter me up for something?"
"No, just hugging you because I love you. Just needing to be close I guess."
His body relaxed at my words. "I get you. I need that too myself. We need to take care of each other, Po."
I stepped back, feeling success. "Yes, we do."
I began to set the table. He must have noticed my braless state because he watched me out of the corner of his eye. My shirt wasn't tight, but it did hug my tits and then drop off of my hard nipples. I normally never went braless but knew he wouldn't call me on it.
I mean, what would he say? Don't show me your tits, Po?
After dinner, I rinsed the plates and leaned over to load the dishwasher. I made sure I gave him a good view. I turned to walk back to the table for the remainder of the dishes.
I leaned across the table for a plate allowing my shirt to gape and give him a view of my bare tits.
"Did you want anything else?" I asked innocently.
He blinked and looked at me in a daze. His cheeks were flushed and he licked his lips.
"Uhm, no, I'm good, Po."
I smiled and continued to load the dishwasher. Normally he'd have left the kitchen as soon as we were done eating. He cooked and cleaned.
When I was done I took him out to sit on the deck to watch the sunset. He still seemed dazed.
"I noticed a car in the drive today when I got home from school."
He blinked and looked at me. "Uhm yeah, a coworker was here."
"Oh okay, I didn't see him."
"Her."
"Oh? A girlfriend?"
He thought for a moment. "No, not at all.
I lifted my legs onto the chaise and leaned back. I knew my tits would be pushing through the thin white knit and my legs would be bare to my waist because of the thong.
"Oh."
I plucked at the front of my shirt as though for modesty, but what happened was I tightened the shirt across my tits. My nipples poked through obscenely.
"What were you doing home from school so early? I thought you had practice."
Well, crap. I blinked back tears. Why did he have to bring that up?
He saw me start to cry and said, "Did something happen? Why are you crying, Po?"
"I- I-," I stopped because my bottom lip was trembling so much.
He came over and pushed my legs over to sit on the chaise.
"What?"
"I pulled a muscle," I choked back a sob, "and the team captain sent me home. Said I was no good," I wailed.
"Ohhhh, Po." He pulled me into his arms and sat so I was on his lap. "Don't cry. If you couldn't cheer, then you weren't much good to them right?"
I sobbed harder and he held me tight. I burrowed my face into his neck.
"Bbbbut she didn't have to be so mean about it," I said, my voice shaking.
He cradled me against his chest and toyed with my short blonde curls. "Sometimes I forget how much of a little girl you can be."
I still hid my face knowing my nose and eyes would be red and I'd be ugly.
"I can't help it. She hurt my feelings," I wailed and started crying again.
"Oh, Po," Todd hushed me.
Suddenly I realized I was on his lap and in his arms and my tears dried up. I snuggled into his hard body, and thinking I was looking for comfort, arranged myself more comfortably against him.
I pressed my unfettered tits into his chest and squirmed a bit at the same time. Bingo. I felt his hard cock against my hip. My bare up. My shirt had ridden up to bare my ass.
I sighed deeply, which moved my breasts into his chest. I didn't hear but felt the vibration of his moan. I lifted my head so my lips were near his ear.
"Thanks. I don't know what I'd do without you," I said sincerely.
"You won't have to find out, love. I'll always be here for you."
I softly kissed him on the cheek. "I love you."
He stroked up and down my side, trying to avoid the side of my breast. A couple of deep breaths thwarted his efforts so that his fingers wrapped around my breast. I noticed a short hesitation then he moved his hand back to my side to keep rubbing. I shifted just a fraction and pressed my ass harder against his cock.
I stretched my arm across him and wrapped it around his neck, which twisted my body to push both voluptuous tits into his and roll my ass on his cock.
He groaned more audibly this time.
"Are you okay," I asked innocently.
"I am love. I am."
I drew my knees up and he distractedly began to stroke my thigh from knee to ass. My nipples hardened and poked into his chest. Each time his hand smoothed over my ass, my pussy got wetter.
I yawned and squirmed my soft body against his.
"I'm getting tired. I think I'll go to bed."
I started to push up and turned my head to kiss his cheek, but he turned his head towards me at the same time and my lips pressed against his. Neither one of us jumped back and I increased the pressure and then slowly backed off.
When I stood up my shirt was still pulled up which bared my ass. I casually tugged it down and turned.
"Night," I said, smiling. "Thanks."
He nodded.
TODD
I was frustrated all day because of the interruption when I had Jenn here. I never thought Traci would be home so early from school. Jenn and I considered each other a friend with benefits.
Then Traci showed up in the kitchen in a t-shirt and thong and nothing else, which just added to my sexual frustration. Sister or not, she has some fantastically huge tits and an ass to lust after.
But still and all, the fact remained she was my sister.
I intended to shower after dinner so I could take care of myself, but with Traci so upset, I couldn't leave her. She didn't handle things well at times and acted younger than her age. I do think some took advantage of her because she did look younger. Dimples, curls, and pale blue eyes tended to do that.
I finally relieved myself in the shower before bed but exploded with visions of my sister naked underneath me.
Traci texted for me to pick her up on my way home from work. I was glad she felt better and could get back to her cheerleading practice.
They weren't quite done when I arrived so I sat in the parking lot and watched. It was clear why they bullied Traci. She was the cutest and shapeliest by far.
I knew she wore sold bras, but even they couldn't contain the bounce when she cheered. Her skirt flipped up revealing her round ass, hot even though it was encased in tight-knit panties.
By the time she ran for the car, I had my cock pushed down enough to conceal my excitement. I don't know what came over me lately. I went from her being my sister to seeing her as a woman. A full-blown sexy girl woman.
One that had no clue of the power they yielded to a man.
TRACI
I was so glad to see Todd waiting for me. I knew he was watching and made sure he enjoyed the virtues of his sister.
I slammed the door and leaned over to kiss him on the cheek.
"Thanks for the ride!"
"Of course, Po. Anytime."
I spread my legs and piled my bag on the floorboard between my feet.
"I need a shower. I'm stinky from practice." I rubbed my thigh. "I think I pulled that same muscle again too." I frowned.
"I have some good muscle rub to put on it after you shower. Make sure you get it nice and warm under the water."
I looked over and saw him swallow hard.
"Okay. It's so hard to do that in the shower sometimes. Bending and getting in the right position for the water to squirt in the right place," I said, watching him.
He gripped the steering wheel and shifted in his seat and just nodded. When we pulled into the garage, he held back until I was in the house. He thought he hid his hardness, but the bulge in his lap told all.
I took a warm shower and pulled on an oversize t-shirt and pink panties with bunnies. I wasn't sure where he went but padded down the hall to his room. The door was open and as I went in, he came out of the bathroom, freshly showered with a towel wrapped around his waist.
"I just came for the muscle rub."
"Oh right!" He went back into the bathroom and came back with a tube.
I decided to push my luck. I sat on the bed and rolled onto my stomach.
"Can you do it for me? I can't rub it on the back of my thigh."
I couldn't see him but felt him hesitate. When he couldn't come up with an excuse, he came over and sat on the edge of the bed. I turned my head on the pillow.
"Thanks," I said, smiling.
He sat at my knee, facing me. The towel split, revealing his thigh up to the knot at his waist. I don't think he noticed because he was concentrating on my leg. I reached back and pulled my shirt up. His groan was low, but I heard it.
The towel lifted between his legs when his cock hardened. I willed the towel knot to loosen. I watched and willed it to just drop to the floor, but it stubbornly refused to move.
He cupped his hand and ran the warming muscle rub from my knee to below my ass.
I moaned and he stopped, then started rubbing again.
"Mmm, oh that feels so good, Todd," I moaned sexily.
His breath hissed between his teeth. "Good."
He made long slow strokes. The warmth of the rub and the warmth of his hands heated my pussy. His manipulations were so close.
"Sort of to the inside too."
"Okay."
He ran his hands from my knee up, careful not to get near my pussy. I spread my legs a bit and on the upstroke, his knuckles bumped my bunny-covered cunt. I automatically rocked my hips down into the mattress, then up.
His fingers deftly worked on the muscles on the back, then on the inside where he once again bumped me with his knuckles. I know he heard my sharp intake of breath and the next time, my low moan.
His cock held the towel in a mountain that just clung to the tip. I began to will the towel to fall again.
"Mmm," I moaned. "That feels soooo good. Can you do my other leg too? Just in case I'm prone to those muscle injuries."
He chuckled. "Sure. Just in case."
He pushed my shirt higher on that side and managed to cup my ass when he did it. He had to lean, which opened the towel more giving me a view of his fat balls hanging down. The towel was still caught on his cock. But his full balls were now in full view. If he knew it, he made no move to cover himself.
Since he was on the opposite side, when he stroked up on my muscle, his thumb bumped my pussy. I knew my bunny panties were soaked, and if he couldn't smell my sex, he could see how wet I was.
He pushed up higher, to the edge of my panties. When he'd squeeze, it pulled on my pussy. Out of my control, my hips pushed down into the mattress, then raised. Each stroke moved higher and his thumb pressed harder.
I moaned again, my ass now rocking into the mattress.
"Oh Po," I grated.
"Help me," I whimpered.
"Baby I can't touch you, I have this on my hands and it wouldn't feel good on that sweet pussy."
I understood but I needed to cum.
"Show me how you do it," he said, low and graveled.
I rolled on my back, taking my shirt over my head when I did, baring my tits to him.
"Oh god," he groaned. "I've been wanting to see them. They're even more spectacular than I thought. God how I want to titty fuck them."
His words were inflaming. I shoved my panties off, spread my thighs, and stroked my cunt.
He stayed on the edge of the bed, but pulled the towel off and let it drop to the floor. His cock was thick and angry red. Precum drooled out of the tip.
"You know I just shot a load in the shower thinking of you," he said, staring at my cunt.
I stroked my smooth soft pussy lips. They were so swollen and wet from my juices. My fingers spread them wider so he could see my swollen pink clit. I knew I could cum with just one touch, but I wanted him to watch and enjoy it until it was his turn.
"Look how wet I am for you, Todd," I said, spreading my lips with my fingers. "My pussy is swollen with arousal. You did that. I could cum right now with just a flick of my finger. You have me so hot."
I had both my hands between my legs, which pushed my tits together. I reached up and tweaked each nipple, then pinched them together, pulling my tits up. He groaned.
"God I want my mouth on them."
"Not now, this is a show for you," I whispered, stroking my cunt while I raised my ass off the bed rhythmically, as though I was getting fucked.
"Oh fuck, Po. You're driving me crazy."
I flicked my clit and it shot through me like an arc of electricity. I was so high from him watching. I mewed through the first waves, then my body arched as I rammed two fingers inside my cunt and fucked myself through the orgasm.
I fell to the bed, gasping, shuddering as the sparks flamed.
"God damn, baby."
I opened my eyes and took a couple of shaky deep breaths. I moved to my knees next to him and held my tits to his mouth. He devoured my nipples.
"Let me go wash my hands at least," he said.
"No, I'm in control now."
He groaned. "I don't want to know how you got this experienced going to a girl's school."
I pushed him back on the bed, his cock standing up for attention. I cradled his balls in my fingers and teased them on my fingertips. I lapped the head with my tongue wanting to taste his precum.
"Mmm, so good," I murmured. "I'm going to suck your cock. I want you to cum in my mouth. I need to taste my brother's seed."
He groaned and thrust up. I took his cock into my mouth, my tongue running around the rim. Then probing the hole. When he groaned I knew I was giving him the most pleasure.
I held the base tight and fucked him with my mouth. I sucked his throbbing cock into my steamy mouth. I hefted his balls in one hand and squeezed his cock with the other. I vacuumed him into my mouth, then grazed my teeth down the length.
He thrust faster and I let him fuck my mouth at his pace. He grunted louder, his body shuddering. His cock throbbed hard and I swallowed the first couple of spurts then let it cover my face with his hot juice. His shouts reverberated off the walls and got louder when he saw his cum splatter my face.



He went limp and threw his forearm over his eyes.
"Oh my god, Traci. What did we just do."
I straddled his soft cock lowering my wet cunt onto it. He uncovered his eyes. I kneaded my tits and palmed my nipples hard again.
"Fuck, those tits drive me crazy," he groaned, forgetting about regrets.
I went on all fours over him, dropped a nipple into his mouth, and rubbed my tits on his face. I pulled my tit out of his mouth with a pop.
I Kissed him, tangling my tongue with his.
"I think it's time for a shower?"
"Are you sure you can trust me in the shower with you?"
"I'd trust you'd fuck me against the wall."
He groaned. "It's a good thing it's Friday and we have the weekend together."

~to be continued~
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"Indian Rocks Bagels?"
A few days later Adam knocked on my door at seven in the morning.
I was up, but barely, and was impatiently waiting for the coffee to finish plopping into the glass carafe. He had not been around since he asked me to go to his ranch with him. I knew he was giving me space and I appreciated it.
So many things to consider. Our age difference. That I owned a business on the coast, and he owned a ranch an hour away, in mid-state Florida. And that I had a job and career in New York City. I did feel as though I was being torn apart.
"Bagels?"
"How'd you guess?" he grinned.
I shrugged and turned to pour two cups of that steaming hot beverage that was lifeblood to me. "Lucky guess," I said.
He stowed a silver container of whipped cream cheese in the refrigerator, took a sip of his coffee with a groan, took mine out of my hands, and pulled me into him.
"Did you miss me? I missed you."
"Oh yeah," I said, no use in being coy. Not that I ever was. "I missed you a lot."
I wrapped my arms around his neck and pressed in for a kiss. My aqua silky robe floated to the floor on the air conditioner breeze, but I sure wasn't cool. My nakedness against his jeans and chambray shirt was indecently exciting.
He ran his hands up and down my back, stopping to squeeze my ass and pull me into his hard bulge. I mewed into his mouth, not giving up his lips. My tongue searched his mouth and dueled with his tongue.
The buttons on his shirt opened easily and his shirt dropped on top of my robe. Without breaking our kiss, I had his big belt buckle unhooked and zipper down. His big body moved against me, and I realized he was toeing off his cowboy boots.
I pushed him back on the bed, while his jeans were still wrapped around his lower legs. I liked that he was fettered somewhat and unable to move. I discovered that was a powerful feeling.
I climbed onto the bed, my knees on each side of his hips. I leaned and kissed him again, my tits swaying over his chest, nipple rubbing the thick curls. The abrasion was delicious.
I went to my knees and looked down at him. His chest rose and fell rapidly, and I knew it was because he knew my intentions.
I held his thick throbbing cock up and rubbed it through my wet silky slit. He moaned and his silver eyes darkened into a thundery grey.
I gave him a slow blink and looked down to watch his cock enter me. Seeing and feeling at the same time turned me into a shuddering mass of jelly. I ground down, using the time to savor how much he filled me.
Adam reached for me, but I placed his hands on the bed at his side.
I watched him through half-closed eyes, and I cupped my tits and squeezed them together. Twisting and pinching my nipples while my head fell back. I moaned when his cock throbbed inside me while he never took his eyes off of me.
I rocked on his hot cock, running my hands down my sides and thighs, and back up over my stomach to my tits again. Then back down where our bodies were joined.
After slipping my thumb and forefinger deeper, I put my thumb into my mouth to taste myself. His lips parted with a sexy grunt. I began to twirl my nipple with my pussy juice-wet fingers.
He groaned louder and his hips bucked. Up until now I was rocking and squeezing his cock in my tight pussy. I knew he was ready to take over.
I leaned forward, put my hands on his shoulders, and raised enough for him to drive his cock into me, bucking hard and fast under me. My tits bounced and swayed. Almost immediately the abrasion against my clit sent me over the edge.
I felt the build-up begin again. I went up on my knees again and rode his cock. My back arched. My head fell back, and my long hair tumbled down my back to tease his thighs.
He grunted, shouted, and drove in deep, exploding inside me. I shuddered at the wet heat that spread through me.
He pulled me against his side, his arm around me, my head on his shoulder.
I didn't know about him, but I was recovering from one of the most spectacular orgasms I've ever had. He is the first man I've ever been with that I lost all inhibitions. I never in a million years would I just did to him to anyone else.
Was it because he was younger, I wondered. I was afraid we'd find differences between us because of our age gap, but I never considered it would be a positive thing.
It was still early morning when we got out of bed. After a quickie in the shower, he said, "I didn't come over here for morning delight. But it was a fantastical thing that happened."
I nodded. "It was for me as well."
"I wondered if you wanted to get away for a few hours. Take a ride down the coast?" He grinned. "Especially since you didn't make it to Siesta Key... For some reason," he smiled knowingly.
I chose a matching red lace bra and panties out of my drawer. As I stepped into them, he picked up my bra, put his arms over me, and held the bra in front of me.
"You are pretty darn familiar with how a lady puts her bra on," I said, smirking. He ran his hand around the band to the back and hooked the loops. He smoothed his hands around the front and cupped my lace-encased bra.
"Oh, well I haven't exactly been a monk," he laughed.
"No, no. I meant usually guys are better at unhooking," I giggled, turning to kiss him. He wrapped his arms around me, and the kiss heated up.
"Mmm, if we don't get going now, we won't go at all," he warned.
"Yes, you're right! We have all night!" I turned to look at him wondering if he had to go back to the ranch. "Right?"
"Absolutely!"
We put the top down on his flaming red Camaro and zoomed onto the interstate. He paid at the toll booth to go over Tampa Bay on the Sunshine Skyway.
I was in awe of the road stretching ahead to the approach and the high span of the Skyway.
"It's four miles long," he said, knowing what I was thinking.
"This is awesome. The views!" I nearly shouted, my head swiveling from side to side. Nothing in New York compared to this.
The water was a shimmering navy blue and frothy whitecaps. Pelicans gracefully soared next to the structure, scanning the water for their next meal. We climbed to the center span where the cables in the center of the bridge were painted a brilliant yellow, so breathtaking against the cloudless azure sky.
We hit the peak and began the descent, much to my disappointment. The wind whipped my hair and I anchored it back with my hand until we began the descent.
Adam took an exit not far from the end of the bridge and we headed out to the Gulf of Mexico. I was amazed at how different it was here from up there.
We wound through some quaint little houses, and he pulled in facing the bay.
"Look over there," he said pointing and smiling at my little girliness.
"It's the Skyway! What a great view of that bridge!" I turned excitedly towards him, and he was laughing.
"Somehow I knew you'd like it here."
"Oh, I do! This would be a fun place to live," I said, reading a park sign in front of us. "Anna Maria Island."
"We have much more excitement to see so we'll push off."
"Yeah, yeah, I know I'm excitable. After the grey blah of New York, this is pretty damn impressive."
"I'm just glad you're enjoying yourself, love," he said taking my hand. Love.
I began to read as we headed south.
"Coquina Beach."
"Longboat Key."
"St Armand's Circle." As we drove closer, I saw people thick on the sidewalks and crossing the street. "Look at all the shops! The statues!"
He laughed. "I thought we'd grab lunch here if it's okay with you."
"Are you kidding?"
We sat at a cozy table on the sidewalk and people watched while we ate. I was used to seeing some expensive vehicles in New York, but nothing beat St Armand's Circle. It seemed like we saw at least one of every high-end vehicle made. Rolls, Bentley, Lamborghini, Aston Martin, and Ferrari.
We finished lunch and walked hand in hand around the circle. I window-shopped but didn't go into the pricey stores.
We left and crossed another bridge with boats anchored on the sand bar in the dark aqua water.
"That's Bird Key," Adam pointed out. "Home to rockers and stars."
I could tell by the size of the houses although I did get a peek at a few midcentury modern homes.
"I love midcentury homes," I said, turning around to see if I could get another view.
"I do too. Something classic about them. Clean."
"Exactly!"
Sarasota was obviously all about the arts because modern sculptures were on nearly every corner and at the center of most roundabouts. Of which there were many.
Adam navigated through downtown Sarasota which was charming in itself.
"Siesta Key!" I said excitedly when I saw the sign.
He made the turn and headed back out to the coast. We went through the village of Siesta Key.
"I'm a little disappointed," I said.
"Not what you expected?"
"Touristy. I figure it would be somewhat, but not this bad." I shrugged.
"I agree. The beach is the only thing interesting here."
He pulled into the beach parking lot, and we took our shoes off and headed out to the beach. The softness of the blindingly white sand more than made up for my earlier disappointment.
We weren't dressed in beachwear, but he held hands and walked out to the water, letting it lap around our feet. I had to pick up a few shells and stash them in my pocket.
We left and drove out to the interstate. As if we perfectly timed it, the sky glowed with pink and lavender with rosy, grey clouds during the sunset as we went back over the majestic Sunshine Skyway bridge.
"So, you're staying?" I said, wrapping my arms around his neck.
He tossed his keys on the table and smiled. "Any objections?"
I looked up, thinking. "I can't think of one."
"Maybe you will when I turn the football game on?"
I laughed and shook my head. "Of course not. I like football."
When we discovered we hadn't eaten since lunch in St Armands, we threw together a couple of sandwiches. We snuggled together on the small sofa.
"This chicken is really good!"
I marinated and grilled a couple of chicken breasts to slice. I loved to cook, and even though my space was tiny, I was getting more cooking in than I ever had in New York.
"Thanks," I grinned, giving him a sideways glance. "The way to a man's heart..."
"Oh baby, you got my stomach and every other body part you want." He leaned over and kissed me.
I licked his mustard off my lips and laughed.
We watched the game until halftime.
"Hey," I said, picking at some invisible lint on my shorts. "I think I'd like to see your ranch if the offer is still open?"
"YAHOOOOO," he shouted so loud I was afraid the whole motel would hear.
I laughed. "I'll take that as affirmative."
The next morning, I threw enough clothes in my case for a few days. No matter how I felt, I could only be gone so long because I'd let my management company go for the six months I planned to be here.
We again went over the Sunshine Skyway, took Interstate seventy-five, and headed south. This was another area new to me, so I enjoyed the scenery.
"Wow, we weren't on the interstate long!"
He looked over at me and grinned. "Nope. And now you're going to see the real Florida. Few tourists go towards the middle of the state thinking not much is there." He shrugged. "There isn't. But those that do are amazed at the agriculture in the state. A drive up the spine and you'll see thousands of head so cattle."
"And oranges?"
"Yep, and miles and miles of groves, and possibly a bear. Someday, we'll take that trip. I think you'd enjoy it." He laughed. "Spoken like a true native, eh?"
The two-lane road stretched ahead of us. I was surprised by the amount of traffic because there were few houses so far. I discovered a sprawling state park along the way, and he slowed down at the river there. I squealed when I saw at least twenty alligators sprawled in the warm sun along the banks.
"Oh my gosh I love that," I said. "Free to roam like all wildlife should."
He nodded. "I don't like zoos either. There are a few rescues out here. Most are animals that are saved from circus acts. They're unable to be set free because they no longer would be able to live in the wild. The rescues are the best alternative to the circus."
After that long stretch, we turned and drove more. Past pastures of goats and donkeys, a small grove here and there. Then I began to see businesses along the road. As we got closer to the city, groceries and little strip malls with stores took care of the locals' needs.
He pulled into a parking lot and pressed the button to put the top up.
"The road is too dusty to leave it down," he said.
"Ahhh, okay. Makes sense."
After a few more miles of driving, he slowed down and I saw a mailbox. He turned in and I looked anxiously for his house but all I saw was a long driveway and no sign of anything but dust. A fence lined each side of the drive, but I didn't see any cattle.
"The cattle are in another pasture," he said.
"You keep reading my mind!" I laughed.
"Well yeah," he grinned.
Finally, off in the distance, I can see the faint form of buildings. Not enough to ascertain if they were living quarters or outhouses. Yet.
The dust rolled alongside us in clouds that were swept off and across the pasture. I was glad he put the top up. I couldn't imagine the grit.
"It's a log home!"
"It is. Cypress. Been around for a long time. My grandaddy built it when my daddy was a kid. It's rock solid," he said proudly.
I could see a huge barn not very far from the house, and even more smaller barns or buildings further out.
He pulled up in front of the steps that led up to the deep porch that was wrapped around each side of the house. A green metal roof provided shade and color. The cypress had weathered to a warm tobacco brown.
The front door was oversized, solid, and thick, and mimicked the character of the house perfectly.
The wide wood plank floors gleamed and led my eyes to the back of the house and a glimpse of the kitchen.
"The floor plan is so modern," I said, amazed that I was in such an old house.
He nodded. "It has stood the test of time as far as design I'd say." He looked at me and smiled. "Although a bachelor has been living here so the décor maybe not be so good."
"Oh, I don't care about décor!" I wandered over the to stone fireplace that soared up the high ceiling. Only then did I notice the loft that would overlook the living area and the massive fireplace? "Wow."
He laughed. "That's where we'll be sleeping if it's okay with you?"
I rolled my eyes. "Are you joking? Sleeping anywhere in this place wouldn't be a hardship."
We walked up steps that had been cleverly hidden from the first view. The rooms of the loft were a wagon wheel with the center being a lounge area with a view of the fireplace.
"Your room," I said softly, walking in and gazing around. I'm a firm believer that you can tell a lot about a person by their bedroom.
Heavy drapes were opened over the tall windows. Wooden furniture from various eras served their purpose. Nothing was non-essential in Adam's room. A light royal blue plaid blanket covered the bed, and the sheets were the same blue.
He looked at me expectantly. I smiled and said, "I like it! It's you." His shoulders relaxed and he looked relieved. "But you didn't need my approval." I walked over and wrapped my arms around his neck. "You could live in that barn I saw out back and I'd still be just as happy as long as I was with you."
He slowly began to remove my clothes. When he was finished, I did the same to him. He flipped the blanket back and lowered me to his bed.
"I want to taste you, Tessa," he said, kissing his way down my body.
My thighs parted. I moaned when I felt his breath on me, the erotic sandpaper on his cheeks. He nibbled on my smooth pussy lips and tugged with his teeth. I grasped the sheets and rocked my hips. I was already so wet for him. Incited, I couldn't have stopped my movements even if I wanted to. If I was more aware I might be embarrassed rubbing my cunt on his face, but it felt too incredible to stop.
His tongue, his mouth, and his lips were all designed to shoot me higher and higher. The stairway to heaven.
Suddenly my ears roared, and I think I screamed, or maybe I wanted to and just couldn't. Tremors ran from my toes to my ears, and I rode waves of an intensity I'd never felt.
"Oh my god," I moaned, my body was so tense I collapsed on the bed in a pile of jelly.
I'd heard that some men had a real talent for eating a woman, but this guy has a Ph.D. in it.
He pushed up on his elbow and peered down into my face. "You, okay?"
"For god's sake no I'm not okay!" The look on his face turned to concern. "You nearly killed me!"
He threw his head back and laughed loudly. His hard cock was poking me in the hip. Knowing I was too wiped out to do the same for him. Although I knew I could take him that high as well when I was fresher.
I pushed him on his back and straddled him. "Next time I'll give you the same ride in my mouth," I promised, sinking onto his throbbing cock.
He moaned as I ground down, taking him deep. I tightened my cunt and began to ride. I knew how he loved that I milked him with my tightness. That was part of my workout regime, and it has served me well recently.
His fingers dug into my thighs, and he shouted at the same time I felt the geyser of cum shoot deep inside me.
It was quick and dirty, and I loved it. Sometimes that's the only way to do it.
We showered and went out to take a tour of the ranch.
"Horse, ATV, or bike?" he asked.
I laughed, holding my belly and doubling over. "Horse!?" I laughed some more. "The closest I've come to a horse in New York is the mounted patrol in Central Park and the horses in the Macy's Day parade." Then he began to belly laugh.
"Yeah, I guess I can see that," he laughed. "I think we'll take the four-wheeler only because I like that you would be behind me with your arms around me."
"Okay then, four-wheeler it is!"
We walked into a shed with a lineup of various vehicles he just mentioned. And then some. He grabbed helmets and I climbed behind him. I had to hang on because we were flying across the pastures. The only time he'd stop was to open the gates.
Finally, we came to the pasture with some of the cattle. They saw us and came ambling over. He drove to a small shed on stilts, opened the door, and pushed a roll of hay out. He sliced it open and spread it around. When they saw that, they went into a trot. Or as much of a trot as a cow does.
Not far from a large trough that was full of water. He dipped his finger in and touched it to his tongue.
"We have to watch for salt intrusion in our wells here. Even this far from the coast, salt water isn't far below us."
I blinked, taking that in. It made sense although it never occurred to me. Life in Florida. Wow
He jumped back on and moved to another pasture to do the same. When he was done, he texted someone.
"I let my foreman know the pastures are done and the guys can take it easy today. I like to do that on Sunday. When I'm around."
"You're a good boss," I said smiling.
"You don't even know the half of just how good I am." His tone was menacing but his grin gave him away. We kissed and I sank into his body once again. I couldn't get enough of this man.
That he is just starting his life and I'm that looking at retirement seems such a roadblock. He is responsible for this whole ranch, and I'm lucky to tell one end of a cow from another. He rides horses, I've only looked from afar. I was born and raised in New York City, another world from being a native Floridian rancher.
After he finished his chores, he took me back to show me the various outbuildings and their functions. The barn was closest to the house, which surprised me. I'm not sure I'd want animal smell so close.



"Wait here a minute, I forgot something!" He ran to the house and came out a few minutes later with small dishes.
Out of nowhere, four cats came running, mewing, and weaving through his legs. He was laughing and told them not to trip him. He set them down near large pans of water, then refilled those with fresh water out of the nearby hose.
"I'm surprised there would be a barn so close to the house."
"Oh, this isn't just any barn," he laughed. He pulled the huge sliding doors open, which slid surprisingly smoothly and quickly. He walked in, reached for the switch on the wall, and the whole barn was brightly illuminated. "When my parents were around, it was the place for barn dances, weddings, birthdays, whatever could be celebrated."
I twirled around taking it all in. "I guess so! I didn't know there were such fancy barns." He took my hand, and we went into a room that was brightly lit with fluorescent lights. "Wow! This is a commercial kitchen!" I gazed at all the shiny stainless steel.
"When they would rent it out, it included the kitchen for caterers."
"Do you still do that?" I asked, thinking of all the events that could be held here.
"Nah, once Mom and Dad died, I just wasn't into it. Mom did most of the scheduling for it and I guess I lost interest," he said, somewhat sadly.
"I get that totally." I wrapped my arm around his waist, and he settled his arm on my shoulders. "I can imagine the barn dances in this place. Bands and everything I bet?"
He nodded. "I loved it. When I was a kid, I had to go to bed before all the fun started. But they didn't know I snuck out and peeked in. Lots of dancing, whooping, and hollering," he laughed. "It was a lot of fun, yeah."
With our arms still around each other we walked through the big barn. Smaller rooms were off to the side that could be used for most anything. I could envision the bride's dressing in the rooms before they knocked their grooms off their feet when they appeared.
Even teen dances. It was a small town, but younger people with families. I wouldn't imagine there was much for teens to do here. Many of them would be working their own families' ranches.
We walked back to the house. "Hey, how about we go into town and eat, then we can stop at the grocery for some food. I don't keep much here, because I wasn't here much," he smiled.
I blinked, amazed at how quickly I'd forgotten about the motel. This ranch was another world. Could they ever meet? Would they ever meet, I wondered.
I found this was a town of hearty meals and could only eat half my meal. We walked around the downtown area that was filled with antique stores. Doctors and dentists were in the old storefronts instead of glittering modern buildings.
We stopped at the feed mill before heading to the grocery store. I admit it was one of the smallest groceries I've been to.
While we were in line to check out, I said, "I thought there would be a more, umm, robust store to get groceries at." His face was full of mirth, and I could tell he was holding in a laugh. "What?!"
"This is the old grocery, there's a pretty new Publix just outside of town," he laughed. "I just wanted to see what you'd say if you thought this was the only place to buy food."
"Oh, you!" I punched him in the arm and laughed.
When we got back, we quickly settled into a comfortable routine. I began to make Bolognese sauce and he got the laundry together. He'd stop by the kitchen for a kiss, and we'd talk a bit, and he'd go back to the laundry.
The sauce was done, on warm and I went looking for him. He was putting the freshly laundered sheets on his bed, and I fell into step helping with the bottom sheet then the top and blanket. He finished the pillowcases, and the bed was done.
"Phew, I need a shower before I sit down to dinner," he said.
'I'd join you, but we'd never get to dinner and I'm hungry," I laughed, dancing away when he tried to grab me.
I heard him laughing and call to me as I ran out of the bedroom, "I'll remember this!"
I was lucky to find fresh French bread at that store, so made garlic bread and a quick salad. The table was set and ready when he came down from his shower.
His thick brown hair was wet, and curls were already beginning to form. I don't know how a man can look so hot just wearing jeans and a white t-shirt, but I was almost sorry I didn't take him up on the fun in the shower. But I had other plans for him on my promise.
"Tessa, you missed your calling," he said, wiping his mouth with the napkin. "You are such a great cook. This Bolognese is awesome."
I shrugged. "I love to cook but never have time or anyone to cook for." Neither of us spoke of our past relationships and I was glad of it. I wanted to leave our pasts in the past.
He nodded. "Yeah, I get that. Be nice if you could host dinners or something like that. So more could enjoy your food, but it wouldn't be ongoing work."
I looked at him thoughtfully. "That would be fun, yeah."
But who, when where, and mostly why. To show off my cooking skills? I don't know if I'm good enough for that. Where? Here? I don't live here. Who? I have no friends here but at the motel. When. Yeah, when. I'm only here for six months. I twirled the thick sauce-covered noodles on my fork and pushed it all to the back of my mind.
But for how long could I ignore those elephants in the room?

~to be continued~
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The Virgin and the Preacher Ch 02

I was a woman now. I really did feel beautiful. That I excited Parker that much that he wanted me was a powerful feeling. He gathered me into his arms and pulled my leg over him, my soft inner thigh on his cock, my breasts against his side. I toyed with the curls on his chest, and he chuckled.
"So, I guess I got carried away huh? I mean I was only going to masturbate for you," he said ruefully.
"Oh, this was way better!"
"I lost control, Lou. I wanted to make your first time special, not wild sex."
"It was perfect." I sighed. "Just perfect." My head on his shoulder, he kissed my forehead.
"I'm glad you're okay. You got me cranked up. I'm not... Wasn't ever like that. You did it for me."
I looked up at him. "You mean with your wife?"
"Yeah, our sex was pretty vanilla. I mean no complaints. She never turned me down. But having this to compare it to..." he said, trailing off. "I'm not speaking ill of my wife," he added to clarify.
I nodded. "I understand. They say you don't miss what you never had. So, I guess it works the same way, you don't realize you missed anythin' until you have it."
He chuckled. "You're pretty smart, young lady."
He hugged me tighter. We dozed a bit wrapped up with each other.
"It must be getting late," I said when I woke up.
"Yeah. Why don't you call your mom and tell her that I'll bring you home later this evening? We'll have dinner and then finish the work."
I nodded and found my cell phone. Mama didn't have a cell but did have a house phone. She agreed that we had more work today and it would run later and said she wouldn't worry since she knows.
Parker called me into the bathroom when I was done. He had drawn a warm bath in the big clawfoot tub. The scent of jasmine scent filled the steamy room. "You'll be sore, sweetie. Soak in here while I get us something to eat. I'd love to join you in that big tub, but I don't trust myself."
He pulled me against him, and we kissed. My nipples hardened and poked into his chest, and I rubbed because they began to ache. He wrapped my long hair around his fist and kissed me hard, then backed away, shaking his head. I enjoyed watching his bare butt while he walked out.
I found one of his white dress shirts in the closet and went to find him. I giggled when I saw he wore an apron, with nothing on under it.
"I just whipped up a couple of sandwiches," he said, turning to put the plates on the bar. "Oh, you look so good in that shirt. Mmm." I slid onto the stool, and he stood next to me. "I especially like this," he said, slipping his hand into my shirt. I only buttoned the lower buttons giving him a good view of my breasts which I discovered he loved.
"I thought you might like it," I said smiling. "Seein' my breasts that is."
He sat and reached over to push the shirt open with his finger. "I love seeing them, touching them, sucking on them. Yeah, I love them alright."
I blushed but with pride in my body and womanhood. That powerful feeling came back again. I felt like a seductress, and it was a heady feeling.
"I didn't get any work done today!" I exclaimed distressfully, just remembering.
"No, you didn't you naughty girl. I guess we will just have to work tomorrow and catch up." I nodded eagerly. I loved the work. Made me feel like I was finally doing something worthwhile.
He placed the dishes in the sink and took my hand, leading me back into the bedroom. He stretched out on the bed, and I straddled him.
"Oh Lou, I'd love nothing more than to do it again. Watch you riding me with those glorious breasts bouncing. But you are going to be sore, and I don't want to make it worse."
He saw the look of disappointment on my face and chuckled. "I think I created a little sex monster here hmm?"
"Yessssss," I hissed. "I want to feel you inside me again."
He gritted his teeth at the words and his hips automatically thrust up. My legs were wide open over his hard rod. I rocked.
"Oooooo, a tease too," he murmured. "I may have to just keep you here with me."
I couldn't tell him how much I would love to stay with him because I knew he wasn't serious. I didn't know how I could go home and talk to Mama and my brothers without giving it all away. I'm a different girl than the one that left the house this morning. I'm a woman with a whole lot more emotions now.
He did keep his word that he said he wouldn't make love with me again. He was also right in that I was a little sore. As much as I wanted to experience his cock inside me again, it was probably better to wait.

*****

I slipped in the door, talked to Mama for a moment, and escaped to my room. I had to wash out my uniform, bra, and panties before bed. I wore them home because I couldn't chance wearing anything from Parker's house, so it all had to stay there. I fell asleep with a big smile on my face.
"You're lookin' migh-ty fine today, Louvina," Billy Bob said the next morning, squeezing my ass.
Because I knew the people eating at the luncheonette could see us, I looked at him, smiled sweetly, and said, "Billy Bob if'n you ever touch me again I'm going to kick you so hard you'll never find your balls again."
I turned and winked at those sitting nearby and strutted across the diner with the plates of food. I heard slow clapping of hands, and some chuckles along with louder guffaws. My tips that day were the biggest I've ever had.

*****

The following week I stacked the crisp bills from my pay on the kitchen table and went to my room.
"Louvina! Come back out here!" mama yelled from the kitchen.
"Yes, mama?" I said nervously.
"You been smellin' like some fancy flower when you come back from workin' at the church. How is that?" she asked suspiciously.
The bottom dropped out of my stomach. There was nothing more that I hated than to tell a lie. Especially to my mama. I swallowed hard.
"I always stink like grease and food from the diner. The church has a shower in the basement that Reverend Cope said I could use." I said, mostly looking down at the floor. "Sometimes a member of the congregation will come into the office, and I was embarrassed because I smelled."
"Oh. Oh. Well, that's right nice of the Reverend. I sure did miss him when he left. Never knew he was that close." She sighed and pushed several bills across the table toward me. "Here, y'all worked hard for this family your whole dang life. You deserve some of it too. I only wished I could have given you more through the years." I saw her blink back tears as she turned away from me. Mama never cried.
"Thank you, mama. We all do what we have to do," I said simply.
The first thing I did was to call JoJo and ask if she could cut my hair. I told her I had a job now and could afford to pay. I just hoped Parker could drive me there because otherwise, I had no way to get there.
Parker picked me up from the diner and I suddenly became nervous about asking him to do that for me. I wasn't used to asking for help much.
"You've nervously smoothed your skirt for the last five minutes, Lou, what's on your mind?" he grinned.
"Mama let me keep some of the money you're payin' me, and I want to get my hair cut. I made an appointment at the beauty salon where JoJo works, but I never thought about gettin' there."
"Well, it just so happens I have some business in town that I could take care of while you are at the salon!"
"Really?" Now I was starting to get excited about my first beauty salon visit. Mama usually trimmed the ends straight on my hair once a year, but I wanted a real cut.
"Yes, Lou, of course, I'll take you. You don't have to be shy about asking me anything," he said, taking my hand. "We could do a little clothes shopping while we're in town as well if you'd like?"
"Oh yes!" I knew I'd have money left over and would love to buy myself something that wasn't thrifted. Something brand new, colorful, and not frayed and faded.
"Then it's a date!" he said.
I felt a little frisson of happiness run through my heart when he said that. I knew it wasn't a date like normal people, but that someone would want to spend time with me was still fanciful to me. I let the butterflies around my heart free, but yet in the back of my mind, I realized there would be an end. But I just couldn't think about that right now.

*****

Parker was waiting outside the diner on the day of my appointment. I had just enough time to take a shower and change. Parker dropped me off outside of Beauticity, where JoJo was a stylist. I giggled to myself at the name. I opened the door and JoJo ran up, nearly knocking me off my feet in a hug.
"Oh my god, I've missed you so much, LouLou," she whispered, hugging me tighter.
"You look so different," I said, stepping back to look at her. "So grown up. A real city girl now." I hugged her again. "I'm so happy for you!"
She led me over to a chair, sat me down, and notched it higher. She stood behind me in the mirror and we just grinned at each other for a moment.
"You... You look different too," she said pensively. She studied me for a moment and her eyes lit up. "You got a man," she hissed in my ear. "You have been fuckin' someone! I knew it!" She squealed and jumped up and down so that the others in the salon had to laugh at her antics.
"Yes, but please don't ask who." I felt a mixture of embarrassment and pride that I was no longer a virgin and had actually been fucked.
"Louvinaaaaaaaaa," she whined. "Do you seriously think I'm not going to ask you? I'll drag it out of you one way or the other," she laughed, and I rolled my eyes.
"Areya going to cut my dang hair or what?!" I asked in pretend exasperation.
We chatted while she cut, and the hair piled around me on the floor like a mound of melted chocolate.
"Okay, are you sure you want this?" she asked for the eleventy billionth time.
"Yessssss, I'm positive!" She nodded and continued to cut.
"Do I know him?" she asked.
"Maybe," I hedged.
"No no no. You have to give me yes or no answers. Maybe ain't playin' fair."
"Ok, yes I guess," I admitted, knowing she'd eventually get it out of me.
She continued her guessing game being hot one time, cold the next until I was laughing and moving too much, and we had to stop.
She finished cutting, blew it dry, and dug out her makeup. "I'm not letting you out of her with the gorgeous hairstyle and no makeup, girl!"
When she spun me around in the chair, I didn't recognize the girl in the mirror. I stared for a few moments and several of the clients murmured to each other.
"You look right beautiful, gal!" one customer hollered from under the dryer. Heads full of rollers and perm rods nodded in agreement.
"JoJo, it's magic!" I said, lightly touching my hair as though it would all wilt. Where my hair hung heavy and thick to my butt, it was now beautiful waves that swirled nearly to my shoulder. I had bangs. I'd never had bangs in my life. I blinked back tears.
"If'n you start crying you'll wreck your makeup!" JoJo warned with a big smile.
I looked at my watch. "Oh, I have to go," I said somewhat sadly. "What do I owe you?"
One of the customers spoke up and said, "We will pay for that transition, young lady. Don't you worry yourself about it!" And the others nodded in agreement. I had to press two fingers to my mouth while I thanked them to keep from crying.
JoJo walked me to the door, and I ran down the steps and into the waiting car. I heard JoJo holler through my open window, "Oh my god, Lou. It's HIM!" I laughed and hung out the window waving as Parker drove away.
"For a minute I was afraid the wrong girl got in my car," Parker said, glancing over. "I think you just went through one of those passages in the last couple of hours."
I kept touching my hair. Parker dropped the sunshade and slid the cover off the mirror. "Enjoy. You should. You deserved this."
I still had a hard time recognizing it was me. What with the makeup and wavy shorter hair? I hardly saw the girl, but now a modern young lady.
He pulled up in front of the ladies' clothing store. "Did you want me to wait?"
"Can you come in with me? You know better what I should be wearing than I do," I said in all honesty. My little town had no fashionistas. We were all country gals.
"Of course, I'm flattered you asked me." He came around and opened the door for me.
The small shop was a mirage of color and sparkle, making me feel like a dull dirty smudge. Parker sensed my discomfort and guided me to a rack of summer tops.
"Why don't we start with tops, then shorts, then maybe long pants and dresses? We can wing it as we go. How's that sound?"
I nodded. All the power I felt from my transformation haircut went out the window. I was a lost lamb, and the sales clerk knew it. Parker backed off letting her help me until he saw her condescending manner. He stepped back in and took over and we swept through the store without her interference again.
Parker opened the trunk, and we loaded the bags of new clothes. Out of the store, I began to relax and gave one last look at the colorful clothing and brand-new tags on them before Parker closed the trunk lid.
"How about we get something to eat? My treat!" he asked.
I wouldn't let him pay for the clothes. I finally had my own money and needed to start feeling responsible for myself, no matter how small the effort.
Lunch was at the fanciest place I'd ever been. I felt like a flower that just blossomed and I began to relax and enjoy the new experiences and emerging feelings.
"Lou, you are like a butterfly that just emerged from the cocoon. From your hair to your choices of clothing. I am so blessed to see someone as deserving as you find herself. You worked hard all your life to help care for yourself and your family, I'm so happy to see you this way," he said, reaching across the table to lay his hand on mine.
"I do feel different. A lot of it has to do with you. You've given me the chances I needed. I've often read that sometimes all someone needs is a hand-up. I think the work you do is just that. You stop to help."
"I'd like to think that's what I've done. It has always been why I do what I do. I work with the poor and needy, as well as the addicted and those in trouble with the law. But you know, I think I'd want to do that no matter if I had a church and congregation behind me, or not. I'd be just as happy as long as I was helping someone." He squeezed my hand. "But you... You just needed a nudge in the right direction."
I couldn't wait to get back to the house to sort through all I'd bought today. I was a little sad I could take nothing home, but these clothes were for this life here with Parker.
He helped me spread everything out on the bed. Half the closet space and several drawers were empty and waiting. I cut the tags off and neatly hung or folded everything.
"Oh, wait a minute!" he said running out the door. I heard the door slam, then slam again and he was back with more packages.
"I thought we brought everything in?"
"I suspected that you wouldn't let me buy your clothes, so while you were getting your hair cut, I bought a few things for you. Things that I knew you'd never buy for yourself," he said, pulling a thick white plush robe out of the bag. "Now you have something to wear after your shower."
I gathered it against me. "It's beautiful, thank you." I rubbed my face on it. "Soft. Like a bunny." I hung it on the back of the bathroom door and ran my hand over its softness.
When I came back there was a pile of silky lacey frilly colors on the bed.
"I hope you like them, Lou. I knew you wouldn't want anything too skimpy, but that doesn't mean they can't be girly and a little sexy."
The black satin bra had stripes of black sheer across the cups and the panties had the same stripes of sheer across the hips. There was another set of pink lace and another of lavender. I thought it was the most beautiful lingerie I'd ever seen.
I hugged him. "Thank you. They're perfect. Just perfect."
At the bottom of the pile was a nightie of the softest white silky in the world. Tiny ribbons tied at the shoulder. I saw nighties in the store that I would have been embarrassed to wear, but this... This one was magnificent.
"I wasn't sure if that was something you'd be comfortable with, but I knew you'd be beautiful in it."
It was late and time for him to take me home. I carefully folded them into a pile and held them against my face before placing them in the drawer.
The following day I started to work as soon as we got to the house. He was busy with other things and didn't realize I'd finished work and went to shower.
I knocked softly on the open door to his office. He pushed back from his desk and swung his chair around and stared.
I smiled. "I hoped you were done with your work?"
He reached back blindly, pushed the lid of his laptop down, and said, "Oh yeah, I'm done. I am done with work." He smiled. "You look stunning in that, Lou."
"Thank you," I smiled.
After a shower of intoxicating scents, body smoothing shave, creams, and lotion, I slipped on the nightie. The silk caressed my breasts and dropped off my hard nipples to mid-thigh. My big chocolate brown nipples shadowed through the silk. I shaved smoothly below but left curls in the front, which were visible through the silk.
He opened his arms, and I went over and sat on his lap. "Just so beautiful," he murmured, stroking my still-damp but wavy hair. I leaned in to kiss him and he moaned low as our tongues slipped past each other. He cupped my breast and thumbed my nipple through the softness.
I moaned in his mouth. His hardness grew against my hip and began to throb. It started the same tingling between my legs as before, and the wetness came.
He lowered his mouth to my nipples and sucked them long and hard. The sheer was wet and clung. His breath washed across cooling and making my hot nipples ache. He stroked my thigh, then under my gown across my hip. He squeezed my ass and pulled me tighter against him.
"You drive me wild," he murmured against my lips. I moaned and rocked my hip into him. "You have no idea how sexy you are," he sighed, running his hand up and down my back. "It doesn't seem right to keep you for myself."
"I want to be with you," I replied, alarmed that he even thought of that.
"I know you do, Lou. But you should be out dating and having fun with people your age. You're missing that. I'm twelve years older. You have your whole life ahead of you, my path is set, Lou. You'd be a preacher's wife."
Although I could see myself as his wife, I knew he'd end up being ashamed of me. The congregation would frown on our age difference I was sure, but mostly I didn't have the social graces and would be an embarrassment.
I didn't say anything more. I don't know what I was thinking. Yes, I did. In my heart, I knew my future wouldn't include Parker. But I wouldn't have changed a thing. There was no one else I'd rather have become a woman with, than Parker.
"You're the best thing that ever happened to me," I said, my hand on his cheek. "You held my hand when I needed it, you stood back when I needed you to, and gave me a shove when I wasn't sure of myself."
"You did it all yourself, you just felt my presence and found strength in that," he said.
My head was on his shoulder. "You know, I never intended to save myself for my future husband. It wasn't somethin' mama talked to me about. We had some sex ed in school, but it was so generic. JoJo and I talked about it some on and off but only in vague terms because neither of us was experienced. I think it was at that point that I knew I wanted to know what I was doin' sexually... Because I'd need it to help me judge if this guy was the one I'd want to spend my life with. Sex is a big part of a relationship, so it has to be right from the get-go."



"You have not only blossomed into a beautiful flower but a smart young woman. Even though by rights I'd have to caution you against sex out of marriage, I can't find fault with your thinking. Sex is a huge part of a relationship. If that goes haywire, then the relationship does suffer." He kissed my forehead.
I began to unbutton his shirt, then stood and held out my hand. Once we got to the bedroom, I unbuckled his belt and pulled his shoes and pants off. When he stood naked for me, so aroused because of me, it was powerful. I wanted to let him know how he did the same to me. He stretched out on his back on the bed, and I knelt between his thighs.
I weighed his heavy balls on my fingers and watched his cock jerk. He smiled at me and as I watched him, I licked from his balls to the tip of his cock. He moaned. I held his thickness in my hand and caught the bead of precum on my tongue, wanting to taste him.
"Oh Lou, you're driving me crazy," he moaned.
My newfound womanhood didn't come with instructions on pleasing a man, but I just did what came naturally.
I lapped at the satiny tip while I watched him. His eyes flared and he moaned, which made me braver. I sucked on the tip like a lollipop. Each response from him made me a little braver to try something different.
I wrapped my lips around the rim while I watched him.
"Oh yes, Lou," he murmured. "You don't know what you're doing to me."
My lips stretched around the hot hard shaft and I took him into my mouth until my nose buried in the soft nest of curls at the base of his cock. The head was in the back of my throat, but I didn't gag.
I slid my lips back up, grazing my teeth along the length. He shuddered and hissed through his teeth. He surged up and drove his cock into my mouth.
I locked my lips around while he pumped in and out of my mouth.
"Lou..." he warned, but I was prepared and wanted to taste him.
The warm liquid splashed against the back of my throat, and I swallowed quickly. When he was done, I licked up the shaft and across the head cleaning up his seed.
He pulled me up next to him and cradled me to his side. He had his forearm across his eyes, in an apparent struggle.
Finally, he said, "Louvina, they asked me to take a church over in another state. I have to move."
My body tensed even though I knew it was coming. Somehow. Someway.
"I understand," I said simply. Because there was nothing else to say.
I wasn't going to beg him to take me. We had so many obstacles. And now that he'd be so far, I just couldn't leave my family yet.
"I know the new Pastor and he's happy to keep you on in the office. Your pay will be much better since you'd be working in the church."
My head was on his chest, and I nodded. "Thank you."
Shortly after that, he took me back to my house for the last time. I managed to contain my emotions around my family until I was able to get to my room.
I cried myself to sleep.
The next morning I woke up with a terrible headache and swollen eyes from the night before.
I showered and pulled my best dress out of the closet. All the pretty clothes that I couldn't bring were heavy on my heart. I felt as though I left a piece of my heart in that cabin, and the rest of it he took with him.
I walked up the steps to the church and pulled the big door open. My eyes had to adjust to the light and all I could see was an inky shadow coming towards me.
"You must be Louvina! So glad you're here. Oh, and before I forget, Parker left a box on your desk for you. Marked Personal."
I blinked and my eyes adjusted.
"I am and thank you. I'm looking forward to working in the church," I said.
"Oh good, so you're new here too. This is my first church. I just graduated from the seminary," he said smiling.
Deep dimples in his cheeks flashed. A blonde lock of hair flopped over his forehead, trying to hide his sparkling marine blue eyes.
I smiled warmly. "So nice to meet you."
When one door closes, another one opens.

~the end~
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"Jackson darling, you know how terribly I sleep at night." She had her elbow on the table and waved her hand, diamond rings glittering in the light. "I discovered while you were gone that I sleep much better alone so I moved you into one of the guest rooms."
Dad's first night home. Welcome home, darling. I glanced at Dad and his face went from fury to acquiescence in the span of thirty seconds. Or right after he glanced at me and saw my grin. It didn't occur to him that this was ideal.
"Della dear, I'm certainly going to miss your presence in bed, but I do understand. I'm happy to sleep elsewhere to make you more comfortable."
She smiled sweetly and stabbed a spear of asparagus with her fork.

.***.***.***.

That night I was showering and felt a breeze, and the heat of my body against mine.
"Mmm, sneaking into my shower now, are you?"
His hands ran up and down my body, from the tops of my thighs to my shoulders. My skin was soap slick and his hands slid easily over my tits. He palmed my nipples achingly hard, and I hissed through my teeth.
He nipped on my neck, and I felt his steamy breath in my ear. While he twisted my nipple harder, his other hand slipped between my thighs and plucked at my smooth pussy lips.
I moaned and arched my back, grinding his cock between our bodies. He growled and circled my clit with the tip of his finger. His perfect rhythm drove me into a body-shuddering climax. My long deep moan vibrated and sounded foreign to my ears.
As I was coming down, Dad shoved his cock into my cunt from behind. His balls slapped my clit and rubbed me into another orgasm. My cunt squeezed his buried cock and he gasped, grunting each time he plunged into me.
He held my hips and drove in hard. I braced myself against the shower wall. My tits jostled and swayed.
"Ungh, ungh, ungh," he repeated with each thrust.
He was driven. I don't think anyone, or anything, could have stopped him. And I didn't want him to stop.
Suddenly his fingers dug into my hips, he slammed in deep and locked. His cock exploded its heat deep inside me. It was running back out while his cock still pumped it into me.
"Oh my god, baby girl. I needed that so badly," he moaned, his lips against my skin. "Working with all the research subjects today drove me crazy."
We rinsed off and dried each other.
"So those girls turned you on hmm, Daddy?"
We pulled the covers back and slid into my bed. He pulled me against him.
"I suppose to a certain extent they did, but I'd guess it was that I was thinking about what I'd be doing to you if it were you in those harnesses."
"Mmm," I whispered. "You know I love it when you do that. So, what would you do if one of them came on to you? Or one of them had skimpy bikini panties on under their skirts, or a thong?"
"Damn Mags, you're making me hard again," he said, pulling my leg over him so his cock was under the soft inside of my thigh.
"You're such a sexual man. So hot. HORNY!" I said laughing.
"I am that and I think my gorgeous daughter is the same."
"Of course, she is. And maybe a little kinky," I said while lights were popping on in my brain all over the place.
"Don't keep me in suspense," he said. The tips of his fingers circled my breasts. "These tits drive me crazy."
"It might involve me being your assistant on occasion."
Distracted, he pushed up and took a nipple into his mouth. I wove my fingers through his hair and gripped as he continued the same steady sucking. It was as though an electric wire went from my tit to my cunt. My hips began to rock uncontrollably.
He turned and straddled me, so his cock dangled in my face, fully aroused again.
Dad was hypersexual. I knew right then that not any one woman could keep him satisfied for long. As much as I hated to admit it, not even me. I just needed to come up with a plan to keep him happy and with me.
He shoved my thighs wide and buried his face in my open pussy. He licked the length of my slit, lapping up his cum and my juices. He slurped and cleaned my smooth lips.
I held his cock and took the head into my mouth. I rubbed my tongue off the shiny smooth surface. His groan vibrated my cunt. I rapidly flicked the tip with my tongue, just under the hole, where it was most sensitive, to another cunt vibrating groan.
I hefted his fat balls in my hand. They hung nearly as long as his cock. Big lightly furred sacks with nuts the size of golf balls. I sucked one into my mouth and rolled it on my tongue. I took my fingers and held the base while they swung over my wet lips, and I lightly sucked at them when they did.
He growled and gasped against my cunt.
I trailed my finger up the seam from his balls to the soft pucker. My finger was wet from his balls, and I toyed with it with the tip of my finger.
He growled louder and nipped, slipping a finger into me. I pushed my finger a little and felt the hole relax. He pushed another finger inside me. I know my cunt was dripping.
I pushed into the first knuckle, and he shoved his fingers a little deeper.
I only knew what I was doing because she said her boyfriend was wild about prostate massages, then proceeded to tell me how she does it. So happy I listened.
He was in the perfect position for me to find the little knob that was toward the front of his body.
I eased my finger in a little deeper and a little more and found what I was looking for. I began a light rhythmic massage.
"Oh, fuck," he ground out. "Don't fucking stop!" he shouted.
His body shuddered from his knees to his waist. His cock thickened and began to sway and jerk above my face. I wrapped two fingers around the base of his balls and tugged.
The low growling grunt never let up and vibrated with his body. I kept up the same rhythm.
His cock jerked wildly and became even redder. It throbbed harder and harder.
Suddenly he threw his head back and let out a roar that echoed in the room. His cock began to pump out jets of hot cum, that landed on my face, my tits, my hair, and anywhere else his spasming cock shot it.
I slipped my finger out and he rolled to his back, his head near my feet. His cock was still semi-hard and lolled on his stomach.
"Where the fucking hell did you learn to do that?" he rasped.
"Someone told me how to do it."
"Fucking hell. That's the first time I've ever cum without any manipulation on my dick."
I nodded, then realized he couldn't see me. "Yeah, that's what a prostate massage can do."
"Oh no, I sort of left you hanging, didn't I baby girl."
I laughed softly. "That's okay. It was worth it to do that and see and hear you. I'm good. Real good."
He got up and brought snacks and water while I found a movie. We snuggled in together.
"So do you miss, Leslie?"
He thought for a moment. "I miss her in the sense we were sexually compatible. She was an excellent lover. As far as missing her in any other way, not really. We didn't have that kind of relationship."
Knowing the answer already, I just nodded.
"So, Daddy, you're a horny guy," I said, and he chuckled. "I know Leslie wasn't the only lover you had."
He sighed. "Yes, I did. You already knew that though." He hugged me closer. "I've always been a sexual man." He hesitated. "Oftentimes it was to have my hands on a soft sensual woman. To smell and taste her."
I rolled to my side and put my head on his shoulder. I trailed my fingers through his chest hair.
"If you had your hands on another woman, you could be fucking someone else?"
"Where are these questions coming from," he chuckled. "You want me to tell you all my lewd experiences I think." He laughed when I nodded. "Yeah, I've done that."
"And?"
"And I was in a room with one of my students. I was on top fucking her. To be honest she just wasn't doing it for me. Suddenly the door opened, and I thought I was had. To be in a dorm with a student was stupid, but this was a number of years ago when I let my dick do my thinking."
"And what happened," I encouraged, getting wet from hearing this.
"Her roommate was drop-dead gorgeous. She locked the door behind her, and I relaxed again. While I was buried in her roommate, she stripped for me." He swallowed hard. "She had beautiful tits and big rosy, red nipples. Long red hair tumbled over those tits. I nearly quit fucking the poor girl while I watched. She had a tuft of red curls that I knew was heaven waiting, and the creamiest white skin I'd ever seen."
She began to crawl on the bed. Those fantastical tits swaying beneath her. The look in her eyes was like I was prey."
"I automatically started fucking the other girl again. The redhead straddled her roommate. We were both on our knees and she wrapped her arms around my neck and began to kiss me. She rubbed those long hard nipples on my chest."
"The girls' thighs were trapped between us, and I heard and felt her cumming on my cock. As soon as she was done, the redhead pushed me onto the bed next to her roommate, straddled my still-hard cock, and rode me like I was a bucking bronco."
"The roommate watched us while fucking herself with a big black dildo. They were wild girls."
I sucked in a shuddering breath. "I guess so. That's fucking hot, Daddy." We kissed. "You really can't get enough though, can you?"
"Honestly, not often. But you've been keeping me pretty fucking happy my little girl."
"Hmm, yeah." And I think with a little kink, we can continue to do that.

.***.***.***.

I woke to him between my legs, nibbling on my pussy. After he brought me to a drowsy bone-melting orgasm, he placed my ankles over his shoulders and drove in deep.
I dug my nails into his biceps, and he continued to pound into me, and I didn't want it to stop. It felt so fucking good. His cock was so hard and hot that it felt like molten steel. He picked up the pace and his pubic bone rubbed my clit and sent me out into the stratosphere again.
He pumped his load into me with loud staccato grunts.
I dropped my legs and his face buried into the side of my neck.
"God Mags, you do it for me like no one ever has. I can't get enough of you." He pushed up. "I'd stay here and fuck you all day, but I have early classes to teach."
I had no illusions that he would find what he needed if necessary. He was a powerful man that wouldn't be denied. It was him. His nature.
.***.
I grabbed a coffee from the cart on campus and found a seat at an empty table. A shadow fell over the table, and I looked up.
"Hey Kenny, I haven't seen you for a while."
Kendra was in a few classes with me, and we occasionally played tennis. I ended up whipping her ass every time, so it wasn't much fun for her.
"I had to go home for my grandad's funeral."
"Awh, sorry honey. That's tough."
She nodded. "Hey, I have a meeting with your dad to see how I'm doing."
Kendra didn't do well at tennis but was a beautiful gymnast. She was so lithe I think her body could do any position."
"He's such a hunk," she sighed.
"Yeah, "I said without emotion although my brain was in turmoil with a plan. "You probably like his hands on you during the checkup," I chuckled.
"Oh my god yeah. I keep hoping he'll make a move, but I'll never get that lucky."
"you never know. What do you wear when you go into his office?"
"Leotard and stretch tights. I have to get into all gymnast poses, plus he added yoga."
"Hmm. Maybe you should mix it up and wear something sexier?"
She sipped her coffee and looked at me over the rim.
"That's brilliant. And I know just the thing to wear. I have it with me as a matter of fact." Her smile was naughty. "Will you come with me? So, I don't back out."
"Sure! Dad said I could be his assistant. No better time than now."

.***.***.***.

The door opened and closed while Dad read the file in his hands. A few moments later he looked up and saw Kendra sitting on the table.
"Hey Kendra, how's it going... I think we had you into additional strength training aimed at yoga moves?"
He finally noticed my presence.
"Marguerite! I didn't know you'd be here," he said, his face softening as soon as he saw me.
"I thought I could be your assistant. Kenny said she doesn't mind."
He shrugged, although he had a quizzical look on his face. "Sure."
He set the file on the table next to her and began to run his hands up her thighs from her knees. He jerked back as it occurred to him, she was wearing a tennis skirt and bare legs.
He recovered nicely and told her to lay back and put her feet in the high stirrups. Because her exercises were for different muscle masses, he looked at her body differently than mine.
She put her arms over her head and grabbed the handles that were at the end of the bed.
She wasn't wearing a bra, so the thin t-shirt stretched across her mounds and rode up baring her flat stomach. She wiggled to get comfortable in that position, legs up high and arms stretched above her.
"I'm ready Dr. Honoré," she said.
Her legs were bare, her feet hooked in the wide stirrups.
"Ok Kendra, let me check your calf and knees."
He did a thorough evaluation, making notes every so often.
He held his hand on the back of her thigh just above her knee and began to squeeze the muscles opposite. I could tell when he noticed her bikini panties barely covered her cunt. He went slower as he worked the muscles toward the V of her legs.
He made notes and moved to the other leg, doing the same. He asked her some more questions and made notes.
"Okay, we have the info for the muscles relaxed, now we need them working."
She knew the drill and immediately pulled her hips up with her feet. Her legs automatically spread, offering Dad a better view of her sweet pussy.
I walked up behind him, and Kenny smiled at me conspiratorially. Her face was flushed, and I knew she was turned on.
She was still gripping the handles behind her head, and I noticed her nipples were incredibly long and poked lewdly through her thin t-shirt. I'd never been with a girl but wanted to see those delicious nipples.
Dad went to his desk to get something, and I quickly eased the hem of her shirt up further, to bare the undercurve of her breast, the fabric barely clinging to her bullet-hard nipples.
"Okay, time to check your hips."
He had her twist from side to side while he felt the muscles up the back of her thighs to her ass, which was now bare because of all the movement. I saw that the crotch of her panties slipped between her pussy lips and bared them on each side. Swollen puffy smooth pussy lips peeked around the edges in temptation.
He put her through the same movements while she checked the muscles on her inner thighs. There was no way he could do that without touching her bared lips.
His breathing was labored as he did the same on the other leg. I slid my hand around the front of him and squeezed his throbbing cock. He hesitated for a moment and reached up to widen the harnesses from the ceiling, spreading her legs even further apart.
"Okay Kendra," he said, clearing his throat. "Time to check glutes and over to the hips."
This time as she pulled herself up, her legs were frog-like, feet flat against each other with spread her pussy even wider. The crotch of her panties was soaked, and you could smell her sex.
I began to squeeze his cock while he manipulated her hips. He had her do some motions while he felt her glutes, then around the tops of her thighs to her hips.
His thumbs were in the crease between her lips and thigh. I saw his hand shaking as he brushed her wet lips. She moaned softly. He swallowed and groaned.
He grabbed the edge of her bikini and ripped one side, then the other, and tossed it on the floor. He nearly crawled onto the table to bury his face in her cunt. She shook and rubbed it on his face, and he vibrated a groan in her cunt.
He was on his side, and I unzipped his pants and took his throbbing cock out. I sucked it down my throat while he grunted deep into her pussy. Her moans turned into long mews as he took her higher.
I just fucked his cock with my mouth. I suctioned hard, locked my lips, and fucked his cock with my steamy hot mouth. At the moment she whimpered out waves of orgasm, she shot his load down my throat while sucking up the juices from her.
Her hand found mine and tugged, and I leaned over to kiss her, passing his hot juice. We moaned and kissed deeply. I found her tits and twisted those ridiculously long nipples.
We both became inflamed and moaned into each other's mouths. Dad slipped his hand in my panties, and I could tell by her reaction he put his hand on her at the same time. He began fingering us until we groaned out orgasms in each other's mouths.
After she got dressed and left, he pulled me onto his lap behind his desk.
"You set me up, you naughty girl."
"Yep. And you loved it."
"Oh god, did I ever. You know how to trip my switches."
"You noticed who got your cock."
"I did and I was glad. I didn't want to share with anyone else."
"I don't mind you eating another girl. Maybe even let her suck your dick. Maybe. But no fucking anyone but me."
"Oh, you got that deal very easily. My cock is for your sweet cunt only."
I hoped that was true. I knew he was used to getting what he wanted, and I couldn't always be with him.

.***.***.***.

In the next several months I found that he was quite satisfied. We shared a bed every night. My mother never ventured into that wing of the house and had no idea what was going on under the same roof. I have to wonder if she cared.
Daddy had access to me when and however he wanted. Sometimes he came home from school and was already aroused and needy. That usually happened when one of his students tried seducing him.
This afternoon I was napping on the bed in my panties when he arrived home. I woke up to the door being shut and the lock set.
He rolled me on my stomach and roughly pulled my panties down my legs. That started a gush that he checked for by running his fingers down my slit.
I went up on my knees, my face in the pillow. His cock was poised at my entrance; he slid in deep with no preliminaries. I moaned as his cock stretched my tunnel. He held my hips and began to pound into me. He went in so deep his balls slapped my clit, which was long and swollen.
"Oh my god,' I moaned, shuddering out my first orgasm.
His fingers dug in tighter, and he hissed through his teeth while my cunt rhythmically squeezed his marauding cock.
It was intense. His arousal was pent up and I was going to get the explosion.
I tried to ride his cock, but he held my hips tight and fucked me hard and fast. On a mission for release.
Suddenly he drove in deep, my face buried in the pillow, and his cock pumped hot loads of cum deep inside me. A low deep throated growl accompanied his release.
My cunt squeezed his cock, milking every drop.
He pulled out, twisted my hips so I flopped over on my back, spread my thighs, and lapped up all our juices while creating waves of pleasure until I crashed and let loose all over his face.
He stretched out next to me and it was only then I noticed he was still dressed, his pants and shorts still down around his knees. His suit jacket and shirt still on.



"Mmm, Daddy, someone got you cranked up," I said, rolling to my side and throwing my leg across him.
"One of the other professors," he sighed.
"I'm glad you didn't fuck her."
"I wouldn't, Mags. I promised you." I nodded. But sometimes promises don't mean anything. "Besides, you have me so spoiled the only one I want to sink my dick into is you."
We talked about which professor it was. I didn't know her, and she didn't know me.
"So would she want to be a third party," I wondered aloud.
"I never knew I had such a kinky daughter," he said, and I could hear the smile in his voice.

.***.***.***.

The following week, there was a tap on Dad's office door. He had sent the old biddy home early, so no one was there to field visitors. But it wasn't necessary in this case.
There was just enough of a gap I could look out for.
"Come in, Alex," Dad said.
The door swung open, and the lock clicked. A stately brunette strode across the room to stand in front of his desk.
"Jackson, good to see you. Thanks for inviting me," she smiled a promise.
The all-business navy coat dress buttoned down the front, perfect for the long smooth blond hair that flowed over her shoulders.
She had the pale skin of a blonde, so I knew she was true. Her blue eyeshadow and makeup were expertly applied to bring out the blueness of her eyes, but not too extreme for a college professor. She would have to fight off her male students no matter what she wore. She missed her calling as a model.
Dad stayed pushed in behind his desk. "You're looking beautiful today. But then you always do."
"You've been putting me off for so long, I wondered what had changed," she said, dropping her handbag on the floor beside her.
"Let's just say I've seen the error of my ways."
She reached for the buttons on her dress and slowly slipped each from the hole. Dad's cock grew with each one. Her dress remained closed, adding to the tease and it was working.
His cock was fully engorged. I slid my hands up his thighs to his cock that was poking out the zipper.
She opened the dress and let it fall to the floor. Dad groaned when she revealed a black satin corset that couldn't contain her voluptuous tits so that they spilled over the top. The narrow black lace edging barely covered her nipples.
Black satin ribbon garters held up thigh-high silky black nylons. She posed, crooking a knee, in the black leather heels.
"Do you like what you see, Jackson? I've heard rumors about you. That you're quite a lusty man." I pushed his chair back to bare his saliva-wet cock to her."
I came up from under the desk and said, "Those rumors are true."
A look of shock crossed her face, but she recovered nicely. I walked to her and lightly trailed my finger across those mounds of tits. Her lips parted slightly, and she looked at me.
"Beautiful," I said, now fondling her breasts. "Do you like that?"
"Yesss," she whispered, and I smiled.
I don't know why this woman turned me on so. Kenny was first-time fun. She has great tits, but this woman knocks it out of the park. I'm forty D, and she must be double D at least.
There's a breast man, but is there such a thing as a breast woman?
I brushed my lips over the creamy white globes, and she slid her fingers through my hair holding me close.
My tongue pushed behind the lace in search of a nipple. It immediately grew hard against my tongue, and I tugged it above the lace edge.
"Ohyeahhh," she murmured.
I looked back at Dad, and he was watching us, mesmerized, slowly stroking his cock.
"Look what you've done to Jackson," I said. Dad and I had decided not to let her know we were actually dad and daughter. She would just assume I was a student lover of his.
She blinked and focused on him, as though she'd forgotten. I took her nipple between my teeth and tugged. She gripped my hair and arched, pushing that breast up over the top of the corset.
While I worked on the other in the same manner, Dad was there and kissing her breasts, working his way to the nipple still covered in my saliva.
"I knew you'd be this gorgeous, Alex," he murmured against her soft skin.
I glanced down while releasing her other tit and saw Dad's cock waving lewdly through his open zipper. God, what a turn-on that was.
He gathered both her breasts in his hands and kneaded, squeezing them together and running his mouth back and forth across her impossibly hard nipples.
Her head fell back, and she moaned.
I walked behind her and unlaced the corset, tossing it aside.
She now stood naked but for the black lace garter belt, hose, and tiny triangle that just covered her pussy.
I held and squeezed her tits from behind and Dad groaned, sucking each nipple so strongly that her whimper echoed throughout the room.
His hands were free while his mouth was on her tits, he ripped the black g-string off.
"You're so wet for us, Alex. Such a soft smooth pussy," He whispered against her tits. "I like that. Your lips are so swollen, wet with your juices."
She moaned and leaned more against me. I nibbled the side of her neck and nipped her earlobe and she jerked.
I could feel the buildup release in her body. So, tense as Dad teased her clit and finger fucked her. She began to ride his fingers and he increased the rhythm.
"Oh my god yeah," she whimpered over and over increasing in volume as she neared the peak. Suddenly she shouted and her body shuddered.
Dad slowly took his hand off her cunt and raised a finger to his lips to taste, he offered some to me and I sucked two of his fingers into my mouth to taste her. His eyes turned dark and flared.
"You're so fucking hot," I breathed in her ear. "My panties are wet for you. Did you see his cock? What you've done to him." Her eyes were glazed as she looked down. Her lips parted with a gasp. "That big fat cock needs your mouth. Do you want to suck on that hot hard meat?" She moaned.
I stepped back. Still gasping, she dropped to her knees.
His cock was angry red, precum dripped from the tip, and thick veins mapped the length full of coursing blood.
She wrapped her red-painted lips around the tip, and he sucked in a breath. I could tell he needed no build-up. He had to cum. Now.
He began to fuck her mouth. He wrapped her blonde hair around his fist, held her, and thrust into her mouth. His cock was streaked with red lipstick, so erotic. She took his cock eagerly with each stroke.
"Unnngggggghhhhhhhhhh," he cried out. He pulled her head back with her hair and splattered her face with his hot cum.
I touched the tip of my tongue to one of the white pearls and licked it off, then helped her up.
"Who are you," she asked, still seemingly stunned.
"Just a student here."
"I've never been tag teamed in sex before, but you two have it down to a science. It's the best experience I've ever had."
She dressed and we kissed her goodbye. My Dad's semi-hard cock still obscenely poking out the front of his pants.
"Phew, that was hot," I said, wrapping my arms around his neck.
"It was you that was hot. I almost came while I was at the desk watching you and her together. I didn't know you were into fem," he said.
I shrugged. "I didn't either. To what degree, the jury is still out. But I will say I now understand why guys are so into breasts."
"You're so fucking naughty," he said hugging me to him. "Obviously my daughter though."
"I enjoyed pimping you out, Dad."

~to be continued~
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Unbelievably enough I did enjoy pimping my Dad out, because I ended up with the best end of the deal.
But I also knew as a Professor, playing with students was not a good idea. Even Alex, an associate, could turn him in for sexual misconduct. So sadly, Kendra and Alex were out for a second round.
Bunny looked up, saw it was me, then went back to her book.
I stretched my arms across the table, my hands on each side of her book.
"I know I know, I'm so sorry I haven't been around. I've been so busy with schoolwork---"
"And fucking your Dad," she interjected without looking up.
"Bunny," I said, waiting until she looked at me. "He's hypersexual. Oversexed. Always horny."
"Okay, I get it." Finally getting her attention, she closed her book. "So, with all these girls around that lust after him he has a problem? Does he need volunteers?"
"See that's the thing. He plays around with students he can get fired." I straightened up and rubbed my forehead.
"Ohhh, right. I see that now. Hmm. That would be a bad deal."
"What I wondered was maybe there was a private sex club? Not too close, but kinda local maybe."
Her eyes lit up. "There is! It's the next town over. It is private, but I'm dating a bouncer and he'll have all the dirty deets."
I picked up the book to see what she was reading. Daisy Jones & The Six. "You'll like this one!"
The next day I saw her beacon of flame red hair at the same table.
She slid a piece of paper to me and said, "Just what you're looking for."
I unfolded it and knew the town. Far enough away and not too close. Somewhat familiar with that area of town, but it was mostly industrial.
"If it's private, how do we get in?" I asked.
"Tell them, Leo, from the Canteen sent you." I looked at her quizzically. "Don't ask," she laughed.
.
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I kept Daddy gratified because of our nearly constant sexual play. We teased in between. I never thought I could get fucked so many times and have magical orgasms every time. He took what he needed when he needed, but he gave back in spades. He was rarely flaccid and mostly semi hard and easily aroused. I sometimes wondered what he was like when he was younger.
His cock was between my pussy lips, throbbing hot and waking me in the middle of the night. The thing was, my cunt craved his cock just as much and I wondered if it was genetic.
"I need you, baby girl," he whispered.
I moved my leg back over his hip, and he slid into position and pushed in my wetness. We both moaned as he slid deep. The first time he would enter always made me crazy high. Stretching my tunnel. Sometimes slow. Sometimes fast.
"You're always so tight and wet for me," he whispered in a coarse deep sleepy voice.
"You woke up horny," I said softly as he stroked in and out of me.
"Dreams. So many dreams. My balls ache."
He squeezed my tit and twisted my nipple. He flattened his hand on my upper chest and rubbed all the way down to my pussy. His finger pushed to find my clit.
"Can you feel yourself in this position? Sliding in and out of me."
He adjusts his hand. "Ummm, god that's hot."
His fingers wedged in, but he used them on my clit. His breathing became hot and erratic in my ear, becoming more aroused feeling his cock sliding in and out.
I stiffened in a long moaning orgasm, and he drove in deep and I felt his heat spread deep inside.
"God that was hot," he said after we caught our breath. "Feeling myself in you."
"Mmm, it's you that's hot Daddy," I whispered, dozing back off.
.
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The next day was Friday and after we had our daily dinner with Della, we both retired upstairs for the evening.
I pulled him into his room, where he never slept.
"What's all this?"
"Some clothes to wear tonight." He looked at me quizzically. "A surprise for you."
I went to my room to get dressed and we snuck back down the steps and out of the house.
"Where the hell are we going?" he asked after the GPS told him to turn yet again.
"You'll see. I'm sure you'll love it, Dad."
Cars were parked between the large warehouse buildings. The only way I knew where to go in was the bouncer stationed at the door.
He looked at me frowning and just grunted.
"Leo at the Canteen sent me."
He immediately reached back and opened the door.
Our eyes didn't have to adjust to the darkness because it was as dark inside as out. But they did, and finally found that some carefully placed dim lights led the way.
A young girl stood in the room beside the hall. She was clad in skimpy red bikini panties and an equally skimpy bra, revealing most of her nicely sized tits. I looked at Dad who was doing a great job at not gaping at her. She handed us each a sticky ticket that coincided with locker numbers behind her.
"Take your clothes off, Daddy," I said, forgetting we were not going to announce our relationship.
"Hot," the girl murmured, when she heard it, giving him an appreciative look as she took his pile of clothing. Long blonde pigtails flipped when she moved. She was probably my age, but the pigtails teased otherwise.
I stripped down to my underwear as well and she turned to lock our clothes away. She felt Dad's eyes on her and turned to give him a seductive smile.
"Those are perfect on you," I said somewhat proudly. I chose snug bikinis for him with a front pouch that was stuffed with his semi-hard goods thanks to the pigtailed clothes check girl. "Sexy."
"You'll have all the dicks hard," he said, appreciating my sheer black lace bra and matching thong.
"You'll need a wristband. Red is if you're willing to do anything with anyone. Black is hetero. Blue is anything but stop with safe word NO."
"We'll both take blue, thank you," Dad said leaning over the counter.
She smiled and leaned towards him to affix it on his arm. She took care not to catch any hair and smoothed her hand up his arm.
I enjoyed how Dad could affect women. I always did. I noticed it when I was a child. He's charming in a non-blatant way. Old women to girls love him.
She took my hand and did the same, but before releasing my hand held the back of it to her nose. "Mmm, you smell delightful," she said in a most seductive voice.
I leaned and whispered in her ear. "Thank you," I said, nibbling her ear.
As we wandered down the dark hall, Dad said, "Now look what you've done to me!" His pouch was filled and nearly overflowing. "Watching you with another woman drove me crazy."
The first open door was men with men, in a room that was black fur and velvet pillow lined. Most were reclined and enjoying each other. One of the men noticed Dad and waved him to come in, but he shook his head.
"Not my thing, but I'm glad they're included too."
"Never been curious about another man?"
"Not really, but I never say never. I suppose it depends on the circumstances."
"I get that."
The next was all women, in a similar décor but the colors were red. As we walked each room had a different theme or interest. It was intriguing and so erotic.
"Oh Daddy, all this is so exciting, isn't it?" I swear my cunt was dripping down my leg.
"I'm going to fuck you in the hall any second," he growled. "I see a lot of other guys thinking the same thing when they see you."
The next room we came across was light with dim blue lights. Royal blue pillows and low-slung seating. We stopped at the door and looked at each other. This was our place. Many were obvious fathers and daughters. They were in groups and a few, just father and daughter.
We walked in and wound through the room. Everyone was either fucking or getting there.
"Over there. I need you now," he hissed. His cock was dripping precum after watching the couples in various positions of intimacy.
He reclined on a royal blue satin pillow, and I straddled him and slid down his slick pole. He grunted and drove up, nearly bouncing me off while I rode.
The daughter of the couple next to us crawled over to Dad and teased his lips with her hard nipple. Her Dad smiled at me, and I returned it. He knelt next to me, and we tried to kiss but I was riding too fast and hard, so he sucked a nipple into his mouth.
His talented tongue and teeth along with my movement had me groaning. I felt Dad's cock throb hard inside me and saw she was now straddling Dad's face. I could watch because she was facing me. This was the most erotic thing I'd ever done. Her Dad was sucking and biting my nipples. Each bite made my cunt contract in pain and pleasure. I loved it.
I moaned and he began to give me stinging little kisses all over my tits. I rode Dad's cock wildly when he began to do that. His daughter smiled knowingly and rode Dad's face. I knew she was dripping on his mouth because he was lapping along her slit.
He reached up and took his fingers and tugged her slit wider. She groaned and began to knead her tits.
Her dad slid a finger in and rubbed my clit. As I bounced, his finger would get trapped between my body and Dads'. He kept up the rhythm and started biting and sucking my nipples again.
I couldn't get enough of his cock, and I couldn't get enough of his mouth. I'd never felt anything so painful that turned me on.
I heard Dad's muffled shout and he drove into me, his cock exploding like it never had before. Just at that same second, her Dad set me off and I threw my head back in a shouting orgasm.
When we caught our breath, he pulled me off Dad and next to him. His daughter was next to Dad.
"You're fucking sexy," he said, kissing me. "Your tits were driving me wild." His throbbing cock pressed against my leg, and I wrapped my fingers around it. "Oh, baby yeah just like that."
I stroked and thumbed the head smearing the precum over the giant mushroom head. The wide ridge was sensitive to my touch because he jerked and moaned at my touch.
I twirled my tongue around the ridge, his thighs tensed, and he hissed through his teeth. I probed the hole with the tip of my tongue, then flicked just below it. He groaned and his hips rocked.
I locked my lips under the head and scrubbed the satiny head before sliding my lips down and taking his cock into my mouth. The oversize head threatened to gag me and after trial and error, I could get it down. He was smooth-shaven so I could take his cock to the hilt.
Going up I sucked and raked my teeth up the hard shaft.
"Oh yeah," he murmured. "You're so fucking good."
I hefted his balls in my hand and danced them on my fingers. I was taking my time sliding my lips down his shaft and his hips rocked up. I wanted to keep him on the edge a little longer so replaced my mouth with my grip and stroked him while I sucked a ball into my mouth.
He was so smooth-shaven it was a pleasure. I'd only ever known Dad to totally shave, and I loved it. I wondered how much his daughter had to do with it.
I let go and licked the underside of his cock to the tip and flicked my tongue around the rim. He groaned louder, and I clamped my lips around his cock and began to fuck him with my mouth. I toyed with his balls and got a moaning response.
Suddenly his body tensed, his cock throbbed hard, and he began to pump copious amounts of cum down my throat. When he was done, I licked the tip to clean it all off.
I knelt over him, his chest still heaving. Two different shades of blue streaked his eyes, and I leaned over and kissed him. He pulled me down on top of him.
"Your Dad is hard already?" I asked incredulously.
I giggled. "He's always like that."
"Wow," he murmured in admiration.
We spoke for a while then Dad and I went in search of the bar.
The barmaid was gorgeous with huge tits and satiny skin color of burnt cocoa. I couldn't take my eyes off the tassels that dangled from the tips.
"You like these darlin'," she asked quietly while she put a bar napkin down. I glanced up at her and her knowing eyes and nodded. She smiled. "I'll make you a special drink, sweetheart."
I watched her work behind the bar. She wore a tiny g-string that didn't begin to cover her curvaceous ass and the front triangle barely hid her lips. High silver platform heels made her legs lusciously curvy. With each move the silver chain dangles from her nipples danced in the colored lights. Her curly black hair was full and soft and moved with the breeze.
She set the creamy pale pink drink in front of me and leaned across the bar, her tits plumped out from leaning on her forearms.
"That drink is a Pink Nipple. Almost like mine, but black, you'll see them. They're even tastier when you dip your nipple into the creamy drink, and someone licks and sucks it off."
My cheeks flushed and my pussy gushed. I opened my mouth to say something, but Dad came up just then.
"You already got your drink!" he said, surprised.
"That's a special drink for your girl there," the barmaid said, and Dad's eyes swung to her.
"Mmm, how about I let you choose for me?"
She looked him up and down. "I'd love to do that... I'd give you a Screaming Orgasm, but I'm afraid it would be too sweet for a man like you." She leaned on the bar again, her tits plumped on her arms. "Let me see..." she said, her eyes on his chest down to the black shorts. The pocket was filling again as his cock reacted to her sexual banter.
"My personal favorite is a Dick Sucker. I'm all about the blue schnapps and vodka." Dad leaned an elbow on the bar and leaned closer to her.
"Dick Sucker sounds exciting." He studied her eyes then her lips. "But how about a Lick Her Right? Just enough tropical, and not too sweet. I like a little kick."
"I'm sure you do," she said in a seductive voice. She pushed back from the bar and swayed to the back bar to grab a bottle.
I watched her and said, "She's fucking hot."
"I'm afraid every guy here has tried to seduce her and failed. I'm pretty sure being seductive like that earns her a big tip night. But she sure is fun to talk to," he said, almost disappointedly.
"Now you be careful not to spill them because I'm the one that would have to clean you up." She nodded towards the corner. "Why don't you two grab that corner table? It's almost time for my break."
I looked at Dad and smiled.
A few minutes later she came with a tray of more drinks for us and four shooters. She sat between us on the banquette which was perfect because it was tucked in a dark corner.
"Blow Jobs. A classic, but sometimes just perfect for the company," she smiled at Dad.
"Umm, yes, it is," he said, watching her full lips. I imagined he's thinking how they'll look wrapped around his cock.
She leaned over, wrapped her lips around the glass, and quickly flipped it up and swallowed the contents. She leaned and put the glass down the same way. She looked at Dad and he smiled, licking the cream from the corner of her mouth.
"I like that you swallowed it all," he said, his lips brushing hers. "Mmm."
"Oh, I swallow. I do."
I began to squirm watching them. I was afraid if they went too far, I'd have to slip my hand in my panties.
She pulled the glass to the edge of the table, flipped it and sucked down the next shot. But this time a little bit got by her lips and rolled down her chin. Dad kissed then licked the errant runaway. She moved so that her mouth covered his and they immediately moaned into a passionate kiss.
I had to touch myself. Fortunately, the table hid everything so no one could see me.
She ended the kiss and turned to me and whispered in my ear.
"If you're going to do that for yourself, how about for me too? You got two hands darlin'."
Dad watched me pull my hand out of my panties and slip them between her creamy soft thighs. "Oh yeah, my sweet girl. You know what to do," she brushed her lips over mine.
I could taste the sweetness of the drink. Her tongue swept through my mouth. I was pulled right into my first girl-girl kiss let alone my hand on her pussy.
She turned towards Dad and said, "While you do that, I'm going to work on your Dad."
We quickly looked at each other. "Don't you worry, your secret is safe with me. You two look alike. It was a dead giveaway." She moaned as my fingers slipped through her silky cunt. "Oh yeah, your daughter knows what she's doing."
"Yes, she does," he said with pride.
"One more. I can't get too drunk, I must finish my shift," she said.
She positioned the glass, wrapped those fabulous lips around it, and flipped. This time a bit more leaked out and ran down her throat and over her tits.
Dad leaned and ran his tongue following the trail over that luscious chocolate skin. I pushed a finger into her and thumbed her clit.
"Oh yeah girl," she cried. She pulled a tasseled pastie off and Dad immediately latched on to the hard black nipple. "Fuck, both Dad and daughter are flamin'," she moaned.
I continued to flick her clit and finger fuck her. Dad was on her tits sucking and nibbling, then they kissed. Her cunt let loose a stream of juices and she moaned into his mouth. Her body vibrated. He pinched her nipples together while they ate each other's mouths.
She collapsed, her head lolling back. "Godamighty," she groaned. "These two worked me over." She glanced at her watch. "Oh, crap my break is over." She put the pasties back on, kissed us both, and was gone.
"Phew," I said, looking at Dad. "She's fucking hot."
"My god yes she is," he said staring at the direction she went. "Did you get her name?"
I nodded. "Adrianna."
.
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It was three thirty in the morning when we got home. I dropped my clothes as I walked, started the shower, and stepped in. Dad followed.
"What a night," he said.
"I liked that man and his daughter."
"You certainly liked him," he teased.
"Yeah, like you liked his daughter," I elbowed him.
"You know all we did tonight, I still need you, Mags."
I leaned against the tile wall, and he pulled my legs around his hips. He easily slid into my cunt, very well saturated from the night. He jerked, driving into me hard, continuing to do that over and over. He grunted every hard thrust.
"You want to fuck her, don't you?"
He groaned and drove hard. "I do."
My tits bounced with every bruising drive. The impact on my clit drove me higher each time. Staccato. Up. Up. Up.
Suddenly he roared loud enough to rattle the glass doors and exploded inside me, taking me over the edge with him.
We crawled into bed and each other's arms.
"Then fuck her you will," I said. "As long as I can be there."
"I wouldn't ever fuck anyone without you there, Mags. Never."
"And I won't fuck anyone ever without you."
We fell asleep in each other's arms.
.
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The next day I met Bunny for tennis.
"Well," she asked, taking the stance and holding the ball.
"We went," I said, diving to hit it back.
"And?" She hit it out of bounds.
We got into play again.
"Did you fuck?"
"Bunny!" I said, looking around and missing a shot. She laughed.
Done with trying to talk and play, I soundly whipped her ass, then we went to sit on the bench to towel our faces and arms.
"No, we didn't fuck at the club. We did suck and eat," I grinned.
"Oh my god, I'm so jealous."
"We did find someone," I admitted.
"Oh?"
"The barmaid. Damn, Bunny, she is so hot. Her skin was the most beautiful molten chocolate. She has huge tits, way bigger than mine, that sit high on her chest. She wore pasties with dangling silver tassels that caught the light when she moved."



"You're making me wet, Mags!"
"Seriously. Her nipples are huge and black. Coal black. And hard and long. Her pussy was cropped close and---"
"How do you know about her pussy?" she squealed. Thankfully it was late and no one was around.
"She asked me to put my hand in her g-string and fondle her while I did myself, while she kissed Dad."
"Oh. My. God." She jumped up. "I gotta go home and jump on my boyfriend now. He won't know what hit him!"
.
.***.***.***.
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After dinner with Della, we retired upstairs as per our usual.
We turned the television on and snuggled together to watch a movie.
"Daddy, you know if we play with Adrianna, we can't do it here."
"I'm way ahead of you. I talked to a fellow professor that has an empty apartment in town. I sublet it from him for next to nothing. We have a place that'll be all ours for a year, baby girl."
I sat up quickly. "Really? Oh my god, I'm so excited. No more sneaking around here. And Mother won't know we're gone since she's never down for breakfast. As long as we are here for dinner, that's all we need."
The following Friday we drove to the private club again. Adrianna seemed pleased to see us.
She put two drink napkins in front of us and said, "I was hoping you two wouldn't disappear."
Holographic pasties and tassels danced in the light. Her g-string was the same holographic. We watched her wait on another customer. The tall silver spike heels set off her shapely legs and round ass.
"I'll bet you want to fuck that from behind," I murmured to Dad, who hadn't taken his eyes off her.
"You know me too well, lover. I can't wait to get her in bed with us."
"I know—"
"Excuse me."
I turned to look over my shoulder and it was the dad from the other night.
"Oh, hello," I said turning on my stool. I now had the opportunity to check him out.
He was younger than Dad and had a different type of physique. Dad was a college professor; this guy was an older jock. Black spiky hair, cool blue eyes framed by the longest black eyelashes I've ever seen on a man. His shoulders and chest were broad, he has sparse black curls. They did thicken as they arrowed down into the black silk boxers.
"Marguerite," I said, sticking out my hand. He took my hand in a firm grip but didn't let go.
"Clint. I was wondering if you'd like to dance?"
I heard the music but never saw a dance floor. I slid off the stool and he held my hand leading me further back into the room. The dance floor was shadowy and downright dark in some places. As you'd expect, the music was sensual for close dancing.
I stepped into his arms and put my hands on the back of his neck.
"We were hoping to see you two again," he said, smiling.
I wore a sheer black bra that did nothing to contain my hardening nipples. They lewdly poked into his chest.
He slid his hands up and down my back, then down over my bare ass. I wore the matching sheer black thong that was skimpier than what I'd worn last time.
"I thought about you a lot. How sweet you are, then what a killer blow job you gave me. Most women find my dick grotesque. Once women get a look at it, I never get another date."
"Really?" I frowned, thinking back. "I thought it was pretty cool. That huge mushroom head. I had to figure out how to suck it without gagging, but once I did, it was awesome. You're so responsive, that made it even hotter."
"Mmm, you are pretty damn hot, Marguerite," he growled.
He cupped my ass and pulled me into him. The thin silk and sheer did little to create a barrier between his cock and my mound.
I wrapped my arms around his neck and pressed my aching breasts into him. We had slowly danced into the darkness and now made no pretense of dancing. He kneaded my ass and I rocked into his hardness.
He groaned. "God, you feel so good against me," he murmured into my neck.
He pulled my leg up his thigh and I wrapped it around his waist. His cock must have worked its way out the fly of his boxers and poked between my legs. The sheer g-string was the only thing stopping it. And me.
"I can't," I said. God how I wanted that big mushroom-headed cock inside me. "We don't fuck anyone else," I admitted.
His cock poked and prodded of its own accord. I slid my leg down to the floor and trapped his cock between my legs. It throbbed against my pussy lips. The sheer was soaked with my juices.
I squeezed my legs together and held the hot rod tight. He began to thrust through, the ridge of the head perfectly placed to rub my clit each time.
"Oh my god," I said, sucking on the side of his neck.
"Yeah baby," he ground out.
He squeezed my ass and the back of my thighs together tightening the tunnel. He thrust through; his breathing was harsh in my ear. I jerked every time that fat head twanged my clit, driving me higher and higher.
I began to pant the closer I got. My aching nipples poked into his chest. His fingers dug into my ass with his grip.
His whole body shuddered, and I felt the white-hot heat between my thighs, soaking my pussy along with my own juices. The last plunge rocked my clit and I flew off the cliff and soared in waves.
We stood. Locked together.
"I don't want to let you go," he admitted.
I don't want to be let go, I won't admit.
I got back to the bar and spotted Adrianna and Dad in the corner. His arm was around her shoulders, his hand dangled covering her breast. They were kissing and talking.
"There you are darlin'," she said, patting the banquette next to her.
She pulled me against her, and I wrapped my arm around her and laid my head on her shoulder. She was so warm, comforting, inflaming, and exciting, all rolled into one. I wanted her in our bed. I wanted to touch every inch of her body. I wanted to tug those long black nipples in my teeth. I want to experience her sweet pussy.
I wanted to watch my Dad fuck her.
.
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The apartment was bare so Dad and I went into shopping spree mode. We were both all about sensual and sensuous. Velvets, furs, and silks. Spicy and sexy scents. I laughingly called it our sex shack.
"Well, what do you think?" I said, standing at the apartment door and surveying the room.
"Perfect!"
I wanted Dad to stay satisfied with me. I didn't mind sharing with him if I could choose who it would be with and that I would be there as well.
Dad wasn't convinced he wanted to take that extra step.
"Well of course you can make up your own mind Daddy, but I'm just saying that I wouldn't mind if you wanted to fuck Adrianna. I mean even I'm attracted to her." He looked at me. "I just don't know to what extent. I never thought I'd be into other women, so I'm taking this one step at a time."
"Umm."
"Those tits. Oh my god. I thought I was big. I can see your cock sliding through those yummy chocolate mounds." He groaned. "And watching your pink cock sliding in. Because I know you'd love to nibble on those lips."
Suddenly he pushed me against the apartment door and held my hands above my head. I knew I pushed him over the edge.
I only wore panties, and he ripped them off, kneed my legs apart, and lifted me onto his cock in nearly one movement.
He grimaced as he held me against the door and drove in. My nails dug into his shoulders. My legs wrapped around him. I was on a ride that had no mercy. Each hard jab was a blow to my clit. It ratcheted me higher each time.
His eyes were glazed, and he was focused on only one thing.
"Harder. Fuck me harder."
The cords stood out in his neck in a grimace. His fingers dug into my hips sure to leave bruises.
"Harder, Daddy, harder."
He started a low growl that got louder and more rasping as we got near the peak. The last hard thrust sent me over the edge and my cunt convulsed on his ravaging cock.
A wail came out of my mouth that even I didn't recognize.
It was followed by Dad's loud shout and his cock exploded in the depths of me. It began to run out of me as his cock was still pumping.
After it was over his head fell back and he roared, pinning me between his body and the door.
He slowly set me on the floor.
"I don't like to lose control like that," he frowned.
"I knew I was doing it."
"You do know all my buttons though don't you."
.
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Dad called Adrianna and set up an evening with her after we attended our Della dinner. Right on time the doorbell rang, and Dad let her in.
"Adrianna! You're looking gorgeous as ever tonight," he said.
I stayed in our darkened room to give them a few minutes alone.
"Why thank you, Jackson, you're looking very handsome yourself." He helped her off with a lightweight coat.
I nearly gasped aloud at the blood-red knit satin dress that fit her like a second skin. It was snug below the knees but was slit to her hip. It hugged every curve. The spike black suede heels defined her legs.
The red set off her polished chocolate skin and she literally glowed in the subtle lighting of the room.
"Oh my," Dad said, giving her the once over.
"Do you like it?"
"Let me show you just how much," he whispered, his lips brushing hers in a teasing kiss.
"Mmm, yeah baby," she murmured, moving into his body.
Her hips began to grind into him rhythmically and he covered her ass with his hands and pulled her into him.
"I hope that's not a sock in your pants," she said, smiling.
"It's all me and you've made it that way. He's drooling for you."
He cupped one of her huge tits and sucked on the bullet nipple right through the thin knit. She held his head against her and murmured words of encouragement. He moved to the other nipple and did the same.
He looked her in the eyes and gave her another passionate kiss.
"So glad you could make it. Would you like a drink?"
"Please! I hope your gorgeous daughter is here?"
"She is," he said handing her the drink. "Let me go check on her. I think she was in the shower."
He came into the room and said, "You're wanted, my little girl."
I smiled. "I heard. Give me a little while longer. I like watching and will let you two get warmed up." I squeezed his hard cock through his slacks. "But I think you're pretty warm already."
"You tease," he said, giving me a tongue-lashing kiss. "Don't be too long."
Adrianna had chosen the oversized dusty pink chair. With enough room for two, Dad sat next to her. It was curved so that you were somewhat facing each other with your knees together.
"Your job must be intriguing. I imagine you've seen everything."
She laughed. "I took it as a temporary gig until I found a job in my career. I'm a registered specialty nurse and wanted to wait until the perfect job came up. I thought I'd kill time at the sex club. Ended up I make three times the money at the club."
"I have no doubt. I know we aren't the only ones that can't resist you," Dad said, running the back of his fingers over his cheek.
She leaned into them. "No, you're right, but I rarely take anyone up on it. You and your daughter are the exception. She is as gorgeous as you are handsome, and you both exude sexuality."
He traced his fingers along the neckline of her dress. The round curve followed the hills of her breasts, her nipples were near the edge. The red was dark from the wetness of Dad's mouth. He tucked his finger in the edge and bared the huge black nipple.
"Mmm, it would be nectar from a goddess," he murmured.
"Is that your fetish, love? Lactating women."
"I had one once. A long time ago. Not sure why it came up now," Dad said, fascinated with her nipples.
"Fetishes can be such fun roleplay and make hot fantasies," she said. "If you ever want to roleplay, just let me know."
I was surprised and excited to discover his fetish for milky tits. Something I needed to keep in mind.
I was soaked from watching them and slid down the door frame so I could still peek out and play with my pussy.
Adrianna tugged both of her tits out the neckline for Daddy. He squeezed them together and ran his lips across both nipples together. She bit her lower lip.
She moaned. "You're a breast man. I like that. My tits are very sensitive and love the attention."
He leaned across the front of her and latched onto one of those fat nipples. He stroked her leg up under her skirt. Her legs parted as he kept softly stroking her thigh. She squeezed her tits together so he could get at both nipples again.
I saw him catch them both in his teeth and tug.
"Oh yeah, you know how to do it you wolf."
He growled and shook his head and she groaned at the sensation.
His eyes were glazed when he sat up and guided the stretchy dress down her arms. She lifted her ass, and he pulled it off.
"Motherfucker... You are so damn gorgeous," he moaned.
She was. She was not overweight but had curves that matched her huge tits. She was, in essence, perfect. I was rubbing my gushing cunt now. His seduction was fantastic, her naked body is electrifying.
He stayed dressed and went down on his knees in front of her. He stared at the altar of her sex. She was trimmed, the tiny black curls against dusky black skin. He smoothed his hands up her inner thighs and thumbed her lips wider.
He took one long lap of those chocolate and pink folds and her ass rose and she moaned loudly. She buried his face in her cunt and reached up to twist and tug each nipple. She arched into his hands and groaned louder.
She began to whimper illegible words that were enough to inspire Dad to take her higher and higher. He pulled her nipples longer and she moaned for more.
I was getting ready to fly and couldn't take my eyes off them. Suddenly she shuddered, made a loud and long sound from the depths of her body, and let her juices lose all over Dad's face. I heard him growl and that sent me over the edge, and I had a hard-rocking orgasm on the floor of our bedroom.
I walked out nude, and she saw me and smiled.
"Hi baby, come here to Mama," she said holding out her arms.
I was happy to be crushed by her naked body. There was a sensuality about her that draws you in. I'd call it sex on legs, but that's much too crass for her.
Her lips were so full and soft against mine. I whimpered, trying to get closer to her. Her tongue delved into my mouth. She tasted faintly of cinnamon.
I was on my side and our tits were crushed together. I moved down and started sucking her hard black nipple.
"Oh yeah baby, suck on mama's titties," Adrianna crooned.
She held me against her. I wrapped my hands around her breast and sucked rhythmically.
"Here's your baby girl, Jackson. Sucking on mama's tits," she moaned.
"You two are driving me crazy," he moaned. I looked up at Dad. He was naked and his cock stood out magnificently. The tip was wet and shiny from the drooling precum. He slowly stroked and milked up more. "I need to fuck you while you eat her," he said, his voice low and gravelly.
She rolled to her knees and held the back of the chair. He pulled up a matching ottoman of the same height. I sat on and laid back, my head between her thighs. Her cunt was wide open. Shiny and wet.
I pulled her down to my mouth and gave some experimental laps of the silky wet folds. Her clit peeked out and flicked it with the tip of my tongue.
"Oh yeah my baby girl," she moaned, encouraging me.
Daddy licked my cunt at the same time, and I mimicked his moves. She moaned her approval.
When he got between my legs and pushed in, I slid two fingers inside her. It was so hot and steamy.
"Oh yeahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh," she rumbled.
I tongued her clit while Dad fucked me, and I finger fucked her.
"So fucking hot," he ground out. I knew he was wild from watching me eat Adrianna. Knowing she was my first.
I removed my fingers and pushed my tongue inside her as far as I could. She vibrated and murmured unintelligible words. I could tongue clit and go into her canal.
I slid my hands down and found her hanging tits. They swayed and I palmed her nipples as they moved in my hands.
She moaned louder, her whole lower body vibrating. I nipped and pulled on the soft folds and pushed my fingers back in again.
"Oh my god yeah," she cried out.
She rocked on my fingers, fucking herself. I cupped her dangling tits and squeezed. She had her hands on top of mine squeezing and kneading. I was wild on her pussy, licking and sucking. I twirled my tongue on her clit and rubbed it rhythmically.
Dad pounded into me. His breath was harsh in the room. The walls echoed the sounds of our sex.
Suddenly my mouth was full of hot juices and Adrianna cried out, her cunt squeezing my fingers. Dad ground into me and sent me flying off the edge. He soon followed, filling me up with his hot seed.
We collapsed together with my Dad and Adrianna. I just had an out-of-body orgasm, yet the feel of their two bodies squeezing me in the middle made my pussy tingle again.
Adrianna's tits were in my face, and I latched onto a long nipple, just gently sucking. Dad had his head on the side of mine, and I guided her other nipple to his mouth. We both sucked lazily.
"Oh my god," she mewed. "No one has ever... Oh my god."
She held our heads to her chest as we rhythmically suckled each nipple.
Dad stayed semi-hard when he came, and his hard cock was poking me from behind. He was spooned behind me and pulled my leg up over his hip and slid his cock inside my needy cunt again.
"Fuck, you two are so hot," she said when she knew we were fucking again.
She dropped to the floor. I felt her steamy breath on my cunt and Dad moaned. She growled around a mouthful of balls and his cock throbbed hard inside me.
"Oh yeah, do it!" he shouted. "All the way!"
His cock swelled even bigger inside me when she began his prostate massage. One long vibrating groan told us he was in the stratosphere. He locked into me while she rubbed the tiny bump inside him.
His cock grew incredibly hot inside me and throbbed intensely. I felt her fingers move into my pussy to find my clit. She rubbed my clit against his cock, then wrapped her fingers tightly around the base while still keeping a tempo on my clit. And judging by Dad's jerking, the same tempo.
I came first, my cunt spasming around his cock. That sent him over the edge, and he pulled out, ejaculating all over me and her.
This time we did collapse.
After a while, Dad said, "Why don't you two shower and I'll go next."
We found the only downside to the apartment was an older small shower. Barely big enough for two.
I stood up and held out my hand. She rose to her feet.
"Too bad the shower is so small," she said sadly. We nodded in agreement.
I turned on some music and then reached in to adjust the water spray. I stepped in first and she followed.
"Mmm, I think I like this," she murmured against my lips.
I ran my hands up and down her back and over her ass. "I know I do. You're so sexy," I said. "I can't get enough of you."
"Nor I, you, my baby girl."
We soaped each other and a song came on and I began to dance. We held our arms up and rubbed soapy slick tits, then hips, then turned and rubbed our asses together. We began to laugh as we positioned our bodies to rub together.
We straddled each other's thighs and thrust. She stood behind me and moved her hips from side to side rubbing her mound on my ass. Her arms around me, she held my tits, twisting and tugging on my nipples.
Slick fingers stroked between our cheeks teasing, circling, and teasing more.
When the song ended, we went into each other's arms for the slow dance. We shut the water off. Our wet tits crushed together, our mounds rubbing. We held each other and swayed to the music. Her soft lips kissed my neck and nibbled on my ear. I ran my hands down her back and squeezed her firm ass.
She repeated the same, but her fingers were in the crease of my ass, right next to my pussy. She began to massage and pull which gave me a jolt because it was a direct connection to my clit.



I mimicked what she was doing.
"Oh baby, that's right. Isn't that pull luscious?"
"Mmm, I could cum this way," I said, and she smiled.
It was such a different sensation, but just as erotic and I soon felt myself getting higher and higher. I mimicked her moves and we climbed higher together. Her long hair and nipples dug into my tits. Mine ached against hers.
It was such a slow buildup, but when it hit, it hit hard. I screamed and heard her release at the same time.
We caught our breath and kissed.
When we opened the door Dad was standing there with two big fluffy towels.
"Thanks for the entertainment," he grinned. I looked at his flaccid cock and knew he had some fun while he watched.
She had to start work that eleven night. We promised to come to see her.
We grabbed a bite to eat and headed to the club around midnight.
The pigtailed blonde was working again.
"Hey darlin'," Dad said, handing her his clothes.
She gave him an up-and-down look, then said in a low sultry voice, "Hi Daddy."
She turned to lock our clothes away. Her light pink panties were full but cut high on the thigh and tiny blue flowers were scattered on her sexy ass. A tiny bra barely covered her tits and also had the same delicate blue flowers.
"See you later, baby girl," he said, tucking a tip into her hand.
"She'll be looking you up later," I chuckled.
"I hope so!" We both laughed.
Dad wore similar tight-knit briefs that were already well-filled out. I chose a delicate white sheer bra and thong-back panties. We passed the dad and daughter room deciding to go straight to the bar.
All the seats were taken so we stood at the bar. Adrianna was busy and we waited for her.
I was leaning on the bar and suddenly felt a hard cock press into my hip.
"Excuse me." I heard as an arm snaked around me to pick up a drink.
I turned and said, "Oh, I'm sorry."
Arctic blue eyes and a brilliant white smile said, "I'm not."
As he stepped back, I could see he was young. I knew not underage because they were very careful to check the age and keep it on file. Definitely younger than me.
He took a sip of his drink. "Can I get you anything?"
"Waiting for Adrianna."
He glanced towards her. "Ah yes, I'd wait for her as well."
I heard Dad behind me talking to someone else.
I smiled and nodded. "You've been here before?"
"Yes, a few times. I come with my Mom."
I was jolted by that revelation, but a second of thought clarified. Of course, there were moms and sons like dads and daughters.
He moved closer and leaned an elbow on the bar. "She got busy," he said, tipping his head.
I looked at an incredibly pale-skinned beauty with glossy black hair that fell in waves down her back.
I gasped. "She's gorgeous!"
He nodded, smiling. "But then again, so are you."
I swung my gaze back to him and saw the resemblance. His creamy skin set off long black hair. Those blue eyes were shaded by ridiculously long and thick black eyelashes.
He moved to pick up his drink and his cock pressed against me. I glanced down and he was wearing knit boxer shorts. The sausage long lump grew across and nearly out of the elastic waist.
Adrianna came and set two drinks in front of us, blew us a kiss, and went back to work.
"You must rate getting a kiss from her."
The thought went through my mind of how awesome they would be with his pale skin and her dark skin.
I leaned close to his ear and said, "I ate her out this afternoon."
"Oh crap, let's go dance and you can tell me all the details?"
I took his hand, and we wrapped our arms around each other on the dark dance floor. It was so dark that you could only see someone very close to you, but not a couple dancing beside you. You might feel an occasional brush of a body but never see them.
I wrapped my arms around his shoulders, and he held me loosely.
"You are bisexual I hope?"
I laughed and said, "Yeah. A discovery for me. What about you?"
"Curious, but not sure I'd ever act on it. I get plenty of satisfaction from women, but I never say never."
I loved his open mind. That was very attractive to me.
"Mmm, I'd like that."
"What, two men together? Yeah, it would make it much more interesting if you were involved."
"Yes, it would be. Much more exciting if I were with two naked men that also wanted to play."
"Now see what you've done. You got me thinking about it again. What about your Dad? Is he into guys?"
"You know, I'm not sure. He is pretty open-minded. I think it would depend on the situation."
"Yeah, the same way I feel."
We continued to sway to the music. His cock was hot and throbbed against me. He ran his hand down my back and over my ass and softly moaned. I rocked into it, and he squeezed my ass and pulled me harder into him.
"I'm going to have to go take care of this soon. I'd hate to shove it into any woman here that happened to be bending over," he joked, and I giggled.
I ran my fingers through his soft silky black hair. "I love your hair," I said, mesmerized.
"Thanks, I inherited it from Mom."
"I noticed hers was gorgeous too. She's a beautiful woman."
"Mmm, yes she is," he said obviously affected by her.
"How did you start?" I asked.
"My high school graduation which was also on her thirty-sixth birthday. We had a huge party with everyone from eighteen to fifty-something probably. As the night went on there was plenty of drinking, and after most of the straight crowd went home, it got a little raunchier."
"Mmm, fun party," I said, imagining it.
"It was. I had a girlfriend at the time, and mom had a boyfriend. Turned out that they left both of us hanging at the end of the party. Her boyfriend left her pretty cranked up from dancing and making out in the pool."
"My girlfriend essentially did the same, but I was used to her doing that and figured I'd just go in and rub one off."
"After everyone left, I went into the kitchen and Mom was in there, still in her bikini. She has a sexy body, and I had a hard time ignoring her. I remembered that she leaned against the counter, her hands on each side of her on the counter, which thrust her tits out even more."
"The bikini was brief and, in that position, barely covered her nipples. That they were rock hard from foreplay didn't help. The thin fabric of her bottoms had worked into the slit."
"I was in my bikini underwear because I'd just come down for a snack, not realizing she was there. There was no way I could hide my cock that was growing out of the waistband of my shorts. She stared. The whole head had grown out and was exposed."
"Mmm, oh my god," I said, incredibly turned on.
He grabbed my ass and ground into me. I pushed and his cock throbbed hard. I had to feel him and pushed my hand into his shorts and wrapped my hand around his cock that was inflamed.
"Oh yeah baby, thanks," he moaned in my ear. "Feels so fucking good. I have to cum baby. My balls are aching."
"Yessss," I hissed.
He took my hand and led me round the tables and into a back room. It was dim but I saw a series of closet doors. He opened one, pulled me in, and closed and locked it behind us. His shorts were off, and he had my hands on his cock again.
I began to stroke with one hand and play with his balls with the other.
"Damn yeah, baby. You're fucking good," he murmured, kissing me.
"You're hot too," I whispered against his lips.
"I want to fuck you," he said.
"I can't. We have an agreement. Everything and anything with others but fucking."
He nodded. "I get it." He smiled. "I don't like it, but I get it." He hesitated. "Hey, what about non-consensual?" He laughed.
I kept stroking. "You are one fucking bad boy."
"For you."
"Anything and everything hmm?"
He slipped his hand in my panties. "How about this? Damn, you're wet baby. Is that for me? Damn," he hissed. "If I wasn't a gentleman, I'd have you pinned under me, deep inside that sweet pussy of yours."
Oh my god, his words were driving me wild. I gripped his cock and stroked, thumbing the weeping head. I wanted to take it into my mouth. I wanted to get on my knees and suck him off. But I already knew I could easily lose control with him. It wouldn't take much to push me over the edge and I couldn't do that to Dad.
"Oh yeah, don't stop, just like that baby," he grunted, kissing me, thrusting his tongue into my mouth at the same tempo.
Oh god, how I wanted him to be fucking me.
He ripped his mouth off mine, buried it in my neck, and screamed the first hard pump of his cock. The throbbing pumps were harder than any I'd ever felt. He could have shot his seed for yards, but I caught it in my hand.
We went back to the bar, and I started to introduce him to Dad and realized that I didn't even know his name.
"Will," he said sticking out his hand to Dad.
"Jackson," he replied, giving him a quick up and down.
"I like your daughter a lot," he said straightforwardly I already noticed.
"Hello?"
I turned and Will's mom was standing there. Will introduced Bernadette but please call me Bernie to Dad and me. I saw him quickly take her in. She was wearing a semi-sheer silk short robe. It was a shimmering black that set her pale skin off and blended with her satiny long curls.
Dad immediately asked her to dance, and she took his hand. Adrianna brought us a couple of drinks. I was just taking my first sip when the pigtail girl came up and whispered in my ear, "Your dad is so hot. He let me suck his cock."
"I'm glad for you sweetie. You're right, he is hot." I kissed her on the cheek near the corner of her mouth. She looked surprised, then her eyes darkened, and she pressed her lips to mine in an all-out passionate kiss.
She moved away and I heard Will groan. I turned and looked at him laughing.
Dad reappeared and whispered in my ear. "How about we invite them back to the apartment with us."
I nodded eagerly.
Could this be another chapter in our lives?

~to be continued~
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The Doctor's Daughter CH 04

Dad and I were on school break, and I knew it would be a big change to our lifestyle when the break ended.
We had Bernie and Will come to the apartment when we left the sex club. Dad wanted more of a get-to-know-you kind of thing, which surprised me. He was clearly attracted to Bernie. And I have to admit I was wild about Will already.
It was a few hours until dawn by the time we got drinks and settled in. We talked a lot. Bernie and Dad sat on the double chaise, stretched out next to each other.
I was cuddled next to Will, and we were talking quietly while watching our parents. Respectively.
They took each other's clothes off piece by piece until they were naked and entwined with each other. Dd's thigh was between her legs. They faced each other, lips barely touching. Sometimes talking quietly, others just enjoying.
Dad slowly rocked into her, his thigh against her pussy. I knew he was grinding his cock into her stomach. She pushed into him. I know what she wanted. And had Dad and I had a chance to talk about it, I'd have given him my blessings.
But I knew he wouldn't fuck her without talking to me first.
I heard soft even breathing in my ear and Will had fallen asleep in my arms. His long black hair created shiny black rivers across my breasts. Even in sleep, his cock was semi-hard and pressed against my hip. His arm was around me, his hand on the side of my breast.
I heard a soft whimper and looked to see Bernie's legs spread wide. Dad rubbed his cockhead down her wet slit, then circled it on her clit. She whimpered louder. The satiny tip was wetter from his precum and her juices. He used his cock to make her cum. He didn't fuck her.
I knew what it took for him to stop himself from sliding his cock into her.
Will woke and they dressed. The sky was pink with dawn when they left. Dad's cock stayed hard the whole time.
I ran into the bedroom, got on my hands and knees and he came up behind me and buried himself to the hilt.
"Oh my god, Mags. I need that so bad," he groaned.
"I know Daddy. I know you wanted to fuck her. You can. I think they're going to be special to us."
"How did I end up with such a special daughter," he moaned, driving deep and pounding into me until we both had body-shuddering orgasms.
I woke up with Dad spooned behind me, and his hands on my tits.
"Mmm, I love waking up this way," I said sleepily. "Fuck me."
He groaned and shoved into my wetness. He pinched my nipples, reached between my legs, and tickled my clit while he drove deep. We both came quickly.
I rolled to face him.
"You like her, don't you?"
"I do, but we're living here and forgetting the reality of our life at home. I'm married. I can't get into a relationship with anyone."
"What about Leslie?"
"Leslie meant nothing to me. We were convenient fucks for each other. She was attractive as hell and always had guys sniffing around her. She is well taken care of."
I toyed with the curls on his chest. "I want you to fuck her, Daddy. And I want to fuck Will."
We kissed One of the sweetest and most loving kisses ever.
"We will work it out. We still have a month before school starts again. Let's just take this time for fun?"
"Yes absolutely. We'll do our Della dinners and sneak back here."
"Mmm, I love that idea," I said, rolling to my back and pulling him on top of me. "I love feeling your weight on me."
"I'm still hard for you," he said and settled in the cradle of my thighs.
"Sometimes I just can't believe I'm lucky enough to have my daddy's cock inside me. Filling me with the seed he made me with. Fucking me the same way I was created."
"God, you get me so hot. More than any lover ever has. My daughter knows what I need." He was slowly pushing in and out of me. I wrapped my legs around him. "I like Will."
"Mmm, I'm happy about that. It's sort of amazing that you and I meet a son and mother that are the same as us."
He groaned, feeling the urge he began to pump faster. The shaft rubbed my clit each time and my pussy were so wet. Waves of pleasure swept through my body, up and down, then up again. His cock swelled and his breath rasped in my ear.
"Oh my god, Mags," his voice was rusty. "Yeah," he grunted, drove deep, and locked into me.
"Give me all your seed Daddy, deep."
He threw his head back and roared, pumping in deep.
He pulled me to his side.
"You know," he gasped. "You say you want my seed. Something in my mind clicks that my seed could make you pregnant. It's like a lightning bolt to my orgasm."
I pushed up on an elbow and looked at him. "What would happen if I were to get pregnant with your baby?"
He groaned and put his forearm over his eyes.
"Mags, I just don't know. The thought of it makes my cock harder than ever and the need to fuck you even more." He sighed. "But the reality?"
I was quiet for a minute. "I was just trying to imagine myself with a big belly full of our baby. My tits are even bigger and milky."
"Oh god, Mags, stop. You're making my balls ache."
"Really?"
"Really."
.

.***.***.***.


.***.***.***.

.
We had to go back to the house for a while and didn't discuss it anymore. Not that it didn't take over all my thoughts.
Dad called Bernie and set up to meet them at the apartment after we did our Della dining. I talked with her a lot today and knew that she had no idea we were gone. She lived in her wing and never ventured out. She and I made plans for lunch before I went back to classes, and I hung around the house.
Dad was in his office catching up with his own work for school. The testing ended and he was to set up another group of students.
That life seemed so remote to me. So much had happened since school ended. Our relationship had evolved into a real relationship and not just dad and daughter. I was truly in love with my Dad, as a lover, not just a daughter. I knew he felt the same about me.
I hadn't played tennis since school ended, and sadly I lost touch with Bunny. I tried to remember how I felt when I competed, but I couldn't even do that.
I changed. I'm another person. I like this me though. I'm looking forward to our future and what that may hold.
I fidgeted during our Della dinner to the point Dad looked at me and frowned.
In the car, he picked up my hand and kissed it. "I know you're excited about our future, but you have to be careful around Mom."
"It's sad she doesn't miss us. You. She has no idea where you are or me."
"She hasn't cared about me since you were born. I was a baby daddy to her. Obviously a good one," he grinned and squeezed my hand. "Nevertheless, that's all I was to her. To be honest, I'm not sure why we stay together."
"I think she does need someone," I said thoughtfully. "Even if their presence isn't always there."
"You may be right." He hesitated. "How did you go from being my daughter to my lover and my confidante."
"I know. I feel the same. You're more like my husband than my Dad. Weird I know."
"Not really."
.

.***.***.***.


.***.***.***.

.
We arrived at the apartment shortly before Bernie and Will rang the bell. Will and Dad shook hands and Bernie and I hugged. I couldn't get over how incredibly beautiful she was. Those arctic blue eyes and black hair. Her skin was such a creamy white.
Will and I kissed, and Bernie moved into Dad's arms. Without discussion, we removed each other's clothes. I was glad Dad ordered an oversized bed, although at the time it never occurred to us that it would have to hold four people.
Dad was looking forward to Bernie all day and I knew he was thoroughly aroused. By all accounts, she felt the same and they began passionately kissing.
Will and I kissed, but he was as willing to watch them as I was. He spooned behind me, had his arms around me, and fondled my tits. His cock grew hot and hard against my ass, and I pressed back.
"They're so hot," he whispered in my ear. I nodded. He saw it too.
She was on her back, Dad had his leg over her, his cock against her hip. He was kissing her breasts. She was a little smaller than me but had the darkest rose-colored nipples I'd ever seen. They almost looked like they had lipstick on them.
He took long pulls on her nipple, and she moaned, arching. She spread her thighs, wanting. He moved his thigh between her hips, and his hard cock trapped between their bodies.
"Are you feeling any jealousy?" Will asked.
"Not at all. You?"
"Nooooo, but I thought I might."
"I did too, but I'm feeling nothing but excitement."
"Me too," he said, grinding his cock against my ass.
I smiled and kissed him over my shoulder. Our time will come. Soon.
She whimpered, rocking up against his cock. Needing him.
I held Will's hand over my breast and squeezed. He began to fondle me and tease my nipples.
"Jackson... I need you so much," she begged. "Fill me with your cock. I'm so ready for you. Join us together."
He growled, her words inciting him. Her legs spread and he moved between her soft thighs. Her pussy lips were just as rosy as her nipples. My mouth watered seeing her soft smooth pussy.
She reached down and guided him in. He eased the head in, and she moaned and got louder every inch she took. He was into the hilt, and she pushed up, grinding into him.
He locked into her, knowing what she needed.
"Ahhhhh yesssss, god you feel so good inside me. I can feel every vein in your cock. How hard and hot. So rigid like steel."
He roared and pulled back, pounding in, and began fucking her fast and hard. She planted her feet flat on the bed and rose to meet each blow. The pounding of their bodies echoed throughout the room.
Will's chest heaved behind me. "How baby," he growled in my ear.
I rolled and he was on top of me, between my thighs. He closed his eyes for a moment and slowly pushed in. I caught my lower lip as he pushed this thickness into me. Stretching. I've never felt so full.
"Fuck me," I begged.
The sound of the four of us reverberated lewdly around the room. The scent of sex filled my nostrils. Will slammed into me and I wanted it harder and deeper. He angled up, catching my clit with his shaft and I shot off into a mind-blowing orgasm. He continued to pound into me as I came down, then he sent me off again. My cunt squeezed his cock, and he grunted.
His breath rasped and he fucked me faster. He was heading for the peak. Suddenly he pushed up over me, locked in, and unloaded his hot load deep inside.
He collapsed beside me, and I caught my breath. Dad and Bernie were watching us, lust on their faces. The same for them. They were aroused from watching us.
I moved across the bed, but instead of reaching for Dad, I moved to Bernie. A flash of surprise crossed her face, then awakening when she realized.
She pulled me against her, and we kissed. Tentatively at first. Searching. Softly. I pushed my thigh between hers, hers between mine. She was still wet from Dad's cum and her juices.
"You're so sweet," she whispered.
"You're so gorgeous," I replied, and she smiled.
"I've never--"
"I haven't much," I cut her off knowingly but waited for her to make the next move.
She looked down and trailed her finger around my breast. My nipple immediately tightened at her touch. Her eyes went wide that she caused that.
I ran my finger around her soft breast and watched her nipple tighten. She took a quick breath and looked at me.
I smiled and held her hair brushing it over our tits together. She moved closer so I knew she felt the same pull. I brushed her soft hair over my face and created a curtain while I took her lips in a passionate kiss. She moaned and pressed her body against mine. Our tits are crushed together. We tasted each other. Butterfly kisses.
"You're so soft," she breathed.
I could hear the rasping breath of Will and Dad as they watched.
Her hair was still hiding our faces, but our eyes were locked.
"I want to taste you. I have to taste you," I said imploringly.
She kissed me feverishly and swept her tongue through my mouth before releasing me.
I moved between her thighs. I ran my hands up her inner thighs, so fucking soft. The petals of her pussy were like a rose. I wanted to taste that nectar. Like I have no other woman.
I licked up her sweet slit. I could taste Dad's seed and her juices. It excited me even more. I held the petals open and teased them with the tip of my tongue. She moaned.
"Feels so good," she breathed.
I nosed her clit and licked the folds. She was so wet I slipped two fingers inside her.
"Oh yeah," she cried.
I felt the bed move behind me and move into position. I knew Dad couldn't watch for long before losing control.
He held my hips and pushed in. Her clit was between my lips, and I groaned when he pushed to the child. She cried out and I vibrate moaned again. She began to rub her pussy on my face, and I sucked her clit into my mouth and groaned.
"Yeah! Don't stop!"
I continued to tease her clit with my tongue and growl vibrations. Her pussy began to flow, and I finger fucked her while my mouth never left her clit.
She was sobbing and I never stopped the growling vibrations. Her hips rocked automatically, and I fucked her to the rhythm. Bernie's pussy was so sweet to eat I couldn't get enough and took her higher and higher. I wanted to hear those needy sobs and cries forever.
Right then Dad grunted loudly and exploded in my cunt. Right then a gush and she cried each wave that swept through her. Her body was rigid, then collapsed.
"Come here, Mags," she whispered, and I moved into her arms.
She kissed me passionately, soulfully. I knew. The first time with a woman. It wasn't that long ago for me. We kissed and loved for a long time before parting.
She looks dazed and Will and Dad held them between her. I looked at the three of them together and my heart nearly burst.
This is the way it's supposed to be.
They stayed the night. Bernie and I slept in the middle, Dad behind her, and Will behind me.
I woke up with her hand between my legs, cupping my pussy.
Still half asleep she smiled. I turned towards her and did the same. Her cunt was so warm and soft, and she trapped my hand between her thighs. We fell back asleep like that.
Later ai woke up to soft moans and rasping breaths. Will was on top of his mom, her legs spread to hold her son while he fucked her. It was so loving, yet so sexy.
I reached up and slid my hand down his back, feeling his ass muscled tighten as he thrust into her. I teased her nipple hard, pulling it longer. I moved up on an elbow and leaned over to suck it into my mouth.
"Oh, my little one," she moaned softly. I suckled to Will's thrusts. As they got closer, I pulled harder, and she arched pushing her tit into my mouth.
I saw Dad move in and begin sucking on her other nipple. She moaned louder and Will grunted. He drove hard and moved up to grind deeper, stroked in again hard and moved up to grind deep.
My pussy was dripping. I felt a movement on the bed and Dad was pulling me on top of him. He picked me up and set me down on his hard stalk. He bucked and I rode. He was out of control and focused on one thing. My tits bounced, and my clit crashed into his pubic bone each time starting a series of orgasms that racked through my body.
He was in control. He bucked hard. Drove deep. His fingers dug into my thighs. He bucked harder, nearly throwing me up in the air. Suddenly he rolled me under her and started pounding his cock in my sopping cunt again.
When he rolled me, I was against Bernie, and she began to suck my nipples. She pulled at the tempo dad fucked me which sent me into orbit again.
He drove deep, went rigid, and filled me with his seed again.
Bernie and I moved together, Dad behind me and they leaned over me and kissed. I loved being locked between their bodies.
The morning light was just peeking through the curtains, and I heard Bernie and Dad. She was riding him like a beautiful maiden on a stallion. Her black hair flowed down her back. She rode him in a long stroke and a rocking stroke.
Dad was watching her, lost in their joining. They were as close as two people could ever be. Joined together. Locked together.
We are all four pieces of one puzzle.
She leaned forward, put her hands on his shoulders, and began riding him quickly. Her ass bounced up and down while she fucked him hard and fast. Just the way he liked it. I could tell he loved it.
Her tits jerked and swayed beneath her.
Will was on his side on the other side of Dad, reaching up and pinching her nipples. She would shudder and vibrate on his cock.
He turned his head and said something to Will, and Will leaned into him, replied and they shared a smile.
She sat up, bouncing fast and crying out her orgasm. Dad drove up and grunted each pump into her.
Will crawled next to me while they lay in each other's arms and fell asleep again.
"Mmm, that was hot."
"It was," he said. He began to toy with my clit with his finger.
"Your dad is pretty hot," he said.
I turned my head to look at him. "He is. Did he do this to you?" I asked, wrapping my hands around his hot throbbing cock.
He nodded. When I was next to him, I reached to touch Mom and rolled into him, each time I would reach for her, my cock got harder rubbed against his hip.
"Do you think he liked it?" I asked.
"I don't know. Seeing you and Mom together is so hot. But I know two women together is okay, but two men together some think not so much."
"Who the fuck cares what anyone thinks. It's her in the privacy of our bedroom among us."
"I know, But I'm not sure about your dad."
"I think that he would let you know. Dad doesn't have many boundaries as far as I know. He might be as curious as you, you know. Just be subtle since you really don't know. I do think that if you were rubbing your cock on him and he didn't react, you can try something like that again."
.
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After we cleaned up from breakfast, Will took me aside.
"I went in the bathroom to get ready to shower and your dad was in there."
"Oh? What happened?"
"I went to leave, and he told me to stay, no problem. He was shaving. We talked a bit while I got everything together to shower. He was leaning over the sink, and I had to squeeze by him, to get to the towels. Of course, my cock got hard and since he didn't move, his ass was still sticking out, I had to squeeze back by him. This time my hard dick brushed me."
"Did he move then?"
"No! He finally finished shaving and rinsed his face. When he stood up, he was hard too."
"Oh my god, you're getting me wet, Will,"
"Listen to this though. I was ready to get into the shower and he stood there, this time he was turned around, and when I squeezed past him, our hard dicks tangled until I got by. I leaned over to turn the water on, then noticed he was looking at me in the mirror."
"He said, "Do you need anything... For your shower?" Like a dumbass, I said no. I should have said, "Yeah, you." I'm so stupid."
"Will baby, you'll get another chance. Trust me, if he got hard for you, it's coming sooner or later."
The sooner turned into alter when Dad came through and said, "I'm going to take a nap. Anyone else?"
I elbowed Will and he nodded, got up, and followed Dad into the bedroom.
Bernie was at work, so I was the only one there. I took my usual place on the floor looking through the crack in the door.



They exchanged a few words, sprawled on the bed. After a few moments, I heard Will mention how cool it was in the room and he was going to cover up.
"We must be different temperate zones, I'm like a furnace. Move over here by me and you'll warm up."
Will slid across the bed until he was close, but Dad reached out and pulled him against him.
"I think I can warm you up."
Dad was spooned behind him, and his arm was around his ribs. They lay like that for a while.
"Warmer?"
"Mmm, feels good."
"Does it?"
"Yes, it really feels good." Will looked back over his shoulder at Dad.
"I've never--"
"Neither have I."
"We'll figure it out as we go?"
"Ummm yeah, I've never felt this way about a guy before," Will admitted.
"Neither have I. The furthest thing from my mind. But you got my attention."
Will rolled onto his back and looked up at Dad. He reached up and held the back of his head and pulled him down for a kiss.
After a tentative moment, they both growled and began eating at each other's mouths. Will's hard cock bounced on his stomach as they rolled, kissing.
"Rub your cock on mine, son," Dad said.
They faced each other and began thrusting. Hard-ass muscles contracted as they thrust and ground against each other.
"Grrrr, feels so fucking good," Dad moaned.
"Your cock is so hot against mine."
Dad grabbed Will's ass and pulled him harder against him.
"Fucking hell. Don't stop. You're going to make me cum," he ground out.
Will nodded and began to grunt. The tendons in Dad's neck stood out, they made one final thrust at each other and shuddered out their orgasms.
Because I was rubbing my pussy, I came right along with them. This time I wanted to give them privacy. Let them discover each other on their own. Although I couldn't wait to join in with them.
Will rolled to his back, his chest heaving. Dad's cock lay on his hip. They were both wet with their combined seed.
Will looked down. "You're still a little hard."
Dad shrugged. "It happens."
Will trailed his finger through the cum on Dad's cock and tasted it. He took another swipe and offered it to Dad. He took Will's hand and sucked his finger into his mouth. I could hear Will's moan from here.
They kissed again, rough and wild and so fucking sexy.
Will crawled between Dad's legs and looked up at him.
"Yeah son, take care of Dad."
Will smiled and licked the length of his cock while he watched him. I saw Dad's eyes darken with arousal. He sucked his balls into his mouth and Dad's lips parted on a quick intake of breath. Their eyes were locked with each other.
Will licked the underside of his cock from his balls to the head, then twirled his tongue around the rim. I heard Dad's low growl.
He stuck his tongue out and probed and poked at the hole, then slapped the head with quick flicks of his tongue.
"Oh goddamn," Dad groaned. Will smiled knowingly and wrapped his lips around the head. "Ah fuck". Will as cheeks sucked in as the cock disappeared in his mouth. Dad gripped the bedcovers, his head whipping back and forth.
Will pulled off and pushed up on his elbows with his hands under Dad's ass. His legs spread further apart, and I could see Will working his thumbs below Dad's balls. He looked down and scraped his teeth over the angry redhead and Dad vibrated and growled.
Will began to fuck his cock with his talented mouth. Will's fingers still worked at the base of his balls and his ass while he set a pace to fuck Dad's cock.
Dad's head whipped from side to side moaning the whole time. His body began to shudder and undulate. Will had to hang on to keep his mouth on his cock. Dad was all over the bed, out of control. Will hung on and continued to fuck the cock with his mouth.
"Yeah!" Dad shouted and I saw Will's throat swallowing the load Dad fed him.
He slowly released the cock from his mouth, then straddled Dad until his cock was rubbing his. They kissed and Will passed Dad his seed.
Dad groaned, locked his mouth on Wills, and pulled him on top of him. They kissed wildly.
They rolled face to face to face; Dad threw his leg over Will's hip to keep him close. Will had his arm around his waist.
"So, Dad," Will smiled.
"You are my boy," Dad said with affection.
I watched them fall asleep in each other's arms. Once they were sleeping, I carefully crawled into bed next to them and went to sleep.
.
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Loud whispering woke me up and I looked down.
Will was on his back and Dad was next to him. He was sliding his hand up and down Will's body from cock to the chest.
"Mmm, you two are pretty fucking cozy," I said smiling. 'I missed all the fun."
"Oh, we have a lot left for you baby," Will said.
"Yes, my love, lots for you." He started to pet Will's cock which came alive on his stomach.
I rolled to my side and rested my head on my hand.
"I think it's pretty fucking hot you two are hot for each other. I love that he just made your cock hard."
Their eyes darkened with lust at the same time.
"You're right, we are. I sucked Dad's cock. Sorry, you missed it," he smiled, knowing I was watching.
"Yeah, you'll have to do a repeat just for me I guess."
I loved that he called him Dad. I know Will's real dad died when he was young, and Bernie never remarried.
"I think you'll have to join us, Mags."
"Mmm, I could probably be enticed."
"But right now, I'm hungry. And not for cock. Right now."
I stood up and walked around the bed. I loved the way Dad was snuggled right up to Will and they had their hands on each other.
I leaned over and kissed Will's hard cock, then reached between them and pulled Dad's cock out for a lick and a kiss.
"Time to eat!"
"We're getting a quick shower," Dad said.
"Oh great, you two will be fucking around in there forever," I said laughing.
"Not without you," Will yelled from the bathroom.
Sure enough, they weren't long, and we ordered food. Bernie would be back soon, so we'd wait a bit and eat with her.
The food delivery knocked on the door. I'll get it! I'm the only one dressed."
The driver looked over my shoulder and his eyes got wide. I had no idea what he saw but paid him and slammed the door in his face.
"What were you guys doing? You shocked him! You're like two little boys!" I admonished them with a grin on my face. "Now he'll come back wanting to fuck you two."
Dad stood behind Will with his arm across his chest. "He's taken," Dad said. "Both ways."
"And I'll take care of Dad's dick. Don't need any other men thankyouverymuch."
I laughed and rolled my eyes.
There was a light tap at the door, and I let Bernie in. She looked at the two men with a bit of shock.
"They had an epiphany today."
She raised her eyebrows and looked at me. "Oh, I see."
"I need to take a quick shower," she said heading towards the bedroom.
"I'll help," I said, and the guys groaned.
We closed the bathroom door and went into each other's arms.
"I missed you," I said.
"Not as much as I did you. I thought about you all day."
She worked retail and was even more gorgeous with perfect makeup and a cute mini skirt and white shirt.
She started to strip.
"You must get guys hitting on you all the time."
She shrugged. "Yeah, but I honestly don't pay attention to them. It takes a lot to turn my head."
"Someone like Dad."
"Oh yeahhhh, he flips all my switches. And you flip the rest of them," she said, kissing me.
"It's not tough with a hot mama like you."
"Mama. I like that."
"Do you? Me too. And I like being your baby girl."
Her clothes were gone, and she was beautifully naked. I cupped her breasts and thumbed her nipples hard.
"Your nipples look like they have rose lipstick on them."
"Oh funnn."
I thought. "Yeahhhhh."
We filed that for later reference.
We stepped into the shower and dripped jasmine-scented soap between our bodies. Between our hands and bodies, we were slick with soap.
We kissed, rubbed together, and giggled at the sensation. It heated up quickly when we went nipple to nipple and the kisses turned passionate.
We reached between each other's legs and brought each other to moaning orgasms.
"Hey, you lusty ladies! The food is getting cold and we're hungry!"
We walked out later, and I said, "We were hungry too."
They groaned.
We ate and left the fruit out. I picked up a grape.
"Mama." I put the grape between my teeth, and she walked over, pressed her body against mine, tilted her head, and bit the grape in half.
We kissed. She then walked over to Will and Dad who were sitting on bar stools at the counter. She took a cock in each hand.
"So, tell me how these two got together and why I missed all the fun?"
"You sound like Mags now. Wanting to play with the boys." He smirked. "Actually, Will seduced me."
"What?"
I laughed.
"You did!"
"I did," Will admitted. "He made my cock hard. No man had ever done that before. I had to try."
"And I'm glad he did," Dad said, grabbing him behind the neck.
"Mmm, I'll bet your sex is rough," Bernie said.
"No sex. Yet. Your son just gave me the blowjob of my life. Sorry, ladies."
"Oh good, so we didn't miss everything!" Bernie said.
"No, but I can't say I wouldn't be willing," Will said.
Dad still had his hand on the back of his neck and pulled him over to him.
"Is that right?" he said in a low sexy voice. He kept the pressure on him, lowering his head until he reached his lips. "You want me inside you?" Their lips brushed. Will nodded. "I want to be inside you too," he growled, and they kissed, watching each other's mouths. Growling. Will reached for Dad's cock which was already hard just from the thought of fucking Will.
"I want this thing inside me, yeah," he growled.
Dad stood up and they looked at each other. He grabbed Will's ass and ground his cock into Will. Will dug his fingers into Dad's ass and massaged each cheek in a large circle.
Dad groaned. "You're driving me crazy you know."
He continued squeezing his muscles and circling. I could see the pull on his balls and his ass. It had to be an erotic feeling for men.
Bernie moved behind me and wrapped her arms around me. I looked back over my shoulder and kissed her. Even with all her makeup scrubbed off, she was still stunning.
"Go bend over that fur chair," he told Will.
I ran to get the tube of lube and handed it to Dad.
Will was in position. Draped over a soft fur chair, ass up. His balls dangled between his thighs. I knew his cock was buried in the soft fur.
Dad dropped to his knees behind him, running his hands up and down his back and over his ass.
"You got me hard as steel, son. You're going to feel a riding steel rod in you."
"Yeah, fuck me. I want it. I want your daddy's cock."
Dad groaned and pushed a lubed finger into Will to loosen him up. Bernie and I sat in a chair adjacent to them. We couldn't keep our hands off each other and fondled and rubbed while we watched.
Will moaned as Dad reamed him with a finger, then he pushed another finger in. He pushed back to ride the fingers.
"I'm ready. Fuck me," he grunted.
Dad lubed his cock, poised the head at the entrance, and steadily but slowly pushed until the head popped in. I heard Will hiss through his teeth and Dad waited for a moment before slowly pushing more in. He stopped again, then pushed, then stopped, then pushed until he was in ball deep.
Dad ran his hands up Will's back to his shoulders and gripped, pushing in deeper. Will started moving and he started thrusting. Will rode the hard rod and kept the pace. His balls jerked and swung as he started pounding him harder.
"Yeah!" Will cried out.
Dad kept up that pace and their pleasure got louder and louder. Will reached under him and started stroking faster and faster. Suddenly she shouted, setting Dad off. He pulled out his hot cum splattered on Will's ass.
"Oh. My. God.," Bernie breathed in my ear. My pussy was gushing too.
She stood up and tugged me into the bedroom. She climbed on, lowered her pussy on my face, and buried her face in mine and we quickly brought each other off.
The guys stood watching us.
"We did that to you," Dad smirked.
"You certainly did," I replied, with a smirk of my own.
They got into the shower, and we were treated to the same playtime we had in the shower, male version.
They stretched out facing each other and Bernie was behind Will and I behind Dad.
I reached over to Dad and wasn't surprised to find his cock semi-hard. I had to think that he was finally satisfied and wouldn't be looking for anything anywhere else. The only way to keep a hypersexual person happy. Lots of sex.
Will said, "I hope you don't think we're ignoring you."
At the same time, his mom and I said, "Noway."
"As far as I'm concerned, we're still part of it even if we're not actively involved. Just watching is part of it. I mean you've watched Bernie and I enough and not felt left out, right?"
Will nodded.
"So, Dad, are you ready for a real prostate massage?"
"Fuck yeah. That's like nothing I've ever felt before. Since we met Bernie and Will, we've had a few firsts."
I looked at Bernie and Will. "We have. It's been fantastic with you guys."
"We love you both too," Bernie said. "I'm so thrilled we met." She looked at Dad and smiled.
"A family that fucks together is stuck together," I said singsong, and they laughed.
"True!"
Bernie and Will were leaving tomorrow before our Della dinner, so we had the night and part of the day with them. I snuggled against Dad's back and promptly fell asleep.
I felt hands on me in the middle of the night. Dad moved between my thighs.
"I need you, Mags."
"I know Daddy, I'm here for you."
He pushed in and I pushed up to meet him thrust for thrust. I heard rustling and Bernie moaning as Will pushed into her. We held hands as we got fucked in the middle of the night.
A wave of orgasm washed over me, and I felt the hot flood of seed. Dad collapsed on the outside and Bernie and I were in the middle snuggling.
I dozed back off again. Again, I woke up to low male voices. I lifted my head and saw Dad and Will behind Bernie. Dad sucked his cock deep into his mouth and began to fuck him. Will moaned, his hips thrusting off the bed driving the cock deeper into Dad's mouth. He took it all and played with his balls. Will grunted with each thrust that got faster and faster until he growled out a hard loud orgasm.
He pulled Dad down next to him and they fell asleep together.
The next morning Will was seeing Bernie off to work, and Dad said, "You know, I woke up in the middle of the night wanting his cock. I wanted to eat it. Taste it. Suck it. I wanted to taste his cum."
I rolled to face him. "That's hot Daddy. Having an open mind about these things is good." He nodded. "Are you going to let him fuck you?"
"Hell yeah. I want it all, Mags. You. Bernie. Will. I want all of you."
"You feel more satisfied now?"
"I do. Definitely. Although once you and I became lovers I wasn't inclined to look elsewhere. I want you to know that."
"I know Daddy. I know sometimes you need it badly."
"I do and you understand that. Which also helps a lot."
We kissed and ran our hands over each other. It was inflaming and I needed him inside me. He rolled between my legs.
"Fuck me Daddy, I need you," I begged.
He pushed in and I placed my feet flat on the bed and pushed up. He supported himself in his arms and drove in.
"Mmm, look at this," I heard and saw Will rubbing his hand on Dad's hard-thrusting ass. I felt his fingers on me as he played with me and Dad's cock and balls.
"Oh god yeah," Dad moaned. "Use your finger or your cock. Now."
I became incredibly excited when Will got into place behind Dad and stroked lube on his cock. He would be fucking Dad while Dad fucked me.
"Fuck him, Will. I want to feel you both on top of me. Fucking him fucks me too."
I felt his cock throb hard and get hotter inside me as Will pushed in.
"Oh, fuck yeah fuck yeah," Dad kept repeating.
He ground deep into me, and Will followed driving into him deep. We were locked together. Will backed off so that when he fucked me, he rode Will's cock.
Dad had a constant running string between groans, grunts, and a deep hum.
"Fuck, the head is rubbing my prostate," he nearly whimpered. "Don't fucking stop."
Dad couldn't move much but was grinding on my clit and I kept cumming in waves. It was the most exciting thing I've ever experienced.
Will began fucking him faster and harder. Which drove his cock deeper into me. I lifted my legs and opened them wider. Will caught me behind the knees and helped me.
Dad was skewered between us. His cock throbbed harder than I'd ever felt.
"Oh fuck, I'm cumming," Will shouted. Whiter pearls landed over dads' ass.
That was all he needed, and he thrust fast and exploded inside me.
He rolled off me and I lay there trying to bring my breathing back to normal.
Dad flopped on his back, and we rolled and placed our heads on his shoulder. He wrapped his arms around us, and we all dozed off.
I woke up, heard them in the shower, rolled over, and went back to sleep.
"Wake up, this is our last day together. Maybe for a while."
"Ugh, don't remind me," I wailed.
"I know my love," he said, sitting next to me on the bed.
I squinted up at him. "Did you guys fuck in the shower?"
He laughed. "You can barely turn around in that thing. But like you ladies, we can have fun and play in the shower."
"That's nice. I like the thought of that."

.
.***.***.***.


.***.***.***.

.
"I miss your mom, too bad she has to work," I said to Will.
"She's not working. She owns the shop."
"Oh!"
I guess I didn't know much about them.
"How old are you anyhow? You must be close to my age."
"I'll be nineteen in a month."
"What?!"
I looked at him for a moment.
"I'd never have guessed," I said. "Are you going to go to college?"
"Not sure yet." He shrugged. "Mom said I don't have to. We have money and someday I'll take over the shop."
"Ah, okay," I said, trying to process it all.

~~to be continued~~
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Going Home Can Be Good Sometimes

Preparing for a week's stay, from one coast to the other, in my ex-wife's house has a certain country song twang to it.
But for my daughter's college graduation I'd have stayed in a cave for that. I planned to stay in a hotel, but Gia begged me to stay with her and her mom.
We divorced when Gia was a sophomore in high school. My wife came into the bedroom one night and told me she found someone else and wanted a divorce. I packed a bag that night and found a hotel at one o'clock in the morning.
The next day at work a pharmaceutical firm called with an offer for a senior security position. I normally would have passed it up, but I accepted and the following week I flew from North Carolina to another world. Wild wonderful California.
At least at the time, it seemed worlds away, and I guess it was. Culture, social norms, industry, and politics, it was all different. And to tell you the truth, I was ready for different. I was stagnant in North Carolina, and after a divorce it would be worse.
That night was the last time I saw Ruth, my ex-wife. I flew Gia out to California several times a year on her school breaks, but we still didn't know each other well. She finished growing up without a man in the house because the man Ruth met whom she dumped me for, dumped her shortly after I moved out.
As the world turns.
I zipped my suitcase and rolled it to the door of my house. A driver was scheduled to pick me up from the airport in an hour, so I had time to get in a last view of the Pacific.
Randal Inc paid me well. Very well for their security. Since I was considered top secret clearance, couldn't discuss it with anyone. But since I haven't had any ongoing relationships, that hasn't been an issue.
My house clung to the rocks, defying gravity and an occasional earthquake. I propped my feet on the rail and looked out over the crashing waves. I loved California. I did things here I'd never have done there. I golfed, played tennis, took yoga several times a week, and meditated. The last thing I tried was just the stress of my job, and it was working. To say I was happy would be an understatement.
The Pacific was navy today and the waves frothed like brilliant white whipped cream. The water was different every day and I never grew tired of it.
But it was time to go back, and I wondered what it would be like after all these years. I just couldn't imagine.
I closed and locked the sliders and drew the draperies. I picked up my keys and right on time the doorbell rang.
It was time to visit my past.
.
.
The flight was long but uneventful. I landed in Charlotte and rented a car to head to Mooresville.
When I lived there it wasn't much, but since the NASCAR folks took over, prices have risen substantially. My ex-wife and daughter live in the same house we did as a family. I gave everything to Ruth but my clothing. There were no fights, hatred, or anything that divorce usually brings.
The house still stood on the edge of Lake Norman. We purchased the mid-century modern home from the wife of the architect. He had passed on and she couldn't bear to live in the house anymore because of the memories.
I pulled into the driveway. After the mid-century modern of California, the house was less formidable but still impressive. I looked at the rather bland back of the house.
Ruth hadn't changed a thing on the exterior. The modern carved double doors still stood beautifully stained under the flat-roofed entry.
The door swung open, and Ruth stood there smiling.
"Hi Stephen, come on in. "You're looking good," she said, a bit nervous, which I understood. Me too.
I set my suitcase just inside the door and hugged her. In just that flash I could remember how her body fit mine, the instant arousal I felt for her, and how I couldn't imagine being without her.
"Thanks, you too," I said, hoping it was with conviction. As I had, she aged. Her bright straw blonde hair was now dull yellow, probably due to dye. She wasn't grossly overweight but could use exercise to tone up. But had I felt anything at all for her, those issues would have been easily ignored.
I tried to hide the disappointment in my eyes. I wondered if she thought or expected the same. Wondered if there'd be any spark of interest left. Sadly, it seemed as though I barely remembered her. As though anything I had with her was another life. Which I guess it really was.
"Gia ran to the grocery for me. She'll be back soon," she said. "You have the master on the second floor. Gia is still in her regular room. I sleep down here."
I nodded. "I'll just run this up to get it out of the way."
"Iced tea on the deck?"
"Please!"
I threw open the door to the master bedroom, unsure how comfortable I'd be there.
The wall of glass that overlooked Lake Norman immediately grabbed your attention. The variety of greens of the trees always indicated that it was the season between spring and summer, and the water level added that it was early summer. Small boats were near the shore where fishing was best. Further out I watched the rooster tail of a more adventurous water skier. As I recall, the water would still be cool this early.
I gazed around the room. Ruth had painted and redecorated it, removing all traces of the original mid-century modern furniture. I frowned, wondering what happened to it.
I hung my clothes in the closet and found the dresser and bureau to be empty and used two of the drawers. I brought enough clothing along that I wouldn't need to do laundry here. For some reason, I didn't want to settle in too much and laundry didn't fit inside my boundaries.
I changed out of my casual flight clothes and into casual summer clothes. At the head of the stairs, I saw that Ruth had also painted and changed out the style in the rest of the house. But it could be since I was used to mid-century and those who appreciated it in California, I was biased.
The glass wall in the living area was what drew me to this house on the first step inside. One window took in the skies, the waters, and the greenery at once. The balcony extended the entire width of the house, as did the balcony on the second floor.
Thankfully she had left the comfortable outdoor teak furniture and I took the iced tea from her and relaxed in a chaise.
"The view was always so relaxing," I commented.
"Yes, it's the only constant, even though it's ever-changing."
I looked at her. "You're looking good Ruth. Has everything been okay for you?"
She shrugged. "I have my health. Our beautiful daughter. This place," she waved her arms. "How about you? Do you still like California? I can't imagine how different it must be."
Although sounding as though she had it all, something was missing. It was what she left out. I knew through Gia that her mom never had anyone long-term. That she dated on and off and never had anyone that she was serious about.
That sounded like me, but I could say I was happy that way. I was active and had many friends. Lake Norman, although good size with a diverse style of people, there was a small enclave that would exclude those that did not meet their refined tastes and standards. I'm sure especially now that the median income had risen substantially.
"Yes, very different. Like another world. Not better or worse, just different. The weather makes it so you want to get outdoors, and I've taken up golf and tennis."
"You're looking healthy," she said, noncommittally. She crossed her legs. "It's probably too late to say this, but I'm sorry. Sorry for what I did to you, and our family. I've regretted it ever since. I don't expect you to accept my apology now, but I needed to say it. It brings me some comfort to admit my grave mistake. I only hope that it will ---"
Hearing the door slam, she stopped.
"Dad! Where are you?" her shout rang through the house.
I stood up and Gia ran through the house and into my arms. I hugged her closely. Although I'd seen her six months ago, it wasn't enough. It was never enough. I suppose I did hold some resentment that Ruth didn't allow me all the years I deserved with my daughter.
"My graduate girl," I murmured, holding her close. I sat down and she plopped on my lap.
"Can you believe it, Stephen? She's graduating college already," Ruth commented wistfully. I looked at her over Gia's head, feeling the same nostalgia. "I'll go put the groceries away, you visit with your Dad."
Seeing them both together reminded me of just how much Gia looked like Ruth at her age. I sat back on the chaise and Gia sat between my legs. She wore a white t-shirt with a faded Purdue across the front. Well-worn blue jean shorts and colorful sandals completed her outfit.
Even her style resembled her mom's. Although when we first moved in, Ruth would daringly run out on the bedroom deck naked, looking around until she saw someone watching her, then she'd run back in.
She loved to tease, and I loved to watch her tease. She was the exhibitionist, and I was the voyeur. One of them anyhow.
The men fishing would get used to her and often gather in front of the house to fish. She would run out and wave both arms at them, her tits bouncing and jerking around as she did. Her pink strawberry luscious nipples were huge and sat high on the creamy white mountains.
It excited me to see her show off to others, but I ended up with the results. And boy did I. She would get wildly horny when she had an audience and the bigger the audience the lustier she got.
I realized the memories of that aroused me and my hardening cock was trapped between me and my daughter.
"You need to get up, babe. I have to get something from my suitcase."
.
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We enjoyed our first dinner as a family that night. Our first in many years anyhow. I gave her the envelope with money, and told her I knew she'd know what to do with it. She smiled, thanked me, hugged me and cried.
The next day was graduation day and an open house.
I recognized many of Gia's high school classmates and met new friends. I watched Ruth interact with everyone with what I thought was an underlying sadness. Gia hadn't yet found the job she wanted, but it was an eventuality, and she would be leaving Ruth to go out on her own.
She caught me looking at her and gave me a half smile and I smiled back. I grabbed a beer out of the cooler and wound down to the water's edge where they had started a fire in the stone pit. I thought about how it just wasn't the same anymore. I loved this place and never pictured myself anywhere else until the day I died.
But now it all seemed so unfamiliar to me.
I smiled, halfway listened to the conversation, and watched the flames reflect in the water. Sunset added more color to the never-ending surface ripples.
"I wondered what happened to you," Gia said, winding down the path.
She sat in my lap again, her head on my shoulder. I think we both were starving for the closeness we missed all those years. The others cleared out and headed back up to the house for more food.
"You and Mom seem to be a little sad today."
"Yeah, we do. Seeing our baby girl all grown up does that," I smiled.
"But maybe more than that? Maybe you both had some thought that you'd discover old feelings for one another?"
"Maybe that too, Doctor Headshrinker," I laughed.
"And did you?" she asked.
I wrapped my arms around her.
"Do I still have feelings for your mom?" She nodded. "I love her because she's the other half that made you. Am I still in love with her, no." I hesitated. "Are you disappointed?"
"I would have been shocked if you'd have said you did. What if mom has feelings for you still?"
"I'd feel bad about that, babe. Your mom needs to start a new chapter of her life since you'll soon be going."
"I feel the same way," she said, wisely.
We cuddled and watched the fire die down to red-hot coals and smoldering desires, that I tamped down.
.
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The next day was a free day. I had planned to visit some old friends in the area that I hadn't seen for years because tomorrow I would be flying back to California. Gia went off with friends and Ruth began cooking a favorite family meal for our last one together.
When I got back, Ruth had her spaghetti sauce on to simmer and everything ready for dinner later.
I poured us both a whiskey and we went to the balcony. She sat in the chair beside me, and we both looked out on the late afternoon activity on the water.
"There's nothing left, is there."
She made it a statement, not expecting an answer. Or maybe let me know where she stood. I don't know.
Her hand dangled off the arm of the chair and I twined my fingers with hers. We sat like that for a while and didn't talk. I allowed her a private cry by ignoring her soft sniffles.
I knew she was crying about more than us. Maybe not us at all.
After dinner, I excused myself early using the excuse of my flight tomorrow.
The atmosphere was heavy and there was no way, or no one, to fix it. It was what it was. The remnants of divorce were still painful.
I stripped down to my knit boxers and climbed under the covers, allowing the movie channel to choose for me because I wasn't interested in watching anything really.
I must have dozed because I woke up to a soft knock on my door.
"C'mon in," I said, my voice groggy with sleep.
Gia sidled through the door, closing it behind her. She wore sleep shorts and a T-shirt, baby blue with white hearts. As innocent as it could be. But her forty Ds jutted out, her t-shirt clung to her erect nipples and dropped off, baring her midriff from breast to waist.
Her shapely hips and ass filled out the shorts, turning everyday sleeping attire into something as arousing as a Playboy centerfold.
"Hi baby, what're you doing up so late?"
She laughed softly. "It's not that late, you just fell asleep watching movies."
"Oh my, you're right, I did!" I sat up and plumped pillows behind me.
"Brrr," she shivered, pulling the covers back and jumping into bed with me.
"You're cold?" She shivered in reply.
She stretched out next to me, her head on my shoulder. I put my arm around her to warm her.
"What're you watching?" she said, her attention turning to the television.
"I honestly don't know. I was sleeping," I laughed.
After a few minutes, it was obviously a romantic movie, not appropriate for us to watch with my daughter plastered against my side. Her breast pushed into me, the other was half on my chest. Her leg was between mine, her arm across my chest.
As the movie aroused us, our closeness became stimulating and hard to deny.
Her nipples hardened, and one pushed through the thin knit of her t-shirt into my side. She reached up to pull her blonde hair back over her shoulder, and that was all it took to pull her t-shirt up and expose her breast. Just that skin-on-skin closeness notched my libido up. The scenes in the movie were hot and wild and threw fuel on our flames.
She was easily aroused like her Mom and even more seductive.
"You should go."
She threw her leg over me, trapping my cock under her soft thigh.
"Gia, this isn't right," I murmured.
She pushed up on her elbow, then up over me. Her breasts escaped the shirt and hung full and lush, the gumdrop pink nipples were hard and grazed my chest.
Her blonde hair fell around us like a private curtain. Her sultry aquamarine eyes searched my face. She dropped a bit and rubbed her nipples on the matte of curls, causing a silent gasp through her parted lips.
"Babe," I said, my hands on her sides. She pressed her thigh higher between mine and pressed on my throbbing cock and I stifled a moan. "You have to know what you're doing. We can never go back, Gia. This will change our relationship completely."
She looked into my eyes as she came closer until her lips pressed against mine. The tip of her tongue teased my lips open, then swept inside to taste. She angled her head and we kissed passionately, notching the heat even higher between us.
I slid my hands up her sides to push her t-shirt over her head. I caressed and fondled each magnificent breast. Cotton candy nipples are plucked out even longer. She arched her back shoving the soft mounds into my hands. I palmed her nipples even harder.
She pushed up and knelt one knee between my thighs, the other outside. She held my hands over her tits. Her blonde hair streaked across her face wildly.
She tipped her head back and moaned when I kneaded her tits together, pinching the nipples together.
Gia slipped her shorts off one knee and then the other, baring her soft smooth pussy lips.
She bent over and began to kiss down my chest. The lower she got made me tremble as she moved down my stomach to the edge of my shorts.
My cock was tightly contained in my shorts and began to ache for freedom as she moved closer.
"Oh god, Gia," I moaned, nearly past the point of no return. "You have to stop now."
She would have to stop this. She would have to come to her senses and realize that she doesn't want her Dad's cock inside her. How wrong that would be.
I couldn't do it. During the last few minutes, she went from my naïve innocent daughter to the woman I want to lock myself into.
She scraped her teeth across the flimsy thin knit that covered my cock. I moaned and my hips began to thrust of their own volition. I couldn't stop if I wanted to. It was out of my control. She had taken total control.
And she knew it.
She slid her hands under the legs of my shorts and curled her fingers around the elastic waist, slowly tugging it lower while she watched me under her lashes. My stomach rippled, quivering with arousal.
She eased the elastic lower until my cock pivoted up and flopped onto my stomach. She tossed them away, and knelt between my legs, taking my cock into her soft hand.
My breath hitched at her touch. My gorgeous daughter knelt as though at an altar between my thighs. She pushed up and ran her fingers between her legs, then gripped my cock with her cunt slick fingers. She rubbed her thumb on my drooling cockhead, then bent and licked the tip. I smelled her arousal.
The pleasure was so intense I had to fight to keep my eyes open. She was fixed on the seduction of me. Her Dad. She knew what she was doing, what she wanted, and where we were both going.
There was no stopping her and now, I didn't want to.
Her blonde hair trailed across my thighs as she sucked it deep into her mouth. I moaned louder from the assault on my senses and my eyes slammed shut. I was so inflamed I was afraid I'd explode right then and there.
Her seduction was well thought out. She deep throated my cock until I grunted, so close to the edge, then she stopped.
She released my cock and went up on her knees, watching me as she moved each leg over my hip and hovered her sweet pussy over my throbbing dick.
"Oh Gia," I whispered. "God how beautiful you are."
She smiled and caressed her breasts, pinching her nipples and teasing me. She ran her hands up and down her body, then between her thighs. Her head fell back, her hair streamed down over my thighs.
While I watched she brought herself to a low moaning shuddering orgasm. The steamy heat from her cunt on my cock was intense.
She smiled and held my cock, teasing it between her wet folds.
"I'm going to fuck you, Daddy. I've been waiting to feel you inside me. Deep inside me. I want to feel your hot seed flow through me."




My hips began to thrust high on her words. The head slipped into her tight tunnel and pushed in slowly. Excruciatingly slow. I groaned the heat and tightness of her on my cock. She trembled and panted as my cock stretched its way deep inside her.
She ground down, taking me deep. Her eyes were half-mast, full of love and lust. I jerked up, driving deep. Her breasts bounced as she rode me like a galloping stallion. She dropped down hard, taking my cock deeper, then up milking the shaft, then grinding down again.
I was burning. On fire. Driving us higher and higher.
We laced our fingers and went faster and faster to the peak.
She began to gasp and pant. Her cunt gripped me tighter. Harder. I felt the heat of her juices flow down my cock and over my balls. It was like lightning struck arcing through my body, my dick pumping seed deep inside her until my balls were empty.
We caught our breaths, and I pulled her down on my chest. I was still buried inside her, loathe to leave her heat.
"Oh god, babe," I murmured to her neck. "You planned this."
"I did. For a long time."
I shuddered and held her tightly against me.
After a while, I said, "Let's go shower. I want to run my hands all over your beautiful body.
"Mmm," she said, rolling off me and walking to the bathroom.
I waited just so I could watch that hot ass sway, and her long hair kissing the top of the round globes.
The water was warm and running when I stepped in behind her.
She moved back against me, and I wrapped my arms around her, the weight of her luscious tits on my forearms. I nuzzled the side of her neck.
"You know you filled me with the same seed you made me with," she murmured, smiling.
"I did. That's hot to think about, hmm?"
"Oh, fuck yeah."
I began to rub my soap-slick hands over her body and couldn't believe this old man was hard and ready to again. She turned and ran her hands over me, teasing all the erotic zones she could find.
We wrapped up in the thick towels and dropped them on the floor before meeting under the sheets again.
We faced each other. She threw her leg over my hip and my cock made its way between her legs. I nibbled and sucked on her nipples, enjoying the lush globes in my hands.
"So sexy," I murmured.
"You are too, Dad. I wanted to do this when I'd come to visit you, and it never seemed an appropriate time. I knew this time would likely be my last chance. I needed to have you inside me before you left. I needed to feel you explode with your heat inside me."
"Oh god."
"You're hard again," she said, smiling.
"I am. You do that to me."
"You do this to me." She reached between her legs, then held out her fingers and sucked them into my mouth.
"I want to eat that sweet pussy, Gia. I want to taste you. I want to fuck you every which way we can come up with and everywhere we can."
"I'm yours, Dad."
I hissed my breath in through my teeth and pulled her against me. She wrapped her leg around my hip, opening herself wider and I slid in.
We kissed, moaning in each other's mouths as we fucked. I jerked my hips hard to drive in. I felt the tip of my cock touch her uterus and she sucked in a breath with an erotic yelp.
"Oh my god, Daddy," she whimpered, and I did it again.
Her fingers dug into my shoulder, and her cunt contracted on my shaft. I pulled out, jerked my hips, and drove hard. She cried out and muffled it in my neck.
One more time and she squeezed her legs together, nearly squeezing my cock out, and shuddered hard in my arms. Her steamy breath panted against my neck. I drove deep for the last time and unleashed my hot cum at her uterus entrance.
We held each other tight until our breathing calmed.
"That never happened before," she said, searching my face.
"We fit perfectly."
Her eyes closed at that. "I knew it. I knew we were destined to be."
She woke me at dawn with her mouth on my cock. I pulled her over me and lapped at her sweet pussy. Her juices were intoxicating. I brought her to orgasm over and over on the tip of my tongue while she fucked my cock with her mouth and sucked on my balls.
She drank down every last drop of seed. We kissed with my face covered in her juices, my cum in her mouth. I didn't know when or if we'd ever do this again.
We faced each other and kissed until it was time to get up and dressed for the airport. Before she left, she wrapped her arms around my shoulders for the goodbye kiss we couldn't do in front of her mom.
I cupped her ass and pulled her against me and she wrapped her legs around me. I loathe to let her go.
"I love you, Daddy," she whispered.
"I love you too, Gia. So much."
.
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I played the whole thing over and over again in my head on the flight home. It was surreal and I began to wonder if it was a dream, but I could still taste her, so I knew it was the most erotic time of my life.
She snuck in phone calls when her mom wasn't around, and we even got a few hot phone sex times. We talked as lovers, with little trace of father and daughter.
One day she called and asked, "What would you say if I worked in California?"
"As long as it was near me," I said simply.
"It is."
"When?"
"Soon."
"Good. I'll be ready for you."
.
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In less than a month I was signing for boxes and crates she had sent ahead. She wanted to fly, which meant she'd have no real room, so it all had to be here early.
I waited for her at baggage claim, gasping as she came down the escalator. Her blonde hair was piled on top of her head, sexy strands had escaped. She wore a white and aqua plunging V-neck top under a white jacket. Matching white skirt with a slit up the thigh and strappy heels. She was drop-dead gorgeous.
She turned heads. Even women looked, wondering if she was somebody. Men just ogled her. She walked directly up to me, wrapped her arms around my neck, and gave me a passionate kiss. We were lost in pleasure until the baggage came and people began to move around us.
We smiled, grabbed her bags, and headed for the door.
"I've missed you so much," she said.
"Not near as much as I've missed you."
We held hands on the way home. She slammed the door behind her, unbuckled my pants, worked the zipper down, and my cock out in record time. I yanked her panties down, backed her against the door, and drove in.
The only sound you could hear was our loud animalistic grunting and gasping, which rang lewd in my ears and adding fuel to my fire. I dug my fingers into her ass as I pounded into her. She clung to my shoulders, her steamy breath grunting with each hard thrust.
Suddenly her cunt contracted on my cock, and she screamed out a hard-driving orgasm. She took me off the peak with her and I exploded inside her.
"Oh fuck," she gasped. "I needed that."
"Let's get naked."
We did. I fixed us drinks and we went out to the balcony to take in the Pacific breezes on our bodies. My house was situated so that nearby neighbors couldn't see my balcony, although anyone with a telescope down each way could.
She twined her legs with mine on the chaise and lay her head on my shoulder.
"I'm home."
"You are."
"What are you going to tell your friends? About who I am I mean."
"I hadn't thought about it, but I suppose we should, hmm."
"Well, we do have the same last name," she said.
"Yes, we do. So that means we could be truthful and say we are father and daughter."
"But what if we want to kiss and hold hands when we're out."
"Hmm, you do have a point there. Well, I'm not sure how else we can handle it?" I said, teasingly.
"Oh Daddy, I can be your wife."
"Ohhhh never thought of that," I laughed.
She did not look much like me because she was a duplicate of her mother. There would be no doubt she could be my wife other than that she's young.
"I'm not going to quit calling you Daddy when you're fucking me," she said sternly.
"You have no idea how wild that makes me when you do that!"
We enjoyed the breeze and ever-changing Pacific for a while.
"I suppose I should tell you this, Dad."
"Hmm," I said, hugging her to me.
"Mom knows I was with you that last night."
"She does? How?"
"She found two towels in the bathroom and your bed pillows were both used."
"Fuck. I'm sorry babe. Was she pissed?"
"She said she knew it would happen sooner or later because I look so much like her when you two were first married."
"Really? Did she take it pretty well then? Amazing."
"Yeah, I thought so too. But she also remembered that it was probably just as much her fault that you and I fucked."
"How so?"
"Well because I lived at home while going to college, mom and I had more adult conversations. Unlike when I was in high school."
"Okay and?"
"Mom doesn't have many friends in Lake Norman you know. I ended up being her only real friend that she could confide in."
"Ah okay, she confided in you about her and I?"
"Right down to the fat vein on your cock."
I groaned. Somewhat aroused somewhat embarrassed somewhat pissed that Ruth would tell our daughter such things. But then here I am fucking our daughter.
"Damn."
"I was shocked at first. Then it was interesting. Then it became hot, and I was obsessed with you. I would have seduced you eventually. If not then, the next time I visited here."
"That you did. You knew what you wanted and went after it. I was just glad it was me you wanted."
She stood up and stretched. Her blonde hair blew softly in the breeze. She raised her arms above her head, her tits high and proud on her chest, that sweet, shaved pussy on display. The blue sky created her background and looking at her made my balls ache for her again.
She leaned on the clear glass rail, her tits hung heavy beneath her. Her hair whipped in the wind. The curve of her ass as she bent over drove me wild. I was hard and throbbing again.
She moved her forearms to the rail, squeezing her tits between them and I walked up behind her and caressed those mounds, then trailed my hands to her shoulders.
She looked over her shoulder and wiggled her ass.
"Does Daddy need to bury himself in his baby girl again?"
She spread her legs, bracing herself. I stepped between her legs and rubbed my cockhead up and down that sweet slit.
She looked around. "Can anyone see us?"
"Maybe," I replied, teasing her.
"God that would be so hot," she moaned.
"We can look through my telescope tomorrow for telescopes that are trained on us."
"Yessssss," she groaned when I shoved inside her.
I held her hips and stroked in and out. "I love those big fat balls slapping me like that." I smacked her ass with my hand. "Oh yeah, Daddy. Spank me." Her ass turned pink when I swatted the other globe.
She pushed back riding my cock. She gripped the rail and rode faster, sliding on and off my cock. I reached under her and caught her nipples in my fingers. She cried out and drove back harder. My balls swayed and I fucked her faster.
I grabbed her hips, pushed in deep, and unloaded my balls into her.
After a moment, she turned and wrapped her arms around my neck.
"Your cum is running down my leg. Seems such a waste," she said, kissing me.
She wrapped her legs around me; I moved her to the chaise and she eased her shoulders and arms down. I pulled her upside down and buried my face in her cunt. Still steamy wet with our mixed juices. I lapped it all up and teased her clit with my tongue until she shuddered so that I couldn't hold her any longer. I eased her onto the chaise.
"Mom told me you were a wild lover."
"She did hmm," I said, looking at her.
"Is that your opinion as well?"
"Fuck yeah," she said, jumping up and kissing me hard on the mouth.
Late that night after Gia fell asleep in my arms, I thought about the wild sex her mom and I had. The stories she could have shared with Gia. So many I'd forgotten until now.
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Gia had a week before she started her new job, so I took time off from Randal Inc to spend with her.
She wanted to take up tennis and golf, so we went around to set her up for lessons at my clubs. She dressed smartly and garnered attention as well as you-lucky-bastard looks from the men. We opted to start dating before we announced our marriage.
We sat down for lunch at the country club.
"You look gorgeous today, Gia. You've got every cock in the place hard."
She smiled and leaned back in her chair. The sundress was sheer but underlined and in shades of blues. The plunging neckline exposed the inner curve of each forty D.
I leaned closer and said, "Someday soon I'm going to fuck those."
She leaned and tugged my earlobe with her teeth and whispered, "They're all yours, Stephen." We smiled at her use of my name.
We shopped for tennis and golf clothes for her in the afternoon, then went back to the house to get dressed for dinner. I made reservations at a restaurant with stellar food, a view, and dancing.
I dressed first and went out onto the balcony.
I heard heels click across the tile floor and turned, stopping me in my tracks.
She curled her hair and it fell in waves down her back. Her makeup was impeccable, her creamy skin a perfect complement to the black lace slip dress.
It appears as though she's nude under the fine ebony lace. The center front slit goes just a shade short of respectable, black thigh-high hose and black stacked spike heels.
"Wow," I breathed.
She held out her arms and spun around. "How do I look?"
"Like someone I want to throw down and fuck right now."
"Why thank you, Dad, that's just the response I wanted."
She wrapped her arms around me and we kissed. It never took long for our kisses to inflame us so I pulled back.
"We'll need to leave soon babe." I put my arm around her. "Those shoes make you as tall as me."
As promised the food was excellent, the view stellar and the music for romance perfect.
We moved to a secluded table near the dance floor and moved out for a dance.
She wrapped her arms around my neck, and I held her waist.
"Did I tell you how beautiful you look tonight?"
"Uhm, maybe once or twice," she smiled,
Her head was on my shoulder, her breath washed over my neck. I took a trembling breath and pulled her closer. I slipped my hand between us and through the slit in her dress. She moaned softly. Her panties were soaked with her juices.
I pushed them aside with my finger and found her clit. She quivered, and put her mouth to my ear, whispering, "Make me cum, Daddy."
She began to softly pant in my ear as I took her higher. Her breasts pushed into my chest, while we swayed to the music. She jolted when it hit her. I covered her mouth with mine and felt the quiet mews as she came on my fingers.
She nearly collapsed in my arms and after she got her footing, we went back to the table.
"She said you used to make her cum just like that," she said, leaning her head on my shoulder.
"I did. She told you that too?" She nodded. "You like the thought of that when she told you."
"Yesss," she hissed. "It turned me on. I encouraged her to tell me about your sex lives."
"I was oversexed, she just went along with it. Happily, went along with it, I daresay," I laughed.
"I think you're still pretty randy," she whispered, slipping her hand into my lap. "You're hard as a rock. I bet if I get your cock out it'll be covered with your precum."
I slid closer to the table to remain unseen. "Maybe you should find out for yourself."
She eased my zipper down and carefully pulled my cock through the fly.
"It's like hard steel and throbbing. Maybe because your dick is out in the middle of a restaurant where anyone might see?"
I groaned quietly and nodded. "Dangerous sex."
She wrapped her fingers around the head and a few inches below and squeezed. The precum was a lubricant so it would slip out of her fingers, then she would repeat. Since her arm wasn't moving, no one would notice.
But I was getting the full effect. And then some.
"How does that feel, Daddy?" she whispered in my ear.
"Like nothing, I've ever felt before. Don't stop baby. Don't you stop," I growled under my breath.
The rhythmic pinch and slide on the sensitive head were driving me wild. Between couples dancing close to our table, a server bringing us more drinks while my cock throbbed under the table, and Gia's experienced hand job I knew I wouldn't last long.
.
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"Cum for me," I growled in his ear. "Empty your balls right here. Right in front of all these people. They could see your hot dick. They could hear you. Someone might know I was jacking you off under the table. Watching us right now," I said, scanning the other tables.
There was a man that was staring. My position had my tits pushed up and over the scoop of my neckline. I casually lifted my hand and rubbed it over my tit, pulling the neckline a bit lower. I moved my arm to the up-and-down tempo of jacking Daddy off. I could tell by his face when he realized what I was doing.
His wife was busy talking to their dinner companion so he could focus on us. I saw his hand go under the table and squeeze his hard cock through his pants. I smiled and flicked my tongue across my lips.
He glanced at his wife and began to squeeze himself through his pants.
Just then Daddy jerked and cum flowed out of his cock into my hand. He put his mouth on my neck below my ear to muffle his rapid breaths.
The man across the room excused himself from the table and left the dining area.
"I'm going to go wash up and help someone out," I said, kissing him.
"Mmm, you are a good girl," he smiled.
I walked down the hall toward the restrooms and suddenly was pulled into a darkened room. It was a banquet room barely lit by a couple of wall sconces.
"God are you hot," he said, his voice deep and resonant.
He pulled me against him, and I slipped my hand in his pants.
"So are you baby," I said. "You got one big fat cock here."
I shoved his pants to his knees and began jacking him off.
"Oh my god," he groaned.
This was a man that wasn't well taken care of at home, and when he was it was boring.
"You were staring at my tits," I said,
He blinked, lost in a fantasy cum true. He looked down at my cleavage and I unbuttoned the top buttons revealing my tits sitting on the push-up shelf bra.
"Oh my god," he whispered, licking his lips. I noticed she wasn't early as endowed as me so this was a treat.
I lifted a tit and said, "Suck it."
He latched on like it was mother's milk. His cock throbbed hard in my hand and I knew he'd cum quickly. He sucked to the tempo of the strokes on his cock.
I began to thumb the sensitive head as I stroked through. He groaned around my nipple and his hips began to thrust his cock through my fingers.
He squeezed my tit, sucking ferociously as he neared the peak.
"Oh my god," he repeated and shot arcs of white cum through the air. "Oh fuck," he groaned.
I righted my dress. "Glad you enjoyed it," I said and left him standing there with his pants around his ankles but a limp but happy cock.
I got back to the table and sat down.
"I hope he enjoyed it half as much as I did. His wife looks like somewhat of a dry goose."
I giggled, watching him swagger back to the table. "I think that was his best experience."
"So, I guess your mom told you about that too?"
I nodded. "That's why I did it. I knew you wouldn't mind since Mom did it too."
He laughed. "She did jack some guy off right in the middle of the restaurant like you did me." He hesitated in memories. "I remember we couldn't even wait to get home. We were so hot we fucked in the car in the parking lot."



I laughed. "I bet that guy remembered that forever."
"Just like him," Dad said, nodding toward the other table.
"Let's go," I said, smiling at the man who winked back at me. Dad nodded at him as we passed by. His wife was still talking to their companion.
We walked out hand in hand. On the drive home, I recollected the first time I thought about seducing Dad. He had come back for my high school graduation. He's handsome and fit and all my girlfriends went crazy over him.
I watched him at my party and began to see how hot he was. He was my Dad, but because he wasn't around much, he also seemed to be a friend.
I think seeing him again was when my Mom began to reminisce about their time together.
"I think your Dad took Jennie back to the hotel with him," she announced the following morning. "He always did have a hard-on for younger girls." I knew for a fact he didn't.
Mom was younger than him, but certainly not the age gap my girlfriend and my Dad would be.
"Well, I guess since he's not in a relationship, he can do that. You could too Mom."
"Everyone around here is attached. I'm sure there are more singles in California."
I shrugged. "Could be." I was still imagining my Dad fucking my girlfriend and wishing it was me he was fucking instead.
A few weeks later Mom and I were talking, and she brought up how he liked dangerous sex. Public sex. Where at any moment he could get caught.
"I loved it too, I admit," Mom said.
I was now used to her telling me the intimacies of their relationship.
"So where did you fuck?"
"Oh baby, where didn't we fuck would be more accurate. Your Dad was always hot and ready to fuck, and it didn't take much from me to get him hard."
"Back in those days, they had adult theaters where you could go to watch X-rated movies. Everyone was there to either fuck if they were couples or jack off if they were guys. Some of the voyeurs would sit near couples to watch. Sometimes they'd chase them off, but most often the couples wanted to be watched."
"What about the people that worked there, didn't they stop you?"
She laughed. "No one that worked there came in. The only person was the one selling tickets. They didn't even have snacks! It was purely a sexual outlet." She thought for a moment. "I guess no different than having x rated videos or DVDs now. But I think it was more exciting when there were others around."
"Anyhow we went to this adult theater that was in our neighborhood pretty often. The seats, in rows, had armrests you could flip down or leave up out of the way. We sat in the middle in the center of the screen. I remember the twats and tits were wall to wall," she laughed.
"To begin everyone watched the movie. Back then they did have a plot and were rather interesting sometimes. Once the onscreen sex got hot and heavy, everyone was aroused as well and began doing their thing."
"The men were happy to show off their dicks standing up in their laps and they jacked off. Your Dad liked me on my knees on the seats, my bare ass in the air, while I sucked his cock. He loved to watch the guys looking at my cunt."
"Not as often he'd take my bra off and make me sit on his cock and fuck him, while my tits bounced in front of me. He got off on the guys watching my tits."
"Wow, you two were hot," I said, in awe.
"We could get pretty wild, yeah," she said.
I remember going to sleep that night rubbing my pussy and thinking about sucking my Dad's cock.
I was a freshman in college the first time he flew me to California for a school break. I was brave and ready to seduce him on sight. That is until I got there and lost my bravery.
He was my Dad, and although as time went on, I saw him as more of a sexy man, I still didn't have the guts to make a move.
This happened each time, and each time I would go home more depressed because I let another opportunity to seduce my Dad slip away.
Mom was still full of stories. Her favorite was the threesome my Dad, her, and her sister had.
"Did Dad fuck Aunt Kay?"
She laughed. "Oh yeah, they fucked like rabbits. We didn't care because we were together. I trusted your father implicitly and knew he'd never do anything behind my back."
I believed that. That was why he was so hurt when she left him for another man. He had been true to my Mom all those years.
"I remember him fucking me, while she was over my face, and I was eating her. That used to drive him wild. Seeing us girls together."
"I bet. That had to be hot for him."
"Yeah, she played with us a lot until she moved away. We missed her and never did have another one for a threesome," she said sadly. "Of course, I missed my sister being around."
The last time my Dad flew me out to visit him was in my senior year of college. This time I intended to fuck him. I imagined how many ways we could fuck, what he would taste like when he came in my mouth, and how his hot body would feel against mine.
I packed sheer and lacy lingerie. Thigh-high hose. Everything I could think of for a sexy seduction.
When I arrived at the airport, he was waiting with a woman. My heart dropped because I knew it was a woman he was fucking. I never unpacked the lingerie. She was there with us most of the time.
On the way back to the airport, the only time we had alone, I asked him, "Are you serious about her, Dad?"
He thought for a moment. "Not as serious as she is about me."
I left with hope in my heart and waited until he flew back for my college graduation. I planned and set a goal.
"Baby are you excited that you're finally done with all those classes," Mom asked one evening.
"I am in one way, but in another way, I'm already missing it."
"What do you think about asking your Dad to stay here instead of a hotel? I'm not sure if he'll be agreeable, but I'll extend the invitation."
Hellyeah!
"Sure, why not. I think he might want to stay," I said, noncommittally.
I'll make sure he stays here even if I have to buy up all the local hotel rooms myself.
.

.***.***.***.

.
Although it was hell to wait, I felt Mom and Dad had some unfinished business and I didn't want him distracted with me. Because once I seduced him, I wanted to be the only one he wanted. He had to close the door before walking through another one with me.
Once that was done, the seduction was easy. I still remember the sexy movie that came on just at the opportune time, giving it even more of a sexual atmosphere. But I'd have had his cock in me even if it had been a war movie. I was determined.
I wanted to make him mine and I knew I'd have to go to California to do it.
He is the love of my life in so many ways.
.

.***.***.***.

.
After moving in with Dad, I arranged for a post office box so Mom could keep in touch. She still liked to send me birthday presents and cards. We mostly talked on the phone and we often texted.
I of course hadn't told her I was living with him, and never planned to. We each had separate and distinct lives, and although I lived not far from Dad, I didn't see him often because we were both busy with our jobs.
I talked to her about coming back for a visit in the middle of the summer and she told me that she might not be there. She'd met a man and he talked about a road trip, so she might not be there. Knowing she was moving on with her life, I was thrilled to put my visit off.
After months of living together and mixing with his friends, we announced that we were getting married and that we would have a small quiet ceremony, but a huge bash for a reception.
And that we did. We held it at the country club where we played tennis and golf. Many of our friends we met right there.
Of course, other than our age difference, we were no different than any other couple.
No one was the wiser that we were father and daughter.

~~who knows~~
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.***.***.***.

This is one of my two entries for the National Nude Day Nude Day Story Contest 2023 . I hope you love them and will VOTE FOR ME!
xo DG

.***.***.***.


.


BIKERS RIDE FREE - LOVE YOUR BODY

.
.
"Keep at it."
Three simple words that would turn my life upside down.
.
Typically, I wouldn't pay any attention to others while at the gym. I was there to work out. I'm not unfriendly, I just like to focus on my workouts because I tend to be willy-nilly.
I searched for the owner of the voice and found him four feet away and chugging along on the stationary bike. He smiled and I immediately became self-conscious about my faded red Cleveland Indians t-shirt and snagged knit yoga pants. What the hell, Tannah!
"Ugh, I try. I just need to get organized when I'm here. I wander from machine to machine otherwise."
Where did all that come from? I'm usually a woman of few words. Not chatty. It had to be the friendly smiling face amidst the full grey streaked beard and long curly hair.
He kept pumping and said, "As long as we're here and doing something, we're ahead of everyone else that isn't here."
I thought for a moment. "True." It did somehow make me feel superior.
He smiled. "That made you feel better didn't it."
I laughed. "Right again." I'd run out of small talk, but my legs weren't moving me away. "I guess I better get back at it."
He nodded and smiled.
Get your ass moving, Tannah.
Walking away, I noted the time on my Apple.
.

.***.***.***.


.***.***.***.


.

The man with the flowing silver locks and silver beard kept violating my thoughts while I tried to write. I earn a living through the art of composing mundane copy, but like Superman's transformative change in a phone booth, I ascend to the throne as the queen of all things risqué in my alternate persona.
My salacious thoughts about him invaded my work, and that was a bad thing because it was the job that paid the bills. I needed to move him out of there and into my raunchy story-writing time.
I flopped on the sofa with my snacks. I was always more curvaceous and had to be mindful of not wavering into the fat lane, so my snacks were doubtful to most.
I dunked the baby carrot into the fat-free blah dip and licked it off the tip while wondering what it was about this guy. He is older than me. But then I tended to be attracted to older men. But a bearded long haired older man would be a first.
"Ooof." A big ball of orange fluff jumped and landed directly on my stomach, nearly knocking the wind out of me. "Willow, you always manage to land in the worst places." She could have cared less and was busy sniffing out my snack. "You don't eat carrots." As much as to say, you're right, yech, without even a purr she jumped down and pranced away.
I nibbled on the carrot while contemplating my immediate attraction to him at the gym. I considered the negatives. He did have a belly, like a too-much-beer kind of belly. On the other hand, he was there working on that. Along with better health. So that con just turned into a pro.
He was soft-spoken and friendly. Not exactly a turn off. He seemed to be a big man, although it was hard to tell since he was sitting on the bike.
Get with it Tannah! I tossed the dip and carrots back in the fridge and sat at my computer. A glaring white screen met my gaze and challenged my creative powers.
An hour later I powered through distractions and got my paid work done so I could now concentrate on my fun-- writing dirty stories.
I had two follow-up chapters in the works, yet I started a new story about a complete stranger I met at the gym. Kill me now.
One thing about my style of writing is I can let the whims of my imagination spirit me to another realm. What-if fantasies become reality on the page. You can shape and mold a person into the perfect character for the context. There is no compromise - it may get ugly getting there, but happy endings are a requirement. Even in erotica.
Just to banish him from my thoughts, the next four hours revolved around the bearded stranger. He now had a name, a job, friends, and lovers. It was the twilight hours when I closed my laptop and went to bed, satisfied that I had him pigeonholed and stashed him away. For good.
,
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.
The next day he was there on the same bike as before at the same time. I didn't know if he was warming up for the weight machines, or if that was his exercise. He again wore an oversized stretched-out t-shirt, but today it was olive green.
While I checked in, I had a chance to look him over. He was a big guy. Taller than I thought. His hair was longer. Well pirals went halfway down his back and a blue Van Zandt bandanna was on his head. It was difficult to pinpoint his age other than he was definitely older than me.
He pumped slowly but was sweating, meaning he had the resistance up. He meant business at the gym. I liked that. He wasn't just another hopeful face at the gym scoping the girls out. I hated that.
I rebelled against totally dressing up to work out and decided on nicer gym clothes. Just so as not to be ridiculous about the whole thing. Dark violet knit tank and black shorts. I was too old and too curvy to be wearing sports bras and midriff exposing anything.
"Still at it," I said, smiling and hopping on the bike next to him.
"We are!" He seemed pleased to see me, which gave me a little thrill.
We pedaled in silence, while we watched the television screen mounted on the ceiling. Daytime shows and all-day news. Neither held my interest.
"Time to hit the showers," he said, swiping a towel over his face.
Do you need help?
He swung his leg over the bike and stood up. He was much taller than I'd first thought, and he did have a belly. Not to the point of ridiculous, but I was glad he was working on it for his health's sake.
I smiled. "Have a good one." I tried to hide my disappointment.
He nodded. "It really was nice seeing you again," he winked, tapped the seat of the bike with his knuckles, and walked away.
Why did I feel so bereft at that moment?
An absolute unknown says hello, then goes about his day. Nothing unusual or unfair in that. Tannah, get over it.
I finished my workout. In some form of weird self-punishment, even knowing I'd pay for it later, I doubled up on all the weights and routines.
Fortunate to work remotely, I got my copy work done and had the rest of the day to create some indecent fiction. I loved to write and was thrilled when people were entertained by them. It's a good feeling for a writer to know they are connected with their readers. That their common interest, x-rated as it is, brought them together if only for a brief time.
I had those that waited for a story to be published and read it immediately, some that read each story chapter religiously, and I had some that popped in and out, reading whatever titillated them. I received praise, but criticism more than balanced it out. I used what I could to better my writing, the rest I ignored.
I just finished the first edit and decided to text my bestie.
.
.
Me: hey what r u doing
Jo: working what else do i ever do
Me: i met someone
Jo: really?????
I wasn't known for dating around in my group of friends, so this was cause for shock or celebration to them.
Me: not really. we just talked. at the gym.
Jo: u don't sound enthused?
Me: oh i am. just hes older and different
Jo: different???
Jo: wait lets talk about this tonight???
Me: k
.
.
Jo was the family I didn't have. I'm an only and my parents both died in a car accident. I met her when I was an in-house copy editor. I left to freelance, and she stayed.
I knew she'd want to talk about it, but I didn't think I was ready to verbalize it. Being in my mind and on the screen might be enough for now.
I started a new smut story about a young couple newly in love and both virgins. As far from my current story as possible.
That night Jo called, and although I was ashamed of myself, I let it ring through to voicemail.
.
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.
The next day I wrote and looked forward to the gym. As I checked in, I scanned the gym, but he wasn't there. Bummed, I went to store my bag in the lockers. Just as I passed the men's locker, he came around the corner and we collided with a thud.
He immediately reached out to steady me. "Sorry, I need to look first," he apologized. Then when he saw who it was, he smiled broadly.
"You're leaving," I said inanely, and I was sure that, although I tried, I couldn't hide my disappointment. I breathed in his spicy just showered scent.
"I am. I have to go pick something up before the store closes." I nodded. "Hey, you wouldn't want to go along. Keep me company maybe."
So here I am thinking about going somewhere with a stranger. Didn't even know his name. He could be a serial killer for all I knew. But would a serial killer work out in a gym?
"Sure," I smiled. I'm sure they wouldn't. They'd be busy planning their next victim, not worried about their health.
"Great! I'll lock your gym bag in my locker since we'll have to come back to pick up your car."
"Okay!" I replied agreeably to a possible serial killer. Stop it, Tannah!
As we walked out the door he said, "We don't even know each other's names." He laughed. "I'm Greg."
"Might be nice yeah," I laughed. "I'm Tannah."
He led me to a big shiny black and chrome motorcycle. Oh shit. I've never ridden on a motorcycle. I don't know how to do it. I'm twenty-eight years old and I've never ridden a fucking motorcycle. Ohmygod ohmygod. What a loser.
Don't panic, Tannah.
"You've never been on a bike," he said, reading my mind. I shook my head. "You'll do great. I have a helmet for you. I'll get on first, you get on behind me and just lean with me and hang on!"
I inwardly cringed but did as he told me. He fired it up and the engine went into a low deep loud growl that chattered my teeth. I had my hands on each side of his waist and he pulled them all the way around him.
Which plastered my front to his back and leaned me more forward on the seat. Which, as we roared away, had a lot of vibration.
We pulled up to the first stoplight and he turned his head and said, "You okay, Tannah?"
I nodded; the helmet felt heavy on my neck and my head wobbled. Okay, I'm doing more than okay, I thought. I got a vibrating seat between my legs, and I'm glued to a hunk's back with my arms around him.
Intimacy extraordinaire with all our clothes on. Holy freakin' crap.
The air streaming by, the sun directly on my skin, the deep resonance of the motor, the warm body I was clutching, his hair flying in the wind with the spicy scent of his shampoo, had all my senses on high alert. I wanted to ride forever, but to my frustration, he slowed to turn into an auto parts store.
We stopped and I dropped my arms, not knowing what I should do. Then I remembered I had to get on last, so I knew I had to be first off. Like a pro, I swung my leg over and stood next to the bike.
He smiled and asked, "So how was your first motorcycle ride?"
I grinned, and nearly bounced. "I loved it!" Coy was never in my DNA.
He laughed. "I'm glad. I'll run in. Won't be long and we'll get back on the road."
True to his word it was only minutes he was back out with a small box that he stashed in one of the small black leather saddle bags.
"Would you be interested in stopping for a sandwich?" he asked, and I nodded.
I felt better when I saw the same relief on his face that I'd been feeling. He was as unsure as me. New relationships could have potholes that we don't expect but had to try to navigate around at the last second.
I didn't notice until now that he wore a form-fitting t-shirt that showed off his physique. He was broad-shouldered, narrow-hipped with thick thighs. His belly wasn't as prominent as when he wore that oversized t-shirt. He was more like me in that we had to watch those few pounds that could trip us up.
I never had the body to be petite and svelte. I had thirty-eight D breasts and curvy hips to match. He was big and was never going to be lean. Perfect, I thought.
We rode further out into the country until we came across a small, battered building. The orange-painted wood siding was chipped and weathered. Spots were blotchy and faded from the sun. There were a few picnic tables with thick layers of chipped dark green paint. The rusted sign over the door said BURGERS and the metal-shaded light above it was rusted and missing the bulb.
I got off the bike and he unlatched the helmet, carefully pulling it off my head. I fluffed up my short curls and stopped myself from looking in the bike mirror to see how bad I looked.
He opened the door and I walked into an atmosphere that was surprisingly bright, scrupulously clean, and friendly.
The silver-haired cook called out from the back. "Greg! Great to see you again my friend."
Greg saluted him and grinned. I looked at the menu board above the window to the kitchen. I gave Greg my order and turned to find our seats.
Most tables were large and were for a small crowd of people. I didn't want to take one of them for just us two. A long blue vinyl banquette lined two short walls and I slid in behind a table for two. Greg could pull up a chair across from me or sit on the booth seat next to me.
He slid in next to me with two longnecks. I felt the heat of his body and shivered.
"You cold?" he asked, putting his arm across my shoulders.
I could be a player when necessary. I nodded and leaned a little more toward his body. He rubbed his hand on my upper arm and held me close.
"They know you."
He nodded. "I've been coming here a long time. That's Bert back there. The BERT part of the burger sign out front fell off long ago." He took a long draw of his beer. "So, tell me, what does Tannah do?"
Oh boy, here we go.
"I'm a copywriter and I write too," I replied in one breath.
"Oh? Anything I'd know?"
I fucking doubt it unless you read nearly porn.
"It's unlikely. Pretty dry stuff." A little private pun, I thought, laughing to myself.
"Ever been married?" He hesitated. "Assuming you're not currently married," he laughed.
"Nope, not now and never have been. Just a few dead-end relationships along the way."
"I hear that," he nodded. "I thought I'd found the love of my life, married her, and she died within a year."
"Oh my god, that's terrible. I'm so sorry."
He nodded. "She was divorced and had three daughters, so I have three step girls. They're young adults and live on their own. But we're close."
"That makes it nice. Keeps you all more connected. A lot of stepchildren get forgotten."
"They're great girls. Always worrying about me," he laughed. "But I appreciate it. Brianna, or Bri, the youngest, gets carried away sometimes. She's overly protective." I laughed.
"They love you."
He nodded, "They do."
Bert brought our hamburgers and French fries and exchanged a few words with Greg. I chilled when he moved his arm to eat.
Bert and Greg exchanged a few words before we walked back out into the brilliant sun.
"It's hot for June," I commented.
"Yes. And early in the month to boot."
Greg strapped on my helmet, got on the bike and I climbed on behind him. The bike roared to life, and I wrapped my arms around him. He patted my hands on his stomach affirmatively.
The ride back was just as thrilling, maybe even more so because I wasn't nervous. We got back to the gym too quickly and went to retrieve our bags. He walked me to my car.
"It was a nice day, Tannah. I really enjoyed your company."
"I had a great time."
I squinted, looking up at him and into the sun. He softly ran his knuckles over my cheek and left.
On the way home I lamented that he hadn't even mentioned it a second time. A date. Nothing. I guess that was it.
I still didn't know how old he was, but if he had adult stepdaughters, he would be older. It didn't make any difference in our day. An age gap wasn't apparent in our conversation today. I can't imagine it ever would. To me. But maybe to him, it would be an issue.
Stop it! Don't overthink, Tannah!
.
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A new client gave me a load of work under a deadline, and I worked twelve hours a day for two days to get it done. No fun smut. No workouts. Nothing but work.
With relief, I turned it in with time to spare, and accolades from the client. Which made my boss very happy, which made me very happy.
Not much time to think about Greg, and when I did, I put him right back out of my mind. Also, I didn't harbor any grandiose fantasies of what our future would look like.
I was an hour later than my normal time at the gym and I noticed that he wasn't there. I figured he altered his time to avoid me as well, so it all worked out. I stashed my gym bag in the locker and went to the back of the gym to the leg machines.
"Finally!" I looked up to see Greg, hands on hips glaring at me. "I've been worried sick. You're here like clockwork. We have one date or whatever and you disappear out of my life."
I slowly let my leg pull back on the machine and looked at him. "I had worked with a tight deadline and was busy."
I saw the shadow cross his face. "Oh, okay. My mistake in thinking we might have something going." He stepped closer and lowered his voice. "I know I'm older than you, and wondered if it would be an issue. Not with me, but possibly you."
"You never said anything about seeing me again when we left here last time. I figured you were bothered about something, so I didn't want to push it. The age thing is nothing to me."
He put his elbow on top of the machine and stroked his beard.
"I don't want us ever to have a communication problem like this again. It leads to nothing but problems and hurt feelings."
I nodded. "I agree. We need to be forthright."
"I'll see you here tomorrow, same time as usual?"
"Yes, same time. Here."
He handed me a business card and left. I shoved it down inside my bra and continued working out in a much better mood.
.
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Later that evening I got the card out of my gym bag.
Greg Johnston
Motorcycle Mechanic
And it included his phone number.
Feeling like that took us to a whole new level. Having his number meant I could reach him at any time. He entrusted me with the number on the chance I could be a serial phone harasser. That is a thing too.



I climbed into bed that night and snuggled under the covers remembering how warm and comforting his arm was around me today. I'm as independent as the next woman, but any woman that tells you that she doesn't like to feel protected at times is a liar.
.
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I didn't have a business card that said, Tannah Temple- Smutwriter, so I just jotted my phone and email on a scrap of paper.
I have to admit no one knows what I do other than a copywriter. No one. It's my secret and I like it that way. I have no desire to share it with anyone. It's what I do and none of anyone's business.
Besides, no one would ever believe all that filth was stored in such a nice girl's head.
The next day we saw each other in the parking lot and walked in together. He put his arm around my shoulder, and I put mine around his waist and we walked to the locker rooms that way.
"Bikes?" I nodded.
We chatted a bit while we rode the stationary bikes to warm up, then I moved to the weight machines and he went to the free weights, directly across from me. He slipped his shirt over his head to reveal a tank.
He tossed it on the bench and added round weights to the bars already there. I stared while he went through his reps. Muscles bulged, veins in his neck popped, and his breathing was labored. He went on to do squats, more bench work, shoulder weights, and other stuff I didn't even know.
And you thought he was really killin' it on the bike, I laughed to myself.
I worked through my weight machines keeping an eye on him all the time. As did a few other women I noticed. A few times between sets he turned to look for me. We smiled at each other. He looked at me and not at them.
We finished "Hey do you want to go riding after we've showered?"
"Of course," I grinned, and he laughed.
"I have to admit, I love that you love riding."
After we finished, we decided to take my car to park at his condo because it was closer than my apartment.
Another afternoon of the wind whipping by, feeling free. While we rode, it almost seemed as though we picked up the energy of the cars around us because of their proximity. He found some country roads and slowed down so we could enjoy the scenery. Every once in a while, he would take his hand off the handlebars and rub my hand and forearms.
The electricity shot through me, and my pussy tingled. Because of the vibration of the bike, I felt as though I was always on the edge anyhow. It wouldn't take much for me to orgasm right there.
He stopped and unstrapped his helmet and hooked it on the side.
"We're on back roads and going slower if you'd like to take yours off too," he said over his shoulder.
He watched me in the mirror as I deftly unstrapped it, shook my head to ruffle my curls, and handed him the helmet. He hooked it on and looked at me in the mirror again, grinning. I hugged him and laid my cheek on his shoulder. He rubbed my arms that were wrapped around him. It was so sensual I felt my nipples harden.
I was sure he couldn't miss them poking in his back and he didn't, before we got on the road, he looked at me in the mirror and winked.
We rode until we came across another one of his hangouts. A biker bar where he seemed to know everyone, and they all looked at me curiously. I expected that when any of his friends saw me.
I wore jeans like the rest, but instead of a billboard t-shirt, I wore a pink floral blouse. Instead of boots, I had mint-colored gym shoes. And after my shower at the gym, I dusted on a light coat of mascara and blush. I only had deep rosy pink lipstick, but it was my favorite, so I carefully smoothed it on my lips.
I wasn't opposed to boots, jeans, and a billboard t-shirt, they just weren't my current wear.
We found a table in the shadowy corner and ordered a couple of beers.
My phone dinged a text.
.
Jo: don't forget nude day is cumming up
Me: u wont let me forget
Jo: what are we going to do?
Me: hide
Jo: o cum on!
Me: i'll think about it xo
.
Greg was slouched back in the chair beside me.
"You're laughing. Must be good news."
"My bestie reminding me it's almost National Nude Day." As soon as it came out of my mouth the alarm bells started to go off. What the hell was I thinking? "So, are we going to go for a burger here or something else? You know the menu. What's good? Hamburgers? Ooo, chili!"
"No changing the subject. Toooo late," he laughed. "Fill me in on this nude day."
In an attempt to make him forget, or at least change the subject, I perused the menu with my usual mantra. Eat for your health and not for your weight.
I sighed. "It's every July fourteenth and it's a day to celebrate the human body." Boom. Done.
"And you celebrate it?"
"Umm, not really. Jo wants to do something this year for it." I looked at the date on my watch. "But it's over a month away, plenty of time yet."
"Sounds intriguing. I like the idea of celebrating our bodies. I mean I'm not perfect but I'm still pretty damn happy with myself."
"Yes, we all should be really."
"You're not?"
I shrugged. "I just would like to get these last few pounds off and be in better shape."
"But you know, in a crowd, there will always be someone in better shape than you, and by the same token, someone will be much worse than you." He thought for a moment. "How else would you celebrate it?"
By writing a raunchy story about nude day. The end.
"No clue really. Jo wants to do something, but I can't think of what."
"A party?" he asked, enthused.
I looked at him. "You're brave. I'm a lot shyer than you are."
He put his arm around my shoulders and hugged me.
"It's not a matter of bravery. I think it's more about pushing our boundaries. I know some naturists and what they say about it is enticing."
"You've gone to a nudist resort?"
I was shocked that Greg would be interested in it. Although I can't say what type of people I think would be. Jo yes, because she has always been a wild child and still, even though she now has a husband to tame her, is still a bit wild.
"No, but I'm tempted. My friends invite me often," he said, looking at me.
I picked up my longneck and took a long drink because my mouth got dry from anxiety from even talking about this.
A leather-clad building of a man ambled up to our table. The amount of silver and gold chains on him must have weighed as much as me. He knocked his knuckles on the table and Greg looked up.
"Hey, Den."
The building nodded. "Who's the chick? Your daughter?" He bellowed and you could hear the laughter ring through the bar.
"Go fuck yourself, Den," Greg said rather amiably.
He gave him a thumbs up, and with a smirk, sauntered away.
Greg laughed. "I knew that was coming. Those delicious curls and dimples do it." He leaned over and gave me a lingering kiss.
I looked around when I heard the music. "Is that Patience? Here?" I watched leather, chains, and jeans-clad couples moving to the dance floor.
"Yes, do you want to dance?"
He asked but was already standing up with his hand out. He's tall but I am too, so we fit together perfectly. Most guys come up a little short with me.
I wrapped my arms around his neck, and he held my waist. It was a small dance floor, so there was no more than swaying, but that was perfect.
"Girl, I think about you every day now," Greg sang softly in a beautiful baritone voice.
"You sing."
My head was on his shoulder, my lips near his neck. I smelled his maleness and the light spice I noticed the other day.
We swayed and he pulled me closer, and I snuggled in. My breasts were squashed against his chest. His hardening cock was pressing into my stomach.
He continued to sing near my ear. "There is no doubt you're in my heart now."
Greg had such a beautiful voice; I couldn't believe it. This is the best part of a new relationship, learning the other and being surprised.
The song ended and they went back to hard-crashing tunes. We held hands going back to the table. He pulled our chairs against each other and wrapped his arm around me when we sat down. I leaned into him.
"You have a wonderful voice," I said, my face only inches from his.
I felt comfortable enough to finally do what I'd been wanting to do since the first time I saw him. I stroked his long beard.
"Thank you," he said smiling. "Do you like it?"
"I do, yes."
I trailed my fingers through the thick strands that reflected satin in the light. ​His beard was a mix of white, grey, and black strands, and the rippled curls added subtle variations, creating an interesting play of shades. It was full and reached his upper chest. It looked rough because it was coarse, but was conditioned, like his hair. Some men that have long hair and beards don't care for them and they look yellow, dry, and unkempt.
"Feels good," he murmured.
I looked into his inky black eyes and ran my thumb over his lower lip. He caught it with his teeth and sucked on it. My cunt gushed and his hand moved up my side to cup my breast.
He tipped his head and pressed his lips against mine. So gently I almost didn't feel it. Then he brushed my lips with his applying more pressure. He caught my lower lip between his teeth and tugged and ran his tongue across my lips before releasing it.
My breasts started to ache, and I turned my body and arched my back to press into his chest for relief. His moan only served to incite me more.
He moved me to his lap in one move. I circled my arms around his neck and planted little butterfly kisses on each corner of his mouth. His cock throbbed against my hip.
His fingers wove through my curls, and he tipped his head, teasing me with fleeting kisses. I whimpered and he moaned.
We kissed and it almost immediately turned passionate. We ate at each other's mouths. My tongue stroked in and out of his mouth and started his growl. I gripped his hair with my fists and took over the kiss. I sucked his tongue into my mouth and began a rhythm to fuck too.
My nipples ached badly, and I rubbed my tits on his chest, whimpering in his mouth.
He took one in his big hand and began kneading and squeezing it. He plucked the bullet hardness through my t-shirt.
He pulled back, gasping. "I'm about to lose control sweetheart, and it wouldn't do to have that happen here."
I nodded, trying to catch my breath as well. "I forgot where we were."
He groaned. "God, you're so sexy. Those dimples drive me wild. And your curls. You look as innocent as I look fierce."
Still, in a sexual haze, I blinked, trying to get what he was saying. "What?" His words seemed disjointed, and I didn't know what he was talking about.
"You don't belong in a place like this," he waved his hand. "This is me. Not you. It's all I know. I don't know what I was thinking."
He slid me off his lap, stood up, and threw a few bills on the table. I followed him out to the bike. He handed me the helmet and I strapped it on.
When we got back, he pulled in next to my car. I got off and handed him the helmet. He hooked it to the side and waited for me to get in the car. He followed me out the drive and went the opposite way down the street.
I don't remember driving home because the reel of our evening played over and over in my head while I tried to decide where I went wrong.
I cried myself to sleep on the night of one of the best days of my life.
.
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I didn't want to see him only to get rejected again, so I altered my gym days and times. I threw myself into my writing. Every time he popped into my mind, I admonished myself and blocked him out.
"Hey, what're you doing?" I said when she answered.
"Tannah! You either have been busy with your new man or by the sound of your voice you're not busy because he's not around."
Leave it to Jo to get straight to the point.
"You're right, he's no longer around. In fact, our relationship, as it were, was so brief he never even got to my place." I went on to explain the whole sordid story.
"So, you haven't seen him since? Didn't you see him at the gym?"
"I don't go at the same time anymore. It would just be too heartbreaking to see him and be ignored. I just need to put it behind me and move on."
I heard the tinkle of ice in her glass. "I think, from what you just told me, he's worried about the age gap as well as your differences. He sees himself as the bad boy and sees you as an innocent. Guffaw," she said, laughing.
I had let her read some of my less obscene stories, so she had an idea of my questionable innocence.
"You may be right, but that he wouldn't discuss it and he decided about our relationship on his own, isn't good for communication. And we know lack of communication kills a relationship,"
"Don't I know that," she lamented. Jo divorced her first husband because he kept everything bottled up inside him. Wouldn't talk or share. She said her whole marriage was nothing but a guessing game on her part.
"We hadn't even gotten started in a relationship and already we can't talk honestly. Not good."
"No, you're right, hon. Did you like him?" When I didn't answer, she said, "Do you love him?"
"I think so."
"Oh well, that puts an entirely different perspective on this whole thing. If you love him, you owe it to yourself to give it another try."
"I don't know, Jo. It was so hurtful when he did that."
"Call him and talk. You don't have to see him. Explain your feelings and ask why he did that. If he won't talk or evades, then chalk it up to an experience and move on."
"I guess you're right. I don't want to give him up, but if he wants to be done with me, then he can say."
"Exactly," Jo said.
Oddly I did feel better after talking to her. She gave me some clarity where I couldn't see. I planned to call him tomorrow afternoon.
.
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I finished my pay-the-bills work and could get into writing naughty escapades around noon.
I was right in the middle of a blazing hot sex scene when the doorbell rang. I was expecting an Amazon package so I jumped up and ran to the door so I could get back at it.
I opened the door and Greg whooshed right past me.
"I fucked up," he said, looking around. "Nice place." He turned to me. "I'm sorry. We should have discussed it."
"It?"
"My feelings. Thoughts. Whatever. I'm not good at sharing." He sighed. "My parents were alcoholics so the only thing I learned from them was to not drink. Excessively at least."
I quickly remembered that he only had one beer each time we were out. Nothing excessive for sure.
"What are you thinking? Wait," I said remembering my manners. "Do you want something to drink? I have iced tea, no beer."
"Iced tea is good, thanks."
I went into the kitchen and added ice and sweet tea to the glasses. When I came back, he was leaning over my computer reading the page and scene I'd been working on. Too late to stop him I placed the glasses on the table.
He stood up and turned to me, and I waited. After a moment he picked up the glass and drained half of it before setting it back down.
"You wrote that I assume?" I nodded. "All I can say is phew." Emphasis.
Not sure what to say, I didn't, but took my glass and sat down in my favorite television chair. He sat on the sofa, legs sprawled wide in masculine style. He scrubbed his face with his hand.
"There are two things that scare me about you. One is your lifestyle is so completely different than mine. I'm a biker. It's all I know. You're not a biker babe. You deserve more than hanging on the back of a bike all the time."
I crossed my arms in front of me, listening and giving him time to talk, but biting my tongue.
"The other thing that scares me is how much older I am than you. You don't want to be married to an old man while you're still young. I don't want to love, and it starts not working for you and you're gone."
I couldn't stop the frown. "You think I'd dump you when you get old? That I'm that shallow. What if I have issues and you have to care for me? Should I be afraid you'd get tired of that and leave me?"
"I don't---"
"And who are you to tell me who I am? We haven't been together enough for you to know anything about me. Are there some criteria for being a biker babe that I'm not aware of? I mean I can rock leather and jeans as much as the next girl. Fuck it. I might even get a tattoo!"
He bit back a smile and held out his hand. "Get over here."
I was still frowning but when I got close enough, he pulled me down on top of him.
"Ooof," I grunted.
"First of all, no you won't get a tattoo. I don't even have one. Second-- shut up and kiss me."
We came up for air fifteen minutes later.
"I want to wrap you up and hide you from the world," he said, his breath rasping.
"Mmm, what do you think about practicing for Nude Day right now?"
"I like the way you think. Especially after reading that," he nodded towards my computer.
I smiled, slid off him, and held out my hand.
Because I wasn't expecting company, I was braless today, so no surprise to Greg when I pulled my t-shirt over my head.
He mirrored me and tossed his t-shirt aside.
I hooked my thumbs into the waist of my shorts and wiggled them down, so I was down to my white bikini panties.
He unzipped his jeans and shoved them down and kicked them off. His black knit boxers were snug and barely held his hard cock.
Slipping my hand inside I gripped the hot shaft and shoved them to the floor.
"Mmm, all for me," I whispered, pushing him back on my bed.
Wiggling my panties down, I kicked them away and moved between his legs. He propped his head on a pillow and watched me suck each ball into my hot steamy mouth, then lick from his balls, up the underside of his cock to the head.
I heard him moan when I licked the precum onto my tongue and toyed with the hole. I watched him from under my lashes as I swirled my tongue around the ridge while I tightly held the shaft at the base.
His eyes closed on a moan when I wrapped my lips around the head and scrubbed the satiny skin with my tongue, before slowly sliding down the shaft until the head was in the back of my throat. I groaned deeply, vibrating his cock in my steamy mouth.
His fingers wove through my curls as I fucked him with my mouth, but just stopped short of him cumming.
"Oh god babe, you're killing me," he groaned, his voice hoarse with need.
"Good," I smiled, moving astride him. "Now I'm going to fuck you."
My cunt was just as needy, and I relished slowly sliding down and feeling my walls stretching to fit him.
He planted his feet on the bed and pushed up, driving deep. He bounced me on his cock and I rode him like a bucking bronco. We were both in a race to the end. I leaned on my arms allowing him more room to drive in and hit my clit with each thrust.
My tits dangled below me, bouncing and swaying. He palmed my nipples before taking them into his fingers and pinching and twisting. That drove me over the edge, and I whimpered out a long orgasm while my cunt rhythmically squeezed his hardness.
"I'm cumming, babe," he shouted, pulling me down onto him and locking us together. His seed flowed its heat deep inside me, and mingling with my juices ran out and down over his balls.
I took a moment to catch my breath and collapsed on him. He pulled me close, and I threw a leg over him. It was so erotic to be skin-to-skin with him finally.
"So, I know you probably don't want me to, but I'm going to ask anyhow. How did you get into writing that sexy stuff?"



I sighed, knowing we were going to get into it, so I may as well tell all.
"Someone knew I was a copywriter and asked if I'd edit their story, they were writing for an adult story site online. I said sure, why not. They had explained it was pretty raunchy so If I didn't want to do it, that'd be fine."
"Mmm hmm," he said, listening intently.
"Sooooo, I read the story and was surprised I found it pretty arousing—"
"You masturbated to the story? That's hot."
"I did yeah. So, I went to the story site and looked through the categories and read at least one story from each one."
"You masturbated your way through all the stories? Dayum, babe."
I laughed. "Actually no. I only masturbated to the one I edited. By the time I got to the category stories, it was research by then, and most just didn't do it for me. But most of the stories are written by men from a male point of view of course. So, I thought, what the hell I'll give it a shot. I think the first story I wrote was for Romance, a pretty easy one. Women picked up on it right away and began to follow me. Some men appreciated a story from a female point of view and began to follow as well. Since it was so well received, I moved to the next category and wrote a story for that. It too was favorably received."
"So, what's your favorite category to write for?"
Uh oh, here it comes. I could lie and he wouldn't be the wiser. But that's not me. I'm incredibly honest.
"The naughty nature of an age gap inspires my imagination. My characters are all eighteen plus, so it's consensual."
I waited for his reaction, but he didn't even blink.
"Ah, so that's why you are so unconcerned," he said, laughing.
"Yeah, there's a lot of immoral filth when older and younger get together let me tell you."
He laughed heartily. "I can see we will never be bored."
"I got a million of 'em," I said, twisting an imaginary mustache.
He laughed again and flipped me on my back and loomed over me.
"To think I almost lost you because I was an ass."
"But you wouldn't have. I was going to call you today because my bestie told me not to let you get away. You just beat me to it."
"I owe that girl," he said, kissing me. "Hey, you have to finish that story that I was reading. Do I get to read some of your stories while you write?"
I gave him my tablet with my list of stories to read and he sat on the sofa and began to read. I got back to my story. I was a little shocked at how easy it was to write with him there. Arousal was still in the air. Our recent hot sex was like a thick fog surrounding and insulating us so that it was just us in the whole wide world.
He chuckled a couple of times, making me smile. I was running the editor on the story and glanced up. He was stretched out on the sofa, and his cock was standing up full staff. Sensing my eyes on him, he looked at me.
"Dayum, girl. These stories are fucking hot."
I smiled. "I can see that. That's always my intent, but of course, I never really know. It's great to see proof."
He was so wrapped up in the story that he didn't hear me or even look up. I had to laugh.
I continued to edit and a few minutes later he reached for his cock and began to lazily stroke it. Watching a man play with himself is at the top of my list. I love watching it, but it has always been online or in movies.
Watching him toying with his cock and balls while he read, made my pussy immediately react and get ready for action. I closed the lid on the laptop and walked over to him.
He stopped reading and looked me up and down. "Mmm, I'm getting to like this Nude Day everyday idea."
"Me too, babe. Me too."
I swung my leg over him and held his cock. He set the notebook on the floor.
"Oh yeah, my kinky girl. Sit on it. Take it deep. Fuck yourself on my cock."
His dirty words hit their mark and I slid down, moaning as it stretched my tunnel.
"Mmm, your cock feels so fucking good inside me. Throbbing so hard. So hot." I rocked squeezing the length with my inner muscles.
Suddenly he flipped me under him, put my feet over his shoulders, and began to fuck me. Hard. He grunted, his breathing raspy and guttural. He was hot from the stories and ready to fuck.
My legs were nearly doubled back so he could grind deep. His ass bobbed, his hips jerked and he short-stroked faster and faster.
He squeezed my tits in his hands, pinching my nipples longer. His grunts turned into growls, the intensity turned up, he adjusted and his shaft sawed my clit faster and hard.
"Oh my god," I screamed. My toes tingled and it was like a lightning bolt shot up my legs, through my clit, and back out to my tits and arms. "Fucking hell," I shouted, my cunt pulsing around his hot dick.
We were an inferno, gasping our way higher. He stiffened, drove deep, and froze while his cock pumped simmering heat into me.
"Holy hell," he gasped, dropping onto me but keeping most of his weight off.
We kissed and he pushed in deeper, not wanting to release and I didn't want him to. I wrapped my legs around him until he softened.
We lay face to face on the sofa. "So, you liked my stories, hmm?" I grinned and he laughed.
"Indeed!"
.
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I had deadlines and he had bikes in the shop, so it was several days before we saw each other again. We met back at the gym, worked out, and drove to my apartment.
"Mmm, I've missed you. A lot," he said, gathering me in his arms.
"Not as much as I've missed you."
I planted little butterfly kisses on his lips and wove my fingers through his long soft hair. It was well below his shoulders, and it balanced the length of his beard. I stroked his beard.
"I made chicken salad for lunch." We both watched our weight but concentrated on trying to eat healthier. Each of us didn't have many pounds to go to get to the ideal weight on the chart.
While I made a salad for me and a sandwich for him, he poured iced tea and sat at the kitchen table.
"Hey, I got an idea about this Nude Day thing."
I cringed inwardly. "Really?"
"Yeah, I already ran it by the guys."
Ran it by the guys? What the actual fuck?
"It includes them. The guys. Your idea I mean?" I asked, trying not to overreact.
He nodded vigorously. "Yeah! It's about them really. Every year we do a big charity run for a nonprofit. I was thinking how you weren't enthused because you weren't confident in your own body." True. I nodded. "One of the guy's chicks understood because she works with women that have eating disorders, many because of their poor self-body image."
"Wow." I had to admit I was amazed at how it all fits together. I don't know. I'd have thought from bikers, it might have more sexual overtones. Silly me!
"He read from a piece of paper he retrieved from his jeans. "Body Confident is a nonprofit that works with people to teach them the negative repercussions of ​poor body image. Anxiety, suicide, substance abuse, domestic violence, depression, and of course eating disorders. "
"Wow," I said again in awe. "Wait. You mean you'll all ride naked?"
He shook his head. "Nope. It means that we will all ride naked," he smirked. "So that's the plan for the National Nude Day!" he said proudly. "Oh, and we meet at my place for a big party afterward!"
His excitement was palpable. I couldn't find fault with anything. Other than it included me. Being naked. In front of strangers. Body anxious.
I felt sort of lightheaded. Greg had no clue what a stretch it was for me to be walking around here naked with him. Being naked in a public setting could cause a fatal anxiety attack.
I was always made aware of my big breasts and how they're enjoyed by men. I'm pretty used to them getting attention. I may even be a bit proud of them. But it's the rest of the nakedness I don't like.
I have never had a positive body image, but nothing to the extent he mentioned. But I could most certainly see where it could lead to any one of those conditions. And I had to feel for them because it's a path I could have taken at any point in my life.
"You know, thinking back to high school, there was a girl that committed suicide because she was quite obese and was bullied to the point that she couldn't take it anymore."
"Perfect, but sad, example right there, babe."
He sat there and looked at me because he'd finished his sandwich and I hadn't touched my salad yet.
I looked down at it thinking, you are my pivot between losing weight only for health and still being happy and confident with the way I look, no matter what. Chicken salad could actually be my epiphany.
He cleared his throat. "I think I'm losing you here babe," he said.
I blinked. "No, not at all. You just sorta threw me a curve with all this Nude Day stuff." He nodded, disappointedly. "But I do like the motorcycle ride for charity idea. I have to warm up to riding naked.' I smiled. "And I'll be happy to help in any way I can. It is for a great cause and I'm totally behind you with this."
I felt terrible because he looked so relieved. I knew he meant well and wanted to help and it just kind of snowballed for him.
He pulled a notebook out of his leather jacket.
"We started making some notes. First, we have to come up with a name so we can work on marketing and setting up the fundraising. Here are some names that I'd like your input on." He pushed the notebook across the table to me.
Printed in neat lettering in a list.
​Revving Confidence Ride
Body Love Bikers
Cruisin' for Self-Love
Road to Body Positivity
Ride Proud, Ride Beautiful
Bikers for Body Positivity
Bikers Ride Free, Love Your Body
Freedom in Every Curve
Rev Up Your Self-Esteem
Embrace the Ride, Embrace Yourself
"Wow, you came up with these?" I asked, somewhat astounded.
He shrugged and said, "Me and a couple of the guys."
"I'm impressed." I scanned the list again. "I don't think I like Embrace the Ride, Embrace Yourself." He nodded and I looked at the list again. "I think my favorite is, Bikers Ride Free, Love Your Body."
He grinned proudly. "That one was mine!"
I went around the table and sat on his lap.
"Then you deserve a reward for that," I said, brushing my lips on his.
"I do?"
I nibbled on his lower lip and lightly kissed him
"Oh yes. Definitely."
I wove my fingers through his hair, still damp from the shower at the gym.
"Mmm," I like this. A lot."
I angled my head and pressed in for a kiss. His lips parted and my tongue darted in and swept through his mouth. He wrapped his arm around my back and pulled me close. He found my nipple under my shirt and teased it.
"C'mon," he whispered, leading me to my bedroom.
He removed my clothes and spread me on the bed, arranging me at his will.
"God, you're beautiful," he murmured, dropping his clothes.
He spread my thighs, kissing my inner thighs to my knees, brushing my skin lightly with his beard. When he kissed me, his mustache trailed down my hot skin. The closer it got to my pussy, the needier I got.
I pushed my ass off the bed, wanting him to eat me. But instead, he did the same up my other thigh to my knee. Teasing me with his beard and mustache.
"Greg," I whine, begging and rocking my hips.
"What do you want?" he asked, his breath flowing across my hot cunt.
"Eat me," I begged, desperate for release.
He lapped his tongue through my slit, his mustache lightly brushing my swollen pussy lips. I moaned. He used his beard on the sensitive inside of my thighs.
He grabbed my hips because I was undulating and moving around so much.
I shuddered when he used his tongue and his mustache on my clit. He pushed his mouth between my cunt lips, applied pressure, and sucked on my clit.
"Oh my god," I cried, shooting off into wave after wave. "Don't stop," I implored as I rode on and on.
His fingers dug into my hips to keep me from jerking away from his mouth as I came. Suddenly I went limp and melted into the bed.
He moved up beside me and kissed me. I smelled and tasted my scent on his mouth and beard.
"Oh babyyyy," I sighed, reaching for his hard cock.
"Nope, this was all for you, love. All for you."
I sighed and kissed him again. We napped for a bit and I left him sleeping to get some writing done. I was done with my paying job, and even though I loved my dirty stories, I had a hard time concentrating on them.
I was feeling swept away by all this Nude Day distraction. Somehow, I went from celebrating the day with a story and maybe a little something fun with Jo, to a mega biker extravaganza. I felt I was losing control of my life. Something that just didn't happen to me.
Willow jumped into my lap for scritches and some love. Her loud purr vibrated her whole body and was always comforting.
"Willow, you know what I'm talking about don't you?" I said softly and her tail whipped back and forth. "I knew you would."
"I woke up alone," he said, his voice crackly with sleep.
I looked up and his hair was all mussed, his eyes still heavy with sleep, and a face that said he was truly sad I wasn't there when he awoke.
"I was writing, then I started thinking about the party you're going to have after the ride. Can I help with that?"
He stood behind me and landed over to kiss my neck. "Of course, you can. You do whatever you have time for babe. I know you work and don't have a lot of extra time." He rubbed his soft beard-covered cheek against mine.
"I want to help. I don't know much about putting a motorcycle charity ride together, but I'm pretty good at parties."
"You're hired," he murmured against my ear.
"You're insatiable," I smiled. "And I love it."
He took my hand and pulled me back into the bedroom, and said, "My turn!"
.
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The next day after our gym workouts we went back to Greg's condo. I hadn't seen enough of it to know how to plan a party there.
The condo was much larger than I imagined. "How many do you expect for the ride?"
He shrugged. "Could be a hundred or more. We're getting a lot of interest. Probably because it's unique," he shrugged.
"That many won't fit in here?" I said, waving my arms around.
He laughed. "No darlin'. The party will be by invitation only and there'll be a charge of a hundred dollars. That will of course be added to the final till for the charity."
"Ahhh, okay. Phew. You had me worried for a bit."
"I was also thinking it would be an open house type of thing that would start after we got back from the ride. People would come and go. We could invite more if we did it that way."
I nodded. "Yeah, I like that idea."
His condo was in neutral colors and sparsely furnished. Pretty much what I'd expect of any single guy. But he was obviously a clean freak. Or maybe he just never spent any time there. The kitchen countertops were bare. Not even a coffeemaker.
The main bathroom had a box of tissues on the counter. But I assumed his personal stuff would be in the attached bathroom of the main bedroom.
"What about neighbors?" I asked.
"The two other units are owned by bikers, so no problem with parking or noise."
"You were thinking live music?"
"I was, but I don't think so. People might want to stick around, but since it's a fundraiser we want them to just flow on through, right?"
"Right." I looked around. "I'm not sure what you need me for. You have it all figured out already," I laughed.
He came up behind me and hugged me to him, his arms crossed under my breasts.
"I need you for everything babe. Everything."
I leaned my head back against him and sighed. I was falling. At the speed of light.
.
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Greg gave me the budget for a caterer that included the bikers' three food groups, food, booze, and beer. It took calls to three caterers that would even talk to me about the fact that all the partygoers would be nude to celebrate the holiday. No matter how official I tried to make it, they all chose not to do it. The fourth call caught the interest of the owner who said he'd talk to his servers, but he thought they might be amenable to being naked as well.
Being it was for charity and the guest was paying a hundred a ticket also made it less raunchy and cheesy and more mainstream. Or as mainstream as this could ever get. The next day he called back and said he had it covered.
I rented some high tables and stools to place around the condo. Since Greg didn't have much furniture, there was plenty of room.
"Check this out," Greg came in, tossing his leather jacket on the chair. "The guest list so far."
I scanned the list and saw many recognizable names. Politicians, business owners, and just high-profile people in the community.
I raised my eyebrows and he nodded. "Wow," was about all I could say.
"Right? All for a good cause and body positivity is one that's often overlooked they said and were happy to donate. I'm sure some won't show and just wanted to donate. I had a few ask if there would be pictures and I said no cell phones in the condo."
"That might bring more people if they feel they won't see themselves naked in the social media feed the next day."
I had my list on the table and Greg scanned it. "You've got it all covered." He looked around. "Too bad there's no time to fix this place up a bit. Paint or something."
"It's fine! It's you."
"What if I wanted it to be you too? I mean you're renting and maybe you and Willow can move in here. I have plenty of room."
I blinked. Not knowing what to say. It never occurred to me that we were to that point in our relationship, but I think we were. Now I just had to decide if I was ready.
"Hmm, that's something to think about," I said, hedging.
He put his arms around me. "I need a shower. Maybe you can join me, and I can sway you a bit?"
"Maybe."
He walked ahead of me leaving a trail of clothes until he got to the bathroom. After he set the water temperature, he turned around.
"You're slacking, babe," he murmured, pulling my t-shirt over my head. "I can see you need a lot of care." He shoved my pants down and off. "Someone to take care of you." He reached behind me and unhooked my bra. "Make sure you're well taken care of." He hooked his fingers in my bikini panties and worked them down my hips. "Just so you can continue writing all those dirty stories for me."
I laughed. "I knew there was a hook."
He winked and pulled me into the shower with him and under the rain head. The water sluiced down our bodies as we kissed.
He streamed shampoo in his hand, rubbed them together, and washed my hair. More than wash, he made it a magical experience, by massaging my scalp in tiny circles all over my head. He knew just how much pressure to use and which way to move.
I was moaning by the time he moved me under the water. Even the shampoo running down my body was arousing.
He soaped his hands with my jasmine-scented body soap and proceeded to start with a neck rub, across my shoulders, and down my arms. I was so relaxed my head felt too heavy for my neck. Languid.
He took long strokes down my back and over my ass. It probably should have been exciting for me, but I just became limper.
He soaped my breasts, over my stomach, and between my legs. Long slow firm strokes. I was swooning. He crouched and massaged from my ankles, up my legs to my ass. I had to steady myself on his shoulders.
He moved me under the water and made sure none of the soap remained. I moaned.



When he finished, I picked up the soap.
"No, this was for you," he said in a low intimate voice. "Next time is mine."
He quickly washed, then wrapped me in a thick towel, dried my hair with a towel, and led me to the bed. He pulled the covers back and I slipped in.
I was so relaxed I immediately fell asleep.
.

.***.***.***.


.***.***.***.

.
After hearing Greg discuss a registration coordinator, route planner, marketing and fundraising plans, social media, and online registration. Then how to collect the funds from single donors up to donations by big businesses. It all made my head swim, but Greg was in his element.
I think we were both surprised by the interest in such an offbeat event. I was afraid many businesses would shy away because of the nudity, but it was the opposite in that they appreciated the efforts of our chosen charity.
Even though our state didn't require helmets, we all decided to wear them because anyone could take pictures and videos, and of course, there was sure to be someone to use them for nefarious purposes. And as it turned out, there would be some known locals that would be riding with the club. It wouldn't do for them to be seen nude and possibly with a rider that may not be their normal partner. Privacy was paramount to the bikers.
.

.***.***.***.


.***.***.***.

.
I stayed with Greg the night before and we went over all the last-minute details.
His condo was ready for the caterer, bars set up and high tops and stools in place. They arranged some outdoor seating around a firepit for late night.
We were under the covers, and I had my leg thrown over him, my head resting on my hand looking at the list in his notebook.
"Wouldn't this be great every night, babe? You and me. Wake up together in the morning."
"Umm-hmm."
"You don't sound enthused," he said, pouting.
"I said I'd think about it, but you're keeping me so busy I haven't had time," I laughed and kissed his shoulder. "I will. There's a lot to think about. For me, some of it is giving up my independence. Just give me some time, babe."
He nodded, placated for now.
Greg was up at dawn the next morning, even though the ride didn't start until noon. We were all to meet at Bert's, eat and leave from there.
Greg got Jo a ride on the back of his buddy's bike, and she was ecstatic. Her husband wouldn't have been, so it was a good thing she was with me. Greg assured me his buddy was a perfect gentleman, so Jo and I were excited about doing this together.
When we arrived, an irresistible aroma wafted from the half-barrel grills that were brimming with Bert's mouthwatering hamburgers. Not surprisingly, none were left by the time we shed our clothes, stashed them in the saddlebags, pulled our helmets on, and roared out onto the roadway.
I admit I thought the freedom of just riding the bike was awesome. Riding nude with the wind breezing over my body. The sun was hot on my skin. My breasts rubbed on his back and my hands on his bare skin. I occasionally let a hand drop to tease his cock.
The helmet hid his face, but I'd see his eyes crinkle into a smile in the mirror.
We wove our way through the idyllic countryside, navigating a picturesque blend of hot sun-drenched stretches balanced by refreshing shaded patches. Then through small towns where folks stood on the sidewalks, some not believing what they were seeing, others pumping arms, and others cheering. A designated bike rode slower and passed out a sheet of information about the ride, why, and how they could donate to the cause.
The lead bike had a sign on the front with Bikers Ride Free, Love Your Body and the name of the charity. The second bike had a sign that said Happy National Nude Day!
Many townspeople had their money out along the street, and we swerved from curb to curb to take it. Unfortunately, I forgot to bring something to stow the bills in, so I tucked them under my thigh on the seat.
Midway through the run, we had a specified place to stop to use the facilities, stretch and give the money to the fundraiser- who had the foresight to wear a waist pouch. Volunteers waited with chests full of icy-cold bottles of water.
We got off the bikes, stretched, and some removed their helmets. I peeled the bills off my leg and apologized for their wetness to the fundraiser guy. He just gave me a lewd smile and wink. I was glad Greg didn't see that and wished I hadn't either.
I knew my curls were plastered flat, so I left it on. Besides, I was more comfortable in my naked anonymity. Especially after the last experience.
Greg was somewhere checking with some of the other guys. I leaned on the bike and discreetly looked at the others.
He was right. Some of the women had much better bodies than I did, then there were also women about like me and some that carried a few more pounds. The men were the same. The beer bellies vastly differed.
Admittedly I haven't seen a lot of cocks in my life, but I had no idea they varied wildly in size and shape. I was thankful for my dark sunglasses as I did my research.
"How're you doing? Sorry, I was gone so long," he said, putting his arm around me.
"That's okay, I have a lot of entertainment," I smirked.
The quizzical look on his face quickly changed to amusement. "Enjoying yourself, are you? My smut writer. Right up your alley!"
"Total research. All it is."
He laughed loudly. "Okay, I'll give you that." He strapped on his helmet. "As long as you look and don't touch."
"You're more than enough for me to handle," I said, and he patted me on my bare behind.
We roared off again and hit a few larger towns. The bikes split to take two routes, just in case some took offense. It was easier to get half the bikes through town quicker in case there was trouble.
We saw a few unhappy souls that shouted their displeasure, but overall, it was a positive experience and again, we swerved from curb to curb to grab the bills they held out. They were accepting donations online as well and I was anxious to see what the total contribution would be to the charity.
When we rolled by Bert's, some stopped to eat again and grab a beer, some headed off to ride more. Greg went to his condo so that we could get ready for the party. Since it was by invitation we knew when the first guests would show up, giving us time for a quick shower.
Volunteers that didn't ride were coming to help with parking, getting guests settled in with drinks and food, or anything else they could do.
"Ooh this feels so good," I murmured stepping into the warm shower spray.
He ran his hands down my side. "This feels sooooo good to me," he said, kissing my neck.
"We don't have time!"
"We do. We are the host and hostess and we set the rules."
Having my hands on him all day and my body against his was enough foreplay.
I leaned against the shower wall. He ran his hand between my legs, stroking through the wet folds.
"I need you," I moaned.
His cockhead rubbed between my swollen lips and teased the entrance. I whimpered, pushing my hips back.
Greg slid in deep, held my hips, and began to fuck me steadily. The day was so arousing I came right away, my cunt convulsing on his cock. He groaned, his fingers dug into my hips, he drove deep and filled me with his seed.
Greg went downstairs while I dried my hair, added some mascara and lipstick and I was ready. As ready as I'd ever be. With no helmet to hide behind, I was nervous about my nakedness for the first time today.
Greg was visiting with the first of the guests and called me over to introduce us. After that it was a whirlwind of people coming and going, so many introductions that I'd sadly never remember.
Besides the hundred-dollar ticket to get in, there were large jars in places that were quickly filling up with large bills.
I lost track of the women that thanked me for the idea of the self-love charity. Too many told me they too had run into bullies in their lives that made them feel bad about their bodies. They ranged from complete strangers to boyfriends to husbands that they subsequently divorced. They lamented how many women were trapped in marriages and dealt with mental abuse.
Several women admitted they battled eating disorders and they felt that the nude day celebration should be more often. Nudity normalized instead of sexualized. They felt comfortable with their bodies today and wanted it to continue.
It was a fun event but something that touched many personally.
Several local politicians wanted to talk to me about a program for the citizens that was similar to the non-profit. I promised to call their offices.
"Greg is looking for you," someone said.
I went in search and found him.
"There you are! I thought you left," he laughed.
"Did you miss me?" I smiled.
"As a matter of fact," he said, turning to take something from one of his guys standing behind him. "I decided I don't want you to live with me."
I looked at him quizzically, and he dropped to a knee. Everyone crowded around us.
"No, I want you to marry me, babe. Forever and ever for us."
He opened the box. ​I stared at an engagement ring with a dazzling marquise-cut diamond encircled by a halo of sparkling accent stones. I stood there speechless. He waited.
"I—I-- Yes!" I cried.
He slid the perfectly fitting ring on my finger, and he grabbed me in a big hug, kissing me passionately.
"The perfect ending to a perfect Nude Day celebration," he whispered in my ear.
"A nude proposal," I whispered back and giggled. And you didn't turn out to be a serial killer after all.
"Congratulations, Daddy!"
We both swung our heads around and I got the first look at my stepdaughter-to-be.
Another perfect ending. I hope.

Happy Nude Day everyone! You're all beautiful! xo


*****thanks for reading *****stars
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.***.***.***.
ADRIA the gallery
.***.***.***.
.
As a procession of provocative thumbnails paraded across my thirty-inch computer screen, I squirmed in anticipation. My gallery, Uncharted Expressions on Palm Avenue, has the dubious title of the gallery that has all that erotica.
They know I love the risk and excitement, and my unconventional curation no doubt made them wince and wonder what was next. We were in, as my hippie mother would say, a square, wealthy, coastal Florida town.
I purchased it nine months ago with the intention that it would not be typical of the many galleries in this Florida coastal city.
"Here is the next group," Maya said smiling, waving the thumb drive between her fingers. "You're going to have a long day, Adria."
I nodded. "This gallery showing will be special in so many ways, which makes it even more exciting than usual," I said, almost bouncing in my office chair.
I loved choosing emerging artists. Those that are marginalized or excluded from mainstream galleries get noticed here. And when they get into my gallery, they get noticed by the many prosperous art investors in this city. In the nine months I've owned this gallery, I have created a nice following of wealthy art aficionados.
The pull is the art is edgy and mostly of nudes. It ranges from provocative to pieces that we put in the adjacent room with an adult warning.
"You'll be happy to know there is some photography in this group," Maya said, pleased as me. We had looked at photographers since we opened and so far not found one that was quite what we envisioned. "Also, there are several in that group working in AI."
"Okay, thanks for the heads up. I'm not sure I'm interested in offering that here just yet. But I am definitely following." She nodded.
I tapped the key to start the slide show. A tablet and pen at the ready to jot down any notes along the way. Maya brought a fresh cup of coffee, and I was off and looking.
Many were ruled out just because they were well-represented by other galleries. I was looking for unknown talent. Some just weren't edgy enough. I wasn't looking for painted nudes. There had to be something more and I would know it when I saw it.
"How's it going?" Maya asked, perching on the edge of the desk.
I stretched my arms over my head and rolled my neck. "I'm narrowing it down. There are a few that I like on this first thumb drive, but I still have the next one. Hoping I'll find something innovative. Unfortunately, none of the photographers made the cut."
"They're hard to find it seems," she sighed.
I stood up and smoothed my dress. "I'm going to get some exercise and coffee."
There was nothing like looking at perfect naked women all morning that made your self-esteem take a dive. I had already taken off thirty pounds but had twenty more to go, but I knew, no matter what, I would never look like them.
Anyone that saw me would see ​a seemingly self-confident woman with flowing red copper waves, a creamy complexion, green eyes, and flawless makeup. ​My attire speaks volumes about my impeccable sense of style. Every garment is meticulously chosen to reflect both the latest trends and my unique personality. With every step, my stride resonates in sync with the click of high heels, creating an air of sophistication. That is what everyone would see. I have polished my exterior view.
​In this town of ruthless competition, wavering is a luxury I, as a determined businesswoman, cannot afford.
Paulo fell into stride beside me.
"You're looking extra beautiful today," he said, flashing a big smile. He was from Brazil and had all the handsomeness of a Brazilian male. Dark hair, olive skin, and a great personality. He was also a relentless flirt.
I smiled and said, "Thanks, you're looking very handsome as well."
He worked in a hotel across the street from the gallery. They promoted local artists via shows in their wide hallway galleries, artist talks to the town locals in small meeting rooms, as well as scheduled times to watch the artists' paint. I had worked with Paolo on some of the artists we represented.
"So, then you will go out with me?" he asked, smiling expectantly, and I laughed.
It was a standing joke between us. He asked every time I saw him, and I would laugh at his joke. He was a good-looking man that could have any woman in this town on his arm. Monied women were in excess here.
He opened the door and we walked into the coffee shop. He ordered my usual along with his.
"Would you like one of those pastries? Mmm, they look so good I'm going to indulge."
"No, I'm on a diet and those would not work," I sighed.
"Diet! Pfft!" he scoffed. "You are beautiful as you are meu amor!" I rolled my eyes and he shook his head. "Adria, what am I going to do with you?" He motioned to a table. "Let's sit here instead of running back." I nodded.
Paolo sat across from me, and I noticed every woman in the place checking him out, but he seemed to not notice. He bit into the pastry with a lusty moan and his tongue flicked out and ran across his lips to gather the powdered sugar.
His dark eyes were intense, and it looked as if he wanted to say something but decided not to. It was one of the rare times I sat across from a male that didn't have his eyes fixed on my cleavage. I never wore deep-cut necklines for work, and this was no exception. But when you wore a thirty-eight D bra, men found them hard to ignore.
He crumpled his napkin, dropped it on his plate, and pushed it away.
"So, what is Adria working on in her gallery? Something sensuous I know," he smiled.
"I spent this morning scanning hundreds and hundreds of thumbnails for a gallery show in July." I sipped my coffee. "I'm looking for cutting-edge, out-of-the-box paintings."
"Nude?" he asked.
"Yes, the showing will be for National Nude Day."
"Really? Is that a thing?!"
"It is. Celebrated every July fourteenth. It's a day to make us aware of body acceptance and embrace nudity."
He studied me for a moment. "And you, my beauty, are you going to shed your clothes and accept yourself?"
"Me?!" I laughed. "Noooo. No way. The gallery will be though!"
He frowned. "I wish you could see how beautiful you are, Adria. I'm sure your body is just as beautiful as what we can see."
I shook my head. "Maybe once I lose more weight."
He took my hand and ran his thumb over my long red polished fingernails. "We have more time later to discuss this," he warned and changed the subject.
Paolo walked me back to the gallery and crossed the street to the hotel.
"Why don't you go out with that poor man," Maya laughed. "He has been shot down so many times by you he looks like a sieve, yet he's back for a beating every day."
"He's joking, Maya! Look at him. He could have any one of these rich gallery-hopping women."
"But he doesn't pay any attention to them. He's looking at you, Adria. I wish you could see how attractive you are. You're smart, you're successful, I wish I had half your sense of fashion, your hair is to die for, my god Adria, you're the whole package. No one cares that you carry a few extra pounds—or so you think. No one notices past all that!" she sighed, exasperated.
"I know you mean well Maya, it's just that I've lived with this so long. Starting with my Dad. He monitored every morsel of food I put in my mouth and called me fatty. I know I should put it behind me and move on, but those words make deep and lasting cuts."
She came around the desk and hugged me. "I get that. I can't imagine someone you love talking like that. Just maybe think about trying with Paolo."
I nodded. "I will. But first I must find us some artists, or we'll be celebrating Nude Day somewhere else." We both laughed and I turned to my monitor to start the second round of images.
Later I called Maya. She came in and looked at the monitor over my shoulder.
"Check this guy's work. Clay. He does a realism abstraction fusion. Very interesting!"
I ran the slideshow through his images, so they were full-size on the screen.
"They're oddly arousing," Maya said thoughtfully. "They're lewd, yet naïve."
I nodded, agreeing with her assessment. "I'll want to talk to him and see more of his work."
"I'll put him first on the list. Have you found anyone else?"
"Unfortunately, no." I punched the button on my monitor, and stared at the blackness for a moment. "I really must find a photographer like this guy."
The gallery was busy for the following week and Clay was scheduled for a meeting at the end of the week.
.

.***.***.***.

.
With an inheritance from my Dad, I was able to purchase a condo in a high-rise only a block away from the gallery. It overlooked the bay and I'd often sit on the balcony and enjoy the dolphins, and sailboats that frequented the aqua waters. At one end was a tiki bar on the beach that all of us locals loved, the center was a high-end restaurant with a glorious view of the bay from your candlelit tables, and on the right side was the yacht basin and club. I absolutely loved living here.
I carefully hung up my clothes, showered and changed into a floral robe, made a salad, and sat on the balcony to eat. It was still cool enough to sit outside, but it wouldn't be much longer that the Florida heat and humidity would set in, chasing me inside. Even the maritime breezes didn't help then.
I thought of what Maya said about Paolo and wondered if I had been reading him wrong all along.
The intensity of his dark eyes, nearly black hair, full lips, and square-cut jaw. He was three inches taller than me, even in my spike heels. Nearly perfect in my mind.
My balcony was too high to be seen from the street, and no one had a view across or next to me. Fantasizing Paolo was with me, I slipped my hand under my dress. His hand stroked through my wet folds. His fingers pinched and squeezed my nipples, provoking a moan. He flicked my clit rhythmically building the tempo in my body that took me higher and higher. His sensuous lips pressed against mine. Our tongues danced and dueled in each other's mouths. Taking and giving.
Suddenly my body stiffened, and waves of orgasm rocked through my body, curling my toes, sucking air through my teeth, while blood pounded in my ears.
That night I fell asleep thinking if I could just lose the extra twenty pounds, I would go out with Paolo. That would make me feel better about myself to do it.
.
.***.***.***.
CLAY the artist
.***.***.***.
.
My style of painting is a fusion of abstraction and realism. So, they say. In my small town in Georgia, it's considered smut. Pornography. Obscene. Paintings of nude bodies and body parts according to Georgia statutes lacks serious artistic value.
I sent a representation of my work to a new gallery in Florida. They only take underrepresented artists that were edgy and those that created mostly nudes. That was me. So here is me nervously waiting for a reply from Uncharted Expressions on Palm Avenue.
I clamped a blank canvas on the easel and squeezed various flesh-colored and shell-pink paints on my phantasmagoria paint palette. I began painting realism, and then at some point, moved to abstract. The painting dictated when and where. It would sometimes flow between the two, and sometimes boldly stop.
I painted the soft folds and the wetness that flowed through so that it entirely covered the canvas. The clitoris was well-formed and large and abstracted into a rosebud. The full lips surrounding had a thickness of soft nearly transparent blond curls.
This would be the first real gallery representation I've had. Before I changed my style, I painted landscapes. They sold, but it wasn't what I really wanted to paint.
I am continually inspired to portray the human figure through my painting. I want to show the inherent strength, beauty, and vulnerability in a way that's not necessarily sexual. I want the viewers of my art to feel the dignity and grace of the human form. If someone finds sexuality in my paintings, that is just as wonderful, but not my inspiration.
My cell phone buzzed. When I was done, I was scheduled for a meeting with the gallery owner. I couldn't help but think, cliché as it is, this could be my big break.
.
.***.***.***.
ADRIA gallery owner
.***.***.***.
.
I put the word out to my contacts that I was seeking a photographer that was edgy, over-the-top. They would most likely be overlooked by mainstream galleries. A week went by and nothing and I admit I was a bit nervous.
Nude Day was some time off, but it takes a while to prepare a gallery showing. Not to mention giving the artists time to create and prepare for the show.
Clay was around my age, thirty-five or so, and he was a good five inches taller than my five six. His intense dark brown eyes were perfect for his dark brown hair which had some streaks of grey. I was pretty sure he had a habit of running his fingers through his hair, I thought, smiling to myself. I loved the eccentric habits of artists and would often try to guess when I met them.
"I'm so glad you could make the trip down, Clay. Fortunate you're in southern Georgia."
"Thanks, yeah, it's not all that far. I admit I'm excited about showing my work."
He had brought six canvases and I was even more impressed once I saw them in person. The texture was so much more apparent and worked with the subject matter.
"I want to make this an experience for National Nude Day," I told him. "Something to rock this area, bring body image to the forefront, and show that erotic paintings are more than sex."
I pushed the copy that would be used for his images across the desk to him and said, "Subject to your approval."
​In a world where body image and sexuality often become reduced to shallow representations, it is time to redefine the narrative and bring forth the beauty of erotic art. Beyond mere depictions of sex, ​​these captivating paintings delve into the realms of desire, vulnerability, and the celebration of diverse human forms. Join us on a journey that aims to challenge preconceived notions, rock the foundations of conventionality, and explore the extraordinary depth and complexity of erotic art.
He read it and looked up at me, surprised. "Wow, this is wonderful. You don't even know me and know what I'm about."
"Your paintings told me," I said simply. "Now if I could just find a photographer to round out the show, I'd be delighted."
"Really? I taught art last summer. The students camped out and painted. That was all they did for five days. Immersive. There was a photographer there that specialized in nudes. He had quite a local following, but his real love was nudes bordering on pornography, as he put it. He showed me some of that work and it was. No mainstream gallery would take those photographs on."
"He sounds perfect!" I said excitedly. "Do you have his contact information?"
"I do, but it's at home. I can give it to you as soon as I go back."
"Great, thanks!"
We went over all the details and walked around the gallery. He was very creative and offered some good ideas.
"Say, did you ever think to have the artists here working? I'd be painting and if you had a photographer, he could be set up too. Just a thought."
"Hmm, no I hadn't thought of that," I admitted, although immediately liking the idea.
"Since it will be on Nude Day, the artists and patrons should be nude as well?"
I tapped my freshly manicured fingernails on my desk. "I'd say that would rock this town and I like it!" I grinned. "Let me consider some of the logistics for it and we can do some brainstorming?"
"Absolutely! I'm going to go check out this town. It's quite artsy I see. You want me back here tomorrow?"
"Bright and early," I said. "By then I should have some things worked out and we can make some plans."
.
.***.***.***.
CLAY the artist
.***.***.***.
.
Adria was a knockout. I didn't know if I wanted to paint her or ask her out, or both.
I walked down Palm Avenue, which was lined with galleries on both sides, with a few high-end boutiques interspersed. I understood why she wanted to get an edge considering the competition. Turning onto Main Street, I couldn't believe how bustling the town was.
An outdoor table opened and I grabbed it. I ordered a beer and burger to people-watch, but my thoughts kept going back to Adria.
I got the impression she didn't have a clue as to how attractive she was. She had the air of sophistication that she needed for this city. The impeccable choice of dress, shoes, and jewelry, and the stunning coppery red hair and hazel eyes.
I would love to paint her, I thought, and wondered what my chances would be. She had curves in all the right places, which was my style. I was never into women that were too thin.
I slugged down the rest of my beer, paid the bill, and continued walking and learning the town.
.
.***.***.***.
ADRIA gallery owner
.***.***.***.
.
"Maya, can you come in here for a few?"
The gallery had been busy today and this was the first time we were empty.
She plopped into the chair. "Phew, we did very well today!"
"Great! You know Clay was here, right?" She nodded. "He knows a photographer that might be just the one we need." She perked up.
"That is good news!"
"He suggested we have working artists on Nude Day. He thinks he should paint a nude while he was nude." I waited to see how receptive she'd be.
She blinked and didn't say anything for a while.
"That is an interesting concept," she said, thinking. "We could do it. What if we had paintings covering the windows so the people would have to come in and not be peering in the window? I think it would be classier."
Whoa, Maya quickly warmed to the idea.
"Great idea! I agree, we need to make them come in, so it doesn't turn into a peep show. We'll work on the logistics of where in the gallery. I just hope we find a photographer that's what we need that will also want to shoot nudes while he or she was nude."
Maya nodded solemnly. "That's not asking for much. I think we can swing it."
We both laughed.
.
.***.***.***.
CLAY the artist
.***.***.***.
.
I knew she was anxious to get the info on that photographer, so I called my sister to get his name and phone number out of the book on my desk.
The next day I went to the gallery and put the paper on her desk.
She shook her fists on each side and squealed, "Eeeeeeeee," then stopped, cringed, and looked out into the gallery.
"Your last customer just left with a wrapped painting," I laughed.
"Phew," she laughed, rolling her eyes. "Thank you so much. I'm still looking at portfolios daily and not finding anything. I don't want to get another painter, but I'm afraid I'll have to if I don't find someone soon." She waved the paper between her brightly painted pointed nails. "And this might be my last chance.
"Do you have a few minutes? I'd like to talk to you about something.



"Absolutely!" she said, leaning back in her chair.
I wished I could come up with something other than stunning, but it was Adria. Today she had a reverse sailor dress in navy, with white trim. Chunky white jewelry, and of course her impossibly high heels in white.
Her thick copper hair draped over her shoulder, impeccable makeup, and heart-melting smile.
Her decollate just hinted at her man killing cleavage, which was perfect for business. And those hips made a man think dirty things.
"I want to paint you."
She smiled, then frowned and said, "Naked?"
"Yes," I stopped when she started to say something. "Hear me out first?" She nodded and relaxed back in her chair again.
"I want to show you how gorgeous you are. I get body image issues are tough for women. I've painted many women that do nothing but point out their perceived flaws, then were shocked when they looked at the painting and saw how they really looked. As they say, we are our own worst critics."
She did listen and did not try to shoot me down, so I continued.
"What I want to do is paint you, but it will just be for you. I don't want it in the gallery, or for it to remain with me. I want you to promise you will hang it in your bedroom in your condo. Just for your eyes only- or at least until you're comfortable with others seeing it."
She tapped those sharp fire engine red nails on the arm of her chair while she thought. She could double as a body piercer if this gig doesn't work out for her, I laughed to myself.
"Where would you paint?"
"That is entirely up to you, Adria. You call all the shots."
"I don't know that it will change the perception of myself, but oddly enough I do like the idea of someone doing a painting of me." She thought for a moment. "I'd want you to pose me since I don't know what would look the least fat. And I think in my condo would be best."
"Deal?" I asked, ignoring her fat comment.
She leaned across her desk and offered her hand, saying, "Deal!"
I was shocked, but I didn't let her say that. I inwardly cheered my victory. She has no clue about the mesmerizing effect her appearance has on others.
Having experience with women that did have body image issues, I knew exactly how I wanted to pose her. I know she will be shocked when she sees the finished painting and not want to believe it's her.
She had to recognize herself, but not be a portrait. Not too much realism. Soft and intimate that would be at home in a woman's bedroom. This wasn't the time for obscene, or close-ups.
.
.***.***.***.
ADRIA the gallery owner
.***.***.***.
.
I was thrilled that I not only got in contact with him immediately, but he was three hours away in Miami and could finish his business and be here the next morning.
I'd never had a gallery show that was so dependent on an unknown. I didn't like it. It created anxiety that I was not used to. If this fell through, I would have to rethink the entire Nude Day show. And I was running short of time.
The current show by a local artist had sold more than we expected, and Maya and I were trying to move what was left so there would be fewer holes. Many galleries shipped, but our clients were mostly from out of the area and tended to prefer to take the artwork with them. We would wrap it for travel as requested.
The gallery was empty, and I was on a short ladder, holding a large canvas high to hook it on the sliding clips.
The door chimed and I was mortified to see a gorgeous silver-haired client stride into the gallery while my dress was pulled up exposing my flabby thighs to a handsome silver-haired client.
I slowly lowered my arms and thankfully felt my dress slide back down my legs, without having to embarrassingly tug it down. Maya took the canvas, and I backed down the ladder. But not before he moved across the gallery like a shot to take my elbow as I hit the floor in my spike heels.
I was in no danger because I wore heels that high daily and was used to doing everything in them. Literally. Everything.
I smiled, sure that my cheeks were flaming.
Cue the schmaltzy sappy background soundtrack.
​Like ​a giddy teenager, I ​was​ utterly spellbound by his gray-blue eyes. ​Like pools of liquid silver, they shimmer​ed​ with a captivating intensity, revealing depths of both strength and ​mysteries.​
His chiseled jawline added an element of rugged masculinity to his overall magnetism. As if he needed more. He had just the right amount of stubble ​that my fingers itched to touch​. His expressive brows were now lightly dusted with gray.
He had a hard body and toned to perfection. Embracing his muscular chest, the black t-shirt hugged every defined muscle. Soft blue jeans were casual and fit as though they were tailored to him.
The resume he sent ahead indicated he was nearly fifty, but he exuded the vitality of someone much younger.
I vaguely heard Maya clear her throat and it occurred to me I was staring. And hadn't said one word.
"You're Trevor," I said, inanely. Get it together for god's sake, Adria.
"I am, and you must be Adria." His warm friendly smile could have aced him into a Colgate ad.
"Yes, sorry, we were rehanging the artwork to fill in some holes and—"
"The artist must be thrilled you sold so much of their work!" he said, surveying the sparsely appointed walls of the gallery.
I nodded. "Good for them, not so good for us with bare walls. Fortunately, I'm hanging a new exhibit this weekend."
While I was rambling, Maya climbed up the ladder and positioned the large canvas.
I picked up the ladder and said, "Please come back to my office. Can I offer you anything to drink? We have it all, hot or cold." Ugh, I must quit rambling. "I really appreciate you making the quick trip." For god's sake, Adria.
"Thanks, I'm fine."
He settled into the white leather chair across from my desk, which seemed too small for him. He handed me a thumb drive.
"Great thanks!" I said, plugging it into my computer.
"Do you mind if I give you a bit of a narrative as you go?"
"Not at all," I said, watching him pick up an armchair from the gallery and bring it in next to me behind the desk.
"These are my more adult works, which I believe is what you wanted to see. I always like to make sure, so no one is surprised at the somewhat X-rated contents."
"You're right I want adult. Edgy enough to take their minds into soft, or even hardcore."
"I believe you'll find what you're looking for. At least I hope so," he said, flashing me that panty-wetting smile.
I set up the screen for a slideshow and slowed it down so I could get a good look at his photographs.
He put his arm across the back of my chair. Although he was in no way touching me, the heat from his arm had me nearly sweating.
I wore a sheer white blouse with a white silk camisole. The black linen pencil skirt was perfect because the local weather said it would be unseasonably hot. My panties were even wet. Trevor's closeness jacked the temperature up a few notches, even in the coolness of the gallery and I felt beads of sweat travel through the tunnel of my breasts. I was uncomfortable in so many ways.
He worked in black and white, which I loved immediately. I was pleasantly surprised to see an equal amount of male and female nudes. He did have an eye for exquisite and dramatic lighting and poses.
I was impressed that he could pose and light men just as beautifully as women.
"You have a knack for shooting men too. That's rare. I've only ever seen women that could do it, but because it's not popular, don't have it as a mainstay in their portfolios."
"When I look at a naked form, I never sexualize it. I pose men and women the same. To highlight their bodies. Men have muscles, women have curves." He shrugged. "It's all the same to me. I use lighting to best show off those curves and muscles."
This was a guy that was not only drop-dead handsome but was comfortable in his own skin. I felt a tinge of jealousy at that.
As the images slid by on my monitor, they began to get more intimate. Women with their hands between wide-spread thighs, men with their hands over their hard to semi-hard dicks. Although they were undoubtedly sexier, they still had the overall body image feeling to them.
I was surprised to see so many that weren't as model-thin as I thought they'd be. Many women were my size, but their bodies were much more beautiful than mine. As the photos slipped by, I wished that I had bodies like theirs.
Suddenly he reached over and clicked my mouse to halt the slide show.
"What I just said about the human form and all that?" I nodded. "It all goes out the window now." He grinned. "We are going to be wading into soft and hardcore. If that's something you're not comfortable with, we don't have to go on. I think you might have seen enough of my work already?"
I leaned back in my chair and studied him. "I'm well aware that there's porn, then there's porn. I suspect you know the difference. Besides, I've seen it all," I admitted, laughing.
He grinned and moved a stray hair off my face. It was so intimate I caught my breath.
"Adria, I think we are on the same wavelength."
He clicked the button again and the images started to roll.
These were men and women together. Some of the poses could have been pulled from old master's paintings. They were intimately entwined, but the poses were dramatic as was the lighting. Some were stretched out together on a divan, others were standing up.
One had his cock trapped between their bodies, pointing up. They were both fair-complected and his cock was no doubt blood-filled and angry looking. The black and white was what changed the atmosphere of the image.
The next one took my breath away and I hit the mouse to stop. Trevor was behind them shooting between their legs. The wrinkled dark skin of his ball sac was backed by the soft lighter color of her folds. You could even see the wetness.
It was intimate. Fascinating. I felt as though I was a voyeur just looking at the image.
"This must have been very exciting to see," I said softly, more to myself.
"It was," he said, his voice equally soft.
I tore my eyes away from the screen and looked at him. His silvery blue eyes were intense, and I blinked because it seemed he was reading me. I nervously licked my lips and his eyes fell to my lips.
Adria, this is a complete stranger. Possibly a client. You can't be having a moment like this with him.
I drag my eyes back to the screen which did nothing to cool me off or even distract my thoughts. The photograph fascinated me. I clicked the mouse to move on.
The next image was of his cock inside her, his balls laying against the curves of her ass. The next was from another angle. I was desperate to get by the series and let out a breath when something else came on the screen.
The next was a closeup, a view from the female point of view. Male fingers were pinching her nipples together. Her breasts were creamy white soft mounds. But between them was a large mushroom head of a cock, dark and satiny emerging from the white breasts. On the tip was a large white pearl of precum.
My nipples began to tingle and ache. My pussy was so wet that I knew when I stood up it would show on the back of my black skirt. I crossed my arms across my chest. At thirty-eight D, all that did was push them higher.
I sat back and crossed my legs, hoping I'd find some relief. All I wanted was for him to leave so I could get my vibrator out and ride waves of orgasms while I looked at his photographs. But instead, I wrenched my mind from sex and turned to him.
"Uncharted Expressions on Palm Avenue would love to hang your photographs in the exhibit for National Nude Day."
"And I would love to participate," he said. "I think it will be hugely successful and change some perspective on body image issues."
I nodded. "I hope so."
I thought back to the photographs he had of the women that were larger like me. They were beautiful. And the funny thing was, their weight wasn't the first thing I noticed when I looked at the pictures. It wasn't until a half dozen images in that I realized.
"I've put you in the art hotel just across the street. I believe your room will be next to Clay's room. He can fill you in on some of the things we've talked about till now. And please, feel free to toss any ideas you may have into the ring."
"Your open-mindedness is amazingly refreshing for a gallery owner."
I'm open-minded about the art here, just not so much about myself. "Thank you, that is my real goal. I want everyone to open their minds."
.

.***.***.***.

.
The next afternoon Clay was scheduled to start painting me at the condo. I surprised myself that I wasn't as nervous as I thought. Clay was a nice guy and reminded me of someone I'd like as a brother. I was very comfortable around him.
I had showered and done my hair and makeup as though I was going to the gallery. He didn't give me any particulars, so I hoped I was prepared for him. He did make a quick visit to the condo to see the layout and lighting, so he knew what to expect.
He left a very large canvas which made me a little nervous, but I just kept remembering that the only ones to see it would be him and I.
I opened the door and Clay came in carrying a kaleidoscopic paint-splattered toolbox, and a canvas cylinder that presumably held his brushes.
"Are you ready?" he grinned.
I unconsciously clenched the robe in my hand. "As ready as I'll ever be. I appreciate you doing this. It is such a big step for me, but I feel calm about it because of my confidence in you."
He smiled and nodded, understanding. A huge piece of shimmering shell pink silk draped over a chair. He tossed a matching pink piece of sheer that floated to the chair.
He quickly set up his supplies and was ready.
"Okay, I don't want you to do anything you aren't totally comfortable with, right?" I nodded. "Alright then, time to start. I'll help you pose in the chair. It may be somewhat uncomfortable, but we'll take plenty of breaks. If you need more, just let me know!"
He had me slump in the chair, my leg over one arm, the other straight out in front of me. The sheer was draped between my legs and over my hip. He arranged my hair over one breast and leaned my head back.
He went back and began to quickly sketch. I was amazed at how comfortable I was and think I might have dozed on and off because suddenly he was holding three paintbrushes and dabbing and swiping them on the canvas.
Clay would stop occasionally, survey the painting, and run his fingers through his hair until it stood up on the end. I stifled a laugh.
He stopped and looked at me for a moment. "Adria, can you place your hand under the sheer, on your upper inside thigh?" I did so that my thumb was against my pussy lip. "Perfect!"
He quickly went back to work and like a madman mixed paint on the palette and swiped in big strokes, then the bristles dabbed on the canvas. I closed my eyes again and listened to the canvas and brushes.
"Oh wow, time for a break. I got involved and didn't realize how long it has been. Get up and stretch. Move around a bit."
He turned his back to clean brushes, giving me time to slip into my robe. I appreciated that. I fixed fresh lemonade for us both and after a few minutes, we were both ready to go back at it.
An hour went by, and he stopped.
"I think that's it for today. I don't want you to get stressed and I'm pretty much done for the day." He cleaned his brushes and put them up to dry. "I prefer that my models don't see the canvas until I'm done. If you're not comfortable with that, you can look now."
"No," I shook my head. "I'm totally fine with waiting. I won't peek," I smiled, and he laughed.
.
.***.***.***.
CLAY the painter
.***.***.***.
.
I was thrilled that Adria was so comfortable with me that she went through with it. I know she has a lot of trust in me, which is a double edge sword as far as I'm concerned. I would love nothing better than to take it to a relationship, but I sense that she doesn't think that of me. And I'm okay with that, albeit disappointed. She's a lovely woman that would be easy to fall in love with.
Trevor and I met for dinner that night.
"Great to see you again," he said, standing up and reaching across the table to shake my hand.
"You too! I'm glad it worked out for everyone. Adria is a great lady."
Trevor toyed with his long neck on the table. "I was wondering if you and her were in any kind of relationship?"
I laughed. "I wish! But alas no, I believe she thinks of me as more of a brother."
He nodded. "I just didn't want to step on any toes, and I may get the same response from her, but I'd sure like to take her out."
I nodded, suspecting he'd have a helluva lot more luck with her than I did.
"Did she tell you she would like us to work in the gallery on national nude day?"
"No! Interesting."
"Right. I'd paint and you'd shoot. But I'm not sure of the logistics for your photography equipment?"
"Hmm, yeah, I think I could work something out"
We began to discuss what we'd do as well as how, and three more beers later we had ideas ready to discuss with Adria.
.
.***.***.***.
TREVOR the photographer
.***.***.***.
.
I arrived early at the gallery, armed with lattes and bagels. The door was locked, but I saw a light in Adria's office and tapped on the door. She peeked around the corner, smiled, and came to unlock the door.
"Good morning," she smiled and flipped the latch behind me.
"I bring coffee and fresh bagels!"
"Coffee sounds wonderful thank you, but I don't eat breakfast."
I was taking the lids off the coffee and looked up at her. "No breakfast?"
Her thick copper hair was coiled on top of her head today, soft curled tendrils hanging down. She knew how to use makeup to enhance her green eyes, but never overdone. Today her full lips were a rich rosy pink.
She stood next to her desk and picked up her coffee. Her lips pursed and she softly blew the steam over the top of the cup, while looking at me under her long lashes.
"No, no breakfast," she said. She picked up mail from her desk and began to flip through it.
Which gave me time to appreciate her dress made of sheer silk, with watercolor pink, orange, and yellow flowers nestled between green leaves. She wore a slip dress underneath, which made me wonder how it would look without the slip.
Which made my cock stand up and notice.
The wide low neckline created a glimpse of her soft white shoulders one down to the deep cleavage. A small rose pendant nestled between her round breasts, and I wanted to use my tongue to tease it.
My jeans didn't hide much and had she looked up, she would have been shocked because I was sure she had no idea of what she could do to a man.
She had luscious curves in all the right places. Her legs were killer in those ridiculously high heels.
I wanted to kiss the lipstick off those lips. I wanted to see those full lips wrapped around my cock. I wanted to taste the slickness between those soft creamy thighs.
I sat down and crossed my legs. "Clay and I were talking about what we could do for Nude Day."
"Oh?" she said, raising her delicate eyebrows. She tossed the mail on her desk and sat down.
"Yeah, we will both work. He'll paint and I'll photograph. You can set up who will be the models. Neither of us cares." We went on to discuss more details of the day and how she'd choose our models.
"I would like to do a practice run here," I said, looking around. "I'll need a background and want to check lighting. Oh, we assume you want to wall us off to some extent so we can't be seen from the outside?"



"Yeah, they are going to have to come into the gallery. I don't want this to turn into a lewd carnival." I nodded. "You can set up at any time to arrange your lighting, and whatever else you need."
"I'll need a model. I was hoping you would do it," I said, looking at her expectantly.
"Ohhhh, I don't think so," she said, her eyes dropping and looking uncomfortable.
"It would be just you and I, Adria. No one else around. Besides, I would love to have you model for me. You are such a gorgeous woman; I know the camera will love you."
I watched the flush creep across her face. I also didn't miss her nipples hardening and poking through the silk. Her tongue flicked across her lips.
"Adria, I want you to see how we see you," I stated.
She looked down, her fingers clasped in her lap. "The gallery is closed on Mondays. If you prefer dark, the gallery is only open late one day and that's Thursday."
"Daytime will be fine since that's when I'll be shooting for Nude Day. So, Monday it is?"
She nodded and I went to the back of the gallery and paced out the space I'd need. She took notes as we talked and decided on using the gallery dividers for Clay and me. I came up behind her and laid a hand on her shoulder to read her notes.
As I talked the curls on the back of her neck floated in my breath. She smelled faintly of old roses and I breathed it all in. I reached over her other shoulder to point out something in her notebook, my cheek brushed hers and my body slightly pressed into her.
"Mmm, you smell good," I whispered.
"Thank you," she whispered, her voice quivering.
"I like your hair up like this," I said, twisting a curl on my finger. I was like a moth to a flame with this one. Her eyes fluttered closed.
I had the perfect view of her decolletage, the deep valley of her soft white breasts. I dipped in and pulled the rosebud pendant onto the tip of my finger, the other three curled on the upper curve of her breast. Her chest rose on a deep shuddering breath.
Adria, I---"
Suddenly the door lock clicked and swung open. It was Maya ready to start her day at work. I stepped away from Adria and walked into her office to calm my hardness.
What was I even going to say to her I wondered. Never had a woman affected me like this one. I never lost control. I photographed women of all colors, shapes, and sizes. Occasionally I might have a little fun at the end of a shoot, but that was it. My career was too important to let my dick get me in trouble. I was years past that anyhow. Besides, she was what, ten years younger? That's too young for me.
So then why did I come on to her so strong?
.
.***.***.***.
ADRIA gallery owner
.***.***.***.
.
He waited in my office while Maya and she discussed the day.
I poured a cup of the coffee he had put on to brew. I nervously straightened the papers on my desk and wondered how far I would have gone had Maya not interrupted us.
"I expect you will want to find a gym," I said. "I know the hotel has something, but probably less than what you need. There are some weight-lifting gyms, there's a cross fit not far out of town too."
"Okay thanks, I guess I could use a workout. I'm not on a schedule."
My eyes swept his well-defined chest and he saw an eyebrow lift.
"I should take time to get to the gym. I really need to get these pounds off," I babbled, smoothing my hands over my stomach.
He was pensive for a moment before saying, "The extra weight that you perceive is a stunning display of curves to the rest of us."
He leaned across her desk and took my hand which was cool with nerves.
"And I'm going to show you. Prove to you. That you are a gorgeous woman. I mean look at the men that would love to take you out. Paolo, that works at the hotel, told me he has asked you out forever and you turn him down. I'm positive Clay would love to take you out as well."
I felt my face flush at his words. He was right in that I was often asked out, but I thought they felt sorry for me. It never occurred to me otherwise.
"Thank you, those are very kind words, Trevor."
The problem is that I'm not interested in Clay or Paolo. I'm interested in you. But I'm sure you have models coming on to you all the time. Your choice of sophisticated women everywhere. I'm not only young but inexperienced. You'll be gone after Nude Day at the gallery, on to your next shoot. Probably somewhere across the world.
"What I will say is that if you want to work out with me, I will take you, but one condition." I raised an eyebrow. "That we are going for health benefits. Building muscles, strengthening, and positive things about our bodies. It is not now, nor will it ever be about losing weight. No talk about being fat. Ever again." He frowned.
I nodded. "Yes, I would like that. I do need to strengthen. I used to do yoga at a studio down the street, but this town gets a little snooty, so I quit." And we will work out together until you leave, then I'm on my own again. And the self-doubting will worm its way into my head again.
I've always been insecure. Trevor is the only one that made me feel beautiful. I don't know what would have happened had Maya not come into the gallery. I wanted so badly to kiss him.
My nipples were hard, and pussy was hot and wet. His steamy breath in my ear, his fingers caressing my breasts. I was a melting mess. Had he kissed me I would have taken his clothes off to feel him against me.
His cock was so hot and hard as he pressed it against me.
"Are you okay, Adria?" I took an indelicate gulp of my coffee. "Thought I lost you there for a moment," he smiled knowingly.
"Sure. Okay." I pulled my hand from his and began shuffling papers.
We set up the test photo shoot for the following Monday, which gave me exactly three days of ongoing anxiety attacks.
That afternoon was the last sitting for Clay's painting. On one hand, I couldn't wait to see it, but then thinking again about it made me sick to my stomach.
I looked at myself in the mirror every day, but I've never seen myself through anyone else's eyes.
After about three hours of work, he stepped back, looked the canvas over, and nodded.
"I'm done!" he said, smiling. "Was it too terrible holding that pose for so long?"
"Not at all. Nothing as I expected, Clay. You also made it very comfortable for me and I can't tell you how much I appreciate that."
He cleaned his palette, and I slipped my robe on. He packed his paints and brushes and turned to me.
"I want you to look at it after I leave."
I nodded nervously.
The door closed behind him, and I went to pour myself a bourbon on the rocks. I moved the canvas and sat down in my chair. After an unladylike swig of bourbon, I set the glass down and looked.
I was angled so that it was only my profile and hair that were recognizable. My large breasts were tipped with raspberry-colored nipples that were long and hard from arousal. The pink satin background was a perfect foil for my creamy skin and gave the painting an ethereal appearance.
The pink silk that was draped across me was sheer enough that my pussy was visible but softened.
I looked for the bulge of my fat stomach, but it wasn't there. Hips curved into thighs. Thighs that weren't as large as mine.
I slipped the robe off and sat in the same position in my chair. I looked down and there was no tummy bulge, just a smooth transition from under my breasts down. My thighs were the same as in the painting.
But there is no lie to a camera lens. Trevor would see me in the flesh through his lens and I wasn't sure I was ready for that.
.
.***.***.***.
CLAY the artist
.***.***.***.
.
"I'm heading out," I told Trevor when we met in the lobby.
"Really?"
"There's not much for me to do here until the event. I can go home and paint until that week. Then I'll be back."
It felt so final to say that, but I knew I didn't have a chance with Adria. Truthfully, I wasn't sure if anyone would, but if there was one, it would be Trevor. I saw his attraction to her and knew he was the type of man that got what he wanted.
"Okay sure," Trevor said. "It is another month away. I never thought what I'd do in the meantime. I have nothing on the schedule, which is rare. I guess I should just enjoy the time off, eh."
We shook hands and made plans to be back the week before nude day to help her with the gallery.
.
.***.***.***.
TREVOR the photographer
.***.***.***.
.
Truth be known, as any man, I wasn't sad to see the competition go. Although I didn't feel she had any interest that way, the fewer males around the better. I intended to make her mine.
I don't know when I knew that, but I was as sure of it as I was of my own name. This woman affected me in ways I'd never imagined.
Sure, I want her naked under me, moaning my name when I gave her an orgasm. I wanted to be buried in her so deep she'd never think of another man.
I knew the photo I showed her of the model getting titty fucked turned her on. We are going to reproduce that photo with those luscious breasts of hers.
I want to taste her sweetness until she covers my face with her juices. I want to watch her full pink lips wrap around my cock. And I want to feel those sharp fingernails scratching my balls.
I want her gorgeous body on top of me, Riding me like a bucking bronco, her tits bouncing wildly. Her lips parted with a moan as she ground down to take me even deeper.
Fortunately, I was still in my hotel room because just thinking about Adria got my dick throbbing.
I closed my eyes and began to stroke my cock. Generous amounts of precum lubed the shaft.
I imagine her spread above me. I'm rubbing the head down the west silky slit, mingling our juices. On her knees, she twisted around so those pointy fingernails lightly scratched my balls.
Her delicious tits are topped with red raspberry nipples. She tips her head back, and her long hair brushed my thighs, causing me to automatically thrust up.
I run my hands up her soft creamy thighs. A tuft of coppery red curls. Plump soft and smooth lips, hide the way to rapture.
She moans when I tease her clit by massaging those silky lips with my thumbs.
I slide lower, That sweet pink pussy is so close I revel in her scent. I nibble those swollen lusty lips. She moans and I slide my hands up and cradle her heavy breasts in my hands.
My hand quivers on my cock because I need to bury my face in those succulent tits. I want to suck and bite those berry-sweet nipples.
My tongue slips between her folds and finds her clit. She jerks and moans when my tongue dances the tender nub.
She arches, her hands on my thighs, breasts pushed high, hair sweeping across my cock. That was enough for me to dive in and create a rhythmic tempo on her clit while pushing two fingers inside her well-lubricated cunt.
My hand begins to move faster on my cock as my fantasy becomes an inferno of heat. I keep her coming in waves on my face, on my mouth, on my tongue. She shudders and moans.
I feel it building up and my hand is a blur to get me over the edge. A series of loud grunts reverberate off the hotel wall while my cock purges the same rhythm.
Boneless, I sank into the mattress and sighed thinking about how it would be when she is with me.
I looked at my watch, showered, and hit the street. I had one place to go before the shoot with Adria.
.
.***.***.***.
ADRIA the gallery owner
.***.***.***.
.
It was Sunday and tomorrow was the shoot with Trevor. I sat out on the balcony and watched the city buzz below me. Sailboats headlined out to the Gulf of Mexico to catch the sunset.
The closer it got, the more nervous I became. I wondered why I had so much anxiety about this, but not when Clay painted me.
My cell buzzed and I looked down to see it was Trevor.
"Hi," I said.
"Hey, lady. How's your Sunday going?"
"I'm doing absolutely nothing," I laughed. "My usual Sunday."
"Good for you! I did want to talk about your makeup for tomorrow. Is this a good time?"
"Yes of course."
"I primarily shoot black and white, but there is a chance I'll add color. So, we'll need makeup that works both ways."
He went on to explain what he wanted and also to tell me he texted some makeup pictures and hairstyle ideas.
"Thanks! I wasn't sure what you were looking for, but pictures will be very helpful."
"You're not nervous are you, Adria?" he asked, concerned.
"A little," I admitted.
"We won't do anything you don't want. I guarantee you that. If you're ever uncomfortable with my direction, just let me know."
I already knew that he would be that thoughtful, but I thanked him anyhow.
When we ended the call I pulled up the pictures he sent. The makeup would be easy. It was more than I usually wore but I expected that. A much different style which I thought would be fun.
There were two hairstyles. One was fifties pinup, the other was sixties or seventies glam. Both of which I found exciting.
I grabbed my iced tea and decided I better do some practicing with my hair.
.
.***.***.***.
TREVOR the photographer
.***.***.***.
.
I had the keys and went in early to move the dividers to block the view from the windows and set up the lighting.
The gallery was well-lit from the windows, and I wouldn't need but a small fill flash. Tripods and cameras set up. The wardrobe is ready in Adria's office. Something that she wouldn't expect.
Adria came through the door with a small rolling suitcase for the makeup and hair changes. She seemed happy to see me and calm, almost excited. Which was a relief for me, but I knew this would end up being stressful for her.
"Good morning, you're looking happy this morning!" I said, smiling.
"I am! A little anxious maybe, but I knew I would be. You'll have to be patient with me."
"Always. That's a given, Adria," I said seriously and she smiled and nodded. "I have some wardrobe items on your desk. You can start with whatever you want."
"Wardrobe?"
I laughed. "I didn't know you'd be that anxious to take your clothes off," I teased, and she giggled.
"Well, I'm not really. Guess I better go look at my wardrobe," she winked.
I readied the cameras and lighting.
.
.***.***.***.
ADRIA gallery owner
.***.***.***.
.
I woke up excited by this shoot, surprising even myself. I had some apprehension, but I felt once we got started that would go away. Once Trevor saw me nude, he'd be changing his mind about me pronto. He'd leave for his next job and my life would get back to normal.
I used the hot rollers for the deep Veronica Lake waves. While they cooled, I pulled the first pinup outfit from the bags. A gorgeous black lace bustier, thigh-high black hose, and a g string.
The hose and g string were not a problem, the bustier I would need help with.
I walked into the gallery and Trevor had his back to me. He had removed his clothes, so I had a chance to look before he caught me. Thickly muscled thighs, hard round globe ass, long muscled back, and broad shoulders. His skin was dusted with fine black curls.
He turned to see me topless, holding the bustier. "I need help." That was all I could say because I watched his cock go from hanging heavily to semi-hard to full-on hard as he stared.
"I knew you'd be beautiful, but this exceeded my expectations by far."
I smiled and blushed. "Thank you." I held out the bustier. "I think you need to lace me up."
He blinked. "oh yeah, right. Never thought about that," he stuttered nervously, and I felt empowered.
I held it in front of me and turned my back for him to begin lacing. The black lace was fine and sheer. The cups were shelf cups where my breasts would just be supported on them, just allowing my nipples to peek over the top of the lace edging.
I looked over my shoulder. "Before you finish lacing, I'll need to arrange my breasts."
"Mmm, hmm," was all he said. Once he got almost to the top, he said, "Okay, once you're set, I'll tighten the laces."
I bent over at the waist allowing my breasts to swing free. I heard a low moan. And stood up to settle my breasts on the cups.
"How's this?" I asked, turning around.
"Enough to give a man a heart attack," he murmured, and I smiled.
"Let me go finish my hair and makeup."
I referred to the pictures he gave me plus others I found on the internet.
I stepped into my black patent leather stilettos and walked into the gallery.
"Did you want to direct me, or do you want me to do my thing? I looked through a bunch of pinup pictures last night and got some good ideas I think."
"Absolutely, you do your thing and I'll follow along."
I spread my legs and looked at him upside down. His cock was throbbing and pointing straight at me, which excited me that it was me that was doing that to him. I went through a series of poses while he followed me around snapping what seemed like hundreds of pictures.
"You can take a break love, you're doing great," he said sincerely after about a half hour. "I'm going load these on the computer so I can take a look at them. I might need to adjust the lighting."
"May I see them?"
"Of course!"
I stood beside him while he downloaded the images off his camera and set up the slide show. From this angle, I could see his cock jutting out in front of him. The poor g string was already soaked because, although I hadn't admitted it to him, I was turned on doing this. And I was still covered up.
I was still breathing hard, and my breasts were plumped in the support cups like white mountains. I had already discovered the cups would fold under and a wire would support them while exposing my breast and nipples.
"You're a good photographer," I said, peering over his shoulder.
"No, it's that I have a gorgeous model," he said, looking over his shoulder at me. "Look how beautiful you look in these. My god."
"Thank you," I said simply. The funny part was I felt beautiful. More from his words than the pictures.
"Ready for the next round?" he asked.
"I am."
While I walked over to a covered bench I tucked the cups under my breasts, baring them. I put a knee on the bench and leaned on my hands which squeezed my tits together. When he looked up from mounting his camera, he groaned.
"Damn, you look so sexy," he grated, picking up his other camera he came closer and began shooting.
I pushed up and arched my back, thrusting my breasts out. I reached up and tugged and twisted my nipples longer.
"Damn, love, you're killing me here," he groaned, coming in closer and then moving out.
I cupped my breasts in my hands and squeezed them together giving him a teasing look. It wasn't me and the camera anymore, it was me and him.
I turned around, hooked my fingers in the elastic waist of the g string, and slowly worked it down over my ass, then bent over and pulled it down my thighs.
He was groaning which encouraged me to get raunchier. The Adria of two hours ago would be shocked.
I reclined on the bench, one knee up and the other on the floor. I moved by his ummhmmm's and oh yeah's and oh god yeah's.
He straddled the bench and began to shoot up my thighs. I was sure in his excitement he had no idea his hard cock was trailing up and down my body as he moved. He was in the zone.
I pushed up with one foot and he got more shots, then turned, straddled me again, and began shooting my face and tits.
I pinched and pulled my nipples, and he moved in for close-ups. I ran my tongue over my red-painted lips and pursed my lips.
"Oh god yeah, you got it. Fuck. You got it," he moaned.
He moved and I rolled to my knees, my ass in the air, my cheek on the bench. My tits dangled below me, and he shot them from different angles.



When he turned to shoot over my ass, I watched the precum drooling from his cock. I put my fingers between my legs and used my pointed fingernails to play in the wet folds.
"Oh baby," he growled. "You're killing me."
I reached back and pulled the tie on the bustier. He loosened it and flung it away. I rolled to my back again, one leg on each side of the bench.
He straddled the bench and shot down at me, then sat on the bench between my thighs. I pushed up on my elbows and looked down. I lifted my thighs over his.
"Do it. Keep shooting," I ground out.
He lowered the camera and looked at me. "Are you sure, love?"
"Yes!"
I reached between my legs and held his cock. A drop of clear precum dripped and landed on my red curls. We both groaned. Then I ran the head up the wet slit and back down to my entrance. He kept shooting.
I spread my legs wide and positioned the head at my entrance and he slowly pushed in, snapping the whole time. He ground in ball deep, then set the camera aside.
"I've been wanting to do this since the first time I laid eyes on you," he said, looming over me. "I've never wanted to be inside a woman so bad as I've wanted you."
"You feel so good inside me," I moaned. "Fuck me."
After the hours of foreplay, we just had, it only took a hard-driving thrust or two to shoot us both over the edge. My cunt contracted, squeezing his cock. He drove deep and froze while his liquid heat spread inside me.
He pulled me up while he was still inside me, my thighs over his.
"More pictures," I said, and he smiled.
"I think I created a monster." I squeezed my cunt around his cock which was still semi-hard. "I have. A beautiful monster."
With a camera in one hand, he shot randomly as he took a nipple in his mouth and sucked, and nibbled until I was moaning again.
"I want to catch you while you're in your after-sex wantonness."
I moaned when he pulled out of me and circled the bench, the camera going at a fast pace.
I swung my legs off and stood up. The stilettos brought me to his height, and I wrapped my arms around his shoulders. He set the camera down and pulled me tight against him.
We kissed and it quickly turned passionate. I wanted to continue the shoot with the other outfit and included him.
"Let me go change, do my makeup and hair. It's time for the next shoot," I said, trailing my pointed nails down his chest, and flicking them over his nipples.
He pulled me back against him. "We can always do the shoot at a late time," he grinned.
"Nooo, I want to see how good you really are with that camera," I said walking away.
We were done in another three hours and he came home with me.
.
.***.***.***.
TREVOR the photographer
.***.***.***.
.
Never in a million years would I ever guess a beautiful young gallery owner in Florida would literally sweep me off my feet. I'm almost fifty. I thought those days were behind me. But damn, did I ever get fucking lucky.
I've been living with her in her condo. I hope she knows she'll never get rid of me. I hope she never wants to.
Four more days until National Nude Day. Clay came back and wasn't surprised at the news. In fact, he met someone and is somewhat anxious to get back home. Looks like it's a happy ending for us all.
The gallery was jammed from open to close. The vast majority of the customers that came in were happy to participate and removed their clothing. They shopped, they watched Clay and me and ate schnitzy hors d'oeuvres provided by the art hotel.
Clay's art and my photographs were all sold by the end of the day.
But the best thing Clay and I were thrilled about? Adria was comfortable enough with herself to remove her clothing as well. We were able to show her how beautiful she was, no matter what imperfections she perceived.
.
.***.***.***.
ADRIA gallery owner
.***.***.***.
.
July fourteenth, Nude Day, started early for us. We chose local models for Trevor and Clay, who came in excited and enthused about participating.
The artists talked to their models and got them set up behind dividers, so they weren't seen until people came into the gallery.
Photographs and paintings covered the front windows, which as the day wore on, became uncovered as people purchased the art.
But that was okay because Uncharted Expressions on Palm Avenue was causing quite a stir in this small-minded, but artsy city. A city policeman leaned on the wall a few doors down just to keep an eye on the crowd. Nothing worse than rowdy naked people I guess, I laughed to myself.
And yes, much to my amazement, we actually had a crowd! Some turned away when they found that if they wanted to enter the gallery, they had to remove their clothes in celebration of Nude Day, but a great many joined in and stored their clothes in bags we provided.
There was a bit of trepidation from some of the people to start, but as Maya and I chatted with them, invited them to watch the artists and have a snack and drink, they soon forgot they were naked.
It did get so crowded at one point that we had a waiting line to get in. When someone would leave, someone else could come in.
Paolo came up with a big grin on his face. "Congratulations, querido! Quite impressive! I think you have success on your hands," he said, air-kissing each cheek. "We had to open one of our galleries for nude day, by request. I guess they enjoyed themselves so much they wanted to continue it."
"That's wonderful, Paolo. I hope it helps that naturist resort by the beach."
I looked at Paolo, and although he was still most handsome and even more so naked, I had no interest. I couldn't resist taking a peek at Trevor as he worked. He caught my eye several times and winked.
I admit to being a bit nervous before we opened this morning, but as soon as I got busy, I forgot about it and didn't consciously notice that everyone was naked. I guess because we were all the same. Lumps, bumps, and all.
I'd like to say nothing was sexual in nature and we were all just celebrating our freedom.
I dropped some paperwork on my desk and heard the door close and the lock behind me. Before I could turn around, I felt a hard body and cock pressed against my back.
"Mmm, who is this I wonder," I whispered, tipping my head to give him better access to my neck.
"You better know who this is," he growled, and I giggled. "Do you know you've been driving me crazy all morning?"
"Mmm?" I couldn't answer because he was pulling my nipples longer. "Time for a quickie?"
He growled louder and I leaned over my desk. I was wet from his nearness already and he easily slid inside me.
He stroked in deep, nearly pulling out, then rubbing the head over my clit as he drove back in. Each stroke drove me higher and higher. Our heavy breaths and gasps filled my office.
I moaned softly at how decadent this was. I've never thought about getting fucked in my office. And especially with a gallery full of people. But then I've never had a lover like him. A love.
I realized then I was totally in love with him. There was no one I wanted but him, was my last thought as waves of pleasure coursed through my body. I stifled a moan when I felt his wet heat flow inside me.
.
Maya, Trevor, Clay, and I popped the cork on a bottle of champagne after closing.
"To a successful twenty-twenty-three Nude Day!" Trevor said, and glasses clinked.
"To a lucrative day for the gallery and our artists," I said.
"To Adria who made it all happen despite some internal conflicts," Clay said, and I blushed.
"Thank you all for your support. I'm feeling more accepting of myself thanks to you all, and I intend to love myself as I am. And anything I do to change; I will do it for my health."

Happy Nude Day everyone! You're all beautiful! xo


*****thanks for reading***** stars
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THERE IS NO KNIGHT IN SHINING ARMOR

.
.
The deep blue sky was adorned with fluffy white cotton candies. At least until the plane started its descent into Tampa Airport. The thick greying clouds looked like deflated whipping cream, the morning after. An overcast Tampa matched my sullen attitude.
It wasn't as though I resented coming home to retrieve my mother's ashes and sign some papers. It was that I could think of just about anywhere I'd rather be than the small town I grew up in.
We taxied towards the terminal, and I buttoned my suit jacket and attempted to smooth my skirt. A suit in Florida wasn't necessary, but my working attire made me most comfortable. Which added to my surly attitude because I wouldn't be working since, I'd be here. Depending on how long it would take to wrap up the paperwork and sell the house. Mom had done as much as she could, including a directive that I am not there at the end. I was her only child and she thought about me right until the end.
I blinked back tears, loosened my seat belt, crowded into the aisle, and retrieved my bag from the overhead. A man used the tight confines to his advantage to move in closer than necessary. I looked over my shoulder at him and smiled and was rewarded with a confident grin.
I turned my head, and he brought his ear close to my lips. After a steamy breath I said, "Would you kindly get your hard dick off of me."
His face flushed, and at the expense of the person behind him, he quickly stepped back. It was a good thing that he didn't trust what my next move might be.
.
I avoided driving through town on my way to the house and took the back roads. If you know Florida, you know that the sparse backroads could take you miles out of your way. There was rarely a direct drive anywhere.
In no hurry, I stopped and put the top down on my red rental Mustang and decided to enjoy the day that had become sunny. In contrast to New York City, which was gloomy, damp, and cold when I left early this morning.
I frowned when Chris Stapleton stopped singing mid-sentence to allow a phone call to come through.
"Chandra!" I imagined her tapping her pencil eraser on her paperwork with her usual impatience.
"Eydie! How was the trip? How's the weather?" she asked and continued before giving me time to answer. That was Chandra. "Hey, I wanted to ask about the files you left on your desk---"
I answered all her questions and eventually filled her in on the flight and the weather. She was my office assistant and the best one I'd ever had. She was me when I was her age. I knew when she was my age, she'd be even further along in her career. I'd guide her and when she was ready, I'd sacrifice and let her fly.
The call ended and Brett Young was singing you had my heart a long, long time ago... in case you didn't know. I quickly hit the button to the next satellite station, but not before my heart did a quick flip.
I pulled up in front of the neat white cottage that was flanked each side by a variety of massive old roses. The moss still hung low from the trees, and the scent of jasmine was thick in the air, just as Mom had designed. She had been gone from the house a month, but her presence was palpable. I still expected to hear her call from the kitchen. I dropped the keys on the table inside the door and carried my bag up the stairs to my old room.
I knew my room would be as I left it. The softball trophies, ribbons from events I don't even remember, pictures tucked into the mirror frame, a wrist corsage with perfectly dried blood-red roses. All are still there. Waiting to intensify the memories.
I saw Mom a lot, but just not there. I flew her to New York often. She loved the city and for that I was glad. All holidays and birthdays were celebrated in the city.
But now it was time to come home and deal with all the memories. It was a small town, and everyone knew what everyone else was doing. Mom never shared and I was grateful. When I graduated college, I moved from there to the city for a job. I never looked back.
Gazing around my room laid painfully bare just how different I was. I'm thirty-five and this is a teenager's room, so of course nothing would be the same in that way. But it was somewhat painful that I could not remember the girl that lived in this room.
I pulled open a dresser drawer and smiled at the neatly folded stacks of clothes. The light scent of detergent, the fresh smell of the outdoors. My mom didn't miss a thing, I thought fondly, catching my lower lip between my teeth before I could full on cry.
The cutoff jean shorts were snugger than I remembered and showed a bit more ass than I remember. I pulled on a white t-shirt with Cary High School emblazoned across the front.
I laughed louder when I checked myself in the mirror and saw the knit stretched tightly across my much-developed breasts. An expanse of skin showed above the jeans and below the t-shirt hem. I shrugged; happy I could fit into my high school clothes at all.
.
.
Glad I had the foresight to have groceries delivered, I went into the kitchen to throw lunch together. I went to the front porch to eat.
"Eydie? Is that you, hon?" I started awake. Dozing in the sun in Florida isn't smart and I jumped up and went to unlock the door.
"Mrs. Slocum!" I was genuinely happy to see the woman that had been our neighbor ever since I could remember. I hugged her around the casserole dish she was holding.
"Oh, I'm so happy to see you, honey. It has been way too long," she said, handing me the dish. "I'm so sorry about your mother. She was so afraid you'd come here at the end. She was adamant that you not be here, you know."
"Thank you. Yes, I do know. It was difficult staying away, but I respected her wishes. Please come sit down. How's Grady?" I asked after my neighbor and best friend all through high school.
"Oh, I can't stay, I must get back. He's doing wonderfully! I hope you can see him before you go. He bought a house a couple of blocks over."
I wasn't sure if I'd see her son. I hoped to escape town without seeing anyone at all.
"Thank you again! I'll try to get over to see you soon."
I peeked under the foil before putting it away. Macaroni and hamburger casserole, dotted with juicy pieces of her garden tomatoes. My favorite. She remembered.
I sniffled.
.
.
The next morning, I automatically put on a summer suit, pulled my blonde hair up, applied a light coat of makeup, slipped on my high heels, and headed downtown to the lawyer's office.
"Eydie, it's great to see you!" he said enthusiastically, then remembering why I was there, toned it down and added, "Under the circumstances. So sorry about your mother. Gladys and I loved her. We often had her to dinner."
Mr. Rossi was a big burly man of Italian descent. He didn't look any older than when I left town so many years ago.
I shook his hand. "Thank you and it's wonderful to see you again. Please say hello to your wife for me."
He spread the contents of a file across the big mahogany desk.
"Your mom took care of every last detail she possible. That you're an only child makes it even smoother. The house is in your name and taxes and any payments like that are taken care of. I don't know if you plan to keep or sell?"
"I believe I'll be selling it," I said.
A shadow of sadness quickly crossed his face and he nodded. "I understand. I know some folks were hoping you might move back to town."
I opened my mouth to ask who that might be but didn't.
I signed all the necessary paperwork and left. Now it was a matter of cleaning out the house and calling in a realtor.
The Tog Shop was next door. I remembered that back in the day togs were just another name for Florida vacation clothes and loved that they kept the name.
The window mannequins sported resort wear that invited snowbirds and vacationers in. Wide-brimmed sun hats in natural, swimsuits and bikinis in coral with matching beach bags. Sandals that wrapped the ankles and flashed with colorful stones. White shorts with a midriff top, a nod to current fashion. The blue and white stripe and white embroidered anchor, are a wink to old Florida style.
Other than a pair of shorts and a top that I brought with me, I had nothing suitable to wear while I was here. My high school clothes were mostly inappropriate to wear outside the house, and my business attire was just as unsuitable.
The bell on the door trilled when I walked in.
"Hey," a female voice drawled from somewhere amongst the racks. "Welcome to the Tog Shop. Have a look around and let me know if you'd be needin' any help."
"Thank you, I will," I answered.
I quickly flipped through the clothes on the hanging racks and chose shorts and tops to try on. The store was the same as when I lived here, and likely the same as when Mom was a teenager. I spotted the fitting rooms and wove through all the brightly colored racks of clothing.
The bell tinkled again, and several female voices chattered. I grabbed the clothes I wanted to buy and left the remainder in the room.
I placed them on the old glass counter and dug in my purse for a credit card.
"Will that be all, honey?"
"Yes, thanks," I said, looking up and sliding the card across the glass.
"Well, I'll be durned! If'n it ain't Eydie!" she said somewhere in between a shriek and a trill.
I looked at her, blinked, searched my memory, and came up blank. Totally blank.
"I'm sorry, I---" I stumbled.
"Y'all don't remember me, do you? I'm Grady's cousin, Gloria!" She hesitated, seeing my confusion. "Little Gloria?"
Just as the light went on, another face appeared in front of me. "Well, there's Eydie. Whatever brings you back to our little town."
This one I knew. The voice and the face. Janice. She latched on to Rex immediately after I left for college and had him at the altar within months. It was during that time that he and I planned on meeting at college with him starting two semesters after me. It was about time I quit thinking about my hometown and almost everyone in it.
I smiled warmly at Gloria. "No wonder I didn't remember you. You were just a little pigtailed kid when I last saw you. Just look at you now, hon," I said sincerely. She was a buck-toothed little girl that blossomed into a breathtaking beauty.
Her grin was broad and bright. "Thanks, Eydie. Grady—we all missed you a lot."
"So, what brings you back to our little town," Janice butted in with her acidic voice.
"My mom died." I relished the shock on her face, "I thought you'd know seeing as how it's such a little town."
She did look embarrassed.
"No, I had no idea. Sorry." She turned and began to absently go through the summer dress rack.
I paid for my purchases, said goodbye to Gloria, and wondered how much Janice was going to put on Rex's credit card. Triple digits at least, I hoped.
.
.
Mom's heirloom roses and jasmine were her pride and joy. Everyone always told her that the cottage and gardens could be on the cover of Cottage Homes, and it was still true. She must have tended them right up until the end because hardly anything was overgrown.
I worked the shed door open and pulled on a pair of Mom's well-worn garden gloves and picked up the clippers. I trimmed while I wandered through the yard. Mom had designed her garden to seem much larger than it was with paths that curved throughout.
Each turn had a hidden surprise. A low-water container for wildlife. A wind chime she made from the seashells we picked up at the beach. A cascading fountain with a small chair to stop for a while and enjoy.
In the end, I came out to a small patio with four chairs. That was a surprise because I'd not seen it before. On closer inspection, I saw my Mom's hand in the concrete slabs because they were inlaid with bits of colorful broken glass, seashells, and other little odd trinkets.
Bathed in the Florida sun, the glass glistened like a kaleidoscope of sparkling sapphires, rubies, and emeralds.
The tears finally flowed. I sobbed that my Mom was no longer here. I sobbed for myself at the time I lost with her. I mourned until my head hurt and my eyes were puffy.
And that was how Grady found me.
"Eydie."
Grady knelt next to my chair, his hand on my shoulder. Still too upset to be mortified by anyone seeing me like this, I cried even harder when I saw him. He was the beating heart of my childhood, a sunlit meadow of my fondest memories. He was never not there. He never caused me any pain.
He sat in the Adirondack chair next to mine and pulled me into his lap, crooning and rocking me as I wept on his shoulder.
"I'm sorry," I blubbered.
"Oh, shut up," he growled with humor and sympathy. As only Grady could do and despite myself, I giggled with an inelegant gurgle.
It wasn't as though Grady hadn't seen me at my worst moments. The day I became a woman was traumatic and he was there for me. Even though my Mom had explained what was going to happen, nothing could prepare a girl for bleeding.
When he saw me on my porch dressed in a lace and satin semi-formal, hair piled up on my head, controlled with half a can of hairspray, waiting for the date for the school dance to never show up. How he ran in, showered, found a suit and pulled up in his Dad's car at the end of the walkway, got out, and opened the passenger door just as though my date was with him. He even scrounged up a corsage.
He never left my side during the trauma of my Dad's death.
"You're always here for me. I don't deserve a friend like you," I said, punctuated by hiccups.
"You don't. Yet here I am, always at the ready," he said, grinning.
I sniffed. "I'm serious. You're the best friend I ever had," I admitted, just realizing it now. "And I've been the worst friend ever."
"Oh come, don't be ridiculous. I've had way worse," he said, and I heard the laughter in his voice. I tugged the auburn hair that curled around the edge of his shirt. "Ow! You always did like to beat me up."
"I did. And you let me."
"Well yeah, because I was always a gentleman."
"Yes you were."
Butterflies suddenly appeared over Mom's butterfly garden, and we sat in silence watching their delicate and brilliant wings color the sky.
I didn't think that I really should get off his lap and move to the other chair, and he didn't seem to be in any hurry to let me go. His arm wrapped around my back, and I felt protected. I didn't realize how much I missed that. Grady had always made me feel protected. Especially at my most vulnerable.
Like now.
After a while, I dried up and I hoped my eyes weren't so puffy I sat up.
"Your legs have to be going to sleep," I grinned.
"Yeah, but you were so comfortable I'd never complain."
I looked at him for a moment. "No, you wouldn't, would you."
He smiled and ran his hand comfortingly over my back.
"I do have to get to the clinic though. I'm sad to say because I'm enjoying my time with you in your Mom's garden. She would have been beside herself to see us together."
"She loved anyone that loved her garden for sure."
He just smiled in response.
.
.
Chandra called later that afternoon.
"So, are you about ready to get back here?" she asked without any preliminaries.
I laughed. "I'm still working on it. I know the office isn't falling apart, you're there."
"Flattery will get you everywhere. At least a few more days off." I heard the smile in her voice.
"I have a few more loose ends to tie up here than I realized. I got the Wi-Fi hooked up so you can send anything that needs my attention."
We were a small department within a large corporation. They paid no attention to us as long as we ran smoothly, which of course we always did.
"So far so good. I hope you can take some time to relax while you're there. I mean I know it's an unpleasant visit, so I wasn't saying---"
"I know what you meant Chandra, and I really appreciate it. You're a good friend too."
We talked business a bit and ended the conversation.
.
.
I'd finally worked up the nerve to go into Mom's bedroom and was surprised to see the closet empty and boxes neatly stacked in front. Someone had come in and packed all of her clothing, leaving only the things they knew I would want.
The relief I felt nearly knocked me off my feet. I did not need to go through her clothing, and it would only have served to upset me more.
On the bed were boxes of items that I would want to go through. I don't know who did this, but I owed them a debt of gratitude.
I was weepy on and off but got through the afternoon narrowing down what I wanted to keep. I called the thrift store in the next town over because I knew had many folks of more meager means and they were happy to come pick up. Late afternoon I carried all the boxes out and stacked them on the front porch.
Just as I was going in, an older somewhat beat up car slowed in front of the house and turned into the driveway. I couldn't tell who it was with the glare on the windshield. The door opened and I waited and wondered who it could be because I'd kept my visit quiet.
Who emerged was the quarterback of Cary High School football. The last person I wanted to see. Ever. Rex. Janice's Rex to be accurate.
He walked up the sidewalk smiling and shocked me when I felt nothing. Not dislike or like. Just nothing. It was as though he was a stranger.
"Eydie, you look great sweetheart. I heard you were in town and had to come see you."
I got out what I thought was a smile and said, "Well, you've seen me, Rex."
I stood half in the doorway to the house, holding the screen door in front of me like a shield.
"I'd hoped you put it all behind us," he said with alarming sincerity.
"Put it behind us," I said evening. "The man that was supposed to meet me at college runs away with another girl the second I leave for said college." I just looked at him for a long second wondering what I ever saw in him. "I have put it all behind me. You. The situation. Everything. Long ago."
"Awh c'mon Eydie, don't be like that. It was you I loved. I had to get married. Janice was pregnant. I had no choice."
I saw red. Enraged, I said, "You mean you were fucking her before I even left for college? You had no intention of meeting me there. You're an even bigger dick than I took you for."
"I planned on going to college. Meeting you there the second semester," he said, trailing off.
I stepped in, closed the screen door, and hooked it. Just then a shiny blue pickup truck pulled into the drive, parked alongside Rex's rusted car, and Grady got out.
"But you fucked Janice and knocked her up instead." I shook my head. Just looking at him turned my stomach. "Go away, Rex. Just go away. I do not want to see you anymore."
Grady walked up the sidewalk, brushing by Rex.
"You heard her, Rex. Leave her alone."
Grady's tone bore no backtalk and Rex jumped in his car and peeled out the drive and down the road.
"Thanks, you have a knack for showing up at just the right time. C'mon in," I said, unhooking the creaky wooden screen door and pushing it open.
He saw the boxes on the porch and said, "You had a tough day."
"Not as bad as it could be. Someone had already boxed her clothing up. I'm forever grateful to whoever did that."
"Mom came over and did that. She knew how rough it would be on you. Going through her clothes and all."
"Oh my god, I have to go over and thank your Mom. She was always so good to me."
"She'd love you to visit, I know."
"Hey, I was just getting ready to put some dinner together. Just veggies and chicken for stir fry."



"Sounds great, thanks, I'd love to," he said following me into the kitchen. "Is there anything I can do to help?"
We worked in a familiar and comforting silence while he chopped vegetables and I readied the chicken. I pulled a couple of longnecks out of the refrigerator and handed him one.
"You got it covered," he laughed.
"But of course," I said, inclining my head. "We have a few while the chicken marinates. How about a porch sit?"
We both laughed at the quip my Mom used to make. She was always ready for a porch sit.
The boxes were gone, picked up by the thrift. We settled into the old sturdy wicker furniture that we had ever since I could remember. It was freshly painted and had new cushions, and ready for a bit of sittin'.
"So, Doctor, how goes it with you?"
"Well, my business took right off when I graduated. But the fact I'm the only veterinarian around might have had something to do with that." He laughed. "I have two vet techs that are my right arms, and we can handle a pretty good load."
"I can so see you as a vet. You were always so gentle," I smiled fondly at the memories. "Do you ever get bored? In this town, I mean. Ever want to go to a big city somewhere?"
He thought for a moment. "Not really no. With Mom here I wouldn't go anywhere anyhow, but even if I could... I'm not sure I would. I'm happy here."
I nodded, understanding. "I planned on coming back after—"
"After you and Rex graduated," he finished.
I nodded. "But it worked out okay. I got a job with a Fortune 500 company in a very small department. They pay no attention to us because we always knock it out of the park." I laughed. "It's a good, challenging, but quiet job. I have an assistant that's perfect and running the show for me now. Although I can always work remotely, which I probably will have to if I stay any longer," I chuckled.
"Sounds like you have a good life, Eydie. Anyone special in your life?"
"Not really, I date a few but mostly busy with work."
He nodded. "Same here."
We sat in silence for a while, lost in our thoughts.
"Say, that chicken should be ready. Are you ready to learn how to stir fry?"
"Ready!"
Grady helped me clean up afterwards and left to go check on some animals at his clinic.
I showered and snuggled into bed. Even though it was a tough day, but that Grady was here changed everything. He was my best friend in childhood, and it seems as though we hadn't lost those years in between.
.
.
The next morning, I went into town and went by the clinic. I slowed to read the sign, Grady Slocum, DVM. I felt a swell of pride and oddly enough happiness.
Before I could dwell on that, I stopped at the county to check on Mom's house where they told me that she had paid the taxes to cover the following year. Nothing was owed.
"Oh Mom, you thought of everything. I know you want me to stay, but my life and job are in New York City now. I know you're reminding me about Grady now and I will admit I didn't realize how big a hole I had in my life until he filled it in."
I drove on for a while.
"Mom, you know how easy it would be for me to fall in love with him, but I got hurt in this town before, and not sure I want to set myself up for it again. What if I fall in love with him, and he doesn't return it? Then I return to New York with a broken heart not only from you not being here but from losing him."
But he has to be mine to even lose, I thought.
When I got home, I picked a bouquet from the garden and went over to tap on Mrs. Slocum's door.
"Why honey it's wonderful to see you. C'mon in! I'm just bakin' some cookies for Grady, but I don't think he'd mind sharin' some with you," she smiled conspiratorially.
"Mmm, it smells wonderful in here. Chocolate chip?" She nodded. "My favorite too. I'll just put these in a vase for you."
She filled the percolator with coffee and soon the kitchen smelled of fresh coffee and chocolate, and it almost made me teary.
"Have you had a chance to visit with Grady?" she asked, sitting down after pouring two mugs of coffee and placing a big plate of warm cookies on the table.
"I have yes. He was over for dinner last night actually. Well, he happened to be there, so it worked perfectly. I taught him to stir fry."
She laughed heartily and slapped her hand on the table. "I bet that was a sight!"
"He did very well, other than the burnt bits." And we both laughed.
"I was pickin' up my mail and noticed Rex over there," she frowned.
I looked down at my mug and twirled it on the worn Formica table.
"Yeah, that was quite a surprise. One that I hope doesn't happen again."
She nodded. "I'm sure.
"You know he never made much of himself. Not goin' off to college with you was a big mistake. He ended up strapped with those kids and one dead-end job after another. They barely make ends meet, but you see Janice down there at the Tog Shop buying up everythin' in sight."
"That's too bad really," I said, actually feeling some sympathy. "But you're right, he should have gone after some education, even if it wasn't college. Plenty of technical schools to learn just about whatever your interest."
I nibbled on a cookie and sipped my coffee while Mrs. Slocum caught me up on the town gossip. So many people passed on, so many young people leaving. The town was growing smaller. I was sad to hear that.
I helped her clean up her baking dishes and headed back over to the house. I looked around, knowing I should be going through things and boxing them up, but I just wasn't ready. I pulled a book out and went out to Mom's glittering patio.
I must have dozed because I jerked awake to a soft rose petal stroking my cheek.
"Oh! It's you," I said, inelegantly.
"Yeah, back like a bad penny," Grady said.
I laughed. "That isn't exactly the way I meant it. Not at all in fact." I looked at him. "Really glad you're here."
He was leaning over the chair, his head shading my face from the sun. I looked at him in anticipation. I did want him to kiss me, and he knew it. He brushed his lips on mine before pressing in.
I touched his cheek with my fingertips hoping it was enough to hold him. He tilted his head, and we increased the depth of the kiss. We were still tentative. Learning each other. Not rushing.
He backed off an inch. "Mmm, well that was a surprise. A very nice one."
"Yesss, it was," I said, slowly sliding my fingers over his daily stubble.
He turned and lowered himself into the chair next to me.
"We need an umbrella out here," he commented.
"Yes, that's exactly what we need. The sun is getting brutal."
I smiled to myself thinking we sounded like an old married couple.
"Oh, I brought you something." He handed me a big white bakery box.
"Uh oh, this is going to be something really good, I just know it!" I peeked in to see a big red strawberry pie piled high with whipped cream. "Oh myyyyyyy," I moaned.
"Well, you made dinner for me last night and I was impolite enough to not bring dessert."
"Ahhh, so now we have dessert but no dinner," I tried to hide my smile.
"Yeah, seems so."
"So maybe we can rustle something up in the kitchen."
"Thought you'd never ask!" He looked in the refrigerator. "Hey, there's more vegetables and chicken, and since I did such a stellar job stir-frying last night, how about a repeat? Unless two of the same in a row is bad."
"Are you joking?! I can stir fry every night if I could."
"This time, I want to do it all. See if I've improved."
I chopped this time and he cooked, and it was perfect.
We found a movie and he stayed late to watch. I walked him to his truck.
"I had fun, Eydie. Just like old times."
"Well maybe not just like, but pretty darn close."
"No?" he asked quizzically.
I cupped my hand around the back of his neck, went on tiptoe, and kissed him.
"No, we never did this," I whispered, my lips brushing his.
He gathered me in his arms, and I wrapped my arms around his neck, and we locked in for a long passionate kiss.
He moaned and broke away, but not before I felt his hardness pressed against me.
"I better go before I stay."
One last look and he turned, jumped in his truck, and was gone.
.
.
The next morning my phone rang. Chandra.
"Long time no hear," she said, getting right to the point.
"Yeah, clearing the house is taking longer than I expect," I lied. "How's it going there? It's the slow season so no problem. Just checking in to see if you're alright. That's got to be tough cleaning out your Mom's things."
"It is. I've had help from old friends, which makes it better."
She filled me in on business happenings and we hung up.
.
.
I wandered the house still loathe to start packing. I oddly thought of how nice the kitchen would be with a remodel.
I decided to go up and clear my room. Which was easy. Most went in one box because it was associated with Rex. I did keep a few things. The dried corsage Grady got me for the dance. A few other things. The rest went in the trash.
The room was gloomy once everything was off the walls.
I grabbed my keys and jumped in the Mustang.
I heard Grady call my name. "I'm upstairs. Come on up!"
He walked in and looked around. "You're painting?"
"Yeah, I packed my stuff, and the room was yuck."
"Ah. Okay then." He crossed in arms in front of him and watched me for a moment. "Would you like some help?"
"Hellyeah!"
We had it painted in no time.
"It is brighter," he said.
"Yep," I said with a feeling of accomplishment.
"But I guess I'm not sure why. You're not going to sell the house now?"
"I might... Yeah, probably will... Sometime."
"Alrighty then. Go get cleaned up, I'm taking you to dinner and it won't be stir fry," he laughed.
"Boo," I said, pouting.
He gave me a light kiss, slapped me on the ass, and said, "Get going!"
We drove a ways towards the coast to a seemingly empty parking lot. But for the big food truck with people lined up waiting for their serving of smoked barbecue.
"Oh my gosh, I love barbecue!" I nearly bounced in my seat.
"And this is the best!"
I found a picnic table under a shady tree. He set three white foam containers down in the middle of the table and sat next to me.
"Okay, what we have here is smoked brisket, and this here is pulled pork, and this here is chicken."
"Whoa," said breathing in the wonderful smell.
He had a bag full of napkins, extra sauce, greasy French fries, and two plastic tubs of coleslaw.
We didn't eat half of the food and it was decided the leftovers would reside in my refrigerator until tomorrow night for leftovers.
I liked knowing that he'd be over again tomorrow night.
"Hey, you got a bit of sauce right here," he said, leaning over and sucking my lower lip before pressing in for a kiss.
"Mmm, you taste good."
"You do too, babe." He looked at me and tucked my hair behind my ear. "Guess we should go and free up this table for others."
He helped me up into his truck.
"Do you mind if we make a quick stop? I need to check on a horse."
"No, not at all!"
Large cattle and horse ranches went for miles in these parts. I'd often look back at those long lanes wondering what was at the end. What the ranch house looked like. If I was lucky, we would go through when a cowboy would be out. Daddy told me that he could be checking his fence line, looking at the small wells they used for watering the cattle or checking on the outer pastures. That we had cowboys here in Florida was exciting to me at that age.
Grady turned back one of those long lanes and we rode for a while before the building came into sight. Ranches here could be hundreds and even thousands of acres, so a house and a few outbuildings could get lost.
"Wow, they're gorgeous," I breathed.
"Arabians. This is one of the top breeders of Arabian horses. They're worth a small fortune." We pulled up by a barn. "C'mon, you can get out if you want."
I nearly fell out of the truck in my excitement. Oh, if my coworkers could see me now, the usually serious and sedate Eydie, excited like a child about horses.
As soon as my feet hit the ground, one of the horses trotted right over to the fence. I ran my hand over the sleek chestnut coat. He snuffled my hand, then hung his head over to snuffle my neck.
I quietly talked to him, telling him that he shouldn't do that to ladies he doesn't know. How ungentlemanly it was. He looked at me, snorted, and dipped his head and I laughed.
"You made a friend," Grady said, coming out of the barn.
"I was teaching him some manners," I said seriously.
"Oh boy, I'm glad I wasn't on the receiving end of that!"
I elbowed him. "Yes, you are!"
We got back to the house, and he walked me to the door.
"I can't stay, I have early surgery tomorrow morning."
He cupped the side of my face. "Too bad, but I understand."
I wrapped my arms around his waist and kissed him. He pulled me close, and our kisses deepened. Our tongues searching and tasting. He pulled back, growled, and rested his forehead against mine.
"It's getting hard to leave you, Eydie," he admitted, and I nodded.
"Me too, but you need your sleep so you don't cut something off you shouldn't."
He laughed hard. "Thanks for looking out for me!"
I winked. "Anytime!"
I went upstairs and surveyed my bedroom. Now that the paint was dried, it was a beautiful buttery yellow. Much brighter than the purple I had in high school, I thought, laughing to myself.
I had been staying in the third bedroom, which was part storage. I slept in a single bed which was fine for me, especially since it was only temporary.
I poured a cup of coffee and called Chandra.
"Aren't you the early bird," she answered. "How's it going?"
"Great. I decided to do a little painting."
"That's wonderful! They say that helps resale value. Fresh paint."
"Exactly."
After we ended our call, I jumped in the rental car and headed to the big box store that sat some ways out of town.
At the usual time, Grady was calling me from the front door.
"I'm upstairs!"
He came into Mom's bedroom. "You're painting again?"
"Yeah, they say it's good for resale."
He looked around, then at me for a moment. "Uh. Huh." He turned and walked out the door. "I brought you something. You need to come downstairs."
He pointed to the box, and I opened the flaps. Two tiny fluffy black kittens looked up at me with their bright blue eyes. Both mouths opened at the same time with the tiniest mews I'd ever heard.
"Oh my god, Grady! They're so freaking cute!" I picked them up and held them against my chest and they both began to purr. "They're so small! Should I feed them? I don't have any cat food. I don't have a litter box or litter!"
He held his hand up. "First, they're not eating food yet. They drink kitten formula out of a bottle. And they don't need a litter box just yet. I'll show you about that," he grinned.
I was already deeply, totally in love with the two tiny warm bodies that had nuzzled into my neck. "But I can't keep them," I said, nearly in tears.
"I know I know. I thought you might like to foster them while you're here. All you have to do is feed them and have a warm box to keep them in. They're tiny and not mobile."
"How did you get them? Where's Mama?"
"Sadly, their mama got hit and killed. They were born in a shed back side of someone's house. Instead of trapping mama and babies and bringing them to us, they left them, and this happened," he said angrily. "Some people just can't do the responsible thing."
They had both gone to sleep at my neck. "Of course, I'll do what I can. As long as you teach me."
"Oh baby, I'll teach you alright," he leered.
I laughed. "You're so bad."
He went out to his truck and brought in everything I'd need, then proceeded to show me how to do it. It really was quite easy, and as he said, I was saving two lives by doing this.
That was quite a feeling once I thought about what I was doing. They would have died if people wouldn't have stepped up to the plate and done the right thing. Finally.
After they had settled in, he helped me finish painting.
"So, you're doing all this for resale value, eh?" He eyed the gallons of paint stacked in the hall.
"Well yeah, they say that's what you should do."
"They say, huh."
"It is a lot brighter in here. I understand why Mom wouldn't have gone to all that trouble just for herself."
"Hey, if we do pizza tonight that'll give us enough time to start another room."
"Deal!"
He looked in the attached bath. "Small and needs upgrades but this would be nice when it's done."
"Do you think I should plan to do that?" I asked earnestly.
"Depends babe. On what your plans are. If you're just going to paint to sell, then I'd say no. Paint is enough investment. Now if you were staying, that would be another consideration."
I crossed my arms and looked around. "Hmm."
"What is really needed?"
"What?"
"A kiss. I really need a kiss. If you have time that is."
"Well since you said you'd help me paint, that's the least I could do."
We stood in the hall; he pressed me against the wall and the kiss quickly fired up. I ran my leg up his and he moaned. He cupped my ass and pulled me against his hardness. When we pulled away, we were both panting.
My mound was pressing against his hardness, and I shuddered. He had buried his face in my neck and groaned when I moved. I held the back of his head, and he flexed his fingers into my ass. His heart pounded with mine.
"We better start painting now, or we won't get to it," he murmured against my neck.
"Mmm," I agreed, not moving.
He finally pulled away and walked downstairs.
My cheeks were flaming hot, my panties were wet and steamy, and I wanted to jump his body. But there was something that held me back. It wasn't as though I didn't know him. I've known him longer than almost anyone.
I sat in a sheet-covered chair in the bedroom. Was it because I would be leaving soon? The last thing I wanted to do was leave with unfinished business. Again.
Was it his heart or mine I didn't want to break?
.
.
Those adorable silky black balls of fluff were a responsibility, but because they did nothing but eat and sleep at that age, took little time. If I had to go somewhere and it was going to be feeding time, it was easy enough to take a bottle and put them in an extra purse I found around here. They were happy to cuddle and snooze.
I would sometimes give people a peek in the bag and laugh at their excitement when they saw what was in there.
I decided to stop at Grady's clinic on the off chance he might not be busy. I didn't expect that but thought I'd try.
The building was as utilitarian as I'd expected. The front desk and waiting area were comfortable.
"Hi, I was wondering if Dr. Slocum was available for a moment?"
A severe-looking young brunette frowned at me. "Do you have an appointment?"
"Well, no, I just stopped by—"
"You really need an appointment. The Doctor is busy."
"Yes, I understand, no problem," I murmured, turning away before she bared her teeth to me.
"Eydie!"
Grady was just coming down the hall. He motioned me back and I felt the glare of the rabid brunette as I passed by.
He pulled me into an examination room, closed the door behind me, backed me up against it, and kissed me. I wrapped my arms around his neck, and he pulled me into him. I moaned. I swear if that examination table was larger, I'd have thrown him on it and had my way.
I pulled back a bit. "I just stopped by to say hello," I smiled, breathless.
"Mmm, I love your kind of hellos," he murmured.
The intercom crackled in the room. "Doctor Slocum your next patient is waiting room three."
"Go!" I said, my hand on his chest. "I'll see you later?"



"You bet!"
He got one last kiss before disappearing down the hall.
I smiled at the pit bull at the desk because she looked even more ferocious looking.
.
.
I spent the afternoon moving furniture and mattresses from room to room and just added a few finishing touches.
I put spaghetti sauce on, made garlic bread, and had salad in the refrigerator. I stopped for a bottle of red wine, hoping it was good and hoping Grady drank red wine. I ran up to shower and just came downstairs when he got there.
"Hi babe," he said, smiling and pulling me against him. Our kisses turned intense quickly and I pulled back. "Mmm, do you ever smell good?"
"Dinner is almost ready. I just have to make the noodles. Hope you like spaghetti," I said, walking into the kitchen.
Turns out he did, and loved the wine which we enjoyed on the patio that flashed colors in the setting sun.
"Your Mom loved making these," he said, watching the glass shimmer. "She had a vision of what it would look like, and she was right. Her description is exactly what happens when the sun hits the glass from different angles."
We sat enjoying the sunset and the rest of our wine in peaceful silence.
After it disappeared, I asked, "Say, do you want to see what I did today?"
"Absolutely!"
He followed me up the stairs and waited until I opened the door of the main bedroom.
"Wow!"
He walked in and looked around. I moved the biggest bed and mattress from another room. Moved the matching dresser and bureau in as well as two velvet upholstered chairs in front of the window.
The new pale blue bedding and sheets were a shade lighter than the walls and blended beautifully.
"Wow," he said again, walking around.
"You like?"
"It doesn't look like the same room, Eydie. Amazing."
"I didn't have time to remodel the bathroom though."
"Oh sorry, that should have been part of the deal. Won't work then."
"Maybe I can coax you into reconsidering."
I sauntered across the room to him. I watched his pupils enlarge, and his eyes darken. I slid my hands up his chest to his shoulders and leaned into him. He held me by the waist.
"Do you think that would work," I asked quietly, my eyes locked with his.
"I'm likely to say yes to anything you want right now, babe," he growled.
I hooked the hem of my t-shirt and pulled it over my head, revealing the pink, fine lace bra. The sheerness of it left nothing to the imagination, as they say.
Still watching him, I tucked my fingers into the waist of my shorts and began to slowly shimmy them down my hips. I kicked them aside and gave him a sexy pose in the bra and matching thong panties.
"Oh babe," he said, his voice broken.
I stood in front of him and unbuttoned his shirt and pushed it off his shoulders. I ran my hands over his bare chest, his skin was so hot to the touch. The center of his chest was dusted with fine curls the V'd down to disappear into his jeans.
He grabbed me for a passionate kiss. My nipples hardened and pushed through the lace, rubbing his bare chest. He moaned. He had my ass and pulled me into him. The jeans were rough against my bare skin and unbelievably arousing.
I reached between us and unzipped his jeans. He pushed them down and kicked them away. He pushed the sheets back and pulled me onto the bed with him. I shuddered when I felt his hot bare skin against mine.
"Oh Grady," I murmured, running my hands down his chest and over his stomach. His cock was thick and rested on his stomach, throbbing as my hand moved closer.
"Touch me, babe, touch me," he moaned.
I wrapped my fingers around his thickness. Precum coated the satiny head, and I thumbed it on the sensitive skin. He hissed through his teeth.
"I need you," I whispered, not wanting to wait any longer. I wanted. Needed him inside me.
He rolled into the cradle of my thighs. As he locked eyes with mine, he slowly slid into me. The pleasure was excruciating, and I mewed soft and low as his cock stretched my tunnel. He sucked on my nipples, and they ached for more. He moved from one to the other and I arched, needing even more.
I pushed up, taking his cock deeper. I met every thrust, which drove him deep. The sound of our bodies, the rasping breaths, and the scent of sex heavy in the air all combined to inflame me.
Suddenly, my body went rigid, then waves of orgasms rocked my body. My pussy contracted around his cock, and he moaned. He thrust again, then grunted, drove deep, and released his hotness deep inside me.
We panted, catching our breaths, then he rolled to his back, taking me with him to his side. He put his forearm over his eyes.
"Sorry, was pretty intense."
"It was perfect. I needed you. We had enough foreplay," I said, smiling.
I had my head on his shoulder, his arm was around me and we dozed for a bit. When we woke it was late.
"You can stay if you like," I said, not sure if it was appropriate timing.
"I'd like. If you don't mind if I get up early to go to the clinic."
"Not at all. If you want to shower in the morning, I got some guy stuff in there."
"Guy stuff eh." He loomed over me. "It better be me guy stuff and no one else."
"Oh yeah, it's you, babe." I pulled him down for a kiss.
.
The days went by, and Grady and I fell into a comfortable routine. He spent most nights with me. At one point in time, I realized I didn't know where he lived.
"I have an apartment on the other edge of town. It's not much. I used to spend most of my time at the clinic," he told me when I asked.
I had kept a low profile since arriving in town. Not so much the Rex and Janice debacle, but I didn't know how long I'd be staying and I'd have to answer a lot of questions I had no answers to.
I had several phone calls to make the following morning. By the evening I would know what my future held, and what the answers to those questions would be.
.
.
During dinner, I asked Grady, "So who would be the best one around here to remodel that bathroom?"
"I can do it," he said, looking at me. "Why do you want to do it now?"
"You have enough to do Doctor. Ow!"
The kittens were growing and now had the run of the first floor. They also decided my leg was the best way to go up. I picked them up and kissed each one of them. They snuggled against my chest and began to purr. I held them and went back to eating dinner.
Grady was watching me, shook his head, and laughed. "They have you at their beck and call."
"They need me!"
He looked at me and set his fork down.
"I need you too, Eydie." He hesitated. "I love you."
I swallowed hard and he leaned to kiss me. The kittens began to squirm between us.
"I love you too, Grady," I replied amidst the mewing of the two tiny house panthers. "What do you say about me staying here? Not going back to New York."
"I'd say yes. I'd say I've been wanting to ask you to stay here with me, but I didn't think it would be fair to you and your career."
"My career can continue here. I talked to the company today and they gave me a new position, a raise, and their blessings. Chandra will take over the office."
"Then I guess it is time to remodel that bathroom!"
We laughed and the kittens jumped onto the table, I scooped them up and threw a ball across the room and they were gone.
"You know I won't be able to give them up now, don't you?"
He shrugged. "Looks like you got yourself a built-in family already."
So, it does. So, it does.

~~the end~~
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Cara: Brother is First Then Dad

.***.***.***.
.
JOEY
.
.***.***.***.
.
"Don't touch me like that."
"I'm not touching; I'm putting sunblock on you. Like you asked," reminding my sister she asked for it.
"You know what I mean."
We were on the dock at the lake the summer after we graduated high school. Where our family spent every summer as far back as I can remember. The cabin by the lake. But the only difference this time? It was just us two.
"I have to touch your ass to spread this stuff."
"Just don't touch me like that."
"Like what?!"
She pulled her sunglasses down on her nose and looked at me over her shoulder. I looked right at her while I smoothed my hand up her thigh to her ass. Which was mostly bare because of the skimpy bikini she wore.
"My butt."
"Sis, your bikini hardly covers your ass. Sunscreen goes on bare skin. What do you expect?" I trailed my fingers along the bikini line down between her legs a bit, then flattened my hand and rubbed it down her inner thigh. "Then you get your ass burnt, then it's oh it hurts so much Joey can you put sunburn lotion on please?"
"Joey get your horny hands off of me!" she snapped.
My sister Cara was over a year older, and it was only in the last few years we appreciated each other. We're almost best friends. But this was this summer I realized how hot Cara is.
"You say horny like it's a bad thing," I murmured, sliding my lotion-slick hand up her other leg.
"Oh, for god's sake," she grumbled and went back to her book.
"Is that some hot porn disguised as one of those romance novels?" She sighed loudly.
This time when I got to her ass she didn't complain, so I ran my fingers along the edge to between her legs, to barely brush the damp thin knit that clung to each swollen lip.
"It must be. Or maybe it's me that's making you wet, hmm."
I hesitated, waiting for her to say something, so when she didn't, I did it again. This time her thighs parted, just slightly. I applied more pressure, and she kept reading, ignoring me.
Deciding not to press my luck, I dripped more creamy coconut sunscreen in my hand and smoothed it over her back. A tiny white string was tied center back, the other tied behind her neck. I pushed her thick blonde braid over her shoulder.
My cock was nearly splitting my board shorts and I reached in to adjust it, giving it a little stroke. I moved closer to her so that my thigh was along her hip. The bikini bottoms were cut low and barely covered her crack. The same tiny white ties held it at each hip.
I flattened my hand and smoothed the lotion from the top of her bikini bottoms to her shoulders. She put her book down and laid her cheek on it, facing away from me. I decided to turn it into more of a massage. At least until she bit me again.
My thumb followed her spine, my fingers wrapped around her side slightly as I stroked again, only applying more pressure. My fingers snagged on the ties, and I took a chance and pulled the string. They snapped away and fell to her sides. I hesitated, waiting for objections.
Rubbing the cream between my hands I repeated, tracking both thumbs up her spine to her shoulders and upper arms. On the return down, I wrapped my fingers around her sides a fraction and slowly eased down to the rise of her ass.
Feeling more confident, I again moved my fingers further around her sides and the tips of my fingers caught the bulge of her soft tits that were squashed under her body.
Thirty-eight double D. I knew this to be fact because I snuck into her room, riffled through her drawers, and looked at her bras.
Getting another feel of the sides of her tits made my balls start to ache. One more pass even lower and I enjoyed the full outer curve of her breasts.
"Joey," she said in a warning voice.
Busted.
I relaxed on my back; my head propped on a towel. It was later in the morning, and no one was on the lake fishing. The little boats were out earlier and gone already.
A fish splashed nearby and Cara pushed up on her elbows, affording me an even better view of her fantastic tits. Unbelievably she sat up, and when she did her bikini top swung out baring everything but her nipples. She held the cups underneath each full globe, ran her finger around her back, and deftly tied it behind her.
I was always amazed at how women could do that. Just hook their bras behind them as if it was nothing. Sometimes I fumble to get my jeans buttoned.
Before we had lunch, she slipped on an oversized wife beater and her bikini bottoms. The armholes were cut below her tits. Surely designed to tease me I knew.
After we ate, I went to my room to quietly relieve my blue balls and nap. When I woke, she was gone, and I saw her down at the dock again. I showered and by that time she was back. I ran my fingers through my tight brown curls and called it good.
"Want to watch a movie?" I nodded. "You find one, I'll make popcorn."
She came back, set the bowl in my lap, and stretched out on the sofa, her head on my thigh where she could conveniently reach behind her for the popcorn.
I chose a movie that I thought she might like, a romantic comedy. Turned out it was heavy on the romance right from the start.
When I placed the empty bowl on the floor, I put my hand on her shoulder. The oversized wifebeater exposed more than it covered, so finding her warm skin was easy.
My thumb was on her shoulder, my fingers on her chest and just starting the rise of her breast. I absently rubbed my thumb on her shoulder as we watched. She rolled to get her glass on the floor, took a drink, then rolled back enough so half of my hand was over her breast.
I fluttered my fingers lightly and softly as a test. The side of my hand was an inch away from her nipple and I wanted to slide it over and palm her nipple, but I knew that would make her bite me again, so I resisted the urge. I wanted to keep her compliant.
The movie got into full-blown naked humping intimacies and my cock began to grow. Which happened to now be directly under her head. Nothing I could much do, so I went with it.
I trailed my fingers back on forth across the exposed skin on her tit. Her nipple was hard and pushed through the white knit.
I purposely pushed the wifebeater aside to reveal more of her breast and continued the light strokes across the rise of her tit, the side of my hand just grazing her bullet size nipple. I continued like that for a few minutes concentrating on the movie that was really firing up now. Hallmark movie of the week it wasn't.
I picked up my drink and when I placed it back on the table, I moved back enough that her nipple was under my hand. I just kept up the movement of my fingers for now as her nipple dug into my palm.
The movie scene switched to full-blown mount her and fuck the hell out of her grunting, moaning, screaming sex and suddenly Cara grabbed my forearm. I stopped and was ready for her to move my hand, but she pushed her nipple harder into my palm and my arm down, exerting more pressure on her tit.
I flattened my hand and palmed her nipple with enough pressure she'd feel through the shirt. She pushed her tit into my hand again and my fingers flexed around the solid mound. While the blazing scene played out, I began to tease her nipple with my fingers, tugging them longer and harder. They pushed out the thin knit lewdly and I twisted and pinched, while I cupped as much of her tit in my hand as I could.
She released her grip on my forearm, so I could move my hand. I slipped it under the wifebeater and only had the brief bikini top to contend with. I eased it aside and bared her nipple, nearly groaning aloud as I tugged on it. The rapid rise and fall of her chest pushed her half-bared tit into my hand.
As she arched, her head pressed against my cock, making it throb.
Suddenly headline news blared. The movie had ended, and local news began, effectively throwing cold water on us.
Cara swung her legs to the floor, stood up, and said, "Seeya in the morning Joey."
I jumped in the shower and got some relief. Just some.
.
.
The next morning Cara was putting breakfast together in the kitchen and woke me up. Bleary-eyed, I wandered out in my shorts and poured a cup of coffee. I watched her work around the kitchen, baggy not close to being a sexy nightgown, but because I knew what was under it, my cock sprang to attention.
After a few sips of the hot brew, I asked, "Anything I can do?"
"You can start the bacon if you want."
"What are you planning today, anything?" I asked.
"Nothing. Same. Relaxing before I have to go back to work." Her blue eyes pinned me. "What about you?"
"Same. I didn't plan anything. To be honest, when Mom and Dad said they weren't going to be here, I was okay with that. I just wanted to do the same. Relax. That muscle pull in my leg is bothering me again, so I want to take it easy because of that."
She nodded. "Same here."
She gathered the plates and filled the sink. I picked up the dirty dishes from the counter and reached around her to add them to the sudsy water. She moved back just as I did that, and my perpetually hard cock rubbed against her ass.
"Sorry," she mumbled, not moving.
"No problem. You're good," I said, pushing against her and trapping her between myself and the sink.
"Joey," she said.
I looked over her shoulder. Her nightgown was stretched tight across her tits, revealing those bullet-hard nipples poking through. I wrapped my hands around her upper arms and rubbed, the backs of my fingers and knuckles grazing the sides of her tits.
"What," I said, barely a whisper. I pressed my throbbing cock into her firm ass.
"We can't," she said, more firmly.
My fingers pressed more into her tits as I rubbed.
"We're not," I said, still rubbing, moving incrementally closer to her nipples.
"You are."
"I'm not," I argued, feeling her ass pressing against my dick.
"Cara," I whispered.
Her shoulders relaxed back against me; her breasts thrust into my hands. I twirled and pinched the bullet nipples through her nightgown. I heard her soft moan.
Suddenly music started playing and broke through my haze. She pushed me back and went over to pick up her cell phone.
"It's Mom and Dad."
I left the room to let her field the call from them. My balls ached and I was in no mood.
.
.
When I looked later, she was down on the dock again with her beach bag, hat, and towel. The black bikini covered even less of her ass than the one yesterday, the cups barely would have covered her nipples.
I threw a towel over my shoulder and headed down the path to the lake. It was early enough that a few fishermen were nearby in boats but doing more ogling than fishing.
Cara bent over to spread her towel giving them a boner-hardening view of her ass, then turned, and leaned over to get her book out of the beach bag while letting her tits swing free and threaten to come out of the tiny triangles.
"You're giving those guys a real thrill, sis," I said, laughing, dropping my towel on the dock.
"That may be the only thrill they get today," she grinned, picking up the sunscreen.
She stood, and by bending and twisting and reaching spread sunscreen on as much of herself as she could. I sat on my towel and watched her and the guys in the boats, trying to decide who was more entertaining. I got up and dove into the water off the edge of the dock and swam out a bit, then back.
I came up, shook my head, and sprayed water everywhere. Cara squealed when the drops hit her hot skin.
"Oh, sorry," I said, grinning.
"Like hell," she said, laughing.
"I could pull you in."
"You better not!"
I looked around and saw the audience was gone and it was just us two again. Cara had her eyes closed. I swam to the edge, quickly scooped her into my arms, and pushed us both back into the cool water.
She screamed and tried to wiggle free but I had my arms tightly around her.
"You're gonna get it, Joey," she warned.
She had to put her arm around my neck as I let her lower body into the water. The buoyancy of the water floated her against me, her tits bashing into my chest. I looked down and one of the cups had slid aside and bared her nipple. It was dark and long, hard as a bullet.
"Cold water," she said.
"Sure."
She bobbed against me again, her nipple rubbing my chest. She was still hanging on my neck, so I slid my hands down her back and cupped her bare ass.
"Joey."
"Cara," I said, kneading her firm ass. "You have a great ass."
Her long eyelashes swept her cheeks, hiding her eyes. We heard voices and another boat was coming around the corner. I moved her top to cover her nipple, but not before I got a tweak and tug in. We swam apart and climbed onto the dock.
The hot sun dried our bodies and we napped. When I woke, they had their catch and ogle for the day and were gone. We were alone again. I moved and my thigh muscle cramped again. I tried to rub it out and grabbed the sunscreen for lubricant on my skin.
"Did you pull it again," Cara said, her voice low and gravely with sleep.
"Yeah. Dammit."
She rose to her knees. "Lay back."
Cara straddled my leg, rubbed sunscreen between her palms, and began to massage from my knee up my thigh to under my shorts.
"Oh god that feels good," I moaned. "Like a real massage."
She laughed. "Well yeah. Your muscle is tight, Joey."
She continued the long firm strokes until she felt my muscle soften.
"Oh yeahhhh," I moaned, when I felt my whole leg relaxing.
Her soft hands pushed under my shorts a little more on each stroke. My cock had been hard and lolling off to the side. She rubbed a little more, then I felt her hands higher under my shorts. I squeezed my eyes shut, willing her not to stop.
The next stroke and her fingers brushed my balls and I jerked. She continued on. Long very slow strokes up my legs, her fingers pressing more into my balls as she worked.
"Cara," I whispered.
"Joey."
I opened my eyes. She was on her knees, her breasts hanging between her arms as she worked. The tiny triangles barely covered her nipples but bared those fantastical breasts.
"Fuck, you look so sexy like that," I said, squinting into the sun.
"You just like my tits."
"Oh, I do. I do. They drive me crazy you know."
As she massaged, they swayed beneath her. She pressed her arms together, which pushed them tight, working the triangles even smaller. She smiled watching me.
"Oh my god, those nipples. They're like bullets. And so fucking hard."
Her fingernails scratched my balls and I moaned. Her hand moved up further and her fingers brushed my throbbing cock.
"Oh fuck, Cara. Touch me," I begged.
She continued to tease me. Her soft fingers wrapped around my hot steel cock, and she thumbed the precum over the tip.
She raised onto her knees and pushed my shorts up to expose my cock and balls. It was lewd and obscene and driving me fucking crazy to be hanging out like that in public.
She looked around. "I wonder if anyone can see your cock?" She held it up and began to run her hand up and down the length. "What if they knew it was your sister with her hands on your dick? Where just anyone could see."
I moaned louder. Her words. Her touch was driving me into a frenzy. She stroked faster and my ass thrust up, driving my cock through her hands.
"Oh fuck. Don't stop. I'm going to cum," I groaned.
All that teasing built up until now. I couldn't stop it if I wanted. My orgasm hit me light a freight train. I shouted and began to pump out arcs of cum. I vaguely heard my sister's voice but I was lost. When I finally was able to open my eyes I saw Cara. Her tits were bared with white pearls of cum splattered all over them.
I groaned while I watched her rub it into her skin and lick her fingers.
She tossed her top on her towel, gathered everything, and walked up the bath to the house. Her tits are bare and exposed to anyone watching.
.
.
We ate and she went to shower, coming back out in the same baggy ass nightgown.
"Movie?" she asked.
"Sure. You pick," I said.
She flipped through the channels and stopped. I didn't know this one, so it too would be a surprise.
She plopped down on the sofa with her head on my thigh again. The nightgown was oversized and showed no skin, which I suppose was her point.
There was no place to put my hand, so it went on her upper arm. The movie was good, but no hint of anything sexual. I didn't know if I was disappointed or relieved.
Bored, I trailed the tips of my fingers on her soft skin. The loose sleeve easily pushed up and I softly stroked from her inner arm to her shoulder. Her night was loose over her breasts, but her nipples began to harden as I caressed her.
I began to stroke the sensitive underside of her arm. She leaned over and picked the changer up and went to another movie. When she rolled back, my hand slipped inside the arm of her gown. Her skin was warm and soft from her shower. The sweet scent of blooming flowers drifted up.
The movie started and it was clearly adult themed.
"She looks like you, Cara."
"Yeah, she does."
As the actress took her clothes off, I added, "Nah, but her tits aren't nearly as hot as yours."
"Joey!" She half-scolded me and I could tell that she loved it.
"What? It's true," I said, lightly running my fingers over her breast.
"Mmm, Joey," she moaned and half scolded, but I knew she loved it.
"And look, she's totally shaved. Although I don't know about you."
She sighed, loudly.
I twirled my finger around her nipple, then tugged it longer. Fuck, her nipples were like baby bottle nipples.
"Well, I'm not," she said quietly.
I felt my pulse racing at the thought.
Gently, I ran my fingers around the underside of her breast. A trick I'd learned from an ex-girlfriend - who told me that women usually find this area extra sensitive.
Cara gasped softly as my hand moved to the second breast and pressed against it while slowly tugging on its nipple.
"His dick isn't as nice as yours," she said, watching the screen.
"Thank you."
"It's not. Yours is fatter. And those veins are hot."
My cock throbbed at her compliment.
"My dick likes what you said."
"Yeah?" she said, then her breath hitched when I fondled her breast.
I toyed with her breasts as we watched more of the movie. This was clearly much more adult themed, and they were regularly fucking and stayed naked the rest of the time.
"Did you pick this movie because of the sex?"
"Yeah."
"Thought so," I said, tweaking her nipples. She giggled.
"I figured you'd like to see tits and pussy and this movie looked like it has lots of them."
"I do. But I have better right here in my hands."
"Mmmm," she moaned softly. "Imagine if Mom and Dad could see us now."
"Oh my god, there'd be hell to pay. You get your hands off your sister's tits right now!"
She laughed. "What if they saw you cumming all over my tits on the dock today?" she said, laughing even harder.
"What's wrong with you son?! Letting your sister jerk you off like that!" We were nearly in hysterics talking about it.
The movie continued to get hotter and heavier, and they were in a good fuck on the bed. I went back to fondling her tits and playing with her nipples. As she watched and with my manipulations, she began to undulate her body. I could feel her chest moving with her soft panting.



She raised her knees and her gown slid down and pooled at her hips. She spread her thigh and pulled her gown back onto her stomach. I moaned when I saw the blonde tuft of hair. She moved her hand between her legs, and I could tell she was stroking her clit and sweet pussy.
"Oh, Cara honey," I breathed.
She pushed her hips up at the same time the actress did when he entered her. She rubbed her pussy at the same pace the actor fucked on the screen.
I pulled my cock out and began to stroke at the same tempo. I watched Cara's tits bouncing as she rocked her hips. The actress's moans and Cara's combined filling the room obscenely.
Cara pushed higher and I watched her wet fingers sliding in and out, her hand fingering her clit. She was panting and groaning louder and faster. I increased my tempo. Cara shouted out and my body jerked and spasmed through a fantastical orgasm.
"Holy fuck," she breathed.
All I could do was groan. I was spent.
After a few moments, I did say, "Well you aren't totally shaved. I told you that you were hotter than her."
"Joey!"
.
.
The next morning, we went into the nearby town to pick up some groceries. It was more of an oversized convenience store instead of a full-blown grocery store. Fortunately, we weren't picky and found enough to last us out the week. We picked up some beer and after they checked both of our IDs, they were satisfied we were old enough to drink, they sold it to us.
It was drizzling and miserable when we got back to the cabin. We put the groceries away.
"I'm going to go read," Cara said, heading to her bedroom.
I lay on the sofa flipping through the channels and finding nothing. I must have dozed because the sun was out and lower in the sky. I got up to look for Cara.
Her book was upside down next to her on the bed, where she was curled up sleeping. She was under the covers, and I had no idea what she was wearing. I stood next to the bed and dropped my clothes into a pile, pulled back the covers, and slipped in.
I carefully moved towards the heat of her body. Her soft even breathing told me she was still asleep, and in one move I spooned in behind her. I carefully moved my hand and laid it on her bare skin. My cock surged nearly doubling me over.
I pressed against her back. My cock slipped between her legs, and I wrapped my arm around her.
She slowly came awake and looked over her shoulder.
"Joey."
I moved her blonde hair out of the way and nuzzled her neck. I flattened my hand on her bare stomach and held her while I moved in closer.
"Mmm, better," I whispered.
"Joey, this is dangerous," she murmured, gasping as I gathered a tit in my hand.
"Yes, these are incredibly dangerous," I said, kneading. She moaned and arched. "Your breasts are so sensitive. I love it." I palmed the hard nipples. "I want to suck them. Would you let me do that, honey?"
She rolled back and I moved, giving her room. She slid her arm under my head. I slowly pulled the sheet down to reveal her bare tits. I swallowed hard.
"Damn, Cara," I murmured. "Those nipples..."
"Need your mouth, Joey."
I leaned over and took one into my mouth and sucked on it like it would give me sustenance for life. She squeezed her tits together and I went from one nipple to the other and back and forth. She shuddered and moaned.
I touched between her legs and she was soaking wet. I moaned around the hard bullet and stroked between the soft wet folds. Her hips rocked and she arched her back. I slipped two fingers inside her. Her clit was as long and hard as her nipples and she jerked at every touch.
"Don't stop," she gasped, and I picked up the rhythm.
I buried my face between those plump firm breasts and would stay there until I suffocated if I could. Suddenly her cunt contracted around my fingers, she cried out and flowed copious amounts of hot juice on my hand.
I kissed down her stomach and buried my mouth in her sweet blonde curls. I teased the hard clit with the tip of my tongue, and she cried out. She ground her cunt against my face wanting more I began the rhythmic flicking taking her higher and higher. I wanted her to explode on my face. I wanted her to go off in a million sparks.
And she did just that.
"Joey."
I moved up and gathered her in my arms. She rolled face to face and threw her leg over my hip. My cock was hard and probed. I quivered holding back, waiting until she was ready to join us.
"We can't, Joey. We can't fuck. It's not right."
I groaned and dropped my head so we were forehead to forehead.
"Cara. Honey. I need you really bad."
"I know. I need you too. But it's not right. We're brother and sister. I shouldn't even be naked in bed with you."
I rolled onto my back and looked at the ceiling.
"You're right. But I've never cum as hard as when you did it for me. And seeing my cum on your tits. God how I love those tits." I put my forearm over my eyes. "I want to taste you. I want to fuck your tits. Watch my cock slide through, my balls rubbing on your soft skin." She moaned. "And I want to be inside you. Your cunt tight on my cock. Buried deep inside you."
"Joey."
I felt the bed move and figured she left, but the sheet slid off the bed. I watched her crawl across the bed on her hands and knees. Her tits hanging heavy. She watched me as she moved between my legs.
"Oh god, Cara." My voice was hoarse with excitement.
She sucked one of my balls into her hot steamy mouth and I moaned. She watched me from under her eyelashes as she nuzzled my balls, then sucked on the other one. I was already panting. I didn't know how I'd last.
She licked from my balls to the tip of my cock, twirling her tongue on the precum that was running out of the hole. I felt the vibration of her moan and she sucked the head into her mouth. I was having a hard time keeping my eyes open. My cock in my sister's mouth was the most exquisite feeling. Like nothing I'd ever felt. No one had come close to her mouth on me.
She runs her lips down the shaft until I felt the head in the back of her throat. I moaned and gave in to the sensations. The grazing of her teeth up and down the shaft. The vacuum of her mouth from soft to hard. Her tongue twirled and scrubbed the sensitive skin of my cock.
My balls were in her hand and she gently bounced them, then scratched with her long fingernails and I groaned louder. Her mouth on my cock and her manipulations on my balls was driving me over the edge.
"Oh fuck honey, make me cum. Your mouth feels so good..."
My hips spontaneously rocked, wanting to fuck her mouth with my cock. She sucked hard and let me thrust in and out, setting the pace. Fucking her mouth.
I gripped the sheets and grimaced as the tension built into my body. I grunted hard when I knew it was coming. I exploded in the back of her throat, grunting with each pump of my hot seed.
She swallowed all I had, then licked my cock clean before moving up next to me. I pulled her to my side.
"Fuck." I gasped. "Fuck fuck fuck. What you do to me, Cara. You're right. My sister isn't supposed to make me cum harder than any girlfriend I've ever had. My sister isn't supposed to turn me on more than anyone I've ever been with."
I was as limp as a noodle and couldn't have moved if I wanted. She took it all out of me. Physcially and emotionally. This is my sister. I can't have feelings for her beyond what's expected. I sure can't let her give me a hard-on every time she's around. I can't always think about testing her, sliding my fingers in her wet cunt, and certainly burying myself in her.
She was right. Us fucking wasn't right.
.
.
That evening I watched a movie and she stayed in her room and read a book.
The next morning, I was up before her and started breakfast. Bacon was done and I was waiting for the eggs when she came in and poured a cup of coffee.
"Do you need some?" she asked.
"Yeah, I could stand---" I started to say until I looked over my shoulder.
The thin-knit wifebeater that she wore over her bikini last, she now wore without the bikini. Her breasts pushed out through the white knit until it was tissue paper transparent. Long bullet nipples wantonly grew longer as I watched. When she turned to put the coffee on the table, I saw she only wore a tiny white thong.
I don't know if this was her way of teasing me or not, but I got the eggs and bacon on the table, and we sat down to eat.
Her tits were above the table level distracting me. Her nipples stayed erect like bullets. And she acted as though it was any other morning. I was confused but enjoyed the moment.
When we were done, she cleared the table and I stayed seated because my dick had grown out of my shorts, and to be honest, I really didn't know what was going on.
I heard the dishes rattle as she loaded the dishwasher, then the low growl and the water gushing in.
Her hand was on my shoulder, and I looked up.
She stepped in front of me, hooked her fingers in her panties, and shimmied them down her legs.
"Cara," I said, watching her.
"Joey," she smiled, pointedly looking at my lap.
I quickly shoved my shorts down and kicked them away. My dick stood up, waving for attention.
She placed her hands on my shoulder and straddled my lap. She reached down and held my cock, rubbing it through her wet slit. She lowered, just taking the head in. I held her waist, leaving her to control it all. It was a big decision she made, and I wanted her to carry it through.
Her eyes slammed shut when she started to lower herself onto my cock. I did too when I felt her tight cunt engulf my cock. She ground down and took me as deep inside herself as she could.
Her head fell back, her lips slightly parted as she rocked and squeezed my cock. Her fingers dug into my shoulders and a low mew began.
Her pussy gripped my cock even tighter, and I knew I was cumming soon. The waves that went through her in turn squeezed my cock. I shuddered, shouted, and released my load into my sister.
It couldn't have been any better.
.***.***.***.
.
CARA
.
.***.***.***.
"Joey!"
"What? I'm helping you shower."
"If Mom or Dad catch us, they'll kill us," I warned. I really couldn't imagine how they'd react, but I didn't want to know. "It's not like we're by ourselves at the cabin anymore," I scolded him. For what that was worth.
"Dad would love it I bet," he said.
His soap-slick hands were running all over my body distracting me from what he said.
"Oh god, these tits," he growled, chewing on my nipples. I moaned shoving my tits into him.
It had been a week since we were back from the cabin and the last time we fucked and were both horny as hell.
"Fuck me, Joey!"
He pushed me against the wall, cupped my ass and I wrapped my legs around him. I buried my face in his neck to muffle my moan when his fat cock slid inside me. He hissed through his teeth and began to pound into me. My nails dug into his back and I started to cum. I muffled my screams against his shoulder while my cunt convulsed on his cock.
He grunted hard, shoved in deep, and unloaded his hot cum.
"Phew," I said, letting my legs slide to the floor. "Now get out of here before someone catches us."
.
.
"I have to go help Bub get Mama in the nursing home," Mom announced that night at dinner. "I don't know how long I'll be gone. A week maybe. I can't let my brother do it all."
She arranged to leave early the following morning. Joey had classes so Dad said he'd take her to the bus terminal. She spent the evening showing me what was in the freezer to make for dinner and worried that we wouldn't have enough to eat.
"We'll be fine, Mom. Go and don't worry about us."
The next morning, I got up and saw Joey's bed empty which meant he'd left for class. Dad took her and then would go to work from there, so I had the house to myself.
I waited for the pot to stop dripping and poured a mug of coffee.
"I hope you made enough for your old man." I jumped hearing his voice.
"I thought you were gone. You scared me," I poured him a mug and placed it on the table.
He still stood in the doorway, his hair on end like he'd had a night of wild sex, his silky white sleep pants were slung low, barely caught by his hip bones, and the fly was parted to tease the darkness inside. I averted my eyes and leaned on the counter to finish my coffee.
Only when I felt his eyes on me did I remember that I wore the thin white knit wifebeater and panties. It wasn't like I expected him to be here, I thought. Too late to do anything now.
He sat at the table, his fly gaping and I looked into my mug and swirled the coffee. He drained his cup and clunked it on the table.
"How about another round, Kittycat." His nickname for me is from when I was a kid and found a mama cat and all her babies on the back porch and wanted to keep them all. Pussycat, Pussy, or Kitty.
I picked up the pot and went over to pour it. His legs were spread wide, so I had to step between them to reach his mug. His cock was getting hard and pushing his pants, right next to the fly. Any movement and it would grow out of the opening.
"Just like your Grandma," he said, wistfully.
I set the pot on the table. "What do you mean?"
"Your figure. You have her tits and hips."
"She was beautiful," I agreed, thinking back to her.
She was only fifteen years older than my Dad and had the same figure as far back as I can remember. She did have big breasts, which I must have inherited because my Mom had nothing. She only died a couple of years ago. Suddenly. Of a heart attack. When I would be out with her, everyone mistook her for my Mom. She was a beauty for sure.
She always said the one that knocked her up planted his seed and left. She never married and was a single Mom back when times were really tough.
"I miss her. She taught me so much." He was lost in memory and sounded sad.
I leaned over and hugged him around the shoulders. "I'm sorry Daz. I miss her too."
Daz was my childhood nickname for him. I tried to call him Dads, and it came out Daz. It stuck.
"I know baby," He said, running his hand up my side. "But you're so much like her. You make memories of her vivid."
I couldn't help but glance at his fly. His cock had pushed it into a mountain in his lap. The edge was caught on the tip of his cock and there was a wet spot in the white silk from precum. I felt a tingle between my legs in response.
I went over to the sink to rinse my cup, and he brought his.
He stood next to me for a bit. Not touching, but I could feel his body heat. I turned to look at him. He slowly raised his hand and trailed his fingers over my shoulder and my neck to caress my cheek.
"You're so beautiful, Cara. I can't believe I made a gorgeous woman like you." He ran his thumb across my full lips and they automatically parted. "You're responsive. I knew you would be. You are your Father's daughter." He smiled.
"You know your grandmother taught me how to please women." His fingers lightly trailed down my neck and followed the edge of the wifebeater across the rise of my breasts.
"She did—You---" I was attempting to make sense of what he said.
"We fucked." He looked at me. "Are you shocked?"
I thought back. I often found them hugging but realize now they were embracing. They would whisper or move apart quickly when I came around.
"Not really. Not shocked. She was sexy and you're a sexual man."
He raised his eyebrows. "You think I'm a sexual man?"
"I do," I admitted.
"Oh pussycat," he breathed another one of my nicknames and it sounded like a caress, and it hardened my nipples and he didn't miss that.
He traced the armholes of the wifebeater that cut out on my tits so that the edge was only an inch or two from my nipples. His touch was feather-light and unbelievably arousing.
"I saw you with her. In your bed. You told me you were napping."
"I remember," he said softly, his eyes following his touch. "You had just graduated and I wanted to bring you into bed with us."
"Mmm."
He looked at me. "What if I had done that?" He hesitated. "Or me. What if you would have seen me alone in bed naked? Would you have joined me?"
"Yes."
"Really? Even if you found this under the sheet?" he said, his hand waving over his hard cock. "It would have been for you. When you graduated, I saw you had blossomed into such a strikingly sexual woman."
"Yes. I know you'd never mean me any harm."
"Oh kitty," he sighed. "Not the harm you mean, but maybe another way."
I was mesmerized by his touch. By the sexual connotations of our conversations.
"Sex? You wouldn't have harmed me by that."
"Not if I'd have fucked you? Have you ever considered your Dad's dick inside you?" he said, his tone stronger.
"No."
"Not until now?" he asked. "Did you ever see me as a man that wanted you?"
"Maybe."
"You've been looking at my dick all morning. You know what I want little kitten."
"I do." I looked down and his cock still had his pants tented. The front wet circle enlarged and wet with precum. I shuddered.
This was so much more intense than anything I had with Joey. He stroked my bare midriff under my shirt and above my panties.
"So had I brought you into my bed what would you have done?"
He ran his fingers across the top of my panties, and it was so distracting I had trouble concentrating on what he said.
"It depends." I hesitated. "On if your cock was hard or not."
He smiled. "Oh, it would have been hard. It's usually like this around you, my beautiful Cara." I looked at him. "You didn't know you can get me hard just by an innocent look or touch?" I shook my head. "Well, you can. You have me wrapped around your little finger like any daughter does her Dad."
"So, you would have fucked me if I'd gotten into bed with you that day?"
"Only if you wanted it. I certainly would have pulled you close to me so I could feel your soft body against mine. You'd feel my rough skin against your softness." He was so close to me I could feel the waves of heat off his body.
A thick mat of curls that narrowed to a V until it disappeared in his pants. I tentatively touched the curls and then buried my fingers in. He gasped as I wove my fingers through the thick curls. His nipples hardened and poked through the thickness.
"Mmm."
"My nipples are as sensitive as yours, love. I was blessed with many erogenous zones."
I touched them and heard his sharp intake of breath. The power was almost overwhelming. That I could make a man respond to my touch like that. I felt like a virgin again.
He tucked his fingers into the elastic waist and ran them around to my hips, then back. Then trailed his fingers back up and under the hem of my shirt. I shuddered as he got closer to my breasts.
"So responsive," he whispered in my ear. "What I want to do is caress the sensitive underside of your breasts with my lips so you would feel my beard and mustache." I moaned softly. "Brushing your nipples with my beard and mustache. The pleasure will be excruciating, pussy." His breath was soft puffs in my ear as he talked.
I gripped the curls on his chest as I swayed.
He kissed down my jaw to my lips. "Oh baby girl, you don't know how long I've wanted to do this," he murmured, pressing his lips against mine.
I melted into his body, his hard cock throbbed between us, and my nipples hardened into bullets and ached so badly I ground them into his chest.
We ate at each other's mouths as though we both were waiting for this moment. After what seemed like an hour, he growled and pulled away.
"Come," he said, taking my hand.
He led me into their bedroom and through to the bath. He reached in and started the water.
He slowly peeled my shirt up and over my head, revealing my tits to him. He groaned. He hooked his fingers in my panties and pushed them down.



I reached for him. His cock had finally escaped and lewdly poked through the opening. It was the hottest thing I'd ever seen, and my pussy tingled and clenched with anticipation.
He smiled and stepped into the shower. It was small, our bodies rubbed against each other. The slick soap added to the eroticism. Our skin was hot. His hard body against my soft was inflaming. His cock pointed out and poked and probed insisting on finding the entrance to rapture.
He ran the edge of his hand between my globes and I quivered at how good it felt, he did it again and I cried out.
"My pussycat," he said.
I did the same to him and he groaned, leaning against the shower wall. I soaped his balls, thick with hair, two oversized balls in a low-hanging pouch. His cock was average length, but big around and thickly veined. It sprouted from a nest of thick curls.
He stroked, caressed, and fondled all my erogenous zones until I was a quivering mess. Then he used the shower head to stroke, caress, and fondle my body until I was flaming.
"Daz, please, I need you," I whimpered.
He toweled me and led me to the bed.
"Do you want me to fuck you in your Mom's bed?" he asked. I blinked, considering the connotations.
"You want to fuck me in your wife's bed because you'll get off on the taboo of it all, won't you? You're probably imagining how hot and dirty it will be for you. Your cock twitches just thinking about it, doesn't it?"
Seeing the lusty pools of fire in his eyes, I went on, "Then the fantasy of Mom walking in on us would excite you even more than fucking me here. You can picture it in your mind: her face when she rushes into the room and finds us, her husband and daughter, naked and sweaty, tangled together on top of her covers."
He groaned, trembling he lowered me to the bed and followed me down. I needed no foreplay. I'd had hours of it this morning, I just needed my Dad's cock inside me.
I spread my legs and he moved into their soft welcoming cradle. This wasn't the time for covering the Kama Sutra. I wanted to see his face the first time he exploded inside his daughter.
He pushed his fat cock into me, and I groaned loudly. It was thick and stretched my walls. It was such a delicious pain pleasure, I cried out. He ground in, and I rocked up, taking him deeper.
He growled and began to fuck me. I met each thrust. Our bodies pounded together lewdly. My tits jerked and bounced on my chest and he fucked me hard and fast. We were on a rocket ship that was out of our control. His eyes were lust filled and he watched me.
I kneaded my tits together and inched my nipples. He growled louder for more and I continued, while I pushed up to take him deeper and harder.
"Oh fuck baby girl," he shouted.
I heard the hunger and need and felt his passion and sexuality. He gave all he had and took all he needed.
I shouted out and felt as though I was flying off a mountain. The freefall of pleasure and the fulfillment of feeling his hot seed spreading through me. Seed that he made me with.
I grabbed his ass and dug in, off again on his cock, arching and straining until pure pleasure.
He lowered himself on me, supporting on his elbows. I held his cock in me as long as I could.
"You are your Father's daughter," he said, looking into my eyes.
"You made me cum harder and with more pleasure than anyone has, Daddy."
"Oh baby, you've never called me that and this was the perfect time."
We kissed and kept kissing while he rolled off me and pulled me against him. I rolled until I was half on him, my thigh between his legs. I couldn't get enough of him.
"I need more. You."
"And I need more. You too, baby girl. We have so much more ahead of us."
We dozed for a while.
"Tell me how it started with her."
He hugged me closer and looked at the ceiling.
"Hmm, you like hearing about that, do you? We are a family that loves taboo."
"Yes, you know Joey and---"
"I do, he told me. Perfect."
"I'm glad you're not mad."
He kissed me passionately again. "It was my high school graduation party. She had set up a big thing in our backyard. We had a pool, so it was fantastic for parties. Mom wore a bikini and every guy there hit on her. She looked hot as hell and I would never have admitted it then, to her or anyone, but I was just as hot for her."
"Mmm."
"The party ended, and my balls were aching from the hard-on I had all night watching her flirt with my buddies. I escaped to my room, leaving Mom with a few of the guys from the party. I knew she would entertain them."
"Oh, that's hot," I murmured, and he gave me a quick hug.
"I showered, went to bed but decided I couldn't sleep unless I jacked off. Just as I started to stroke, my bedroom door opened. I faked sleep so she would leave. The door closed, but I felt the sheets lift and a weight on the other side of the bed. I knew from her Chanel scent it was her."
I moaned softly.
"She moved behind me and I was shocked to feel her bare breasts pushing into my back. She began to stroke my side, from my ribs to my hip. Her touch was inflaming me even more. She moved her arm over me and placed her flat hand on my chest."
"Did she say anything?" I asked.
"No, nothing. No words were needed at that point. She caressed my body from my chest to just above my dick. I was moaning so hard, wanting her to touch me. She continued to lightly run her hand over my body. I wanted to touch her. But it was impossible because she was so close to me. It turned out, that was on purpose. This was to be my time."
"Ohhhh," I said, understanding more. "I bet were going nuts that she wasn't touching your cock."
"Oh fuck yeah. Remember I was an eighteen-year-old boy that would hump anything anytime."
I laughed.
"You know, after you turned me on at your graduation, I wanted to do that to you so many times."
"What?"
"Sneak into your bed and get you so aroused you were quivering in my arms."
"Oh, Daz. You make me quiver now."
He rolled me on my back, and we began to kiss. Then he kissed down my neck and trailed his mustache around my breast. I moaned, arching at the sensation.
"Suck them..." I whimpered.
He trapped them in his teeth and nipped and pulled. It was the most fabulous pain pleasure and I screamed for more. My arousal was in flames. He knew that because his hand went between my legs, and he slipped two fingers into my wetness.
My body was out of control, and I undulated while he held on and finger fucked me and worked on my other nipple.
"God, you are so fucking hot," he growled, kissing his way down my stomach. He ran his mustache up and down my inner thighs until they quivered.
"Daz," I pleaded for release.
His mustache abraded my clit, my pussy lips. His tongue teased and took me higher. I rocked against this face rhythmically and he began to flick my clit. I rocked faster. I needed more.
"Daz," I moaned. "I need you."
He growled against my pussy and sucked my hard clit between his lips. I gripped the sheets and sobbed. He began to fuck me with three fingers in earnest and I thrust up, riding his hand.
I shuddered and shouted out a mind-blowing orgasm.
I collapsed in his arms, kissing him and tasting myself on him.
I got my breath back and said, tell me more about you and Grandma."
He settled on his back again and I cuddled in his arms.
"She teased me unmercifully that night. I discovered how to wait. How to enjoy my body and its erogenous zones. With her, it was always a learning experience, but ended in the orgasm of my life."
"Mmm."
"She finally touched my dick and I almost shot off then. She rolled me on my back and was on her hands and knees over me. Her fabulous breasts, like yours, dangled above me. I took them in my hands and almost came again right then. She said, What do you want? It took me a moment and I said, to fuck you, Mama."
I swallowed hard. "Mmm"
"She mounted me. It was surreal seeing her naked on top of me. I knew I wouldn't be able to last long. I was way too excited and at that age..."
"Quick trigger. I know."
"She slid down and that steamy heat was so tight on my cock. Watching her ride me, her tits bouncing, the look of pure pleasure on her face, and it happened. I drove up and exploded inside her. Like I just exploded inside you, my girl."
"Mmm."
"Family love."
"Yes. That's why I'm so happy you're fucking your brother."
"But I'd rather have you, Daddy."
He sighed and squeezed me close. "You're the best love. The very best. It's going to be tough staying away from you when your Mom is home."
"Is it bad I'm jealous that Mom will be in your bed every night," I said sadly.
"She's in my bed but hasn't been interested in sex for a long time. You'll be the one taking care of me from now on, Cara."
"Mmm, good. So, she never sees you naked?"
He thought for a moment and said, "Not really. Why?"
"Because I want to shave that forest around your cock and on your balls so I can suck your dick."
He growled and pinched my nipple. I moaned. "Fuck yeah, you can shave me. Such a naughty fucking girl."
I was. Now. Around my Dad. I wasn't as free around Joey, although I loved fucking him.
"Mom won't notice?" I asked, not wanting her to wonder what he was up to.
"She never looks at me, kitten. You're the only one that has enjoyed my body in a long time." He thought for a moment. "Now you know it was your graduation party that I began to lust after you."
My pussy tingled again at the thought of it.
"You wore that little bikini at your pool party and I was hard the whole night. I spent the whole time trying to hide it."
"Mmm, wish I'd known then."
"There were other times. One time I came home from work early and you were just home from college classes and in the shower. You didn't think anyone would be home and left the door open."
"You watched me. Saw me totally naked. Did I make you hard?"
"Oh damn, seeing you naked in that shower running your hands over your body nearly doubled me over." He closed his eyes and sucked in a breath. "I came the hardest I'd ever cum from jacking off that time. I was worried you'd heard me, even though I tried to stifle it."
"Did you tease me after that by not wearing underwear?"
He chuckled. "I did. I'm not sure I'm proud of that seductive move though."
"You should be. I spent a lot of night masturbating to the peeks I had of your cock and balls." I felt the heat rise in my face. "In fact, I was embarrassed I even looked. I felt like a perv, but it only seemed to be more exciting."
"You are your father's daughter," he said, rolling to his side and sliding his leg between mine. "We're both a little pervy, darlin'. I mean you fuck your brother and your dad, and I fucked my mom. Pretty damn deviant if you ask me."
I rubbed my body against him, knowing this was going to come to an end when Mom got back.
"Such a gorgeous body." He ran his hand up and down my side, over my ass and my back. "So soft."
"Daz, I don't want to give you up and I'll have to when she comes back."
"Kitten, you're not giving me up, just that we will have to be more careful of what we're doing."
"What if I moved to the room downstairs?"
We had a walk-out basement where an earlier owner had begun to set up a small apartment. A complete bathroom was there and a bedroom.
He thought for a moment. "I don't see why not. It would certainly give us more privacy. But we would have to come up with a good reason as to why you'd want to live down there."
"I'll come up with something," I said confidently.
.
.
"Where've you been?" I asked Joey the next morning.
He poured me a cup of coffee and sat at the table. "So, you missed me?"
"Well yeah," I said, sitting across from him. "Hey, you have a girlfriend don't you!"
He grinned and I saw his cheeks color. It would be the first girlfriend he claimed to me, so she must be serious.
"Yeah, I think so. We've been seeing each other since you and I got back from the lake."
"That's great, Joey," I said, sincerely.
He was thoughtful and sweet. He was as sexual as our Dad. Whoever got my brother, was indeed lucky. They were getting a good man.
.
.
We had three more days until Mom came back. She checked in regularly, so I told her now that I'm older, I'd like the privacy of the room in the basement. Then she could use my room for her sewing and crafts. She was all for it, as I knew she would be.
I was in the basement arranging some of the furniture that was already down there. When I was done, Dad was home from work and in the shower.
"Mmm, looks like you need help there," I said, stepping into the shower with him.
"Boy, do I ever need your help? I thought of you all day and am ramped up kitten. Needing you bad," he turned, put his arms around me, and held me against him.
I moaned feeling his soapy slick hard body against mine. His cock quickly grew and pushed between my legs. I knew he wasn't going to wait.
"Fuck me, Daddy."
He growled and turned me around. I bent over, steadying myself against the tile wall.
"I'm gonna fuck you kitten. I'm gonna do it hard and fast. I'm gonna fill your cunt with my fat cock." He stroked the head through my wet folds. "I'm gonna shove it in," he said as he shoved it in, ball deep. "Then I'm gonna fuck you until you scream with pleasure."
"Oh yeah, Daz. Fuck me," I shouted, feeling his daddy's cock reaming my cunt.
"I've thought of this all day. Burying myself deep inside you. Filling you up with my seed. Just like I made you. Fucking my girl and filling her deep. You drive me crazy," he growled, squeezing my ass as he plowed me.
Big fat balls banged my pussy the harder he plunged in. My clit was hard and long and his balls slapped the sensitive nub. I sucked in a scream and went sailing off the cliff, mewling long and loud. He held my hips, drove in hard and his cock pumped me full of his seed. He stayed locked in until his cock went soft.
"Oh Daddy," I whimpered, standing up but leaning against the wall. My legs wobbled and my chest still heaved.
He rinsed us off, wrapped me in a towel, and took me to bed. I snuggled close to his hot hard body.
"You feel so good against me."
"You drive me crazy kitty cat. I think of your soft body all day. How I want to sink so deep inside you. And I can't tell anyone what a hot woman does that shares my bed."
"Oh! I almost forgot. Mom gave me her blessings to move downstairs."
"Really? You worked some magic."
"Nah, I just know what's important to her," I laughed.
"That's going to make it much easier for us, pussycat."
I nodded, but he was already softly snoring, and I went to sleep in his arms.
.
.
Joey had been spending time with his girlfriends but volunteered to help me move my stuff. He showed up early and I made his breakfast.
"Nice having you around," I said, ruffling his hair.
"Nice seeing you," he winked.
"Joey."
We both laughed.
"You are different. You're more open now. Not as uptight as when you and I were at the lake."
I served the food and sat down across from him.
"Hmm, you might be right. My time with you changed me, and then my time with Dad changed me. For the better, I think. I hope."
"Oh yeah, for the better for sure. You're even sexier than you used to be."
"Joey!"
I wasn't taking any furniture down and already had my clothes boxed and ready. We had them downstairs in no time and that just left odds and ends. We were done by early afternoon.
"Thank you," I said, hugging his arm.
"You're welcome. I'm always happy to help whenever you need me. No matter what."
"No matter what," I said, smiling up at him.
He leaned down and kissed me. I wrapped an arm around his neck and kissed him back.
He pulled away and looked at me. "Do you know this is the first time you kissed me? The whole time at the lake, and you never kissed me."
"Really?" I said, a little shocked. I had no reason I could think of. "Maybe I was just still uncomfortable? I don't really know why not, Joey."
He pulled me against his body and we kissed passionately, and it quickly rose to an inferno. All the feelings came back and my pussy tingled, remembering.
"Are you going to fuck me?" I whispered.
He groaned. "Damn. You have changed. I love it."
We quickly undressed and climbed into my new bed. We faced each other and continued to make out, ratcheting higher and higher. I had my leg over his hip and he kneaded my tits. He leaned down and sucked a nipple into his mouth and I arched, needing more.
He kneed my legs apart and moved in between my thighs, never taking his mouth off my tits. His cock head probed and he slid the head in, groaning around my nipple.
"Oh god yeah, shove it in."
He growled and drove ball deep. I raised [ and met him stroke for stroke. He pushed up on his arms and levered so he could thrust faster and harder. It had been so long, we just needed each other.
I knew that no matter who we were with, we would always be each other's lovers.
He pushed deep, locked in and I felt his hot seed rush through me. I squeezed his cock with my cunt, and began to cum. I arched, my body rigid, my nails scoring his back as I rode wave after wave.
I went limp and he fell to my side.
"Pact. We are always going to fuck, no matter what."
"No matter what."
.
.
Later when we went upstairs, Dad was surprised we were down there, and I was thrilled to learn that the basement was that soundproof.
Joey left for his girlfriend's house, and I led him downstairs.
"Kitten, you have this looking really nice," he said, looking around my room. He walked into the bathroom and said, "Oh I forgot there was an open shower in here. The guy that owned this house before must have built it to fuck his daughter in."
I giggled. "Daddy!"
"Okay then, maybe for her to fuck him hmm?"
"That's better!"
We stretched out on the bed.
"So, you liked looking up the leg of my shorts hmm?"
"Hell yeah. I didn't see much because of your bush... Hey, that reminds me. You said I could shave your cock and balls."
"Go for it!"
I ran to get a towel, a basin of warm water, a new razor, and shaving cream.
He stripped and I put the towel under his ass. I laid on my stomach and moved his cock and balls around to decide where I would start. His cock grew as I held it.
"Daz!" He laughed and flexed the muscle that made it jump.
I held it and kissed it and sucked on the head.
"Oh pussycat, you better not start what you can't finish," he groaned. I licked the satiny head. "Cara."
"Okay okay."
I wet the whole area and spread the shaving cream. I started at the base of his cock, making a nice neat line above it because his fur was thick from there up to his chest. I scraped the hair off all around the base. He moaned softly.
"Am I hurting you?" I asked, concerned.
"Fuck no. It's just your touch drives me crazy. Your breath on my dick. The whole thing is hot."
I quickly licked across the head again and he growled in response. I went back to shaving.
His cock was so rigid, I had to hold it back on his stomach while I shaved below it and around the base of his balls. I held his balls and pulled the skin taut while I shaved. I got around halfway, and he shuddered and groaned.
"Pussycat are you almost done? You're making me crazy."
"Almost!" I grinned; glad he couldn't see me.
I carefully stretched the skin as I shaved, then moved further around and did the same thing. I worked lower and lower until I was shaving over each ball. I held them while I stretched the skin and shaved. I had to maneuver his balls a lot once I got to them and he began to groan each time I moved.
"Daddy," I said.
"I can't help it. You got me burning up doing that."
"Sorrry," I said, holding his cock up and licking and kissing the tip. The shaft was blazing hot and throbbed at my touch.



"Don't stop for god's sake. Get this over with!"
I finally finished and wiped his balls with a warm towel, then wiped his cock. Without that thick hair around the base, his cock looked huge.
I put everything away and held out my hand. He got up and I led him to the full-length mirror on the closet.
"Look at you!"
"Holy fuck. Is that my dick?"
I laughed. "You're huge, Daddy!"
He helicoptered and I giggled.
I sat him down on the edge of the bed and knelt between his open legs. His cock was thick and heavy and rested on his balls on the bed.
I held it in one hand and looked up at him while I ran my tongue around the outer rim. He hissed in a breath through his teeth. I pursed my lips over the head and scrubbed it with my tongue, sucking up the precum that was liberally coming out of the hole.
I slid my lips down the shaft until my nose hit his body.
"Oh kittycat, your mouth is heaven," he moaned.
I sucked my way back off and trailed my tongue down the underside to his balls. The whole sac and balls were too big for me to take at once, so I slipped one into my steamy mouth.
He wove his fingers through my hair, and moaned, "God damn that feels so fucking good."
I toyed with it with my tongue, while I slid my fingers up and down the hard shaft. I moved to the other ball and worked that one over, then nibbled on the skin above until I got to the base of his cock. I nipped and grazed my teeth up the length, and he shuddered.
The head was slick with precum, and I licked it off and began to deep-throat him. His hips jerked and he started to fuck my mouth. I let him set the pace.
"Ohhohoh oh oh," he chanted in a gravelly voice. "I'm gonna cum pussycat."
I groaned and vibrated his cock. He jerked and I continued to vibrate right down to his balls. I took a ball in my mouth and hummed, then back to his cock humming as I deep-throated him.
He held my head, his hips automatically rocking to the tempo for release.
Suddenly he shouted, his cock surged in my mouth and released copious amounts of seed down my throat.
I crawled up the bed next to him.
"Oh fuck, pussycat," he said his arm across his eyes. "Maybe I should have gotten rid of that forest a long time ago."
.
.
Mom was home the following day, none the wiser for what transpired while she was gone. Daz helped her set up my old room for her sewing and crafts and she spent most of her time in there. She never noticed how much Daz wasn't around when he was supposed to be. She was lost in her own little world there.
She never ventured into the basement and only came down once when she got home to see what I'd done. She was satisfied I was comfortable and that was that.
Joey spent most of his time with his girlfriends, but he does occasionally knock on my door.
Daz is down here more often than we thought he could.
Life is good.

~~the end~~
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Chapter 2

.***.***.***.
MATT
.***.***.***.
.
"Guess what?!"
Callie burst into my room, clutching her cell phone to her chest. Her eyes sparkled, and her cheeks were rosy, making me want to be the one that caused that excitement.
"I give!"
"I just booked our first weddin'! Yipppeee. Can you believe it?"
She danced around the room. Her legs looked impossibly longer in her short shorts. The cropped t-shirt could barely keep those fabulous breasts covered as she bounced with all her glee.
"Oh yeah, I can believe it," I sighed, wanting to take her in my arms and plant a long wet kiss on her.
She stopped and smiled, staring at my mouth for a moment as though she knew what I was thinking.
Suddenly she looked around. "Oh, I'm sorry for bargin' into your bedroom. I was just so excited..." she said, trailing off.
"You can barge, walk, jump, run whatever into my bedroom anytime," I said, grinning.
"For real?" she smirked.
"Oh yeahhhh."
The air was thick with innuendo.
"I might just do that sometime."
She turned and walked away, hips swaying and cute little tight ass teasing me all the way.
I changed into my painter's clothes and went up the stairs to touch up the paint on the trim on the first two rooms we'd rent. Callie had ordered all the home goods we'd need for the two rooms and had begun to set them up.
"I'm going to touch up those places we talked about," I said, watching her on the ladder running the curtains through the rod.
"Okay, you won't be in my way."
We worked in comfortable silence for a while.
"You're doing a fantastic job of decorating," I told her, leaning against the doorframe.
"Thank you," she said, straining to get the rod in the hooks.
I walked over. "Do you want me to do that?"
"I just need to go up a step on this ladder. Can you hold it for me?"
I held the ladder with both hands and looked up.
As she reached up, her crop t-shirt swung away from her breasts and rode up. The sheer white bra she wore almost brought me to my knees. Big pink nipples winked at me through the gossamer fabric.
I had plenty of time to ogle as she fiddled with the rods and curtains, perfecting them.
"You can let go now," she laughed.
I blinked out of my fantasy stupor. Callie was safely on the floor in front of me.
"Okay then!"
I let go but didn't step back. She was leaning over, creating these poofs of the sheer white curtains on the floor. Her short shorts rode up, revealing the delectable curve of her ass. The inseam of the jeans pushed between her cheeks and through her legs.
"So, what do you think?"
She turned around, and I knew she caught me ogling her. She had I-caught-you-grin that turned into a laugh.
"About what?"
We both laughed at my double entendre.
"All of it!" she said, putting her hands on her hips.
"The curtains look great. The other is a knockout," I said seriously.
"Thanks. You're not so bad yourself, Hollywood."
I caught her hand and pulled her to me.
She pushed up on those cute scarlet red painted toes, wrapped her arms around my neck, and swept in for a kiss.
"Mmm, I been waitin' to do that," she murmured, her lips brushing mine.
I moaned and pressed my lips to hers. They parted, and I teased with my tongue. She moaned softly, and I gathered her closer to me.
I vaguely heard voices in the hallway and realized the painters were painting the hallway.
I pulled back, leaning my forehead against hers. Our breathing was labored, both of us feeling the same.
"Bad timin', I guess," she smiled. "But you won't get away so easily next time, Hollywood!"
The house had a revolving door of workers, and we had nearly every minute of the day planned. It was all coming together quickly.
That day I met with the local agricultural agent for advice on the peaches, and Callie was supervising what was happening in the house. I couldn't do all this if it weren't for her.
She seemed to have a way of organizing and working with people, especially keeping me in order. I still didn't know what she did for a living, but whatever it was, she could do it remotely. She did mention she'd need to be away for three days, which I assumed was for business. I tended to let people have their own space, so I didn't ask.
.
.***.***.***.
CALLIE
.***.***.***.
.
If those dang painters hadn't shown at the most inopportune time, I'd have had my way with that man.
When we get close, there always seems to be a part of him that holds back a bit. I'm sure it's an age thing with him, and he thinks he's too old for me.
"I don't give a rat's ass how old y'are Matt," I mumbled to myself. "Anyone that makes my body vibrate like you do gets my attention."
Three suites were completely done and ready for warm bodies. There was much to do in other areas of the house for that to happen, so I sealed off the bedrooms so dust and dirt didn't filter in.
My next project was the kitchen, but right in the middle of that, I had to bail for three days to get back to Orlando for meetings in my office. I had staff that was my right arm, and I could efficiently work remotely, but the change of season required in-person meetings. It used to be my favorite time of year, but now it was an inconvenience because it made me have to be away from here.
Matt entered the kitchen while I was making notes on the counter. He was talking, but I just saw his mouth moving because the workers had a table saw ripping boards to wall off some rooms on the ground floor.
The house was a series of a lot of small rooms. We needed a larger parlor and dining area for guests. I suggested that Matt might want to use the rest for his living quarters if he planned on living there. He was pretty amenable to that and told me to coordinate that.
"Wow, that's loud... I was asking how much renovation you were planning in here?"
I shivered because his steamy hot breath washed across my ear while he talked. I stood on tiptoe to talk into his ear, and he put his hand on my waist to steady me.
"I don't think I'm going to do much. The kitchen is very serviceable. I want to add a coffee slash breakfast bar at that end," I said, pointing and ensuring he got the same lip-brushing and steamy breath.
We had planned fresh pastries and the like for breakfasts. I ordered an espresso machine to be built in as well as a microwave. Guests would not be making use of the kitchen appliances. Any meals could be had in town or in neighboring cities, and I planned to provide menus and information for everything available. It was not only goodwill but a sure way to get fingers pointing right here is a fine place to stay.
"The flooring, countertops, and cupboards are in great shape, so we are set in the kitchen other the built-ins?" he spoke in my ear, and then the noise stopped.
"Right, that should be---" The sawing began again, and I rolled my eyes and laughed. Matt bent his head, and I said, "The wall is just about closed off to your quarters, the dinin' room and parlor will be painted, and the hardwood just needs a good cleanin'." I shrugged. "We're on the downhill slide."
He nodded. "One of these nights after they leave, we'll go down the punch list to see what's left."
The saw fired up again; he shook his head and went out the back door.
His closeness just now had me fired up. There was just somethin' about that man that got me goin'.
.
.***.***.***.
MATT
.***.***.***.
.
By the time Callie returned from her days off, the painting was done, and the built-ins were completed in the kitchen. A plumber would come in to hook up the espresso machine, an electrician would get the microwave working, and we'd be in business.
I looked at the area to be my quarters or whoever would run this place. It was spacious, a big blank slate. Something I wasn't good at, and I hoped Callie had something in mind.
Bradley Brad was coming over in the morning to help me get a sales shack together for the end of the drive. I usually would have hired it out, but he was Callie's brother-in-law, so I thought it would be good to make friends with him for one thing. But mostly to get an idea of Callie. I was sure Bradley Brad heard things through Georgia, his wife, and Callie's stepsister.
.
.
He pulled up in a pickup truck loaded with wood.
"Hey, I'm Brad," he said, sticking out his hand.
"Matt. Great to meet you! I appreciate you giving me a hand with this."
"Happy to do it. Since I married Georgia, I started writing, so I don't get out much. This is a treat."
I had rough plans, and we looked them over on the hood of his truck. He made a few suggestions, and we got moving.
I had a cooler full of water and beer on ice. We started with water, but as the day wore on and the stand became more together, we switched to beer and a seat in the shade to admire our work thus far.
"Are you planning on living here?" Brad asked.
"I think I am. I planned on selling it, but Callie showed me there were other options. A bed and breakfast were something I wouldn't have thought of in a million years."
He nodded. "Those girls can be pretty damn creative. Even if we have to do most of the work," he laughed.
"They're similar, then?"
"The girls?" I nodded. He laughed. "For not growing up together, they are like two peas in a pod. Georgia is so happy Callie is staying around. She didn't want to see her go back to Orlando. But I'm wondering how long she'll stay here," he questioned.
"I hope she stays too," I admitted.
He looked over at me. "You've got it too, eh, man?" I nodded. "Those girls can get under your skin. One minute you're free as a bird, and the next, you're eating boiled peanuts," he grinned.
I laughed, and he went on to tell me their story. Pretty damn romantic if you ask an un-romantic male like me.
We called it a day and set a time for tomorrow morning. A few more hours and it'd be cracked out.
.
.***.***.***.
CALLIE
.***.***.***.
.
What I thought would take three days. But by the time the trade show was over, and I decided on the new product lines, it ended but took up the whole business week.
I stopped at the end of the drive to admire the new stand that Matt and Brad had built. It was much smaller than Georgia has but perfect for our purposes. We decided it best to keep it to selling fresh peaches and whatever else peaches we could come up with. Georgia would be canning the peaches into jams and jellies.
I keep thinking in terms of our and we. I'm getting too comfortable here, which could set me up for big-time heartbreak. I surprised myself at how much Matt was in my daily thoughts and even more shocked at how much I missed it. But he has been a large part of my life recently.
"The stand looks great! Did you miss me, Hollywood?"
He was leaning on the kitchen island, looking over some paperwork. He turned and had a big smile that lit up those incredible grey-blue eyes.
"Did I miss you? Only every second of every day!"
He walked over and pulled me into his arms. I ran my fingers through his thick black hair when he kissed me. He moaned and pulled me into him. I returned the pressure against his hardening cock. He missed me.
The kiss intensified, turning more passionate. I could have taken it on forever, but it was early afternoon, and I didn't know who was in the house beside us.
When we made love, I intended no interruptions. No distractions.
I pulled my head back and nibbled on his lower lip, then said, "Yeah, I missed you too. Are we alone?"
He sighed. "They just went to lunch. So not for long enough. I will need a lot of time for you," he smiled.
"Yeah, me too, for you."
We kissed and fooled around in the kitchen, and sure enough, it wasn't long until the workers were back and ready to work. Foiled again.
That night I heard him bumping around in his room, getting ready for bed. I almost jumped out of bed and ran over to his. But that might be a little crass, I thought.
So, while I was trying to get some sleep, I thought of what I wanted to do to him, and before long, my fingers were between my thighs and petting my wet pussy.
My clit was hard and so ready. It only took a few flicks of my finger, and I was off into a loud body rocking orgasm thinking about Matt with me.
He found me in the kitchen the next morning, trying to down enough coffee to make it through the day. Even though I had fun before falling asleep, it still wasn't enough, and my night was filled with erotic dreams of Matt.
"Good morning!" He poured a mug of coffee and looked at me over the rim. "Sleep well?"
I frowned. "No, I did not."
I was not about to explain why I didn't sleep well. Matt's presence brought up all my lusty feelings about him. I was this close to just jumping his bones. But the voices throughout the house cooled my jets.
"Sorry. Just wondered," Matt turned and leaned on the kitchen island. "What's your day today?"
"Nothing specific. I was going to do a walk-through with my list."
"Okay, good. Meet me right here at noon." He turned and walked out of the room.
At noon he passed through the kitchen and led me out the back door.
"We took possession of this while you were gone. I thought you might like to take a ride?"
A brand-new red golf cart sat shining in the sun.
"Oh yes!" I jumped up and down.
Instead of a seat in the back, a chrome diamond plate box was ready to haul whatever we'd need to haul.
"You like?" he grinned.
"Great idea, Matt," I said, jumping in the front seat. "You drive. I'll drive on the way back!"
"Deal," he said, bumping off through the back orchard.
It had been a warm winter and slid into a warm spring. The scent of the blooming trees was spectacular. The sun shining down through the leaves and blossoms created dappled shade.
He found a path that the picker's trucks probably used once. It was rough, and he took it slow, but it was still a bouncy ride. I laughed, probably enjoying it too much for an adult woman.
He stopped at the edge of a clearing. A breeze blew the soft grass, and petals rained down on us.
"Perfect!"
He walked to the back and took out a blanket and a cooler.
"I didn't see those!"
"As it was meant to be. I wanted it to be a surprise."
"It is!"
I helped him straighten out the blanket, and he opened the cooler. The first thing out was a bottle of wine and glasses.
"Oh my," I said, smiling. We clinked glasses and sipped. "This is some beautiful land, Matt. You're so lucky that it's yours."
He leaned back on an elbow. "It has grown on me. I never considered staying. Not until a beautiful young lady nearly ran me over with her pickup truck and convinced me otherwise."
I giggled. "Glad I could help." I grabbed the bottle of wine and filled our glasses again. "A toast to your new life." We clinked glasses.
He looked at me and reached up. He put his hand on the side of my face, and his thumb rubbed my lower lip. I set my glass at the edge of the blanket, where it promptly fell over, but I didn't care. I leaned over and kissed him.
He groaned and weaved his fingers through my hair, and I went on my knees and leaned over him, never breaking our kiss. I slipped my leg between his and lowered myself, half on and half off him.
He moaned and pressed his thigh between my legs. His hands slipped under my t-shirt, so warm on my skin.
We kissed, and it quickly flamed into passion. We tasted each other until we were breathless.
I pulled my t-shirt over my head, and he unhooked my bra.
"Oh, Callie," he whispered, trailing his fingers over my breasts. "So beautiful."
I pushed his shirt over his head and rubbed my breasts on his chest. Every minute up until now was foreplay; I only wanted to feel him inside me.
I scrambled out of my shorts and panties while he finished stripping. He rolled me under him, and I parted my thighs, loving his weight on me.
I kissed him deeply while he pushed in. I rose and took him ball deep. No preliminaries. We both wanted and were needy.
"Fuck me, Matt. I need you so bad."
He groaned. "Callie, I've been waiting for this. You feel so good around me."
He began to thrust slowly, and then, as I rocked to meet his every stroke, our bodies began to pound together. The sounds and the blossoms' scent mingled with the freshly mown grass and birds chirping in the trees.
The sun dappled through the trees and was warm on our skin, adding to the excitement of sex.
"Oh my god," I moaned, rocking and taking him deep. My cunt closed around his throbbing cock and set off rockets in my head while he pumped my hot juice inside me.
We were gasping, and he pulled me to his side when he collapsed beside me. We regained our breath, enjoying the surroundings as much as our lovemaking.
"You know Hollywood, you need to come up with a name for this place," I said, my head on his shoulder.
I looked up through the leaves to the cloudless indigo sky, wishing I could take a picture every season right here, in the same position.
"You're right. The marketing firm I hired asked me about that, and it completely slipped my mind."
"Uhm, how about Peach Blossom Inn or Sweet Peach Inn," I offered.
"Hmm, I like those. Or how about Peach Grove Bed and Breakfast or maybe Peach Harvest Inn?"
"Ohhh, those are good," I said. "Okay, last one, Georgia Peach Bed and Breakfast."
"Bingo!" he said. "That's it. Georgia Peach Bed and Breakfast it is. Love it."
I closed my eyes, enjoying the warm breeze on my naked body. I heard Matt digging through the wicker basket.
I flinched when something hit my skin and opened my eyes to him, dripping peach juice on me, which he promptly licked off. He continued to drip it down my stomach and licking to my pussy.
"Mmm, you have such a clever tongue," I whispered.
He spread my thighs and showed me how his clever tongue could send me into that indigo sky above.
.
.***.***.***.
MATT
.***.***.***.
.
She was gone a week, and it was the emptiest week of my life. The life and light were gone like a dark cloud hovered over me. She walked in the door, and my world was bright again.
Then I realized I was in love with her and didn't know how it happened. She swooped into my life in that oversized truck and is now camped out in my head and heart. Brad was right, I thought.
I was committed to making her want to stay here with me.
Georgia Peach Bed and Breakfast was as much her baby as mine.
When Brad and Georgia learned of the name, they wanted to pay for the roadside sign as a housewarming gift. We were happy to let them also decide on the sign and wanted it to be a surprise.
Over breakfast, Callie commented, "I reckon Georgia will have better ideas than us anyhow. She's the creative one!"
"I'm sorry that you two didn't grow up together. You must have missed so much," I said, somewhat sadly imagining it.
"Sometimes I get sad about it too, I admit. But I can't dwell on it. We both grew up in wonderful homes, even if not together."
I fumbled with the new espresso machine, and she was laughing when I brought back two mugs half full.
"I'll get it. Sometimes." I laughed. "So, how did you end up in Orlando?"



She took a sip and grimaced because I hit the espresso button instead of coffee.
"I had a friend strugglin' with her business, and I felt it was something I'd like to do, so I bought it from her." She took another sip and pushed the cup away. I laughed. "I was taking some college classes and found I could transfer to Orlando. And that was it."
"Sounds more exciting than my career story. My Dad was an insurance salesman, and I liked it, but I wanted to be a broker and transitioned into that. It's nice because I can work remotely. But I guess you know how great that is?"
"Yes, for the most part, I can work remotely but for a trade show and a couple of meetins' a year."
She wasn't forthcoming about her business, and I had no intention of pushing her. I'd know soon enough.
.
.***.***.***.
CALLIE
.***.***.***.
.
The painters were in the main downstairs living areas which meant we were that much closer to our first guests.
My job was almost over here. I had help lined up for guests to tend to their needs once they arrived. Then I made sure daily housekeepers would meet the needs of the house.
I had scheduled a few weddings already. The backyard was nearly ready. Local stones made a large patio off the back. It could be used for dining and relaxing for the guests. It overlooked the orchard and would be heavenly when blooming.
A large white ornate trellis is situated at the end of the length. It was designed to match the era of the house and could be used for weddings. Other times it was just a path to the sitting garden on the side.
We found remains of old roses that a local nursery brought back to life. They designed a garden of native plantings, which could also be used for events or weddings.
I set up an easy scheduling process for Matt to use after I left. I hadn't talked to him about it, but there was a local woman that was interested in working here that would make a great house manager. She could take many everyday tasks off Matt's shoulders because he would be busy with the orchard.
He had taken on the orchard and was doing an impressive job even though it was far from his element.
Georgia could turn peaches into jams, jellies, and whatever else they could come up with. He had a soft serve machine coming for the stand-out front so he could provide peach ice cream.
The local agricultural agent took Matt under his wing and was an immense help in getting the trees trimmed and healthier. They expected a bumper crop.
He restored an old tractor he found in a barn to pull a hay wagon for tours. One wedding party even requested it for their pictures around the orchard.
Things were coming together swiftly now, and daily progress could be seen. We still lived in the small rooms off the kitchen, but one of them would soon go to house staff.
Matt hadn't touched his part of the ground floor, but his time was limited, and I understood. I wasn't going to interfere there. It was his baby.
Matt came in for lunch and said, "So what's on your agenda today, Miss Callie?"
He pulled me close for a kiss, and I melted into his arms. It was to the point we headed to the bedroom or stopped and ate. Since we both had chores after lunch, we stopped.
"Pretty much wrappin' up some loose ends around here. Everything is on schedule for a change, and I think we're seein' the light at the end of the tunnel."
I'd made homemade chicken and dumpling soup that morning and set down a bowl for each of us, accompanied by grilled cheese on sourdough provided by the local baker that would be providing bread for the inn.
"Looks delicious," he said, blowing on a spoonful of hot soup. "Wow, Callie, this is great. I could see a big pot of this for guests. They'd be scheduling to come back before they even left."
I laughed. "My Mama was a good southern cook, and I learned it all from her." I hesitated a moment. "I could leave a recipe with the housekeeper if you want."
His eyes dropped to the bowl, and he ate another spoon full of soup. "Sure, if you want," he murmured.
I waited, wanting to hear the words. Please stay, Callie.
But they never came.
"So when would you like to book the first guests? There have already been inquiries, but I told them you'd get back to them."
He looked at me for a few moments and said, "I guess four weeks. They can start remodeling the rest of the rooms without interfering with guests. We—I will let them know some workers may occasionally be present."
I nodded, scanning my list. "I reckon that's it then?"
He stood up and said, "I guess it is." He left the room.
.
.***.***.***.
MATT
.***.***.***.
.
I was running out of ways to get Callie to stay. The closer she got to leaving, the more I panicked.
She had done so much here; I didn't know what I'd do without her.
I loved her so much; I didn't know what to do without her.
It was all a jumble in my mind. I didn't come here expecting love. I came here to wrap up a family estate and return to my insurance life, where the worst I had to do was interview new agents.
Now there were a million things to take care of in one day.
I sat outside watching the landscapers plant the side rose garden and thought how wonderful it would be to sit and smell the old rose scent with Callie in the evening.
Why the hell would I do that by myself? Why am I even going to run the inn by myself? I could return to the city and have my choice of top-notch restaurants, the theater, and more entertainment than I'd ever find here.
I scrubbed a hand over my face. What the hell am I doing?
I heard the lilt of her laughter in the kitchen. She was training those we hired to help, a woman to clean, another to be here for breakfasts making sure coffee was made, the espresso machine was full, and the pastries were out.
The baker would provide fresh sourdough bagels every morning, for which we would serve the peach jam and preserves made from the peaches here. That was Georgia's doing, and she had set up a few shelves in the corner so the guests could buy local fare. If they wanted more, the pamphlet about her little market was there.
The following two weeks were booked with guests, a dry run, as it were. It was hugely successful, with only a few hiccups, but none affected the guests.
One evening after talking to the guests that were getting to know each other in the living area, I went to look for Callie.
"Here you are," I said, rounding the corner of the house and seeing her sitting in the rose garden. I breathed in deeply. "That scent."
"Isn't it wonderful," she said dreamily. "I've been out here for a while. It's like a fairy garden. The soft pastel roses are glowin' in the sunset and the scent... Yes."
I sat in a chair across from her and noticed a legal pad on her lap. "You should be enjoying this. No business," I frowned.
She waved the pad. "I wanted to get a final list of things that needed to be done and those that are almost done. All they'll need is follow-up. Everyone we've had has been such good workers, and it gets done before I even get a chance to ask about it." I nodded and let it sink in that she was preparing to leave. "This week has shown us that it's all runnin' smoothly with the folks you hired, and most of all, the guests run from happy to ecstatic and ready to book again."
I don't think I heard any of the end of it. All I knew was that Callie was leaving. "Yes, it all seems to be smooth," I said inanely.
"You've done great with everything outside. The weddings will be gorgeous on the terrace and here. We have a fantastic event caterer, so you won't have to worry about a thing."
I nodded, still distracted, still searching for something to stop her. "The gardeners will keep everything up around the house. Trimmed and mowed, I mean. You have so many weddings booked already. Who will continue to do them? You've really done a wonderful job booking events."
"I have someone that will do that exclusively. Look for and set up events. Get marketing out for weddings, showers, and all. She's a town local and is happy to do it part-time, which is all you'll need."
"Ah, okay then."
"I'll be pullin' out the day after tomorrow," she said. "In the morning."
"That soon?" I asked, alarmed.
"Yeah, I need to get back to Orlando. Work to do."
"I thought you were doing it all from here?" I asked.
"I am. I can. But my work here is done," Callie shrugged.
There was a long silence. Say it, Matt. Tell her you love her.
"Yeah, I guess it is." That was all I could get out.
Another long silence.
"Well, I'm headin' in. See you in the mornin'."
.
.***.***.***.
CALLIE
.***.***.***.
.
​Closing the door behind me with exaggerated care, I sighed, frustrated. "Matt is just gonna let me leave," I thought angrily, filled with resentment and hurt.
I threw my clothes into the corner, and my hands trembled with anger and confusion. Collapsing onto the bed, I buried my face in the pillow.
I desperately needed to calm down. I tried to convince myself that I should approach this situation rationally, but it was agonizing when my heart felt like Matt had crushed it. I was totally in love with that man.
We were only together once, yet it felt different. Or perhaps I simply wanted it to be different with him. Doubt crept in, questioning whether he honestly had any feelings for me or if I was reading too much into it.
The truth was, I lacked experience with men and relationships. Most of my time was dedicated to building my business. With my business thriving beyond my wildest dreams, I knew I should redirect my focus and give it my all. However, some of me hesitated, wondering if there might still be a chance for something more.
It wasn't as though I couldn't continue working remotely. I could spend two weeks each season in Orlando and make it work.
As I wrestled with my thoughts, I realized that I had been slacking during my time here. It was time to make a decision, to leave this place and return to what truly mattered.
He's on his own, I thought with determination. It's time for me to get back to my life.
The following day, I was up early and packed in an hour. I hadn't brought much with me, so I could quickly escape.
I spent my final day ensuring everyone, and everything was in order. I wasn't happy, but I wasn't vindictive and wouldn't leave Matt with a mess.
That night I drove into town for dinner and said goodbye to the staff at my favorite diner. Then I stopped by to see Georgia and thank her for everything, promising I'd be back soon. I didn't go into details other than tell her I needed to return to my business.
When I got back, Matt was visiting with some of the guests. I went to my room to get the list and met him in the kitchen.
"It seems everything is in order and should be smooth sailin'," I said, running my finger down the list. "Do you have any questions?"
He looked at me, seeming to pay no attention to the list. I looked at him and raised my eyebrows. I was sure my attitude had changed since last evening, but I had come to conclusions about my life and planned to follow through.
Unless he gave me a reason not to.
He didn't.
I was gone by dawn.
.
.***.***.***.
MATT
.***.***.***.
.
She left me. I walked into her bedroom, the emptiness engulfing me. There was no trace of her presence, as if she had never been there. I entered her bathroom, hoping to find some lingering sign of her​.​
I inhaled deeply, savoring the ​floral ​fragrance​ that was her​. I ​wanted​ to keep that door closed, to create an illusion where she stayed with me and never left. Every day, I would come in, breathe in her scent, ​and pretend she hadn't abandoned me.
With a heavy heart, I closed and locked her bedroom door behind me​. I wandered into the peach orchard, the trees glowing warmly in the ​morning​ sunlight.
I convinced myself that it was for the best, that she was young and deserved a life beyond this small town. Orlando offered her everything she ​needed​, including ​people her own age.
​Deep down, a nagging thought gnawed at me, though I refused to acknowledge it. The truth was, I never asked Callie to stay. I never opened up and let her in completely. I let my insecurities and differences in our ages cloud my judgment, and now I'm left with the consequences.
.
.
MATT - SIX MONTHS LATER
.
.
"Hey, Matthew Matt Matthew." Georgia was restocking the shelves with her jams and jellies. "These suckers sell, don't they?" she said in her lilting twang.
"Hey Georgia, how's it going?"
"Awh, it's goin'," she said, placing the last jar on the shelf. "Y'all gonna invite me for a cup of coffee?"
She was already heading towards the kitchen, so I followed. "Oh, you're one of those durn machines," she said, hands on her hips, looking at the espresso machine like she was expecting a fight.
I laughed. "I'll beat it into submission for us."
She perched on the stool at the island, tapping her fingers on the granite. "You got something on your mind, Georgia," I said, sliding a mug in front of her while I sat across from her.
"Well, I reckon I do," she drawled. "How much longer is it gonna take you to get Callie?" she asked, getting right to the point.
"She left me."
"She-it, y'all can't be that durn dumb," she said, exasperated. "She left you because you never asked her to stay. She was workin' for you, and it sounded to me like you had somethin' good goin', then just nothin'. Now I wasn't privy to what went on, but you don't look like the type to be breakin' hearts. Yours or hers."
I nodded. Not much I could say to that.
"Brad Bradley, Brad ain't got nothin' to do for a while, just in case you need him here," she said over her shoulder. And she was gone.
Only after she left did I see the cup still full. She hadn't taken one sip of her coffee.
.
.
It occurred to me after Georgia left that I didn't have any factual information on Callie besides her name and phone number. I had no idea where she lived or where her office was. Hell, I wasn't even sure what her business was.
No wonder she left me.
We started with her being an employee, but she became so much more than that. The place has been running smoothly but missing her special something she always added. She was part of the place. I was surrounded with her touch, her ideas, and her choices.
I went out, jumped in my car, and headed to Georgia's market. By the time I left, I knew everything about Callie. Brad would stay at the bed and breakfast while I went to Orlando.
"You're fixin' to bring her back?!" Georgia hollered as I ran out to my car.
"Dang right, I am!"
Georgia Peach Bed and Breakfast needed its peach back. And I needed her.
.
.
It was midday when I arrived in Orlando, and I took the chance she was still at her office. It was in a rehabbed area of town; the old buildings had been refurbished, and it was just the area I'd expected her to be in.
It was a small storefront office with a simple sign on the door, UrbanChicMarket.com.
Georgia had told me Callie owned several websites catering to various women's clothing styles. She had started with one, it took off, and she expanded with more websites to offer a variety of styles and sizes.
I looked in the door and saw Callie behind a desk, a phone wedged between her shoulder and ear, tapping on the keys in front of a computer screen. I hesitated, drinking at the sight of her. Like a punch to the gut, I realized how much I loved her and how stupid I'd been.
She glanced up as the door opened. Her fingers quit moving, and she quit talking for a moment, then picked up her conversation, telling them she'd call them back.
"Hey, Hollywood. What're you doing here?" she said, relatively calm and cautious.
This wasn't the warm Callie I remembered, but I understood.
"To see you."
I walked over, put my hands on each arm of her chair, smiled, and brushed my lips on hers. Her lips parted, whether in surprise or for me. I don't know, but I took advantage.
Her hand wrapped around the back of my neck, and she kissed me back.
"I'm missing you," I whispered against her lips.
"I missed you too," she replied. "What took you so long?"
I kissed her deeply and stood up.
"I'm a slow learner, is all I can say." I chuckled. "Actually, Georgia told me that." She laughed. "But she was right." I looked around. "So, this is the brains of the whole outfit, hmm?"
"Yep, four websites don't occupy much room," she laughed. "I keep it running, and a sister company keeps the clothing moving in and out."
"So, you're sort of the middleman?"
"Sorta, yeah. I do the least work and get paid the most," Callie laughed.
"Smart woman."
I looked at the accolades for her companies hanging on the walls. Images from her websites filled the spaces. I heard her chair creak and looked over. "You can do all this from the B and B, right?"
She nodded. "I could, yes."
I looked at her for a moment. "But do you want to do it there?"
She didn't hesitate and said, "Yes."
"I guess I should have asked you that from the beginning, hmm?"
"Yes."
"Not much here. I'd think we could get this packed up and back to Georgia immediately," I said.
"Well, I have an apartment full of stuff," she laughed.
"We'll get a moving van. I don't have anything in my--- our rooms, so we can use your stuff if you want."
She jumped up and put her arms around my neck.
"We can live on boxes for all I care. As long as we're in it together." She laughed. "Ugh, that sounded schmaltzy, didn't it."
"Sounded great to me; however, you put it. I'm just sorry it took me so long to figure it out. I thought I was too old for you. And there's not much I can do about that."
"I never even considered our age difference. I love you no matter what."
I spent the time driving back, telling her how much I love her with the trailer full of her office following behind us.

~~the end~~
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The Forbidden Below Deck

.
.
My husband-to-be is my boss's son.
Evan was my boss before Holden became my fiancé. I met my husband to be at his mother's or my boss's wife's funeral.
I was twenty-two and had recently started at Evan's corporation. The company was picking up my college expenses for a guaranteed job as Even's assistant. ​His company, BluW​ave Technologies, specializes in developing innovative solutions for the aging population, so I would major in business with a backup in gerontology. I also took classes in human-computer interaction and user experience design so I would have the ability to work with the department that would be creating technology solutions for older adults.
On graduation day, I received my diploma, an engagement ring, the job title, and hefty raise, and as a graduation gift from my soon-to-be father-in-law-- a seven-day cruise with my fiancé and him.
My relationship with Holden was a whirlwind, and truth known, I was in no hurry to get married. I wanted to enjoy my new job and the money that went with it. I planned to work my way up in the corporation and would need to focus.
I wanted to enjoy my freedom and independence. I loved my fiancé but needed space before settling down.
"We can call it our pre-honeymoon, Bette," Holden told me one night at dinner.
I looked up. "You mean the cruise your Dad gave me for graduation will be part of our honeymoon?"
It was his boyish good looks that caught my eye, to begin with. Thick brown hair with a lock that always tended to flip forward. Long eyelashes framed his brown eyes, but it was his smile that traveled all the way to his eyes that did it. Tonight, it was just annoying.
"Well yeah, honey. I mean, it was a gift to all of us, really," Holden replied, although Evan said to the contrary when he gave me the brochure. It was my graduation gift, and he also paid for anything I wanted when we were in port.
I raised my eyebrows with a nod. "Whatever." I drained my glass of wine. "We're going to pull some long hours getting everything caught up and ahead so your Dad can get away."
He nodded vaguely, already onto something else. "Did you see how small those staterooms are?"
"Yeah, well, you're supposed to enjoy the ship and not hang out in the stateroom. Just meant to shower and sleep." I shrugged.
"I guess so. It just seems sort of chintzy. It's not like Dad doesn't have the money."
I pressed my two fingers between my eyes to ease the tension. I pushed my half-empty plate away and said, "I need to get home."
"Sure, darling," he pulled out his credit card and looked in the bill folder. "I don't know where they get off on charging those prices for that wine," he complained.
I leaned back in my chair and scanned for our server, hoping he was nearby and could get us out. He was and did.
I stood up, smoothing my black pencil skirt. I always turned a few heads because I was nearly five ten, which was unexpected. My spike heels brought me to Holden's height. I tucked a loose strand of my blonde curls into the chignon at the back of my neck and led the way out.
After sending Holden on his way, I dropped my bag on the chair and began to strip on my way to the bedroom. The skirt was carefully hung in the closet, the blouse in the laundry.
I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror and stopped. Only since graduation could I afford to get my hair done, regular manicures and pedicures, skincare, and a working woman's wardrobe.
I pulled the pins, letting my hair flow over my shoulders and down my back. Few knew how long my hair was because I kept it up, mainly for business but also because it was my secret. Something no one knew about me.
I unhooked my pink lace bra, allowing my breasts to spill freely. Forty Ds liked their freedom when they could. I shimmied my pink lace thong off and started the shower water.
I stepped under the steamy water letting it wash over my body. I wet my hair and massaged shampoo into my scalp, enjoying the spicy scent. I worked the conditioner into the length. When it was wet, it reached my ass.
One of the great pleasures in life was a luxurious bath or shower. The spicy scent of the body soap and the silky oil I rubbed into my damp skin all served to arouse me. I ran my fingers through the soft folds of my pussy. The smooth lips were swollen and sensitive, and my clit reacted to my touch.
I braced myself against the tile wall and moaned out the current of release that flowed through my body like an electric current. I gasped, reveled in the last rush, and stepped out.
.

.***.***.***.

.
We planned to meet two hours early, and of course, Evan was already there with hot coffee and pastries from the French bakery down the street.
"You keep doing this, and I'm going to need a new wardrobe for the cruise in a larger size," I laughed.
Steel grey eyes showed his amusement, and crinkles formed at each corner when he laughed. Evan wore his hair long, which suited him. His son could never carry it off and kept his closely trimmed.
That he was several inches taller than me helped because few men were.
Multi shades of black, silver, and grey glinted in the light, the natural waves falling below his shoulders. He had a perpetual tan, and when I first met him, I thought he was the most handsome man I'd ever seen.
I still do.
"You don't carry an extra ounce on you, Bette," he grinned.
"Thanks. It's just that I forgot to eat," I laughed, and Evan shook his head.
.

.***.***.***.

.
The two staterooms were next to each other. They were small but enough for our needs. I didn't plan to spend more time in it than I had to. I intended to enjoy all the amenities the ship offered.
Twelve hours later, I was knocking on Evan's door.
"Bette! Oh my god, you look terrible. Are you sick?"
He pulled me into his stateroom and sat me down on the edge of the bed.
I knew I was green. "No, not me. Holden," I said, my stomach still rolling.
He sat next to me. "You're both seasick?"
I leaned over and held my head in my hands. "No, just Holden."
"So, you're not sick? You're green, Bette," he said, rubbing my back.
"Hearing someone vomit triggers me, and I vomit," I said, covering my ears as though I could hear him through the walls. The last thing I wanted to do was start dry heaving again.
"Let me go check on him. You sit or lie here. I'll be right back."
So fearful of hearing him again, I covered my head with the pillow. A few minutes later, I heard the stateroom door close.
"He really has it bad," Evan said sympathetically. "But he is still----"
"Noooooooooooooooo, don't even say it," I cried, covering my head with the pillow again.
"Oh, geez, I'm so sorry." He sat on the edge of the bed and soothingly ran his hand up and down my back. I finally began to relax. "Let me call and get another stateroom."
He waited a bit on the phone, then thanked whoever he was talking to.
"Nothing. The ship was totally booked."
"I can't go back!" I said, suddenly remembering that Holden was in my stateroom with my clothes. "I'd rather sleep on deck. Ugh."
"No, no, you stay here with me. I must admit, it's pretty bad over there." I sat up. "Are you feeling better?"
"Yes, thank you. Sorry to be such a pain." I couldn't have been more embarrassed. I should be in there consoling Holden, but I just couldn't.
"You're not. Not at all. Are you up for a walk on the deck? Some air will probably help. It's almost dinner, although I'm unsure how you feel about that."
I nodded. "Going out sounds good. I am feeling much better. I just had to get that sound out of my ears, and the smell--"
"Right," he cut me off, "let's get some air."
I nodded and stood up, bumping into him. The staterooms were small, and we would need some forethought to maneuver around. But I'd deal with it. No way was I going to go back to my stateroom.
We walked the deck. It was a beautiful day, sunny and breezy, and I felt much better. Although I wasn't ready for a full-blown ship's meal, we found a bar with a limited menu.
"I'll have a long island iced tea."
"I'll have a vodka martini, and we will take the appetizer variety," Evan smiled at the server and returned the menu.
"I feel terrible for Holden," I said.
"The nurse was coming to give him something to help his nausea. I hope it works for him."
A guitar player set up in the corner and began to play. As we finished our drinks, more appeared.
"I guess since I'm not driving..." he laughed and picked up his martini.
I giggled, the first sign that I might have had too much already. But I never let that stop me. The lack of food and the ongoing drinks worked quickly.
There was a small dance floor, and another couple got up to dance. "Oh, let's dance!"
I stood up, wavered a little, and held out my hand. Evan grinned and led me onto the floor. I put a hand on his shoulder, and we clasped hands. At first, I remembered who I was with and where and kept a respectable distance. But as the alcohol continued to work, I forgot.
I had my arms around his neck, my head on his shoulder, breathing in his masculine scent. He has his hands on my waist, probably to ensure I didn't slither to the floor.
"You smell good," I whispered, my breath steamy on his neck.
"Mmm," he said.
He had as many drinks as I did but apparently held his liquor better.
After another hour of drinking and dancing, Evan called it time to return to the stateroom. He walked in ahead of me, and I ran into his back.
"Oh!" I said, grabbing him around the waist to steady myself. It was so comfortable in my inebriated state I put my cheek on his back, sighed, and closed my eyes.
"I'll let you use the bath first." He patted my hands that were on his stomach.
"Oh. OK," I said, disappointed that I couldn't stay that way for the night.
I remembered I had a small toothpaste and brush in my bag and grabbed that before I went in. After doing what I needed to do, I came out. Since there was no room for a chair, Evan waited patiently on the edge of the bed.
He looked up. "All done? Oh, Bette," he said low. "I have a T-shirt you can wear to bed. We'll get your clothes tomorrow. It's too late now."
I stood in my black lace bra and panties and waited for him to find the T-shirt. The room and he were blurry, and I wanted to go to bed. He turned with the T-shirt as I popped the back of my bra, and my forty Ds spilled out in front of him. He hesitated only a moment before putting the T-shirt over my head. I tossed the bra aside, not knowing or caring where it landed. I bent over and shimmied out of my panties, and tossed them.
I looked at the bed, which looked smaller than a double, but I was still so drunk I didn't care. I jumped in, rolled across to the wall, and promptly fell asleep. Or passed out.
Sometime during the night, I woke up having to pee, but I was trapped between Evan and the wall. I was still a little unsteady but could see enough by the moonlight coming in the porthole.
I threw my leg across Evan, who was on his back and waved my foot around, trying to find the floor. I planned on then swinging my leg over without disturbing him.
The problem was my foot wasn't finding the floor, so I had to roll a little more onto him to try again. Still nothing. I decided to push myself up and over with my right arm and leg.
"What. Are. You. Doing."
"Umm, I have to pee. I'll hop over you. Go back to sleep."
I pushed and flew over him and would have landed on the floor had he not grabbed me. I landed on him with an "Ooof." My brain was still too fuzzy to put it all together. But that his cock was trapped between us and quickly hardening got my attention.
He picked me up under my arms like a child and lifted me off of him. The T-shirt was twisted around me. I straightened it and went to pee.
After I was done, I sat to consider what was happening. I wasn't as drunk, but I wasn't precisely clear-headed either. What I did know was that I was in bed with my father-in-law-to-be. Naked under his t-shirt. With my soon-to-be husband throwing up in the room next door.
Resting my elbows on my knees, I shook my head.
I went back to bed when my legs fell asleep. By then, Evan was snoring softly, still on his back. I thought about the logistics of getting over him to the other side.
Deciding to step over him, I put my right leg on his other side and softly boosted myself with my left leg. I pushed myself harder than I thought. I flew over Evan and banged into the wall.
He jumped up, looking around. I sat up, rubbing my head, feeling a knot rising already.
"Did you do that, Bette?"
"Yeah, I was trying to get over here without waking you up."
He sighed and went to the bathroom. When he returned, I was on my side, my back to him, feigning sleep.
.

.***.***.***.
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When I woke up, I knew he was gone. His pine soap was still in the air, followed by the scent of menthol shave cream.
I found my clothing neatly stacked on the drawers and pulled the T-shirt over my head. I was picking up my bra when the door swung open.
"I hope you're awake. I brought you coffee and---" Evan turned from closing the door to see me standing stark naked. "Oh, sorry... I didn't know..." he fumbled, moving to set the coffee and bag down.
Since he already saw it all, there was no reason to freak out and panic. I just got dressed while he kept his eyes averted.
"I was going to check on Holden this morning," I said, sipping the coffee.
"Stopped before I got the coffee. He's uh, uh, still not feeling well."
"Thanks," I said, appreciating that he didn't tell me he was still throwing up. Just the thought of it could set me off. "I'll just let you check on him then until he's... He's feeling better. I'll call him in a bit."
"I also brought you clothes over. They're in the drawers with mine. I stuffed them all together because I didn't want to wake you up."
"Yeah, no problem, thanks. I need to shower and get some clean clothes on."
"I was thinking of hitting the pool. It's a beautiful day out. If you want to join me, you might want to do it before showering."
I drained my coffee and nibbled on a bagel. "That's a good idea, and I believe I will join you."
"I'll wear my shorts and meet you at the pool."
One thing I brought was plenty of swimsuits and that type of thing. Everyone said to bring evening wear, but I had none and wasn't about to buy any. I didn't care about the fancy dinners anyhow.
I stopped at the shop and picked up a hat and a big beach bag with multicolored tassels. I stuffed a book, water, and a towel along with sunscreen. I didn't want to be miserable the whole cruise.
Evan was already stretched out on a chaise next to the pool with a towel holding the one next to him.
"You're looking pretty cool, dude," I smiled.
"Why thank you, young lady. You look pretty good yourself." He sighed. "I stopped by to see Holden; he isn't feeling better. This seasickness got him big time."
I nodded. "I stopped by the ship's hospital, and they told me they usually get them off the ship at the first port in cases like Holden's. He'd fly back then." I looked at his white legs. "I brought sunscreen."
He looked down, holding each leg up. "I guess I better watch, hmm. Don't want to get burnt. That's too bad about Holden. He was looking forward to this cruise, I know. He pretty much decided he was getting off the ship, first chance, and for us to continue."
Taking the bottle, he spread it from the upper thigh to feet. Then held out his arms and smeared some on them too. I hid my laughter at his seriousness.
I untied my coverup and tossed it over the back of the chaise. All the suits I had were brief, and most were bikinis. Evan's eyes were hidden behind the sunglasses, but I was sure he took in the tiny fluorescent orange bikini meant for Holden.
At this point, I felt terrible for Holden but also sorry for myself, and I decided I would make the best of it.
I rubbed coconut-scented suntan lotion into my hands and stroked it on my legs. I covered my midriff, arms, and then across my chest. The cups were small, and my tits were big, so I needed to cover a margin of white.
I dripped the lotion onto my fingertips and smeared the white cream around the edges of my bikini top. When I was done, I reclined back on the chaise and stretched like a cat.
"I could nap in this sun. Isn't it wonderful?" I looked at Evan; his sunglasses were off, and his eyes were black and lusty.
"Yeah, a nap sounds good." I enjoyed the glints of silver that appeared throughout his black hair. His five o'clock shadow was dense, and it seemed he hadn't shaved this morning. "I'm going to get a drink. Do you want anything?"
He stood up, giving me a chance to look at him. His body was firm but not muscular. His skin was dark, which made him appear to already have a tan. As my boss, I guess I hadn't paid much attention to him, which is good in the workplace. But here and now, it is much different.
As he walked around the pool to the bar, he garnered attention from younger girls to older women, and I frowned. I'm not sure what I was thinking. He wasn't mine. He's my father-in-law-to-be. My boss.
He returned with an icy cold pitcher of margaritas and two thick frozen glasses.
"Save me some trips," he grinned, setting the tray between us.
"Yum, that looks wonderful. Good choice!"
He poured, and I fixed the back of my chaise to sit as he did.
"I almost feel guilty for enjoying myself," he said, looking at me over the rim of the icy glass.
"I was thinking the same thing a few minutes ago." I leaned over to place my glass in the shade under my chaise. "But I decided to make the best of it." I shrugged. "If it were me, I wouldn't want to screw up everyone's fun just because of my bad luck."
His sunglasses were still off, and his eyes dropped to my chest. Not unusual because a lot of men liked my rack. I glanced down and saw that when I was moving, a triangle had slid off to the side a bit, not revealing my nipple but close and exposing white skin that would burn.
"Be careful you don't burn, hon."
I reached for the lotion. I loved the coconut scent. Always a memory of beaches and fun. I dripped some on my fingers and stroked it on the virgin skin. I capped the bottle and offered it to Evan.
"Nah, I'm good. That way, I can complain later when I burn," he grinned, and I laughed.
"I brought some good sunburn lotion, so I have you covered."
"Mmm, good to know."
We finished the pitcher of margarita and decided on another one. By the time that was finished, I was feeling pretty happy and ready for a nap.
"A nap sounds great. Let's go!" He was enthused and in a haze of alcohol, and I giggled. He put his arm over my shoulders as we returned to the stateroom. "What're you laughing at, little one?"
"You! You're drunk."
"Nah, think it's you that's drunk. Not me."
He closed the door behind us.



"I'm going to shower quickly to get this lotion off me." I reached up and piled my blonde curls on my head and pinned them.
"You first, then me!"
I was quick in and out. "You're up!"
"Oh my god, I am," he said under his breath as he closed the bathroom door behind him.
Even with the lotion, my skin felt hot, and I had found a loose, short cotton nightgown. I opted for no undies and slipped under the sheets on the wall side of the bed. I must have dozed because I woke up when the mattress moved, and he got under the sheets.
He had closed the porthole, so the room was blissfully dark and cool. I sighed and rolled to my side, facing him. As always, Evan was on his back, and a short time later, I heard his quiet snoring.
Because of the alcohol, I slept fitfully and woke up with my body against his. I maneuvered my way back to my side of the bed and went back to sleep.
The next time I woke, Evan was facing me, and we were close enough that I had my head on his shoulder. His hand was on my ribs, and our legs were touching. I couldn't move without waking him and decided I didn't want to. I placed my hand on his chest and went back to sleep.
"Mmm, Bette." His hoarse, moaning whisper woke me up. This time my thigh was between his, and his arm was wrapped around me, pulling me closer. My breasts barely touched his chest, and my hand moved to his ribs. His soft breathing ruffled my hair.
I thought he was awake, but he must have been talking in his sleep. He mumbled more unintelligible words and pulled me closer.
I wanted to push away. I knew I should. Everything told me this was wrong.
He groaned and rocked his hips into me, his cock hard and throbbing against my hip. Now's the time, Bette, back off girl.
But the mellow mood of the alcohol hadn't worn off yet, and I was enjoying this too much. My thigh was between Evan's, and his was between mine. It was rubbing on my pussy in such a delicious manner. I knew my pussy was drooling all kinds of wet over his leg.
I pressed against him, and he began to mumble again, rocking into me harder and moaning. When he did that, his thigh rubbed my pussy, and I started to cum on his thigh.
I mewed out waves of orgasm as they rocked my body. My tits rubbed his chest, and my nipples ached.
"Oh my god, Bette," he moaned. Awake now. "I can't stop, honey."
We humped against each other like crazed teenagers. He slid his hand under my gown, kneaded my breasts, and pinched my nipples, shooting me into another round of orgasms. He was grunting faster and harder while he ground into me faster.
My face was buried in his neck, his hand trapped between our bodies, fondling my tits. Suddenly he cried out and went rigid, and I felt his cock throb against my hip, releasing the hot wetness. I panted out the rest of my orgasm, and he held me tight.
When we caught our breath, I tipped my head back and looked at him.
"I'm sor--"
We didn't need apologies, so I cut him off with a kiss. He rolled me on my back and took the kiss deeper and more passionately. He settled in the cradle of my thighs.
"Mmm," I moaned softly at his body being over me. Against me. "You feel so good against me."
"Oh honey, I can't think of the last time I came in shorts like that, but I can tell you it was never that good."
My nightgown was between our bodies, and he still wore his shorts. I wiggled to get my gown over my head, and he kicked his shorts off.
"Oh god, Bette," he moaned when we were body to body, skin to skin. "This is so wrong."
"Hush. We are not going to have any regrets now or ever. It is what it is. It happened, and we enjoyed it."
He was pushed up on his elbows, looking down at me. "You're right. We can deal with it when we get back to work, and when the cruise is over, you'll be my son's fiancé."
I rubbed my hands up and down his body, from his shoulders to his firm ass. I squeezed the hard globes. His cock was hardening again, probing between my legs.
"I want to fuck you, Evan."
He closed his eyes and swallowed hard. "God forgives me, but I want you too."
We kissed deeply and passionately. Evan had my body on fire again. I've never been so inflamed by a man before. I rocked up, needing him inside me.
"Fuck me."
His cockhead pushed in, and he held before slowly easing into me. My moans drowned out his, and he drove in as deep as he could until fully sheathed. Deep in my hot cunt. I squeezed his ass, holding him deep.
"Your cock feels so good inside me," I whimpered, and he growled.
We stayed like that for a while. Until the urge overtook him, and he was compelled to drive in and begin the timeless tempo that would take us to exquisite release.
He arched and sucked on my nipples. I mewed with pleasure. My nipples and breasts were so sensitive, and his mouth only served to inflame me more, and at this angle, his shaft rubbed my clit, and my cunt convulsed on his cock, driving tremors through my body.
"Oh fuck," he growled, watching me cum. "You're so fucking hot. I knew you would be."
I dug my nails into his ass, and he pounded into me harder. He was on a mission and was taking me with him. I put my feet flat on the bed and rose to meet him, allowing him to thrust into me harder and deeper. His fat balls banged against my ass, driving me crazy.
"Cum for me, Evan. I need your hot seed inside me. Fill me up!" I cried.
"Oh my god," he repeated, driving deep and locking in. His cock throbbed, pumping his hot seed into me.
"Ohhh yessss," I whimpered, feeling the steamy heat deep inside.
I held him between my thighs, and he stayed locked in until his cock was soft. He rolled to his back, taking me with him, his arm wrapped around me, my breasts against his chest.
"Unbelievable," he sighed.
I ran my hand up and down his chest. His skin was so hot to the touch, his body hard and firm.
"I know," I murmured. "It'll be OK, Evan."
"It's not like we can even get away from each other. And the cruise line already has someone to move into Holden's cabin when they get into port."
He hugged me tighter, and we stayed wrapped in each other's arms for a while.
​"I just don't have the strength to refuse you when we're like this," he said, avoiding her intent gaze. "Believe me, I know I should - it would be right for many reasons."​
He sighed, his eyes focused on the ceiling. "But when you touch me, when we're tangled up in each other...I become weak. My mind tells me to resist."
He turned to look at her then, resignation in his eyes. "I wish I had the strength ​, but I'​m just not man enough to say no to you."
I kissed him, and we made out for a while.
"Another thing," I said, and he groaned. "You're my boss too."
"Oh, right. So, fucking your boss may get you extra favors," he laughed, tickling me. "Well, it will, young lady! Whatever the fuck you'll want."
We slid deeper under the covers and began to kiss again. And then fondle. And then he was ready for more.
We fucked and napped, then decided we better eat and got dressed for dinner. Evan had stopped by Holden's cabin and found him packed and ready to go. He hadn't eaten since boarded the ship and was still sick, so he couldn't wait to get off the ship at the next port in two days. Medical was going to escort him to the nearest hotel in town and had already arranged a flight back to the United States.
I brought little formal to wear for dinner because I didn't plan on all the fancy stuff. It wasn't me, but Evan wanted to go, so I found the evening slip dress I'd brought.
"Can you help me hook this?" I said, turning my back so he could hook the strapless bra.
"Damn, this thing is tight," he said. "How can you breathe?"
"It's the sacrifice women make to look beautiful," I said, shrugging and giggling.
He unhooked it again and threw it on the bed. "You don't need to wear it. You have fabulous tits, and I want to know they're bare in that sexy dress."
While he dressed, I did my hair and makeup in the bathroom.
"Holy crap," he said when I walked out. "This is the first time I've seen you dressed up. I'm not sure I want any other men seeing you like that!"
I smiled and said, "Why thank you, sir, and I am not sure I want any other women seeing you like that."
He was always handsome but drop-dead handsome in a suit and tie. There was a small full-length mirror on the back of the door, and he led me over to it and stood behind me.
I gasped at what a gorgeous couple we made, and I know he saw it too. His eyes flared, and his hands were on my waist. He kissed my neck and raised his hands to cup my breasts under the black sheer and delicate lace. I was sure in specific lighting, my nipples would be seen.
"Look at us," he whispered, and I nodded.
Even with our age difference, we made a perfect-looking couple. Like those you see on rare occasions and wonder how they met each other because they were so perfectly matched physically. He pressed his hardening cock into my ass, and I ground against him.
"If we don't leave now, we probably won't."
"You're right. And I want to show you off. You'll have every cock in the place hard," he grinned, and I laughed.
We did turn heads as we walked through the dining room. We were seated at a table with two other couples that were older than Evan. I could even see the men look at Evan as though to ask, how did you get her? But I could be very charming and had all four talking and laughing in no time.
We ate and went to the bar to enjoy the music that was about to start. Evan ordered drinks while I looked around.
"You like not wearing a bra, don't you?" he whispered. I nodded. "I know. Your nipples have been poking out like bullets all evening."
"The lace rubbing on them kept them aroused," I said.
"The guys at our table thought it was them," he smiled.
"They would only be like that for you, babe," I said, brushing my lips over his.
"Mmm, we're going to call it a short night, I think."
We sipped our drinks, and the music started. The dance floor filled up quickly.
"Crowded," I said.
"Yes, I think we'll do our dancing in the room?"
"Absolutely!" I replied. We downed our drinks and left.
He closed the door and backed me against it.
"You've been driving me crazy all night," he ground out, slipping my hands under my skirt. "Oh fuck," he said when his hands met the top of my thigh-high hose. Then he followed the garters up and cupped my ass. "No panties. You are a bad, bad girl, and I fucking love it."
He shoved my dress to my waist, and I pushed my straps down, letting the top fall and baring my tits.
"My nipples ache," I moaned.
He was breathing hard, and I heard his belt hit the floor. He latched onto my nipple, grabbed my ass, and pulled me against him. I parted my thighs, and he drove into my wet cunt.
We gasped out each hard thrust. I wrapped my legs around him and dug my fingers into his shoulders. He still wore his jacket and shirt with his pants around his ankles while he fucked me.
Hoarse grunts echoed off the walls, and he pounded into me harder and faster.
"Fuck me," I gritted out.
He grunted louder and drove deep. That sent me off the edge, and my cunt squeezed rhythmically around his cock.
"Oh fuck," he shouted, driving in deep and exploding his hot seed inside me.
He stayed locked within me until his cock began to soften.
My tits rubbed his chest while we gasped, gathering our breath. Our steamy breath in each other's necks. I slowly let my legs fall to the floor. We parted.
Blonde hair was wild around my head and shoulders, coming out of the pins. My dress was rucked around my waist, my tits and pussy exposed. His pants were on the floor around his feet, and he was naked from the waist down. Just the sight of us was inflaming. We couldn't even wait to fuck. We were so aroused from being together we fucked half-clothed.
"We got that just fucked look," I said, smiling.
"And you fucked me damn good, honey," he said, removing the rest of his clothes.
"And you fucked me damn good, babe," I replied.
We removed our clothing and lamented that the shower wasn't big enough for us both. It was barely big enough for one. Evan took his turn first, then me. I liked that because it made him wait in anticipation.
Soft and scented and creamed, I came out naked. Of course, he relaxed on the bed, which I liked.
"I have to climb over you?" I asked, laughing.
"That's the best part." I rolled my eyes and straddled him, my open pussy lips on his resting cock, and rocked. "Oh, you're a mean one." I leaned over and kissed him, his cock slipping between my pussy lips. "Oh my."
"Oh my, indeed!" I said when his cock pressed against my clit. "I guess I could keep myself occupied until you're up for it again."
"Whoa, you are just cruel, young lady. I might have to take you over my knee."
I arched my back and twisted my torse, kneading and squeezing my tits in my hands. "Oh, Daddy, will you spank me?"
He groaned, tossed me off, and was on top of me before I knew what happened. His leg was between mine, and he used it to push my legs wider.
"I'll spank you, alright. I'll start with this." He slapped my pussy, and I moaned. "You like your pussy spanked, do you, baby girl?"
"Oh my god, yessss, don't stop," I moaned.
He began to spank my pussy, then stroked through the folds, teased my clit, and spanked it again. He was driving me wild. No one had ever done that to me before, and I was near orgasm from it. I just kept moaning to not stop.
I screamed out a body-shuddering orgasm and sent sparks out through my fingers and toes. Fireworks exploded behind my eyelids, and I screamed the waves that pounded through me.
"Oh, fuck honey, you're so responsive," he growled. "SO, fucking sexy."
"You did it," I whispered. "You did it to me."
Rolling to face each other, we kissed. His kisses could rocket higher, and I began to rock against him. He slipped in fingers through my folds and two fingers into my cunt. I moaned in his mouth, and he thumbed my clit. In less than a minute, he got me off again.
I was limp when I was done. Nerveless.
We slept in each other's arms.
.
.
The following day, we met Holden at the clinic. He was gaunt and was thinking about getting off the ship. It was a weak farewell, as we both understood.
Evan and I decided not to go into port. Someone had told him about a small pool that was more adult-like, so we decided to investigate. It wasn't easy to find, and we almost gave up until we rounded a corner. It was a full-size pool but hidden with only one passageway. There was no view because it was in the center and surrounded by the inner walls of the ship.
No one was there then, so we spread our towels on the loungers and got into the pool. It was beautiful having it to ourselves, and we quickly got heated up. I wrapped my legs around him; his cock was hard against my pussy. My arms were around his neck, and he held me close as we floated around the pool.
I heard voices and looked to see a couple walk in. They quickly looked around and saw us. She held a finger to her lips as he went over and closed the door to the passageway. Effectively giving us a private pool.
She was drop-dead gorgeous, and I recognized her as a young European actress who was just becoming popular in the United States. The man she was with was relatively her senior and not her husband.
She untied her bikini top and dropped it on the lounger. Next went the bottoms. He hooked his shorts and pulled them off, revealing a vicious hard-on and fat low-hanging balls.
They got in the pool at the other end and swam a bit. The actress said something to him and swam down to me.
We were as different as fire and ice. I was a blue-eyed blonde where her hair was ebony with black eyes with sparks of gold. My nipples were pink, and hers nearly black. She had a pussy of full curls. Mine was trimmed. But the one thing we shared. Our breasts were the same size.
She took my hand and led me away from Evan to steady on the ladder. Our legs intertwined while we kicked underwater. She smiled and brushed her full lips on mine. I should have been shocked. But I wasn't. I'd never been with a woman, and I knew she would show me the ways. I remembered that she spoke little English because Italian was her first language.
Her tits were buoyant in the water like mine, and I fondled them. I'd never touched another woman's breasts before, but I knew what felt good and just did that. She mirrored my movements, and it was inflaming.
I leaned to take a nipple into my mouth. Again, I just did what felt good to me, and when she began to softly moan, I knew I was right. She took mine into her mouth and nipped, pulling it longer and harder. She sucked rhythmically, her hands wrapped around my breast.
She reached underwater, and I looked down. She moved her hips to mine and rubbed her black curls into my blonde, smiling.
I leaned to kiss her, sweeping my tongue through her mouth, getting a faint taste of cinnamon and smoke. She pulled me into her and pressed her thigh against my pussy. I did the same, and she began to ride my thigh. The action of the water added fuel to the flames, and we ground against one another, kissing deeply and passionately.
We groaned our orgasms in each other's mouths. She squeezed my ass one last time and swam to the steps where her older love awaited. His cock was hard and ready.
He followed her down on the chaise and began to fuck her. They were loud and lusty, and Evan pulled me down on him.
"Ride me, honey," he commanded.
I did. We fucked while we watched them, and it was hot, and I was on fire. I ground down, taking his cock deeper, squeezing my cunt muscles on his hard rod. HE groaned and began to buck underneath me. I rode him fast and hard; it was only a minute before we both shouted.
When he softened, and I moved off of him, I turned to see them watching us and smiling. He gave us a thumbs up.
"I don't think the port would have been this much fun," I laughed.
.
.
We fucked, sucked, and played the next few days away. They announced that the ship would stay in port to get some work done, and we could stay onboard or use the hotel in town.
We chose the well-appointed but local hotel. Since we were only to stay for a night, we only brought a few clothing items and left them in the case.
I opened double glass doors to a small balcony overlooking the colorful city. Evan came up behind me and wrapped his arms around me, kissing my neck.
Suddenly we heard voices, obviously in the throes of some pretty wild sex. It was coming from the next room over. Out their balcony doors and through the walls of our room.
"Oh my god," I murmured, aroused at the sound.
"Fuck yeah," Evan whispered in my ear.
I laughed because we tended to be loud, and I'm sure they would also hear us.
"We'll entertain each other," I smiled.
He led me into the bathroom. "This is what I want to see." He pointed to the shower, which was big enough for both of us. Barely.
"Ah, you have plans for that, do you?"
"Fuck yeah." I laughed.
"Only if Daddy spanks me," I said coyly.
"Looks like we won't see much of the city," he laughed, pulling me into the bathroom.
After a loud and wild fuck up against the tile wall in the shower, we dressed and went out to sample the local flavor for lunch.
When we returned to the room, they were going at it again. Or still.
"Fuck, that drives me wild," Evan said.
I started pulling his clothes off. "Me too!"
Once we were naked, I opened the double glass doors to the balcony and stepped out. The sun felt warm on my skin, and the breeze felt like the lightest touch. I didn't know if anyone could see me, nor did I care.
I turned around, and Evan watched me, smiling and slowly stroking his cock.



"Join me?"
"If I would, I'd have to fuck you out there, and that's probably not a good idea," he said. "Getting arrested in a foreign country might ruin a vacation, huh."
I laughed. "Allo," I heard and looked at the next balcony.
"Hello!" I said, waving. A couple that was probably around my age was naked on their balcony. "They're naked out here, Evan."
"So, I gathered," he said. "Tell them we like to hear them fucking."
"We like to listen to you fuck," I said, but by the look on their face, their understanding of English was limited to none.
Like charades, I pointed to my pussy and cupped my hands behind my ears. I could hear Evan laughing his ass off in the room, but he got it. Damn, they got it!! I knew because they both thrust their hips at each other.
"They got what I meant, babe," I said into the room.
"I don't know how they couldn't," he snorted.
As soon as we started fucking, we heard a knock on the wall that they heard us and not much longer, we heard them.
"I told you!" I said, collapsing after having another wild out of, body orgasm.
He was in the bathroom, came out, and walked around the room talking to me. It was night, but the room was brightly lit.
"Anyone can see you walking around like that," I laughed. He rocked his hips hard and fast, and I cracked up. "The ladies are going to beating down the door any minute after that maneuver."
I couldn't help but think how fun-loving and free Evan was. Holden was much more serious and must have taken after his Mom.
.
.
During the last few days onboard the ship, we were immersed in a cloud with no one around us. Our days were spent at the pool or wandering the decks. Our afternoon naps were a guise for sex. Our nights were pure sex.
We didn't discuss it, but we knew our time was ending. The reality was our work situation and our relationship with Holden.
I looked at the diamond winking at me from my engagement ring, and remembered how I felt when he gave it to me. I was surprised. We really hadn't discussed the future. He sprung the proposal, rang on me on my college graduation day, and quickly propelled our relationship.
Holden told me later that he did that because he feared losing me, but I'm never sure he had me.
I just went along with it because it seemed like what I was supposed to do, and my life at that time was chaotic. My graduation, then the proposal, then the cruise.
Did it take Holden's Dad to show me I wasn't ready for marriage? It could have been anyone else, but Evan complicated things.
But there was one thing I was sure of. I had to be true to myself.
.
.
Getting back into the swing of things at the office was surprisingly easy. We had a lot to catch up on, so we hit the ground running as soon as we stepped off the ship.
I had a gerontology conference across the country in another week.
"You haven't had any time for me," Holden said that evening.
"I know. I'm sorry. There has been so much to do at work, and I must prepare for the conference on top of everything. I'm working nights just trying to catch up."
"It upsets me because we didn't get to spend any time on the cruise together," he complained.
"I know. It was unfortunate, but it was what it was," I said, wanting to get past this. "It's in the past."
"We need to talk about our wedding, too," he said.
That was something that I didn't want to talk about. I just couldn't. It was still muddled in my head, and I needed to think things through.
"I just can't, Holden. There's too much going on, and I just can't right now. I can only handle so much, and I know my limits."
"I guess."
He was disappointed, and I resented that he pouted that I put my mental health ahead of anything. I felt even more pressure now and said, "I think we need to cut back on the time we spend together until after the conference."
"Fine!"
He picked up his jacket and went out the door.
I should have felt bad and called him back to make him understand. But I didn't. I felt relief. And I know I shouldn't have.
.
.
"They want me to give a presentation at the gerontology conference," Evan told me a few days later.
"Wow, that's a huge accomplishment for BluWave Technologies. There will be some heavy hitters in the industry there."
He crossed his arms and leaned on the corner of his desk, unable to hide the excitement on his face. "​​This opportunity has the potential to be a significant breakthrough for our company."
"I'm so happy for you!"
"Us. You. Me. All of us. We all worked towards it," he said gravely. I nodded. "Can you add a room and flight onto yours?"
"Sure, I'll do it right now. Let me know if I can help with the presentation."
"You will," he smiled.
It was perfect timing for taking a break with Holden because I worked late with Evan every night on the presentation. It had to be perfect, and we both knew it.
We overnighted what we needed and boarded our flight the following day.
"Ready for this," I asked, buckling in.
"As I'll ever be. I can't help but feel that this is the shot in the arm our company needs."
The jet taxied out, and we sat on the end of the runway, ready for takeoff. Taking off and landing were my two favorite things, and I sat back to enjoy.
As the jet began to move, Evan took my hand. I looked at him and was going to say that I was OK, but the look on his face told me he wasn't as OK as I was. We held hands until we got to altitude.
I ordered a car to pick us up since we wouldn't need a rental. Our rooms were in the same hotel as the conference, and there were plenty of restaurants in the hotel and nearby.
As we unlocked our doors, I couldn't help but remember the hotel we stayed in while in port. He glanced over, and I knew he remembered it too.
We chose to meet in the bar for a late lunch. I'd planned to come in early, giving us both some time to decompress since it was our first conference. I suspected that Evan needed the time more than me.
I was up early and decided to catch a nap and had just dozed when my phone went off.
"Hi."
"I see why you wanted to get rid of me," Holden nearly shouted over the phone. "You had to run off with my Dad."
"Run off? Holden, I suggest you get ahold of yourself before you say more," I advised. "Don't say something that we will both regret."
"So go ahead and tell me what you're doing," he said belligerently.
"We are at a gerontology conference. Your Dad is making a presentation for BluWave."
To Evan's dismay, Holden never showed any interest in the business. So, I knew he wouldn't care about the conference.
"But you're both there together."
"Well, yes, we are. I work at BluWave," I said as though I was talking to a kindergartener.
"And you were together the whole time on the cruise!"
"OK, Holden, I'll be hanging up. You're not going to bait me. I'm here on business and need to concentrate on that. I'll talk to you after I get back."
I hit the disconnect button and went back to sleep.
.
.
Evan begged off lunch, and we set up for dinner later. He didn't say, but I was sure Holden called him with his accusatory tone.
The hotel dining room was dark and intimate. We were led to a table in the corner, across from where a band would set up later.
Evan ordered a pitcher of margaritas, and I laughed.
"That brings back memories."
He smiled. "It does. It was a great time, Bette. I know we haven't talked about it, and we probably should."
I picked up my napkin and spread it on my lap. "I don't know why we should. It was a wonderful time, and I'll have memories of it forever." I hesitated. "I wonder if this came up because Holden called you today."
He nodded. "You too?"
"Yes. He wanted to guilt trip me for this conference trip when that didn't work. He brought up you and me on the cruise."
"That was pretty much his conversation with me," he sighed. "I told him it was none of his business what either one of us did. I did give some latitude that others may have been involved." He grinned conspiratorially.
Remembering the naked couple on the balcony and the couple in the pool, I grinned and said, "There were others involved."
He nodded. "Right!"
Sharing the memories might be good or might be detrimental to our relationship. It was to be seen.
We ate and had another pitcher of margaritas. Our time at the conference was late the following afternoon, so we had time for a bit of fun.
He poured, and we listened to the music for a while.
"Hey, would you like to dance?" he asked.
A warning flag went up, but I still said, "I'd love to."
I melted as soon as I felt his arms around me, and his chest heaved in a sigh, feeling the same. I wasn't sure if this was a rabbit hole we could ever avoid, short of one of us moving away. If it wasn't this trip, it would be another time, maybe another place, maybe sooner, maybe later. But guaranteed it was going to come. Our feelings were too strong, and I realized it at that moment.
I slid my hands up his arms and around his neck. We swayed to the music and allowed all the old feelings to flow through our bodies.
"Thought we could avoid this," he murmured against my ear. "But I knew all along we couldn't."
I didn't answer but wrapped my arms tighter around his neck and melted my body into his as he held me closer. I owed myself to see this relationship through to whatever ending would happen. My own happiness was more important than soothing someone else's feelings.
The song ended, and I took his hand, leading him to our floor. I unlocked my door and held it open, giving him the option. He walked through and locked it behind him.
"Got Bette, you don't know how much I've missed you. Not just sex. I've missed our talks and the fun we had."
"All that, too," I said as I reached behind and unzipped my dress, letting it fall to the floor.
I stood in a red lace bra, panties, and garter belt. Thigh-high hose and black spike heels.
"Oh my god," he whispered.
I stood before him and began to undress him until he was down to his shorts. I knelt before him and looked up as I tugged his knit shorts down, his cock springing up. Hard and throbbing.
While I watched him, I licked the head that was soaked with precum. He moaned. I twirled my tongue around the sensitive ridge, then probed the hole with the tip of my tongue.
I slid my red-painted lips down his shaft until the head hit the back of my throat. I deep-throated him a few times, then stood up and guided him to the bed. While he stretched out, I shimmied the red satin g string down my legs.
I crawled over him, and we kissed deeply and passionately. He reached behind me and unhooked my bra. He moaned, watching my tits swing free of their confines.
"Oh baby," he groaned. "How I missed these too."
He kneaded and began to suck each nipple.
I straddled his hips and hovered my steamy hot cunt over his throbbing cock. He needed me as much as I needed him. This was no time for teasing and playing. I was ready to join us together. The ultimate connection two people can have.
I took him in one move, deep and hard. We both groaned at the sensation. He filled me perfectly. My cunt squeezed the throbbing shaft, and I began to ride, letting my cunt milk his balls. We didn't need anything else. Just his cock inside me, my cunt stroking us both to the utmost release. The peak. The finale.
He trembled beneath me and bucked up, driving deep. He gripped my waist, his fingers digging in. He bucked like a bull, hard and fast. He thrashed under me uncontrollably, and I hung on. My tits bounced and jerked. His cock hit my clit hard and released waves of pleasure racking through my body.
I screamed my release, and I heard him shout in return, his cock throbbing hard and pumping his seed deep inside me.
"Oh fuck," he breathed after I collapsed on him. "Only you can do that to me."
I nodded. "We are synced."
I rolled to his side, and he wrapped his arm around me, keeping me close.
After a while, he said in a low voice. "I don't want to give you up, Bette."
I knew he meant that he didn't want me with Holden. After today, I knew who I belonged with. I realized I loved Evan with all my heart. Even though he didn't mention the love word, it didn't change my feelings.
We played all night and slept until noon. We showered and prepared for the conference. It was even more successful than we figured, and Evan had business appointments for the next two weeks. That evening and all night, we celebrated by enjoying each other's bodies.
"I would never have guessed we'd get so much response," he said, holding my hand during takeoff.
"I hoped we would, but who knows with these kinds of things. You have an innovative business that will always be needed in the future. If we're lucky, we'll all get old." I smiled.
Evan napped, and I spent the flight organizing my life. As best I could anyhow.
.
.
We hit the ground running again and worked long, late hours.
"Would you like to come over for dinner when we're done tonight?"
He looked surprised because we returned to business after our trip.
"Of course, I'd love to," he said, smiling happily.
"I'll have to stop on my way home, so maybe give me a couple of hours?"
"Sure, that's perfect," he said.
.
.
I hadn't talked to Holden since I was at the conference, so he was surprised when he opened his door to see me there.
"Bette!" He started to hug me, but I brushed past him before he could.
"We need to talk," I said, standing in his living room.
"Sure, sit down," he said, waving to the sofa.
"I can't stay, Holden. I need to tell you something." I held out his engagement ring in my palm. "I can't be engaged to you. I never should have accepted. It was unfair to both of us. But I need to do this now."
"Oh, come on, Bette. We can give it another try!"
"There's more." I swallowed hard and said, "I'm going to have a baby."
"What?! That's great!" he was thrilled until her realized that we hadn't been together.
"It's your Dad's baby. I have your brother."
My ex-father-in-law is the father of my baby, and my ex-fiancé will be his brother.

~~the end~~
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.
In the mountainous land of West Virginia lies Tiberius Springs and the Church of the Divine Light. The Blood Moon appears during the lunar eclipse during the fertile summer months to change destinies within this self-sustaining sect.
.
Zara- storyteller, Shield of the Sacred, daughter of Magnus and Orla
Magnus, leader of The Church of the Divine Light and Order of Shadows, Father of Zara
Orla- Mother of Zara, wife of Magnus
Tiberius (deceased) - Father of Magnus, founder of Tiberius Springs
Coral - dancer
.

BENEATH THE SACRED CLOAK


BOOK ONE

.
INTRODUCTION
Nestled in the foothills of the Appalachian mountains lies Tiberius Springs, West Virginia, and the Church of the Divine Light. Despite the name inspiring visions of bucolic waterfalls and lakes, it has dark secrets that no outsider will ever discover.
I was one of the lucky ones. My Father, the sect leader Magnus lived with my mother, Orla, and me, which placed us at the top of the hierarchy. While the other women who bore his children lived apart or with other men, my Father's charisma and guidance made him a revered figure, and his flock followed him with unwavering devotion. Yet, it is crucial to clarify that our association was never coercive; they were free to depart whenever they wished. Surprisingly, across generations, none ever did.
Like any successful leader of loyal followers, Magnus embodied power and authority. His hair, a celestial silver, cascaded in thick waves like strands of stardust delicately woven by the hands of the cosmos. With every subtle movement, the silvery strands caught the light, shimmering as if infused with the essence of distant stars.
He had a magnetism, a rare charisma that drew people to him like moths to a flame. His angular features gave him a rugged handsomeness, heightened by piercing, intelligent eyes that shimmered as silver as his hair. Towering above most, he stood tall and imposing. His broad shoulders and sturdy frame exuded strength and confidence.
The first doctrine that he stood by
.:
"The Church of the Divine Light is not a cult, and I assure you that your freedom is paramount to us. You are free to leave at any time if you feel it is your choice. I do not make false promises or miracle​s to entice you into staying. We do not manipulate with fear or guilt. Instead, we offer a simple and self-sufficient community where you can find spiritual solace and connect with unconventional but simple ways of living. Our rituals enrich our lives, foster unity, and provide a sense of belonging. I encourage you to embrace your individuality, engage in critical thinking, and decide what path serves you best. Your presence is valued, but your choice to stay or leave will always be respected."
His every word carried weight, and his voice resonated with a sonorous timbre that demanded attention. We were all educated in Tiberius Springs and graduated at eighteen years old. I had only left the compound once as my mother's companion for a doctor's visit.
Those few hours away from the enclave were like a mesmerizing porthole to another world of freedom I would never forget.
.
Little did I know then that this would be the summer of my rebirth—the summer of the Blood Moon.
.
.
THE DAY OF ENLIGHTENMENT
.
Accompanying my mother to the doctor in the city, I observed wide-eyed and curious.
From birth, I lived within the sheltered walls of our secluded community. But that day, fate smiled upon me, granting me a rare opportunity to glimpse the modern world and interact with people who weren't part of our sect.
My senses were instantly overwhelmed by the vibrant kaleidoscope of colors, the cacophony of voices, and the hustle and bustle of life unfolding around me. It felt like a whirlwind of sensations, foreign yet exhilarating. The humid heat carried new scents to my nose. The towering skyscrapers and the symphony of car horns and footsteps created a symphony unlike any I had ever known.
Orla held my hand, nervously pulling me along. Her face was set in a hard mask, shutting out what I immersed myself in.
"Come along quickly, Zara." We walked down the sidewalk at breakneck speed, weaving in and out of the others.
"Yes, Orla."
The sidewalks teemed with more people than I'd seen in my entire life. Their chatter blended into a buzzing din. Cars zoomed past, blaring horns and spewing unfamiliar fumes. Towering skyscrapers blocked the sun, casting me in cool shadows. The concrete jungle felt vast, chaotic, almost hungry in its enormity. My nose wrinkled at the competing aromas - roasted nuts, exhaust, perfume, hot dogs. I clung tight to Orla's hand as my senses overwhelmed.
But beneath the hyperstimulation, exhilaration flowed in my veins. The world was revealing its secrets. Each sight and sound illuminated my sheltered mind. In a block, I saw more of humanity than in all my 18 years. The city's energy was palpable, pulsing, liberating. What mysteries awaited me in this world.
In that brief time, the porthole to another world opened wide, and I caught a glimpse of the possibilities beyond the enclave's confines. I had stepped into a realm where rules were rewritten and choices were boundless.
The enchanting freedom of walking amidst strangers, strangers who didn't see me through the lens of my Father's leadership, was liberating.
I returned, thinking my glimpse into this vibrant world would be a fleeting memory.
Yet, that porthole to another world remained embedded in my mind, a beacon of hope that life was beyond the enclave's insular walls. It fueled my yearning for more,
Although we did not want anything, we had no extras. No luxuries. My mother, Orla, made the clothing for all the women, another for men, and another for the children. Our dresses are oversized and ankle-length with long sleeves. Modesty at all times, our bodies covered by the large expanses of dull-colored fabric. From birth, we never cut our hair. I wore my toffee-colored hair tightly wound at the nape of our neck.
.
But now I knew there was more.
.
THE VEIL'S EMBRACE
THE LIFTING OF THE VEIL
.
"It is time, Zara," my mother said.
We knelt on the hard wooden floor of the living room and bowed our heads while Magnus, with arms outstretched towards the heavens, began to sway rhythmically. His eyes closed in deep meditation. Sensing the change in atmosphere, members came into the house and knelt with us in a circle.
Magnus chanted in a mesmerizing rhythm-
"Embrace the Divine Light, its radiant glow. In its embrace, our spirits shall grow. Guiding us through the darkest night, Bathing us in wisdom, love, and sight."
"Embrace the Divine Light, our sacred guide. In its presence, doubts subside. Within its glow, we find our way. In unity, we kneel and pray."
The transitional phase begins when women turn eighteen and ends one year later. During that time, Magnus will set seed, thus ending their transition. The Veil's Embrace is one of the most sacred rituals of our sect.
Everyone attends. We travel on foot to a cave used for this ritual since my Grandfather, Tiberius, founded the sect. Shortly before his passing, he turned it over to Magnus, his son, who has continued with it since.
It's summer, and the air is scented heavily with the sweet wild roses and mountain laurel surrounding the enclave. The deer are out for the dusk feed and not bothered as we pass by.
The steady chant resonated through the darkened chamber as twenty-robed figures swayed in unison, grasping flickering candles. I shivered, the flames' uneven light casting sinister shapes on the stone walls.
"From shadows deep, we gather here,
In Veil's Embrace, the path is clear.
In twilight's dusk, our spirits soar,
Eighteen years, we seek the lore."
"Magnus' seed, our souls enwreathe,
In sacred bond, our destinies breathe.
Through rites of old, a passage won,
In this transition, we are one."
"To Tiberius, we pay respect,
His legacy, we now protect.
In mountain cave, the secrets kept,
By flickering flames, they are swept."
Wild roses bloom, the air imbued,
Mountain laurel, our spirits wooed.
In summer's grace, our journey start,
Within this chamber, the Veil departs.
"United now, we sway as kin,
Veil's embrace, a rite within.
The Eclipse Stone, its faint pulsation,
Marks our path of transformation."
​
"Ancient words on whispers ride,
In Veil's Embrace, the veils untied.
Sinister shapes may dance and flee,
But through the shadows, we'll be free."
"Transcending time, our spirits soar,
The past unfolds, its wisdom bore.
Within this chamber's sacred art,
The Veil's Embrace, a journey's start."
Beside me, a young girl's glossolalia rose above the chant, her mouth spewing strange syllables, "Ondei lexico reveara shandi mansonio delia"
More members joined the bizarre cacophony. I felt something stir within but resisted its pull. The young girl's chants grew louder, and she swayed forward and collapsed to the ground,
"Yes, let the veil be lifted!" She proclaimed, raising her arms. "Become conduits of the infinite!"
My senses spun as light and shadow converged on the stone in a cosmic dance. I was but a vessel, channeling a power far beyond my being.
Silence blanketed the chamber at the ritual's climax, only our fervent breaths echoing. The stone's glow slowly faded; its purpose fulfilled.
Silence gripped the room at the ritual's peak, only our rapid breaths echoing. As the stone's glow faded, I sensed lingering traces of the Veil's ephemeral wisps.
Robes rustling softly, the figures shuffled from the chamber. I lingered, watching the last phantoms of shadow disappear.
The chanting fades away as they file out into the velvety blackness.
My Father, Magnus, the enigmatic leader of The Order of Shadows, entered and stood at the stone, his black robes billowing around him. Those that remained moved the girl to the level stone and removed her robes.
With arms outstretched towards the heavens, he began to sway rhythmically. His eyes closed in meditation.
The girl undulated on the stone. She began to cry out in the same odd syllables as though in answer to Magnus.
The remainder of us file out, gravel crunching underfoot, our robes rustling. I lagged behind to listen for the final act, the sharp cry as my Father took her virginity.
.
SHADOWS
.
"Zara, you will be teaching the younger. Prepare." My mother was strict with the same instincts as my Father. I was sure that was why he chose her to live with. He had his choice in our because he set seed in many women, but he chose my mother.
She moved through my life like a shadow and made no impression on me, even thinking back to my childhood. She was devoted to Magnus and no one else. Magnus was the one that cared for me and made sure I was fed and properly schooled.
"Yes, Orla, I will do it now," I replied. We homeschooled with an approved sect curriculum set up many years ago by my Grandfather, whom I had never met.
At Divine Enlightenment, we were all well-schooled about the world with colorful picture books about each country. A world most of us would never see. Although the option always remained open, none ever left the compound. Most were content here. Once learning of the outside world, they appreciated the simplicity of the sect.
There was an extensive library available that was in its own building. Books that Tiberius gathered during his treks around the world before he founded the Church of the Divine Light.
While I went to my Father's study, I thought of my trip to the city. I used the ladies' room while Orla was in with the doctor. At first glance, I was surprised at the movement out of the corner of my eye, then realized it was a mirror.
I stood before it, tracing the outline of my face, a stranger, with my finger on the cool glass.
As I gazed at my reflection in the mirror, I saw a face unknown to me for so long. My large, expressive eyes, like warm, rich honey, stared back at me, revealing a mix of curiosity and skepticism. They held a depth of wisdom that surpassed my eighteen years, shaped by the internal conflicts I grappled with daily.
The prominent cheekbones matched my Father's angular face. I noticed how my eyebrows accentuated the intensity ​of my gaze, a gaze that yearned to understand who I was beyond the enclave's sheltered walls. It was a face that held the promise of a future yet to be unraveled.
Magnus was gone for the day with the elders, and Orla was at the community building, so I had the house to myself.
We were not allowed books of fiction in our communal library. I scanned the leather spines and pulled one off the shelf, The Picture of Dorian Gray by an author Oscar Wilde. I settled into my Father's oversized leather chair and opened the book on his desk.
As I delve into the pages, I find myself captivated by a foreign world. The characters' complexities and struggles resonate deeply, reflecting parts of my inner thoughts and emotions.
The themes of love, beauty, and morality stir something inside me, making me question my own perceptions of these concepts. Dorian's journey of indulgence and its consequences fascinate me, and I can't help but wonder how such choices would play out in my own life.
Dorian's moral descent into hedonism and vanity fascinates me - I contemplate how I might act if similarly consumed by the pursuit​ of beauty and pleasure. The consequences make me consider my virtues and values.
Lord Henry's unique philosophies are new, radical ways of thinking, sparking curiosity within me.
While this work of fiction highlights many aspects of life that are foreign to my isolated experience, it also illuminates new dimensions of my psyche, like opening a doorway to self-discovery with each turn of the page.
I may not fully grasp the modern parallels, but this book has undeniably illuminated my inner world. As I continue reading, I'm eager to explore the awakening of my thoughts, feelings, and individual identity through the lens of this captivating text.
I read all day and realized the light was dwindling as I closed the book. An odd sound caught my attention.
I looked around the room and realized it was coming from the desk drawer. I slid it open and was shocked to see the brightly lit face of a phone. Cell phones were strictly prohibited only because of the negativity. But I don't believe anyone in the sect would want such a connection with the modern world for the same reasons. It primarily wouldn't affect us anyhow. I picked it up to read the words on the front.
Tonight at 11, sweetie. Don't be late.
I wasn't sure how to use it, so I touched the words, and the screen quickly changed, startling me.
There were pictures and a written conversation between them. The images were shocking yet oddly titillating. As I moved the screen, similar pictures appeared.
I began to read, the words blurring before my eyes... suck... cock... fuck... Words that I could put with the pictures and know they were lewd.
At the expense of getting caught, I sat reading their words and pictures, concluding that my Father, Magnus, the Church of the Divine Light leader, was only one persona.
This was the other Magnus. A man who sent shocking pictures of himself received the same from her. A man that led a double life. A man that was having a physical relationship with this woman.
.
That night I hid in the bushes near the car used to get needed supplies, take followers to appointments and pick up the weekly groceries order.
At ten, he exited the house, quietly latching the door behind him, and went to the community center. In only a few minutes, he returned to the car wearing clothing I saw men wear in the city, looking nothing like the Magnus I knew.
I lay awake for a long time thinking of the other woman in my Father's life, in the world beyond.
.
The homes in Tiberius Springs were small and modest. My Grandfather planned the community, so the houses were close and doors faced each other. Privacy was not a factor when you lived in Tiberius Springs. The leader's house was set apart, with some privacy, making it easier to leave the compound unseen.
That my Father had secrets shook me to the core. I was skeptical of the doctrines but never considered that shocking revelation. That Magnus was active in the beyond world and intimate with an outsider. He was disloyal to the core. I couldn't imagine what anyone else would do with my information.
I spent less time considering my Father's relationship than I did with curiosity about the woman. The freedom she must have to do whatever she does. That she sent pictures nearly unclothed to my Father only piqued my interest in how they came to know each other. So many questions swirled in my head.
.
One day Magnus came for me, calling me into his study. I knelt before him.
"You know that you are the chosen one," he said. It was a statement and not a question, and I nodded. "You are eighteen and ready to breed."
I swayed slightly and hoped he didn't notice. I knew my time was coming, but I hoped I would be passed up for other duties. It was now time for me to discover what my fate was.
He smoothed his hand over my hair. "Such a beautiful girl I made," he smiled fondly. "Look at me." He tipped my chin up and rubbed his thumb on my cheek. "You are causing me much anguish, Zara."
"I am sorry, Magnus," I replied softly, even though I did not know what I did.
"You have come from my loins," his thumb rubbed across my soft lips, "and your beauty astounds me sometimes." His voice was low, almost as though he were talking to himself. "If I breed you, I will be done with you. Do you understand that?"
I nodded. "Yes, sir." Once a woman was with a child, she never was intimate with Magnus again. They were allowed with other sect members, but never him again. I only knew that because I overheard talk.
I was nervous. He had never spoken to me like that before.
"I do not want a child. What can I do to please you?" I asked, hoping for a reprieve from whatever he was considering.
He leaned back in the black leather chair, that was so oversized for me, he seemed to engulf it.
"I can't think what you mean?" he asked curiously.
"Whatever the woman in red does for you," I blurted out and immediately wished I could take it back. I watched his thoughts flash across his face and then stop.



"And what do you know about the woman in red?" he asked with surprising calm.
I thought he'd be angry, but far from it. "I was in your study one day getting the schooling books and heard the noise in the drawer." I pointed to the drawer. "I saw her words to you." He shifted in his chair.
"Since you saw the pictures, did you read them?"
I never lied to him, no matter what the outcome might be. "Yes," I said, and a flush crept across his handsome face. "I'm sorry. I know I shouldn't have."
He didn't say anything but just regarded me. "What is done is done,' he finally said. "What did you discover?"
I was still on my knees and settled back on my feet. "That she is not like us. She lives in the other world and is free to do what she wants."
"Is that all you think?" He steepled his fingers together.
"You and she are together out there."
"Have you talked to Orla or anyone else about it?"
"No, sir. No one." He looked relieved.
"Good, good." He acted as though that was the end of our conversation.
"I want you to tell me about her."
"Why?"
"Because she is not in my world, and I want to know about her."
He seemed as though he would tell me no, but he realized that I held the key to his secret. Something that could bring his world crashing down around him and the loyal people that followed him. He had no way of knowing that I would never divulge his secret, no matter what.
He settled back in his chair and said, "She's a dancer. One day when I went to pick up groceries, her car wouldn't start, and I helped her and—"
"Not all that," I cut in. "Tell me exactly what she does. What she looks like."
"Oh, oh." He looked out the window momentarily; it was the first time I'd seen my Father's face soften. "She has beautiful red hair. Bright red." He chuckled. "Many women would be embarrassed by how bright it is, but Coral flaunts it."
"And? What kind of dancer?" I asked, encouraging him.
He sighed, obviously unprepared to talk about that, but I waited.
"She dances in clubs. Mostly men go to watch, some couples."
"Describe her," I said.
"She's tall. Nearly my height. She's beautiful."
"She doesn't wear sack dresses."
He smiled. "No, she doesn't. She is from the modern world, Zara."
"Does she know about us? Here?" I asked.
"Some, not much. My relationship with her hasn't affected my faith here."
I considered that for a while and chose not to say anything. I was interested in this for my benefit and not to punish my Father.
"I want to meet her. I want to see the club. Watch her dance." I was fascinated with the idea. Dorian Gray had opened another window from which I viewed the world. I felt braver, a bit more aggressive even.
"Why are you so interested in her?"
"Because she is my first link to the modern world."
Her and Dorian Gray. Those who find beautiful meanings in beautiful things are cultivated. For these, there is hope.
I want to discover it all.
.
EMBRACING THE UNCHARTED
.
The following week I was meeting my Father after my mother retired for the night. We went to the community center, and he opened a locked cabinet.
"Here, put these on. You can't go looking like that," he said, looking at my sack dress. I walked around the corner and slid on slim black pants and a white long-sleeved shirt. I walked to the car finding the pants incredibly uncomfortable, wondering why women would wear them.
We drove for an hour, finally pulling into a parking lot. The gravel crunched under the tires as he went around the back of the building into the darkness.
"Just follow me."
He went to the back door, knocked twice, and the door inched open, then swung wider. He stepped in, and I followed. At that moment, I felt comforted by my clothing, which kept me as covered as my sack dress.
"This is Zara," he said. "Zara, this is Coral. She will take you back to the dressing room with her."
My eyes tried to adjust to the dim hall lighting, but she had taken my hand, and we moved quickly into a well-lit room.
"Come sit with me while I get ready," she said, her voice soft and kind.
I sat next to her in front of a mirror that had lightbulbs all around it. I looked at our reflections side by side in the mirror. Her beauty is next to my ordinariness.
My eyes went to hers in the mirror. "You're beautiful."
She smiled and said, "Thanks, and so are you, darlin'." She leaned towards the mirror and colored her lips. "You don't believe me, do you? I could prove it, but I don't think your Dad would approve."
My Dad. "No one had ever called him that before."
She stopped for a moment and studied me. "He has told me some about what goes on in your group, but not much. I was never sure if he was making it up, but I can see he wasn't." She put her arm around my shoulders and hugged me.
There wasn't much I could say to that. "Have you ever worn makeup? This stuff that we slather all over our faces in the name of beauty?" she said, laughing, and I laughed as well.
"No, we don't wear it, and this is the first time I've ever seen it."
"Really," she said, not making it a question. "I have my first set to do. Would you like to watch from backstage?" I nodded. "Good. I'm going to like knowing you're here."
She stood up, took her robe off, and looked at herself in the mirror. She wore a shiny silver top like the pictures that were red. She leaned over and pulled her breasts out and up. She hooked the sides of her panties high on her hips. She leaned over and strapped on silver high shoes with the highest heels I'd ever seen.
She took my hand. "C'mon, Zara, let's go knock 'em' dead."
I stood off from the back end of the stage and could watch Coral and the men along the edge.
The stage went black, and the lights came up with the music. It was a loud hard beat, and she writhed on the floor, rolled into splits, then crawled to the edge of the stage to the men. They began to toss folded-up bills onto the stage. She smiled, said something, rolled onto her back, planted her feet on the stage, and pushed up and down. The whole place began to holler and shout while she rocked and swiveled her hips in circles.
She rolled from the position to her feet and grabbed the pole. She wrapped her legs around the pole and walked herself up the pole, then turned upside down, lowering one leg until she did an upside-down split. The roar was deafening. Then I noticed my Father standing next to the table for a better view, his hands cupped around his mouth, joining in on the shouting. She finished the song, working along the stage while they tossed more money at her.
"Give it up for Electra Moon," the announcer shouted, and Coral gave each side of the room a deep bow.
"Phew," she said, running back and hugging me. "What did you think, darlin'?"
"I want to do that."
Her face went from a smile to a big grin. "Really?!" We began to walk down the dark hall.
"I do. I want to try it." I don't know what came over me. Maybe just knowing it might be my only time in the modern world.
"Fuck. Your Dad will kill me," she said with a smirk. "But who cares," she said, shrugging. "The last set is amateur. Do you want to try it?"
"Yes!"
I can't begin to explain the excitement that coursed through my body. I was feeling things I'd never felt before. I prepared myself for the transformation.
"Sit there. I'll put your makeup on." She sat next to me and began to work. "You're excited, aren't you?" She grinned. "You're going to kill it out there." She stroked the color on my lips, colored my eyes, and put long eyelashes on. I couldn't wait to look at myself.
"Wow," I breathed when I turned to look. "I don't even recognize myself." I leaned towards the mirror to get a better look. My eyes had pretty blue glitter around them, and my lips were painted red.
"You need a name. Like mine, Electra Moon. We need to think about it," she said, walking over to open a case. It was full of shiny, glittery things, just like what she and the other girls wore. She held up a pink and an orange, and I pointed to the orange. She nodded.
"Okay, babe, take your clothes off. I have a bikini top and thong that'll be perfect for you."
I disrobed until I was naked. When she turned back, she stared and said, "Wow, wow." She put her hands on her hips. "Holy hell. I'm a D. You must be DD. You're going to rake it in just because of that rack."
She tied it behind and around my neck. I looked down, and the tiny triangles barely covered my nipples. For a fleeting moment, I thought about backing out. I stepped into the thong, and she straightened it at my hips.
"I couldn't walk in those shoes," I said.
"I have some that are not so high you can try. Not that anyone is going to notice your shoes," she laughed. "You're a knockout, darlin'."
"Thank you." I looked in the mirror and didn't recognize myself. I'd never seen myself naked in a mirror and was nearly naked in this outfit.
A​ profound sense of liberation washed over me as if a heavy weight was finally lifted off my shoulders. The life I had known within those walls seemed dim and limiting, but ​here and now, everything burst with vibrant colors and possibilities. I was immediately drawn to ​Coral, and the circumstances of our meeting​ and what she was to my Father became irrelevant​. It was as if a hidden part of me had awakened, and in Coral's presence, I felt a profound sense of self-discovery and acceptance.
"Oh, your hair, it'll look better if you let it down," Coral said​, looking at the tightly pinned knot at the back of my head. Encouraged by her suggestion, I reached behind me and carefully unpinned the hair, letting the toffee and honey-colored strands cascade down to my knees. Her awe-filled expression made my heart flutter with a newfound appreciation for something that had been a daily hassle until now.
"When was the last time you had it cut?" Coral inquired, her fingers gently grazing the soft strands.
"Never," I replied, feeling ​a shiver run through me as she ran her fingers through my hair.
"God, it's gorgeous," she gasped, her fingers delicately brushing through my hair. Her touch felt like a tender caress, igniting a ​fire within me that I had never experienced.
"Let me brush it for you," she offered, and I eagerly ​nodded. I didn't want this sensation to stop.
A pleasant sensation washed over me as she brushed through the thick strands. ​My senses were on high alert, the chattering of the dancers preparing for their sets, the scent of makeup, lotions, and perfume.
Previously, I had been excited about my decision. But now, doubt crept in as I watched the seasoned ​dancers move gracefully across the stage​, appealing to each man there. What was I thinking? I didn't even know​ how to dance​. Men wouldn't look at plain me. Nervousness set in for the first time, and I wondered if I had made a mistake stepping into this unfamiliar world​.
Coral walked off stage, the bills clasped in her hand. "Kill em' baby," she said, kissing me on the cheek.
The music started, and the first amateur walked out and began her dance. She was more experienced, and they began to holler and shout as soon as she walked out. Bills hit the runway.
She walked back and said, "Good luck, honey!"
My music started. I sucked in a breath and strutted out, leaving Zara of the Divine Church of Light behind. The building went wild. I could barely hear the music. The bills were flying onto the runway.
I crouched down and went through a series of moves like Coral did on her first set, then crawled to the edge.
"Show us those titties, baby!"
"Holy shit, how big are you?"
"Are those real?"
"Oh, baby... That hair."
I was on my hands and knees, and my breasts swayed, which brought a roar. I turned and, in the background, saw Coral standing in front of my Father, his hands on her breasts. She was gyrating her hips into him. She gave me the thumbs up.
I found it exciting seeing them together. Magnus looked relaxed, happy, and sexy, and I'd never thought of him that way. His eyes were locked on me, watching every move I made.
I crawled and slithered down each side of the runway. My hair trailed and flipped from side to side, my breasts swinging with every move.
"Shake them titties for us, baby!"
"Let me suck on those monsters!"
"I'm first up for a lap dance, sweetheart!"
I strutted back the runway while the bouncer gathered the bills and handed them to me.
"Nice job. You're the big moneymaker tonight," he said, smiling.
I went to find Coral and Magnus. She left, having to do a few lap dances. Amateurs weren't allowed, although they'd been requesting me.
"Well, what did you think, Zara?"
I looked up at Magnus. His voice was different. He looked at me differently.
"I feel like another person." You seem like another person.
"You're gorgeous, daughter." I shivered at his words. "Are you cold in that?" He pulled me against him.
My Father had never been one for touching. Never hugging or kissing. I hadn't ever seen him and Orla kiss or hug.
I snugged into his embrace, and he kissed me on the forehead. "I hardly recognize you."
"I didn't recognize myself," I smiled up at him.
"Let's sit down." He pulled me onto his lap. I felt a little thrill run through me. I leaned back against him, and he put his arm around me. More amateurs came onto the stage and began to dance.
"They're beautiful," I said.
"You think so?" His fingers grazed my midriff in a most arousing way.
"Not as beautiful as Coral," I admitted.
"You like her, do you?"
I looked back at him. "I do." He shifted and moaned softly. "Are you okay?" His silver hair glittered in the colored lights, and I reached up to stroke the thick wavy length. It was down and reached below his shoulders. His beard showed the day's growth, and I petted his face with my fingertips. His lips opened with a quick breath.
"Yes, can you feel what you did to me?" I felt his hardness against my butt. I heard enough around the enclave that I wasn't in the dark. I wiggled, and he moaned louder. He looked down. "I never knew you had those under those dresses."
"We are required to wear them," I pointed out.
"Yes, for this very reason. The men wouldn't take their eyes off you. Probably even some of the women."
"Do you like them?" I liked the idea that I was pleasing him. I don't think I've ever felt that before.
"I do, yes. Very much." He hefted one in his hand and moaned, "This isn't the time nor place." His thumb slipped behind the orange sequined triangle and rubbed my nipple hard. I felt a tingle between my legs and squirmed again as he did it. He sighed and leaned back in the chair.
"To touch me?"
"Yes, to touch you. I want to but not now. Not here." He looked at me. "Because I want you to touch me too." I nodded agreeably but had no idea of what to do. As though he read my mind, he said, "I'll show you what I like. And you can show me what you like."
"I have no idea what I like, Magnus." I felt an intensity in my body that I did need something, but what I did not know. I felt anxious yet excited all at once. The pressure of his hardness between my legs only lit up my excitement. I rocked, and after a moment, he held my hips to stop me.
"Not yet," he smiled. "My daughter is learning much tonight. You will put it to use soon."
Coral finally returned. The place was empty but for a man sweeping the floor, and she told me she was taking me and Magnus back with her.
She took her bikini off and said, "Come on, we need to shower to get this makeup off."
She untied my top and worked my thong down. She piled my hair on my head and tied it up. I forgot Magnus was there and turned. His eyes were fiery. I'd seen the look before. I thrust my chest a little more, and his eyes locked mine.
"Want to watch us, sweetheart," Coral said, winking. He followed us to the open shower and watched as she soaped up a sponge and washed me with it. We washed our makeup off, and she washed the spray and glitter out of her red locks.
She turned me towards Magnus and reached around me to soap my breasts, down to my belly, and between my legs.
"She has a bush, baby," Coral said, and he groaned. "They liked it a lot out there too." I didn't think they could see that around the front of the thong, but it must be okay.
"Coral," he said in a warning voice.
She whispered in my ear. "I think Dad thinks you're sexy."
"Mmm," was all I could say because I was enjoying the feel of her hands on me.
We dressed, and Coral locked the back door. I waited for Magnus while he kissed Coral. His hands were on her butt, pulling her against him. He pushed into her, and I heard them both moaning. I knew they would typically spend time together and felt terrible about changing their plans, but I would not have changed a thing.
Coral approached me, held me around the waist, and pulled me into her. She smiled, her lips against mine, "I hope you come back to see me again sometime. We still need to come up with a name for you." She pressed her lips against mine, our breasts crushed together. The first kiss I'd ever had made my body tingle. I wanted more. I wasn't sure what, but I needed more.
Coral stepped back. "Kiss her, Magnus."
"Coral...."
"Kiss her."
Obediently my Father pulled me against him and kissed me. I gasped, and he moaned, pulling me tighter and rocking his hips into me. The hardness thumped against me. He groaned in my mouth, his tongue searching my mouth. I wrapped my arms around his neck, pushing my breasts into him., trying to relieve the aching. With one last squeeze of my butt, he stepped back.
"Very hot," she said softly.
We drove back and went to the community center to switch clothing. I undressed and waited naked until he retrieved my dress, bra, and pants.
"Zara, you have granted me the great privilege of seeing your gorgeous body."
I smiled, raised my arms, and let the dress float around me. I kept the panties and bra in my hand.
"Thank you. Thank you for taking me with you. For Coral. For letting me find me."
He acted as though he would kiss me again but quickly turned away.
"We must go. Be quiet when you go into the house."
.
A week passed, during which time I set up lessons for the younger ones, cut fabric for new dresses for the women and tended to the bountiful summer gardens this year. The sect made their money to survive by selling vegetables to surrounding markets and restaurants. Few left the enclave, but the delivery went out daily.
Summer was our time in Tiberius Springs. Summer brought more beautiful rituals, and this summer was even more special because of the coming lunar eclipse or Blood Moon. The Blessing of the Waters was today. During the hottest summer days, Magnus performs a ritual to honor the sacred springs of Tiberius. Members offer prayers of gratitude and purification, and a procession is held to the springs, where they collect water blessed by the Moonlight during the previous night.
There was nothing to force the followers to stay. It was not a cult, and we could all leave anytime. But leaving meant leaving loved ones, our family. Almost everyone was content to stay in the confines of Tiberius Springs: everyone but me.
"Zara, meet me in my study in an hour."
"Yes, sir," I said, not looking up from tending to the last row of carrots.
I passed Orla on her way to the community center and, precisely an hour later, tapped on my Father's door.
"Come in."
He went to the door and locked it. "I don't expect to be bothered by anyone, but in this case, privacy is paramount."
I hadn't talked to my Father more than a few words here and there since the night I danced. I am still determining whether he has been to visit Coral. I know that his demeanor was the same as before that night.



The rough edges were back. Father was again solemn and intensely focused.
"As the Order of Shadows leader, it has been left up to me who to choose for the Veils Embrace." I nodded, wringing my hands in front of me. It was the breeding ritual that was one of our most sacred ceremonies. My Father always chose the eighteen-year-old female that he would breed. At eighteen, I was among a group of three others that were also eighteen.
"Yes, Father." I stood before him but dropped to my knees. He motioned for me to stand.
"It is time for me to relinquish some duties. In the future, the Shadow Mistress will choose. She will also lead the ceremony and decide who will take her place."
I was somewhat taken aback. I understood that Tiberius bred the eighteen-year-olds until his final days. He walked over and sat on the corner of the heavy wooden desk. Black pants stretched tightly across his thick thighs. One foot swung free, the other on the floor.
"I do not want you bred. You will remain a virgin," he said finally, and I was sure he saw the gust of relief from my parted lips because there was the barest hint of a smile on his lips. "Remove your dress."
I pulled the dress over my head and stood before him in the white cotton panties and bra that were part of our uniform.
Magnus frowned. "They're tattered and worn." The fabric had separated from the elastic at my waist, causing them to droop. The bras were white cotton originally but yellowed from wear, and the elastic was loose from washing through the years. "Isn't that Orla's job? Your dresses and undergarments." I nodded.
He walked around the desk and wrote something on a scrap of paper. "Take them off and throw them in the trash."
Always obedient, I did and now stood naked in front of him. He returned to sit on the corner of the desk, and while he walked, I caught a glimpse of the long bulge across the front of his tight pants. His eyes scanned me from head to toe.
"Let your hair down." I did, and it flowed over my body to my knees. "I did not know how long your hair was until that night." I smiled. "It was then I noticed how beautiful you are."
"Thank you, Magnus."
He asked, "Have you thought about that night?" Only every minute since it happened. "Your experience... With Coral... Dancing... The money."
"I have, yes. A lot. I enjoyed it, sir, and would like to do it again." My nipples tightened from his attention and the memories of kissing him, and his eyes locked on them.
"If you go again, what are your intentions?" He walked over and scooped my hair in his hand, letting it slide through his fingers, the back of his knuckles grazing my nipples. He looked up when I gasped at his touch.
"I would like to dance again," I admitted. "With Coral."
He smiled. "She likes you. She feels protective of you in the modern world."
"I'm glad. But you are there too." He nodded. "Are we going to the city again?" I pushed. He walked behind me. I could feel his body heat near, his head next to mine. His long hair fell and obscured his face.
"I am, but what if I am the danger?" he said in a low voice near my ear. I shivered, not from his words but his tone and nearness.
"I do not think of you as a danger, Magnus. Never."
"What would you have thought of me if I took your virginity at the Shadow Veils ritual?" I moaned softly. "Do you think you would have felt the same pleasure as when we kissed?"
"No."
He hooked my hair and pulled it back over my shoulder. His face was nearby, and his silver strands teased my neck and shoulder. I swayed and fell against his body. His fingertips barely touched my stomach, and it felt like butterfly wings, and he slowly moved them up. A light breath on my skin made me needy, and I thrust my breasts, wanting, needing his touch. He teased my hard, aching nipples the same, and I whimpered.
"Shhhh," he growled low in my ear. "Take this pleasure. Our doctrine has no sins in that. You were created from my loins for the coming rapture. We will feast on each other with carnal passion until then."
Each word sent an electric current to my sex. I shuddered and was thankful Magnus was holding me up. I felt as though I transitioned to another level to give me a clearer understanding of him. I was still shrouded and understand that will be lifted soon.
"Zara," he moaned, deep and low. He was going through the transformation with me. I leaned my head back on his shoulder and arched my body. I soaked up the aura surrounding us, knowing it would soon be gone. It was consuming, and I knew it was coming from him. From within him.
Suddenly his body went rigid. His head fell back, his long silver curls swaying with his body. He is in a trance, an ecstatic state brought on by my transition to him.
"Lumaria sandentia omare yamandah rakadoni," he repeated three times, then with more anguish, "Rakonaria infernia, magentia veloria!"
His body strained, his arms raised, his eyes tightly closed, and his face a mask. Then suddenly, he crumpled to the floor. I crouched beside him and moved his arm to make him comfortable. I'd seen this many times and knew the time would vary for him to come out of the trance.
He mumbled and still seemed agitated. I reclined beside him, hoping to offer some comfort, although I don't believe he was aware while in the glossolalia state.
I petted his hair and ran my fingers over his face. He seemed to be calmer now, and I was relieved. I was still naked and began to get chilled, so I moved closer to his heat.
"Zara, I'm so glad you were here with me," he said, still groggy.
I smoothed the hair back from his face. "I've never seen you in such a state of elation, then distress," I said with concern.
He kissed my forehead and pulled me against his body.
"Zara, the lunar eclipse will take place in three weeks. At that time, you will take on the title of The Shield of the Sacred." I looked at him quizzically. "The ecstasy comes more often now and of a longer duration, and I'm filled with such powerful spirit. And it's sudden, just as you've seen. I trust no one but you to be with me as it happens."
"I'll be with you often then?"
"Whenever I'm not with the elders or predesignated times, we work out between us. After the ritual, you will refer to me as Father."
"Yes, sir." I thought for a moment. "Have you ever had an ecstasy when you were away from here?"
"No, I haven't," he smiled, knowing what I was thinking. "I think it would scare Coral, would it not?"
I smiled at him. "I'm sure it would. To anyone outside of us, it would."
He nodded and hugged me closer. "This floor is getting hard, and you feel chilled. We should get up. The Blessings of the Water will commence soon. Your mother will be back; although the door is locked, it's best not to pique her interest. After the eclipse, more will come to light," he said mysteriously.
.
A few days later, Orla called the community center for a fitting. The gown was a luminous white silk. The sewers were quite impressed that Magnus had chosen the lustrous fabric himself.
I kept hoping that Magnus would take me to see Coral, but I was disappointed each day that passed by. I dreamed of that feeling again—the freedom to wear and do what I want.
Looking back on it, I am surprised that Magnus allowed me to do what I wanted that night. That Coral was with me helped, I'm sure. But to be free again like that and be in my Father's arms while he kisses me is what I long for.
It could happen here. But would it be the same?
"Meet me in my study," Magnus said, walking by me in the community center. I finished my duties and went back home.
"Lock the door," he said. He was sitting behind his desk, and I began to kneel next to him, but he said, "No. Take your dress off."
I pulled it over my head without hesitation.
"You did get new undergarments."
"Yes, we all did," I smiled because we were thrilled to throw the old ones out and wear better-fitting bras and pants.
"Take them off." He leaned back in his chair and steepled his fingers. "You've practiced dancing, I assume." I nodded. "We don't have music or lights, but would you dance for me?"
I noticed that it wasn't a directive but a question that I could have said no to. I had practiced with no music so that it would be no different.
I slowly dropped back into a back bend, then brought one leg back over, followed the other, gracefully standing up and stretching my arms high above me. Had I looked, I would have seen the lust in my Father's eyes.
But I was intensely concentrating on my routine, as Coral mentioned. I used a wooden chair for a prop, threw a leg over it, twisted around, and sat with my legs spread, my feet wrapped around the front legs.
I dropped to my hands and undulated to the floor several times. With my feet together, I pushed up on one arm, the other in a graceful arc above me, then rolled to that hand, my feet not moving.
"Zara... Zara," he repeated, getting my attention. "Is that what you will do for the men at the club." I sat on the floor, my legs crossed.
"I thought I might. Coral said I needed a routine. Is it okay?" I asked, having some qualms about it now.
"Come here and sit on my lap. Like you would a customer at the club."
I jumped up, and he pushed his chair back so I could sit between his open thighs, my butt on his lap.
I heard his quiet groan. "Like this?" I asked, looking over my shoulder. He groaned again and smiled.
"Perfect, my daughter, perfect."
"Really?" I wanted to hear it again.
"Really. Very sexy, which I'm sure is foreign to you, but trust me, you are." He reached up and pulled the pins from my hair. "To feel this on my skin one day," he murmured.
I smiled and shook my head, and it spun out. "Coral said sexy is good."
"Coral is absolutely correct." He ran his fingers through my hair. "Did she tell you about the lap dances?"
I turned my head, and my cheeks flamed. "Some. A little." I plucked up the courage and went on. "She said that some would leave themselves in their pants, and others would take it out of their pants."
I peeked over my shoulder, and his eyes were flaming. "It's a cock, dick, penis."
"She said they have to pay more if it's naked. The cock," I faltered.
He gathered my hair back in his hand and kissed me on the shoulder. "I do not think I want you to do any lap dances. Not yet."
I nodded. "Okay." I was okay with that. I just wanted to dance.
"I do like you cuddling like this on my lap, which is okay since it's me," he chuckled. I liked hearing his laugh. The most I heard was when we were in town, but not much since then.
"I like it too," I said, relaxing against him. His left arm supported me, his right hand stroked my body. I sighed, enjoying the sensations. I felt the throbbing under me. I thought I knew, just from talk around the sect, but I was still vague. "I want to learn from you, Magnus."
I looked up, and he kissed me, almost like our kiss in the city. I slid my hand around his neck, under his soft hair, and kissed him back. He moaned when I did that and teased my lips with his tongue. He did that in the city, and I immediately parted my lips, and he swept in. I would never have thought anything like that would be so exciting.
I moaned in his mouth at the exquisite sensation of his hands on my body, our lips together. I unbuttoned a few buttons of his shirt and slipped my fingers in. I scratched through the thick fur, and he groaned louder.
I was desperate to feel his skin against mine. He sucked in a jerky breath.
"Not now, love," he said in a low voice, and I knew he was feeling the same. "Soon. Be patient."
He slid his hand up my side and thumbed my hard nipple. I whimpered in his mouth and arched, pushing my breast into his hand. A gritty sound came from him when I did that. "You are so responsive to my touch." He pulled back and watched as he caressed my breast. "I don't know where you got these from, but they are sensational."
"Coral said I'm double D and bigger than her," I said proudly.
He thought for a moment. "Yes, I believe you are bigger than her. No matter, you're lovely, and I'm looking forward to our time together in the future." He gave me one last kiss and helped me to my feet. "Put your dress on." I picked up my new underthings. "Leave them off when you're with me."
I smiled, excited about my future and how the modern world was blending here with us.
As the night of the lunar eclipse approached, an air of anticipation hung over the Church of Divine Light. I could feel the excitement building within me, knowing that the fire dancers' performance was about to begin. The night was warm, and the scent of incense filled the air, adding to the mystical atmosphere.
As the sun dipped below the horizon, casting a golden hue on the surroundings, the sect members gathered around a large circular clearing illuminated by torches. The fire dancers, adorned in brief loincloths that seemed to catch the glimmer of the flickering flames, prepared for their mesmerizing dance.
I found myself captivated by the sight before me. The dancers moved gracefully, their movements fluid and hypnotic. Their well-muscled bodies weaved and swayed in perfect harmony with the pulsating rhythm of drums and mystical music.
With each movement, the dancers seemed to embody the essence of the lunar eclipse, symbolizing the unity of light and darkness. As the flames leaped higher, their shadows danced on the ground, blending seamlessly with the flickering torchlight. It was a mesmerizing spectacle as if the dancers were sensual beings embodying the eternal cycle.
The dance spoke on a profound level, reminding me of the duality of life - the interplay between shadow and light that exists within us all. It was a beautiful depiction of balance and harmony, a reminder that even in the darkest moments, there is always a glimmer of light and a hint of shadow in the brightest moments.
As the dance reached its climax, the fire dancers seemed to merge with the night sky, their movements becoming ethereal and celestial. I felt an overwhelming sense of awe and wonder as if witnessing a secret dance of the cosmos unfold before my very eyes.
The performance left me in a state of awe and contemplation. The dance transcended mere entertainment and a spiritual journey through light and darkness. I couldn't help but feel a sense of unity with the dancers and the entire sect, as if we were all interconnected, just like the celestial bodies above.
Magnus came up behind me, placing his hands on my ​shoulders. To anyone watching, it was nothing but a Father and daughter. In the black of the night, he pressed against me to the driving rhythm of the drumbeat. I swayed, and he held me still.
As the dance's final embers faded, I felt profound gratitude for having experienced such a captivating performance. The night before the lunar eclipse had transformed into something far more significant - a reminder of the eternal dance between shadow and light within us and the universe.
Tomorrow night would be my night for transformation.
.
THE SHIELD OF THE SACRED
.
The ritual will take place on the pinnacle of the mountain amongst the scented summer blooms. It will be a lengthy trek from the foothills of Tiberius Springs. My Father and I will be the first to leave, so I remain unknown until the unveiling.
The only other witnesses will be the elders, who will make the trek after us and leave after the unveiling.
At the center of the rock outcropping was a flat stone used as the altar during the darkened phase. The stone was still warm from the summer sun.
Magnus stood at the altar's head, wearing a majestic robe of white interwoven with symbols of both light and darkness, embodying the duality of our beliefs.
I stand in the shadows behind Magnus, feeling the elders' anticipation and reverence as the Moon's bright surface dims. It begins to glow with a reddish copper hue and soon becomes redder as the Blood Moon.
Magnus raises his arms, invoking the power of The Church of the Divine Light and The Order of Shadows. Shadows seem to converge upon him, intertwining with the radiance of the torchlight, creating an ethereal fusion of light and darkness.
The low, resonant chant by the surrounding elders echoed off the mountains.
Magnus steps back, gesturing towards me to introduce the Shield of the Sacred. At that moment, the shadows part, revealing me amidst the encircling darkness. My cloak was white woven with iridescent patterns and shimmered with a mystical luminescence that mirrored the eclipse above, becoming redder.
In a voice that resounds with authority, Magnus proclaims her new title, "Behold! The Shield of the Sacred, guardian of the light and shadows of your leader!"
I step to the altar next to Magnus and push my hood back.
They bow their heads in acknowledgment, their whispered affirmations underscoring the weight of her bestowed honor.
The elders, humbled by the transcendent spectacle, reaffirm their loyalty and devotion to The Church of the Divine Light and The Order of Shadows, and their newly appointed Shield of the Sacred begin their descent down the mountain. Their echoing chant remains long after they are out of view.
The blood red casts an eerie glow on our robes as I turn to face Magnus. I slip the cloak from my shoulders, revealing the sheer white silk gown.
"I am ready," I whisper. My Father drops his cloak revealing his fervidness.
It was the night of the Blood Moon. The night my Father would take my purity.
"So beautiful," he whispers. He gazed at my breasts encased in the sheer white silk glowing in the red atmosphere. My nipples ached and pushed through the softness. He pushed it off my shoulders, and the silk floated to the ground in a puddle of iridescent red. I took my place on the flatness, and he positioned himself between my thighs.
Father's eyes were locked with mine while he stroked through my wet folds. I anticipated this all evening and was more than ready. He smoothed the satiny head of his cock over the sensitive folds, and I moaned. He pushed in only a bit and stopped.
"This will probably hurt, Zara. It will be quick. Pain then pleasures. I will take as much care as I can."
He pushed in a bit more. I hissed between my teeth. He pushed a little harder.
"I'm going to push hard to try to break through your maidenhead," he gritted. "You're so tight, and it's difficult for me to not lose control."
I nodded. "I understand. I'm ready for you, Father."
At that, he groaned and broke through in one forceful movement. I cried out, rocking my hips and wanting him out.
"It's okay, Zara. I won't move. Just lie still, and the pain will ebb away."
He leaned down to kiss me. I kissed him back with more passion than I knew I had within me. He groaned and angled his head, inflaming us both. I rocked my hips, taking his hardness deeper. The pain was quickly ebbing as we kissed.
I slid my hands down his back, dug my fingers into him, and pulled him deeper. He pulled out, and I whimpered, but it was only to slide back in again.
"Oh, Father," I breathed as he continued to pump in and out of me.
The Blood Moon still glowed over his shoulder, bathing us in crimson radiance. A crimson gloriole encircled us both and united us as one. Magnus had taken my virginity during the Blood Moon. I had given my virginity up to my Father during the Blood Moon. We would forever be coupled.
Suddenly he pushed in hard, and it was like a spring unsnapped in me, and I was spinning out of control. The blazing Moon and stars in my eyes, my cries filling my ears, then the wet heat deep inside me. The guttural sounds from Magnus. The tendons in his neck were straining as his body came up over me, locking into me.



"Zentharia astroria, calyptoria lunara! Zentharia astroria, calyptoria lunara!" he shouted in ecstasy. Then a series of rhythmic guttural syllables. I wrapped my legs around him. Still buried deep within me, he began to call out again, "Shanda raya mandola tarex yamanda!"
The guttural syllables echoed off the mountains as he filled me with his seed.
His rigid body relaxed, and I pushed him to my side. His body was limp, his face relaxed. I held him, and the throbbing discomfort between my legs faded.
He slowly opened his eyes. "Zara, my love."
The Moon, once obscured by the Earth's shadow, begins to emerge, casting a soft, silvery glow that bathes our naked bodies in an otherworldly light. The air feels crisp and refreshing against my skin, carrying a faint, mystical fragrance of pine needles and Earth, intensified by the lunar spell.
The silver beams danced around us, wrapping us in a cocoon of warmth and acceptance. I slide my hand over his luminous skin, bathed in the soft Moonlight. My fingers weaved through the silvery curls around his hard nipples. I trailed my fingers down his body to the thick nest that surrounded his cock. As I watched, it became engorged with blood again, still streaked with the blood of my virginity. I gently scooped the two fat orbs into my hand and looked at him when he groaned. I continued my exploration of his body. His muscular thighs and sturdy legs. His broad muscled shoulders and hard biceps.
Under the Moon's captivating glow, every gesture, every touch of his body sent a current through my body. The Moon bore witness to this profound encounter, the union of our bodies, illuminating the path for our hearts to intertwine forever.
As I looked into his eyes, I saw a reflection of my own soul, and in that instant, We connected in ways beyond words. An unspoken bond that felt as ancient as the stars above. It was a meeting of two souls.
Under the Moon's tender touch, my skin tingles with a gentle warmth, as if the silvery beams possess a soothing caress that resonates deep within. The Moonlight on our naked bodies creates a delicate radiance, an ethereal luminescence that glimmers faintly in the darkness. I feel connected to the very essence of this celestial spectacle, my heart swelling with wonder and a mix of emotions.
The mountain is alive with shadows and highlights as the Moonlight weaves its magic across the landscape. The surroundings seem to hold their breath in awe of this celestial dance, and the silence is palpable, broken only by the soft rustle of leaves and the distant echoes of nocturnal creatures.
In this moment of heightened awareness, reality and dream blend, and my soul feels deeply connected to the universe. I am touched by the profound and transformative experience of witnessing the aftermath of the lunar eclipse. Beauty, mystery, and a sense of the extraordinary in the ordinary infuse the air, leaving me in awe of the magic that surrounds us in the quiet of the night.
The Moon had become a silent witness to our union, a celestial witness to the love born under its watchful gaze. It had become a sacred chapter in our story, marking the beginning of a journey that would forever change our lives.
"Where did Orla go?" I asked, noticing she was gone when we arrived at the house. Her belongings were gone.
"Her desire was to move to the women's retreat." The women's retreat was where most women with no partners lived. They could have their own house or live in the retreat.
I observed him hang his cloak in the wardrobe. "Orla was quite upset the last time you had the elation."
"Yes, the ecstasy was upsetting to her, and I believe once she discovered you would be the Shield of the Sacred, she felt she could safely leave me to your care." He turned to me. "Orla was indifferent to you when you were young. She was indifferent to me. I finally realized that it was the way she was."
I walked into her bedroom. Magnus followed me and said, "You'll not sleep here. You will be with me now." I nodded, aroused at the thought of his big body next to mine every night. "Since Coral got you the pills, you won't become pregnant, so the flock won't suspect anything between us."
I was relieved. I wasn't sure how his followers would take it if they knew Magnus and I had an intimate relationship. He had other daughters and sons in the sect, but he cared for them and never showed any favoritism until me. I felt no need to flaunt it because I loved my brothers and sisters.
.
UNION OF THE SOULS
.
Late the next night, I heard the chanting and looked out the window to the blazing bonfire—July and August were the most fertile months in the sect. Summer was a time for joy and cleansing.
The Unity of Hearts ritual by all couples was private, with no children or other sect members participating. The bonfire activities were obscured from view from all but Magnus's house.
After he had taken me to the heavens last night and filled me with his seed, I asked Magnus if he would approve of Coral or me. He gave some thought before telling me of the ways of Tiberius. Rituals with sexuality, to some extent, were regular. Only after Magnus became an adult was he made aware of the secret practices amongst the followers. Since he knew, they still went on under Tiberius's doctrine. "I am fine with that continuing and wouldn't think to put a stop to them," he said.
I looked out the window, wondering if this was one of the secret rituals.
The Shadowed One stepped forward carrying the torch. As he touched the flame to tinder, the bonfire crackled to life, flicking shadows dancing around the circle of onlookers.
They disrobed and slowly began moving clockwise around the growing blaze, bare feet shuffling through the grass still wet with evening dew. The chant started low, ancient words swelling as the fire's energy intensified.
The scent of burning wood and the warmth of the fire permeate the air, enveloping the gathered members of the sect in a comforting embrace. Cloaked only in the flickering golden glow of the bonfire, they moved faster in a rhythmic dance around its circumference. Bodies touching, they swayed and twirled, their movements synchronized with the hypnotic beat of drums and the enchanting melody of chanted hymns.
They begin to dance with each other, bodies intertwined. Some stopped and joined together, starting the beat again. Others twirled into a different partner. Their illuminated faces revealed expressions of arousal and lust.
Those that were joined chanted and kept the rhythm with the pounding drums that became louder and swept me into the tempo. I tossed my dress and stood at the darkened window, watching the resonant drums pulling at my sex.
The bonfire's light becomes more than just a physical glow; it takes on a more profound significance as a beacon of sexual renewal and intimacy. The crackling embers represent the purifying power of fire, burning away past darkness and illuminating the path toward a brighter future.
I watched strangers become connected and partners share with others.
Hands raised to the sky, the chant becomes louder as naked bodies drop to the ground and join together. Voices rise as they fly to the heavens with each other.
Under the vast night sky, the bonfire's brilliance continues to illuminate the clearing, the writhing bodies.
"I find my daughter naked and sexually intoxicated from watching," he said, walking up behind me. I leaned into him, and he kissed my neck while he removed his clothing.
I moaned when he reached around and kneaded my breasts. His stiff cock pressed into me from behind, and I spread my legs. He removed the pin from my hair, and it cascaded around us.
"Father, please," I begged, bending over my cheek against the cool glass.
He easily slid into me, and I arched my back to take him deep while he pinched my nipples until I cried out in pleasure. The bonfire reflected on the glass, the bodies locked together on the ground, just as their leader of The Church of the Divine Light was planted deeply inside his daughter, the Shield of the Sacred.
"Oh, Zara, you were made for me." He slid his hand down my belly and between my legs. His fingers were magic, and I cried out a shuddering release.
Still impaled on his stiff shaft, he picked me up and placed me on my hands and knees on the bed. He held my hips and began to thrust into me to the pounding of the drumbeats. His balls slapped against me, causing me to shout out my release. He groaned, increasing his speed as the drum also increased.
My breasts swayed and jerked the harder he pounded into me. He wrapped my hair around his fist and suddenly growled from deep in his body, a series of window-vibrating grunts each time his cock throbbed, spilling its seed into me.
I lay in his arms on the bed, stroking his long hair that fell over his shoulder.
"I'm surprised I never heard you like that before," I smiled.
"Before? Oh, with Orla?" I nodded. "No one has ever pleasured me like you do, Zara."
"Coral?"
He smiled. "No, my love. Just you. You bring out the wild beast within me. You are the fuel to my fire." He hugged me closer, tucking his leg between mine. "You ignite a fierce passion in me that I never realized, didn't know I was lacking until you."
We kissed passionately, and Magnus brought me to another earth-shattering release.
.
PURIFICATION RITUAL
.
Members gather at dawn and bathe in the river as the sun rises, cleansing mind/body to ​give thanks to the bounties of the summer.
​The adults in the compound gather at the edge of Tiberius Springs for the Purification Ritual to commence before dawn and be immersed while the sun rises on us. We remove our clothing and wait for Magnus. His massive body is thick and muscular, and silver and black curls glint on his broad chest. Long hair falls across his shoulders. Thickly veined cock at rest, hanging heavy in front of his two plump balls. Although I see and touch him like this, I will never get over his impressive sight. A glance at the women tells me they feel the same.
​Magnus, my Father, the leader of the Church of the Divine Light and the Order of Shadows ​, st​r​ides to​ the edge of Tiberius Spring. His commanding presence ​has their attention. With his arms raised towards the heavens, his voice resonates with unwavering conviction, and he speaks words that stir the hearts of those who have gathered to hear him:
"Beloved ​f​followers of the​ Divine Light, I stand before you today, a vessel of both illumination and shadows, to remind you of our sacred purpose. We are the seekers of balance, the custodians of cosmic harmony.​ Light and shadow."
"In the radiant embrace of the​ Divine Light,​ we are beacons of love and bearers of healing, spreading warmth and understanding​ to each other."
"Yet, let us not forget the profound truth that within the embrace of the shadows lies profound knowledge and the secrets of self-discovery. The Shadows Veil's Embrace teaches us to acknowledge our inner darkness, for it is only by embracing our shadows that we achieve true enlightenment."
"As we raise our arms to touch the heavens, we bridge the gap between the realms of light and shadow, unifying them in divine harmony. Our journey is ​but a simple one. To coexist, spread joy, and love each other."
"We shall be warriors of love and emissaries of truth. Through our shared dedication, we shall bring light to the darkest ​of our corners, and in the shadows, we shall find the brilliance of hidden knowledge.'
"Let the Divine Light guide our steps and the Shadows Veil's Embrace embolden our hearts. As we forge ahead, hand in hand, we shall be thankful for the bounty of this summer."
"In the name of the Divine Light, let us embark on this sacred journey together, for we unite as one."
We waded in the cool spring water and submerged, watching the sun rise over the mountain.
As I climbed up the bank from the water, a fellow young follower lent me a hand.
"Thank you," I smiled.
He was a young man, older than me though. Darkly tanned from the waist, he indicated he was a field worker. They toiled daily in our crops and fields of wheat and corn. They tended to stay to themselves because of their long working hours. They were our most important volunteers.
Brilliant white teeth, a broad smile, and a thick shock of blonde hair created a pretty handsome man. While we stood dripping water, he said, "Zara, right?"
"I am, yes," I smiled back.
"You're the Shield of the Sacred."
"Right again," I laughed.
"Well, you have a significant job caring for our Magnus."
"Yes, it is. He is a good leader to us," I agreed.
He nodded. "Nice to have met you," he said, walking off.
He somehow sensed I was off limits. Since we were unclothed, we felt more open with each other. There are many girls here the marrying age, so he has much to choose from.
I walked in the door to the house, closing it behind me. As soon as I turned, Magnus's body pinned me against the wood.
"Oh, you startled me," I squeaked.
His face was close to mine. "I saw that boy out there talking to you." He pinned me between his body and the door, his cock throbbing.
"You did, yes. One of our field workers," I said innocently. "Are you jealous?"
He rocked into me. "I was. Now I'm aroused beyond belief."
"Mmm," I said, his words going straight between my legs.
He rucked my dress up to my waist and kneed my legs apart. The look in his eyes was pure wild lust. He grabbed my legs, pulled them around him, and drove into me.
I grunted the first thrust. I grabbed his shoulders, hanging on, my nails digging into his bare skin. He growled with each hard deep thrust. My breasts mashed between us, my nipples aching. I kissed him, deeply and passionately. Open-mouth animalistic kisses eat at each other's mouths.
He pulled away, grunted hard, and pushed in for his final release taking me with him. My legs were locked around him, keeping him inside me.
Magnus walked me to the bed that way, lowering me to my back and coming down over me.
His chest heaved, and he gasped, "Did I hurt you, love?"
I shook my head, still panting. I still hadn't let him go, locking him until he would no longer stay in.
"Magnus," I went to my side when he rolled off me. "I love you."
"I love you too, Zara. More than I ever thought I could love anyone. I WANTED TO KILL HIM when I saw him touch you this morning."
"No," I said, stroking his lengthening beard. "I'm yours. I always will be."
He gathered me against him, and we slept.
.
MYSTIQUE CABARET
THE SUMMER OF MY REBIRTH
.
It was late July, and it had been over a month since we went to Coral. One morning after breakfast, I brought it up.
"Have you seen Coral?"
"No, never, not without you."
"I didn't know."
"Now you do." He smiled. "I suppose you'd like to see her?" I nodded, smiling. "Should I be jealous?" he asked, raising an eyebrow. I shrugged. "I think Coral will agree. She likes you, love."
"I like her too. A lot. I want to dance too."
He thought for a while before answering. "I can't say I won't be jealous, but you can. I know it's important to you and you like it. I see no reason to stop just because we—"
"Fuck?"
He looked as shocked as I expected him to. "You must have learned that from Coral?" I giggled. "Oh my, that woman is corrupting my daughter." He laughed. "Okay, we will plan a visit to Coral at the Mystique Cabaret."
We fucked every day, sometimes twice, since Orla left. Since I became the Shield of the Sacred. His ecstasies weren't coming as often, and I didn't know if it was good or not.
On the drive to see Coral, he asked, "Are you all right with Coral and I now?"
"I don't see a problem," I said, thinking about it. "I don't want you fucking her." He let out a loud laugh in the car. "But I do like to watch you with her otherwise. You know, kissing and stuff."
"I still can't get used to that coming out of your mouth, but I have to say I like it. A lot." I leaned over and slid my hand up his thigh, squeezing the growing bulge. "Mmm, you'll have me fired up before we get there. Anyhow, no, I have no intention of fucking Coral anymore, love."
His silver-black hair was tied back at the nape of his neck, and his beard filled in. He wore a black leather jacket and his usual black pants. He was breathtakingly handsome, and I was the tiniest bit worried that Coral would see the change in him and like it.
She met us at the back door, kissing Magnus quickly before sending him to the front. She took my hand and pulled me to the dressing room.
"I've missed you a lot, Zara," she said, hugging me tightly. I returned the hug. I loved feeling her softness against mine. She set me away from her, holding my upper arms. "I have to ask you something. Are you happy with the sect? I mean, do you want to stay willingly?"
I looked at her for a moment piecing all that together, then smiled. "I appreciate your caring for me, but yes, I'm very, very happy there. Happier than I've been. Magnus and I live together now, and I can look forward to these visits with you and having some time in your world."
She looked relieved. "Okay, baby, we're going to get you made up and ready to hit the stage, and I know just what you're going to wear. You'll kill 'em tonight!"
I was a little more nervous as I waited in the darkness at the back of the stage, watching one of the girls dance. Coral would follow me tonight, whereas last time, she was first. But I knew I could do it.
She came out just as my cue came up. We both nodded, and I stepped into the lights. A roar came up from the crowd, and I did a long-legged stride down the runway. I put my hands on my cocked hips and shimmied, getting the tassels hanging from the black sequined pasties twirling.
"Oh yeah, babyyyyyyyyyyyy"
"I just wanna eat you up, honey!"
"Shake those titties for us, baby!"
All the cheering, shouting, and whooping only fueled me even more. I walked the edge of the runway, so one side saw the black g string side, and the other my swaying and swinging bare breasts as I leaned over and palm slapped each one. My hair trailed over my shoulder as I kissed my red lips.
I grabbed the pole, lifted my leg high, and swung into a split. They went nuts shouting and clapping.
"Nice bush, baby!"
"Oh yeah, don't ever shave that!"
"I wanna bury my face in that sweetheart!"
I lowered myself into a split on the floor, sat with my legs in a wide V, swung around, and did the same to the other side of the runway. The music thundered, and I sat back on my heels, my legs spread, rocking my hips up and down. The response was deafening, and I was in heaven.
I crawled down the runway, swaying my breasts below me, the shiny tassels catching the flashing-colored lights. Money littered the runway as I crawled, catching the eye of every man that sat there as I went by. I heard the cue that my song was ending, and I rolled to my feet, giving another spin on the pole.
I backed down the runway, shimmying my breasts as more money showered the runway.
"Fucking A, girl," Coral hissed as I passed her. "You're going to be a star!" Her music cue started, and she was gone.
I went out to find Magnus and was stopped by almost every man I passed. They wanted to tuck the bills in my g-string and talk for a moment.
I jumped in his arms when I saw him. "How'd I do?" I asked, giddy with excitement.
"Like I wanna fuck you right here right now. You got every cock hard in the place, Zara." I loved his words when we were away.
The bouncer came with a wad of bills for me. "You'd be a millionaire if you'd do this every night," he chuckled, shaking his head.



"Those pasties," Magnus said, shaking his head. "You looked nearly naked up there."
"You're not mad, are you? Jealous?"
"Not at all! I know who gets that hot pussy tonight."
"Oh!" I said, my cheeks flaming, and he laughed.
Coral had lap dances to end the night, and we waited for her. The last customer left, and they locked the place up, telling her to lock it behind her.
"Phew, what a night!" She put her arm around my shoulders. "What do you think?" He just smiled. "Had she been our daughter..."
"I've thought of that. What a life change that would have been."
"Let's go shower. I need to get this off me."
I held the handheld shower and rubbed the glitter off her skin. "Mmm, glad you're here to help me with this, baby." I moved to her other arm. "Magnus, get your ass in here and help," she hollered, and I giggled.
"I thought you'd never ask," he said, joining us.
"I got her back. You get her front," I said, handing Father the bottle of body soap.
"My pleasure," he said, grinning at me, and I blew him a kiss.
"Oh, Magnus, your hands are pure pleasure," she moaned as he rubbed her chest and breasts.
I pressed against her back, sandwiching her between us. I could hear our collective hard breathing. It was amazing to feel her soft body against mine and her against my Father. The dual life I was leading fit me perfectly. I couldn't give my life up with the sect, and it would devastate me to give this up. Unbalanced as my lives were, I loved them both.
I watched Father kiss Coral and felt nothing but joy for them both. He had found her at a time he needed someone. She was there for him as she'd been for me. No judgment.
She pulled me around to them, and we formed a triangle, all kissing. Our tongues teasing and playing. Dad's cock stood out, throbbing and an angry red. She dropped to her knees and gripped his cock in her fingers. Sliding them up and down. His head fell back, and a loud groan as she wrapped her lips around the tip. I learned from Coral. Watching her take her cues from Magnus, she would repeat what she did if he responded. She played with his fat balls and took his cock into her mouth.
He grabbed and kissed me, stroking his tongue in and out of my mouth while he kneaded my breasts. I gripped his hair in my fingers, angled my head, and kissed him hard. I ate at his mouth, not sure if it was him or me making the animalistic sounds.
Suddenly he grunted hard and pulled me against him, crushing my breasts to his side, as a husky growl increased in volume as he filled her mouth with his seed.
She stood up, pulled me against her, and kissed me, passing his seed to me. The first taste I'd had of him. But not the last.
We continued to kiss, her hand moved between my legs and unerringly found the heart of my pleasure. I shuddered as she quickly made her magic on my body. She fell back against Father, his hand between her open legs. I watched his fingers push inside her and stroke rhythmically and hard, pushing her body up each time. She hung onto his arm, and her eyes closed as she cried out.
They pinned me between them as we all rinsed off again. Her kisses made promises for next time.
On the way home, Magnus said, "Coral wants to taste you, Zara."
"Hmm?"
"Like she tasted me? She will do the same for you. Her mouth on your sex, her tongue teasing, until you orgasm."
"Mmm," I said, imaging that and feeling the wetness between my legs again. "I'd like that."
"I'm glad, love. I'm thrilled."
.
ECSTACIES
.
The school would start at the end of August, and I liked having everything I wanted to go over with the students. I had the children this year and was happy because I had so much to show them. Teach them. I was busy with that, and fortunately, Magnus was meeting with the elders. They would care for him in the event of any ecstasies.
The following day Magnus led a circle of spirituality with a circle of followers. I had a difficult time concentrating after last night. When I looked at him, I could see him naked and the look of euphoria on his face when he pumped out his seed. He glanced at me several times, knowing my attention was elsewhere.
When we got back, we went into his office. "It seems I didn't have your full attention, my child."
I thought I was being admonished. "I'm sorry, sir." I lowered my gaze.
"Yes, you should be," he responded. "Remove your clothes." I had nothing to take off but my shoes and dress. "Now, come over here and stand before me."
I was nervous about my punishment. My hands shook.
He lifted me onto his desk in front of his chair. He stroked my legs, his eyes locked with mine. I awaited my punishment with angst. He hooked his hands behind my knees and pulled them high so quickly that I fell on his desk, papers flying, scattering on the floor as I flailed my arms when I fell.
His tongue flicked the spot, and I moaned, my head rolling from side to side, my arms whipping about. His fingers slid inside me, and I panted like a caged lion, ready to leap. His mouth and his fingers had me thrashing on his desk. I spread my legs wider, opening for the pleasure my Father was giving me.
I felt the familiar tingle, then the bolt-like lightning hit, and he held my hips to keep his mouth on me. My chest was heaving. Never had I felt anything like that. It was rapture.
Clothing rustled in the silence of the office. "Sit up, Zara."
I pushed to my elbows. Father was naked in his big leather chair. He grabbed my waist and slid me off the edge of the desk directly onto his stiff cock. I shouted at the pleasurable shock of being filled and stretched in a breath.
My legs were on each side of him, and I instinctively began to rock, taking his cock deeper inside me. His eyes were lust filled. I kissed him to taste myself in his mouth. I swept my tongue through his mouth, wanting more. He squeezed me and pulled me forward and back, each time rubbing the base of his cock.
I whimpered in his mouth, and he increased the speed until I shuddered out a mewing orgasm. My muscles squeezed the stiff shaft.
His breath was loud and harsh, and he climbed each step higher and higher. Suddenly his body went rigid, and he shouted, "Shamandalia illux via coronda Practia sanadora imania trexico reveala" Then even louder, "Shamandalia illux via coronda Practia sanadora imania trexico reveala"
His cock was hard inside me, and his eyes were looking to the heavens in the ecstacies. I held his face between my hands. My thumbs rubbed the softness of his beard. His eyes were a fierce passion. His teeth gritted, his cock surged inside me, and I thought he would orgasm. His fingers dug into my hips almost painfully, pulling me onto the fiery stiffness inside me.
A vibrating bass started low and deep inside him, getting louder and more savage. His head tipped back, and his mouth opened on a loud roar I feared the sect would hear. I was hit with a typhonic wet heat that swept me into a shuddering ferocious scream.
He blinked several times, cleared his eyes, and hugged me tightly. "The ecstasies while I was inside you were heart-stopping, Zara."
"I know. You took me along with you," I smiled. I heard a pounding on the door and slipped off Father's lap, sliding my dress over my head. I opened it to ensure that Magnus was fine, just another ecstasy.
I returned to him on the bed, his head resting on his hand. His dark body against the white spread, his semi-hard cock lolling on the bed, his smile all designed to pull me in. I smiled, ran across the bedroom, tossed my dress off, and jumped on the bed. He pulled me to him, and we wrapped ourselves in each other's arms.
.
GIVING THANKS
.
The nights were turning cool, a sure sign that fall was coming soon and the harvest.
"This was a bountiful summer for our crops," I said.
Our table was laden with fresh vegetables. Most were delivered to markets and mills to support our community. All summer extras would be sent to the food bank in the city. Fall harvest would commence soon, indicating the end of the growing season and a rest time.
"Yes, we have been blessed," Magnus said. He put his arm around my shoulders and tucked me into his side. "In many ways."
I wrapped my arms around his waist and lay my head on his chest. "Do you think we can continue on like this? Living two lives, I mean."
"We can only try. We are under the same doctrine that we may leave at any time. Our activities in the city do not affect our lives here."
"Maybe only in this house," I grinned, looking up at him.
"Yes, in this house, we are between both worlds. I am happy in both worlds as long as I am with you."
I stood on tiptoe and kissed him. Our kisses turned passionate, and he bunched my dress over my head. I unzipped his pants, crouching down to pull his boots off. We stood naked in the kitchen, locked in an embrace. The windows had dangerously had no covering, and Magnus picked me up and carried me to our bed.
Needing to taste him, I twirled my tongue around the thick ridge. He pulled me over and teased me with his tongue and mouth. I moaned around the head of his cock, sliding my lips to the base. The heat and thump of his heartbeat filled my mouth.
I tongued the ropy veins that mapped the shaft, then grazed the silky skin with my teeth. Each move drew a response from Magnus, who replied with his magic on me.
I cupped his full balls and caressed them with my fingers, and he groaned, slipping two fingers inside me while his tongue flicked the hard bud. Each move brought a move, and we climbed to the pinnacle together.
Just ahead of him, I moaned my orgasm around his cock, still deep in my mouth. It jerked and began to pump its seed to his muffled grunts. I swiped my tongue across the shiny head to pick up the last few pearls.
"This is our world no matter what," I said, my head on his shoulder. He hugged me tighter and kissed the top of my head. "Thank you for showing me what's out there. I truly hope we can live between the two worlds because I could not make a choice."
.
GIVING THANKS FOR OUR ABUNDANCE
.
As the vibrant colors of autumn adorned the mountains, it was time for the annual Fall Harvest Ritual, a celebration steeped in tradition and gratitude. The community gathered under the watchful gaze of the setting sun, their hearts filled with appreciation for the abundance bestowed upon them.
In the heart of the enclave, a circular clearing was adorned with intricate patterns of dried leaves and flowers created by the children. At its center stood a large wagon overflowing with a harvest of vegetables, fruits, and grains. Surrounding the cornucopia were baskets of freshly harvested crops, offerings from the fertile land they tended with care.
The black-robed elders, led by Father Magnus, assembled in a semicircle, their faces radiant with anticipation.
The Shadowed One took her place at the center. Her regal presence was accentuated by flowing robes of a brilliant golden hue, seamlessly merging with the warm, autumnal colors around her. The intricate golden embroidery adorning her garments sparkled as if ignited by the dancing flames of the surrounding fires. Her aura of mystery and allure drew the gaze of all who beheld her.
The soft notes of a wooden flute began to drift through the air, signaling the commencement of the ritual.
With graceful movements, the Shadowed One started her dance, a rhythmic ode to the seasons. Her swaying actions mirrored the wind's gentle caress, and her twirling spins embodied the cycle of nature. As the dance grew in intensity, the community members joined in, forming a circle around the abundance.
With each step, they raised their hands, palms open, to the skies above, offering thanks to the divine for the fruitful yield. The chant of gratitude swelled, their voices rising in unison.
​"In nature's grace, hearts ablaze,
Harvest's gift, our spirits raise.
Golden fields, blessings sown,
Thankful hearts, love is shown.​"
​"With each dawn, growth unfolds,
Nature's wonders, stories told.
With hands that toil, seeds we sow,
Bounteous harvest, joys bestow.​"
​"Our chant resounds, nature's ground,
Grateful hearts, unity found.
In praise, we raise our voice,
Embracing abundance, we rejoice.​"
Magnus began distributing the last harvested crops to each community member with a smile. A sense of fulfillment and connection filled the air as the fruits of their labor found their way into their hands.
As the ritual drew to a close, the community was filled with a profound sense of connection. They recognized that their relationship with the land went beyond passively receiving its bountiful gifts. Instead, they were active stewards, tending the Earth with care and giving back through sustainable practices. In this way, they saw themselves not as separate from nature but as integral participants in its endless cycles of growth and renewal. This realization brought a feeling of wholeness, of belonging to something greater than themselves.
Though the summer's celebrations had ended, their role as guardians of the enclave's legacy would continue, just as the wheel of the year turns on and on.
.
THE END
.
*Eroticism is a complex and subjective concept that revolves around themes of sexual desire, passion, and sensuality. It can be described as the art of arousing or evoking intense sexual feelings, physically and emotionally, through literature, art, or any form of expression.
In literary works, eroticism often uses vivid and suggestive language to create sensual and intimate scenes. It aims to awaken the reader's imagination and engage their senses, exploring intimacy, desire, and pleasure themes. However, it is essential to note that what one person finds erotic may differ from another's perspective, making it a profoundly personal and diverse human experience.
.
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Blood is Not Thicker Than Water


.

.
"An after-hours meeting makes me a little nervous, Larry," I admitted, my voice laced with a tinge of unease. ​
With a solemn expression, he placed a thick file on my desk, the weight of the truth it held echoed​ in the silence.
"It is, Ava," Larry responded, his voice carrying a somber undertone. "I discovered some troubling discrepancies in the specifications of six orders. The quality of our medical devices has been compromised. Only half as good as it should be. And, of course, the cost has been significantly reduced."
The file lay untouched before me as I rapidly tapped my nails on the desk, my heart heavy with the weight of the situation.
"And you're certain ​my father is aware?" I asked, the words slipping out almost reluctantly.
Larry nodded with a mixture of disappointment and anger.
"Victor signed off on each and every one of those orders," he confirmed, his voice tinged with a sense of betrayal. "To make matters worse, he deliberately misfiled them because he thought I wouldn't find them." The disappointment in Larry's eyes deepened. "The ramifications of compromised medical devices are grave, Ava. If this is just the tip of the iceberg, there is likely much more wrongdoing."
A hollow ache settled in my chest as I absorbed the gravity of the situation. By habit, I tapped my nails on my desk. "We can assume that there's more somewhere. Who knows what else. My father is capable of about anything."
"I'm sorry, Ava. You know I've never liked how your father has treated you. You should have my job and not be stuck down here. I would have quit if...." It was a discussion we had many times. Larry was my Dad's right-hand man and was slated for retirement soon. I wouldn't have wanted him to jeopardize his last few months with the company. "I'll keep an eye out for any red flags. You've been here long enough, Ava. You know where to look as well."
"Thanks for bringing this to me, Lar." I sighed. "And if you find anything more..."
Larry nodded, left the file on my desk, and quietly left.
I did know where and how to look. No one knew I worked part-time for a cybersecurity firm since I graduated. Their headhunters contacted me in college but had watched me since high school. They liked the aptitude I had for computers and technology. I use my ​skills to identify and expose vulnerabilities in computer systems with the consent of the system owners, primarily corporations.
I look for criminal activity as well as any holes in the systems. Unbeknownst to my father, I had kept Victor Corp buttoned up against outside intruders. Now it was time to look within the corporation.
For the last two years, there have been rumors about my father's business tactics, and as the owner's daughter, I'm always included. Rumors were not proof; no one had come to me with proof of any wrongdoing. Good employees have left because of his ruthless tactics, but I'm sure other employees are involved. My father was not doing this on his own. Of that, I was sure.
.
.
I inserted my key into the deadbolt of my condominium, twisting it until I heard a faint click. Placing my black leather computer case and bag on the small table near the entrance, I reached over and swiftly entered the code on the alarm system panel to deactivate it.
I acquired this two-story condo shortly after achieving summa cum laude honors in college ​when I was twenty. Thanks to my father's efforts, I was enrolled in an exclusive boarding high school and participated in early college entrance programs​. I hadn't resided at home, but a few summer breaks since I was 14 years old.
If I was home during summer vacations, my father made sure I didn't stay for long. He arranged for me to spend time with various relatives, family friends, or even the affluent parents of my classmates. ​Both of us preferred it that way​.
​After graduating, my father ​gave me a position at Victor Corporation. Although the compensation was generous, he ensured I was assigned to a​ ​department far removed from ​the​ executive office​s​​. It was just another means of conveniently keeping me out of his sight and mind.
"Hi baby, did you miss me?" Onyx, my twenty-pound black house panther, came galloping down the hall as I took my high heels off. "Are you hungry?" He meowed loudly in reply. "Okay, okay, let's see what we can find to eat." He walked next to me, continuing to low-key talk.
I fed myself and Onyx, grabbed the file Larry gave me out of my case, and sat in my reading chair. I usually kept the light off at night because I had a beautiful city view from the fourth floor. Tonight I turned the lamp on and flipped through the papers.
"Dad, I think you've really done it now." Onyx thumped on my lap. I pulled the papers from underneath him, and he replied with a loud screech. "Your mom is talking to herself again," I said, laughing. "I need my chocolate fix," I said, and he mewed when he heard the familiar crinkle of the chocolate wrapper.
My head was spinning, but I had a list on a legal pad when I closed the file and went to bed. I would be working some late hours.
.
.
The next day I went down the roster of anyone assisting my father in any criminal activity. Indeed, his chief finance officer would have to be involved. I added three others to the list with my father since he started the business. At this point, it was guilty by association. I wanted to prove myself wrong because until now, I had a lot of respect for those people.
That evening after everyone left, I pulled out my personal laptop and set it up on my desk. I had long ago hacked into my father's computer, the corporation's CFO, and other pertinent characters. I had only done it to access the more relevant people in my father's business on a just-in-case basis and make sure there were no holes for hackers.
There were three more on my list from last night, and within an hour, I was in their business for my first pass. Getting an idea of their online presence, where, when and why. Reconnaissance.
It always amazed me how many personal things people would keep on their business computers. Some I understood because the rather risqué pictures on one's computer weren't of his wife. Nor were the private messaging. I didn't care, so I scrolled on.
I found a few red flags I would delve deeper into on my next pass-through.
I received a message from Larry on a closed server that I had set up just between us.
Larry: I triple-checked, and those products are being shipped out with substandard materials, creating a serious concern. It compromises the safety and effectiveness of the devices. Since it's deliberate, it could be considered corporate fraud.
Me: Okay, so we know it is currently being used as a replacement. I'm seeing no communication with the clients about any changes to their products.
Larry knew it was best not to ask how I knew what emails transpired between my father and his clients.
Larry: This isn't looking good already.
Me: I'm starting at the surface and digging my way down. This is going to take a while, I'm afraid.
Larry: Roger that. If there's anything I can do, let me know. I'll continue to look around as much as I can here. By the way, there is someone you can call for help, you know.
Me: Thanks, Larry
I know.
.
Later that night, with Onyx purring on my lap, I began to put things into perspective. I was close to this, too close. Larry was as well. I knew I needed someone to help, that I could trust. And I did trust him with my life. The problem I would have to work around was whether I could trust him with my heart.
.
Several days later, two hours after everyone had gone home, a tall figure filled the doorframe to my office. I didn't hear Max but wasn't surprised. I braced myself and looked up.
"God, Ava, it's so damn good to see you again," Max said, with his charismatic smile that could melt me immediately. "Come here. I know you need it."
I walked around my desk and let him hug me. He always knew what I needed. Seventeen years older than me and two inches above my five foot nine. Max was the love of my life, and I was his best friend's daughter.
I leaned back and looked at him. A few more strands of silver in his hair and beard, and a darker tan than I'd ever seen, which did help hide the tiny scar on his cheek. I averted my eyes from his steely blue gaze because it always seemed that he could read my soul.
"You're looking good, Max. Retirement on the lake agrees with you."
He held me at arm's length. "You get more gorgeous all the time," he said in a low voice, his eyes raking over me. "Your hair looks a lot longer, but still that killer auburn," he sighed.
Even though I knew he meant nothing intimate, I still felt tingling in my pussy when he looked at me like that.
"Thanks, Max. Been a few years since we've seen each other."
"Yeah," he said, releasing me and lowering himself into the chair across from my desk, "I hoped you might come to see me. Spend a weekend on Lake Erie. It's fun in the summer with the seasonals."
I dropped my eyes and nervously smoothed my black pencil skirt, glad I'd worn a suit I was most comfortable in. Walking around my desk, I said, "I planned on it, but time just slipped away."
I never planned on it. My heart couldn't take it. I don't remember a time that Max wasn't around because, at one time, he was my father's best friend. He was the one to visit me at boarding school, then at college. Max was the one that remembered my birthdays and Christmas when I was off staying with yet another family member, so my father didn't have to deal with me.
I went from loving Max to being in love with him. I don't know when that happened. In college, I realized the few guys I dated never measured up to Max.
And Max always looked at me as his friend's daughter.
"You filled me in on a few things, and it sounded pretty bad, Ava," he said gravely.
My father was angry when Max wanted to retire and coldly dismissed him as a friend when he did. They have had very little communication, I knew.
I shoved a file across the desk. "This is just the tip of it, Max. Larry has been helping as much as he can, but neither trust anyone else in the company. Not at this point, anyhow." He nodded in agreement. "I'm drilling down through the computers of the four executives at the top and haven't found anything incriminating yet." I laughed. "Well, not business-wise, anyhow."
He laughed. "I can imagine." He flipped through some of the pages. "I'd like a copy of all this. I drove straight here and need to grab a hotel room yet."
Before I could even think about the implications of what I was saying, I murmured, "You can stay at the condo if you'd like." I was not one to blurt before thinking. In fact, I never did until now.
He looked at me momentarily, then said, "I'd like that. It would make working on this much easier, but more so, I'd love to spend time with you. I've missed you, Ava."
"I've missed you too," I said. I shuffled some papers, tapped my nails on the desk, and then topped immediately to inspect my new manicure's damage.
He chuckled. "You haven't changed, my dear."
.
He met me at my condo. As I opened the door, Onyx came thundering down the hall.
"Holy crap is that a dog?" he laughed, bending over to scratch the cat's silky chin, which he willingly offered anyone for as long as they wanted.
"You'll be sorry. He'll have you there for an hour doing that," I laughed, dropping my case and purse on the table. I resisted kicking my heels off like I usually would.
I went into the kitchen and pulled out a couple of beers. "I hope you're still drinking?" He came around the corner holding, Onyx, and I laughed. "He's a load and rarely lets anyone pick him up. He likes you."
"I'm in love," he said as my cat looked at him with moon eyes, purring loud enough for the neighbors to hear. Onyx snuggled into his neck, and Max took a pull of his beer.
"Not going to give up the beer. It goes with fishing. Can't give that up either." I laughed.
"I made a casserole this morning for the oven. I usually make a lot of something to heat and eat for a few days."
I pulled a can of cat food out of the cupboard, enough for my cat to deftly climb onto Max's shoulder and launch himself to the floor.
"Wow, that's got his attention!"
I put it into the oven and set the timer. "I'll show you your room. I will change, and dinner will be ready when we return."
I went into my bedroom, then went back to close the door. I carefully hung up my suit, peeled my hose off, and took my bra off. I turned to pick up my shorts and T-shirt and remembered Max was there. Going braless might be too much. Unsupported thirty-four Ds weren't for the faint of heart.
He met me in the kitchen wearing shorts and a T-shirt. "Now that we're both comfortable," I laughed.
We ate and caught each other up on our lives. I shouldn't have been, but I was happy Max wasn't seriously dating anyone. I told him the same, and he seemed pleased about that. Or it was just my hopeful imagination.
I placed the folder on my reading chair by the lamp and curled up on the sofa with my laptop. Before dismissing them today, I'd uncovered a few things I wanted to go back over.
We read in comfortable silence with Onyx on Max's lap, purring at a volume fit for a rock concert while he absently scratched her.
"This is pretty damning evidence so far, Ava," he said gravely.
I nodded. "I'm sure there's more too."
"I agree. Your father wouldn't stop at just making a little money by saving on components. There is definitely more." He thought for a moment. "So what do you plan to do once you've found everything?"
"I hadn't gotten that far, but generally, give it to a lawyer specializing in corporate law. I'm going to keep our names out of it. Anyone that helps on this," I said.
He nodded. "Good move. I used to network with one in town if you need a lawyer. He's great."
"Okay, that's your job then," I grinned, and he laughed.
"I'll handle it."
I looked at Onyx curled up on his lap. "You'd best close your bedroom door tonight, or else you'll have a sleeping companion," I laughed.
"I wish!" he said ambiguously.
.
It wouldn't do to have Max in the building during the day, so he stayed at the condo going over the file and anything else I fed him during the day. He also contacted the corporate attorney and scheduled a meeting.
I saved my father's computer for one of the last two. Although he was a lousy father, I didn't want to find any more wrongdoing. I hoped the product quality issues were it. But Victor was far from computer savvy, and as I drilled down through directories that appeared that they tried to hide by odd names, files were there that anyone could have found. I copied everything I needed and moved to the chief financial officer's computer.
James was more savvy computer-wise. He had hidden files that might have been tough for others to find, but since I made part of my living going through people's computers, they were easy to dig up.
I copied everything to my laptop and funneled it through a private network directly to Max.
​So far, I've seen ​manipulation​ of​ financial records ​and both ​siphoning funds ​to various bank accounts. My father was doing insider trading by information in his networks and logs. I'd let the lawyer wade through all this, but it also seems he would be deceiving consumers of the corporation's products by making false claims.
A text came through from Max.
Max: Wow. This is big time.
Me: I feel sick to my stomach.
Max: Come home. You've done enough for the day.
I looked at the clock.
Me: I will be home soon.
I made excuses to several people in my department, but since I was only leaving a few hours early, it didn't raise any red flags.
On the short drive, I thought of how nice it was to have someone waiting for me at home. And best of all, it was Max. I decided to enjoy it while he was here and then return to reality when he left.
I walked into the air filled with spaghetti sauce and garlic, but no Onyx to greet me. I rounded the corner to my kitchen to see Onyx sitting on a counter stool while Max talked to him. A bottle of red wine and two glasses were ready.
"Ava," he said, rounding the island and taking me into his arms. "You had a rough day, baby." Baby. He had no idea how much that affected me. I stood there, melting in his arms, until Onyx jumped three chairs and nudged me, and we laughed. "Before we eat, you have a job, though."
He held my hand and led me into my bathroom, but I could smell the steamy lavender scent before we even got there. The water was colored the same lavender.
"Oh, Max," I said, tears in my eyes. No one had ever done anything like this for me. Ever.
"Oh, don't cry," he said, putting his arm around my shoulders. "Get undressed and get in before the water cools off, and I've spent all this time preparing it for nothing." I laughed, sniffed, and nodded. "I'll close my eyes and bring you a glass of wine later."
I looked at him and smiled, then kissed him on the cheek. "You have no idea how much you mean to me."
He opened his mouth to say something but hesitated and said, "Okay, enough of that. For now. Get in, and I'll be back with your wine."
I was already relaxed from the day just by being with Max. I needed his touch and presence, but I undressed and slid into the silky-scented water up to my chin. I was so tall my knees broke the water's surface, but I was submerged enough for me. I let the warmth of the water take away everything but the moment.
"I have your wine. I'll cover my eyes," Max said through the crack in the door.
"We're all adults here. I'm sure you've seen naked women before," I chuckled, feeling just a flash of jealousy over the women he had seen naked. I pushed until my tits were half bare, floating on the water's surface. "C'mon in."
"Are you enjoying it," he asked, crouching beside the tub. I swallowed the wine and handed him the empty glass back. He laughed heartily. "I guess the wine did it."
I rolled my head and looked at him. "You did it, Max." His eyes darkened. "Just you being here with me. Your presence. That you're here waiting for me at the end of the day. That you're the first thing I see in the morning."
"Oh baby," he whispered. Swallowing hard, he tucked a strand of my hair back.
I lifted a hand out of the water and wrapped my hand around the back of his neck. I don't know who moved first, but our lips pressed together, soft and searching. I teased my tongue at his lips, and he opened it. I swept in, and he moaned, opening his mouth wider so we were hungrily eating at each other's mouths.
His beard was soft yet prickly against my fingertips, and I threaded my fingers through his hair, longer than he used to wear it. Strange that I just now noticed it. We parted, gasping. He trailed his fingers over my face like a blind man learning.
"Max," I breathed, searching his eyes for the next step. Wondering where we would go from here
? He gave me a quick soft kiss and rested his forehead on mine. "I've wanted to do this for so long, Ava. I've fantasized how your lips would feel, how you would taste." He swallowed hard. "This just isn't the time. You're vulnerable, and I'm here to support and help you."
Much as I wanted to argue and disagree, I knew in my heart he was right. We didn't need the distraction of a relationship. I didn't like the issues with my father to darken what Max and I had.



He leaned back and gazed at my body. "I'm looking, and I don't feel one bit bad about enjoying your body." He trailed his fingers across the soft mounds above the water's surface, then out to the tip. "So beautiful."
"Touch me," I whimpered, needing so much more of him but still knowing he was right. We had to wait.
My nipple puckered immediately, and I heard his low moan, followed by mine, and he pulled it longer and harder. My body undulated, mirroring the underwater currents' gentle ebb and flow.
"Oh baby," he moaned, and I whimpered as his hand slid under the water, over my stomach, and between my legs. My legs parted for him, and he stroked a finger through the soft folds. The swirling water around his movements added to my arousal. I squeezed my eyes closed and rocked my hips up, needing more.
I turned my head, and we met for a passionate kiss while he toyed with my hardened clit. I gasped and arched, my tits thrusting out of the water. I felt his teeth on my nipple and fingers slipping inside me and groaned loudly. He sucked and began to stroke in and out of my needy cunt.
"I need you," I whimpered, and he growled deep.
"I know, baby, I need you too. So fucking bad."
He increased the tempo on my clit, and I rode his fingers. Water splashed up the edges of the tub.
"Oh yeah, now," cried out. And waves of orgasm pounded through me like that water on my skin.
After a moment, I relaxed, my body sinking back into the water. My eyes were closed, and I didn't want to open them. I didn't want to see the reflection of my neediness in Max's eyes.
"You're so beautiful, Ava," he whispered, his breath washing my cheek. I turned my head and melted into his kiss. A kiss that showed me he was as needy as me.
I reached over the edge of the tub. "I want to---"
"I'm fine. This was your time, love. All for you." He leaned back on his heels and said, "I better make sure dinner isn't burnt." He smiled. "Whenever you're ready."
We didn't mention it anymore that night. We didn't talk about my father or the company. We just sat silently, each reading a book, enjoying the peacefulness.
.
We went to the scheduled appointment with the corporate attorney. Max had loaded all the files and documents on thumb drives as requested. Later he would need the hard documents. That's if he thought we had a case. There was no doubt in my mind.
The lawyer scanned through the thumb drive for half an hour, leaned back in his chair, and looked at us.
"I would say the only problem with all this is," he hesitated. I know my throat closed, and my heart dropped while I waited for his verdict."The only issue I can see is what to charge him with first." I didn't realize I was holding my breath until that moment, and I sucked in a gulp of air. "This is your father, correct?" he asked, glancing at his computer screen.
"Yes, it is."
"This must be very difficult for you, Ms. Beck," he said sympathetically.
Finally relaxing in my chair, I looked at him and said, "Not at all. He was a horrible father and an evil man. I'm not surprised by this at all."
The lawyer sat in his chair and said, "I'm glad to hear that. Some of this will be painful to hear as we go along."
"Can we do this under whistleblowers?" Max asked anxiously, not wanting me to be on the front lines. I didn't want him there either and hoped we could.
"Of course. I was going to suggest that." He used his mouse to flip to other files. "I see you have logs here. That takes some amount of computer savvy to do that." He looked between me and Max.
"I freelance cybersecurity," I said.
He smiled. "That explains it, then. It's all very thorough, Ms. Beck. Nicely done. I can't say I won't call on you for details occasionally."
"Perfectly fine. Just let me know. I have access to everything in the company besides their office computers."
He read a few lines. "It doesn't look like they were too concerned about their security." I knew he was talking about most of it being easy to find.
"No, none of them are very ​technologically proficient."
He gave us more details on how it all would progress. He also wanted us to continue to search for any more criminal activities. He felt my father might be hiding more than we have found. I couldn't say I disagreed, even keeping my dislike for my father out of it.
After we left his office, we decided it was time to take a look around his office. I contacted Larry and discovered that my father would be at a conference and out of town the following week.
There was a good chance he had unsecured documents around. My father was oblivious that anyone might be onto his illegal activities. He would resort to any unethical means to gain success and wealth. I know my father harbors a ruthless and unapologetic side. He is willing to destroy lives, tarnish reputations, and commit heinous acts to further his own agenda.
I mean to ensure that during this, he doesn't take anyone along with him that doesn't deserve it. The lawyer assured me that by using a whistleblower, my father would never know who turned him in for embezzlement and fraud, plus whatever else the lawyer would find. I will ensure that only those who know of his activities will go down with him.
.
We had a week until the visit to his office, and a few of those we think have any involvement. I have scanned all their computers thoroughly and have hundreds of files we delivered to the lawyer. There was nothing to do but wait to see if we could unearth more incriminating evidence.
My cell phone rang on my desk. It was Max.
"Hi!"
"Hey beautiful, I want to take you out tonight. We haven't been anywhere since all this started, and tonight is the night. I want you to get dressed, and we are headed out on the town, baby!"
"Mmm, sounds good. I'll be home early."
.
I walked in the door, and Max was standing there, his attention on the television.
"Hey, come here... Doesn't your company do business with them?"
I dropped my purse and computer bag and watched. "Yes, what happened?"
"They uncovered fraudulent activity and regulatory standards is all they said." We watched several men brought out of their building in handcuffs, and he turned to look at me. "The noose may be starting to tighten already." We need to know details to know whether Victor Corp is involved.
Max picked up the phone and left a message with the lawyer altering him to this news.
"I just don't want him taking the company down with him," I said sadly.
Max took me in his arms. "I know, baby, I know. Let's go get dressed. Time to go out and have some fun."
I opted for the cliché little black dress with black lace lingerie, thigh-high hose, and a garter belt. It was so long since I'd been on a date I decided to go for it. I worked so many hours that I had no time to go out. This was an unusual and nice break for me. That I was spending it with Max made it perfect.
He was looking out the patio doors when I came out. He turned, and I was stunned. I had never seen Max in a suit. Even when he worked with my father, they were casual.
The black suit was a perfect foil for his black hair peppered with silver and trimmed beard. The soft blue-green tie perfectly matched his hazel eyes. I also loved finding clothing that matched my hazel eyes, so I was impressed.
"We look like the perfect power couple," he said softly. He put his hands on my shoulders. "God, you look gorgeous, Ava." He placed my hand on his chest. "Feel what you've done to my heart."
I spread my fingers over his chest, relishing the steady thump thump under my hand. The heat of his body through the crisp white shirt. "So damn sexy," he breathed, looking down at my prominently displayed thirty-six Ds.
"Thank you," I smiled. "I hoped you'd like."
"Like? Are you kidding? Another time and I'd be taking that dress right back off of you again, and we'd spend the rest of the evening in bed," he admitted. "But we both need this time out and keep our libido in check."
I sighed, hoping that was just what he would do, but he was right. I slipped my spike heels on, glad he was so tall to my five-nine that I could wear heels and not tower over him. They made us the same height.
Max told me that he had hired a driver so he could enjoy the evening with a few drinks, which was a splendid idea. We soon sat at one of the city's best restaurants near a window overlooking the sparkling lights below.
"You know that dress is killing me," he said softly.
I leaned towards him, allowing my breasts to push higher over the top edge, and said, "I thought you might like it." I heard his soft growl in reply.
We had several drinks with dinner and went up to their rooftop bar. It was surrounded by glass for a three-sixty-degree view. A lounge area highlighted by the seating of red velvet was in one place, a large bar with plush seating in another place, small tables in a discreet area away from the bar and lounge, plus a dance floor.
We were holding hands, and I wove through the tables to one in the back that was most private. Max pulled his chair next to mine and had his arm across the back, his fingers lightly brushing my arm.
Just that action brought a reaction to my pussy, and I wondered how long I could hold out. I'd waited for Max since I was eighteen.
"You took me out for my eighteenth birthday to a place almost like this," I said, remembering. "You made me feel so grown up. You told me then how beautiful and sexy I looked, and it was the best thing anyone had ever said to me."
"I remember it well---" The server came up to take our drink order. "You just about knocked me off my feet. I came to pick you up expecting a teenager and found a sexy young woman."
"Dad paid no attention to what I did, and I went out and bought the sexiest dress I could find on his credit card. I had my hair and nails done. When I went past the makeup counter, they wanted to do my makeup, and what perfect timing... I was so thrilled. It was my birthday, and I was going out with my crush."
"I was your crush?" he asked, amazed.
"Oh yes. I was hoping and praying for more that night. Even though I knew you'd never, I fantasized about seducing you."
"Mmm, you might not believe it, but I warred with myself all night about that. I wondered if I'd be your first. I wanted to be your first. But then I knew it wasn't right. Your dress was like this. Those luscious breasts seemed to beg for my touch and my mouth." He stopped, picked up his glass, and downed half the contents. I leaned against him and placed my hand on his thigh.
"I did try to seduce you when we danced. I knew that was my only chance. At eighteen, we think touch is the only way to seduce. I thought it would all be lost if I didn't move while in your arms."
"Oh baby, I remember your softness against mine. You were all over me. I loved it, and I hated it. I wanted you so much but knew I couldn't have you. You were my best friend's daughter. My partner's daughter. You were so much younger."
"I remember the thrill of feeling you get hard against me. What a powerful feeling that was for an eighteen-year-old girl. You danced us into the corner of the dance floor, cupped my ass in your hands, and pulled me against you. I ground against your cock, and you thrust. I thought we were going to fuck on the dance floor."
"You almost made me lose control. I remembered the hotel on the floors below and considered taking you into a room and fucking you and eating you all night long."
I was squirming from his words, my panties were soaked, and I knew the server could smell my sex when he brought us another round of drinks.
"You whimpered in my ear, baby. That was almost my undoing. I knew you were a virgin then because you needed something, but I wasn't sure what. It was also then that I thought it wouldn't be fair of me to take your virginity. Not an old man that was almost your Dad's age."
My fingers automatically flexed into his hard thigh. "I wished it would have been you. I'd have given anything that night to have you inside me. You're right. I didn't know what I wanted, just that I needed something to make it disappear. It was almost painful."
"I know, baby." He picked up his glass and downed another drink. "Let's dance."
We fit perfectly together. His cock was throbbing already and ground into my mound. The dance floor was dark, and only one other couple was across from us.
"You feel so good against me," I murmured in his ear. My arms were wrapped around his shoulders, my face in his neck. My breasts were crushed against his chest.
He squeezed my ass and pulled me against him. I rocked rhythmically, and he growled in my ear.
"Mmm, Max. Oh my god, what you're doing to me." I felt as though I couldn't get close enough. I'd had enough to drink that everything felt sensual. The music, the air, his hair in my fingers. I leaned back and captured his lips with mine. He gasped, angled his head, and ate at my mouth.
"I wanted to fuck you when I was eighteen, and I'm twenty-five and need to fuck you now."
He tossed some bills on the table, took my hand, and pulled me to him as soon as the elevator doors closed, kissing the mounds of my breasts that threatened to spill out of my dress.
He got a room, and on the ride back up, he pinned me against the wall, and I wrapped my legs around him. He shoved between my legs. I whimpered because of the layers of fabric between us.
He groaned and pulled me down the hall at a run until we got to our room. The DO NOT DISTURB sign dangled on the knob as he slammed the door behind us.
I reached behind and unzipped my dress, slowly letting it slide to the floor. I stood before him in a black lace bra, my tits spilled over the top, a black lace garter belt holding up the thigh-high hose, and a tiny thong.
"Fuck. Fuck." He repeated, staring. "This was for me, wasn't it." I nodded.
"I wasn't going to let you get away again," I said.
He was out of his suit in seconds. Naked. His body was firm and slightly muscular. His cock stood out in front of him, heavy and throbbing. Full, fat balls dangled heavily behind. He was gorgeous.
"Now, baby. Now."
He pushed me onto the bed, following me down. He ripped my thong off, and I opened my legs while he settled between my soft thighs.
"No baby, now," I said, guiding the head of his cock to my wet entrance.
We both groaned loudly as he pushed into my tight canal. I wrapped my nylon-clad legs around him. My breasts had already escaped the black lace and were exposed to him.
He ground in, leaning down to take a nipple into his mouth. I arched and moaned. He drove deep and hard. We were fucking for the lost years. I reached down and dug my nails into his humping ass. He growled, fucking me faster. The room was filled with lewd sounds of sex, pounding bodies, gasping, whimpering, and moaning.
"Fuck me, Max. I need you so much," I commanded.
He pushed up over me, and the angle made the shaft of his cock rub my clit. My head exploded into a thousand points of light, and I cried out. I felt my cunt tighten around his cock, and he grunted, shoved deep, and pumped his seed deep inside me.
I kept my legs wrapped around him. Loathe to let him go. His face was next to mine, his steamy gasps in my ear. I ran my hands up and down his back, cupping his ass and squeezing. I loved the feel of his body on mine, in me.
He rolled to my side, taking me with him, throwing a forearm over his eyes.
"Damn, Ava, why did we wait so long, baby."
"Because now was the time for us."
He held me tightly against him. "Yes, it is."
When he wasn't fucking me, he ate me, and by morning I don't think either of us had any sleep. We showered in the morning, dressed in our evening clothes, and went home to feed Onyx.
.
I arrived at work three hours after my day was supposed to start. I sat down at my desk, and my phone rang.
"Ava Drake."
"Where the hell have you been? Can you come and go in this corporation as you please because you're my daughter? Get up to my office now."
Glad I wore my heels, which gave me even more of an advantage over him. I strode into his office and towered over his desk. His grey hairline had crept back even more since I'd seen him last. He still had the practiced sharp and calculating gaze in icy blue eyes.
"What do you need, Victor? It's the beginning of the month, and I have paperwork to do." I leaned on his desk, tapping my nails rapidly and impatiently. He didn't intimidate me anymore, but I disliked being in his presence now more than ever. He disgusted me.
"I understand Maximillion is in town?"
"I wouldn't know. Call him if you're interested." I flipped through the antique Rolodex on his desk to Max's card, knowing he wouldn't contact Max. "Is that all you called me up here for?"
When he didn't answer right away, I turned and walked to the door.
"Get back here and sit down," he ordered, and I walked back and stood in front of his desk, waiting.
He sighed dramatically. "Larry is set to retire soon, and I'll need a new assistant." At first, I was astounded that he would consider me, but I waited, knowing I hadn't heard the punchline yet. "I was wondering if you thought anyone in the company should be moved up to his position, or should I hire from the outside."
I nearly laughed in his face, but that would be catering to his needs. "I'll have to think about it. There may be a few candidates. What's the timeframe?"
"He hasn't set a date, but it seems like a few months yet."
"It'll take that long for anyone to get to know you. If they ever do."
I turned and walked out of his office.
I texted Larry on our private link, asking him to stay until just before whatever happens, happens. He obliged.
.
I came into Onyx, thumping down the hall to greet me. "Oh, now you're my friend again. Max must be busy." I leaned over to scratch his head.
The condo was quiet, and I went upstairs and peeked into Max's bedroom. He was sprawled, fully clothed, across the bed, snoring softly. I backed out, closing the door so Onyx wouldn't land on him from a leap across the room.
I took a quick shower, dressed in an oversize t-shirt and panties, and went to start dinner. Fixings were ready for hamburgers. Mac and cheese were already made.
I was washing the lettuce for a salad when I felt the warmth of a body behind me.
"Oh no! Someone must have broken into my condo. A stranger! I hope he doesn't attack me!" I said in a high-pitched voice. A deep growl was the reply, and the warm body pressed me against the sink. "I'll do anything you want! Just don't hurt me, bad man!"
A hard bulge rubbed against my ass, and hands went under my shirt. I rubbed my ass back and forth in a struggle to get away. He growled against my neck and began to knead and squeeze my tits.
"Oh, you are a bad man!" I squealed, rocking my ass back against him. I heard a rustle of clothing, and his arms flew up and swooped my t-shirt over my head. I crossed my arms over my tits. "Not my titties!" He groped and fondled me, and even though it was fun and games, I was getting turned on.
"Anyone can see my titties in the window! My bare naked titties! Anyone that looked in from another condo or walking by can see me!" My panties slithered down my legs. "Oh no, I'm naked in front of the window, you bad man!"
His hard cock poked my ass and slipped between my legs. He pinched my nipples, and I arched my back, thrusting my ass against him.
"I'm going to fuck you in front of them all," he said in a deep growly voice.
'Oh no!" I leaned over the sink and reached between my legs, pressing his cock between my soaking wet pussy lips. "Don't fuck me, bad man! Nooooooo," I cried out in a tiny voice as he shoved in. I pushed back and began to ride his cock.
He grabbed my hips and began to bang me. My tits swayed and jerked, and he drove into me. A perfect porn scene for my neighbors if they were watching.



His balls slapped my clit, driving me higher. He thrust hard and fast, and I rode, squeezing my cunt on him. He growled and dug his fingers into my hips. Locked in and pumped me full of his hot cream.
I turned around, wrapped my arms around his neck, kissed him, and said, "Next time, I'll be the maid."
He laughed. "You are the bad girl!"
Later after dinner, I told Max about my visit to my father's office.
"Victor is an ass," he said, shaking his head. "That job damn well belongs to you."
"But you know, I don't want it. Because it means working with him, and there's no fucking way."
Max nodded. "I get it. But still."
I put my head on his shoulder and wrapped my arm across his chest. "I know. Larry said he'd drag his feet on it until we had some more dates firmed up from the lawyer. I truly think he wants to see my father go down."
"Let's go to bed," he said, standing up and taking my hand.
I went into the bathroom and came out to Max sprawled naked on my bed, toying with his hard cock. His eyes swung to me, and he moaned. "I've been thinking about you."
"I see that," I smiled. "I love watching you touching yourself."
"I think I'd love watching you touch yourself too."
"Hmmm, really?" I straddled him for a moment rubbing my wide-open pussy on his cock, then crawled to the other side of the bed. I piled pillows and reclined, laying my thigh over his, which spread my pussy wide to his view. Which meant his cock was near.
"Oh god, baby. You are so fucking hot."
While I stroked through my wet folds and teased my clit, I watched him twist his hand, stroking up and down the stiff shaft. As he came off the end, he palmed the head, and I heard his sharp breath. I moaned, and I pushed two fingers inside me, the forefinger of my other hand on my clit.
I watched him as I masturbated myself. It was the biggest turn-on I'd ever had, and fantasizing while doing it isn't even close.
He thumbed the shiny head of his cock, spreading the precum around. His chest moved faster with his breathing as he watched my hand on me. We kept up with each other as he stroked more quickly, and I fucked myself aster with my fingers. I teased my clit on in increasing tempo until I jerked, arched my body, and moaned out a long wave while my cunt contracted around my fingers.
He grunted, shouted, and I watched his cumm erupt out the end of his cock like a volcano. It spurted higher with each pump until he shuddered out the last one.
I moved over him on my hands and knees and ran my tongue over the white pearls on his stomach. His cock was still semi-hard, and I licked the underside to the tip, scrubbing my tongue over the head.
'Oh my god, Ava," he moaned, rocking his hips.
"You want my mouth on your cock, baby. You want me to suck you," he moaned and shuddered as I talked and flicked the tip of my tongue over the tiny hole.
I slid my lips down the hardening shaft, grazing my teeth and swirling my tongue. Max moaned and shuddered, thrusting up. I sucked his cock deep into my mouth and slowly raised it, sucking hard.
"Oh fuck. Fuck. Fuck," he moaned. His fingers wound through my silky black hair as he began to fuck my mouth. I teased his balls, then held them, tugging. He grunted each time, encouraging me on.
I sucked him with my steamy mouth until he was stiff and throbbing again. I raised to my knees, straddled him, held his cock, and slid down, taking him deep in my cunt.
"Oh god yeah," he cried, thrusting up hard. He began to thrust up, and I rode him like a bucking bronco. I knew I'd have a good ride since he just came in buckets, so we'd both have a long hot fuck.
I leaned and rested my straight arm on my hands next to his arms. That raised me enough that he could jerk hard and fuck me so our bodies slammed tother. My tits jumped and swayed.
"Yeah, fuck me hard, Max. Oh yeah, baby, you feel so good. Your big fat cock stretching my pussy." I looked down into his face. He leaned up and bit at my nipples. I moaned and dropped so he could squeeze my tits. We fucked hard that way, and then I sat up and ground down, taking him as deep as I could.
His cock throbbed fatter and hotter. I squeezed it rhythmically with my cunt muscles. While he watched, I ran my hands over my body. Cupping my tits, I lifted one high and flicked my tongue out, teasing the hard nipple.
He groaned. "Ava, god Ava, you're killing me," he moaned. "Your cunt is going to suck my balls dry."
I pinched both nipples together and bounced my tits. He didn't take his eyes off me. Suddenly he pulled me down on top of him and rolled me under him.
He held his total weight off me, and we kissed. Tongue-sucking, soul-wrenching wet hot kissing. We fit perfectly. It was as though his cock was made for my cunt. I hooked my heels behind his thighs, and he levered deep, thrusting short and hard jerks. He angled, and his cock caught my clit and sent me over the edge.
"Oh god, baby," he moaned in my mouth. "Your cunt is like a fucking vice."
I wanted all of it. I tried to milk his balls dry. I wanted all his hot seed.
I swung my legs up, and he hooked them behind his elbows, raising high over me so he could drive deep. He pushed up on his toes and bounced, pounding his cock into my wet cunt. He was wildly out of control while he climbed to the summit. Doing and moving in whatever way took him there. He was gasping for breath, growling deeper as he got closer.
"Cum for me, baby. Cum deep inside me. I want all your hot seed," I whimpered, and that was when he shouted loudly and erupted again, giving me all his hot juice.
We were both hot and sweaty, skin slick against each other. Max held me close and tight.
"No one has ever done it for me like you, Ava. I admit to many experiences, some I thought were pretty hot, but I don't know what you do. Or how you do it. You drive me out of control."
"No one has ever made me cum as hard as you do, Max. We are just the perfect fit."
"We are, aren't we," he said almost quizzically. "I know I never want to let you go." I held him close in reply. I couldn't imagine life without him now.
.
.
Three nights later, we were in Victor's office. We were still determining what we were looking for. Just something that didn't look right.
"Here's his safe, but that won't do us much good without the combination," he said ruefully. I handed him a slip of paper. "How'd you get—Never mind."
He worked on opening the safe while I sat at Victor's desk and systematically worked through all the drawers.
Max slipped out the door, and I heard the copy machine running. He must have found something interesting to keep a hard copy. I looked up when he came back, and he was pale.
"Are you okay?" I asked, concerned.
"I am, baby," he said quietly, then folded a paper and put it in his pocket, which prompted me to wonder, but I had to get back to what I was doing.
I found some files on his desk and scanned them into a digital file. I didn't want to take the chance of taking them and having my father discover them gone. We made a thorough sweep of his office and moved to the other two offices of those that likely have some involvement. Max was quiet for the remainder of the time and on the way back to the condo.
We came in, and Onyx thundered down the hall, skidding to a stop before Max. He picked him up and walked to the living room, sitting on the chair across from the sofa. Usually, he sat on the couch with me, making me wonder what was up.
"Sit down, Ava," he said soberly, nodding to the sofa.
I found a paper when I was in your father's safe.
"It must be really incriminating by how you're acting," I smiled.
He pulled the paper out and scanned it again, his face pale. "You need to see this."
I reached for it, sat back, and opened it up.
The top of it was in large calligraphy script...
Maternity Hospital
Certificate of Birth
Then below, it said...
.
This certifies that Ava Marie Drake was born to
Father Maximillian Cross
Mother Sheila Drake
.
The rest of the words swam before my eyes. Everything became hazy and darker, and I felt I would pass out. Max moved to the sofa beside me and wrapped his arms around me. I clutched the copy in my fingers, not letting go. Hoping I read it wrong. I couldn't catch my breath and concentrated on breathing in and out.
"Ava," Max said softly.
I blinked and looked into eyes the same color as mine. I scanned his hair, the inky black hair the same as mine. Our heights were similar. How could I not have seen that?
"You're my father." He nodded. "How can that be? She was married to my--- Victor for three years before they had me."
The pain I saw in his eyes almost doubled me over. "Your mother and I... We had an affair. I had no idea she was pregnant." He hesitated, trying to make sense of it. "Of course, I knew she was pregnant, but she never told me you were mine." He dropped back onto the couch and leaned his head to look at the ceiling. "I'm sure she was scared of Victor... But obviously, he knew," he said, questioning it all.
"That explains why he treated me like he did," I said sadly. "But I wonder why my mother didn't come to you when she left him. Why she never told you."
"I don't know, baby. Only your mother knows the answers."
"We fucked," I said, still in a daze.
"We did, but we didn't know. We had no idea, Ava. I never ever thought of you as my daughter, and I know you never considered me your father. We've been friends all these years."
He had his arms around me, and I knew I should move away, but I needed his comfort. I needed him. God, my mind was a jumble. Why did he have to find this? I thought to myself. But he did, and we have to figure it all out. I settled into his arms, and I could feel his relief when I did. I knew he was expecting me to pull away. I might have to soon, but not now.
"No, we didn't." I agreed. "Was she unhappy with Victor? I assumed that was why she left, but I never knew why she left me."
He settled back and put his feet on the coffee table. I snuggled into his arms.
"She came to my house one afternoon scared out of her mind. They had an argument, and he shouted at her. She said he didn't touch her but was afraid he might. She was shaken up and sobbed in my arms. I was comforting her, and she wanted more. Needed more. Your father hadn't cared much for her."
"She seduced you?" I asked.
"It's no excuse in the big picture, but she did. You got your beauty from her. You both have the same figure. She was very seductive, like you."
I don't know why, but I liked hearing this. I shouldn't. But I do. Victor never talked about her; no pictures were left because he had destroyed them. Max was filling in the blanks, and I pictured her in my mind.
"Are you sure you want to hear this, Ava?" he asked.
"I am. I'm learning about her from you. I want to know everything. About her and about you and her. You are my parents, no matter how it came about."
He sighed deeply. "Okay, I just don't want to upset you."
"You're not, In fact, just the opposite. I want to know about my mother and you and her and all the details in between." I thought for a moment. "What was her hair like? Her lips and eyes?"
"You got your hair from me because she had light brown hair that fell in long waves down her back. I never knew how long it was because she had it pinned up. Not until we=="
"Fucked." I filled in.
He chuckled. "My bad, girl." He kissed the top of my head. "Yes, I unpinned it, and it tumbled down to the small of her back. Her eyes were grey, the softest grey. I'm sorry you didn't get her eyes. Her lips were full, just like yours. Her face shape was the same as yours, and she was tall too."
"Mmm, go on. Tell me about the first time." I rested my head on his shoulder, and he moved his arm around my side, his hand splayed on my ribs.
"She finally got ahold of herself and quit sobbing but stayed in my arms. She had a thin dress on. I think it was just something she quickly threw on before leaving the house. She wore no bra, and her breasts were like yours, full, beautiful, and long, hard nipples. I felt her nipples harden against my chest, and my cock reacted."
"Mmm, you were hot and sexy back then too."
"You know, baby, it wasn't much different than it is for us, but you are more open and hotter. She was much more backward and shy."
"So then, what happened?"
"She had her hands under my shirt, rubbing my chest and back. She felt my cock getting hard and, before I could react, had my pants down around my ankles." I moaned softly. "She dropped to her knees and began to suck me. The shock, the sudden hot arousal, and it wasn't long, and I was cumming in her mouth."
"She stood up and passed my cum into my mouth, which drove me wild. No one had ever done that to me."
"The seed you would be making me with."
"God yeah, baby." He squirmed and adjusted himself in his jeans.
"I was still hard, and even though I knew it was wrong, I took her to bed. She lifted the dress over her head, and I can still see it floating to the floor. She stood in her panties as though waiting for approval. I couldn't imagine how Victor treated her during sex."
"I pulled her onto the bed and pushed her panties off. I fingered her until she fell apart in my arms. By then, I was throbbing again, and I moved between her thighs and slowly slid into her. I could tell she wasn't used to anyone being slow and loving with her. She moaned as I eased into her. Her eyes went wide as though she'd never felt that before."
"Oh my god," I said, my panties wet just hearing it, imagining how sweetly Max would have treated her.
"She was so sweet and loving underneath me. She had little experience, so I asked her to touch me. I still remember her hands trembling as they ran over my nakedness. She loved the feel of my ass muscles hardening each time I thrust into her."
"My Mom and I have something in common because I think you have a great ass too."
He groaned. "You know what this is doing to me telling you all this," he said, adjusting himself again.
"You might have to take care of yourself tonight, Max. I mean, until we get this figured out," I said quietly, not wanting to disappoint him but needing time.
"I understand, baby. This is a shock to me. We must remember that we had no idea we were father and daughter until now." I nodded.
"So you fucked her that time. Was there more after that? How long did you see each other?"
"A couple of months. She would come to the house when she could. We kept it to just sex because our relationship was so complicated. Then all of a sudden, she was gone from my life just as quickly as she entered." He hesitated. "Now I can guess that was when she discovered she was pregnant with you."
"What would you have done if you'd known?"
"Whatever she wanted. I'd have taken her in a flash. To see her body with you growing in it would be the most awesome thing."
"Some men think pregnant women are sexy. Big bellies and milky tits."
"Ummm," he said, thinking. "I do think I'd like that. I hear fucking from behind is the best option."
"How would you know that?"
"My buddy and his wife. We were all close before I moved. I was there the whole time she was pregnant and saw it all."
"Yeah? Did it turn you on?" I asked
He thought for a moment. "Yeah, I guess some of it did. Her tits got huge. Before she got pregnant, she wore pretty skimpy bikinis, and I knew what her tits looked like before pregnancy. Watching them get bigger when she wore the same bikinis was a turn-on."
"Mmm, sounds sexy. Wonder if she liked you looking at them?"
"She did," he laughed. "She was a bit of an exhibitionist. Her husband, my buddy, knew she was always flashing someone or showing off. He didn't care because she was in his bed every night. We were best buddies, and he knew I wouldn't do anything."
"Makes sense. So how did his wife show off to you?"
"Gee Ava, you really want to hear all this?" he asked.
"Yeah, now I'm learning about my Dad. Pervy stuff and all," I laughed.
"Oh, you are a bad, bad girl," he laughed. "Okay, yes, I"d often be hanging out there, and Greg would be going in and out because he had a plumbing business. When it got closer to her due date, they wanted me to stay with them just in case he was gone when she went into labor."
He leaned to grab his glass off the table, and I saw the wet spot on the bulge in his jeans. Even though I knew the truth about him. Us. I still wanted to feel him inside me. He settled back in, and I cuddled into his side.
"Her tits grew substantially, and they were uncomfortable because the skin was stretched so tight. She has some cream that soothed them, and one evening she talked me into rubbing it on her tits. She dropped her top and lifted her solid tits, mapped with blue veins and huge dark nipples. I almost came in my pants," he laughed, squirming again and adjusting himself.
"So tell me more about fucking my Mom," I said.
"She could never stay long, so we didn't have long lovemaking sessions. She knew how to get me hard fast, and I was ready to go soon after she arrived."
"What did she do?"
"She came over with nothing on under her clothing. She often wore dresses. When she'd come in, we'd kiss, and I'd slide my hands up inside her dress to her bare ass or wet cunt."
"And she had big tits like mine?"
"just like yours, baby. Perfect, soft, firm, with big dark nipples that got long and hard for me." My cunt tingled at his description.
I ran my hand over the throbbing mound in his jeans. He jerked at the surprise of my touch.
"Baby..."
"Shhhhh."
I unzipped his jeans, knelt beside him, and worked his shorts and jeans to his knees. His cock was angry red and throbbing with each beat of his pulse. Precum dripped out of the hole like a leaky faucet.
"Poor thing," I whispered, looking at it. I leaned over and licked the length of the underside. Max groaned loudly. "This is for me, my mom, and the pregnant lady with the awesome tits."
I sucked on his balls, toying with them in my mouth while slowly stroking the shaft in my fingers. HE hissed, groaned, grunted, sucked in quick breaths, and panted, and I sucked his cock down my throat and grazed my teeth over the satiny head. I probed the hole with my tongue.
"Oh god, Ava, you're killing me... Neve felt anything so good.... Suck me, baby... You got me hard like that... You make me hard and needing you...." His voice was rusty and deep.
I toyed with his balls with my fingers and sucked his cock deep. I needed his seed. I needed the seed he made me with. I was his, and he was mine. No matter.
"Oh yeah, I'm cumming!" he shouted.
I clamped my lips around the base so I wouldn't miss a drop. I kissed it and nuzzled it until it became limp.
I looked up at him, and he looked at me so lovingly that my heart hurt.
"I am yours. You made me."
"You are mine, Ava. I made you, and you will always be mine."
Then I smiled aNd said, "And you are mine. You made me."
He pulled me to him for a deep loving kiss that sealed it. No matter what, our lives were woven together with love.
.
.
We had a follow-up appointment with the lawyer. He had everything we found, and he was going to tell us what, if anything, he could do with it.
"Ms. Drake, Mr. Cross," he shook hands, "Nice to see you again." He had piles of documents on the desk in front of him. "You've given me a substantial amount of documents and logs, and I have to say nothing wasted my time. I will turn all these over to the FBI under the whistleblower program. All you must do is sit back and watch it happen."
We both let out a relieved breath at the same time. He gave us more details and a possible time frame, which would be a while because of all the evidence we gathered. He told us we could return to everyday lives now and thanked us for helping catch corporate criminals in the medical equipment area.



"I don't have to tell you how dangerous what these people are doing is," he concluded.
.
.
Our normal lives. I didn't even know what my life was like now, much less what was expected. A few days later, I came home to suitcases in the hallway. After we discovered my birth certificate, we never slept together again. Neither of us could come up with a reason for Max to continue to live with me. He had his house on Lake Erie, and I had my work here.
What would come of my job at Victor Corp? I couldn't even guess. Would the business implode or make it through. Time will tell.
Max and I kept in touch through emails and occasional phone calls. We were learning to live on another level again. I didn't like it, but it was what it was.
.
.
TWO MONTHS LATER
.
.
​I saw the FBI arrive from my window and make it to the hallway of Victor's office when the agents burst in, weapons ready. We could hear Victor, belligerent and lashing out with a barrage of insults and threats.
Paying no mind to Victor's hostility, the agents proceed with incredible professionalism. They swiftly secure the area, isolating Victor from any potential means of escape. The air crackles with a sense of authority, and everyone seems frozen. The employees weren't shocked. Not at all. They all knew he was doing something illegal but weren't sure what. They all looked at each other, wondering who blew the whistle. There would be a lot of slaps on the back and congratulations for taking the old man down if they knew who the whistleblower was.
Document by document, the agents seize the evidence of Victor's illicit activities, carefully bagging and tagging each item for later analysis. I wondered if anyone noticed that the agents knew exactly where to look on their first sweep while I watched Victor escorted out, his hands behind his back in handcuffs.
Simultaneously, critical individuals within Victor's inner circle were also taken into custody.
The FBI told us the building would be closed to employees until they thoroughly sweep all offices. They checked our bags as we left the building.
"Drake? Are you related to Victor?" one of the agents asked. "He asked that his daughter call his attorney."
"I am his stepdaughter, so no, not really."
His face impassive, he nodded and motioned me out the door.
Max saw it on the news and called immediately. I was okay. Yes. I was curious how long it would take to return to the building. I didn't know much, really. I have been walking through my life like a robot since Max left.
.
.
THREE WEEKS LATER
.
There was a knock on my condo door, and I looked out the peephole to see a woman I didn't recognize, but I opened the door anyhow. I stood there and looked at her. She seemed so familiar.
"I'm Cecily. Cecily Drake. Your mother."
My head swirled momentarily, and Onyx bumping my ankles brought me back.
"Come in."
I walked down the hall into the kitchen and turned to look at her. She gave me the same appraisal. From the neck down, it was like looking at a clone of me. Although she was older, she had the exact figure and the same big breasts as me. Short brown hair curled around her head, and she had the most beautiful grey eyes I'd ever seen.
"You look like your father," she said, smiling. "The same beautiful hazel eyes and black hair."
"Now I know where I got these from," I said, cupping my hands under my breasts, and she rolled her eyes.
"Yeah, sorry about that."
"Come in. Would you like something to drink?"
"No thanks. I saw on the news about Victor and had to come. To see if you were alright." Her grey eyes were bright with concern.
"I am. We had a volatile relationship and weren't close. I haven't talked to Victor since the FBI took him out in handcuffs, and he hasn't contacted me."
Her eyes dropped. "I'm sorry. I was afraid of that. Your father wouldn't let me take you with me, you know."
"I didn't know because he never talked about it, but I'm sure that was true. He was evil," I said,
She relaxed in the chair once we got that out of the way. I supposed she thought I blamed her for leaving me. I saw a wedding ring on her finger.
"You remarried."
"I did. I married not long after I left, actually. I found a wonderful guy. You have a stepbrother." She hesitated. "If you're interested."
"Yes, of course I am. I want to know all about you and him." I wondered if she noticed I didn't ask his name. I looked out the window for a moment. "You know I never saw a picture of you. Victor got rid of everything. Max described you to me."
She smiled fondly. "Max. How is he? Do you see him often?"
"I did, but he's back at his house on Lake Erie. We found my birth certificate."
She put her hand to her mouth, and I thought she would cry. She took a moment and said, "I'm so sorry. Victor wouldn't let me tell anyone you weren't his. He made it a condition in the divorce. I couldn't even tell Max." She dropped her head. "Are you getting to know Max?" she asked softly. "You lost so many years with him."
I didn't know how to answer that. The woman who gave birth to me was sitting here, a stranger to me. Telling her anything would be like telling a stranger on the street something intimate about me. I don't feel any closer to her because we resemble each other.
"We've spent some time together after discovering he was my father, but Max was always a good friend to me through the years. Not much has changed, I suppose." Onyx took that moment t jump in my lap, and I stroked his fur.
There was a long silence before she said, "I don't know why I came. I saw that all on the news and just wanted to make sure you were alright. I guess I forgot you're a grown woman now and can take care of yourself. I'm glad I got to see you," she said, standing up. "I'll leave you my contact information, and if you ever feel that you want to get together or just talk, I'm just across town."
She laid a card on the kitchen island and was out the door.
I wondered if I should run after her. Ask her to stay. Ask her more questions about her and Max. Oddly enough, it would have been painful to hear about her relationship with Max, even though I found it arousing when Max talked about it.
I shook my head. "I'm weird, Onyx." He mewed in reply. "But you already knew that, didn't you."
.
.
It was only a short time until the FBI contacted us that the building was cleared and we could return. I had a key and went in early, wondering what I'd find. The offices were amazingly neat, even my father's office. Most of the drawers were empty of paperwork which I expected. The safe door hung open, and I was relieved that Max found my birth certificate before the FBI carried it off.
Larry wandered in, and we stood there and just looked at each other.
"Strange, hmm," he finally said, looking around.
"Very."
"You know it's up to you to run this place," he said.
"I'm afraid I wouldn't know what to do," I said, shrugging.
"Max does. Call him." It was as though Larry knew everything, but he couldn't have. Would my father have confided in him, I wondered. But it wasn't significant enough to bring up because it wouldn't have changed a thing.
"I can stay on for a while to help."
"I'd appreciate that, Larry. More than you know."
He turned and walked out, closing the door behind him.
I pulled Victor's big black leather desk chair out and sat down. It felt toxic. The mahogany desk looked like a football field in front of me. I looked around and realized everything was oversized. Intimidating. Just how he liked people. Intimidated.
I found an empty pad of paper and began to make a list.
.
That night with Onyx purring on my lap, I picked up my phone and punched in a number.
"Can you come as soon as you can.... Yes, I'm fine, but I need you."
The following day I met the movers in my new office and pointed at all the furniture. That afternoon I pointed out where I wanted the new office furniture put.
The following morning my door flew open, then slammed closed with the lock clicking.
I looked up and smiled.
"You scared the hell out of me. I thought something was wrong with you," he frowned, leaning over my desk. Then he looked down, then around the office. "You got all new furniture. And it's painted."
I got up, walked around the desk, wrapped my arms around his neck, and said, "Welcome back, baby."
He scooped me into his arms and plopped down on my new leather couch with me on his lap. "I should spank you." I wiggled. "But you'd enjoy it too much, I'm sure." He kissed me. "My bad, bad girl. Fuck how I've missed you. I thought you'd never call."
"You're either packin', or you're happy to see me 'cause there's something hard throbbing against my ass."
"Ava, Ava, Ava, you haven't changed a bit. And I'm damn happy about that," he laughed. "I did lock the door, you know."
"I know, you bad man you, but we can't. Not here. New employees are learning the lay of the land, and there's a new CEO learning the lay of the land. I'm flying blind here, Max." I slid off his lap. "That's why you're here." I had to get away from him because his body was too distracting. I perched on the edge of my desk.
"How does COO sound to you?" I asked.
He placed his arms across the back of the leather couch and man-spread his legs. "It sounds like you're trying to rope me into something," he grinned.
"Not exactly rope. I was thinking more like coax," I said, folding my arms across my chest.
"You keep doing that, and I'll be your lapdog," he growled. I looked down and saw how that position pushed my tits into a deep cleavage. I looked at him and rolled my eyes. "I'm interested, yes."
"Really?" I asked, surprised. He laughed at my response.
"What, you thought I'd tell you to go fly?"
"I wasn't sure. Didn't know if you'd want to come out of retirement. Want to leave your swanky lake house. Maybe live with your daughter."
"You're making a damn good case for yourself with the last one." He leaned forward with his elbows on his knees. "No one knows we are father and daughter besides your, umm, stepdad and your mother."
I cringed. "Oh yeah, that reminds me."
"Oh no, do I want to hear this?"
I walked around my desk, sat in my new cushy grey leather desk chair, and tapped my nails on the arm. "I had a visitor." He raised his eyebrows. "My mother."
"Wow, I wouldn't have guessed that one," he said, falling back against the couch. "So I guess Cecelia heard about Victor and decided to look you up." I nodded. "Does she want to work on a relationship with you?"
I crossed my arms on my desk, and both hands tapped. "I think so, but I wasn't interested. She did say I have a stepbrother."
"She remarried. I figured she would." He looked at me for a moment. "Well, it's all up to you, baby. What you're comfortable with."
I stood up, walked around the desk, opened the door, and said, "Want to see your new office?"
They heard his laugh in the outer offices.
.
ONE YEAR LATER
.
​The corporate attorney had told us that in cases involving serious offenses such as regulatory compliance evasion, deceptive marketing, and product quality manipulation, where there may be significant harm or potential danger to the public, it would be possible for the total jail time to be in the range of 25 years or even longer, especially if there are multiple charges and aggravating factors involved.
Because it was a complex case, it took nearly a year from his arrest to sentencing. The other three got much lighter sentences but the same stern warning about endangering people's lives.
And the attorney was correct. That was precisely what Victor got. Twenty-five years imprisonment, with the judge stressing the danger he put the public in by manipulating medical devices.
Max and I ran the company side by side. Fortunately, we retained our clients because they realized Victor had made the decisions. We finally let Larry retire with a generous monetary gift for all his help, which also helped save the corporation.
We legally changed the name to Cross Corporation.
Max and I bought a house with a large yard to mow and for my flowers. Of course, we couldn't legally marry, but we were husband and wife in our eyes.
No one ever discovered that Max was, indeed, my biological father. I never saw my mother again. I decided not to pursue a relationship with her because she would never understand the relationship between Max and me. Even I sometimes am shocked at the turn of events.
In the end, Victor never attempted to contact me. I suspect he knew we found my birth certificate, so the lies were over.
I've never been happier. The corporation is flourishing, and Max, Onyx, and I are the only family we'll ever need.
***
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.
.***.***.***.
Wren
.***.***.***.
.
FOUR AM ON THE DOT, I UNCOVERED BOTH FRONT WINDOWS AND DOOR, flipped the Closed to Open, and tied my pristine white apron.
"Welcome to Wren's Bakery, officially open," I whispered with a content smile. Using sourdough as a natural leaven was a point of pride for me since customers appreciated its purity without any additives. Opening this bakery had been a dream come true.
Bread, warm and fresh out of the oven, filled the little storefront with the heavenly sourdough scent. The bell on the door tinkled, and I looked up and smiled at my early morning regular.
"Looks like a storm is brewing, Harold," I said, having his order bagged by the time he limped to the counter.
"Saw some lightnin' flashin' out west, so it's a no-go for fishin'." He placed the exact change on the counter and picked up his bag. "I'll just have to have these at home today. You be careful out their Wren lady."
"You too! Enjoy!"
Someone appeared behind him, but the friendly greeting died on my lips as the man strode inside and forcefully shoved my regular out the door. He yanked the shades down over the windows and windows and flipped the sign to Closed.'
"Hey! Are you nuts!?," I hollered, frowning.
Black eyes swung towards me, their piercing gaze latched onto my soul like daggers poised to strike. Oh my god, he's here to rob me. Or kill me!
"I don't have anything in the cash register yet! Harold was my first customer!" I slid the four one-dollar bills and change across the counter toward him. My heart was slamming against my ribs.
The corner of his mouth hiked up in amusement.
"I'm not here to rob you." It was then that he noticed the real fear in my eyes. "For god's sake," he hollered, throwing his arms up. "Do I look like someone who would bust in at four in the morning to thieve bread?" He looked at me incredulously.
I scanned his clothing. A bespoke black suit that fit his broad shoulders perfectly, a soft Sea Island shirt, polished ebony cufflinks, a diamond gleaming watch, hand-stitched Italian leather shoes, and--- Well, okay, maybe slasherman isn't a robber.
"Hey, you're bleeding! I have a first aid kit back by the sink. Don't drip on my floor, please."
What am I thinking? I'll fix his wound, and then he'll kill me.
I hooked a stool with my toe and pulled it to the sink. After the water cleared the blood, it wasn't as bad as it first seemed. I quickly opened the first aid kit and pulled out two large bandages. It looked like a knife cut to the back of his hand. Oh my god, he must have a switchblade.
He unbuttoned his suit jacket with his free hand, which swung back, revealing a dull black pistol tucked in a holster at his waist.
He is going to murder me! I knew it! He'll neutralize me! I'm gonna get iced right here in my bakery!
With shaking hands, I taped him up and stepped back, fully expecting him to whack me now that I saved his life.
That quirk of his lips again and amusement in those black eyes. He's making fun of me. I scowled.
"Okay, so..." Sweaty hands wiped my apron.
He scanned my face, his gaze lingering on my lips. The drops of rain still clung to his coal-black hair. The cut was short, traditional. I guessed him to be late thirties or early forties. Square solid jaw with a hint of a five o'clock shadow, and if he weren't about to kill me, I'd call him a handsome Italian.
Oh my god, a mobster. A gangster. A godfather—or whatever they are.
He stood up, and I cringed back. He frowned. He acted as if he would touch me but in a non-killing way. Instead, he dropped his hand and moved toward the front of the store. Maybe I did overreact.
He pulled the edge of the shade back and peered out, then went to the counter.
I watched him pick up a business card, smile when he read it, then carefully tuck it into his inner suit pocket.
I remained in the doorway between the store and the kitchen. He turned and moved to the door.
"Thanks for the medical help," he grinned, holding up his bandaged hand. He hesitated for a moment, just looking at me. "See you soon, Wren."
He looked out the edge of the shade before disappearing into the darkness.
My heart was pounding, and my cheeks were flushed. As I gathered my nerves, I grabbed the edge of the shade and hesitantly pulled it back to take a peek outside. The storm was right on us.
The rain lashed against the storefront windows, creating a watery blur, distorting my view of anyone out there. Thick, dark clouds dominated the sky, obscuring any sign of sunrise. Lightning streaked across the sky like electrified veins. The thunder rolled across the water that echoed the storm's intensity.
The wine was relentless, rattling the windows and howling like a banshee. The streets were turned into small rivers, and the puddles reflected the lightning flashes.
I almost felt sorry for Mafiaman.
For anyone out to brave the storm, I flipped the sign again and opened the shades, hoping he got to wherever he was going before the storm hit.
.
.***.***.***.
Jam
.***.***.***.
.
LIGHTS SHINING FROM THE BAKERY WINDOWS WERE LIKE A BEACON. I knew I was bleeding, so I needed a place to hole up for a few minutes and find something for my hand.
He fought back harder than I expected and caught my hand with the blade. I usually send Joey to collect because he likes to put the squeeze on them, as he called it. I happened to be in the neighborhood from another visit and figured it was a good time for collection.
One thing I didn't count on was that frightened shop owner. She was sweet and didn't deserve it, but I had no choice but to seek temporary refuge in her bakery.
​"Wren Isabella Rose" I tested her name by saying it aloud.
Having cut back to my car, I was safely ensconced in my black Lexus behind the privacy-tinted windows while the storm rolled across the water and rocked the car.
The name fit her perfectly. Her chestnut hair was pulled back in a fat bun, and the bright bakery lighting highlighted auburn glints. Those velvety brown eyes had glints of gold that sparked in the light. Her cheeks had a rosy flush from the heat of the ovens but no makeup to mar her creamy skin.
She was adorable, sweet, and vulnerable. I should run the other way. I'm not attracted to adorable, sweet, and vulnerable.
I knew the moment she saw the gun. She mentally shrunk back, but with shaking hands, she still continued to care for my wound. I wanted to gather her into my arms. Sooth her. Tell her I wasn't a bad guy. Well, not a bad guy that would mean her any harm. Quite the opposite.
The pelting rain finally let up, allowing me to creep down the empty city streets toward my office.
I smiled to myself, thinking of her in that apron. Her curves in all the right places reflected her love of good food. That's good because she will enjoy my excellent Italian cuisine.
What are you thinking, Jam? Run. Run fast. The other way. She's too sweet and too vulnerable for you. You will do nothing but put her in danger, I admonished myself, but I wasn't sure I was listening.
.
.
JOEY WAS IN HIS OFFICE WHEN I WALKED IN THE DOOR. We bought a small building tucked in the middle of a residential area. Back in the day, it would have housed a small grocery and maybe a woman's dress shop with a couple of apartments on the second floor. I rented the other half to an insurance agent who was low-key by nature.
"Hey boss, da fuck you do to your hand?" Joey called out when I walked by.
His name was ​Giuseppe Vittorio Luca, but he thought it sounded too cosa nostra, so he was Joey.
"The guy over on Wright Avenue decided to give me some crap. He caught me with his blade," I said, sitting down to a pile of mail. "It got messy for him."
"Why didn't you call me? I'd have gone after him," he complained, nearly pouting.
"I was in the neighborhood." And it turns out it was most fortunate, I thought, remembering the fire dancing in her eyes. I wanted to forget the fear I put in those gorgeous eyes.
"Hey, we got a bid on that old warehouse up in the Heights." I heard papers rattle. He had piles of documents stacked everywhere on his desk. "Oh yeah, here it is... Uhm, yeah, I think we will take it."
Joey may not have been computer savvy, but at the top of his list of accomplishments was that he owned The Syndicate Equalizer. A one-of-a-kind handgun handcrafted by an elusive master gunsmith known only as The Artificer. Its sleek, matte-black frame is composed of an advanced, lightweight alloy. The handle is wrapped in supple, midnight-blue leather, bearing the ornate silver insignia of the family.
​It's chambered for a rare and potent cartridge called Silent Fury and designed exclusively for the Syndicate Equalizer. The rounds are sleek and armor-piercing, capable of subsonic flight. The cylindrical magazine has intricate engravings and holds eight rounds.
The firing mechanism is a whisper-quiet, electromagnetic propulsion system. The advanced technology eliminates the need for traditional gunpowder, producing near-silent shots. The weapon's report is reduced to barely detectable, making it the perfect tool for swift and silent persuasion.
​And Joey was one of the few family members that did something to be rewarded with the Syndicate Equalizer. And even I don't know what, but I can tell you that I was glad to have him on my side.
"We need to get rid of some of this money."
We launder millions of dollars annually through seemingly innocent real estate transactions in a medium-sized town. It was easy to blend in, and New York was only a few hours' drive from the money exchanges.
But it can be dangerous and not an association for a sweet girl like Wren.
I frowned as to how much she was in my thoughts this morning. I couldn't afford distractions in my business. And I didn't want to put anyone in danger. I was born into this life. I know nothing else. My Dad taught me early on how to be an earner like himself, and I could command any place I wanted in the organization. It works well. I'm low key, make big money for the bosses, I answer to my Dad. Otherwise, I'm left alone. I may not be big-time, but I'm happy where I am.
"I have three appointments today. Oh," he looked at his watch. "I gotta run, boss. I'll keep you posted." He popped his head back in the door. "Let me have some fun next time," he said, grinning with evil intent.
I watched him go out the door and jump in his bulletproof black Bentley.
Joey was my right-hand man. My right arm. He grew up in a rough neighborhood; tough guy was his DNA. I trusted him with my life.
.
.***.***.***.
Wren
.***.***.***.
.
I SOLD OUT EARLY, LOCKED UP, AND WALKED THE BLOCK TO MY APARTMENT. It was so hot that I dripped with sweat when I got home.
My apartment building was in a transitioning neighborhood. A giant in the rubber industry built a facility to offer housing for their employees.
My parents lived in a tract home that was part of the plan. Everyone knew everyone, and I had a great childhood. Thankfully, the neighborhood is returning to that again and is a melting pot of people. I love it here.
I unlocked the door to my little apartment. Built-in glass-fronted oak bookcases held my collection of cookbooks. Of-the-era rich, warm oak woodwork was throughout the entire apartment.
I tossed my bag on the chair and went right to the bath. It had an old claw-foot tub, which I adored. I quickly brushed my teeth in the pedestal sink and stepped under the spray of the added shower.
I dripped the shampoo in my hand and worked the thick suds through my waist-length hair. I rarely let it down because I was in the kitchen most of my life. After rinsing and conditioning, I poured the Jasmine body wash on the washcloth.
Even though I was usually frugal, it was expensive, but it smelled decadent and was a gift of self-care to me.
After dinner, I picked up the half-read romance novel Sinister Syndicate and turned on the television.
I don't know who I was kidding. Every moment today revolved around the mysterious man that broke into my bakery this morning to nearly kill me. I had gone over every moment with him in minute detail. All day long.
He was older but gorgeous. He was dangerous, and I sure didn't need a man like that. I don't even know what I was thinking. I'm not going to see him again anyhow. He came out of nowhere and disappeared the same. Consider yourself, lucky Wren! Like you need slasherman hanging around.
I put my book aside to watch Al Pacino. I must have dozed because I woke up to rain pelting the balcony doors. Lightning flashed through the glass while the thunder rumbled through the apartment.
I ran and jumped into bed, pulling the covers over my head.
When I woke, it was daylight, and I wondered why my alarm didn't go off. Once I cleared my head, I remembered the bakery was closed today. I flopped back down on the bed and promptly fell asleep again.
After mixing the dough, it would ferment for twelve hours. My big mixers made quick work of it. I shaped the loaves, rolled in oatmeal and seeds, and put them in the refrigerator to proof until I came back to load the oven for tomorrow's opening.
Deciding to splurge, I went around the corner to a little café. I enjoyed a glass of red wine with my lasagna and strolled back to my apartment, watching the dark clouds forming more thunderheads in the distance.
It was hot and humid, and I was a sweaty mess when I returned. Thunder rumbled, and I hurried to shower.
The air conditioning in the apartment struggled to keep up, and I opened the doors to the balcony welcoming the breeze. I wore a thin tank top and panties; the breeze helped me cool.
Suddenly the wind picked up, and the rain started. I was getting ready to close the doors when the lightning flashed and lit up the figure on my balcony.
I screamed, but my throat was frozen with an overwhelming grip of terror, and nothing came out. For the second time in so many days, someone was going to kill me.
When the doors closed, it created a vacuum. It felt like the moment when the plane changes altitude, and you're deaf and mute simultaneously in the exact second.
"Why do you have your doors open, Wren?" he glowered.
I leaned my head back to look at him towering over the sofa.
"What the hell are you doing?" I finally forced out when my voice returned.
"Locking your doors so some dangerous man doesn't sneak in to kill you." The corner of his mouth lifted.
"Oh, you are so not funny! Not funny at all!"
Angry, I jumped up and stood with my hands on my hips. His eyes were like black holes in the dim light, but when I saw him looking, I realized he could see right through the t-shirt. I crossed my arms in front of me.
"Do you always wear a suit, for god's sake?"
He laughed. "Well, yes, I do. I will add that I very much like what you're wearing."
"I don't even know your name!" I huffed.
"I'll tell you." He hesitated for effect, I'm sure. "When you're ready to scream it out when I'm inside you."
My jaw dropped. "Oh, you are quite the comedian, aren't you?" I said, rolling my eyes.
"Hmm, you know what happens to little girls that roll their eyes at me?" I shrugged, disinterested. "They get spanked."
"You are just all kinds of cocky, too, aren't you?!" I harumphed.
I knew he'd enjoy that gaff the minute that left my mouth. And he did. He laughed heartily.
"I think I'll let you find out just how cocky I am, Wren." I just rolled my eyes and went to the kitchen. "That's two."
I pulled an open wine out of the refrigerator, pulled the cork, and took a couple of swigs out of the bottle. I could see him out of the corner of my eye, leaning against the door jamb.
"You don't have to leave by the balcony. You can use the front door," hoping he'd take the hint but knowing that wouldn't happen.
I tipped my head back and finished off the wine. Admittedly it was almost empty anyhow, but he didn't know that.
"When I'm ready."
Big surprise there.
The thing is, me and men and sex don't mix. I had my first and last time sex on prom night. It hurt, and I bled. He was unsympathetic. I was humiliated and swore that was the last time I'd let any man touch me.
I dropped the bottle into the trash can with a loud clunk.
He was still taking up the door space, and I could not get by without touching him. That wasn't going to happen. I'd stay in my kitchen until I got old and wrinkly. I was angry. I was nervous. I was hostile. My breath came in gasps, and my chest heaved, my tits calling for his attention.
"Come in and sit down, Wren," he said with concern.
"I'm fine." I leaned on the back of the kitchen chair.
He was in front of me two steps, one arm behind my knees, the other around my back, and striding through my apartment to my bedroom and on the bed.
"I should add the spanking to this, but I think you'd like it too much, so I'll wait."
I groaned and rolled on my stomach, hiding my face in the pillow. It was mortifying to have a drop-dead gorgeous Italian male seeing me at my worst.
The bed moved when he sat on the edge, his hip pressed against mine. Why can't he leave? I want to be humiliated in peace.
"Wren," he said softly. "There's nothing to be embarrassed about." I moaned in the pillow. "There are plenty of twenty-something virgins."
WHAT? He thinks I'm a virgin. Oh my god. It's not like something I'm going to announce. Let him believe what he wants. He's not interested in me that way. Or maybe he thinks he's going to Pretty Woman me. Makeover the poor bakeshop girl.
"Are you leaving?" I asked after uncovering my mouth.
My leg jerked when he ran a finger up the back of my leg to the edge of my panties. It felt like an electric current running from his fingertip to my cunt. He did the same thing on the other leg, then around the edge of my panties.
"Wren, you have a great ass," he sighed. To me, it had a few too many sourdough buns on it. "Just perfectly rounded." He cupped his hand over an ass cheek.
The thunder rumbled, and lightning hit at the same time, and I jumped.
"I thought the storm was over," I said, muffled in the pillow.
"Are you afraid of storms, my little Wren?"
"Mmmph." I had my face in the pillow and wasn't about to talk.
The bed moved with his weight off of it. He's leaving. Finally, I heard him walking around the apartment. The toilet flushed. His footsteps came closer. Those Italian leather shoes cost him what a year's rent would be for me.
The room plunged into darkness. I lifted my head and looked around. His shadowy figure was on the other side of the bed. I saw the sheets lift at the same time his weight came down on the bed.
"Come here, my little Wren," he said softly, encouraging me to roll to my side. He spooned in behind me. "You won't need to be scared anymore, not now that I'm around. I'll keep you safe."
He wrapped his arm around me, and in minutes I heard his soft even breathing. He was sleeping already. And he didn't try to cop a feel or make any moves, I thought wondrously. I fell asleep in his arms to the rolling thunder and hammering rain outside the window.
.



.***.***.***.
Jam
.***.***.***.
.
I BADLY WANTED TO BE HERE WITH HER LAST NIGHT. But a quick trip to New York for a money exchange was a priority. I could have sent Joey and have at times, but I prefer to do the significant transactions myself.
I thought about Wren on the drive, wishing she could make the trip with me sometime. But it was too dangerous. This wasn't a vacation trip. This was the heart of my business, which involved cash. And a lot of it. I wouldn't put her in danger like that.
Dad wanted me to stay in New York, but I told him I needed to return.
"What's so important that you can't spend a day with your old man? ​Mi manchi, figlio."
Dad was stocky, and I knew I'd end up like him if I didn't care for myself and work out.
He came over from Italy and still had a thick accent because he spoke to what he called my boys in Italian. I was born in the States and could speak fluent Italian, but I made him talk to me in English.
I toed the ground. No matter how old I got, he could still make me feel like I was facing the firing squad.
"I just need to get back. Joey has some real estate transactions going and..." I shrugged. "I just need to get back."
He looked hard at me. I squirmed like a pinned bug. "A woman," he said, grinning and clapping my shoulder. "You have a woman. Finally! Is she Italia?!"
I shook my head and he frowned. "​Figlio, sai che avrei desiderato che tu trovassi una brava ragazza di campagna."
"I know you want me to find an Italian, but she's not my girl yet, so let's not get ahead of ourselves."
I loaded up the dirty money and got back on the road.
Not my girl, my ass, I thought. It was going to happen. I'd make it work somehow.
.
I EASILY JUMPED THE RAILING TO HER BALCONY. I watched her for a while. That little white tank top that couldn't harness those luscious breasts. Her jasmine scent drifted out, and I felt myself hardening.
The rain started like a mist, and I stepped inside. The wind picked up, and I caught the doors just in time to get them closed against the weather.
I knew she was frightened when she saw me, but I couldn't help but be pissed that she had left her doors open like that.
She was so wary of me that I wondered why she feared men. I'd done nothing to cause it, but she picked up on any thread. She was fragile, and I knew I had to moderate every step. Something foreign to me.
Pulling her soft body to mine, her womanly scent, the drift of jasmine, nearly did me in. But I knew I had to earn her trust.
I jerked awake, not remembering where I was for a moment. I reached for my gun but remembered I had kept it out of sight. It was dark, and my ears were tuned. Then I noticed she was gone. I could feel the apartment was empty.
It was a short walk to her bakery, and as soon as I rounded the corner, the bright lights threw their welcoming beam out the windows.
I opened the door to her giggling with a customer, her cheeks were rosy from the oven heat, and her eyes twinkled. Until she looked over his shoulder and saw me, her face flushed red, and she nervously folded the top of the bag.
I walked up and stood next to the guy. Close enough, our arms touched. He looked at me, a little startled, before glancing at Wren.
I saw her nod at him out of the corner of my eye. He grabbed the bag and hurried out the door like a frightened little girl.
"You scared him, you big bully," she said, returning to the kitchen.
"You were flirting with him!"
"I was not! We went to school together, for god's sake," she huffed, her feathers totally ruffled. "Don't pull your big mobster thing again, Mr. Stabbyman."
Big mobster thing? Mr. Stabbyman? I suppressed a laugh.
"You left without telling me."
"You were sleeping! Some people work." She rolled her eyes.
"Number three," I said menacingly, following her into the kitchen.
She poured two mugs of coffee.
"I assume you drink it black?" she smirked before sipping.
I shook my head. "You're enjoying poking me way too much, little girl."
"Do you ever take your suit jacket off?"
"Why should I? I'm comfortable."
She raised her eyebrows. "Okay then."
The bell on the door tinkled, and she went out to the store. I looked out to see a younger guy picking up a large order. He was too rushed to flirt with her, so I stayed in the back.
As the customers came and went, I realized she had a good business here. A neighborhood treat. And she's doing it all on her own. And it's legit, I thought wryly.
"I'm going home to work out and get some things done. I'll be back."
She leaned her hip against the worktable and studied me.
"Why?"
"Why what? Come back?"
She crossed her arms across her chest. "Yes. Why come back? What's your interest in me? I mean, look at you. You have your choice of any woman in the city."
"What if there's only one woman in this city that I'm interested in? Is it so difficult to believe I want to spend time with you?"
"Yeah, it is. I have issues. Baggage. I eat too much of my own bread. I don't have friends other than my customers. I don't go anywhere or do anything. Basically, I'm boring." She shrugged.
"Okay, let's do this. Issues. I guess you're referring to sex. I have no problem waiting until you're ready. And even then, we'll take it slow and easy. I don't mean to scare you, sweetheart. Or make you nervous and anxious." I stopped a moment to gauge how much she was listening and believing. "And the rest of it? Pffftttt. Means nothing to me. Nonissues."
Her face softened, and she quit tapping her foot.
I slid off the stool and stood in front of her. "Wren, I'm attracted to you. You felt it last night, I know. And I know you're captivated by me," I said, smiling. She pinched her lips but finally had to laugh. "Are you going for number four?"
"I'll surprise you," she smiled. She trailed her fingers down the front of my suit jacket. "I've always wanted to feel the fabric... Oh my god!" she squealed.
She ran over to the sink and ran the corner of a towel under the water. I looked down and saw light streaks of flour from her fingers.
"Wren..." She began to dab at the flour. "Wren, honey. It's fine. It'll go to the dry cleaner with the others."
I took her hand and tossed the towel on the worktable. I pulled her closer and leaned down for a kiss. Her eyes went big, and as I moved closer, they fluttered until they finally closed. I brushed her lips with mine, light as a butterfly.
I had my fingers on the side of her neck, and her pulse was strong. My thumb rubbed her jaw while I teased her mouth. She tipped her head back, grabbed the lapels of my jacket, and pressed her lips closer.
This was not my style. Soft and slow was not me. Any woman I bedded would tell you that. They never left my bed wanting and needy, but I rarely took more than a few times with them before I got bored and moved on.
At my age, people think I should be married with multiple children. Marriage was a fleeting thought for me because of what I do. Children. Never had that Daddy urge and considered them an annoyance.
I pulled back some, and she hung onto my jacket. I had to leave her wanting me. So, she'd be happy to see me again. Wanting to see me again.
"I'm going now, love," I whispered against her lips. She replied with a soft mew that nearly brought me to my knees.
I stepped back, sighed, turned, and walked out the door.
.
.***.***.***.
Wren
.***.***.***.
.
HE'S GOING TO KILL ME. I KNOW IT. He has a way of edging into my life, which I was sure was not his typical style. He was the type to take what he wanted when he wanted. Certainly not used to dealing with a scaredy cat like me. I sighed and went to restock the bread case.
My lips still tingled from his touch. I thought of his hard-walled chest when I grabbed his suit. His care not to scare me or move too fast. His thoughtfulness.
All of that was a formula for a heartbreak disaster. Was it worth it? Damn, I don't even know his name, I thought, frowning. But then I remembered at what point he would tell me his name.
A flush spread through my body and my pussy tingled. When I think about him, I know I trust him enough to let go.
Yet when I'm in his presence, I turn into a pile of mush. I'm not afraid of him. Not in the way he'd hurt me. I know he wouldn't.
What I'm terrified of is my lack of experience. That's when he'd discover the real me and disappear into the darkness, just like he came into my life.
.
"I told you to lock the damn doors!" he boomed, and I nearly fell off the sofa.
I leaned up and peered at him over the back of the sofa.
"Do you know how to operate a doorbell? I can show you. It's easy. You look like a quick learner."
I flopped back on the sofa and continued reading my book. He didn't know the thrill that went through me that he was here. How much I was getting used to him being here, being in my life.
Ignoring me, he said, "I brought food. I hope you didn't eat."
"Do you know how to operate a cell phone? It's easy. I can show you. That's where you call someone and ask if they want something to eat and then if they ask what they want to eat."
He laughed. "My, but you're sassy this evening." He leaned over the back and kissed me. "I like that. I've had a long day."
"Oh? You work?"
"Don't press your luck, my little Wren." He walked into the kitchen and said, "I bought wine since it appeared you drained the bottle you had."
I swung my legs down and padded to the kitchen. I hadn't altered my standard after-shower attire of an oversized t-shirt and panties and probably wouldn't have even if I had known he'd be here.
"It does smell good," I said, peering into the bags.
"Sit down, and I'll serve. Next time I'll cook so you get some excellent Italian." He pulled foil containers out of the bags. "At my place," he added.
I frowned. "Your place. Where do you even live? I know nothing about you. I don't even know your damn name. I can't believe I let someone I know nothing about into my life. What the hell could I be thinking," I ranted. "I must be out of my-- mmff." He cut me off with a kiss.
"In due time, you'll know everything. And you might not want to know some things about me, but know this-- if nothing else, I'm honest."
He unbuttoned his suit jacket and shrugged it off, carefully hanging it over the back of the kitchen chair.
I looked at him with my mouth hanging open.
"You know this is the most I've seen of you unclothed," she said, amazed. "A pristine white unwrinkled French cuffed shirt with black onyx links. You're fucking perfect."
I felt my face flush. The first time ever in my life. This girl had an effect on me for sure.
"Eat your lasagna," I said, waving her words off. "I'm afraid the garlic bread may not be up to your standards," he said, twirling spaghetti around my fork. She stared at me. "What?"
"I just know there won't be one freaking spot of sauce on that shirt when you're done. Now me wearing white and eating spaghetti? I'd have to wear a disposable shirt." I laughed.
He grinned. "Disposable shirt, hmm, sounds intriguing."
I rolled my eyes.
"That's four." He looked at me intently. "That pretty ass is going to be mighty pink."
I started to roll my eyes at that but caught myself. He laughed knowingly.
"Eat your spaghetti!"
.
.***.***.***.
Jam
.***.***.***.
.
I GOT HOME, WORKED OUT, AND SHOWERED, ALL THE WHILE THINKING ABOUT WREN. Heading out the door, I switched to another mindset.
A small part of my business was loans. Some got paid back promptly, and others needed coercing to hold up their end of the deal.
It was dangerous, and I couldn't afford to let anything distract me, even Wren.
I knocked on the door, and it cracked open, but before he shut it, my foot was in.
"Louie, Louie, you act like you don't want to see me?" I said with a menacing smile, shoving the door open and pushing him back.
"Hey, Jam. I don't got the money today. Sorry man." His voice cracked with nerves, and beads of sweat popped out on his forehead.
"Awh yeah, Louie, I'm sorry too," I sympathized. "I mean, you know you had a payment, right? You're a responsible kinda guy, right?" With each word, I backed him across his filthy apartment while he tripped and nearly fell, walking backward.
"I know, I know. Time got away from me... I don't gots it, man," he said, puffing his chest like a rooster. Thinking he just found some balls to stand up to me.
A big surprise to him was that I found his balls and discovered how tiny they were in my grip.
"I don't gots it, Jam," he whimpered as though that was all there was to it. "Ow goddamit," he shrieked when I twisted.
"When the fuck do you plan on having it? Because you missed this payment, you'll need to double it by next week," I grated, my face in his. Sweat trickled down his grimy face, leaving streaks of clean skin.
He couldn't see it but heard the switchblade snap open and felt the point on his neck, right over his artery. I drew it up and across his jaw until the point was right under his chin. He raised his head until it bumped against the wall behind him. He couldn't escape it.
"Yeah yeah, I can do that. You'll have it then. I promise," he begged through clenched teeth, knowing that if he opened his mouth too wide, the point of the switchblade would slip up and out right under his tongue.
I gave his nuts a good squeeze and twist and backed off, leaving him bent over, blood oozing tiny droplets from the line I drew across his jaw.
I picked my way back across his apartment and walked out the door.
I jumped in my Lexus, pulling hand sanitizer and wipes out of the console. After I wiped the soles of my shoes, another to wipe the blood off the blade, I sanitized my hands. I tossed everything in a bag and sealed it, disgusted that anyone would live that way.
Louie wasn't a bad guy, really. He got in a jam and needed help. That was where I came in.
Jam. Because I either get them out of one or put them in one.
Two more stops to collect. One had the money, which made me happy because I believed in him. He came through. The next stop got messy because this was the second time he didn't have my money. He'd have time with his legs in traction to figure out how to get me that money.
I had the Lexus washed and drove toward my penthouse. I felt dirty, something that was unfamiliar to me. I wouldn't go to Wren until I washed the filth off me and did a mental exorcism.
.
Later when I pulled up in front of her apartment, I noticed the doors were closed. I set the bag of food on the balcony and jumped the railing. When I tried the knob, the door swung open.
I was sorry I frightened her, but I was attempting to show her how dangerous it was to leave her door unlocked.
She was lippy, and I loved the distraction from the day. My little Wren was not a pushover, which was vital if she was in a relationship with me.
We ate, and I leaned her back on my chest while she read. "The Mob's Mark? Really?" She waved off my opinion of her reading material and returned to the story.
I tried to watch a movie, but her jasmine scent drifted, and her hair was soft against my cheek was distracting. My arm was around her, my hand on her midriff.
I was in no hurry to seduce her. We had our whole lives.
That the thought even popped into my mind was shocking. I never made long-term plans with a woman. Weekend to weekend was a stretch for me.
The book fell back on her chest. Her breathing was soft and even. She was asleep in my arms. The movie ended, and I loathe to wake her up, but I had no intention of leaving tonight.
"Wren love, it's time to go to bed," I said softly.
"Mmm," she moaned, snuggling against me.
Oh, man. I can be a gentleman, but she's making it challenging.
"C'mon, love, get up, and let's go to bed."
She sat up. Groggy, I led her to her bed. She sat down, swung her legs in, and tucked her hands under her cheek. I left the room to double-check the doors.
"Hey you, Hey, where are you going?" she said, giggling. "I called you Hey because I don't know your name."
I was stripped down to my silk boxers and slipped into bed behind her, pulling her against me. She pushed her ass against my hardening cock, and I stifled a moan.
She pulled my arm over her, placing my hand directly under her breasts, my thumb in the crease. She made a little mew, and I rubbed my thumb back and forth on the underside.
She began to squirm, creating more pressure against my cock. I knew I wasn't going to jump on her, but it seemed she was needy, and I planned on taking care of that for her.
My right arm was around her, my other arm trapped under her neck. As I stroked the underside of her breast, I circled closer to her nipple. As I did, she arched, wanting more.
One thing I've wanted to do since I met her was get my hands on those succulent breasts. They were a D cup, at least, balancing out the rest of her seductive curves.
I teased her nipple through the thin knit, bringing tiny little gasps and mews from her. It grew long and hard, pushing through the fabric. She put her hand over mine and moved it to cover her breast. She squeezed my hand, and I kneaded and massaged her breast.
She moaned and arched, pushing her tit out. I slipped my hand under her shirt to feel her soft and fiery hot skin. She pulled her shirt up, baring her breasts.
Oh, I so wanted to roll her back and latch onto those hard nipples, but I knew I couldn't afford to go too fast. Not yet.
I moved my arm under her and could now reach her tits with both hands. She also rolled back towards me. Her ass ground into my cock, but I had much better access to her.
I trailed my fingers down her stomach to the edge of her bikini panties. They were soft cotton, and I loved them—such a difference from the silk and lace French lingerie girls that usually shared my bed.
She began to squirm more and softly panted. I moved my hand between her legs over her panties. They were soaked with her juices. I wanted to lick and smell my fingers but couldn't stop. I was on a mission for my Wren.
I applied pressure on her sweet cotton-covered pussy. She began to pant harder, her breast pushing into my hand.
Easing inside her panties, I found a neatly trimmed tuft and smooth lips. Those soft, swollen plump lips were slick with her juices. I trailed my finger through the silky slit.
She moaned and pushed her panties down, spreading her legs for me. I claimed victory at that.
The tiny bud clit was hard. Her body jerked at my light touch. I kissed her neck, soothing her. There were so many other things I wanted to do to her, with her, right now. But this time was for her. We had plenty of time together.
I flicked her clit, and she shuddered, whimpered, and mewed through waves of orgasm. She gripped my arm tightly, her nails digging into my skin. I loved every second of it.
"Jam. My name is Jam, love," I whispered in her ear.
"Oh my god, my god, Jam," she moaned, rolling into a body-shuddering orgasm.
Ahhhh, hearing her moan my name when she was cumming almost made me cum right then.
She went limp in my arms. Her chest heaved while she caught her breath. Then I heard a sniff.
"Wren, are you crying?" I heard a muffled no, a snotty sniff, and an embarrassed groan. "It's okay to cry. Sometimes it's just that intense."
I hugged her against me.
"But what about you?" she said, sniffing.
"Me?" I thought for a moment. "Oh! I'm a big boy. I can take a day of blue balls," I chuckled.
"Is that really true? Blue?" she asked, and I laughed.
"Nah, just something guys made up so girls would feel sorry for them. It can be uncomfortable, but we manage to live." Besides, you'll have the rest of our lives together to make it up to me.



"Oh. I'm glad. I read you're supposed to make sure your partner has an orgasm too."
She was still spooned in front of me. I nuzzled her hair and said, "Don't you have to get up early love? You need to sleep."
"I don't think I can. It felt so good," she murmured, amazed. "Hey! Your name is Jam. Seriously? That's what your Mom named you?"
I chuckled. "No, it's my first, middle, and last initials."
"So, what is your name?"
"Jacopo Alberto Matteo"
"Whoa, that is a big name to carry around." She repeated my name. "I like it! You can keep it."
"Gee, thanks," I said wryly. "But no one ever calls me Jacopo, you know."
"Hmmm," she said softly, nodding off.
.
.***.***.***.
Wren
.***.***.***.
.
SO THAT'S WHAT AN ORGASM FEELS LIKE. I was even clumsy at masturbating and would have a little thrill ripple through me, but nothing like the locomotive train that Jam treated me to.
Jam. Jacopo Alberto Matteo. That was a heavy name for a little boy, but no one would bully you either.
I was in his arms, his even deep breaths in my hair. I couldn't sleep. I had to be up in a matter of hours but already chalked tonight up as a sleep loss.
But what he did to me made up for it. I never knew it would be that good. My nerves were still hypersensitive. His bare chest was against my back, with his legs curved behind mine. His hand was on my breasts, with just the tips of his fingers touching. Just thinking about it and feeling him that close made my nipples ache.
If I were another person, I'd wake him up and make it exciting for him. I'd stroke and kiss him all over until he was moaning for more. I'd take his cock into my mouth to feel the power of his orgasm. I'd discover what would bring him to a shattering release. I would revel in his orgasm as much as mine.
But I wasn't that girl. I had no idea what I was doing and was unsure where to start. Would he feel sorry for my fumbling and react so as not to embarrass me? He has never seen me naked. Would I turn him off when he does? My breasts are too big, and my hips and butt are too big. If I had time, I'd go to the gym, but even going once a week wouldn't help.
I watched the lighted orange numbers march by. It was almost time to get up to go to the bakery. This was the first time I didn't want to go. I wanted to stay right here. But I wouldn't do that. I'm a responsible dull girl who will get up, shower, change, and walk to the bakery.
.
Thankfully, I managed to do all that without waking him up. I needed time to think, and the walk to the bakery was just what I needed.
I was partway down the block when I heard a rattle, it startled me, but I realized it was a garbage can lid. Probably a raccoon looking for breakfast.
I could faintly hear footsteps in tune with mine as I turned the corner near the store. If I'd stop, they'd stop. I swung around quickly, thinking it was Jam following me. But nothing. Nobody.
I started walking again, and the footsteps began again, but a little louder, closer. I kept walking but looked back over my shoulder.
Finally, I was in view of the bakery. With shaking hands, I unlocked the door and turned to close and lock it, but the door wouldn't close. Fingers crept around the edge of the door and pushed it open and me out of the way.
"Oh my god! You scared the hell out of me," I shouted.
"I mean to do that, my little Wren. You shouldn't be out walking around in the middle of the night." He turned the lock on the door.
"Oh, for god's sake, I do it almost every morning. It's safe here!"
I slammed my bag and sweater on the counter and huffed into the kitchen. I busied myself getting the lights on and heating the oven.
"I thought you'd be a little more amenable this morning," he said. "I mean, after last night and all."
I looked at him, widening my eyes, not believing he had said that. Then he started laughing.
"You do need someone to care for you," he said thoughtfully.
I pulled the trays of dough-filled bannetons out of the refrigerator and arranged them on the work table. I methodically upended the banneton on the oven rack and quickly scored down the center of the dough with a razor blade.
I stopped blade in hand.
"I can take care of myself."
.
.***.***.***.
Jam
.***.***.***.
.
IN RETROSPECT, I PROBABLY SHOULDN'T HAVE STALKED HER THAT WAY. But she needed to become aware of her surroundings.
I'm not well-liked, and if those people discover I have someone important to me, it could lead to real danger for Wren. I planned to teach her to shoot and carry. I'll take her to the pistol range with me. I already talked to my martial arts instructor, and he will teach her some self-defense moves.
She thinks she's a wimp, but I've seen otherwise. Even though she's adorable, she's gutsy, stands up for herself, and doesn't take any shit. Pretty much the perfect woman for me.
It was somehow satisfying watching her pull the cooled bread out, flip it, score it, and push the tray into the hot oven. Then repeat until she had emptied the cooler.
"I have to go get some work done," I said, leaning over to press a kiss on her flour-dusted lips. "Mmm, I like the bread better when it's baked." She giggled.
"You're closed tomorrow, right?" She nodded. "Okay, my little Wren, I'll see you at home later."
I could see a sharp retort on her lips, but I turned and was out the door quicker.
I called Joey from the car.
"Hey, boss," Joey said in his deep gravel voice. His vocal cords were damaged in a fight, and he ended up with a low bass. Lucky, he was able to talk at all.
"I need you to do something."
"Sure!"
"Stop by Wren's Bakery on Brown Street and pick up a loaf of bread."
There was a hesitation.
"A hit at a bakery?"
I laughed. "No, I just want you to familiarize yourself with the proprietor. Her name is Wren, and she's important to me."
"Ah, gotcha! She must be quite the donna to catch your eye."
"Oh, Joey, she is perfect for me."
"I'll head over now," he said, signing off.
I knew he was anxious to see her. That's okay. There will be occasions when I will entrust him with her life.
I had a meeting with someone needing cash. I didn't often loan because getting paid back could get so messy. In this case, I thought it might be for drugs. I've been involved in many things since Dad got me into the family, but we refused to deal with drugs. We were earners and got what we wanted.
I ensured I had one in the chamber before I exited the car. His office was in a nineteen fifties red brick corner store near the university. The hood was okay, but I still got a prickle on the back of my neck. That was my first warning.
I set the Lexus alarm and took a few steps to the front door. It unlocked, so I knew he was watching on video. My senses were on full steam.
"Jam," a dark voice rumbled from the shadows. Just the tone held a veiled threat.
My eyes adjusted, and I saw it was Tomasso 'The Lion' La Rossa, a character that tried to cut into my territory with a shylock business. Joey and I roughed him up good, and this was obviously retaliation.
Not giving him time, I raised my hand and shot through my suit jacket pocket. But not before he got a round off that nicked my leg.
"Now look what the fuck you did," I said. I got a clean shot, and he was down. I looked at my shredded pocket. That wasn't what I had planned.
The blood stained his shirt like a flood of Bordeaux, and I heard his last rattling wet breath. "You ruined it, you dickhead. You ruined my suit."
He wasn't coming back up, but I popped him again just for putting a hole in my suit pants. My Brioni wool suit was a total loss.
His cronies would get the message when they saw the bullet through the eye, and we would expect retaliation.
A towel under the seat wrapped my leg to protect the leather seat as I headed the short distance to the Doc. He had patched me up before and was no stranger to gunshot and knife wounds because he knew how to keep his mouth shut and pleasantly accepted the generous donations for his services.
I jerked and hissed through my teeth as Doc tightened the last stitch. I looked at him, and he slightly shrugged as though I deserved the pain.
Joey texted that the job was done, and he approved, accompanied by a wink. I thought that was the most warmth Joey ever exuded, laughing to myself.
I headed to the penthouse to change. It would be tough to shower for a while since my thigh was wrapped with bandages.
I fed the cat, made several phone calls, drove to Wren's apartment, and met the workers there. I wanted them to be done and gone by the time she came home.
I knew it would take some talking to get her to move in with me, so I packed a bag since I'd be staying there. I hung suit bags in her closet and found an empty dresser drawer. I wondered if I even knew a woman with an empty dresser drawer.
Tomato sauce was bubbling, garlic bread was ready to go under the broiler, and red wine was at the perfect temperature.
There was a tap on the door.
"What the hell did you do," I heard before the door opened. "I can't believe you did that," she ranted. "There wasn't anything wrong with the lock on that door." She stood with her hands on her hips and glared at me.
"It matches the one on the balcony doors." I shrugged.
She rolled her eyes.
"I've lost count, but we must be up to six by now?" I had to smirk.
She started to say something but stopped and sniffed. "What's that? Spaghetti? Garlic?"
"It is. I hope you're hungry."
"Starved," she said, walking by the balcony doors and checking out the new locksets.
I refrained from telling her about the video camera aimed at her door, stoop, and went back to stir the sauce.
"Why are you limping?"
"Had a little run-in with someone today," I said casually, trying to blow it off.
"Run in? Someone knifed you again?"
"Hey, why don't you start the noodles? The water is boiling."
She came around and pushed between me and the stove, looking at me.
"Well?"
"No, not a knife. Bullet just nicked my leg."
She turned white as she stared at me, digesting what I told her. "My little Wren, I'm fine. See, I'm right here with you. I'm good."
Her bottom lip trembled. Oh my god, she was going to cry. I turned all the burners off and pulled her to me.
"You fucking got shot?!"
She clutched the front of my shirt.
"I did, and I'm fine, sweetheart." I kissed her softly. "Frankly, I'm disappointed in you," I said in an attempt to change the subject.
She sniffed. Tears rimmed her eyes but hadn't spilled over yet. I rubbed her cheek with my thumb. She was so damn sweet it took my breath away.
"What?" she sniffed.
"I'm not wearing a suit," I grinned. "I thought you'd notice first thing."
"Where's your gun?"
"Put away."
"I'm hungry," she said, turning the burners back on.
.
.***.***.***.
Wren
.***.***.***.
.
I WASN'T SURE HOW I FELT YET ABOUT HIM MOVING IN. It was going so fast that it felt like my life was whirring around in a blender. My emotions were in turmoil. I went from having no boyfriend to one that was turning my life upside down.
It was the best sauce I'd ever had, and I probably looked like I ate like a pig to him. I didn't have time to cook, and it wasn't much fun just for me.
"I shouldn't have eaten so much," I admitted. "You're a good cook."
I poured another glass of wine, took the plates to rinse, and put them in the dishwasher. My kitchen was of the era and had gorgeous white enamel cabinets, but fortunately, a dishwasher fit in.
I turned the television on and sat on the sofa. I didn't want to get in such an intimate position with him tonight. So much was going through my head.
"How does your leg feel?"
I had yet to see it. Other than on television, I'd never seen a bullet wound in real life. I wasn't sure I wanted to.
"Did you ever put anyone in the ground?" I asked him directly, and the corner of his mouth quirked.
"Umm, I'm not going to lie to you, my little Wren. I have, yes."
He carefully sat beside me, sitting sideways to prop his leg.
"Does it hurt?" I asked.
"If I said it does, would you kiss me?" he grinned.
"I think it's that you kiss a kid's owie-boo-boo and slap a bandage on it," I laughed.
"Better yet!" he laughed. He looked at me for a moment and said, "You know, I didn't mean to upset you about the door lock thing. I want you safe, is all."
"I know. I'm not mad. I was just surprised. I get why you get it, and I'm so glad you care."
"I suppose now is the time to tell you I've brought some clothes. I figured you weren't ready to stay at my place," he shrugged and winced when he moved.
"Did you get any pain pills?"
"I did. Would you mind getting one for me? The bottle is in the bathroom."
I started across the room, then stopped. "How are you going to shower?"
He raised an eyebrow and twisted his lips. "Therein lies the problem."
"Take your pants off," I told him, wanting to survey his bandages to see how we could cover them.
"Ohhh, dominating too. I didn't know that about you. I like it, I like it," he wisecracked, standing up and dropping his pants.
I cringed. The white gauze and tape wrapped around his thigh for ten or twelve inches.
"I have some restaurant clear food wrap that's pretty tough. How about wrapping it around a few times? Then sealing the top edge with tape so the water doesn't run under the plastic?"
"I think it sounds like it'll work. A shower would be great. I didn't get one today before I came over."
I went to get the transparent film and began to wrap it around his thigh, starting above the bandage and working down. The upper edge had to go under his boxers, and even though he held the leg higher, I struggled to keep the clear wrap from tangling with the silk boxers.
"I'm gonna drop them," he said.
My face flushed, but I busied myself with the wrap and tape and finished the job with shaking hands.
"I'm always patching you up," I smiled.
"Yes, it seems you are." He winced when he moved. I'm going to have a tough time navigating in the shower.
"Hmm."
"If I were trying to seduce you, it would be much different than asking you to help me wash myself," he laughed. "I am a little more suave than that, thank you very much."
I had to laugh. And agree.
"Okay, go on in, and I'll ensure my new locks are locked and everything is put away."
He nodded and headed into the room. I watched him walk away. God, what a great ass. I sighed.
He was behind the curtain, and the bathroom was steamy. I thought two in my claw foot tub would be tricky as I slipped out of my clothes.
He hadn't seen me naked, and I just had to push that out of my mind. I am who I am better than he knows that right up front, he'll take a look at me and run to the nearest svelte coming out of the gym.
I peeked in the curtain.
"Wow, this is close quarters," I said more to myself than him.
He wasn't a muscle-bound jock but big enough to occupy most of the tub's space. I never wished I had a real shower more in my life than now.
I slipped a leg between the curtains until my toe touched the mat.
"Oh, you're here! I'll help you," he said, taking my hand.
I sidled through the curtain and hit a wall when I completely stepped in. I knew he was back as far as he could get, so here we were.
"Me first," he said, squishing the jasmine bubbles through my shower sponge.
He circled it on my back with his other hand, following the circles on my skin. I'd never had anyone wash me, and I immediately melted at his touch. He worked down each arm, then rinsed me under the warm spray.
I didn't plan on washing my hair, but he pulled the pins, and it tumbled down my back.
"You know this is the first time I've seen your hair down. It's so long and pretty," he whispered, wetting it with the spray.
I heard him rubbing my shampoo between his palms, then on my scalp. Deft fingers rubbed tiny circles into a froth, and I nearly moaned with pleasure. He carefully worked it down the length of my hair, then massaged my scalp again.
I was boneless.
He rinsed, worked conditioner through my hair, and rinsed again.
The sponge and his hand made circles on my ass, and I couldn't stifle the moan this time. He worked down the back of my legs as best he could because bending over was tricky without shoving the shower curtain out.
He handed the sponge to me over my shoulder and turned, and I carefully turned towards his back. I leaned down and checked the wrap over his bandage, which was still secure and dry.
I ran the scented sponge over his shoulders, broad but not too muscular. I followed the same path, down his lightly furred arms, then up across his shoulders to work down his back.
Right under his shoulder blade was a six-inch well-healed scar. I traced it with my finger, then moved the sponge and began to follow it with my hand. His skin was slick, but his body was hard.
I ran down his back with the flat of my hand, my thumb in the valley of his spine, right down his lower back to his ass. He had a firm but muscular ass that I knew he worked for. Men didn't have nicely curved asses like that on their own.
I slid my hand up his side at his waist and felt it. I knew what it was before I looked—the scar from a bullet. I hesitated, and he seemed to hold his breath.
I didn't see the point in bringing it up. It was old news. Obviously, he has been and will always be in danger.
I wondered if I could handle sending him off each day, wondering whether he'd come back with a knife wound or gunshot... Or even make it home. I chilled at the thought.
"Everything okay, my little Wren," he asked quietly.
"Sure, everything is fine," I replied, pushing it all out of my mind.
When I was done with his back, he rinsed and turned. We were now face to face, body to body. We could move inches apart, and that was it if we wanted to remain in the tub.
"No need to be nervous," he smiled, dripping some of my Jasmine body wash into his hand, then into mine.
We both began at the shoulders and neck, then worked lower.
His chest was lightly furred, with the same coal black as his hair. His complexion was olive, and he obviously spent no time in the sun because he had no tan lines.
As I worked lower, he did as well. He ran his hands around and under my breasts, carefully avoiding my nipples. He didn't want to rush me, I know. And I appreciated it. But I decided it was better to show him than tell him.
I arched my back, which rubbed my nipples on his chest. I heard his quick intake of breath. I trailed my fingers down his chest to his flat stomach. Then down to the neatly trimmed nest of black curls that surrounded his cock.
My eyes went to his when I took his stiff cock into my hand and squeezed.
"Oh, Wren, baby. Your hands on me feel so damn good. I've been waiting for this so long."
"I know," I said, kissing him. "I'm ready."
I stroked his stiff cock and cupped his balls in my soap-slick hand.
He bent and nipped at my breast and began teasing my nipples. I moaned, arching for more. While he sucked, his hand slipped between my legs and stroked through my slit.
"Mmm, I'm so ready," I moaned.
My head fell back when he stroked my clit. I ran my fingers up and down his cock, and he gasped around my nipple. He shoved two fingers inside me and increased the rhythm, and I shuddered out a long low moan while I rode the waves of pleasure.
"Let's get out of here," he said, shutting the water off.
We toweled off quickly, and I checked his bandage and removed the clear wrap.
His cock was throbbing while I knelt in front of him. I held it and licked the tip.
"Oh my god," he groaned.
Inspired by his reactions, I licked the smooth tip and trailed my tongue around the rim.



"Wren baby, I don't want to cum like this. I need to be inside you. Finally. I want you to cum with me."
The only position that would work with his wound was me riding him. Feeling empowered, I kissed his chest and down over his stomach to his cock. It was hot in my mouth and throbbed.
His hips rocked, and I teased his balls with my tongue. He groaned louder, and I sucked one into my steamy hot mouth. His fingers dug into the sheets, and his hips rocked faster.
I went to my knees and straddled him, my open slit on the length of his cock. He held my hips and watched me. I raised, held his cock, and teased the head in my wetness. He grimaced and pushed up, wanting more, but I was in control, and it was a powerful feeling.
"Baby," he whispered, his voice low and gravelly. "I need you so bad."
I leaned over and kissed him while I slid lower. He groaned against my lips. I darted my tongue into his mouth, tasting him, then sat up and ground down on his cock, taking him deep in my tight pussy.
I rocked while squeezing the throbbing rod with my inner muscles. He groaned and growled out unintelligible words.
He started to buck, and I rode, letting him set the pace. With both of us so fired up, it wasn't long until I felt his thickness throbbing hard, and he grabbed my hips, locking him down on me. The first pump of hot cum shot me off like a rocket, and my cunt gripped and milked him dry.
I collapsed on him. The horrible experience that I had the night of prom faded away.
.
.***.***.***.
Jam
.***.***.***.
.
HER CUNT WAS SUCKING THE SEED RIGHT OUT OF MY BALLS.
For someone nearly a virgin or having one experience of debatable sex, she had me under her control the minute she stepped into the shower. For all the doubts I had that she wouldn't fit into the waste management business, they were all just wiped off the list.
She can handle anything that comes along, even me and a gunshot wound. No one has ever dominated me like she does.
I can't imagine life without her now.
I don't know where that came from. My Dad's wish for me to settle down was a standing joke between us. I knew I wouldn't; truthfully, he never expected me to.
My Mom was born into the family, grew up with it, and was expected to marry someone in the family, which she did. It was lucky that they fell in love and had a solid marriage. God took her from us too soon, though, I thought sadly.
I knew marrying out of the family was dangerous if we could make her essential. An earner. Her business was small, and running money through it wouldn't be worth it. Her bakery was in a good spot which could be beneficial. I needed to talk to Joey about it before getting Dad involved.
I pulled her against me, and she slept cuddled against me all night.
We could both sleep in, and we did. I did, anyhow. Wren was up cooking breakfast and making coffee.
I wandered into the kitchen. "I was hoping to find you in bed beside me," I pouted.
She laughed. "I was going to stay, but I'm kind of sore this morning."
I gathered her in my arms. "Sorry, baby."
She laughed. "It was all me, and I loved every second!"
"Uh oh, I unleashed a sex monster." She laughed and danced away to pour me a cup of coffee. "How would you like to go on a field trip today?"
She raised her eyebrows. "Oh?"
"I need to get some stuff at my apartment and thought you might like to come with me."
"Oh, yeah. Sure!"
I caught her as she walked by and slipped my hand into her robe. Her skin was warm and so soft. She pressed a kiss on my mouth, and it quickly escalated.
"Mmm," she moaned.
"Oh, baby, you're so tempting, but if you're sore, you need some time. It's no fun if it's painful."
She sighed and nodded.
She was in the passenger seat of the Lexus, her head swiveling like an owl. I laughed.
"Geez, it has been so long since I've been out in a car. I feel like I was in jail or something," she laughed. She looked around. "Pretty car." She tapped on the side glass.
"Bulletproof," I said before she asked.
She nodded. "That's what I figured." She continued to look around.
I pulled into the parking deck and wound around higher. I pulled into my marked space.
"Nice! Right next to the elevator."
I took her hand, and we stepped in, the door closing behind us.
The door whooshed open, and she stood there.
"Did we move?" she asked, looking around as though it was hidden camera time.
I laughed and tugged her out.
"It is pretty fast, eh?"
We stepped into the vestibule, which was open to the penthouse. Wren waited there again.
"This is it? There's no door with numbers? Apartment numbers?"
"This is the penthouse. It's the whole floor." I dropped my keys on the table. "You can come in further, my little Wren."
"You live here. In the penthouse."
It was more of a statement than a question. And she didn't wait for an answer. She walked over the wall of floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked the city.
"I'm rich. You don't have to worry about anything anymore."
She nodded, still gazing out the window. I wrapped my arms around her from behind.
"I bet it's beautiful at night."
"It is. The lights seem to twinkle. You can stay the night to find out," I said hopefully.
She wrapped her arms over mine and leaned into me. "I can't. I have to mix dough this evening for tomorrow morning's bake."
"Right," I nodded. "The bakery keeps you tied up. Have you ever thought of doing anything else?"
"Sometimes I get tired of it, but I don't know what to do. It makes a living, and I like the people. I'd miss them the most."
I believed that. She was the most empathetic person I knew. She didn't even realize I'd learned so much about myself from her. I would never be able to wash the filth off of me, but I have room to become a better person. And I do want to be a better person for her.
I felt her stress building and nuzzled the side of her neck.
Just then, we heard, "Trrrririppippippppppp."
"Pasqualina! Did you miss me, baby? I want you to meet Wren. You two will get along just fine," I said, my words nearly drowning out her locomotive purr.
"Oh my god, I didn't know you had a cat! I love kitties," she said, taking Pasqualina out of my arms. Griselda snuggled right against her chest and turned the purring up a notch. She petted her sleek, smooth black coat. "You have a panther, and you named her Pasqualina?" she said incredulously.
"Well yeah," I shrugged. "It's Italian."
"No kidding," she laughed.
"Do you want a tour?"
The penthouse was large. Way too much for me even when I lived here, but I bought it as an investment. I also never thought there would be someone else in my life to consider.
"This is all pretty amazing, Jam," she said several times, still carrying Pasqualina in her arms.
But do you like it?
I looked around and realized it was a bit sterile. Black and chrome were predominant throughout the whole place.
"I think it could use redecorating. Or updated. Or something."
She neither agreed nor disagreed. She was still pretty wide-eyed.
"You stay right here," I said, setting her down at the kitchen island. "Get whatever you want out of the refrigerator!"
Several minutes later, I returned to her sitting in the same place. I held up a red silk handkerchief.
"I have to blindfold you for the surprise."
She dutifully stood up and let me tie it on. I led her through the bedroom and into my bathroom. I faced her toward the bathtub and removed her blindfold.
She blinked and looked around.
"Whoa, that's the biggest bathtub I've ever seen," she gawked. "And filled with bubbles for me?"
I chuckled. "Yes, for you. I'd love to join you after I'm healed, though. Give me a rain check?"
She nodded, and I began to pull her t-shirt over her head.
"Mmm, those bubbles smell good. What is that?"
"Not sure. Something my Dad got me for Christmas. He insists on buying me presents, no matter how useful," I laughed.
She stood before me naked, and I was happy she was comfortable. I held her hand while she stepped in.
"Ohhhhh," she moaned, sinking into the warm water. I turned the air jets on, and she squealed. "Scared me!" she giggled.
I placed the bath pillow behind her head, and she closed her eyes. Now I see why Dad gave me this stuff, not for me, but for a lady that might appear in my life. He's got my back, no matter what.
I gathered a few more pieces of clothing, an extra laptop, and other things from my office. I made a mental note to add an alarm to her apartment.
She padded barefoot into my office, wrapped in my oversized terry robe. She looked so damn sexy it almost doubled me over. I wanted to keep her here. Lock her in the penthouse.
We just hung out the rest of the day until it was time for her to mix the dough at the bakery.
I ushered her in the bakery door, told her to lock it behind me, and that I was going for a walk.
Joey answered on the first ring.
"Hey, stranger," he laughed. "I hope you got a job for me. It's getting boring doing nothing."
"Whattaya mean? You're wheeling dealing real estate!" I laughed. "And that's just why I called.
"I want you to check on a building for me." I gave him the address.
"Is it listed?" he asked.
"Nah, but I'm sure they have a price. Find it. Hopefully, they'll be cooperative,"
I could almost hear him shrug over the phone. "If not, I'll convince them."
"That's my boy." He laughed, knowing I was taking a page from my Dad's book.
"On it!"
When I returned to the bakery, she shaped the dough and put it in the refrigerator in those baskets. I admired her efficiency. Not a wasted movement.
"My little Wren," I said, smiling. She looked at me suspiciously, and I laughed. "I know you didn't like the surprise of the door locks."
She swiped the back of her hand across her forehead, leaving a streak of white flour, and I stopped at a quick smile.
"I'd like to have a security system installed."
"What?! Why!?"
I shrugged casually. I didn't want her to know how much danger she could be and how quickly it could happen.
"I'd just feel better about it. Knowing you were safe there."
She rolled her eyes, but before I could say anything, she said, "Okay, fine. Do what you want."
"Thanks," I said, Then added, "Don't think that lets you off the hook for that eye roll."
"Yeah yeah," she said, dismissing me.
This time it was me that rolled my eyes.
Later that evening, Joey texted that the deal was set. No rough stuff, just a few G's over what it was worth—more than fine by me.
I now owned the building and the lease on her bakery.
.
.***.***.***.
Wren
.***.***.***.
.
I WATCHED HIM HUNCHED OVER THE LAPTOP AT THE IMPROVISED DESK IN MY LIVING ROOM. After seeing his penthouse, I thought this apartment must seem like a closet to him. Yet he never complained or acted uncomfortable there. He made do.
I was learning to pick my battles with Jam. I knew many more to come, but when you love someone, you learn to be flexible. An alarm system wasn't worth arguing about, and he was right. It just makes living safer.
Not sure when it occurred to me that I was in love with him. That he always made me feel protected, even when he wasn't going out of his way to do it. Just his presence. I was aware that it was a double-edged sword. I was in more danger with him around than before him. I was okay with that, too, as long as we were together.
His black suit jacket hung over the back of the chair, and his sleeves were rolled to his elbow, revealing the light dusting of black hair on his forearms. He was comfortable wearing his expensive suit pants and imported Italian leather shoes even around here.
"That's some deep thinking, my little Wren," he said, smiling.
I hadn't noticed that he was looking at me. I was on the sofa curled up with a book, and Pasqualina was in my lap, sleeping.
"There were a few things I wanted to talk to you about." I put my bookmark in place and closed the book. "Along the lines of being safe... Don't you even think about rolling your eyes," he laughed.
"Go on," I said dutifully.
"I talked to my martial arts instructor; he can show you a few moves. Just for self-protection." I didn't let my face react, so he went on. "And I want you to learn to shoot and start to carry a pistol," he said in a rush of words.
I chewed on my lower lip and thought.
If I want to spend the rest of my life with you, I'd better do both, hmm?
I loved the shocked look on his face.
"Are you proposing to me?" he said, his face a range of emotions between awe, excitement, and disbelief.
"I guess I am," I shrugged. "I love you so----"
He was across the room in a flash and had me on his lap. He winced, and I changed position off his wounded thigh.
"I love you too, Wren—more than anything. I want to spend the rest of my life with you. Loving you and protecting you."
We kissed. Made out like two teenagers.
He framed my face with his hands and looked into my eyes.
"And yes, I'll marry you, my love, my little Wren."
.
.***.***.***.
Jam
.***.***.***.
.
WE SHOWERED AND WENT TO BED EARLY THAT NIGHT. The gunshot wound prohibited me from doing any tremendous sexual stunts, but Wren was more than happy to take over.
"I need to taste you, my love," I whispered.
She positioned herself over me, opening that sweet pussy to my mouth. I nibbled on her smooth swollen lips, already covered with her juices. I tongued her clit and watched her squeeze and knead her tits. I slid my hands up the front of her body and pinched her nipples.
She moaned and rubbed her dripping cunt on my face. I lapped rhythmically, took her higher quickly, then flicked her hard nub and sent her over the edge.
She caught her breath and moved down to straddle my cock.
"Mmm, I can taste myself," she whispered after she kissed me, and I smiled. "But now I have to have you inside me."
She held my cock and slid down, grinding to get me as deep as possible. We both moaned. Her pussy was impossibly tight, and each up-and-down stroke milked the cum up and sent me higher. I bucked, driving deep into her, and winced when a shot of pain reminded me about my wound.
She leaned, placed her hands on my shoulders, and rocked, rubbing my cock on her clit. Her breasts swayed, and I cupped them in my hands, pinching and twisting her nipples. Her cunt contracted on my cock each time I did it, and she flushed and groaned.
"Harder!" she commanded.
I pinched her nipples, pulling them longer then twisting. A vibrating moan came from her lips, and she bounced and vibrated her whole body on my cock. My balls tightened, and I grunted each pump of my seed into her. I vaguely heard her wavering mew as she rocketed off with me.
I groaned when I pulled her against me, and she snuggled in.
"I can't wait for this to heal so I can participate," I growled, and she laughed. "Think that's funny, do you?!" I tickled her, and she giggled.
"It's just sorta fun actually to see a weakness in you."
I had to think about that one for a while. Is that how she sees me, I wondered. Always tough? I suppose I was because I had to be. I couldn't afford to show any shortcomings in my life. Not to my friends nor family, and certainly not to anyone I dealt with. That's why few screwed with me because they knew what I was capable of.
But was that a side of me I wanted to hide from, Wren. I decided I needed to be honest and open, no matter what.
"You just wait until I get healed, my little Wren," I said with warning.
She snuggled against me and promptly fell asleep. I was wide awake, considering the ramifications of taking our relationship public.
Once the alarm was installed, the only breach would be the bakery. I hoped to have more control since I now owned the building.
The next day I called Dad.
"Hey, hey, I've got news you're going to want to hear, Dad."
"You found someone that will provide me with grandbabies," he promptly said.
"Dad, chill with that, would you? I have met someone, and we are going to get married."
"When are you bringing her here so I can officially meet her?"
"Well, I'm not sure. There are a lot of loose ends here that need to be tied up, not to mention she works six days a week."
"She'll soon quit to take care of my boy," he puffed his chest. "You're rich. She doesn't need to work!"
"We'll see, Dad. I gotta go. I picked up a new piece of real estate and have to go check it all out. Talk later! Love you," I said, guilty for cutting the call short.
The bakery was getting ready to close, and I walked in and tossed a folder on the work table.
"What's that?"
"It's a change in your monthly lease."
"Oh no," she said worriedly, wiping her hands and picking up the folder.
She leafed through the pages as the light dawned on her.
"You bought the building? The whole building?"
I nodded.
"There were a few things I was considering and wanted to run past you." She crossed her arms across her chest and waited. "First thing is we both need a new place to live. Your apartment is too small. And with Pasqualina here too. And mine is too big and too far away. I think you love what you do and don't want to give it up." Her face softened at those words. She didn't think I got her. "It looks like, with some work, we can comfortably live on the second floor of this building."
Her face lit up. "Really? I didn't think you liked this neighborhood. I don't want you to relocate if it's not what you want."
"I want you and want to live with you wherever that may be. Period."
"Oh!" She came over and flung her arms around my neck. "I love you so much."
"Love you too, baby," I whispered, nuzzling her neck and holding her close.
"We can have an architect draw up some plans."
"It'll be very industrial, huh?" I could tell she was already dreaming, which made me so damn happy.
The aunts and uncles were already texting, so I knew my Dad had been busy with announcements. It made me a little more nervous because although the family knew I had a lady, so did my enemies. And what better way to get to me than through the woman I love.
"You don't look happy," she said, a frown creasing her forehead.
"I'm happy, baby. Just thinking of what all needs to be done yet!" I looked into her eyes. "I want you to meet with the martial arts instructor this week, okay?"
"Sure, of course." She still looked worried. "Is there something more I should know?"
"Nothing you aren't already aware of. Now that our relationship is public, we have to be more aware of careful. I'll be having Joey look in on you if I'm going to be away for any length of time."
I knew who would most likely pull any shit and already had Joey tracking the goons.
"I will be more careful, don't worry. And you promised to teach me how to shoot."
"I'll be with you, but I'm having an instructor train you. You and I will be hitting the range together."
"Okay then. Hey, it's time to close up and go home!"
After we left the bakery, a crew installed bulletproof glass in the two front windows and door. The alarm service updated the old alarm and added several panic buttons. While the building was being remodeled, many safeguards would be built in. The gun range would be built in since the building was nearly a city block.
.
.***.***.***.
Wren
.***.***.***.
.
SINCE I HAD NO FAMILY, I HAD NO ONE TO SHARE THE NEWS WITH. I lived in foster homes, and although I was always treated well, none of them kept in touch with me after I left. I was used to being on my own until Jam came into my life.
"I made enough lasagna. I invited Joey and his wife for dinner and picked up a salad and dessert."



Jam was busy in the kitchen and knew where everything was by now.
"Here?" I squeaked. I was sure Joey had seen the penthouse or certainly knew about it. He'd think Jam was marrying someone from the slums.
He stopped and looked at me. "Yeah, here. You're upset."
I shook my head and turned to shower and change for the company. I flipped through the clothes in my closet and realized I had nothing but clothes that I wear in the bakery, practical, and hang around here clothing. I cringed. It was going to be worse than I thought.
Sofia was drop-dead gorgeous but as sweet as she was beautiful. She wore jeans and a white T-shirt, like an outfit from Saks. Thick black wavy hair fell below her shoulders, and colossal navy-blue eyes shaded by thick black eyelashes—just a perfect amount of makeup. I didn't even own makeup. But she made me feel comfortable and like we'd known each other forever.
I had a friend.
Later, Jam told me he was happy because not only was she gorgeous, but she was an ace at martial arts, proficient in handling firearms, and usually had a knife or two on her. She was raised in the family and learned to protect and care for herself at a young age.
She stopped by the bakery the next day, and I taught her how to make bread, and she took me shopping.
I set the alarm and locked the shop, and she pulled her black Jaguar to the curb. She filled me in on the family and what to expect. She told me she was as excited to meet me as I was to meet her and that we don't associate with those, not within the circle. We were the only two women because there were few in this town, and they weren't married.
"You'll be introduced when you go meet Jam's Dad in New York. That's where most of them are."
"I'm nervous about that," I confided.
"They'll love you! Jam's Dad has wanted him to find a nice girl and settle down," she laughed.
She helped me carry all the shopping bags into the apartment and said her goodbyes. I was surprised that Jam wasn't home yet. Pasqualina altered between cleaning her exquisite coal-black fur and watching me as I began to go through my new clothes. They were all piled on the bed when he walked in.
"I see you enjoyed your day with Sofia!"
"I did. She's so nice. I've not had many friends," I admitted.
In the weeks ahead, my life was a whirlwind. Between the martial arts and firearm instruction, Jam and I went to the range every few days until he was confident I could handle and use a gun.
We approved the architect's plans, and the workers swarmed the building like bees, making great strides almost daily.
I enjoyed keeping my bakery schedule which kept my nerves at bay.
The bell on the door tinkled.
"Hey hey hey," Joey said, coming in, his eyes darting around.
He looked like the poster boy for the mob. You've seen black hair, rugged, big, menacing, and everything else in the film clips. Just the fact he was here concerned me because Jam said Joey would look in on me if he couldn't be around.
"Where's Jam," I asked, knowing that was why he was here.
"He had to make a run to New York on business. He wanted me to look in on you. Besides Jam killing me, Sofia would kick my ass if I didn't." His laugh was rusty like he didn't use it often.
Thanks, Joey. I'm good. I'll lock up soon and head home. It's all alarmed and heavily locked," I chuckled.
"Yeah, well, I'm not too comfortable letting you walk to your apartment by yourself," he said, looking around like someone snuck in.
"I'll be fine. Even Jam lets me do it by myself sometimes."
.
.***.***.***.
Jam
.***.***.***.
.
LAST MINUTE I WAS CALLED TO MEET WITH A COUPLE OF NEW YORK BOSSES. Dad and I went to a nondescript house in the Bronx. They wanted me to add to my territory. The last guy didn't work out, and I didn't ask what happened to him. It likely wasn't good.
We shook hands on it. Dad and I stopped for a quick dinner before I headed back.
The emergency number that Joey and I set up shrilly vibrated my phone. I tensed and picked it up.
"They got her, boss. They snatched her outside her apartment. I'm watching the video now, but it looks like La Rossa's goons."
The guy I whacked.
We're leaving now. Dad was already on the phone with his boys, and they'd catch up with us on the interstate.
Dad rode with me in the Lexus, and as promised, three black SUV's fell into place behind us.
Joey kept the line open, verifying that La Rossa's gang grabbed her and where they were usually holed up. Joey was on the way there to check it out. Dad stayed in touch with the SUV's that not only carried four men each but an arsenal.
I knew La Rossa wouldn't have that many men. He was small-time, and without his leadership, his goons were retaliating in a clusterfuck sort of way.
When we pulled in, our fifteen men didn't take long to surround the old warehouse. Joey's prior surveillance had the doors marked that they used.
One of Dad's men pulled out a long tube, and I started, but Dad put a hand on my arm. It nearly knocked him off his feet when a fireball shot out and landed on the roof with the loudest retort I'd ever heard that made my ears ring.
La Rossa's men came running out like scared little girls, and our men took them down. We didn't know how many were still in the building, so we gained entry once we walked by the bullet-riddled bodies. Not knowing how many men remained, we were careful while looking for Wren.
A single shot rang out, and we ran down the dark hallway through long unused equipment. There was an open door, and we sidled around it, passing two guys in a thickening pool of their own blood.
I kicked the last door in and saw movement in a shadowy corner. It was Wren.
"Stop! It's Wren. She's here," I warned the others so they didn't come in with a hail of gunfire.
I ran over and gathered her in my arms. Her face was splattered with blood.
"Oh my god, are you alright, baby?" I said, hugging and rocking her.
"Yyyyeah," she said, her voice trembling. "Not my blood." I looked down and saw her pistol on the floor beside her.
"You were the one that shot them?"
She nodded. "After running outside, these two stayed but weren't watching me. I could get the gun out of my boot. I snuck to the door and shot them."
"He he he." I heard Dad's baritone chuckle behind me. "That's a good way to start, young lady, with the small-time. The next time you'll take them all down."
"Next time?" she squeaked.
.
.***.***.***.
Wren
.***.***.***.
.
IT ALL HAPPENED SO FAST THAT I DIDN'T HAVE TIME TO REACT. Rough hands grabbed me, and something went over my head and covered my eyes. It must have been a van because I heard the door slide after they threw me in the back.
My head slammed against something, and it began to throb. I didn't know how many there were. They didn't talk. They drove fast, and I slid side to side as they careened around corners. I didn't fight when they grabbed me under the arms and ankles and carried me inside.
I pretended to be knocked out so they'd relax. It gave me time to think. Thankfully, they didn't check me for weapons because I had my pistol in one boot and a knife in the other. Thanks to Sofia's suggestions.
It worked because they didn't bother to tie me up. They threw me into a room and slammed the door. I took the towel off my head, but it was pitch black.
At least an hour passed, and I wondered if they asked for ransom or what they wanted with me. I wasn't worried because I knew Jam would come for me, but I planned on taking care of myself before that if I could.
I gingerly felt the knot on my head, but at least it quit throbbing. Until whatever hit the roof. It was so loud that my ears were still ringing. I heard footsteps running and crawled to the door, cracking it open enough to look out. All the guys left but two.
One of them turned, noticed the door was cracked open, and put his hand on his holstered gun. But they weren't smart enough to pat me down, so he was unprepared. His lips curled in a wolfish sneer until he saw the barrel pointed at him.
Jam's mantra was stuck in my head. Shoot to kill. I did shoot right between those thick black eyebrows.
The other guy was off guard as well. His gun was still holstered when he came in. When he looked down to see his partner crumpled on the floor, he collapsed in a bloody heap on top of him.
Their bodies were in the way, but I pushed the door closed as much as possible. I sat on my ass, knees up and arms propped to steady the gun in my hands because I was afraid the other men would come back and find them dead and kill me. I prayed Jam would get here before that.
I heard scuffling, and the door flew open. The light from the other room blinded me for a moment, but I still had the pistol steadied and pointed at the door.
"Wren, Wren, it's me, baby!"
Jam climbed over the pile of bodies, followed by another man, an older version of Jam. It was Pasquale Salvatore Matteo—Jam's Dad.
The first time meeting my future father-in-law wasn't exactly a scene from a Hallmark movie, but I'd guess he'd prefer something out of The Godfather anyhow.
Later, when we were home and cuddled in Jam's arms, I asked, "So, did your Dad think I was good enough for his son?"
He laughed loudly. "He was pretty damn impressed, my little Wren. He told me it was a helluva way to get into the family. So, you got his full approval. Probably more than anyone ever has that was not blood-related."
"Someday, you'll have to tell me how Pasqualina got her name. I can guess, but I'm sure the story will be much better."
.
.***.***.***.
Wren & Jam
.***.***.***.
.
THE WEDDING WAS HELD IN NEW YORK. The security was high, the alcohol flowed, and the celebration was loud and Italian. Best of all, no shots were fired.
Pasqual proudly paid for it all. The bakery intake couldn't cover a four hundred dollars a head wedding venue, anyhow. And Pasqual wanted only the best for his new daughter-in-law.
It was decided that Wren was probably the only bride celebrated at her wedding reception for the guys she plugged right before her wedding.
The wedding night was all we dreamt it would be. And Wren paid up for all those eye rolls.
Jam and Wren will spend the rest of their lives together doing what they want to do without any of those little annoyances running around.
And the rest? They knew not to fuck with Wren.

~the end~
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He said, "I'll love you til I die"
She told him, "You'll forget in time"
As the years went slowly by
She still preyed upon his mind
He kept her picture on his wall
Went half crazy now and then
But he still loved her through it all
Hoping she'd come back again
He kept some letters by his bed
Dated 1962
He had underlined in red
Every single 'I love you'
I went to see him just today
Oh but I didn't see no tears
All dressed up to go away
First time I'd seen him smile in years
He stopped loving her today
They placed a wreath upon his door
And soon they'll carry him away
He stopped loving her today
You know she came to see him one last time
Oh, and we all wondered if she would
And it kept runnin' through my mind
This time, he's over her for good
He stopped loving her today
They placed a wreath upon his door
And soon they'll carry him away
He stopped loving her today

He Stopped Loving Her Today


.


(If My Songs Could Bring You Back)

.
Midnight,
I heard your song playing on the jukebox at the diner yesterday. Brought back a lot of memories of us. It was a lifetime ago, but it felt like old times for a minute.
Then the song ended, and I looked up to see the man sitting across from me wasn't you. That's when it really hit ​me that it's over between us for good.
I'm not mad or bitter about how things turned out. You followed your dreams just like we always said we would. I really am happy for you and all you've accomplished.
But our story came to an end a long time ago. Too much time has passed. You've moved on to your new life, and so have I.
We had some good years together I'll never forget. But soon, those memories will fade. And one day, you'll wake up and struggle to recall my face or the sound of my voice.
I loved you so much. I truly did.
So this is goodbye for good. You'll forget in time.
Sara
.
.
EARLIER
1980
.
"Travis, I really want to sign up for the talent show, but I can't do it without you!" I ran to follow him down the hall, my cowboy boots thudding on the shiny terrazzo floor. "All you have to do is play your guitar!"
He stopped at his locker, and I barreled into him. "Look, Sara, I'm not that good yet. I practice every day, but learning it all takes time."
"Pleaseeeeeee," I begged, comically batting my eyes and twisting my blonde braid. He slammed the locker door and leaned against it.
"Okay, yeah, I'll do it," he grumped with a smile. "Let me know what song you want to sing soon so I can practice it." He started to walk away. "Oh, and it has to be country."
"But of course," I grinned, giving him the thumbs up. As the first bell rang, I hugged my books and ran to my next class.
We both had just turned eighteen and were graduating in a few days. Life could be no better.
.
Several nights later, Travis came over to practice. He spent the first twenty minutes regaling my parents about how he planned to go to Nashville and rock the country world.
"C'mon, we have to practice this! I want to win!" I said, growing impatient.
We practiced every day until the night before the talent show. We were as good as we were going to be.
I met Travis backstage because even though I was a senior, my parents still insisted on driving me there. They were older, and I was their only child. They had always been overprotective.
He was sitting on a folding chair in the corner, softly strumming, and I caught my bottom lip between my teeth, taking in how handsome he was.
"You're channeling Patsy, huh? Not." he laughed, looking me up and down. I put my hand on my hip and twirled. White boots and hat, with a blue jeans skirt and a white blouse, the western yoke ablaze with pink sequins I sewed on myself.
"I am her! With my own style!" We both laughed.
We listened to our music teacher say we were up first. We stood nervously. Our fingers clasped in a lifeline between us. Just before he started our introduction, Travis leaned over and kissed me. I didn't have time to react because they were pulling the curtain back.
"Ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls, welcome to our annual Lincoln High talent show extravaganza! We have a fantastic lineup of talented students tonight, and I guarantee you're in for a treat. Now, let's get this show started! Our first act tonight is a dynamic duo who will take us on a journey with their mesmerizing voices. Please give a warm round of applause to Travis and Sara!"
The stage lights glared as we walked out, momentarily stealing my sight. I blinked rapidly, shadows and bright spots dancing across my eyes. Beside me, I heard Travis mutter as the glare washed over him, too. We stopped, squinting and disoriented. But the cheering and applause from the crowd guided us forward.
I blinked hard, willing my vision to adjust. As the dark, fuzzy audience began to form, their smiles clapping sharpened, revving my adrenaline. Travis's hand found mine again, steadying me. I managed a grin as we waved, still half-blinded by the brilliant lights shining down.
The crowd's energy continued to excite us. In that glow, Travis's grin lit up his face, reassuring me.
Step by step, eyes slowly adapting, we made our way to the microphone amid the thunderous applause. Now, making out the audience that moments ago had been hidden in darkness. We raised our clasped hands high, waving excitedly to the blur of faces basking in the same glow that had blinded us just seconds before.
"So, Travis and Sara, what song have you chosen to grace us tonight?"
Travis dipped his head to the microphone and said, "Well, tonight, we're going to sing "I Go Walkin' After Midnight" by the legendary Patsy Cline." I admired how comfortable Travis was onstage already.
"Excellent choice! Patsy Cline's timeless melodies have a way of touching our hearts. Are you two big fans of her music?"
I calmed my nerves and said, "Absolutely! Patsy's voice has inspired us, and we've always admired her incredible talent."
"I have no doubt we'll be blown away. So, without further ado, let's give it up for Travis and Sara as they take us on a magical journey with "I Go Walkin' After Midnight!"
​We took our places, smiling at each other. I started slowly tapping my foot while Travis began gentle, melancholic strumming, creating a dreamy and nostalgic atmosphere​, then smoothly into a country twang ​with sliding notes and melodic bends​.
The stage lights beat down, highlighting each speck of dust in the air. I could smell the sweet citrus scent of the cleaners used to mop the aged planks just hours before.
Travis began gently finger-picking his melancholy chords, his fingers gently caressing the strings. I held the microphone and closed my eyes as he slid up the neck into a twanging bend, letting the crying steel notes resonate through me. His playing was haunting yet beautiful - it stabbed at my heart but also soothed it.
As the music smoothly shifted, his guitar spoke in a lively country twang, full of soul. The melody lifted my spirits, injecting energy into my veins. Travis expertly danced his fingers across the frets, the instrument becoming an extension of his spirit. His playing perfectly accented my vocals, supporting them as though he were singing with me.
In his hands, the guitar expressed a range of human emotions - at times weepingly sad, at others bursting with hopefulness. And Travis knew precisely how to complement my voice with his playing. His chords resonated with my essence; his licks elevated my melodies. With him by my side, his guitar fills the spaces between my lyrical lines.
It was at that moment that I felt our music could accomplish anything.
"I go out walkin' after midnight," I began​ in practiced perfect timing, my voice gaining strength with each phrase, rising and falling with the tender melody.
Travis embellished with subtle riffs, supporting my melody perfectly in a way only he could. I swayed gently. Travis's guitar was my guiding star. With each word, I poured my heart into the song, connecting with the audience.
"...Searching for you."
As the final notes hung in the air, the silence was broken by thunderous applause.
We clasped our hands and bowed. I blew kisses, and someone ran to the stage with a bouquet of colorful wildflowers.
We shouted a thank you and ran backstage.
Travis dropped into the folding chair and pulled me onto his lap. We just looked at each other, breathless, feeling the same exuberance.
"That was some shit, eh girl?" he said, shaking his head. I was on the verge of tears. My throat was closed with emotion. He pulled me against him, and we kissed.
We watched the acts come and go, getting more nervous by the minute. There were some good acts, so the competition was stiff. Ultimately, everyone anxiously gathered behind the curtain, ready to run out if they heard their name called.
"Ladies and gentlemen, put your hands together for our incredible duo, Sara and Travis! They have just won our high school talent show with their mesmerizing performance of "I Go Walkin' After Midnight"! Let's give them another round of applause for their outstanding talent!"
We ran out, waved, and bowed, laughing at the antics of our friends.
Sara and Travis, that was absolutely phenomenal! Your rendition of "I Go Walkin' After Midnight" left us all spellbound. You two are a match made in musical heaven! Now, I have some fantastic news for everyone here. The judges and the audience loved your performance so much that they wanted to hear more!
We looked at each other and laughed while they started stomping their feet.
​"Are you up for it? Can we have another dose of your musical magic?​"
I looked at Travis, and he nodded, and I said, "Oh, absolutely! ​H​ow about a little Waylon and Willie?!"​
We laughed as the crowd jumped to their feet and began to shout.
Travis leaned into the microphone and said, "It would be our pleasure!"
The cheers still echoed as we retook the stage for an encore. Travis stepped up to the mic, bathed in a lone spotlight.
"Y'all have been so amazing tonight. We will leave you with one more," Travis said, flashing a dimpled grin that elicited girly squeals from the crowd.
He slung his worn acoustic over his shoulder and finger-picked a bluesy intro. ​The beat increased, and I did a little country footwork.
Travis leaned into the mic, unleashing his gritty tenor on the first verse, "A long time forgotten, are dreams that just fell by the wayside..."
​The ​audience began to clap to the well-known song. I joined him in the chorus, our voices blending smoothly like honey and whiskey. We played off each other's energy, carried by the crowd's enthusiasm.
Travis took the next verse, emoting with a raspy soul. As we sang the chorus together again, I felt overwhelmed by the sense that this was exactly where we belonged.
The auditorium thundered with applause as the last notes rang out.
Travis told my parents he would bring me home later, and they consented, allowing this to be our night. On the way, he pulled into a favorite local parking spot. Other cars were there already. Windows steamed up.
Travis cut the engine and leaned back with a dazed grin. "I can't believe what just happened up on that stage. Did you hear the crowd?"
With a wide grin, I replied, "I know, right? It's like a dream come true. The crowd's reaction was incredible." The memory of the cheering audience lingered in my mind, leaving me in awe of the response we received to our singing. Travis pulled me closer to his side, and his warmth reassured me that this was all real.
We began to kiss, and with the pent-up adrenalin, it turned hot quickly. My pink sequined blouse fell to the truck's floorboard, my bra on top.
"Oh baby," he breathed, tracing the outline of my nipples with his fingertips. "They're beautiful."
I was inexperienced, but I felt the tingle between my legs. Travis was the first to see me like this, and I wavered from embarrassment to feelings I couldn't decipher.
When he latched onto my nipple and began to suck and bite, I gasped but held his head against my chest. My breasts were more prominent than the other girls my age, which embarrassed me until now.
He began to kiss me again, fumbling with his pants. He pushed my skirt above my waist and slipped his hand in my panties.
"Oh god, Sara, you're so wet." I was. Embarrassingly so.
"I know. I'm sorry."
"Baby, there's nothing to be sorry about," he murmured against my lips. "Touch me," he said, guiding my hand down and wrapping my fingers around the rigid, throbbing flesh. I jerked away, startled. "It's okay, baby."
His fingers began to work between my legs, sending jolts of electricity through my body. My nipples tightened painfully. I reached for the heat between his legs and tentatively wrapped my hand around it. My thumb brushed the tip, wiping at the thick liquid that was weeping out.
"Oh yeah, Sara... Do it just like that... Up and down..."
At that moment, his finger worked magically, and I fell apart and had spasms of pleasure. My ears roared. My excitement kept me rubbing him while another wave of pleasure hit me.
I vaguely heard him grunt and felt the hard pumping of his hot fluid as it squirted over my hand.
It all took only a matter of a few minutes, but it seemed like in those few minutes, I became another person. I experienced something I'd never had before.
It was too much for one night, and I promised to relive it all later.
.
True to his word, the phone started ringing nonstop the following day with gig offers. First, a wedding, then the Roadhouse Bar & Grill asking if we could play weekend sets. I nervously mentioned our age.
"No problem, we have permits for live music," the gruff owner assured us. "Just leave the booze to the patrons." We laughed at the irony, knowing that our talent would shine brighter than any drink could.
The whirlwind had picked us up. My parents cautiously gave their blessing on one condition - I stayed focused on my schoolwork. That was no problem. It was the end of high school, and I didn't need college with raw talent like mine.
At school, kids pointed and whispered in the halls. We were suddenly minor celebrities.
Graduation day approached, and with it, the turning point in our lives. Travis got work at the foundry, just for now. We were Nashville-bound soon enough! His charisma drew crowds of adoring girls, but I never worried. We were in this together, our names destined for stadium marquees.
As the weeks passed, the excitement of graduation and the promise of Nashville hung in the air. We were ready to chase our dreams, armed with our love for each other and the belief that we could conquer the world with our music. The road ahead might be uncertain, but the fire in our hearts burned brighter than ever, and we couldn't wait to make our mark in the world of country music.
The stage was set, and our journey was about to begin.
.
.
My dearest love, Midnight,
I am writing this first letter to you with a smile and joy in my heart. I know it's barely been a day since we said goodbye, yet I already ache for your touch. But that ache is dwarfed by my excitement. This is just the start of our journey that will lead us both to Nashville fame hand in hand!
I keep picturing your face on that big stage, guitars blazing, voice bellowing out to adoring crowds. And me right there beside you, harmonizing perfectly like we were born to do. It's going to be magical, baby. Our stars will rise together. I just know it.
For now, focus on getting yourself settled in the music city. Rub elbows, and make connections. But leave a spot up there in the lights for ​me, you hear? I'll be working hard and saving up before joining you as quickly as possible. Ain't nothing can stop this dream now.​ I love you so much.
Write me as soon as y​ou get in so I know you made it safe. I'll be waiting by that mailbox. Distance ain't nothing when our love links us close as ever. Let the music play on!
I love you.
Yours forever,
Sara
.
.
Travis and I worked up a lengthy set list to begin. We were busy and had to remember our jobs and the times we played. Travis turned down more than he wanted, putting him in a bad mood.
"I wish I didn't have to work at that damn foundry," he said one night after we ran through some new songs. "I'm wasting my time there." He paced around his parent's basement. "What if we got a band together, baby?"
The excitement in his eyes pulled me right in. "That would be great, Trav. More musicians mean we can play songs better."
He flopped on the couch next to me and pulled me against him. "We have a big future ahead of us, baby. Just you and me. But I think we need to get other instruments going. Maybe a steel guitar, drums, a fiddle would be great too."
I put my head on his shoulder and said, "I can learn to play rhythm. You can teach me."
"I need you, baby," he said, kissing my neck.
"Mmm," I moaned.
I knew my innocence wasn't a turn-on to him. I talked to the other girls, and they said boys like experienced girls. They all related their own sexual times.
Travis took his clothes off and waited until I removed mine.
He spread my thighs and rubbed my clit until I moaned out an orgasm, then he pushed in. His breath rasped in my ear while he fucked me.
All I could think about was I wished we would have been here instead of his truck for the first time. I had to sneak past my Mom and Dad with blood on my skirt that night. After that, he took me to a woman's clinic for birth control pills.
"Oh baby, here I come!" he grunted, and his wet heat filled me.
"I love you, Travis."
"Love you too, baby."
I couldn't help but think there was more.
.
We began to play community events in the park on Sundays, which got us a lot of notice. The following weekend was the club that initially called us. I had to start writing it down on my calendar to keep track.
"Hey baby, I got us a steel guitar player that plays fiddle too!"



I wasn't off work yet, so he sat at the counter. I poured him coffee and said, "Nice, I love steel."
"If you want to learn rhythm, I'll teach you." He took a sip of his steaming coffee. "You'd be perfect up front with a guitar and beautiful voice."
"Thank you, Trav," I said, feeling like it was coming together and I was part of it.
"I'm gonna scoot. I need to talk to a bass player and a drummer today." He leaned across the counter and kissed me. "Things are looking up, Sara!" he shouted as he walked out the door.
.
.
My Dearest Midnight,
I walked by the old music hall yesterday and imagined our names on the marquee together someday. We always said we'd take that stage side by side.
My heart aches being apart from you, but I understand why you had to chase this dream. And I believe in your talent with all my heart and I love you with all my heart. Your voice was made for those lights.
As for me, I've been writing a lot since you left. Songs about our memories, our time together, our future. I played some new songs at the local bar's open mic night. Folks wondered why I wasn't on stage because I'm so good. They wouldn't believe it if I told them about us at the Rattlesnake.
Makes me think that maybe, just maybe, I could make it out there with you someday. Once you make it big, you can help me in Nashville. You'll know all the right people. We could tour the country together, just like you and me planned under the stars all those nights.
I know it's a long shot. But I gotta keep chasing this dream too. Who knows - you might open for me someday! I'm just teasing, but wouldn't that be something?
Anyway, I'll let you go. Break a leg on that new album of yours. Just know this small-town girl is rooting for you.
I love you.
Yours forever,
Sara
.
.
Once we had steel guitar, fiddle and drummer, and bass backup, we became even more popular, and Travis had to turn down bookings. We played everything from neighborhood gatherings in the park to the county fair to fundraisers. Anything that would get our music out there.
We found a small rental shack and moved in together. It wasn't much, but me and Travis were together. The band also came here for practice, and I worked on my guitar lessons from Travis.
I strummed my guitar when Travis slammed the phone in the cradle and barked, "Working around everyone's jobs is a pain in the ass. We could do more gigs if everyone could be more flexible."
"We have to do the same thing, babe. Everyone has to work." I put my arms around him. "It'll work out. We can't be in a hurry. It's gonna take time."
Agitated, he tore away from me and began to pace. "We're gonna need a van. Something to take all of our equipment."
We found a few used speakers, and more helpful ​Travis scored monitors from a band that was breaking up, which helped me. As we played in bigger crowds, I sometimes found it difficult to hear the music. Now, I can listen to myself better. Now, we loaded it all in the back of his pickup truck, but rain could be a problem, besides his pickup being on its last leg.
"I'll tell Daddy to keep an eye out for one at work." He was a car salesman at the local Chevy dealership and would look for a used van for us.
"It has to be damn cheap for us to afford one."
"I know," I said gently. "Hey," I said, picking up my guitar again. "Can you help me run the chords again?" Travis bought a new guitar and gave me his old one, which worked perfectly.
"Alright, let's run through those open chords again," Travis said​.
I clutched the fretboard nervously. "I've still got calluses from practicing all week, but my fingers feel clumsy today."
"​You're doing great," he reassured. "Now show me an A chord."
I hesitantly arranged my fingers and strummed. Travis nodded. "Good. Now G chord." I formed the shape and strummed again.
"That's it, keep going." I fumbled through the chords as he called them out, occasionally buzzing the strings imperfectly.
At times, Travis gently adjusted my finger placement, his touch sending tingles through me. ​He has been so busy with the band and work during the day he's exhausted by the time we get to bed.
I smiled shyly. "I'm ready to try rhythm guitar for real on stage this weekend."
"Ready as you'll ever be. In practice, we'll cut you in today," he said, and I nodded, ready to add to my singing talent.
It was a good practice session, and we could add more songs, although we were still mainly doing covers. Travis wanted to start adding songs he wrote to the list and gave everyone music to take home. Tonight was a rare night off because our drummer had a family thing and couldn't attend the gig.
After we ate and I got everything cleaned and put away, I found Travis strumming and writing.
"You're done for the day," I said, crooking my finger for him to follow me into the bedroom.
I pointed and said, "On the bed!"
He raised his eyebrows and said, "Kinky."
"Now! And take your shirt off."
He grinned. "Just my shirt?"
"For now. Just do it!" I commanded, trying to keep a straight face.
"Face down!"
"Geez," he complained.
I rubbed oil between my palms, straddled him, and massaged his back. Long, slow strokes up and across his shoulders. They were tight and tense, which I knew they would be. I ran my thumbs up his spine. My fingers spread, kneading the long muscles.
He moaned. I leaned up and kneaded each bicep until it was pliable. Then, he went to his upper back and shoulders.
"Oh baby," he groaned.
"Feel good?"
"Fuck yeah."
My hands got tired after a while, and I slid off him. When he rolled to his back, I was naked.
"Why am I such a lucky guy today?" he grinned, scanning my tits.
"Because I love you so much," I smiled, and he pulled me onto the bed.
We kissed, and it quickly turned passionate. He struggled out of his jeans while I helped push them down and off.
"I love your body against mine," I murmured, rolling him back so I could move astride him. "Your cock is hot and stiff and ready, and you got me wet and ready."
I raised and lowered onto his stiff shaft and began to ride.
He massaged my tits and teased my nipples. I dropped to my elbows, rocking on his cock still deep inside me. He latched onto a hard nipple, teased it with his tongue, then tugged it with his teeth. I moaned, squeezing my pussy around the heat inside me.
I raised and leaned on his shoulders, riding him faster. The angle rubbed my clit, and I whimpered long waves of pleasure. He shouted with the pulsing of my pussy around him, his cock pumping his hot seed deep inside me. We both gasped for breath as I collapsed to his side.
After a while, I put my head on his shoulder and said, "You're still planning on taking me to Nashville with you, aren't you?"
The silence was long before he answered. "Sure, baby. It's you and me. When we get there, we'll get a professional band and be country music stars."
I hugged him, throwing my leg across him, ignoring that unsettling shadow that casts a chill over my skin.
.
.
Hey there Midnight,
Sitting here on the porch tonight reminded me of all our good times together. I know you had to go off chasing your dreams. I want that for you. I really do. But I sure do miss you something fierce.
Ain't the same going through my days without you by my side. My heart's still yours, even with all those miles between us. I think of you every morning and every night.
I know you'll make it big with that voice of yours. But don't go forgetting about me back here waiting for the day we're together again. I'll be right here missing you when you need a rest from those city lights.​
Anyway, just wanted to say hi and that I love you always. Write when you can. Call so I know you're okay. I miss you so much.
Yours forever,
Sara
.
.
"Hey baby, guess what? I got us some recording time to lay down a real demo," Travis announced, excitedly bursting.
I blinked in surprise. "Really? That must've cost a pretty penny. How can we afford studio time?"
He waved it off. "I pulled some strings and got us a deal. Don't you worry, your pretty head - it's all covered."
I nodded hesitantly, knowing he was hiding something. "Just don't go burying us in more debt, you hear me, Travis?"
"Oh hey, speaking of - I'm going by Midnight now. Much catchier stage name, right?"
Midnight? Where was this coming from? He was acting like a new person lately. My unease grew.
A few days later, we were in the studio, headphones on, recording Travis...or rather Midnight's new song. His eyes kept darting to the gorgeous red-haired sound engineer behind the glass.
​We wrapped it up, and Travis went behind the glass to the girl at the massive soundboard. She was young, a red-haired beauty, and as flirtatious with him as he was with her.
​The door opened, and we heard her say, "Later on then, Midnight."
The rest of the band put their heads down, packing their stuff and avoiding eye contact. Then Midnight returned, grinning ear to ear until he registered my icy glare.
"She said we sounded real professional! Like we could make it big in Nashville," he offered weakly.
"Is that all she said?" I shot back. Grabbing my case, I stormed out without another word.
Things took off quickly after the demo - bigger gigs and standing weekend schedules. Midnight even got interviewed by the local radio station and newspaper. But I couldn't ignore the distance growing between us.
I was still working at the diner and covering the rent and food. Dad gave me extra money every time I saw him, and Mom worried. Travis was using his money to promote the band. Things were tight, but I knew it was just temporary. I pushed our problems out of my head. I had faith in Travis. Once we made it, we'd have no more worries.
"Hey, I was thinkin', maybe you should go out and pick up some stage clothes. You know, like from the Western shop. All the girls in the videos are wearing flashy clothes. You need to keep up."
I didn't reply and cleared the dinner table. When I began rinsing the dishes in the sink, I said, "Gee Travis, maybe I don't have the money to buy new clothes. I don't get any money from the gigs because you put that and your paycheck into the band."
"Baby, please don't call me Travis. I'm afraid you're gonna slip in public someday. Might as well get used to callin' me Midnight all the time."
.
.
Dear Midnight,
Been a long time since I've heard from you. Write or call when you can. I miss you. I love you.
I drove past our old high school yesterday. Remember how we used to sneak off from class to work on songs in the music room? Felt like our dreams were so big and bright back then
Now here I am years later, cleaning houses and still at the diner to pay our rent while you sing for millions on world tours. Guess your dreams turned out bigger and brighter than mine did.
But hey, gotta make a living somehow. I'm happy you're doing so well. Honestly, I am. Just feels lonely chasing this dream here on my own now that you're gone.
I haven't written much music lately. Hard​ to find the spark that used to come so easy. Maybe some dreams fade with time, whether you want them to or not.
No use dwelling on it, though. I'm proud of you. Just wish things had unfolded differently for me too. But that's life, I suppose.
Anyway, take care of yourself on the road.
Yours,
Sara
.
.
I sat at the bar, impatiently boot-tapping the sticky floor while waiting for Midnight. Our first break was nearly finished, but he was still nowhere to be seen in the crowded honky tonk.
The jukebox crooned a Dwight Yoakam melody, barely audible over the din of chatter. I breathed in the mingling scents of stale beer, sawdust, and dirt kicked up from the well-worn dance floor.
Midnight sauntered in just a moment before we were due back and flashed me a dimpled grin. "Sorry, darlin', got held up," he drawled. Before I could reply, the door swung open again, and one of his doe-eyed groupies from earlier trailed in behind him.
I smoothed my cowgirl denim skirt and tossed my blonde curls over one shoulder. I was no longer taken in by his boyish charm. "Forget it. Let's play."
The crowd had grown since our first set, with standing room only around the pool tables. I picked up my Gibson, the stage lights glinting​ off its polished body.
"Packed house tonight," Midnight observed, strapping on his worn Les Paul. Our following had ballooned after just four weekends at the Rattlesnake Roadhouse, and management was ecstatic.
He leaned over and whispered in my ear, "Love you, baby. Let's knock 'em dead."
We tuned up as patrons set aside their long necks to clear the dance floor. I stepped up to the mic, guitar pick poised, and grinned as the first whoops erupted.
"How y'all doin' tonight? We're so thrilled to be playing for you all! Let's kick this off right by meeting the members of this honky tonkin' band of ours." He swept his arm towards me. "On rhythm guitar and vocals, the one and only, the most beautiful, Sara!"
I waved and smiled.
"Now, on pedal steel guitar and fiddle, let's hear it for John!"
John took a bow, holding his fiddle up as the crowd whoops and claps.
"Laying down that groovy bassline is the man we call Jerry! Give him a hand!"
Jerry nods and plucks a funky bass riff.
"And on drums, pounding out the heartbeat of our band, put your hands together for Bob!"
Bob tosses his drumsticks, catching them mid-air to loud cheers.
"And yours truly will be picking lead guitar and singing some select tunes...you can call me Midnight." He struck a pose with his Les Paul to wild cheers and whistles.
"Alright, let's get this party started! Thanks again for being here tonight, y'all. This first one's a song called, 'Whiskey for My Men, Beer for My Horses'..."
Midnight turned to each of us. Our band knew how to cater to the dance floor from the setlist. The side wailed into the opening slide riff of "Tennessee Whiskey" as patrons whooped and made a beeline for the floor. My Gibson sang the plaintive melody while Midnight added his lead flourishes. John then picked up the fiddle to the delight of the crowd. Jerry held down the rhythm on bass, Bob's drumbeat driving louder and harder.
We slid from that right into a cover of "Boot Scootin' Boogie" - Stetsons bobbed as the crowd twirled and kicked in sync.
The first half of our set kept them packed on the dance floor, wall-to-wall with writhing bodies, keeping pace with our breakneck tempo. Then we sent them to the bar with 'Blue Eyes Cryin' in the Rain,' bringing the couples to the dimly lit dance floor.
Hoots, hollers, and applause kept our adrenalin going, and we were pumped coming off the stage after that set. The place was jammed by then, and we had to wind through the crowd to get to the bar. The barmaid handed me my usual Coca-Cola. Midnight had a lineup of Jack shots that customers had bought him.
If nothing else, Midnight could hold his drinks. He was serious about his singing and wouldn't let it suffer because of poor choices. He leaned over the bar and sucked down two while the wily barmaid slid the remainder behind the bar.
The cool night air was a relief after the sweltering honky tonk. We stashed our guitar cases behind the seats and hopped into Midnight's beat-up pickup, clouds of dust kicking up as we pulled out.
"Remember that high school talent show we met at?" I asked with a laugh.
Midnight grinned. "How could I forget? You belting out 'Walking After Midnight' and me fumbling guitar chords behind you."​
"We were quite the duo, even then," I said. "Hard to believe we went from backyard singing to packed shows at the ​Rattlesnake Roadhouse."
Midnight just nodded, eyes on the bumpy backroad home. I studied his sharp profile in the moonlight.
Soon, we pulled into the dirt drive. Inside, I sank to the bench to wrestle off my tall boots while Midnight hung up our hats.
My prized fringed Corral boots still shone new, a Christmas surprise from Midnight. He knew I'd been eyeing them for months. He always wanted me to look good on stage, so he was happy to oblige my Christmas wish.
Midnight hated his grimy foundry job, but it paid the band while we chased the dream. My greasy spoon tips paid our living expenses. Soon, Nashville's neon will be calling our names. I dropped my clothes in a trail to the bathroom for a shower. Even though bars were non-smoking, a bar smell still stuck in your clothes and hair. Sweaty people, stale booze, and cigarette smoke wafted whenever the door opened.
"Coming with me, lover," I called over my shoulder to Midnight.
It was three o'clock in the morning, but there was nothing ordinary in the life of a musician. I adjusted the temperature and stepped in, tipping my head back to wet my long hair.
"Mmm, just in time." He said, bumping into me.
"I guess so," I said, dripping shampoo into my palm and rubbing his hardening cock with my hip. I stretched up and massaged it into my scalp. I moaned, taking pleasure in anything that felt good. I enjoyed it to the fullest extent.
"You're naked, babe. What do you expect? You're hotter than hell. Every guy in the club couldn't take their eyes off these," he murmured, rubbing my breasts.
"Yeah, almost every guy likes big ones. I know that." I was used to it, having inherited thirty-eight Ds from my Mom and them coming on early in puberty. Since she went through the same thing, she gave me advice. Always be proud, and don't let them bully you. I did get bullied by girls, amazingly enough. They would leave me alone when I'd retaliate about their cupcake tits. I mocked the bullies and bullied them back.
I tipped my head back and let the water flow through my hair while Midnight's soapy, slick hands mapped my body. He pulled me against him, our skin wet and slippery between us.
We kissed, and he backed me against the tile wall, and I slid my leg up his. He cupped my ass and pushed in. The adrenaline flow from the night inflamed us to a hard, loud, and quick orgasm. I clung to him while it rocked my body, sending Midnight into his own ecstasy.
I slowly slid my leg down while we caught our breath. "We never seem to make it to the bed," he winced.
"Not after a gig," I said, understanding because I never wanted to wait either. The rush of performing on stage and the crowd's noise were as stimulating as any foreplay. There were times when we again made use of the truck. "Love you, baby," I said, turning off the light.
"Love you too, babe."
I awoke Sunday afternoon to the absent strumming of Midnight's guitar in the living room. Our only day off was usually spent lazing together, recovering from late nights playing the Rattlesnake.
But today, Midnight was fixated on learning new material, solitary in his musical zone. I ambled out, picked up my Gibson, and tried casually joining in. But the complex progressions told me these were songs meant for a solo star turn, not our tight harmonies.



Weekday long-hour jobs kept us apart - the grueling foundry for him, greasy diner for me, leaving band practice wherever he could fit it in, whenever. We all lived for weekends playing our hearts out on stage. But even then, Midnight often finalized new songs independently, leaving me and the band to catch up or take a backseat while he took center stage.
Watching his brow knit in focus as his pick glided across the strings, I felt a pang of exclusion I tried to ignore. We were chasing fame together, I reminded myself. Yet Midnight seemed to be pulling ahead, away from me.
.
.
Dear Midnight,
Woke up this morning thinking about that old song of ours. The one we used to dance to in the kitchen, laughing and twirling till we were dizzy. Felt like forever ago now.
Sure do miss moments like that. Days here feel more lonely than ever without my partner in crime. The house is so empty and quiet now.
I know your life is exciting, traveling the world and singing for crowds. I'm still so proud of you for following those dreams. It's all I ever wanted for you, really.
I can't help wishing we could be chasing our dreams together instead of you chasing yours there and me stuck here. But I know you can't turn back time.
Anyway, I'll let you go. I still love you. Write me if you can. Even just a few words so I know you're okay.
I love you always,
Sara
.
.
Sweeping mascara on my lashes, I paused as Midnight emerged from the bedroom in a new blue plaid country shirt and jeans. He'd even had his shaggy hair trimmed while he was out earlier.
"You look nice tonight," I said carefully.
"Yeah, figured I should clean up a bit." He avoided my gaze as he gathered his guitar case and canvas bag by the door. My stomach knotted.
"Any reason why?" I pressed.
Midnight hesitated. "Yeah, thought I better look decent. Someone is coming to watch the band tonight."
"Really?" I said excitedly. "A bigger venue?" Clubs would often steal lucrative entertainment from each other, and it wasn't unusual for an owner to come into someone else's bar. All is fair, I guess.
"Not exactly..." Midnight trailed off evasively. I had to pry some more from him.
"An agent then?" He gave a noncommittal grunt. "For you or the whole band?"
"Mostly me, I think." His words sank like a stone in my gut. So, he was getting scouted solo now. He sat and pulled on his boots. "Are you ready to go?"
The drive to the Roadhouse was painfully silent. Thoughts swirled dizzyingly - would this mysterious figure whisk Midnight away? Leave me behind? Bile rose in my throat, but I swallowed it down.
I watched Midnight tune his guitar, his focus elsewhere. Who was I now to him with a potential contract on the table? Had I become just another bandmate? The distance between us suddenly felt vast and cold. I wrapped my arms around myself, awaiting the next round of unfamiliar songs sung in perfect harmony by one voice alone.
"How about we pick up the pace a little bit? We're gonna get those boots scootin' with one of the all-time classic line dance tunes." The crowd shouted and clapped, and people converged onto the dance floor.
"That's right, y'all. Time to grab your partner and get ready for a hoedown! Here's our take on the one and only 'Cotton Eye Joe'!" I hollered, jumping up and down.
John picks up the fiddle and launches into 'Cotton Eye Joe,' the crowd whoops and grabs a partner.
Midnight and I traded the fast-paced lyrics back and forth, watching the dancers twirling and heel-toeing around the floor.
Winding down, we both sang the chorus as the couples swung each other around for the big finale.
"Y'all did great out there! Let's hear it for John on that fiddle!" I hollered to their enthusiastic cheers.
The lights dim, and couples begin to filter onto the dance floor.
"We're gonna slow things down now with one of the most beautiful ballads in country music history. A true modern classic." It was one of my favorites, and the crowds always loved it.
"That's right folks, grab that someone special and get ready to sway. We're about to sing our version of the one and only Garth Brooks' 'The Dance.'"
Midnight starts finger-picking the gentle acoustic guitar intro. I sing the first verse softly into the microphone as the couples embrace and begin slowly revolving on the dance floor as they hold each other close.
I allow my voice to build on the swelling choruses. Midnight joins in harmony, his deeper voice complementing mine. Midnight plucks the strings delicately while I flawlessly hit the iconic high note as the song nears its end. The band brings the instrumentation down gently to allow my voice to shine. The crowd erupted into rapturous applause, and I blew out a big breath, smiled, and nodded my thanks.
"How about one more hand for my talented partner Midnight up here on guitar tonight!" I hollered.
"We're gonna take a short break, but don't go nowhere. We'll be right back for more!" Midnight said, fist-pumping.
I sat alone during the break, unable to watch Midnight plan his future. I was starting to field questions from the band because they sensed his change. They had questions that I struggled to answer myself. I didn't want to add any doubt about what they already had. Disruptions in band relations transferred to our music.
Things had felt off with Midnight lately. Little signs I tried ignoring - mysterious calls, new songs without me. Jokes about me doing solos. It was all coming back to hit me in the face.
Watching him shine on stage, I couldn't shake the feeling he was moving on.
This dream we shared once seemed to be unraveling at the seams. He was keeping something big from me. I was sure of it now. While I clung to our memories, Midnight looked at his future alone.
The crowd cheered as we took the stage again. I sang along, hiding my fading hopes. He shined brighter than ever, and I felt shadows creeping in.
"So, when are you leaving," I asked on the ride home from the Rattlesnake, getting right to the point. I looked at his profile in the dashboard light, but it gave nothing away.
"I'm not sure I am, Sara. The agent was vague." He hesitated. "He said I had a good backup band and didn't know if I could make a solo career."
I knew the band wouldn't go. The band members were all family men with kids, and the band was their weekend fun and a way to enjoy their musical talents. They had too many responsibilities.
"What did he think about us together?" I asked, hopefully.
"I asked him that, darlin'. If you think I'm forgetting about you, I'm not."
"But?" I pressed.
"He told me to list how many couples, duos, whatever I could think of. He even pointed out that Faith and Tim recorded solo for the most part."
I thought for a moment, and every male-female duo was successful solo before collaborating. It was true. Johnny and June, Garth and Trisha, Clint and Lisa had successful single careers before collaborating.
"He said he thought you were good enough that you could join me once I got something going in Nashville. He said couples that tour together are very successful, just not recording."
I felt a sense of relief that, eventually, I could join him.
"So, you're really going to Nashville without me?"
"Yeah, babe, it's the best move for my career right now. We can't afford to both go, and I need to focus on making this happen," he said calmly, almost detached.
Midnight's words hit me like a punch to the gut. Go to Nashville without me? My mind reeled. This was different than the plan - we were supposed to chase fame side by side.
"But...but we've always talked about doing this together," I stammered.
Midnight sighed, his eyes avoiding mine. "I know, babe. But we just don't have the money for both of us to make the move right now."
My heart fractured. We were partners, lovers - Nashville was meant to be our shared dream.
I never pushed for marriage, so there was no way he could feel pressured by me. I always thought we'd marry in Nashville once we'd made it. Maybe a big wedding with famous names in the business, showing how we'd really made it.
I searched Midnight's face for regret, for any hint this was hurting him too. But he just gazed ahead stoically. Meanwhile, the future we had painted in vivid colors was crumbling to black and white in my mind.
"I'm doing this for us, for our future together. Don't you see that?" he finally said.
"I see it, but also that your dreams come first, no matter what."
"Once the tour starts up, I'll have everything set up for you to join me," he assured me in a business-like tone. As if discussing contract terms, not severing our destinies.
"I thought we were in this together, Midnight, as a team. I thought we'd support each other's dreams," I murmured, although I felt my hope melting away. I was disappointed and frustrated. This wasn't supposed to happen this way.
"We are, but sometimes sacrifices have to be made to get where we want to be. You'll be okay here. Think of it as an opportunity for you to work on your own music while I'm gone," Midnight said, clearly ready to move on. "Look, this is the way it has to be. I need to do this, and I hope you understand. We'll still be together, and I'll be back before you know it."
"Yeah, I get it. Your career comes first. Just go and do what you need to do."
"Sara, I'm doing this for us, for our future together. Don't you see that? I love you, and I want to make a life together. I'll be back, and we'll get married and have kids," he said, smiling at the thought. "I love you, baby. I'll be back. Wait for me."
I couldn't respond. My emotions were in my throat, ready to spill over.
He gave my hand a perfunctory squeeze. But the reassurance rang hollow compared to the roaring doubt and anguish flooding my whole being.
I turned my face to hide the hot tears now spilling down my cheeks. The gleaming city of promise now taunted me. While Midnight - the man I thought I knew better than myself - felt further away than Nashville could ever be.
.
.
Dear, you,
Another Friday night alone tonight. Got me remembering how we used to go out dancing every weekend. Now the only dancing I do is with the mop while I clean up the diner. Not quite the same, ha.
I saw pictures of your ​show out west. Looked like such an exciting life. Here it's just the same quiet days, one after the next.
Are we fooling ourselves, thinking there's still a chance we could find our way back to each other someday? Maybe too much has changed. You have your world now, and I got mine.
Anyway, I don't mean to be a downer. I really am glad you're living your dream. Just feels further away than ever from mine these days.
Take care of yourself out there.
Write soon or better yet call. I miss hearing your voice. I love you .
Sara
.
.
We played one more gig before he left back at the Rattlesnake Roadhouse. He announced his departure before we started.
​The honky tonk buzzed with excitement as ​we ​went through the sound check. Midnight, ​ever charismatic, steps up to the microphone with a mischievous glint​.​
​"Well, howdy there, folks! Are y'all ready to have a boot-stompin', heart-pumpin,' good ol' time tonight?​" He laughed at the cheers and applause. ​"That's what I like to hear! Now, let me introduce you to the incredible talents that'll be serenadin' y'all tonight.​"
​My heart was heavy, knowing this was the last time I'd sing and play with these guys. They were like family. If their less-than-enthusiastic response to Midnight's introduction was noted, the crowd didn't see it. I'm not even sure if Midnight noticed it. In his mind, he was already gone.
​"First up, we got the heart and soul of this outfit, the one who'll make your feet tap and your heart swoon - give it up for the lovely Sara on rhythm and vocals!​" I forced a smile, stepped in front, and waved. The crowd response helped soothe my heart.
​"Now, you ain't seen nothin' till you've seen this man work his magic on that steel guitar and fiddle. He's a true virtuoso, John, y'all!​" John gave an unsmiling nod and ​tipped his cowboy hat​.
​"On the low end, holdin' it down and keepin' it groovin', we got the one and only Jerry on bass! Trust me, when you feel that rhythm in your bones, you'll know it's Jerry layin' down the heartbeat of this band!​" Jerry twanged a few bassy notes​ to hoots and hollers.
​"Last but not least, we got the backbone, the rhythm-maker, and the heart-pounder - the man who keeps us all in line, Bob on drums! When Bob's at the wheel, there ain't a foot in the house that won't be tappin' along to the beat!​"​ Bob ​twirled his drumsticks, and the crowd erupted​s in cheers​.
"Now, folks, I know you came here for a good time, and I promise you, you won't be disappointed. We've got a little somethin' for everyone - from toe-tappin' tunes to tear-in-your-beer ballads. So, grab a drink, find a partner, and let's make this a night to remember!​"
​A night to remember. Our last night was the only thing I could think about.
.
.
Dearest Midnight,
Looks like you're getting real famous now. Heard that new song of yours on the radio last night and then just saw your video. Made me smile, but also kinda sad seeing you and missing you. You know how much I love you .
The days here go by slow, and lonely without my man to laugh, dance, and get into trouble. It's real quiet now.
I know you had to follow your dreams, though. And I'm proud of you, honest I am. Just gets real long waiting for the day I get to be in your arms again.
Well, I'll let you enjoy that big star life. Don't work too hard and forget to call sometime. Love hearing your voice.​
I love you ,
Sara
.
.
The week after he left for Nashville was agonizing. ​ I spent that first week with my parents. They made sincere efforts, but I was inconsolable. The hurt cut too deep. ​ My dreams were entangled with thoughts of him, and every waking moment seemed to revolve around the wish to hear his voice again.
Every day, I held on to the hope that he would call​ ​and ask me to join him. But the silence was deafening, and the lack of contact only intensified my ​bleakness.
As I stepped into the now-empty house, it felt like a hollow shell of what it once was. ​I​t echoed the laughter, the love, the music we shared. All that remained were memories​. Everything else was cleared out. Gone.
​The answering machine blinked with a glimmer of hope—four messages. ​I listened, anticipating his voice, his reassurance that everything would be all right​,​ but each message passed without his familiar tone. Still, I convinced myself he must be busy, caught up in the whirlwind of ​Nashville.​
​It was a mix of mundane messages​,​ but one was the manager at Rattlesnake, where we used to play together. He wanted to discuss the possibility of me performing there, with or without the band. My heart swayed between excitement and sorrow. It was a bittersweet reminder of what we once had, and the prospect of returning to the stage without him felt like a painful compromise.
Feeling disconnected from the band since Midnight's departure, I decided to reach out to them. Their responses were a crushing blow. Some needed a break from music, while others had already moved on to different bands. It was a stark reminder of how much things had changed in such a short time.
Then came the final blow—John's revelation that Midnight had contacted him. There was an opening in a Nashville band, and Midnight had seized the opportunity. Though I understood he was pursuing his dreams, the hurt and anger gnawed at me. It was as if he had left me behind, discarding our musical partnership without a second thought.
The ache in my heart only deepened, realizing that our paths had diverged, and he was moving forward while I was left behind, struggling to find my own way. Once so bright, the hopes of singing together again in Nashville now felt like a distant and unattainable dream.
The manager encouraged me and suggested I open for another band. It would allow me to ease into performing by myself, and it would help because the crowd knew me from playing there for five years. I accepted the offer with the thought that this would be my place. Small-town girl in a honky tonk.
It would also bring in badly needed money. I chose to keep the house, and although I had always covered rent and food, it consumed my entire paycheck. The extra would allow me to live a bit because Midnight usually covered eating out and some of our stage clothing.
That week I worked on my set list and practiced. The tunes would all be different than what I sang with the band. I knew this was the start of my career, no matter where it took me, near or far.
.
.
Dear love,
Heard your brand new song on the radio again today. You're getting so famous now. I'm proud of you. I really am.
But it's hard hearing your voice everywhere while you're still gone. The house feels so empty without you. I miss laughing on the porch together. Dancing in the kitchen while dinner burned. The little moments, you know?
Don't get me wrong - I'm happy you're out living your dream. You were born for those big city lights. Me, though, this small ​town life is all I know. It's just not the same alone.
I know you're busy being a star. But don't forget about me back here, missing you. Hoping someday you'll come home, even for a little while. We could pick up right where we left off.
Well, I'll let you go. Just wanted to say hi, that I'm thinking of you. Write when you can.
I love you ,
Sara
.
.
"Hello, y'all! I'm Sara Montgomery, and I'm thrilled to be in this here honky tonk again. I'm gonna take you on a little journey with me tonight. ​I'm here at the Rattlesnake, where the memories of love and heartache linger in the air like sweet melodies." I held my guitar up. "I've got my old faithful acoustic guitar right here, and I aim to share​ my music with y'all."
​I looked out at the crowd and knew that it was me they were waiting for. Just me. No one else.
​"Well, darlin', we're gonna ​w​altz to a timeless classic that's touched hearts for generations.​"
​A​ certain kind of hush falls when the strings meet my fingertips, and I see their curious eyes fixed upon me, waiting to be taken on this journey.​ I​ started strumming the opening chords of the Tennessee Waltz, and a cheer went out as couples moved out onto the dance floor.
As I st​o​od there under these warm, dim lights, I could feel the stories of the past​.. tonight, it's just me and this six-string companion of mine, ready to pour my soul into each verse, each chorus.
"I was dancin' with my darlin' to the Tennessee Waltz​..."
I covered Tammy to Dolly to LeAnne to Linda and sang my songs to a promising reception.



"​This next song goes out to someone who's always on my mind these days, even when it feels like I'm far from theirs..." I spoke softly into the mic.
​I cradled the smooth wood of my Gibson and strummed a few longing chords. The notes filled the intimate space, transporting me back to a stormy night much like this one.
​"This melody, it's got that bittersweet taste to it. We got the lights low, just like it's a late-night confessional, sharin' stories of love and distance, and how sometimes, it feels like the miles stretch out forever.​"
​My pick glided over the strings as I closed my eyes, and ​my voice quivering with emotion, began to sing, pouring the aching in my heart into each lyric. The bittersweet melody swe​lled, rich with memories and unspoken regrets.
My voice cracked, "​But you were always on my mind​... You were always on my mind​."
As I let these last chords fade away, I can feel that sense of catharsis washin' over me. It's like I've bared my soul, and they sensed it as they jumped to their feet. Applause filled the room, and I took a moment to collect myself, wiping away a tear.
​"Thank y'all for bein' a part of this journey with me. Let's keep the music goin'​, I said, giving the audience a small, heartfelt smile before launching into the next song, the emotions of "Always on My Mind" still lingering in the air.
I finished the last three songs of my set, slid off the stool, and the crowd jumped to their feet, clapping enthusiastically. The manager was in the back, holding two thumbs up high. I took a moment to compose myself while I placed my guitar in its cradle.
I took the microphone in hand, broke into a big grin, and whooped, "Ladies and gentlemen, y'all are in for a real treat tonight! I hope you've been enjoying the music so far, but get ready to kick it up a notch! Are you ready for them?" I hollered. "This has been my privilege to open up for this incredible country rock band. So, without further ado, let's warmly welcome the one and only Outlaw Renegades!"
While the band took their places and got set up, Jake, the lead singer, and I exchanged some banter. His magnetic presence and undeniable sex appeal made me excited and nervous.
"Well, look who we have here! Ain't this a real pleasure, sharin' the stage with y'all tonight," I said, grinning, and Jake put his arm around my shoulders.
"Oh, darlin', the pleasure's all ours. I've been listenin' to your music backstage, and let me tell ya, you've got some serious talent. Your voice, those lyrics, they really hit the heart," Jake said, patting his chest and waggling his eyebrows at the crowd, which elicited cheers and wolf whistles.
I felt my cheeks flush. "Well, thank you kindly, Jake. That means a lot comin' from someone as renowned as you. I've been a fan of Outlaw Renegades for ages, and being here, opening for y'all, it's like a dream come true."
Jake leaned his head towards me. "You know, dreams have a funny way of comin' true in this crazy music world. And listen, your performance tonight has got me all fired up. Your energy on that stage is electric!"
I smirked. "Oh, I see where this is goin'. Alright, lead singer of the Outlaw Renegades, let's trade numbers and see where this journey takes us." I made a dramatic wink at the crowd. I heard the girls giggle.
"Now that's what I like to hear. Who knows what kinda trouble two music rebels like us can get into?" Then he whispered in my ear, "We'll discuss this on break. You're sticking around, I hope." I nodded.
.
.
Dear Midnight,
I walked past our old favorite spot down by the river yesterday. Remember how we used to sit there for hours talking about our big dreams? We were so young then, never imagining our lives would veer in such different directions.
It got me thinking about the past a lot. And how much time has passed since we said goodbye. I know you're doing amazing things - last I heard, your tour is going global now. Meanwhile, life here goes on in the same steady way
Though lately, that's started to change...I've met someone new. I wasn't looking for it, but he makes me feel like I haven't in years. We take walks by that old river spot you and I loved. It's given me happiness during this long stretch of going through the motions alone. I have dreams and a future again.
I want you to know you'll always have a special place in my heart. We made some great memories I'll cherish forever. But I think I'm finally ready ​to start making new ones now. I hope you understand.
I wish we could have talked sometimes. I missed your voice. I hope you get these letters and read them.
Be well out there traveling the world. I genuinely do hope you're happy.
Fondly,
Sara
.
.
Jake grabbed a beer ​from the bar and sat at the table. He was tall, lanky, and a cross between a cowboy singer and a rocker. Washed-out blue jeans fit him like a glove, a black t-shirt with the state of Texas outlined on the front. Boots and hat tipped him into cowboy territory. The big, crooked grin tipped him into gorgeous hunk territory.
Like a teenage groupie, I said, "The energy you guys bring to your music is nothin' short of extraordinary. The crowd was wild."
He leaned towards me, his blue eyes flashing even in the shade of his cowboy hat. "Flattery will get ya everywhere, sweetheart." He cupped my chin and ran his thumb over my cheek. There was a roar in the crowd behind us, and he dropped his hand." But seriously, your songwriting, it's raw and real. You've got a knack for tellin' stories through your music. I could listen to you all night."
"Oh, and here I thought rockstars like you would get tired of listening to the same old tunes."
Jake chuckled, "Not when the tunes are sung by someone like you, darlin'. Look, I've got a feeling we're gonna cross paths more often in this crazy journey called the music business. So, how 'bout we trade numbers, huh?"
I hesitated momentarily, knowing this was a new path, and I had to quickly decide if I would follow it.
I took a deep breath and said, "Alright, lead singer of the Outlaw Renegades, let's do it."
Our longnecks clinked, and he said, "To wild adventures and making music that sets the world on fire!"
"Cheers to that! Now get out there and rock this place, Outlaw Renegades style!"
He looked at his watch and stood up, scanning the crowd for his band members. He leaned on the table and spoke in my ear.
"Who knows, maybe we'll write a hit song together someday." His lips brushed my ear. "I'm pretty sure we can make some good music together."
Two days later, Jake called and left a message on my answering machine while I was working at the diner. It was important, he said, and to call him back as soon as possible.
I sat down beside the phone, still wearing my grease-smelling yellow uniform. I pulled the white apron off and dialed his number.
"Hi, Jake, it's Sara," I said when he answered.
"Well, hi there darlin'. I was waiting for you to call."
"You said it was important," I said, unbuttoning my uniform and pushing it off my shoulders.
"I think you're going to think it's pretty darn important too." He chuckled. "See, we had a band meeting, and it was a unanimous decision that we'd like you to open for us."
I held the phone between my shoulder and ear, wiggling out of my pantyhose. "Wow, that would be great. I love playing the Rattlesnake. Y'all were a lot of fun."
I sat back down and pulled them off my feet. I sat back and fanned myself, loving the cool air on my skin. A shower was next to get the diner smell off my skin and out of my hair.
"No darlin'. We want you to travel with us. We're going on tour and want you to be our opening act everywhere we go."
I stopped fanning to let it sink in. "Travel?" I squeaked.
"Yeah, the whole nine yards. I can bring the tour itinerary over so you can see what you'll be doing and when," he laughed.
"I ummm, sure," I stumbled. Still not believing it. It hit me like a tornado. My dreams are coming true.
I barely got out of the shower and dressed in cut-offs and t-shirt before Jake pounded on my door. Oh, those blue eyes threatened to distract me right away. And my first look at his thick black wavy hair, not too long and not too short. His white t-shirt was stretched across his broad chest and shoulders, and his jeans slung low on his hips.
"Can I come in?" he asked, grinning as though he knew what was in my head.
I stepped back. "Sure."
He looked around before tossing the file on the table. "You own this?"
"No, I rent," I said, which reminded me that I'd be paying rent if I wasn't living here. I'd have to work something out.
I no more than thought that, and he said, "Give it up. You'll be living with me for the next year."
A little shiver ran through me with his words. It had been so long since I had any attention from a man, and I'm unsure when I ever had this sort of attention. Travis was my one and only.
He opened the folder and spread the papers across the table. "This is the whole shootin' match. The dates, city, lodging," his forefinger followed his words across the sheets. "Th​e​se all outline​ our scheduled performances, dates, venues, and other logistical details​. T​his is the bible for the band and crew ​to stay organized and on track ​from ​one place to another. It covers any travel arrangements if we can't have our bus at the venue, sound checks, and stage setups. They vary from place to place." When he got no response, he looked at me and asked, "Y'okay?"
"Sure, just a lot to take in." What I was really thinking was that Travis never once told me about all this or explained anything about touring. Looking back, he was secretive about much of what the band did.
"I know, darlin', but we're not goin' to lead you down the wrong path. Someone gave us a break when they saw something in us. They made us their opening act."
I said, "You see something in me?"
"Something big, yeah, Sara. You have talent in spades. You can write, you sing like a bird, and you can strum a mean guitar." He tipped the kitchen chair on its back two legs. "Besides. I think we got somethin' between us, maybe." His eyes bore into mine. "I want to see what it is."
He was honest and direct, if nothing else. I nodded in agreement, and he grinned. There was a flare of something between us, and I thought it wouldn't take much to fuel that flame.
"You'll get money for a new wardrobe, too, and anything else you'll need for performing," he said.
"Okay, thanks. Just let me know when we'll go shopping." He looked at me quizzically. "To the western store."
He laughed. "Oh, darlin', you can likely pick out better stuff for yourself than I can." He leaned forward, his elbows on his knees. "Besides, all I'd pick out are skimpy nighties and sex lingerie." He threw his head back and laughed when the blush flooded my cheeks. "Seriously, your stage clothes are up to you."
"Thank you." He still looked at me quizzically.
That first night on stage with the Outlaw Renegades, specks of dust lazily floated in the air through the blazing lights, and I remembered back to that old high school stage when Travis and I had the world in our hands.
I had yet to talk much about Midnight. Always Travis, to me. My relationship with him was a lifetime ago. I still wrote to him occasionally, but he never wrote back, and his calls were infrequent to begin, and none lately. My only news of him was on country music news. They said he missed a couple of his shows, but that was all they would say. I would hear his songs on the radio and watch his videos. The last I read, he was leaving soon to tour overseas. He had indeed hit the big time and never looked back.
.
.
Dear, you,
I told you I met someone, but I guess I didn't give you any details. Jake is the lead singer in the Outlaw Renegades. I'm their opening act and going on tour with them. Can you believe it? My dreams are coming true, just not with you.
I have been fooling myself, thinking there's still a chance we could find our way back to each other someday. Too much has changed. You have your world now, and I got mine. Jake is really something and I think I might have some feelings for him.
Anyway, I really am glad you're living your dream. I know how you feel because I'm just starting my dream.
Take care of yourself out there.
Hey, maybe we'll cross paths on the road someday. Wouldn't that be something?
Sara
.
.
As the tour bus rumbled down the highway, the rhythm of the road blended with the melodies we put together. Jake and I found moments of creativity, turning the hours on the bus into songwriting sessions.
His fingers danced effortlessly on his guitar strings, and he patiently taught me the intricacies of chords and riffs, making me a better player with each passing day.
I accuse him of slowly turning me rock - all in jest. Laughter comes easily together. I strummed the guitar with newfound enthusiasm, embracing the edgy side that Jake brought out in me. It was a delightful contrast to the country girl I once knew myself to be, and I reveled in the music that intertwined with the bond we were building.
In this life on the road, losing myself in the whirlwind of new experiences and constant motion was easy. Yet, amidst the excitement, there were moments of quiet reflection when my thoughts drifted back to the time with Travis. It all felt surreal as if I had lived two different lives. The past and the present were like parallel universes, connected by the thread of music that defined who I was.
But the smile on my face as I gazed into Jake's eyes told a different tale—a story of contentment and joy and the realization that what I had now with Jake was what every girl dreams of. The support and tenderness he showered upon me made every melody we composed feel like a love song crafted just for us.
What Jake and I have now is solid, real - the kind of love that latches your heart safely home. Travis was a comet blazing quickly and brightly across my skies.
With every city we played, I couldn't help but be grateful for the winding road that brought me to Jake's side—a path that merged our dreams and united our hearts.
The days with Midnight had shaped me, but with Jake, I discovered a second chance and the magic of finding love and music.
.
Midnight,
I heard your song playing on the jukebox at the diner yesterday. Brought back a lot of memories of us. It was a lifetime ago, but it felt like old times for a minute.
Then the song ended, and I looked up to see the man sitting across from me wasn't you. That's when it really hit ​me that it's over between us for good.
I'm not mad or bitter about how things turned out. You followed your dreams just like we always said we would. I really am happy for you and all you've accomplished.
But our story came to an end a long time ago. Too much time has passed. You've moved on to your new life, and so have I.
We had some good years together I'll never forget. But soon, those memories will fade. And one day, you'll wake up and struggle to recall my face or the sound of my voice.
I loved you so much. I truly did.
So this is goodbye for good. You'll forget in time.
Sara
.
.
The moment I got word, I dropped everything and flew home. Rumors swirled - alcohol, broken heart. But the truth rested beside his cold body. My letters were discovered, bound in faded red ribbon. Every "I love you" he had underlined in red.
On the way to see Midnight one last time, George Jones' haunting voice sang, "He stopped loving her today..." The song resonated with the air as if it knew the pain I was carrying within.
With all eyes on me, I walked towards his resting place. I stood stoic throughout the service, finding solace in the bittersweet melody that seemed to wrap around the memories we once held dear. And as the final moments arrived, I filed by, and with a heavy heart, I gently tossed in a bouquet of wildflowers. The gift Travis gave me the first time we sang together in high school. Our beginning, and now our end.
As I stepped onto the plane, I couldn't shake the haunting thought of what could have been with Midnight, but the jet carried me toward a future that beckoned in my dreams. I looked at the faded, yellow picture of the two of us from the night of our talent show. They said it had been pinned up next to his bed.
"Midnight, I'll love you 'til I die," I murmured as the city below faded away.

~~ the end ~~
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STEVE
.
.
As the dark-tinted window slowly lowered, her mouth moved, breath puffing tiny clouds in the cold morning air. But all I could hear was Jagger shouting, "But it's all right now, in fact, it's a gas.
But it's all right, I'm Jumpin' Jack Flash."
I pointed to my ear and gestured.
She stared at me for a moment, winced, and shut her car off. "Sorry!"
"I was waiting for Leo?" She was like no Leo I'd ever known. She was probably close to my age, mid-fifties. Trendy style on her mostly silver hair. She was buttoning her coat and wrapping a colorful scarf around her neck.
"Happy Christmas Eve!" She extended her hand enthusiastically and said, "I'm Leo. My parents have a great sense of humor and named me Leonora." She flung her arms out wide in an exaggerated gesture. "Clearly, I'm no Leonora!"
When she laughed, it was a genuine belly laugh full of joy. She wasn't self-conscious, throwing her head back and letting the hearty laughter spill out uninhibited. Already, I appreciated her openness and lack of pretense.
"Clearly, you are no Leonora!" I agreed with a chuckle. "And a very merry Christmas Eve to you, too. I'm Steve." I glanced down at the massive red bloodhound sprawled lazily on the floor, her chin resting on my feet. Even after snoozing for the past three hours during our long drive, she had immediately plopped down for a nap as soon as she finished her business in the corner of the mostly empty back parking lot of the Cracker Barrel off Interstate 75. It was a popular meeting spot for transporters like us. "And this is Snickerdoodle." Hearing her name, the wrinkled skin above the bloodhound's eyes crinkled with happiness at our presence, expressing her joy in that unique bloodhound way.
"Snickerdoodle?" Leo giggled. "Well, I guess that fits since you're a girl. Whatever they call you, you will make someone very happy because you're a special Christmas present!" She reached down to pat the dog's head affectionately.
I handed Leo the end of the lead. "Just to warn you, she'll go where she wants to go."
She laughed. "Thanks, I'll be prepared!"
On cue, Snickerdoodle decided to head over to a grassy area, pulling Leo behind her. That dog could move fast when she wanted to.
"Whoa, you're right!"
Leo and I were transporters who had volunteered to get the dog from the shelter in Kentucky to the family that wanted to adopt her in Jamestown, New York. I lived nearby in a suburb of Cincinnati but backtracked into Kentucky to pick Snickerdoodle up because there were no other volunteers. Leo would take the next and last leg on into Jamestown. Usually, our transports were broken into shorter distances, but understandably, few didn't want to volunteer on Christmas Eve.
I couldn't not volunteer to deliver a Christmas present. Not to mention all that coal and stocking stuff.
Snickerdoodle was snuffling along the grassy area between the curbs, pulling Leo behind her, who had the leash wrapped twice around her hand.
"Hey, I'm free today. How about we deliver Snickerdoodle together?" I blurted out, a bit surprised at my own forwardness. But I went with it. "She can be a lot to handle for one person. It'd give us a chance to get to know each other better," I said with a flirtatious grin, emboldened by her surprised but warm smile.
I couldn't take my eyes off her. There was just something magnetic about this woman I had only just met. Throwing caution to the wind, I took a step closer and gently brushed a strand of hair from her face, letting my fingers linger. "What do you say? It could be an adventure. We could get to know each other." My heart raced as I awaited her response, wondering if I was too presumptuous but unable to stop pursuing her.
I saw nothing but relief on her face as the dog pulled her away. "I'd love that, thank you! Yes, to it all! But you'll have a longer drive back to Kentucky?"
I shrugged. "I don't live far from here. No one was picking up the first leg of Snickerdoodle's transport, so I doubled back."
"Oh, okay, I live nearby as well. Wow, aren't you nice to do that!" She smiled, flashing dimples. ​In the cold sky, her eyes, silver-blue like the clouds, radiated a warmth sucking me right in. And it had been some time for that kind of vibe for me.
"I can be. Very," I teased. "We'll take the truck. Your SUV will be fine here for the day." Besides, it's bright lime green. Anyone who'd steal it would be nuts because they wouldn't get too far with that beacon.
I got Snickerdoodle settled into the back seat.
"Okay! Just let me get a few things I don't want to leave in my car."
Leo popped the back hatch of her SUV and leaned in. Forcing my gaze from her perfect ass, I caught a glimpse of a tidy interior with a cozy plaid woven blanket in the backseat. She pulled out a faded green duffel bag that looked packed full. It landed with a heavy thump. Next came two large red shopping bags of Christmas gifts wrapped in shiny paper and giant bows. Leo gently placed them down before grabbing another overstuffed tote, this one with colorful yarn cascading over the sides.
"Sorry for all the stuff. I was prepared for time with my Christmas Eve friends tonight," she explained, a little flustered, looking at the pile on the ground. Her breath came out in small white puffs as she dragged the bags over. I chuckled, picturing her dutifully loading the car with her creations. Just thinking about that made me smile.
I heaved the heavy duffel into the cab as Leo tried corralling all the rolling balls of yarn back into the tote. "I've got the rest," I assured her. Soon enough, we were packed up and ready to head out.
By the time we left, as requested, all her belongings were piled at her feet, her jacket neatly folded on top.
We buckled in and were on our way. Leo was fashionable but still practical. The black knee-high boots were high but thick-heeled and appropriate for snow. Black tights and a short skirt cuddled her ass. A silvery blue scarf that matched her eyes twisted like a necklace on her black cowl neck. I squirmed a little in my seat at my dick that was making way too much of this.
She must have sensed that I had checked out her attire because she said, "I must look a little dressed up to drive a dog across the state, huh?" she laughed, and I grinned. "I had some business to take care of at a gallery right down the road."
"You look beautiful, Leo." I wasn't surprised by her colorful, but not flashy, fashion. "Gallery? You're an artist?"
"I am. I'm a textile artist. I work with fiber instead of paint." She leaned over to crank the song up. "Oh! I love this song!"
She vibed Jagger but seemed to be happy with the traditional Christmas songs that were on my radio. I'm not sure what that says about either of us. Although out of season, I listened to the Stones, Led Zeppelin, and all, I wasn't such a boring guy.
"What more can I do," she had a beautiful voice, "Baby, all I want for Christmas is youuuu," she sang with the whole shoulder and hand action going.
And all I want for Christmas is you.
I glanced over and smiled, "You have a great voice."
"Oh my gosh, I'm sorry, I just took over your radio," she apologized, leaning forward and reaching to lower the sound.
I couldn't help but notice she filled out that sweater very, very nicely. I've always been a T&A man and noticed these things. Never too old for that. This was a woman you could take out to dinner who would order a meal instead of picking at a salad. I liked that—a lot.
"Make yourself at home!" Oddly enough, it made me happy that she felt so comfortable with me.
She waved her hand. "This is sort of like a living room in here."
"I spent so much time in the truck. I wanted to get as much comfort as I could."
"Yeah, it is a big truck. You know what they say about men who drive big trucks," she giggled and clapped a hand over her mouth. "What do you do?" she asked, saving herself, but I was biting back a grin.
If I have my way, you'll learn about that big truck/little dick myth someday.
I cleared my throat, getting past my vision of her in my bed. "I'm a welder. Well, actually a retired welder now."
"You're too young, so you must not have retired too long ago?"
"Why thank you, and you're right. Less than a year. I was happy to be able to do it at fifty-five. I'd invested and did all the right things to get out early."
"Like, work your ass off."
I laughed. "You got that right! Although I do love to weld and still pick up a few side jobs."
"I can see that. If you're doing something you love, it's really not a job. I'm fortunate that, for the most part, I can set my own hours. My studio is at home." She was quiet for a moment. "I'm not sure I'd ever really quit doing what I do. Not sure what I'd do with myself," she laughed.
"Are you married?" I was finally able to slide in that oh-so-important question.
"No, never have. I was so busy building my career. Then, when I became successful," Leo air quoted, rolling her eyes, "I began to travel and had no time to breathe, much less for relationships."
"Oh, so you travel a lot?" I tried to hide the disappointment in my voice.
"Not so much anymore. I hold week-long workshops several times a year, and they travel to me now," she chuckled. "It was stressful for a while. I could have scheduled workshops every weekend all over the country, and too often did. I just had to make sure I had time for travel between, and still, I often cut it close."
"Good for you, Leo. You recognized when you made it and took advantage as you should have." I looked at Leo in yet another light. "You certainly are successful."
She smoothed a hand over her skirt. It was mid-thigh, but her black tights kept everything respectable. "I'm home more now, yeah. My cat loves it," she laughed.
"You have a cat? So, do I? Dogs are too needy for me. Zeus is my house panther. Always happy to see me when I get home and content to lie on my shoulder or lap. She takes care of her own business and eats when she wants. She doesn't need me around to do that."
"My girl is a grey floof named Alberta."
We both laughed when we heard a loud snuffle from the backseat.
"I wonder if that was his opinion of the cat's name," she laughed. "Snickerdoodle is a good doggo," she said, looking back. "She's content to just lay on your seat."
"I thought we'd stop in Columbus, get a bite to eat, and get her out for a walk."
"Sounds good to me. I can go for a coffee at least." She wiggled back into the seat and crossed her legs on the seat, and I stifled a groan at her flexibility. "This is really comfortable."
I pointed out the heat controls for her side of the truck and the seat options. We rode in comfortable silence until we found an exit with an arms-length list of restaurants on the highway food sign.
"I'll get Snickerdoodle some water and food if you want to go in and order?"
"Perfect!" She bundled up again and, refusing any money, made her way to the restaurant.
Leo was hesitant about eating in the truck, but I flipped up the table between us that had flat space for food and several size cup holders.
"Whoa, fancy!" She emptied the bags of food and opened the steaming coffees. "I wasn't sure how you liked your burgers, so I got it with everything. You can pick off what you don't want."
I laughed because that was precisely what I'd have done, but I saw the flush on her cheeks.
"I'm not laughing at you... I am, but only because that's what I'd have done. Pick off what you don't want."
"Oh! Okay," she giggled, twirling a French fry in ketchup, then sucking it off before she ate it, then flicking her tongue across her lips for any errant condiment.
Not even two hours into the trip, I was already fighting the urge to pull Leo into my lap and kiss her sweet lips. Everything about her excited me more and more. The way she gestured excitedly, her unabashed singing, her thoughtful questions, her eyes shining with curiosity and life. She was just so full of life, pulling me right in.
I'd found that most women my age seemed to fixate too much on trying to fight the aging process. Obsessing over wrinkles, spots, and every new pound that crept on. Fussing to cover the gray hairs and perfect their outfit before being seen in public.
Don't get me wrong, I understand society's pressure on women to look flawless. But there was something so special about a woman who could embrace growing older gracefully. Who carried herself with quiet confidence rather than vanity.
Leo was like a breath of fresh air. She didn't seem hung up on her looks or trying to impress anyone. Whether chatting over coffee or bundled up in the blizzard, she had a natural, effortless beauty about her. And no hair dye, my particular nit. Old ladies that dye their hair red or blonde... They look ridiculous because they cannot pull it off as natural.
Some might call her eccentric with her artsy style and quirky habits. But I found it charming. Leo was comfortable just being herself. Her smile lit up a room more than any fancy outfit or dye job could hope to.
Now, that's what I call truly beautiful - a woman with the wisdom to know her worth comes from within. Who realizes laugh lines and gray hairs tell the story of a life well-lived. If only more ladies realized that embracing who they are is more appealing than fighting nature. Leo was a reminder that the right man will see past the surface and fall for what's underneath.
I gripped the steering wheel tight, trying to focus on the road ahead. But my mind kept drifting to Leo, sitting just a few feet away. I wondered what her head would be like resting on my shoulder if she tasted like the peppermint candy cane she'd been nibbling on. I shook myself out of those daydreams.
The last thing I wanted to do was make Leo uncomfortable. She was just being friendly, not looking for romance with an old gearhead like me. But there was no denying that I was drawn to everything about that woman: her passion, smile, and zest for living. I can't remember the last time I felt this spark. If ever.
"Still got a few hours to go." I sucked in a deep breath and cranked up the radio, needing a distraction. Oh man, this will be a long, torturous drive. I could only hope my self-control would last.
Leo nodded cheerfully, humming the Christmas tunes and sucking on the candy cane.
I wondered when the last time I reacted like to any woman. After my divorce fifteen years ago, I got busy with work and didn't meet many women I wanted to go out with. Although I'm sure if I'd met Leo, she would have stopped me in my tracks.
My divorce was amicable. We were just bored with each other. I couldn't imagine my life with her, nor she, me. We were young and didn't realize how long forever really was.
"Do you mind if I use this?" she asked, tapping the table.
"No, of course not." She riffled through all the bags stacked around her legs until she pulled up the bag with the yarn. "You can put some of those bags in the back, so you have more room. I don't think Snickerdoodle would take the energy to get into them," I laughed.
"He might because he'd smell the food."
"Food?"
"Well, not food exactly," she said, stringing yarn across the seat. "I have Christmas presents with chocolate."
"Ahhhh, that might not be a great idea then. You're going to your family for the holiday?"
Leo paused, seeming to choose her words carefully. "Well, I was an only child. And my parents passed some years back." She spoke matter-of-factly, but I sensed a quiet sadness in her tone.
"I've got a close group of women, all around fifty-something, in the same boat. No family of our own. We make sure none of us are alone on the holidays. We'll stay up late on Christmas Eve, exchange gifts, talk, and laugh. Like a silver girl's slumber party," she laughed.
I nodded, picturing her surrounded by friends, making their own fun. "That's really thoughtful of you all," I said.
Leo just shrugged, keeping her eyes on the needlework in her lap. "It's nice to have companionship."
After a few moments, she glanced my way. "What about you? What were your plans for tomorrow?" She bit her lip apologetically. "Before I ruined your Christmas Eve, that is."
I waved off her concern. "Shoot, I didn't have any real plans tonight." I paused, debating how much to share. "My folks passed years ago, and my brother lives in California. We keep in touch but rarely see each other."
It was the truth, though I couldn't yet let on how much more she meant to me already. I hoped someday I could be the one keeping her company on Christmas. For now, I'd cherish every moment fate had brought us together.
I rubbed my jaw, the stubble rasping under my fingers. "Few years back, my buddy at the shop told me about a free Christmas dinner for veterans. I volunteered to cook, clean, and do whatever they needed. Some who show up actually have means, but I think they're just starved for company."
Leo stopped knitting, her eyes warm with interest. I cleared my throat, feeling a bit self-conscious. "I know it's not much, but I've got a handful of fellas who come back each year who I look forward to seeing." I chuckled, picturing their weathered faces. "They're quite the characters. Swapping stories and jokes over turkey and stuffing makes my day as much as theirs, I bet."
I snuck a glance at Leo. She set down her project ultimately, giving me her full attention. "That's really kind of you, Steve," she said softly. "I'm sure you've made a lot of folks very happy on Christmas."
Her genuine praise made me duck my head. I couldn't remember when a woman looked at me with such respect. For a second, I let myself pretend I was the catch she seemed to think I was.
The clouds continued to get more ominous the further north we were in Ohio. I kept moving, hoping we'd get our Christmas package delivered and back southbound before heavy snow hit.
I heard the rasp of the zipper on Leo's duffel bag as she rooted around. We were on a stretch of road with little traffic, so I was able to check her out. Zippers on each boot hummed down.
Suddenly, she lifted her leg, her foot nearly on the dash, and slipped on a little slipper with a cat face. By the time she lifted the other leg, I was squirming in my seat, trying to get comfortable because my jeans got tight.
She glanced over at me. Her skirt hiked further up her thigh—but those damn tights. I smiled with gritted teeth, and she giggled. "Just getting comfortable."
I'll get you comfortable, all right, I thought.
But I just nodded.
.
.
LEONORA dba LEO
.
.
I'll admit I was really feeling myself on the drive over. With the Rolling Stones blasting, I was rocking out and daydreaming about the gallery opening. Visions of potential buyers admiring my weavings danced through my head.
When I pulled up and saw Steve waiting there, I was mid-headbang to 'Jumpin' Jack Flash.' I probably looked like a fool, hair flying everywhere as I jammed out. In my excitement, I completely forgot to turn the radio down.



There stood possibly the most handsome man I'd ever laid eyes on. He was over six feet tall, thick black curls peeking out from under his baseball cap. Silver strands glinted in the light. His muscular frame was wrapped in a leather jacket, accentuating his rugged appeal. And I'd have put money on those muscles that weren't from a gym. Best of all, he was around my age.
Steve gave me an indulgent smile as I rolled down the window. I felt my face flush red-hot with embarrassment. Here I was, a fifty-four-year-old woman acting like a teenager. Although that would be what I often do, the truth be known.
I never had children and enjoyed being only responsible for myself. Besides, my friends look much older from worries about their children, even though their children are adults now. It never stops for most parents. Some made their kids stand on their own two feet to be responsible adults, which was admirable. Today, raising kids who are entitled seems to be the norm.
I started to talk, but he gestured that he couldn't hear, and I fumbled to turn off the radio, my heart pounding in my ears. "Sorry about that," I stammered, smoothing my hair. I was sure Steve thought I was ridiculous. But to my relief, he just chuckled good-naturedly.
I shook his hand, noticing they were covered in scars, and wondered what kind of work he did. He was likely too young to be retired. Dark blue eyes sparkled under bushy black eyebrows. The bloodhound at his feet made him look like a real adventurer.
.
.
After we left Columbus, the skies turned darker with snow clouds. I can't say I wasn't a little worried about getting Snickerdoodle Christmas gift to his new people before the snow came.
"That sky..." I said a few hours later.
"I know... At least we're not seeing snow yet." He glanced over at me. "Don't worry, this truck is four-wheel drive and handles great in the snow."
I looked at my watch. "Another two hours or so?"
"That's about right. Let me know if you need to stop." Right at that moment, the dog let out a loud snore. "I think our rider is settled in for a while." We both laughed.
"I'm good for now, thanks."
Within my seatbelt, I turned to face him and drew my knees up. Probably not the safest, but my butt was numb.
"Let's play a game," I said brightly. "Two lies and the truth."
"Yeah, I know that one. You start!"
"Okay. One is my cat's name is Gato." He laughed, and I grinned. "Two is I've never been out of the country. And three is, I drive a Corvette. Okay, now, which is the truth."
He thought for a moment. "I don't know you well, of course, but this one is pretty easy, I think. Your cat's name is Gato. Is truth?"
I laughed. "No." He looked at me incredulously, thinking he'd aced it. "Want another chance?"
"Yes." He thought for a moment. "You've never been out of the country?"
"Wrong!!" I laughed.
"Whaaaaat?"
"I drive a Corvette. An older one. Don't like the new ones," I wrinkled my nose.
"Yeah, I don't care for the body styling. The power is great, but the aesthetics won't make them appealing years from now." I nodded. "Not like opening the barn door and finding a dusty split window."
"Exactly!" I took a swig from my bottle of water. "Your turn!"
"Oh boy. Okay. Hmmm. I am a gourmet home chef. I am an award-winning ice skater. I plant a vegetable garden every year."
I giggled at the smirk on his face, thinking he had me, which he might have. I considered each one.
"I hope it's that you're a gourmet chef!" As soon as the words came out of my mouth, I regretted them. It seemed pushy, like we'd see each other beyond this transport. I hoped we would. I wanted to get to know Steve much, much better.
I couldn't tell if he picked up on it when he said, "Seriously?! What don't I look like an ice skater?" He looked at me, grinning. "Or a farmer?"
"I'm right?!" I hollered, laughing, and he threw his head back and laughed. "Oh my gosh. That was pure luck. But now you have to tell me about this."
He shrugged. I always liked to cook. It wasn't much fun doing it for myself, so I'd have friends over occasionally to hone my skills, as it were. It turned into a monthly thing. Now they bring the ingredients and challenge me to cook something up with what they got."
"That is pretty damn cool! That would be a challenge... I don't think I could do it on short notice. I'd have to look through recipes online. Go to my NYT recipe box and see if I saved anything for those ingredients, then peruse the list for a day, then take another day to decide after I gathered all the information," he started laughing as I talked. "You've totally impressed me."
"I just like to create with food. Sorta like you create with fiber."
I leaned back in my seat, studying Steve's profile as he focused on driving. There was an undeniable attraction between us that kept growing—more than just physical - a real mental connection.
In my younger years, dating felt like a tiring game of pretense. But time and experience gave me the confidence to be open about my feelings. While that honesty never led to lasting love, it did help me cherish my true self.
Now, in my fifties, I know what I want in a relationship. Like a perfectly worn armchair - not flashy, but molded just right. Someone who makes me feel comfortable known. Who I can be wholly myself with. Someone comfortable enough to be the same with me.
Steve reached for my hand to reassure me as the first snowflakes drifted down. His warm palm sent a thrill through me. We drove on in cozy silence, fingers interlaced.
The mood in the truck shifted, both of us sensing this spark. It felt less like an obligatory road trip and more like an eager first date.
I found myself imagining quiet nights by the fire with Steve, sipping wine and sharing stories. Waking up next to him, wrapped in soft flannel sheets. The kind of effortless domestic bliss I had nearly given up on finding.
Maybe this blizzard was fate bringing us together. A chance to take it slow and see where this unexpected connection led. A new chapter filled with possibilities.
Steve squeezed my hand once more before returning it to the wheel. I savored the tingle left on my skin.
I could think of nothing more I wanted than to have him deep inside me. The ultimate joining. I wanted to see his face when he had an orgasm and how he sounded. Was he loud? I wondered if he liked dirty talk. Did he like blow jobs? I have an appreciation for bringing a man to his knees with my talents. In other words, I loved sucking cock.
"Seems to have quit snowing," he said, interrupting my warm fuzzy feel-good panty-wetting fantasies.
"Good!" Not wanting to sound like a complainer, I added, "I mean, I know it's Ohio, winter, Christmas Eve, so snow is likely on the agenda."
"Yeah, I'm with you. I'd rather have a fire, wine, and good company on a snowy winter day."
Was he tuning into my fantasies?
"Do you have a fireplace?"
"I do. Do you?"
"Yes, I do!" I hesitated but said, "You know I'm a little quirky. Some say I don't act my age."
"How do you know how to act? You've never been this age before," he grinned.
"Right?! And having no children, I never had to grow up."
"I totally get that. Same here. Being child-free was for me." He hesitated. He knew there was a big difference between being childfree and. "Did you want children?"
"Not really. Never had a desire. You? Or maybe you have children?" I asked.
"Nope. My ex wouldn't have made a good mother, and honestly, I didn't care if I had kids. Not a burning desire. But to be even more honest, I'm really glad I didn't. I've been able to live my own life and not have it ruled by one thing after another with kids."
"Exactly!" Another notch into the what we have in common factor.
"We're close to Lake Erie now, right?" I asked, glancing out at the snow swirling thicker by the minute.
"Yeah, we just passed a sign for Conneaut," Steve replied, squinting at the road ahead. "We're on Interstate ninety running along the lake. Probably about an hour to go."
He flexed his fingers on the steering wheel. "Would've made better time if not for that traffic jam earlier."
A shiver ran through me as I eyed those big, dark clouds, all purplish-gray, looming heavily above the lake. They carried that eerie promise of an upcoming blizzard. The wind got fierce, whipping up angry waves on the water that looked like ​cold, hard steel.
I wrapped my arms around myself, feeling a chill down to my bones that had nothing to do with the temperature.​
"This is considered part of the snow belt?" I already knew the answer but was fishing for reassurance.
"Yeah, lake effect snow comes off Erie and can really pile up," Steve affirmed. He gave me a sideways smile. "But we'll get there and head back before it gets too gnarly. Don't worry, Leo."
I nodded, trying to ease my nerves. But I had a pit in my stomach that this storm would be worse than anticipated. I snuck another glance at the turbulent water and the threatening sky. The weather seemed to mirror the swirl of emotions I felt about the man beside me.
"Here's our exit," I said excitedly. I had Waze up to ensure we got there and back on the highway as quickly as possible.
Fortunately, they weren't far off the Interstate exit. Snickerdoodle found a place in their front yard to do her business, her red coat quickly covering white with snowflakes. The family ran out to get their new family member.
"Merry Christmas!" I said, getting a thankful hug from each family member. I hid a chuckle as Steve was treated to the same gratitude. "I don't want to be rude, but we need to get back on the highway. Hopefully, beat the blizzard."
One of the kids ran in and brought out a big tin with a jolly Santa on the lid—cookies for our trip back. I was a little teary at their thoughtfulness as I climbed back into the truck.
We got out and back onto Interstate ninety again, and I felt a little relief when I saw the roads had been salted and trucks were ready with plows. However, I hoped not to see them in action.
"That was a nice thing, huh," Steve said about the cookies. I knew he was trying to distract me from worrying.
"It was. I was surprised. Were you? I think they'll make a wonderful family for her. You know, maybe they will keep the name Snickerdoodle. I mean the cookies and all." I trailed off when I saw him smiling, realizing I was nervously blurting. "Sorry."
He reached for my hand again and squeezed it. "No need to apologize. I get that you're worried. I don't see any issues for now. The highway trucks are out doing what they're supposed to do. Pennsylvania highway guys know this road and are very familiar with their weather. This truck is rock solid on the road. The weight of those cookies is helping that, I'm sure," he said, and we laughed.
I was utterly confident in Steve and his driving and felt better because he trusted his vehicle. There was nothing we could do about it. Just hope to get across Interstate ninety and out of the snow belt. The snow was coming down harder but not near blizzard proportions, I noted in my mind. We're good.
I picked up my knitting and began working on my project.
"So, tell me about what you do. I know you're knitting, but that's about the extent of my fiber knowledge," he laughed.
"Well, I start by spinning the wool—"
"Wait. Do you have a spinning wheel? Like you see in museums?"
I laughed. "Yes, but no. Like what you see in museums but much more modern." He nodded. "Sometimes I'll dye the wool, depending on the project. I also weave so that I could use it for that."
"Whoa, you have some equipment then huh?"
A couple of looms and a couple of wheels," I grinned. "But nothing like a big truck."
He belly laughed. "You got me!"
I shrugged. "We all have our fun. Just in different ways."
I noticed he was more fixed on the road ahead and that the snow was coming faster, spinning into the windshield. It was dark from the snow and clouds, and I shivered again.
By the time we hit the Ohio, Pennsylvania border, the snow was coming harder, and Steve had slowed down because visibility was dwindling. We pulled into a rest area, and Steve ran in.
He was covered in snow when he got back into the truck.
"Just saw an Ohio State patrolman who suggested we find a place to hunker down for the night." He looked out the windshield where the snow had already piled up. "He said there wasn't much around here, but if we got off at five thirty-four, we could get to Geneva-on-the-Lake and likely find something."
I felt a stress headache coming on but said, "We'll do what we have to do, Steve. We need to stay safe."
He nodded, started the truck, and watched the wiper shove the snow away. I looked on the phone, found some nearby hotels in Geneva, and began to call. They were all full already.
"We'll have to go on up to Geneva-on-the-Lake, I'm afraid. They're all booked in Geneva. We can't afford to push on and get stuck on the Interstate."
"You're right. Let's get off and head straight there."
The enormous tires rumbled and crunched, breaking through the snow as we maneuvered along the road that snaked through the quaint town.
As we drove into town, memories of childhood trips with my parents came flooding back. Even through the thick blanket of snow, I could practically hear the cheerful jingle of arcade games and the crash of bowling pins. See the bright neon lights flashing above ice cream parlors and fudge shops, beckoning me inside.
I'd press my nose to the windows, inhaling the rich chocolatey aroma as men in crisp white aprons whipped up fudge in shiny copper pots. Dad would hoist me onto his shoulders so I could watch them pour it onto the chilled marble slab, always letting me pick the flavor. We'd wait in hungry lines that stretched out the door at the famous hot dog place, watching them pile the buns impossibly high with plump dogs buried under drizzles of mustard and rivers of tangy coney sauce.
In the evenings, strolling down the boardwalk Hand-in-hand with Mom and Dad, cotton candy melting on my fingers. Lake Erie lapped gently against the rocky shore, the sun glinting off its surface. After tiring myself out playing Skee-Ball and Whack-A-Mole all day, I'd fall asleep in the backseat on the drive home, dreaming of our next visit. This quaint little town held so many precious memories with my family.
"I don't know, Steve. It all looks closed," I said, worried.
"The patrolman said to ask at one of the resorts. They may open a cottage for us." We slowly drove on and saw a cluster of small cottages that had not changed since my childhood visit. "I'll try here. There are lights in the main house."
He quickly disappeared in the heavy snow as he walked to the house.
The rooflines of the homes, lined with bright Christmas lights, stood as delicate silhouettes against the backdrop of the blizzard. The relentless snowfall subdued the usual vibrant glow, casting a hush over the town. The lights on the bushes were covered by a blanket of snow that muted their brightness.
Through the open windows, softened by the snowy veil, glimpses of Christmas trees with their twinkling lights and shiny ornaments.
Many homes, their driveways framed by the pristine snow, welcomed the warmth of Christmas Eve celebrations. Cars, dusted with a frosting of snow, hinted at gatherings inside, where families and friends celebrated.
As the snowflakes continued, I couldn't help but feel a mistiness in my eyes. I looked at the presents I had brought, wrapped with care. My duffel, filled with everything I'd need for our usual Christmas Eve sleepover, became a bittersweet reminder that I wouldn't be there.
The door opened, and a snow-covered Steve shook off and jumped into the truck. "We got one! We'll just hunker down here until this goes over. He said he'll plow us out in the morning because the sidewalk to the cottage will likely be deep."
He parked as close as he could to the tiny cottage. I wrapped myself in my scarf, buttoned my coat, and hopped out of the truck. The snow was already mid-calf and showing no signs of slowing down. We gathered my bags and trudged through the snow to the door.
The cottage was small and only had one double bed. Steve winced and said, "I didn't think to ask him for one with two beds. Let me go back and see if he can give us another one."
"Ugh, don't go back out in that again. We're adults. We can make do." I dropped my duffel on the floor, relieved we were off the treacherous road. "Besides, I don't want to schlep all this stuff through knee-deep snow to another cottage," I laughed.
"He said he gave us one of the cottages with a fireplace and an AC heat unit. Which in my experience doesn't usually work well, but I'll get it going, then get some wood inside."
It wasn't long until he had the fire crackling in the little fireplace. I was finally comfortable enough to take my coat off between the fire and the wall unit. I hung both our snow-wet coats to dry.
"Damn, I almost forgot." Steve jumped up and ran out the door.
"I can't believe you went out there without your coat!" I scolded when he was back, just moments later. "Sorry, I was—"
"Concerned. I get that, and that's okay, Leo." He held up a bulging grocery sack. "They had Christmas Eve leftovers, he said," laughing.
"Food?!"
I'd found many extra pillows in the cupboard, spread a blanket, and then arranged the pillows around the fireplace. Steve began to set everything on the floor in front of us.
"Wow, ham, green beans, sweet potatoes," he said, pulling each plastic container out.
"And cookies!" I said, holding up the tray and laughing.
"Damn, I'm going to put twenty pounds on this trip," he said.
"Yeah, those cookies are all yours. I can't stand another twenty pounds."
He stopped what he was doing and looked at me.
"Leo, you are perfect. You may not think so, but I do. And I'm the one that looks at you. And I like what I see just the way you are."
I felt the hot flush across my face. "Thank you."
We hadn't eaten since lunch and pretty much polished everything off.
"I think I'll shower, although that deep clawfoot tub looks good for a bubble soak," she laughed. "Since I planned on doing an overnighter, I have everything in my bag. Feel free to use body wash, shampoo, whatever... Although you'll smell girly and not like a big bad pickup truck driver," she smirked.
"I'll risk my masculinity. But only with you."
I nearly swooned when he came out of the bathroom, his hair a mass of sexy waves. The fur on his bare chest was freshly fluffed, and his jeans slung low on his hips.
"Hello Kitty?" he laughed loudly, looking at my pink pajamas.
"Don't judge! This was supposed to be a sleepover with the girls, don't forget."
I knew I wouldn't forget anything about this trip. Ever. I just hoped they would be reminders of our beginning and not memories of the past.
"Oh!" He reached back into the bag and pulled out a bottle of wine. "Almost forgot!"
"He thought of everything!" He pulled the plastic off the neck. "Screw caps are the best," he laughed. "Guess I should have put this outside to cool."
I remembered seeing plastic cups in the bathroom and brought them back. "It's fine. I don't need cold wine. But then again, I'm not a connoisseur of the vino. I just drink it."
Steve put the containers in the bag, and we leaned back on the pillows to enjoy the fire. It was warm, and we were safe, and I could put that stress behind me.
We clinked our plastic cups and laughed every time he'd pour more. I noticed his beard was well past a five o'clock shadow, and I had to stop myself from running my fingers on his cheek. He caught me looking and smiled. The wine had taken effect and lowered my inhibitions.
"Your beard," I murmured. Fixated on it.



He leaned closer until his face was inches from mine. "What about it, babe?"
Mmm, babe. I loved that. "I want to touch it."
"You can touch anything you like," he dared. The fire's reflection danced in his eyes.
"You can too." My voice lowered an octave with building arousal.
He threaded his fingers through my hair as he cupped the back of my head. I'd never had such a sensual scalp massage and relaxed even more, leaning into it.
I lightly ran my fingers over the rough rasp of his black beard. My thumb ran across his lips, and he lightly grabbed it between his teeth.
This cottage was the definition of cozy. The fire's dancing flames cast flickering shadows on the walls. The warmth radiating from the blaze enveloped us, creating a cocoon that heightened the moment's intimacy.
As the logs crackled and snapped, the burning wood released its fragrance. It was as if the air were charged with the electricity​. The warmth intensified the wine to the point that my whole being was focused on Steve.
His lips, a playful whisper against mine, sparked a dance of sensations that teased and flirted. Attempting to keep my eyes open, I gazed into his, but the tender contact was so intoxicating that my lids soon fluttered closed.
I savored the rough whisper of his beard stubble, inhaling his woodsy scent and tasting wine on his lips.
The crackling fire filled the cozy cottage with a light smoky aroma. As the kiss deepened, our breaths mingled, slow and sweet.
Lips brushed, parted, and met again—a flirtation that spoke of desire without diving into the depths of intensity. There was a sense of playfulness, a teasing caress that left room for anticipation to bloom.
We had all night—no need to rush.
Steve's strong hands gently cradled my jaw as he leaned me back, our mouths clinging together. His lips were soft yet firm, alternating pressure in a deliciously teasing rhythm that went straight to my pussy.
My skin tingled everywhere he touched. I was hyperaware of his muscular frame pressing close. The howling wind outside faded away; all my senses were consumed by Steve's passionate kiss.
The subtle scent of him mingled with the warmth of his body. A gentle rustle of fabric. The sparks and crackling of the wood.
Time seemed to stand still in this perfect moment. His tongue tangled with mine, and his fingers wove through my hair. Our racing heartbeats thrumming in sync.
Although I wanted nothing more than to feel his bare skin against mine, feel him in the cradle of my thighs for the ultimate joining, through my years, I've come to enjoy the dance leading up.
With age comes an appreciation of lingering foreplay. I could tell Steve felt the same way because he was in no rush, just fooling around, sucking face. I smiled.
"What are you smiling about," he said, grinning.
"I like fooling around with you."
"Mmm, I like fooling around with you too, Leo. A lot."
I wrapped my arms around his shoulders, and he rolled us to our sides and pulled my thigh over his hip. We kissed and nibbled along with heavy sighs.
"This floor is getting hard," I giggled. "Twenty years ago, I wouldn't have minded."
"I hear you. Me too. Let's find something more comfortable. I'll toss a couple of more logs on the fire."
.
.
STEVE
.
.
When I woke up this morning, finding love was the furthest thing from my mind. Falling for a perfect stranger wasn't on my agenda anymore at my age. By your mid-fifties, dreams of Cupid coming along fade away. But fate had a surprise in store.
But the hours of talking in the truck flew by comfortably. We had easy silences, fun banter, and natural getting-to-know-you conversation—no annoying pretense.
I'm a simple guy. Women who constantly preen and fuss with makeup irritate me. I don't expect or need perfection. I'm certainly not perfect. Not by a long shot.
What made it special was the absence of anything annoying, just an easy camaraderie.
I'll admit I worried when we looked for a room in the blizzard. I wasn't sure we'd find anywhere open off-season. But Christmas Eve had its magic, making everyone generous.
Now we're like a Christmas cliché - a Hallmark movie.
Man and woman on a trip, blindsided by a blizzard, hole up in a cottage, and bam. Throw in a rescue dog, and bam, there's our story. You can't make this stuff up!
And a great story it'll be to tell our friends and family because that's what I intend to do since I'm not letting her go.
All I know is I'm grateful to have found Leo. She's the best surprise this season could give.
We decided to shower, and I watched her grab her duffel and disappear into the bathroom. When she came out, my imagination of her naked under the water had me hard as a rock and aching. I quickly brushed past her into the bathroom and took one for the team so I could take my time loving on her.
I hoped her dream wasn't to fuck in front of the fireplace because, at this age, I was way past that stage. I needed a comfortable bed and was pretty sure she also preferred that.
I brought a few more pieces of wood and tossed one on the fire. It crackled and popped from the dampness but settled into the orange embers.
"Mmm, this fireplace saved the day, didn't it?" Leo stood in front of the warm flames.
"Meeting you saved the day." I placed a hand on each hip and pulled her closer, and she smiled.
She purred and smoothed her hands up and down my bare skin. When we kissed, I cupped her fabulous ass, loving the feel of her against me. It was warm enough in front of the fire that it was time to get what little clothes we had on, off.
"Mmm, I love this," she whispered, tangling her fingers in the thick curls on my chest. She teased my hyper-sensitive nipples.
"Oh baby, that feels good." She smiled and flicked her tongue across the hard buds. "Oh yeah!"
With a grin, I began to unbutton her pajamas.
"Wow." It was about all I could get out. She wore a sheer pink lace bra under her Hello Kitty pajama top, bringing her full breasts to a man-killing decollete.
Her dark nipples hardened and pushed through the lace. I cupped her breasts and thumbed her nipples even harder.
"Beautiful," I murmured.
"I know they're---"
"Shhh," I shut her down because I knew she would make an excuse for what she perceived as flaws. I knew that's why she put her bra on after her shower. Another man might consider her curves flaws, but my mama didn't raise no fool, and I knew better. I nipped her breast through the bra and drew a breathy gasp.
Her reaction nearly brought me to my knees. There isn't anything better than having a responsive partner. They'll clue you into what they like and what they love. It's damn powerful.
I kissed her again, pulling her against me. I loved the feel of her breasts against my chest. I wanted to bare them and taste them, but I also needed to go slow and not overwhelm her. It would be easy to do that with how I felt.
She wrapped her arms around my neck and moaned, rubbing her aching nipples against my chest. While we kissed, I unhooked her bra and felt their delicious weight against me.
"Mmm," I moaned, leaning back and letting her bra drop. Her breasts were full, tipped with lusciously large cocoa-colored nipples.
I couldn't help but suck one into my mouth and tease it with my tongue. She moaned when I pulled it longer between my teeth. She arched, her fingers digging into my arms.
"Oh god, Steve, that feels so fucking good."
I noted how easily she said that and wondered if she hadn't been holding her naughtiness on me. I smiled to myself as I kissed across the upper mounds of her soft but firm breasts.
"Umm, a beauty mark," I murmured, kissing the side of her breast.
"Mole," she said, somewhat annoyed. "I can't believe you'd notice that during this."
I laughed at her huffiness. "I'm noticing everything about you, babe."
"Mmm, oh my god," she whispered when I scraped my beard across her tight nipples. I did it again to the other one. "I'm never going to let you shave again." She held my head to her breasts.
"Your wish..."
Slipping her Hello Kitty elastic pajama pants down was easy while I kissed her to distraction. Leo had a lot of self-confidence because of her career successes. But self-confidence stopped when it came to her body. She saw herself as fat, which embarrassed her.
I mean to prove to her that I and society see her as a voluptuous, sexy woman. To make her understand that the fat shamers are just projecting their own shortcomings onto others. She will learn that haters are to be pitied and then shut out for what they are. Hate-filled and toxic.
I backed her against the bed and lowered her, following her down. Her hair was mussed, and her silvery blue eyes were thunderous, languid pools of arousal. She was half-lidded, but I had to catch my breath in how she looked at me.
"Steve, I need you."
"Babe, you got me," I replied, thinking in more ways than one.
I kissed her breasts and down across her soft belly. Her pussy was thick black curls, but her lips were shaved, smooth and soft.
Running my hands up and down her silky inner thighs, I watched the wetness seeping from her pussy. I kissed the soft curls and inhaled the scent that was her. French kissing her sweetness brought breathy gasps.
I licked the wetness from her lips, then teased the long bud. She moaned, and her hips began to move. I teased her clit with my tongue, keeping the rhythm she needed. I held her hips while I took her faster and higher.
The cottage was filled with the sound of her heavy gasps and increasing groans. Her hips moved faster, and she ground her wet pussy against my face, already smeared with her juices. She shouted. Her body went stiff, and copious amounts of her juices flowed from her pussy. I lapped up as much as possible while she rode out her orgasm.
Leo's body relaxed, and she sank into the mattress. She blew out a heavy puff of hair, her bangs flew, and she cracked open her eyes.
"Fuck."
I grinned and moved between her legs to remove my jeans. I had to stop and enjoy her sprawled wantonly across the bed. If I could take a picture, I'd love nothing more than to tell her how fucking sexy she was. Any man, any real man, would be brought to his knees at the sight of her.
Her chest still heaving, her voluptuous breasts moved, enticing me again. Her legs were still spread wide, and her smooth lips were wet and inviting.
I slipped my jeans down, and she smiled, taking the same time to look at me. Even though I'd gotten myself off in the shower a short while ago, my cock was stiff and throbbing. Ready to sink into her heat.
I stretched out next to her. My cock nestled against her hip, my leg between hers.
"You look happy," I whispered, smiling.
That sexy smile said it all. "No one has ever done that to me like that before." She hesitated. "I mean—"
"I know what you mean, babe. I'm glad I could do it for you."
I smoothed my hand down her body and cupped the nest of dark curls. She pulled me down for a kiss and gasped in my mouth when I slipped a finger inside her. She moaned, and her hips rocked off the bed. Her wantonness was driving me crazy.
I slipped another finger into her tightness and stroked in and out, letting my thumb tease the softness around her clit. Giving her indirect stimulation.
"Oh god, Steve..." She moaned, thrusting up. Her hand wrapped around my cock. "So, fucking hard and hot. I need you inside me."
I wanted one more orgasm from her before that and circled the lips that protected her clit. She jerked, and I stroked in and out with my fingers, keeping up the pressure with my thumb.
I wanted to see her face. Wanted to see her in the throes of an orgasm. She held my eyes until I increased the speed, and she got close again. They fluttered, trying to stay open to watch me, but she gave in to the pleasure.
"Don't stop," she moaned, and I only increased the speed as I finger fucked her. My thumb directly on her clit would be too much, so I continued to manipulate the area. "Oh my god," she moaned again, her hips gyrating faster.
Her lips slightly parted, her face tense in anticipation of the final free fall into ecstasy. Leo's body tensed and arched, and her tongue flicked across her lips as a long, loud mew filled the room.
She collapsed onto the bed, panting loudly. When this woman comes, she gives it her all, I thought.
I'm going to make her mine.
I moved between her thighs and enjoyed the flow before rubbing the head of my cock in the warm liquid. Up and down her slit, teasing her clit.
She brought her knees up and raised her hips. "Hurry," she pleaded.
Precum was leaking from the tip, adding to the wetness as I rubbed the length of her silky pink slit. "You like this, babe?" I teased. Her hips gyrated. "Mmm, you want this?"
"Oh god yeah... I need you so bad." Her voice was low, gravelly, and full of arousal.
I poised the head of my cock at her entrance and pushed the head in, and stopped. We both groaned. I came up over her and slowly pushed in. Her canal walls stretched around my intrusion, holding my cock tight.
Her eyes locked with mine, savoring the first time. Her tongue flicked across her parted lips. Her eyes fluttered, and a low mew came from her as I pushed in deep. Locked together in the cradle of her thighs like I was meant to be there.
I thrust slowly, and she rose to meet me. Watching her face, those luscious tits bouncing on her chest inflamed me each time I stroked. Her soft curves. It all served to drive me higher.
I raised over her so my cock would have contact with her clit. Her eyes widened, her back arched, and her body tensed. Her pussy contracted around my hardness like a steel grip. She moaned with each contraction, her face a mask of pure pleasure.
The rhythmic grip sent me over the edge, and I followed her orgasm with my own growling flight of rapture. My ears rang, so I could barely hear myself as my cock pumped deep inside her.
She'd wrapped her legs around me at some point, locking me in deep.
"Oh baby," she breathed, her chest heaving.
I dropped and kissed her. "Oh, baby is right."
I pulled her against my side. Her head on my shoulder, our legs intertwined under the rumpled sheets. I heard her low hum.
"This is my body purring," she said drowsily.
Between the long drive, the weather, the emotion of delivering Snickerdoodle to her forever family, the wine, and the relaxing fire, topped by a stellar orgasm, we had both had it for the day.
"Mmm, I love your purrs little kitty." I hugged her tight against me. "It's getting chilly in here. I'm going to throw a couple of logs on the fire."
"Noooo," she mumbled, already half asleep. "Don't leave me."
"I'll be right back, babe. Never going to leave you," I assured a softly snoring Leo. But she'd find out soon enough.
.
.
LEONORA dba LEO
.
.
I woke in the middle of the night shivering. I snuggled close to Steve's warm, naked body, and he pulled me against him. He was still asleep by his peaceful rhythmic breathing, and I liked his automatic response to me.
I've had experience. I'm not a slut, but I certainly have enjoyed sex in my lifetime. They had to mean something to me, but I guess it's like that for all of us women. There has to be some connection. I just couldn't fuck a perfect stranger. Until now.
I mean, he is a stranger. I met him in the morning and fucked him the same night. But there's a connection. A serious connection. I had to get a handle on this before I got my heart broken. Because I'm falling fast.
The sun broke through the cracks in the drapes, brightening the room enough that I could see his face. Without a razor, his beard surpassed five o'clock shadow and had a toe in full-on facial hair. I loved it. His lips were perfect. Not too thin nor thick.
And I trembled thinking of how talented his tongue was. By the time he was done, I was glad I didn't have to stand up because my thighs were jelly, my legs powerless.
Thinking back, those were the only times I faked orgasms. I'm very responsive, and my partner knows if I like his actions. And it's easy enough to move a hand or fingers to hit just the right spot. Unlike someone who is rooting around your cunt, searching for—I'm not sure what they were searching for, really. It seems clear where my clit is. I mean, what can you say, move your tongue a little higher... Deeper... Too hard... Too soft... It was always all so complicated, so I never encouraged a man to go down on me.
I was happier with the cock in me, one place or another.
Steve mumbled something in his sleep, a slight smile on his lips. He moaned, and his cock began to tent the bedclothes. I only hoped the dream was about me because I was about to make it real.
I stealth slid under the covers and found his cock, semi-hard and waiting for me. I licked the tip as it lay there, and it lolled away. Determined not to use my hand, I hooked my tongue around the tip and guided it my way, wrapping my lips around the rim.
I scrubbed my tongue on the tip to his moans. This time, it wasn't a dream.
"Oh babe," he murmured. His voice was graveled, thick with sleep and arousal.
It grew in my mouth as I slid my lips to the base. What a powerful feeling that was. I was a weirdo among my friends because I always loved to suck cock. But this was the first time I'd ever caught it from soft to hard in my mouth.
My cheeks sunk in while I slid my mouth off the stiff shaft. He groaned louder. I held the base tight in my circled fingers and sucked the head again, teasing the hole with my tongue. Precum was leaking, and I loved the musky, salty taste.
I grazed my teeth lightly over the head, and he growled.
"Oh god babe... Your mouth... Killing me," he said between grunts as my tongue worked more magic.
I slid my mouth down the stiff throbbing shaft, grazing the length with my teeth. That caused him to weave his fingers in my hair. I pulled the skin back tight with my fingers and bobbed my head the length of his cock.
His body jerked, and he hissed through his teeth.
I hefted his balls in my hand. They were full and fat and low-hanging. I loved watching him move around last night as his cock and balls swayed heavily. Now, they were mine.
I danced his balls on my fingertips, and my mouth fucked his cock. His legs were restless, and his body moved and jerked as I took him higher.
Then I slowed everything down to his lusty groan. I teased the hole with my tongue, picking up the leaking seed, then teased the underside of the tip. Flicking my tongue on the sensitive spot.
"Oh my god!" he gritted. His fingers will still wound in my hair firmly, but not painfully.
Then I plunged his length into my mouth again and quickly fucked his cock with my mouth suction. This time, he had a grip that didn't allow me to pull off. His hips began to thrust, and I let him fuck my mouth while I teased and tugged at his lightly furred fat balls.
"Oh yeah, oh yeah, oh yeah," he cried out more intensely, fucking my mouth faster.
I felt the first hard throb, then a sweet release in my mouth and down my throat. He shouted so loud I was glad our cottage was away from the main house.
I waited until his body relaxed, then let his cock plop out of my mouth, licking my lips.
He lifted the covers, and I looked up.
"Good morning," I smiled.
He grinned. "Good morning to you, too, babe. Did you sleep well?"
"Like a baby!"
In the distance, we heard a tractor grinding slowly. "I'll bet Howard is plowing," Steve said, peering out the window. "Yep, I'll go out."
He threw on his clothes, threw a few logs on the fire, and was out the door. Since Steve had it under control, I languished in bed. The snow shovel scraped the walk outside the door, and I was almost sad that our time here was ending soon. I wondered where we'd go from here.



I knew where I wanted to go, but I had to see how the other half of this package felt.
.
Steve stomped the snow off his boots a half hour later and stepped in the door. He was carrying a large cardboard box and set it down while he removed his work boots and placed them in front of the fire.
"Damn, it's cold out there. I've never seen so much fucking snow. You need to look out the window, babe," he said excitedly.
I shivered, still in bed with the covers up to my neck.
He pulled out a thermos and poured two steaming cups of coffee. "Howard's wife felt sorry for us and sent food. He said his family is close and could walk to their house." He handed me the coffee. "oh, Merry Christmas, by the way."
"Oh my god, I almost forgot. I can't believe it." I took a sip of the strong coffee. "Yum. Just how I like it!"
"Strong. Me too!" His gaze dropped. "Along with other things."
When I sat up in bed, the covers dropped, and I inadvertently had my tits on display. Although it didn't seem Steve minded, I smiled to myself, thinking how brave I'd gotten in less than twenty-four hours.
He stared for a moment and cleared his throat. "I better get this unpacked while it's all still hot. They have a big brunch for family and friends and share."
He began container after container out of the box. Enough for an army of people. "I am sorta starved."
"I am, too!"
Biscuits with sausage gravy. Christmas tree-shaped waffles with a jar of steaming hot maple syrup, no doubt local. Bacon and sausage. He handed me another container.
"Oh my god, I love this! Egg casserole. We used to make it the night before, then bake it in the morning." I got teary at the memory.
Sliced spiral ham and fat slabs of sourdough bread with a small crock of butter.
I crooned at the container of marshmallow and fruit mixture. "Another blast from the past."
Plates. Serving ware. Knives, forks, and spoons.
"Now, if we just had vodka," Steve said, holding up a big jug of orange juice.
I laughed. "This is enough food to last us for days." I nibbled on a piece of bacon. I hated to ask, but I did. "What did he say about the roads?"
I saw the quick shadow on Steve's face before he answered. "He said these roads should be cleared by noon or one. The interstates are cleared and moving along."
"Good," I said with little enthusiasm. Of course, I knew we couldn't stay, but the thought of my time with Steve was ending was depressing.
There was a short silence. "That egg casserole must be good."
I looked up at him. "Huh?"
He smirked. "Your nipples are hard."
I laughed and pretended to throw a biscuit at him. "If that's true, then I don't need you," I smirked.
"Touche!"
To begin with, what looked like a lot of food was gone rather quickly. We had little yesterday, and Howard's wife is a fantastic cook. Both of us put it away. And I, for once, wasn't embarrassed about eating.
We rinsed the containers and packed them back in the box, setting it by the door.
I looked at my watch and saw it was late morning. "So I guess we should get ready to leave?"
"We have time, babe." I could tell Steve was in no rush for this to end, either.
"I need a shower, that much I know."
"You know that big ol' clawfoot tub would hold us both," he suggested.
An oversized soaking tub is my dream, and I plan on having just that when I remodel my bathroom. That Steve would be in there with me. Well, that goes beyond my imagination.
I strolled into the bathroom, looking over my shoulder. I bent over to adjust the faucets and felt Steve's hands on my hips, pulling me back against him.
His hard cock was rubbing against my ass. When I wiggled, it slipped between my thighs, sliding down the silken folds of my pussy.
I quickly turned the water off and braced myself.
"Fuck me."
He groaned. His cock head stroked up and down, teasing the entrance. I pushed back, sliding onto his cock in one move.
"God, babe," he groaned, his fingers digging into my hips, and he began to stroke in and out of me. "Look." I turned my head and saw our reflection in the full-length mirror. My pussy clenched around his hardness at seeing us locked together.
"Oh fuck. That's hot."
"Your tits swaying like that. Driving me crazy."
They jerked and bounced each time he drove into me. I reached down and tweaked my nipples harder and pulled them into long bullets. The sound of his grating deep breaths, as he watched me play with my tits, rocketed me higher.
I slipped my hand between my legs and stroked my clit. His fat balls slapped my hand, and I scratched at them in my nails. His voice grew more hoarse and louder. He slammed into me harder, and I pushed back, meeting him every stroke.
"Fuck me, Steve," I shouted.
He growled louder, and his breath was harsh in the confines of the small room. To hear his climbing arousal was driving me crazy, and I flicked my clit faster, needing to come.
"NOW, babe!" he shouted as he went off the edge. I followed.
His cock throbbed hard inside me, and I felt the flood of heat. His juice, combined with mine, made a hot trail down my inner thighs.
Our eyes locked in the mirror. I knew his orgasm was as mind-blowing as mine was. He turned me around and held me tight against him. His hands cupped my ass, grinding us together. His face was buried in my neck.
"I can't believe what you do to me," he murmured against my skin.
I laced my fingers through his curls, and we kissed. Long and wet and passionately. We broke away. I said, "I guess I'll start the tub again."
"Guess so. I'm done. For a while, anyhow." Steve grinned. "You got me going like a teenager again."
"Good for me then," I smirked, and he slapped me on the ass.
I settled between his legs in the steamy, fragrant water. I had spicy body wash, so it worked for us both. He cupped his hand and dribbled water over the tops of my breasts. The water was about nipple deep, a perfect soak, and I wanted to take this tub home with me.
He nuzzled the side of my face and nibbled on my ear. My breath came faster at his magic touch.
"your tits are floating," he said, amazed.
"Well, yeah, they do," I giggled. "You've never been in a pool or tub with a girl?"
"My sexual growth is stunted," he laughed.
I laughed, then gasped when he twisted my nipples hard. The effect of the warm water swirling around my skin and his hands on me was incredibly arousing. I felt and heard the increase in his breathing in my ear as he played.
"You like this too?" I whispered.
"God, yeah, I do." He hesitated. "Like never before in my life," he admitted. I took that as an indication that I was special.
"Mmmm, good." He continued to play with my tits under the water. "Because when you were tonguing my clit and making me come, it was the most mind-blowing non-dick orgasm I've ever had."
He chuckled. "Non dick huh."
"Well, yeah, you know, straight sex."
"Yeah, yeah, I knew what you meant. I just wanted to hear you explain it," he laughed.
"Bad boy!" I scolded, giggling.
"But thank you. I can honestly say I've never been as enthused about doing it as I was with you. Tasting your juices, feeling your silky folds, was enormously arousing."
"Mmmm," I moaned because now he was stroking my body down to my curls.
His fingers were teasing, creating a swirl of water between my thighs, and they fell wider. I sucked in a breath at the feel of the moisture churning around my clit.
"Come for me, babe," he whispered in my ear.
One hand was kneading and squeezing my tits while his fingers teased my clit. He didn't need much manipulation to shoot me higher. It was the perfect storm, and it wasn't long, and I was whimpering out long waves of pleasure in his arms.
The water lapped up near the edge of the tub, nearly overflowing.
"You're wearing me out," I gasped.
"Nah, babe, I'm just getting started."
.
.
STEVE
.
.
Her dozing in my arms felt like the perfect future life—the perfect slice of time I never wanted to end. I wondered if I'd ever felt this with my wife. We were so young when we met that deep feelings like this weren't part of it. Maybe it's a bonus that comes with experience and age. Our expectations are more real because of the accumulation of time. Whatever it was, I liked it and didn't want to give it up.
I'd only heard about it in the locker room or read about it. It surely never happened to me. Waking up to a hot mouth on your cock.
Not that it didn't blow the top of my head off the first time I slid inside Leo. Her heat and tightness nearly did me in right away. Making love, yes, not fucking, to her was the best experience of my life. I never thought it could be that way.
You just don't expect much new, any surprises, by the time you get mid-fifties. You figured you'd felt it all. Done it all. The rest was free fall.
Hell, that woman even gave me a better night's sleep than I'd had in ages.
She was a keeper. I just needed to convince her of that.
.
.
While I dried her limp body off from the warm bath and orgasm, I decided the first thing I'd do when I got home would be to install one of these tubs. Not that I was ever a bath person. I could count on one hand how many baths I'd had in my lifetime.
But I was turning over a new leaf in many ways.
She had an extra change of clothing because of her Christmas Eve sleepover with the girls, so I got her into jeans. I smiled as she lazily fumbled with the zipper.
"Need help?"
"Uh-huh." She looked up at me with liquid pools shimmering in her silvery blue eyes. A man could drown in that shit. I got her zipped up. She stood topless, and I loathed to cover up those fabulous breasts. "My bra," she reminded needlessly.
"Do we have to?" I said hopefully.
She scrunched her forehead in thought. "But they get all bouncy and stuff."
Damn, my cock started to get hard again with the vision of her bouncy tits under her shirt.
"Bouncy is good, babe."
"It is?" She was still so relaxed that I thought she hit the wine.
"Mmm, yeah. It is." I took her hand and pressed it to the front of my jeans over my hardening cock. "Look what your bouncy tits do to me."
She raised her eyebrows and squeezed. I groaned, wanting nothing more than to feel her thighs wrapped around me while I slid deep inside her. But we had to get on the road.
"Don't start what we can't finish," I said weakly. Hoping she didn't notice how easy it would be to change my mind.
"Oh, okay!" she huffed, picking up her top and slipping it over her bare breasts. One look at her hard nipples poking through had my cock stiff and throbbing.
"Oh god. Kill me now. Let's go, babe."
I'd loaded the truck up before our bath, so we only had her overnight bag and a few things, and we were in the truck and on the road.
We stopped at the house so I could return the empty food containers and thank them. Leo waved effusively from the truck window and hollered a Merry Christmas to them because the snow drifted up over my knees on the freshly plowed sidewalk.
I traversed the back roads carefully, but once we were on the Interstate, it had been salted and was mostly dry. However, the snow was plowed and piled higher than I'd ever seen alongside the road. Cincinnati didn't have snows like this. Thankfully.
We were both quieter on the return. I was sure she was as lost in her own thoughts about what had just transpired as me.
Since it was light traffic, we were making good time on the road. I found a restaurant open on Christmas Day. Not only were they open, but they had prepared meals for those in need to come in and pick up. We were greeted with a chorus of enthusiastic Merry Christmas! greetings as we made our way to the booth.
Leo ordered a meatball sandwich and onion rings, proving she was a girl after my own heart. Since she stole my usual order, I changed mine to my second favorite, a patty melt and French fries.
"This is pretty awesome that they do this," she murmured as we watched them pass out Styrofoam food containers to those who came in. No questions asked.
I looked around the dining room, surprised that it was mostly full—some singles at tables, many couples, and a few families. Realizing not everyone celebrates Christmas, it was even more remarkable that the restaurant stayed open.
Our young server brought our coffee. "It's pretty cool what you guys do, but sad that you have to work on Christmas," Leo said.
She brightened her smile, the bells on the antlers on her head jingled. "Oh, we all volunteer. We're not required to work, but we all do, which is nice because it cuts our shifts to just a couple of hours." She leaned closer. "Plus, it gets us out of the house for a bit," and giggled.
We laughed. We felt better that the staff wasn't made to work on the holiday. Volunteering means so much more anyhow.
After we were done, we stood up to leave, and I tossed an extra amount of bills on the table. Leo stopped at the cashier and purchased four meals for them to put towards the meals they give out. They were effusive with their thanks.
As we drove, the snow amounts dwindled to nothing. It was sunny, and the sky was dark blue with little puffs of floating clouds.
"You know I felt like a perv wanting to fuck someone in their Hello Kitty pajamas."
She burst out laughing and punched me on the arm.
"Did you ever grow a beard?"
"Not since I was twenty-something," I grinned.
"Did you ever street race your Corvette?"
"Hmm, if I answer, I might incriminate myself." She giggled. "It might be on videotape somewhere." She pursed her lips, thinking, while I laughed. "I might be on TV's most wanted list or something."
"I think I can take that as a yes, anyhow. The real question is... Did you win?"
She slowly turned her head, looked at me, and smiled wide.
"Say no more!" I laughed.
"So, where do you live in Cincinnati?" she asked.
I gave her my address, and while she was laughing, she told me hers. We lived in the same neighborhood. What a circuitous route to meet each other.
"What do you wear to bed? I mean, besides The Kitty?" I grinned.
"Hmm, should I make you guess?" She said, giving me a sexy smile.
"Maybe?" I said, and she laughed.
"Okay, I'll give you three choices," Leo said, her eyes sparkling. "One, I wear nothing to bed. I love the feel of soft cotton sheets on my skin. Two, I wear little silky nighties. Or three, I wear pajamas like The Kitty."
I stroked my beard, pretending to contemplate deeply. "Hmm, that's a tough call." I snapped my fingers as if struck by genius. "I know - I'll just have to spend the night and find out for myself!"
Leo's eyebrows shot up as she grinned. "You scallywag!"
As soon as the words left her mouth, she burst into hearty laughter at her own funny. Leo threw her head back with carefree abandon, giggles bubbling up from deep within.
The sight of Leo practically wheezing with giggles made me grin. She laughed with her whole body, eyes crinkling at the corners and dimples flashing.
I laughed, shaking my head at this remarkable woman amused by her spirited sass.
When she finally caught her breath, wiping tears from her eyes, I shook my head in fake offense. "Hmph, scallywag, you say?" I tried for a grumpy tone, but my voice couldn't hide the laughter.
Leo's shining eyes and beaming smile warmed me more than any fire could. I wanted to spend the rest of my life trying to win another golden laugh like that from this extraordinary woman.
"Okay, my turn," I said.
"Ohhh, noway! It's my turn. Uhm... Did you ever want to live anywhere else?"
"Live somewhere else," I repeated, mulling it over. "I sort of get the Florida in winter thing, but I wouldn't want to give up Cincy."
"Nice. Okay, now it's your turn!" Leo grinned.
I pulled off the exit ramp to fill up. Once I was parked at the gas pump, I turned to her. Her fingers twisted in her lap as though she knew I would ask a zinger. Which I suppose I was.
"Since I'm such a nice guy, I'll ask now, which will give you time to think about your answer while I'm gone." She smiled, but I saw the anxiety. I hoped my question wasn't as wrong as she seemed to think it would be. "Have you ever been in love?"
The last thing I heard before the truck door closed was Oh boy.
After I pumped the gas, I jumped in the truck and rubbed my hands together. "We may not have the snow, but I swear it's even colder here." I didn't press for an answer and gave her an out. "Do you want to eat in Columbus? I don't have any food at home since I missed the grocery shopping day. I'd imagine we can find a place open on Christmas."
"Sure, that sounds good. I don't have much either, and I'm sure the grocery stores will be closed."
I pulled back on the Interstate and got up to speed.
"I was in love once. A few years ago." I didn't press for details and let her continue without comment. "I thought we'd spend the rest of our lives together. He moved in with me. My house is set up for my work. It's half studio, really," she chuckled. "A room for all my weaving looms. An area for spinning. An addition to the kitchen to dye in and use for felting. And a room I can use to teach in." She smiled. "My extra bedrooms are all pretty much taken up."
She looked out the window for a minute.
"He wanted me to cut down on my hobby stuff. Even though he'd been to several gallery openings, he knew I taught a textile art course in college and that I made a living at this hobby. He still didn't get it. His Grandma crocheted, and that's all he knew." She sighed. "I can't change so much of myself for anyone. Not even the man I loved. The one I thought I loved. So, we had a mutual break up."
I reached over and put my hand on hers. "Sorry, babe." I could hear the hurt that still lingered.
She smiled. "I'm pretty much over it. I missed the idea of having someone around rather than having him specifically. If that makes any sense."
"Yeah, it does. Being single can be more solitary at times. I must admit, I do, on occasion, get lonely."
She nodded, turning her hand in mine and squeezing.
We rode like that for a few miles.
"Since I made you spill your guts, I feel I should reciprocate. Unless you don't want to hear about my big love?"
"Of course I do. I want to know everything about you, Steve."
I flipped on my turn signal and immediately took her hand again.
"It's about my ex-wife. And you," I said, knowing I was wading in deep.
"Me?"
I nodded, thinking back. "We got hitched fresh out of high school. Thought we were madly in love at the time. But as the years passed, it became clear we no longer had enough in common. The spark fizzled out."
Leo gave me a sympathetic look. I went on, "We still lived together, slept together. But that enjoyment, that connection, was gone. We were going through the motions."
"That's really sad," Leo said, her eyes kind.
"Yeah, it was. But she felt the same as me. Neither of us was to blame. We're on good terms these days." I smiled slightly. "I see her around town now and again. No hard feelings there."
Leo reached over and gave my hand a comforting squeeze. I was grateful for her understanding. My marriage's slow decline to apathy was a painful memory.
There was a silence before she asked, "Where do I fit into this?"
I took a deep breath. "Everything between us this whole trip, from the very start...all we've found in common, the laughs, the peaceful silences," I fumbled over my words. "Fuck," I groaned. Damn, this wasn't coming out right at all.
"That night you slept in my arms, then came to me later when you got cold...it felt natural, like we'd done it for years already. Now I can't imagine you not there."
I sighed, frustrated with my clumsy explanation. "I'm not making any sense, just making a mess of this."



Leo reached out and took my hand, her eyes glistening. "It's okay," she said softly. "I understand, Steve. I love you too."
Those simple words lifted the weight off my chest. I clasped her hand in mine. "Thank you for understanding. I love you so much, Leo."
.
.
LEONORA dba LEO
.
.
That night at the cottage, nestled in Steve's arms by the fire, I knew I had fallen deeply in love for the first time. The spark I'd felt in past relationships didn't compare to the all-consuming blaze this man lit within me.
As we talked into the night, I felt I could fully be myself with him. No pretenses, no hiding my quirks. And Steve accepted me, imperfections and all. His steady voice soothed my worries. His warm laughter melted my insecurities.
When we finally drifted off, the beat of his heart under my cheek the sweetest lullaby, I was sure I'd been waiting my whole life to find this man. Steve was my missing piece, my soulmate.
I've heard that when you meet the one, you know. No doubts or hesitations, simply a bone-deep certainty in your core. As Steve and I lay entangled in each other's arms that snowy Christmas Eve, I knew without question he was the one heart had been searching for all along.
And I knew deep in my heart that he felt the same.
.
.
We found an open, small diner at the edge of the OSU campus. Another older couple sat at a booth in the front window. The kids were mainly all back home for the holidays, but these few lingered in high Christmas spirits at the counter.
"Merry Christmas!" They greeted us with cups of hot chocolate topped with a massive mound of whipped cream, dusted with more chocolate, and a red and white swirled candy cane out the top.
"On the house," one confided in a low voice with a wink.
After thanking them and chatting briefly, I headed to the back booth. I slid to the wall and patted the seat next to me.
"Are you doing this just to steal my whipped cream?" he looked at me suspiciously, making me laugh.
One of the kids hollered from the counter, "Hey! I like her laugh! She's a keeper... Or maybe she's already kept?" He and his buddies laughed uproariously at the humor.
"I'm working on it, guys!" Steve hollered back, and they all cheered, wishing him luck.
The woman who approached looked to be in her mid-80s. Deep lines were etched into her face, mapping out decades of living. Her silver hair was pulled back into a messy bun, stray wisps framing her wrinkled cheeks. Sparkling blue eyes lit up when she smiled and placed the worn laminated menus on the table.
She wore a red apron over her holiday sweater with a gingerbread man printed across the front. Her nametag said her name was Mabel. Her hands shook slightly as she set down the menus, knobby arthritic fingers and prominent veins evident of years of work.
I imagined most ladies her age would be home now, rocking by the fire while knitting gifts for their grandkids. Or they were surrounded by those very grandkids, messy piles of torn Christmas wrapping at their feet.
But here she was, still hustling tables at her diner, keeping the place open on holidays for the few college students stranded on the deserted campus.
"Sorry about those guys," she said quietly. "Most of them have nowhere to go for the holidays, so I let them hang out here. They get hyped up on chocolate caffeine, but harmless," she said dryly, and we all laughed.
"Well, I think they're great fun, and you're pretty cool for doing that for them and us travelers," I said.
She shrugged. "I don't have anyone anymore myself. Specials are on the board, dears. Holler when you're ready to order," she said in a creaky voice before shuffling back to the grill.
After she was out of earshot, I said, "That's what I want to be when I get old."
"Short?"
I laughed. "No, silly! I want to be old but still think about others and not wallow in my old age. Living in the past. Those students keep her young at heart."
His arm went over my shoulder, and he hugged me to him. "I can't ever imagine you getting old, a cranky, crotchety old close-minded lady. Just not in the picture."
I felt the hard muscles of his thigh shift under my hand. I felt safe for the first time in my life. The thing was, I never knew I needed this.
We watched the guys bus and clean the table of the people that just left. One hauled the bus tub in the back, and we heard clanking of dishes while he washed them up for Mabel. This is Christmas, I thought.
We finished our meals, enjoying the antics of the kids at the counter, who had grown in numbers.
Steve pushed his empty dish away. "I remember those days," he smiled, watching them.
"College days, you mean?"
"Yeah, and just generally that age. I had my whole life ahead of me, and it was never-ending. I didn't think about getting old or what it'd be like to be old. Not like I do now," he said ruefully.
I tossed my napkin on my plate. "I think that's a natural thing. It would be nice to be that naïve again. For a while, anyhow. I'm enjoying my life as it is right now."
"Right!" He smiled and kissed me quickly and grinned. Neither of us wanted to get caught doing that in this crowd.
We double-tipped Mabel, exchanged exuberant goodbyes with the students, and got back on the road.
"They sorta made my day," Steve said once we were back on the Interstate. "I mean—"
"I know exactly what you mean. Mine as well."
We held hands until he pulled into the parking lot, where my car waited safe and sound. We transferred everything back into my car. He split all the cookies with me. We had an enormous accumulation of Christmas cookies; just half would last me the rest of my life.
"Back in Cincinnati!" he grinned.
I opened my car door, and Steve took me into his arms. We kissed, the kiss that said this was only the beginning, but we didn't want to part just yet, but we must wait until the next time. A kiss that turned hungry and passionate.
I got lost in the kiss until we heard someone holler out of their car, "Hey, you two, get a room!"
Steve gave them the thumbs up, and they waved, laughing.
"Tomorrow night. My place. I'll cook for you."
"I'll bring wine?" I asked.
"But of course! As long as it's screw cap because I don't have a corkscrew!"
.
.
The pounding got louder as I woke up from a sound sleep. The light through the crack in the curtains told me it was dawn. I was awake and alert because someone was pounding on my door. I had the alarms set and assumed a burglar wouldn't knock. I picked up my phone to check the front door video.
I raced down the stairs and threw open the door.
Steve picked me up and spun me around while kicking the door shut. We kissed deeply and passionately like we hadn't been together in weeks.
He saw the wide, comfortable sofa in front of the fireplace and guided me there. I pointed to the switch for the gas, and the fire roared to life.
"I need you, babe," he said, standing over me and tossing his clothes away piece by piece.
His cock was hard, and the thick veins throbbed. I leaned back and spread my legs like a wanton woman. "Now."
He moved between my thighs and sank into my wet pussy, ball deep. The ahhhs of the pleasure of that first intrusion. My canal stretched tight around him. I dug my fingernails into his ass, trying to pull him deeper.
"Oh god, you feel so fucking good," I moaned. His cock twitched at my words, and he drove in fast and hard. I rocketed into my first orgasm, my pussy gripping his cock rhythmically.
He groaned. "Babe, I'm not going to last long," he gritted.
"Fuck me. Fuck me hard and fast," I murmured, encouraging the race to the finish. The blazing inferno of quickies.
He growled at my words and pounded into me. The angle had his cock rubbing my clit, giving me waves of pleasure. I couldn't stop the mewls coming out of my mouth. The pleasure was so intense my legs shook.
Suddenly, he drove in and locked. His cock throbbed hard and filled me with his liquid heat. He dropped his head next to mine, his breath rasping hard. Finally, he settled next to me.
He looked at me, and we kissed. "Phew. I'm glad you were here."
I laughed. "Well, yeah. And the guy upstairs in my bed is probably wondering where the fuck I am about now," I smirked.
He laughed and growled, "I'm the only man in your bed from now on." He growled in my neck. Then he leaned back and looked me up and down. "Hey! I found out what you wear to bed."
"You did!"
"You threw your door open for me, stark naked. And an early morning jogger might have seen you," he frowned. "I'm the only one who gets to see you naked too."
"You were blocking the door, remember?" I laughed. "Besides, if we'd have taken any longer, they'd have seen us both naked."
He stayed for a while, making sure he was the man that fucked me in my bed. Then again, in the shower. And when we were done, for the moment, he went to buy groceries for our dinner that night.
I packed an overnight bag, but no Hello Kitty pajamas this time. But I am saving them for our first gotcha anniversary.
Love,
Steve, Leo, and the one that started it all, Snickerdoodle.
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Sister & Brother & Son Make One 01

.
.

​" He was like that piece of chocolate you know you shouldn't have, but the risk is worth the high."

.
.
In the midst of a scorching Florida summer, the air conditioning was laboring nonstop to combat the oppressive heat.
My long, auburn curls fanned out around my head. Dressed in a sheer white bra and panties, I ​stretched out on my bed, enjoying the soft gusts of breeze from the ceiling fan that tenderly caressed my bare skin, igniting an arousal​ I had ignored until now.​
After nearly daily orgasms with my husband, he left me for another woman. To say we had a robust sex life would be an understatement, so she must offer him something I didn't. Youth, I suppose. However, her prime wouldn't transfer to him. He'll still be old and lagging further behind as time goes on.
My thirty-six Ds still sat high on my chest; my stomach was flat, not stretched out from childbirth, and never would be. My dark nipples had hardened and pushed through the soft, sheer white.
I reached into the nightstand drawer and found the vibrator. Long unused because I'd had the real thing, I was surprised that the batteries still worked. Shoving my panties aside, I put it to my clit and instantly felt a current through my body, arching me off the bed.
Remembering why my girlfriend called hers better-than-a-man, I shuddered and gasped through the ride of a lengthy orgasm. The release relaxed me, and I dozed.
My cell rang, and I reached for it without looking.
"Hello?"
"Brookie!"
My brother, Oliver. He was the only one who called me that, and I went from falling from the euphoria of orgasm to the warm fuzzies of my brother. We were as close as possible, living a thousand miles apart.
"Hey! What're you up to, dude?"
"You sound out of breath. Were you doing something?" Oliver asked.
"Nah, I had to run for the phone."
"So, what do you think about coming to stay with us for a while? I heard you quit your job and figured you might want to escape. I hear Florida is hot," he laughed.
"Fuck you," I said, laughing. "I don't know. Let me think about it. A vacation does sound good now, and I could catch up with some friends."
Oliver had stayed rooted in Ohio, but I moved to Florida with Dan. ​Florida, my absolute love for the past twenty years, had become my home sweet home, but now I longed for family. Oliver's wife died a few years back. His son Ethan just graduated high school and was eighteen. It was time to reconnect.
"I hope so, sis. Love to have you. We both would."
I thought for a moment and realized I could think of nothing I wanted more than to spend time with them. I had quit my job because I was not too fond of it and was ready for another change in my life. "You know what. I'd love that! Just let me know when, and I'll be there."
He wanted tomorrow, but we set it up for next week, so I'd have time to get things done around here. Dan moved out, leaving me the condo, which was best for me. I could lock it up and leave it.
​I opted to take a road trip to have a car at my disposal​. I also wanted to ​visit a friend in Columbia en route to Cleveland.
​ ​Leaving central Florida, felt like the journey out of the state would never come to an end. But finally, I made it to the Florida-Georgia border and felt a surge of relief. As I crossed into North Carolina, I noticed a shift in temperature that instantly brought a smile to my face. It was a chance to roll down the windows and breathe in the fresh air, leaving the sticky humidity and scorching heat behind me.
"Call Jim."
"Hello, hello! Are you here, my love?!"
I laughed. "I am! GPS says about twenty minutes away."
"Great, Brooke, I bet you're tired. I hope you're hungry because I've been slaving all day."
"I am both, but most anxious to see you again."
Jim was my best friend growing up. He left Cleveland to go to Ohio State, got a killer job in South Carolina, and ended up in Columbia, head of the department.
"I'll see you in a few, babe."
A few minutes later, I pulled up in front of a small red brick ranch, which, by what I'd seen on my drive, was pretty typical for the Carolinas. The backyard was swallowed by an oversized garage, which I already knew was taken up by his new black Camaro, his Harley, and a nineteen sixty-nine fire-engine red Camaro.
The front door flung open, and he was down the steps, picking me up and spinning me around.
"God, it's great to see you," he exclaimed, finally putting me down.
"Me too," I sniffled, and he laughed.
"No crying!"
"No crying," I sniffed.
.
​Jim was my first touchstone in this new territory, a bridge to my life without Dan. Sitting across from him, I could feel the weight of my past slipping away​.​
The journey ahead wouldn't be easy—I knew that. Adjusting to a life of independence would require ​not a tiny amount​ of self-discovery. Yet I couldn't help but feel a flicker of anticipation for the possibilities that awaited me.
As the evening ​went on, we shared​ ​a meal and ​a couple of bottles of wine. The air was filled with laughter and the clinking of glasses. Jim, an old friend, became a beacon of familiarity, providing the grounding I needed to take my first steps forward.
Jim listened with empathy, offering words of encouragement ​, and ​the weight of my solitude seemed to dissipate.
We laughed, reminisced, and contemplated the possibilities that lay ahead of me.
.
.
I had about an equal amount of time driving today, so I was up early and on the road before dawn. I hit the West Virginia Turnpike and remembered that the craftsman had handmade wares at a nearby stop. It was just as I remembered, and I spent time walking around the circular building enjoying all the craftworks. I chose an exotic wood and resin cutting board for my foodie brother.
I got back in the car and soon hit the Ohio River.
The phone blasted over my speaker.
"Hey, Oliver," I answered, smiling, knowing he was checking on me.
"Everything okay?"
"Absolutely! I just crossed the river. It has been a great trip. Won't be long, and I'll be there."
"Okay, hon, just be careful!"
"Seeya soon."
I was so looking forward to seeing him. I hadn't seen Ethan for a few years when Dan and I went on a trip. Getting away from work was tough, so we didn't return as often as I'd have liked.
"Brookie!" Oliver came bounding out of the house and swept me up, spinning me around.
"God, it's so great to see you, "I said, laughing as he held me back on my feet but still hugged him.
"I know," he said, his voice rough in my ear. We hung onto each other for a few moments, saying a lot with no words needed.
I stepped back and swiped at my eyes as he did.
"I hope I get a hug too."
​"Ethan! Oh my god," I exclaimed, unable to contain my surprise. "I swore I wouldn't say it, but wow, you've grown so tall. It's funny how I used to dislike it when my aunts said the same thing to me at your age... but now I finally understand why."
My eyes scanned him from head to toe. Standing there now, he easily surpassed my brother's five foot nine by a couple of inches.
His chestnut hair cascaded in shiny, natural waves below his shoulders. It was one of those hairstyles that suited him perfectly. Ethan had that rare quality of pulling off long hair and making it look incredibly appealing. Not all men could rock long hair like Ethan.
​​
"That's okay," Ethan replied, a warm smile spreading across his face, lighting up his bright aqua eyes. It was like looking into mirrors of my own.
As our eyes locked, I couldn't help but be taken aback by the intensity in his eyes. It felt like his gaze delved into the depths of my soul, prompting me to avert my eyes from the uncomfortably intimate connection.
After an emotional bear hug, Oliver put his arm around my shoulders to guide me into the house, breaking the connection with Ethan. I didn't see him for the remainder of the evening.
.
.
Being in a new atmosphere and a new bed, I didn't sleep well last night and tried to catch some shut-eye mid-afternoon. I pulled the shades, which mercifully darkened the room. I undressed and slipped into the cool lavender-scented sheets. That made me smile, knowing my brother thought of that for me. The air conditioner hummed, and the heavy curtains stopped any sunlight or sound from seeping through.
My head hit the pillow, crisp against my cheek, and I closed my eyes and fell asleep as soon as I was horizontal.
I was jolted out of sleep by an unexpected sound and lay still in fright, not expecting anyone to be there. I waited a while before I allowed myself to relax, re-tucking the sheet underneath my chin. But suddenly, it was ripped away from me.
My eyes flew open in alarm as I felt a heavy body press down on mine. Adrenaline surged through my veins as I realized we were both naked, and I was at a distinct disadvantage. Before I could scream, a warm hand clamped over my mouth, muffling my terror. It was pitch black all around us.
I erupted with fury and beat my hands against his chest, back, and shoulders. Wherever I could reach, I heard his grunt of frustration as I made an impact and felt some of my body's tension ease.
But he was way too strong for me, one hand gripping both of my wrists above my head while the other held him on top of me, pinning me to the bed. Struggling like a wild animal, I did everything in my power to buck him off, but it was no use - there was no outmaneuvering his strength.
Keeping my legs clamped shut in resistance, I knew that parting them would be the biggest mistake I ever made.
A low, guttural moan ripped through the air, and I felt a sharp pain as teeth clamped down on my breast. Desperate to free myself, I thrashed violently against him but only served to inflame him. His grip tightened like an iron vice, and I felt a wave of panic wash over me.
He pinned me down, trapping me beneath his searing hot body. His legs were like iron bars around mine, and a fierce pressure pulsed against me from his throbbing hot cock. He growled deep in his throat, taking scorching nips around my breasts, sending ripples of pleasure through my skin that I fought to ignore.
I froze in place, the sound of his hungry desire, a familiar tone, ringing in my ears as the sensations traveled through my veins. His hard cock felt like a weapon between us, and I was utterly helpless.
"Ethan?" It was my nephew that was attacking me. "What the fuck are you doing?"
His hands held my arms, and his weight pinned me down. He began grinding his cock harder against me and kissed me, forcing his tongue into my mouth.
"Don't fight when I let your hands go." His voice was different. Like I'd never heard. Virile, aroused.
"No, I won't. You're hurting my wrists." Slowly, he relaxed his grip. His panting breaths puffed across my lips, and his cock throbbed hard between us. "I'll stroke your cock. Suck it if you want."
"Shut up. No," he growled. "I'm not going to rape you, so shut up."
He began to kiss me again. I didn't return it but allowed him to eat at my mouth. He kissed my neck and back down to my breasts. This time, he took them in his hands and squeezed them together, not gently, but not painfully.
He took a nipple in his teeth and bit, and I cried out. He laved it with his tongue and sucked it hard, and I twisted to get away from him, but he was still on top of me and easily held me down. His legs were tight outside mine, and I could not move.
He started to suck my tender skin. It was stinging each time he did it. I still arched, trying to throw him off, but he just held my tits and went between nipping and sucking my nipples. I began to moan from the quick jolts of pain but was shocked by the wetness that seeped between my legs.
The pain turned to pleasure. I tried to fight it off and feel the pain. The more I tried, the more aroused I felt. I was mortified.
"Ethan! Stop! Please," I begged.
"You know you don't really want me to stop," he murmured against my skin.
He rocked his cock into my mound, and my hips rocked back instinctively. I felt his smile against my skin.
He moved up, wrapped my hair in his fist, and began to kiss me, rocking against me rhythmically. He growled into my mouth, and I felt the explosion of wet heat between our bodies. Skin to skin, I felt every pulse and every pump of his cock. Then, the shudder of his body on mine.
He dropped his head, his mouth on my neck.
"Oh, Brooke, I sensed it immediately. You felt it, too, I know. Don't deny it."
"Get off me! What the hell is wrong with you?"
I was angry. Angrier than I've ever been in my life. Furious, he invaded my privacy. He stirred up an unexpected side of me I didn't know existed that only fueled my anger.
"What will you do? Tell my Dad?" he said. "Tell him how much you enjoyed his son's naked body against yours, how his son made you moan with pleasure. Tell him how your arousal matched mine."
"I'd never hurt him like that." I rolled over. "Go. Leave me alone. And don't think about ever doing this again," I retorted.
After I heard the door close, I got up and went to the bathroom to shower. I looked into the mirror to pin my hair on top of my head, and that's when I saw them.
My breasts were covered with tiny red bruises. My nipples were tender. I touched them, and instead of hurting, I felt the pull in my cunt. I averted my eyes and stepped into the shower.
.
.
We sat down to dinner, and everything was as usual. I breezed through the motions of eating, but all I could think about was Ethan's hands on my thighs. He had pressed against me in the dark and sucked a bruise onto my neck. The weight of him, hot and wanting, made a mark upon my body that would never fade. I was so wet from his touch that I could imagine it running down my legs like a trail of sweet, warm syrup. He loved watching how I responded to his attention.
I ducked my head against the embarrassment of being so easily aroused and berated myself for not being able to control myself around him much better than this. But he's an eighteen-year-old boy, I thought. He let his hormones get the best of him, like many do at that age.
What about the intense emotions I experienced? What about my own heightened arousal throughout that entire experience?
He hadn't raped me. Forced himself inside me. I knew then that he wouldn't.
.
.
A week passed, and it was as though it never happened. It was as though it was a different Ethan. One was the perfect young nephew; the other, Ethan, made my body feel things I'd never felt before.
I went down for breakfast one morning, and the house was empty. Oliver had already left for work, and Ethan must have had classes because he was gone as well.
​After returning from shopping, I unlocked the front door and kicked off my shoes. Bag in hand, I made my way to the bedroom and emptied its contents onto the bedspread. The black lace panties and bra waited for me; their intricate designs were more beautiful than anything I'd ever had. As I admired them, I picked up a one-piece swimsuit to wear while lounging in the backyard pool. Clothing for my new life, I thought happily.
I peeled off my clothes, tossed them into the hamper, and headed to the bathroom to shower. My hair desperately needed a wash, so I wet it and massaged shampoo into my scalp.
Creamy eucalyptus filled the air as I lathered up with a fluffy sponge. The sensation on my skin was tantalizing and arousing. Each stroke of the sponge sent shivers throughout my body as I rinsed off under the warm water.
The bruises Ethan had left behind were long gone, but the memories lingered. However, this moment was about caring for myself and feeling good in my skin.
"Seems you need help."
​I glance​d​ over my shoulder, catching sight of Ethan stepping into the shower and shutting the glass door​, completely naked and exposed. I couldn't stop myself from taking stock of his body momentarily. He was big and young and virile.
"Leave now, Ethan," I said, still facing away from him. "Just because I didn't tell your Dad last time doesn't mean I won't. You're invading my privacy at best."
Completely ignoring my words, he reached over my shoulder, took the sponge out of my hands, and began running it up and down my back, across my shoulders, down my side, and back up.
I crossed my arms in front of me. For protection? I'm trapped again. I'm not strong enough to push him out of the way. I can only hope he'll get off and leave like he did before.
He ran the sponge around and around on my ass, and I bit my lower lip. The sponge glided down my legs, then back up, squeezing between. I planted my feet next to each other, and he chuckled confidently.
"Ethan, it's not funny. Please go."
He pressed the sponge between my ass cheeks and ran it up and down. I gritted my teeth.
"Turn around, Brooke."
I didn't move.
"Turn around." He waited a few seconds and warned in a darker tone, "Now."
I relented, but I still had my arms crossed in front of me.
"Ethan, why are you doing this? You must have lots of girls that want you."
"Sure." His eyes swept over my body. "But they aren't you," he said vaguely, concentrating on dripping more body soap on the sponge. "Lower your arms."
"No."
"Brooke." He pressed his lips together. "Lower your arms."
His eyes were lusty but tinged with anger at my reluctance. I could have quickly done what he said. If I were sure, he would only have humped against me again if I weren't so afraid of my own feelings.
The memories of the pleasure I felt from the pain came flooding back, and I wanted to avoid that at all costs.
I dropped my arms and let them hang by my side. While he soaped each arm, I could look at his body. ​He was an irresistible temptation of forbidden desires, and I was caught between longing and restraint. His broad shoulders exuded an almost frightening power as they tapered down to a narrow waist, creating a deep V that accentuated the base of his thick cock. His physique was sculpted from dedicated weightlifting. The power he exuded was simultaneously sensual and intimidating.
He was shaved at the base, as were his balls. They were fat and full behind his thick rigid cock and swayed heavily as he moved.
He put the sponge on my chest, and I raised my eyes. Caught in the act, he smiled knowingly and began to work from side to side, then around each breast. He ran the sponge's flat across my nipples, and I stifled a gasp each time.
The sponge slid across my midriff, my belly, and lower. My legs were still tight together. His hand was following the path of the sponge.
He concentrated as he worked, carefully circling each breast with his hand, then palm my nipple. I bit my lower lip to keep from crying out. He never looked up but smiled knowingly, then moved to the other breast. My nipple bulleted hard in his palm and caused a rush to my pussy.



My body never reacted to my husband this way. I cannot let him get to me. I cannot let him arouse me. He is my nephew. I am the adult here. I am supposed to stay in control.
He flat-handed down and cupped my pussy.
He leaned towards me, his mouth by my ear, and whispered, "I like that you leave those curls there, Brooke. Very sexy."
"Ethan," I pleaded. But what was I desperately asking for? Him to stop. Or hurry.
He quickly pushed between my legs and stroked his finger through my folds. I couldn't let him see he was affecting me. I couldn't let him arouse me—or worse, orgasm. I could not let him own me like that. That would be giving him complete control. He cannot know how he affects me.
I pressed my hands against his chest, feeling the warmth beneath my fingertips. My fingers threaded through a tangled mass of thick curls, and he let out a low, guttural moan. It sent a jolt of desire coursing through my veins, but I fought against the overwhelming pull.
I pushed. I had to resist and create distance; if I allowed myself to succumb, there would be no turning back. The intensity threatened to consume us both, and I continued to push Ethan back, but he was solid.
He readily found my clit because it was swollen, large, and hard. Because of him. He moved against me; his cock pushed at my hip. He wrapped my wet hair in his fist and held my head back.
"Oh, Brookie," he breathed against my neck. His use of my brother—his Dad's childhood nickname for me created a chink in my armor.
He began to kiss my neck and worked lower, whispering unintelligible words and running his lips down to my breast. I sucked in a breath, then mentally chastised myself.
He began to nip and suck again. The flash of pain, then the feel-good over and over. At the same time, he pushed two fingers into me. I was wet. It was telling.
"Ethan, please don't," I whimpered, trying one last time, trying to push him back. He was solid. Unmovable. And I realized I was relieved I couldn't push him away.
He started a slow rhythm with his fingers and then grabbed a nipple in his teeth and bit. I cried out. But my cunt throbbed around his fingers. I didn't want to cum, but I was out of control and whimpered out an orgasm.
"Oh, Brooke," he groaned against my ear. "I knew it. The first moment we saw each other." He nipped my earlobe. "You were lost, but I knew what you needed, what you wanted. Even if you didn't."
He moved to my breast, bit, pulled, and sucked hard, and I arched into his mouth. He moaned and moved to the other nipple and did the same. I grabbed his thickly muscled upper arms. My nails dug in hard, and he moaned, my long hair still wound tight in his hand.
He moved so quickly I was startled when he pressed his mouth against mine, driving his tongue in and out to the same pace his fingers fucked me, taking me higher again. Inflaming me again. I grabbed his shoulders and dug my nails in again, and he groaned in my mouth.
He let go of my hair and went to my breast. He kneaded and pinched my nipples, and I moaned in his mouth, arching again. He pulled and tugged, and my hips began to rock on his hand. The harder he twisted, the faster I moved. It was all automatic. Involuntary. He owned me. At that moment, he knew it.
I raked my nails down his back, and he growled in my mouth, the pain inflaming him.
"Again!" he commanded, and I did, again and again and again.
I was cumming, and it was fierce this time. I cried out, shouting with each hard pull on my nipple. His teeth dug in, and he bit and sucked while I came, driving me higher and higher. He shoved three fingers in hard, and my cunt convulsed.
I went weak and would have fallen had he not caught me in his arms. He buried his face in my neck.
"I knew it. I was waiting for you," Ethan said, his voice muffled in my neck. There was no way I would admit to this man-child that he was right.
My legs were weak, and he held me for a while. I don't know when he turned the water off, but the shower was no longer running. We were naked together in the shower, our bodies wrapped around each other. I was gasping from the headiest orgasm I'd ever had.
He slowly let me go.
"Turn around and bend over," he said.
"Ethan, no. Please don't!"
He was hard and impossibly aroused. I knew he had to have some relief and expected it would come sooner or later. I have resisted him enough that he would violate my body.
"Now."
I knew there was no use arguing. I turned and bent over.
Suddenly I was hit with a painful sting on my ass, that I cried out, and he did it again. And again. I braced myself against the tile wall, and he smacked my ass again.
I began to groan from the pain. My ass felt like raw meat. It was hot and inflamed, and he didn't care. He smacked me again. I groaned and felt my pussy gushing again, the wet heat running down the inside of my thigh.
No. No, this can't be happening. I'm in pain.
He smacked me again, but this time pushed his fingers into my pussy. Oh god, yeah, that's what I crave, I realized.
Then I felt his cock head stroking the folds of my pussy. I braced myself, waiting for him to push in. Ready for him to push in. Fuck it. He had me. Fuck me, I screamed silently.
But he slid between my swollen lips and began to stroke. His shaft rubbed my clit while he thrust through, and I shuddered.
He pushed through and reached under me. My thirty-six Ds were hanging heavy with arousal, and he clamped his hand around one and kneaded. My cunt constricted, empty when it wanted to be filled with his throbbing cock. He pinched and pulled my nipple, and I cried out, sucked in a breath, then shouted out my orgasm.
He reached under me and pulled me up against him. His cock pushed through, throbbed hard, and arcs of white cum splattered against the wall from between my pussy lips.
"Oh my god, Brooke," he gasped against my neck.
I braced myself with my arms against the cool tiles, my head still spinning, cunt still tingling, my ass feeling the painful pleasure still.
"Get out of here, Ethan. Now. Get out of here."
He let me go, and I heard the door close. With trembling hands, I turned the spigot and washed it all off of me.
As another week passed, Ethan showed no signs of acknowledgment or change. His casual disposition remained the same since my arrival. Oliver remained oblivious to the truth about his son and the secret I harbored. The unnerving atmosphere forced me to seriously consider leaving and returning to Florida.​
But what was I really running from? It all came down to acknowledging and accepting the shocking revelation that unfolded within me: that a dark side resided in me, unknown until now. It was Ethan who brought it to the surface. Despite the unsettling trepidation I felt, I was hungry for more.
.
.
The next morning, Ethan walked into my bedroom and said, "Get dressed."
I wrapped my robe tighter around me. "Why?"
"We have to go. Just get dressed. You'll find out."
"Like I should trust you?" I said.
"You know I wouldn't hurt you. I wouldn't do anything to you that you didn't like," he said, and I knew that to be true. There was nothing he was doing that I didn't like. It was just a matter of admitting that to myself.
I knew there was no arguing with him. "Get out of here so I can dress."
We drove across town and pulled up in front of a tattoo shop.
"Forget it. I'm not getting a tattoo. No fucking way," I declared adamantly, firmly planted in the seat, my resistance evident.
Ethan turned to me, a determined glint in his eyes. "Get out. You're not getting a tattoo."
I watched him stride toward the shop. Part of me was relieved, secretly grateful to escape the pain and permanence of body art. Yet, against my better judgment, I found myself following him inside. We weaved through the bustling parlor, where skilled artists hunched over their living canvases, their tools ​coloring eager flesh.
The buzzing machines and the faint scent of ink and antiseptic solution permeated ​the air.
Ethan turned the doorknob​ and opened the door to a small room​. It gleamed with immaculate cleanliness, sterile as a doctor's office.
My gaze swept across the counter, filled with an array of intriguing tools. An autoclave radiated sterility and safety. Glass jars, sealed with stainless lids, guarded cotton balls, sticks, and enigmatic packages, their contents shrouded in mystery.
Confused, I turned to Ethan, seeking answers. "What...?"
Just then, a girl entered the room wearing a clean scrubs top. She greeted us warmly, then washed her hands in a meticulous cleansing ritual.
Ethan spoke, his words holding a challenge. "Take your shirt and bra off."
My defiance surged, mingling with a sense of vulnerability. "I will not!"
I saw a flicker of determination in his eyes. "You're getting your nipple​s​ pierced, Brooke."
"Only if you get your dick pierced," I stated, chin up, confident that I had ended this.
"Okay. Your nipples pierced, then I will get my cock pierced," he agreed.
As I realized what I was in for, an electric jolt coursed through my veins in a war between trust and resistance. At that moment, I realized the tattoo shop was a place of​ self-discovery. Little did I know that this unexpected twist of fate would constantly remind me of my liberation.
"Okay. Now take your shirt and bra off so she can get to work."
As we stood there, time seemed to stretch in ​apprehension​, and it was clear that I was causing the delay. ​Since​ I hadn't planned this moment, I felt nervous and reluctant.
Taking a deep breath, I ​removed my t-shirt and bra, exposing ​my breasts to a stranger and a nephew I shouldn't even be here with, much less be familiar enough to be topless with. The cool air brushed against my skin, a reminder of my situation. ​
With a simple nod, I cautiously reclined on the sterile table, my ​trepidation palpable. The room filled with tension as ​she guided me through the process.
In a soothing voice, she explained her approach, assuring me of her use of surgical-grade barbells for the initial piercing. Her words offered reassurance in this moment of vulnerability. ​I was aware of Ethan close by and felt his edginess.
I looked down and realized that some of the more problematic bites were still discolored, and I had spots of yellow and blue on my tits. If she noticed, she didn't indicate it. She was also good at not seeing that an older woman was there with a much younger man who was familiar and comfortable with her nudity.
She sterilized the first nipple, pushed the needle through, placed the barbell, and then screwed the ball on the end.
Surprisingly, the pain was minimal, but I suspected it would catch up with me later. Fortunately, I had some light pain pills left from a dental appointment that I could use.
The second one went just as quickly, and I was done.
"You want me to get my dick pierced now?" Ethan asked.
"Only if you want," I said, carefully putting my bra on.
"I think I would like it. I know you will like it. Eventually." I ignored his innuendo about our future. I was so far in my head that I couldn't think past the next minute.
He removed his pants and shorts and reclined on the table.
She reviewed the piercings with him, Prince Albert, frenum, dydoe, apadravya, and ampallang.
He looked at me and said, "What do you think?"
I shrugged, "Don't ask me. I have enough to deal with myself." I rolled my eyes. "It's your dick."
He laughed. "How about Prince Albert. I can always get another one later."
She went through the same process, which went just as quickly. She discussed aftercare with us both. He paid, and we left.
We went home, and each took pain pills, just in case.
"It's early. Dad won't be home until this evening. Come to my room to nap with me."
"Ethan," I said, frowning.
"Just nap. How can I do anything else?" he laughed. "Besides," he became serious, "I haven't forced myself in you yet, have I."
I nodded, admitting to myself I was no longer afraid he would enter me without my total consent.
I followed him to his room. It was immaculate and spare but for a bench and set of weights.
Hesitating, I undressed to my panties and bra. He frowned, and I shimmied out of my panties and unhooked my bra. Our piercings were swollen and pink, which was to be expected.
He held the sheet back, and I slipped in next to him.
What am I thinking? I'm as close to having sex with my nephew as possible. In my brother's house even. I willingly got into bed with him now. We are both naked. What was I thinking? I'm thirty-seven, and he's eighteen. I know better. I need to put a stop to this.
He spooned in behind me, wrapped his arm around me, careful to keep his arm below my tits. I felt his sigh on the back of my neck.
​I stood at a crossroads, my mind swirling with conflicting emotions. At thirty-seven, I believed I should be the one with wisdom and restraint, steering clear of the forbidden territory. Yet, here I was, undeniably drawn to an eighteen-year-old man who refused to give up. I knew I shouldn't be encouraging him.
I couldn't deny the feelings that I had whenever he was near. But society's expectations and taboos could change our lives forever. I knew I should resist, be responsible, and honor my loyalty toward his father, my brother.
My libido waged war against my conscience. Should I risk the family I held dear? Should I go by the societal norms that dictate our paths should never intertwine? Yet, I feared the consequences, the judgments, and the shattered trust that would undoubtedly follow.
With every passing day, even though we interacted little, our connection grew stronger.
I fell asleep with no honest answer other than I shouldn't feel like I do.
It was dark when I woke, and it took me a moment to recognize my surroundings. I was still wrapped in his arms in Ethan's bed, and I scrambled to sneak into my room because I knew Oliver would be home from work by now.
I moved through the darkness to find the door and slammed into a hard, hot body.
"Where're you going?" Ethan's arms wrapped around me, pulling me tight against his body. My nipples dug into his chest, and for a moment, I wondered why they felt so different.
I tried to push away. "Your Dad should be home. I need to get back to my room."
He held me tighter and said, "He was. He showered and left on a date. I told him you were napping."
Overwhelmed by relief, I sank against him​. The mere thought of ​Oliver finding me ​in bed ​with his son sent shudders down my spine. There was no plausible explanation that wouldn't insult his intelligence. If faced with that scenario, I would have no choice but to divulge the complete truth and bear the consequences, no matter what they may be.
"This was dangerous and stupid, Ethan. If your father would have caught us in bed..." I shook my head at the thought.
"He didn't, and he won't, Brooke. I wouldn't put our relationship in jeopardy like that. Nor would I do it to you and him."
"Our relationship?"
He walked me backward to the bed and pushed me, following me down. My legs spread automatically, and he sank into the cradle of my thighs. He was pushed up on his elbows, looking down at me. My chest heaved; my breasts pressed into his chest. Ethan pushed up higher so my nipples didn't rub his chest, which moved him deeper between my thighs. His cock was hard. Throbbing against my cunt.
​"Brooke, there's no doubt that we share a relationship," he insisted, his voice unwavering. "You know you want me, and I fully know how much I need you. Let's not question the circumstances that brought us together." He kissed me, his hair cascading down, forming a private curtain around our faces. "This wasn't a deliberate decision on our part. It unfolded organically, and it will continue to unfold. The attraction and shared connection between us cannot be denied."
"From the moment I saw you, I felt the spark, a magnetic pull between us. I know you felt it, too." My legs relaxed as he settled deeper. "Brooke, the intensity of our connection is undeniable. It's like we are two halves of a whole, drawn together by forces beyond our control."
"You want to explore the passion I've awakened in you. You never knew it existed within you, and I understand that. You have done nothing but enhance it for me. We will take this on together."
How can a man this young know all this about me? I thought. I tentatively placed my hands on his back. His skin was soft but hard underneath. My hands trembled on his hot skin, and I stroked down his back to his ass.
"Yesss, touch me, Brooke. I've been wanting this so bad," he hissed, dropping his head next to mine but still supporting himself away from my breasts.
I cupped his ass, stiff muscles flexed in my hands, and his cock pressed against my steamy cunt. I dug my nails into the hard globes, and he moaned in my ear. Without even thinking about it, I slapped his ass with my hand.
"Oh god, babe, oh my god, yeah," he moaned. "Again." And I did it again and again and again until my hand was numb.
I hooked my heels inside his legs and spread them wider. Both hands stroked over his ass, my fingers meeting in the middle, scratching at his balls. He gasped, pushing higher on my body so I could take his balls at my fingertips.
He rocked against me, his rigid shaft sliding between my soft pussy lips, and I moaned.
Remembering his piercing, I asked, "Does that hurt?"
He kissed me, stroking his tongue in and out of my mouth.
"Yes, but that's okay. I like it," he whispered against my lips.
"No, no," I said, running my hands up his back. "It'll get infected. We have to wait."
He lifted his head to look at me. "Wait?" I dropped my gaze to his lips. They quirked at each corner, and I nodded. "To fuck?"
I moaned. "Ethan." As intimate as we've been, I still couldn't talk to my nephew like that.
"Yes, we will wait. I want to hear you cry out my name when I'm buried deep inside you. I want to feel your cunt tighten on my cock when you cum. I want you to look into my eyes when you do." I shuddered at his words.
He rocked his hardness against me, then moved lower, carefully kissing my breasts, avoiding my still-tender nipples.
Ethan kissed down my stomach and nuzzled the tiny patch of auburn curls. He smoothed his hands on my inner thighs, spreading them wider.
"Such a pretty pink pussy. I knew it would be like this." He planted a kiss between my legs. "You're so wet for me." I couldn't deny that. "You smell as sweet as I imagined you would."
Teeth clamped onto a swollen, smooth lip, and he tugged. I moaned softly. His soft hair trailed over my inner thighs like tiny lightning bolts. His breath was hot and steamy.
Nibbling on my lips, his finger slid inside me. I moaned, and my hips automatically rocked up.
"You want to fuck me," he breathed against my cunt.
"I do," I whimpered, and he swiped at my hard clit with the tip of his tongue. "Oh my god," I cried out.
My ex-husband wasn't clever with oral sex, so this was really my first experience with it.
"You're so responsive," he moaned, flicking his tongue rhythmically across my clit and stroking in and out of me with his fingers.
I gripped his sheets and arched; sorry, I made him get his cock pierced that day. I needed him so badly. Needed his cock deep inside me. Filling me. Stretching my tight canal. I threaded my fingers through his long, soft hair while he ate me, taking me higher and higher.
He pushed in faster and faster and increased the tempo of his tongue on my clit. My hips rocked out of control.
"Oh my god, Ethan," I cried out, my body going rigid. It felt like I was thrown off a cliff and free-falling. I moaned through waves of orgasm, his mouth locked to my pussy, lapping up all my juices.



He moved up next to me and gathered me in his arms. "God, Brooke, you're so fucking sexy. You drive me crazy," he groaned.
His cock lay on his stomach, red and throbbing. "I would but..."
"Yeah, not for another day or two." He kissed me. "Then I'm going to bury myself so deep inside you we'll never recover."
I didn't know if I'd ever recover from this, much less having him inside me. Once that happened, I wasn't sure I'd ever be able to let go.
.
.
Ethan had left for school, and I set plates in front of Oliver and me.
"I'm really liking you here, Brookie," he grinned, digging into his breakfast.
I smiled, not without some guilt. "I'm glad. This has been an opportunity for me to decompress."
"I know, honey. You went through a lot." He finished his breakfast and sat back in his chair. "I've been seeing this lady, and I'd like you and Ethan to meet her."
"Ohhh, sounds serious!"
He shrugged. "It could be. Maybe. She wants me to stay over sometimes, but I'm uncomfortable until Ethan meets her. I'm not sure how he'd feel. He will graduate soon, but still..."
"I get it. That's a tough situation. If you're serious about her, though..."
"That's the thing. I'm not sure about that yet. I don't want to prematurely involve her with the family, and then it doesn't work out."
.
.
It was a warm spring day, and Oliver had the heat on in the pool. I thought I'd try it. I slipped on my one-piece halter swimsuit and looked in the mirror. Red was not typically my color, but I tried to do everything that wasn't normal. This worked, I thought to myself, turning.
The legs were high cut, but the suit was full coverage. It tied behind my neck and had a deep V neckline. Sexy but not overly revealing. I grabbed a book and my sunglasses.
I read for a while, then dozed in the hot sun. I woke, rolled to my stomach to get more sun, and promptly fell asleep again.
The next time, I decided to get in the pool. The water was refreshing and woke me up. I did some laps, then floated on my back, letting the water lap on my body.
"What a hot thing to come home to," Ethan growled in my ear, startling me. He must have gotten in when I was swimming laps. He pulled the tie behind my neck, and the top dropped on my suit, baring my breasts to the sun and his eyes.
"Ethan," I warned, seeing his lusty look.
He toyed with the barbells that poked through my nipples. "These are all healed now."
The sensation of his touch and manipulation of the jewelry made me gasp. He had his arms under me and leaned down to suck on my nipples, tugging the barbells with his teeth. The sensation went straight to my pussy, and I arched.
"Touch me," he whispered hoarsely.
He was naked, and I found his cock, hard and throbbing. I toyed with the jewelry that pierced the head of his cock. He groaned and thrust his hips. I wrapped two fingers tightly around the stiff shaft, and he pushed through.
"Brookie, I need to be inside you."
Just the thought of his rigid cock stretching my pussy and the feel of the fat silver metal ball end horseshoe rubbing my canal almost made me cum.
He tugged on the barbell with his teeth, and I moaned, arching my tits into his face.
"We can't now, Ethan. Your Dad...." He slipped his fingers inside me, and I moaned. "Stop Ethan. It's getting late. He could be home any time." I pushed out of his arms and stood in the pool.
He pulled me against him, pinning me against the wall. His cock was hot and hard and throbbing against me beneath the water.
"I know, baby," I soothed. I wrapped my legs around him, and he ground against me. His heavy breath rasped in my ear, and he ground into my open pussy, the thin knit of my swimsuit the only thing that kept him from penetrating me.
I ran my hands down his back and squeezed his hard ass, tensing with every thrust. He groaned when I dug my nails into his ass and scraped them up his back.
He grunted faster, lost in the climb to the top. The abrasion of his cock rubbing my clit sent me off, and I squeezed my legs around him tighter and panted waves of orgasm in his ear. He growled. His cock throbbed with each pump of his seed, lost in the sloshing water.
He gasped for breath, leaned down, and sucked a biting kiss on my bare tit.
"Mine. You are mine," he murmured.
He waded out of the pool, grabbed his clothes, and disappeared into the house.
.
.
His high school graduation was next week, and I went to his room after he got home. A video was playing on his large computer screen, but the door was open.
"Ethan?"
"You don't have to ask to come into my room."
I walked up behind his chair. "Thank you." I stood momentarily, taking in what I saw on the screen. "Now I see where you get your ideas from."
The screen held row after row of porn video thumbnails. He'd click on one, and it would pop up full screen. He reached back over his shoulders and pulled me closer, cradling his head between my tits.
"Mmm," he moaned. He placed my hands flat on his bare chest while he clicked through the short videos.
Black and white couples, oral sex, bondage, male and female wrestlers, and scroll and scroll.
"You like?"
"Mmm," I said noncommittally.
"Don't lie. I can feel the difference in your breathing," he said, turning his head and nuzzling my breast through my bra and t-shirt. "What did you like?"
Somewhat embarrassed, I said, "The wrestling. I've never seen that before."
"I think it's hot too." He looked up, pulling me down for a kiss. It heated quickly, and he pulled me around to his lap.
"Ethan."
"Dad won't be home for two hours. I won't fuck you because I'll need more time than that."
He pulled my t-shirt over my head and unhooked my bra. My tits spilled into his hands. His cock was hard and throbbing against my hip. He clicked on the wrestling videos. Some were cheesy. Some were exciting to watch.
He rubbed my tits and tugged on the barbells. I moaned, and he dipped his head to suck a nipple into his mouth. I held his head while he sucked and pulled. I'd never imagined that a piercing could enhance sexual intensity like that.
"Brookie, do you know how hot you make me? I want to fuck you every minute of the day. I want you to beg for it. I want to beg for it."
His words were inflaming, and my panties were soaking through my shorts.
"Ethan, I want you too. More than you know. This is so wrong. I'm your aunt. Your Dad is my brother. He would be hurt beyond belief if he ever caught us like this. He'd never forgive me because I'm the adult here."
"He doesn't have to know. He won't find out. I'll make sure of that. Although I don't want to, we will wait until it's right."
I felt relieved because I didn't know I could have stopped him if he pushed the issue. He was so seductive without trying that I was afraid I would have been caught up in the vortex.
"Thank you," I whispered, my hand on his cheek. "Lord knows I shouldn't even be agreeing to it ever. But I want you to. More than I've ever wanted any man."
"Really? More than your ex?" he asked.
I laughed without humor. "After experiencing us now, I can see what we were missing. What never was."
"Because I want to make you happy, Brookie. In all ways. Beyond us finally joining together. The final intimacy and man and woman can have."
I brushed my lips on his, and instead of it turning hot and heavy immediately, it was long and loving. He gathered me tightly to his body, and we kissed for a long time. The grunts and groans and sex sounds coming from the screen.
I laid my head on his shoulder, and he clicked through more videos. He pulled up some cocks with Prince Albert piercings, but the jewelry was much more elaborate.
"Do you like that?" I asked.
"Oh god, yeah," he groaned in my hair. "I found some different jewelry for your nipples too." He clicked through a few more screens. "What do you think?"
"I still don't think we should have sex. Go the whole way, I mean," I said, stumbling over my words. "We should just stick with playing. We are related. It's not right." I had difficulty convincing myself, much less talking him out of it.
"Mmmhmm," he murmured,
I squirmed around enough to straddle his lap. His mound was stiff and throbbing, and I rocked my open pussy on it. He wore thin night pants, and I had lightweight knit shorts. There is not much fabric between our needy sex. He squeezed my ass and pulled me into him.
I rocked on him, rubbing my tits on his bare chest while we kissed. It quickly turned hot and wet while we ate at each other's mouths. I found his nipples twisted and pinched. He groaned louder.
"Oh god, yeah, baby. Don't stop. You know what I like," he growled deep and hoarse.
I pinched and tugged, and his cock overheated between us. The stiff shaft rubbed against my clit, and I whimpered out a long orgasm in his mouth. He thrust up, pulled me onto him, and released his wet heat between us.
After we regained our breath, I held his face in my hands and said, "Next time, that'll be inside my hot wet pussy."
He fisted my hair and ground his mouth into mine. "If I hadn't just cum, those words would have had me buried inside you. Fuck waiting. Dad could have walked in on us while I was ball deep in you, and I couldn't have stopped."
I smiled, knowing it was wrong between us but oh so right. There was no way I could stop him from taking it to the next level. I couldn't if I wanted to.
.
.
The following day, Olliver asked if I'd talked to Ethan about what he wanted for graduation.
"I'm sorry, I fell asleep early last night, and by the time I woke up, he was sleeping. I will today."
I poured two more cups of coffee, and he said, "I may leave for the weekend after his graduation. Joy has a nephew graduating and asked me to come with her."
"Oh? Oh! That'd be so nice, Oliver. You deserve some time away."
"I don't have to worry about Ethan now that you're here, and getting away does sound good."
I nodded, looking down at my coffee as I stirred in the sugar.
.
.
Ethan had finals and was late coming home from school. I was in the kitchen cutting vegetables for dinner.
He came up behind me, slipped his hands under my shirt, pulled my bra down under my tits, and kneaded and caressed.
"Mmm, Ethan,' I moaned, setting the knife aside so I didn't cut myself.
He kissed my neck. "Brookie, you smell so good," he breathed. "And you're so soft."
"I just took a shower."
"And you didn't wait for me. Very naughty." He rolled my nipples in his fingertips, twisting them harder. I gasped and arched my tits into his hands. "You like that, don't you?" I gripped the edge of the countertop and thrust my tits into his hands again.
He squeezed my tits and pinched my nipples together. He ground into my ass.
He slid a hand over the flat of my stomach and into my shorts. "No panties. I like that a lot." His fingers stroked through the soft, wet folds. "You did that for me."
I gasped, holding his forearm and pushing his hand further into my panties. I was wanton. A molten mess for my nephew. He found buttons I never knew I had, and I could hardly wait to feel him inside me. I decided not to tell him that his Dad would be gone for the weekend after his graduation to save it as a surprise.
"Cum for me, Brookie," he growled in my ear. His fingers worked their magic between my legs, and I shuddered out a breathtaking orgasm. He wrapped his arm around me because my knees were too weak to hold me up.
"Oh god, Ethan."
"I will take you higher than you've ever been," he promised.
We heard the front door close as Oliver came home from work. Ethan got his hand out of my pants and backed away just as his Dad went into the kitchen.
"Something smells good!" Oliver said.
"It sure does!" Ethan said, smirking at me while he licked his fingers.
.
.
Oliver was so proud to see his son walk across that stage to accept his diploma. He had a rough go of it for a while after his mom died but had come out the other end just fine. We went out to dinner, both men dressed in suits and stunningly handsome.
"You look beautiful tonight, Auntie Brooke," Ethan said at dinner.
"She does, doesn't she? I don't think I've ever seen you dressed up like this," my brother said.
I blushed. "Thank you, both."
We ate and then went to the bar for live music. Ethan drank soda, and Oliver ordered drinks for us.
"Dance, Brooke?" Ethan asked.
"I would, thank you."
He pulled me close to his body and murmured in my ear. "You've kept me hard all night in that dress. I keep imagining I can see your body through it." He growled in my ear. "You drive me crazy."
I wore a black lace cocktail dress lined with a nude color. At first, it looked like my skin was showing through the heavy black lace. I knew it was the dress I wanted the instant I saw it, and truth be known, I bought it for Ethan. I knew he'd like it.
"I'm glad you like it," I smiled.
The song drew to a close, and he said, "Soon Brooke. You can't put it off much longer. We will be joined soon."
Sooner than you think, I thought.
.
.
On Friday, I set the table for two.
"Where's dad," Ethan asked, sitting down to dinner.
"He's gone for the weekend."
He looked at me a moment. "Really?" I nodded.
We ate, and as usual, he went to his room after dinner. I cleaned up and went to my room, showered, and prepared for his visit.
I knew tonight was the night. There was no putting it off, and I didn't want to. Right or wrong, I was fucking my nephew tonight.
I wanted the tease and had found a sheer silk nightie. The white silk dropped to a deep V between my breasts. Each was held tight so that my nipples pushed through the sheer. The gown fell to the floor from under my breasts.
It was split up the front so as I walked, it would part, showing the tuft of auburn curls and my long, shapely legs.
I grew impatient and went to his room.
He was on top of the covers, sleeping. He faced me on his side, his muscular body at rest. Round ass globes into thickly muscled thighs. I realized then he could have easily overpowered me at any time. Yet he didn't.
"Mmm, what is this vision? I hope it's not a dream," he murmured, reaching out to pet the nest of curls. "And those breasts. Just straining to bust out of that silk and into my hands." He rolled onto his back. "I need to taste you. Come here."
I straddled his face. The silk spread behind me and floated over his naked body.
"God, you're so fucking sexy, Brooke. Your husband was crazy to give you up. But you're mine now."
I felt his puffs of breath on my pussy that was already wet with need. So ready to be filled with his cock. He teased my clit with the tip of his tongue. I moaned when he scratched my nipples through the translucent silk.
"I need you to fuck me, Ethan. I want your cock inside me," I moaned as I whimpered out my first orgasm. I know I flooded his mouth when I came.
I knelt next to him, running my lips up the length of his cock. It was stiff and throbbing. His balls were fat and full, and I nuzzled them before sucking each smooth orb into my mouth.
"Oh yeah, Brookie. Just like that baby," he moaned. "Suck it." I scrubbed the head of his cock, lapping up the precum that was leaking out.
My gown parted as I straddled him. I slid my smooth lips over the length of his cock as he watched me through slitted eyes.
"You look so fucking sexy," he growled.
I leaned forward and held his cock, my long auburn hair flowing over my breasts. I rose, sliding the head of his cock down my juicy wet lips. He watched. Although the tension in his body wanted him to drive up into me, ball deep, he allowed me to pace it.
His cockhead pushed into my heat and I moaned. Then, slowly, I savored it as I slid down. His cock stretched my cunt with the most delicious feeling. The Prince Albert worked as a stimulation for him, and he hissed through his teeth as my tight cunt tugged at it.
I ground down, taking him as deep as I could. His cock was made for my cunt. He filled me completely, stretching my walls with each hard throb.
"Oh god, Brookie, I knew it would be like this," he hissed. He held my hands, then ran his hands over my tits, still tight in the silk. "This is so hot."
I moaned when he pinched my nipples hard and long through the sheer. My thirty-six Ds seemed to swell even fuller in his hands. I began to ride him.
"Your cock feels like hot steel inside me, Ethan." Reacting to my words, his cock twitched. "Oh, baby."
I leaned forward, the stiff shaft rubbing my clit, my tits hanging. He slid his hands over my ass and up my back, peeling the gown over my head. It floated to the floor next to the bed.
He leaned up, caught a nipple in his teeth, and tugged. I moaned for more. He squeezed my nipples together and pinched them. My cunt clenched around his heat each time. I rode faster. The abrasion on my clit and tugging on my nipple rings sent me over the edge.
"Fuck," he groaned, flipping me under him. I dug my heels into his ass as he began to pound into me deep and hard. "Ohhhhhh fuckkkkk." His voice vibrated.
"Harder, baby," I whimpered, and he drove harder.
I scored my nails down his back and dug them into his hard-muscled ass. He moaned, and I squeezed. I loved the stiff, tensing muscles, and he thrust in.
He angled higher so his cock rubbed my clit again, sending me over the edge. I whimpered the waves that drove through my body. My juices were running out of me, down over his balls. He gasped each plunge into me, his breath rasping.
"Fuck me, Ethan. Fuck me harder!"
Our bodies slammed together faster as we both climbed the peak.
"God damn baby, I'm cumming," he roared, his voice hoarse and loud.
He grunted and shouted each powerful pump of heat deep inside me. His potent seed flowed, mixed with mine, and gushed out.
I dug my nails into his quivering ass, holding him tight into me. I wanted every drop.
"Give it to me, Ethan. I want all your seed," I ground out, my voice rusty. My legs wrapped around his waist, my cunt convulsing and milking his cock.
He didn't pull out. He held himself over me, catching his breath.
"Oh baby," he said, kissing me. "My auntie gave me the ride of my life."
"And my nephew gave me the fucking of my life."
He rolled to his side, pulling me against him. His chest was still heaving.
"That was different. More intense," he said.
"Because of who we are to each other. Incest adds to the intensity." I ran my fingers through his long, soft hair.
"Yes. When you got here... I saw you from the house... I felt a magnetism... I wanted to be inside you right then and there. That you were my aunt made no difference. My body and soul reacted." I snuggled into his arms. "You were so proper, but I knew you were sizzling hot. Your husband was an ass for letting you go."
I shrugged. "It's all good. It's in the past."
"When I saw you in the shower, you don't know how much I wanted you then. But I wasn't going to force myself on you. I wanted you to come to me. You needed me inside you. I knew you wanted me to, but you had to make the final move."
"I'm glad I did. Right up until last night, I knew it was wrong. I shouldn't want my nephew like I did. I shouldn't have fantasized about him. My brother's son. It just wasn't right."
He moaned and pulled me close. "But you needed me more."
"I did," I admitted. "I thought sex was great with my ex. You took me higher than he ever did."
"And we're just getting started, Brookie."
We stayed in bed most of the weekend, only getting up for food and showers. He woke up often with his cock in my mouth. I woke up with him slipping into my wetness from behind.
We finally got to fuck in the shower. Later, he held my wrists above my head and fucked me hard and fast. Other times, slow and arousing, with lips and hands all over each other's bodies.



"I love that you wake the neighbors when you cum," he smiled, feeding me a slice of orange.
"I love that your cock twitches and jerks inside me when I talk dirty to you."
"I love that those nipple piercings bring you so much pleasure." I moaned and nodded.
"And I love your big body wrapped around me. I feel so safe."
"And loved, I hope. Because I do love you. Not only as auntie but as my lover," he choked at the end with emotion.
"I love you too, Ethan. As both. Wrong as it is, I'm in love with you."
.
.
Oliver came home so happy and satiated himself that he didn't notice that his sister and son were the same. We tried to keep our hands off each other, but I was afraid my brother caught more than he should.
I was startled out of my sleep that night when I felt the covers lift.
"What are you doing here?" I whispered, feeling Ethan's naked body spoon against me.
He rocked his hardness into my ass. "What do you think I'm here for?" I could hear the grin in his voice.
"Your dad is home!" I knew that Ethan and I weren't quiet when we fucked, and there was no way we could do it with my brother in the house.
"So?" He slipped his hand inside my top and cupped a tit.
I moaned. "He'll hear us!" He pinched my nipple, and I moaned louder. "Stop it!"
He nipped my earlobe and whispered. "I'm going to fuck you, auntie. I need to feel your body around mine. I need to bury my cock inside you." My pussy gushed at his words. He slipped a hand in my sleep shorts. "Feel how wet you are for me, auntie."
I groaned as he stroked through my silky folds.
"Oh my god, stop it, Ethan... Your Dad..."
"My dad knows and, in fact, thought about fucking you a long time ago."
"What?!"
"Ummhmm," he slipped a finger inside me. "He said he used to fantasize and jerk off thinking about you."
The thought of my brother doing that excited me.
"Really?"
"Really. He said if he didn't have a girlfriend, I might have to share you with him."
"Oh my god."
He slipped another finger inside me and began to finger fuck me.
"Would you like that auntie?" He pushed his fingers deeper. "Would you like your brother fucking you too?"
Ehan's words were inciting. I moaned as the vision of Oliver fucking me while I sucked his son's cock ran through my mind like a porn video.
"Mmm, I think she likes that idea," he smiled, still fucking me with his fingers. My cunt convulsed around his fingers as I tried to stifle my orgasm.
"Let it out, baby, scream so your brother hears you cum. Make him wonder if it's his son's cock that makes you scream out like that. Make him imagine what his cock would feel like in his sister's wet hot pussy."
"Oh god, Ethan." I was a melted puddle of emotion and arousal. "Fuck me. I need your cock in me now. Now!"
I rolled to my knees, and he mounted me from behind. He wrapped my hair around his fist and began to ride me. I slammed back into him, taking him deep and hard. Needing him to fill me. His balls slapped my clit, sending me off again. This time, I didn't stifle the sound of my waves of orgasm.
"That's it, baby, cum loud and hard. Your cunt is so fucking tight on my dick. I'm going to cum, baby. Hang on," he ground out.
He drove in deep and held my hips while he pumped his load of cum inside me. The liquid heat filled me, sending me off again. Our gasps and shouts reverberated off my bedroom walls.
As I was cuddled against him, I said, "I think it excites you to think of me and your dad together, doesn't it?"
"Fuck yeah. I'll share. I want to watch you get the real fucking of your life from your brother!"

~~to be continued~~
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Sister & Brother & Son Make One 02

.
.
Ethan was in my bed almost every night after his dad discovered we were fucking.
I loved sucking his dick. It was smooth and thick and thickly veined. I could make his body quiver when I'd tongue the sensitive head and probe the hole.
Flicking my tongue on the underside of the tip made him shiver with pleasure. He loved it when I stroked him while his balls were in my hot, wet mouth, my tongue toying with the fat orbs.
I could make him shudder when I licked the sensitive spot behind his balls, then up the seam and underside to the tip. I would graze my teeth down the shaft when I sucked his cock into my mouth. His hips would begin to rock when I ran my tongue around the rim and abraded my teeth over the satiny head.
I loved to milk up the precum and lick it off.
After I'd tease him, he would fuck my mouth hard and fast until he exploded. I'd hold his cock so white pearls of cum would spray my face and tits.
"God, auntie, you're the best," he groaned, pulling me against him while he caught his breath. "Dad asked if you were a good cocksucker."
"What!? Really?" I found it exciting that he asked and that they talked about us having sex.
I noticed recently that Oliver was more attentive to me. Little brushes as we passed each other, lingering hugs, teasing little smiles. I liked it. I was beginning to see him less like a brother and more like a sexy man.
"And you told him what?" I asked.
"I told him he'd have to try you and find out," he laughed.
"But he has a girlfriend!" I objected. "She should be keeping him happy."
"Hmm, yeah, you'd think so, but maybe he hears us, and it doesn't quite measure up to what he has with Joy."
"Oh no!"
Ethan laughed. "What? Would it be so tough for you to take care of your brother and your nephew?"
"I don't honestly know. I haven't thought about it like that."
Fucking them both? I am feeling more of a sexual attraction to my brother. And I see that I can arouse him. Sleeping with them both, however. Ethan isn't jealous and, in fact, is excited about sharing me. Thinking of a threesome with them is exciting. I know I'd be the piece of attraction.
"I can hear your mind working," Ethan chuckled.
"So, you wouldn't be jealous?"
"Not at all," he said.
"I do like the idea of sucking your cock while my brother fucks me. Or you fucking me while I sucked his cock. Would you like that?"
"Oh baby, you have the vision of a porn movie producer. Fuck yeah, I like the idea. How about I eat you while he fucks your mouth?"
"Mmm," I murmured, squirming. "Okay, let me think about it for a while."
He agreed, then proceeded to fuck me silly.
.
.
It was summer and hot. We all wore less clothing because of that. I often wore crop T-shirts or halter with shorts. The guys wore shorts. Oliver started wearing knit gym shorts.
One of the sexiest things I've ever seen is a man going commando while they wore sweats. I had a neighbor who worked around his house like that, and I'd get my vibrator out while watching through a window. I often felt he did it on purpose. He liked to show off, and I wanted to watch. Win-win.
My brother took to being commando in his gym shorts. He couldn't have known what a turn-on it was for me--my little fetish. But damn, he had me wet when he'd do that.
He was on his back, replacing the kitchen disposal, and called for me to help. I went to my hands and knees, peering in the under-sink cupboard.
"Whatcha need?" I asked, and he lifted his head to look at me. I saw his Adams's apple bob hard.
"There's a large screwdriver in the toolbox I need."
I leaned across his body to retrieve the screwdriver and brushed the growing mound in his shorts. When I leaned back in the cabinet, I realized my breasts were swinging free in my halter, and he likely had a good shot right down between.
I smiled. "Is this what you want?"
He took the screwdriver and mumbled. I leaned on my hands, which squeezed my tits together, giving him a better view down my halter. He handed it back to me, his eyes fixed on my tits.
When I leaned across his body to put it back in the toolbox, my tits pushed down on his throbbing mound. I heard a groan from the cupboard.
I teased him unmercifully like that until the job was done.
When he stood up, his cock tented the front of his shorts and had created a wet spot.
"Nice job, bro," I smiled.
"You too, sis," he said, rolling his eyes.
.
.
I was doing laundry when Ethan came in.
"Hey, Brookie," he said, kissing me.
"Mmm, hey yourself," I said, wrapping my arms around his neck.
Suddenly, he picked me up and set me on the washer just as it started the spin cycle.
"Spread your legs."
I did, and the vibration went right to my clit, immediately sending me into waves of orgasm that pounded through my body. He slipped his hands under my crop top and began to knead my bare breasts. I moaned in his mouth, the vibration making my body shudder.
"Oh fuck, Ethan," I whimpered.
"Go with it, baby," he whispered against my lips.
The end of the cycle vibrated even harder, and I gasped, crying out with pleasure.
"Mmm," I moaned, melting into his body as he took me off the washer. My knees were like jelly, and he held me up for a minute so I could regain my strength.
He kissed the side of my neck. "You've never done that before?"
I shook my head, still too weak to even talk.
"That's a vibrator on steroids," I laughed.
.
.
Ethan went out with his friends the following week, and Oliver was doing paperwork at his desk.
"Hey, Brooke, can you come to look at this to make sure I'm reading it right, please?"
"Sure!" I stood behind his office chair and leaned over his shoulder. "Which paragraph?"
He showed me, and I read it over. I leaned over him more, my tits pressed against his shoulders and neck while I pointed out the issue. My left arm was across his chest.
While we discussed the wording, he took my hands and pulled them down on his chest, so my head was next to his and my tits pressed into his shoulders. I was sure he could feel my nipples harden as he rubbed my arms. My hands were flat on his chest, and as I moved them, I felt his nipples harden under my palms.
He turned his head a little and said, "Thanks, baby."
"Sure." I kissed him on the corner of the mouth and slowly ran my hands up his chest over his shoulders as I backed away.
But not before noticing the bulge in his lap.
.
.
Our interactions became more physical after that. I think we were both enjoying the foreplay so much that we were in no real hurry to take it to the next level.
I would find it would arouse me to wetness immediately as we started a tease.
While doing dishes at the sink, Oliver came up behind me with the rest of the dishes from dinner.
"Dinner was good tonight, Brookie," he said, hugging me from behind.
"Glad you like it! New recipe."
"New is good," he murmured near my ear.
"Ummhmm," I responded.
His hands slipped under my shirt until my breasts rested on his hands.
"Have I told you how much I like having you here?"
I rinsed several dishes and placed them on the rack to dry. As I moved, my breasts settled over his hands.
"I like being here, Oliver. A lot."
His thumbs rubbed the underside of my tits, which is a highly sensitive area for me. I sucked in a breath and felt my nipples tighten almost painfully. I leaned back into him. His thumping meat pushed against my ass.
He continued to caress the underside of my tits, and my pussy responded by tingling and wetting my panties.
He nuzzled my neck and said, "I'm really enjoying this. Between us."
I shivered. "Me too." I arched my neck to his kisses. "Oh, Oliver," I sighed.
"Yes, baby," he said, sounding like his son.
His thumbs edged higher, rubbing the tiny bumps around my nipple. I arched, needing more.
"You're so hard," I whimpered.
"I am. For you." I swallowed hard at his words. "When you got here. I saw this drop-dead gorgeous woman get out of the car, and I forgot you were my sister. I wondered who that sexy woman was. I was stunned that you were so beautiful. You nearly doubled me over."
"I did?"
I swayed my hips, rubbing my ass over his hot mound.
"Yes. And before that. When you'd tell me about how he treated you... Your ex," he growled. "Thought about how I'd take care of you. Fantasize about us being together." He thumbed my hard nipple and felt it grow longer. "Oh, baby." He sucked in a shivering breath, and his hips rocked into me rhythmically.
"I watched you once. When we were in college. You thought you were home alone." I stopped whimpering when his hand slipped into my panties. "You'd just taken a shower and were walking around the house naked."
He toyed with my curls. "Oh yeah? Did you like that?"
"Oh yeah," I sighed, then gasped as his fingers drew through my soft lips.
"God, you're so wet, Brookie," he breathed, his hips rocking faster, out of control.
"Your cock was the biggest I'd ever seen. And your balls, too. They were so big and swayed as you walked. I imaged how full they were of your seed," I whispered hoarsely.
He groaned. "I wish you would have come into my room right then. I wanted to see you naked. These," he kneaded my tit, "drove me crazy, you know. And at that time, mom was on her bikini kick."
"Mmm, did that turn you on too, baby?" I asked.
"Fuck yeah. But your tits were bigger than hers. I saw hers but never got to see yours."
He slowly stroked through my pussy lips.
"You saw mom's bare tits?"
"Yeah, all the time. When I'd get back from classes for the day, she wanted me to rub coconut oil on them so she could lay in the sun topless."
Hearing that was such a turn-on for me, my pussy got even wetter. I reached behind me and squeezed his fat cock through his shorts. He groaned.
"I'm close, baby. And when I have you, I want it to be in my bed with your naked body against mine," he growled.
I understood because I wanted that, too.
I slipped my hand into his shorts and tried to wrap my hand around his cock. He was much larger than Ethan, but I knew that from seeing my brother naked.
He began to tease my clit as I stroked his heated cock. We both began to moan as we got higher. He stiffened. His cock throbbed hard in my hand and exploded. When I felt that, orgasms racked through my body. He kneaded my tits and pulled at my nipples, sending me higher.
I collapsed back against him, and he held me for a moment. I turned and wrapped my arms around his neck.
"I'm so glad we all found each other," I smiled, kissing him.
He groaned, taking the kiss deeper and more passionate. Tongues tangled and muffled moans of desire. This was only the beginning for us. All of us.
.
Oliver and I continued to tease each other, only on a new level. Ethan spent almost every night in my bed. And now that I knew Olliver was listening, I wanted to give him something to look forward to. I didn't hold back on my vocalizations. That only served to excite Ethan more as well.
Oliver left for work, and Ethan for morning classes. I went up to shower to start my day.
When the cool air hit me in the shower, I knew someone was joining me.
"I hope you're here to wash my back?" I said softly.
"I'm here to do whatever you want."
"I thought you went to work!"
"I did, but I forgot some paperwork in my office. I heard the shower and said fuck it, I'll be late going back." I could hear the smile in his voice.
I turned and wrapped my arms around his neck. "Mmm Oliver, I'm so glad you said fuck it."
"At least until I can fuck you," he murmured, pulling me against him. "God, you feel so good against me." I rubbed my hardening nipples into his chest. "I wish I could fuck you right now, but not enough time."
"Playtime is fun with you," I said, his cock slipped between my thighs. "Very fun."
He lifted me and pressed me against the wall, his cock sliding between my swollen pussy lips. Oliver was well-muscled, not as ripped as his son, but strong enough to handle me. We kissed passionately with lewd animal sounds as he drove through my pussy. I gasped in his mouth as the first wave of orgasm hit me.
"Damn, I need to be inside you, Brookie. So bad," he growled in my neck.
"I want to feel your fat cock stretching my tight cunt." He groaned at my words. "I can't wait to feel your heat explode in me when you cum. I want to hear you shout when you pump all your seed in me."
"Oh fuck," he ground out. Thrusting through my folds faster, rubbing my clit each time, keeping me on waves of pleasure.
"I want to feel you drive deep. My cunt is so hot for you. My nipples need your mouth. I need you to suck them so bad. They ache for your mouth."
He grunted each thrust through at hearing my words. Suddenly, he exploded between my legs. He shouted loudly, his voice echoing in the small room.
He slowly lowered me to my feet. "Damn it, Brookie, you're killing me."
"Soon, baby, soon."
.
.
But it wasn't to be. We were all busy and didn't have time for each other. Even Ethan wasn't in my bed as often because he was studying for finals. Since it looked like I'd be staying longer than I thought, I had picked up a job I could work from home on the computer.
Oliver and I got in some passionate kissing. He loved to get his hands on my body, so he would often have his hands under my clothing. Several times, I could stroke him to orgasm, as he would take me along. But we needed the time together.
I know Ethan wanted us all together, and I also wanted that. But my first time with Oliver would be special, and I wanted it to be just us with time enough to
One night, Oliver called me into his office.
"Yes, sir?" I asked, straddling his lap.
He held my hips and pulled my cunt over his cock.
"Damn, I'm not sure how much longer I can wait, baby," he groaned. He pulled my shirt over my head and tossed it away. "So beautiful," he said, running his hands over my tits. "I love the nipple rings." He tugged with his teeth, and I moaned.
"Feels so good." I held his head to my breast, and he sucked rhythmically. I began to rock the same, and he moaned, mostly in frustration. "I want you inside me, too," I lamented. "But I also want to feel your skin next to mine."
"Just one time, I need to be alone with you. Have you all to myself."
"I understand, Oliver. I want the same. I can't kick Ethan out."
"No, I know that. We will share you with no problems. But. Just. One. Time..." he gritted out.
We kissed. Our kisses always turned deep and passionate. We ate at each other's mouths. Indecent sounds echoed in the room. I rubbed my tits on his bare chest, and he growled, pulling her tighter against him.
"Fuck. My cock wants to bust through and get into that hot pussy," he said, his voice low and hoarse. It throbbed between my open pussy lips. I wanted the same. The thin fabric between our aroused bodies did little to cool us down.
"I better go before we lose control. Like teenagers," I grinned, kissing him and running out of the room.
Ethan slipped under the covers that night after a late-night study session.
"Fuck me!" I said, rolling onto my back. "Fuck me hard and fast."
He rolled between my legs, drove in, and ramrodded into me. Just what I needed. I may be bruised tomorrow, but I needed it rough.
He ground in, rubbed my clit, and said, "Let's go to the stars together, baby." And we both shouted our release. At the same time, I knew Oliver was bringing himself to the same heights as us.
Ethan flopped to his back, breathing hard. "What the fuck. That was great, Brookie."
"Mmm, it was," I said, feeling a bit guilty that his dad was the one who had me fired up. But I knew eventually, it would all work out.
He gathered me in his arms. "I have to go upstate and pick up a buddy at college so he can get home for break. His car finally gave its last gasp."
"That's nice of you to do," I said, snuggling into his side. "When are you going? The week after next. I'll drive up one day and come back the next."
"Mmm, okay. Thanks for letting me know."
.
.
Two weeks later, Oliver returned from work to a table set for two. He didn't ask and just assumed Ethan was out for the evening.
After cleaning dinner, I slipped my top over my head and dropped it on the way to the stairs. I shimmied out of my shorts and left them on the steps.
"What the hell?" Oliver laughed.
I pulled off my panties at the top, dangled them from my finger, and crooked it.
Already in the shower, I felt the rush of air.
"What a nice surprise this is, Brookie," he said, pulling me against him. "Mmm, you feel so good against me."
I turned to face him, wrapped my arms around his neck, and kissed him. "You'll feel so good inside me."
"Hmm?"
I reached down and squeezed his stiff shaft. "We are alone all night, baby."
"Oh, fucking hell, finally!' he nearly shouted.
We quickly washed under the steamy shower, dried, and ran to his bed.
I straddled his body and kissed him. My nipples brushed his thickly curled chest.
"This is our night, baby. You get your sister all to yourself."
"Fuck. You don't know how long I've waited for this. There are so many fantasies and wet dreams about you. Since you told me you watched me in college, I fantasized about what would have happened if you'd come into my room."
"We'd have been just like this. I'd have pushed you onto the bed, got naked, and on top of you," I smiled.
He groaned. "You're a sexy minx."
I began to kiss his chest and down his stomach. His fat cock lay throbbing on his belly. His balls were plump and full lolling on top of his thighs. I licked from his balls to the tip.
"Oh fuck, Brookie. I haven't had a mouth on my cock in--- so long because I don't remember."
I held it and looked up at him under my lashes while I twirled my tongue around the mushroom overhand. He grunted and jerked. I milked up the precum and lapped it off the tip, scrubbing the satiny skin with my tongue.
He squeezed his eyes shut and arched. The pleasure was intense. I spread his legs and knelt between them so that I could suck on his fat balls.
"Oh god, baby... So fucking good." He reached for me. "But I should---"
"This is for you. My sexy brother. Just relax and enjoy."
"Relax," he gave a little laugh, then gasped when I sucked the tender head into my mouth.
I milked up more precum and danced his balls on my fingertips while I slid my lips down his stiffness. He started a low moan that got louder as I began to fuck his cock with my mouth. I tugged on his balls and weighed their heft in my hand.
He watched my head bob up and down, my lips tight around the fat meat, my teeth lightly grazing.



"Oh fuck, Brookie. So fucking good..." I sucked harder, and the head popped out of my mouth. "I'm gonna cum if you keep that up."
I knew he was good for more tonight, so I continued on. I wanted to give my brother the blowjob of a lifetime.
I took him to the edge again, then backed off. He was whimpering for release, but I kept him on the edge. His hips spontaneously rocked, needing to find release. I sucked on the head and squeezed two fingers around the shaft, and stroked.
"Oh my god, baby, I have to cum," he whimpered. The bedclothes were gripped tightly in his fingers. His ass was tense thrusting.
"Fuck my mouth! Now!"
I locked my lips around his cock, and he thrust high and hard and fast. His breath came in hard gasps.
"Oh yeah!" he shouted. "Oh, my fucking god, yeah!"
His cock pumped loads of white heat into my mouth, and I took all the seed he had. I held his cock in my mouth until it softened, then let it rest.
I crawled up the bed and kissed him, letting him taste himself.
"Mmm, no one has ever done that for me before. No one has ever blown me like that before," he grunted, his forearm over his eyes while he caught his breath.
"I just wanted to give my brother the best blow job ever."
"Well, you fucking did that. In spades."
We dozed in each other's arms. I woke to my brother's mouth on my pussy.
"Mmmm, that feels so good," I moaned when he began to lick the length.
"So sweet." He flicked my clit rhythmically, and my hips quivered. "Mmm, yeah, you do like that."
"Yessss," I hissed.
I looked down, seeing my brother but also seeing a sexy man who kept me turned on. I could see why Ethan was so hot. He inherited his virulent maleness from his dad.
I arched off the bed in the first of the orgasms to hit me. I rocked, rubbing my wet cunt on his face. He kept French kissing my pussy, sending waves of pleasure through me.
"You're so fucking hot, Oliver."
He began to kiss up my stomach, then stopped and sucked each nipple to hardness while tugging on the rings. Finally, he reached my mouth with a deep kiss. I tasted myself on him, which was a jolt of excitement.
"Fuck me, Oliver. I need to feel you inside me."
He kneed my thighs apart and rubbed the head of his cock up and down my slit. His satiny head slid through the wet silky folds, stopping to tease my clit again.
I whimpered. "What do you want, Brookie?" The fat mushroom head teased the entrance. "You want this?" He pushed in just a bit. "You want my cock deep?"
"Yessss dammit. Fuck me. I need your cock. Lock us together. Make us one," I demanded.
And with that, he pushed in. He went slow because the head was so fat and mushroom it stretched my cunt further.
"Oh yeah," he whispered as my cunt tightened around his meat. He pushed in ball deep, and I felt the tip of his cock bottom out.
"Ooooo," I hissed. It felt good, but it was something to get used to.
He dropped to his elbows, staying buried deep inside me.
"We fit perfectly. I knew we would." He kissed me, which gave me time to get used to his size. "Lucky to have such a hot fucking sister," he growled.
"And I'm lucky to have such a sexy brother." I ran my hands up and down his back, then cupped my hands on his muscular ass. "And sexier ass. I noticed that about you long ago."
He raised his eyebrows. "And that was all? My ass."
"Well, no, like, what female would overlook your package. Front and center."
"That's how it hangs, baby," he grinned, and we kissed deeply. We ate at each other's mouths, and he began to move in and out.
I moaned. "Had I known this felt so good, I would have thrown you down on your bed in college."
"We'll just have to make up for it now."
He still held up on his elbows, his hips moving to drive in and out. I loved his weight on me. My nipples were so hard, digging into his chest. The abrasion from his mat of curls heightened my arousal.
"Everything you do gets me hot," I said.
I couldn't help but think of Ethan and how much fun we would all have together. Oliver and his son will compliment each other for me. I can't wait to keep them both satisfied.
Suddenly, he rolled, so I was on top. "Ride me, baby," he implored. "I want to watch those tits bounce. I want to watch your face when you cum for me."
Riding Oliver was like riding a bucking bronco. He didn't just lay there. He bucked and drove in while I bounced on his steel rod. The tip of his cock bottomed out, adding a significant amount of pleasure. My tits bounced and jerked obscenely.
I threw my head back in the first wave of pleasure. My long, coppery curls tumbled down my back to tickle his legs. As soon as I came down, I was jerked back into another wave of pleasure.
I was whimpering, whining, and mewing. He growled and grunted. It was animalistic.
"I'm cumming, baby," he shouted, grabbing my hips and locking me down on him. His cock swelled even more significantly, and it felt like an explosion deep inside me. His cum and my juices combined to run out of me and down over his balls.
One last loud grunt and throb finished him off. My pussy just found pleasure at the end, being filled with his heat.
"Oh fuck, Oliver," I whispered.
He pulled me down on his chest and wrapped his arms around me.
"It was even better than I fantasized."
My cheek rested on his shoulder. I kissed the side of his neck. "So good," I sighed. "I've never been filled like that. Your seed was like an explosion inside me."
"I assumed you were taking precautions since you and Ethan are fucking?"
I nodded. "Yes, of course."
"It does make me wonder what we would create together," he said.
"You created Ethan, who is as lusty and virile as you."
"But my wife wasn't as sexual as you and I are. Our mix may be high combustion."
That was something to ponder. Later. Oliver and I only had one night together alone, and I meant to take advantage of it.
We couldn't get enough of each other. If we weren't fucking, we were making out, in between me sucking his cock or him eating me.
The following day, we got up bleary-eyed and went to the kitchen.
I made French toast, and he made coffee.
It took us a while to eat because he dripped my nipples with maple syrup and licked it off. Then we'd eat, and he needed more maple on his nipples.
His cock stood up in his lap, and I dribbled syrup over the head, then licked it off. Catching the drops running down the sides. I had to clean up his balls, where the syrup dripped hot.
He suddenly stood up, knocking the chair back, leaning me over the table, and fucking me from behind. We were so aroused from the breakfast play that it wasn't long before he was filling me with his breakfast drink.
We cleaned up the kitchen with more titty play and groping, then went up for a shower. Ethan found us naked and napping in my bed.
"Mmm, what are you two up to?"
His dad was spooned behind me, his around me.
"Oh, hello, son. How was your trip?" Oliver asked groggily.
"Long," he sighed.
"Come to bed if you're tired, baby," I said, holding the covers up.
"Let me shower, and I will."
I was dozing when I felt him slide under the covers before me.
"Mmmm," I moaned softly when I felt his hard cock.
Oliver lifted my leg back over his hip, opening my cunt for his son to slide in.
"Oh god, I've missed this," Ethan moaned, sliding in the ball deep. He tugged on my nipple rings with his teeth, and I sighed.
He squeezed and kneaded my tits together while he stroked in and out. Oliver slipped a finger between us and rubbed my clit.
"Oh yeah," Ethan said when he felt what his dad was doing. "Make her cum Dad. I need to feel that tight cunt squeezing my dick."
The room swelled with loud rasping breaths, heady sexual sounds, and bodies slamming together. I began to moan louder as I crested the peak. Oliver circled my clit faster and harder.
"Oh my god, yeah, don't stop," I shouted. Ethan slammed into me, driving Oliver's fingers against my clit over and over.
"Oh yeah," Ethan shouted and grunted each rugged pump of his cock. I followed and cried out.
Our breathing was loud in my ears, and I couldn't tell whose it was. Ethan pulled out, but I could feel Oliver's cock hard against my ass. I pushed back.
"Fuck me," I told him.
He growled loud and slid into my cunt, dripping with his son's cum and my juices.
"Fuck her! Fuck her hard, Dad! Cum in her!"
Suddenly Oliver bellowed and sent his cum deep inside me, mixing with his son's seed and my wetness.
"Oh damn, you two," I sighed. "Women would pay money to be in my place right now," I said, and they laughed.
.
.
They decided I needed a king-size bed, so we went mattress shopping. The clerk looked a bit shocked when all three of us tried out the mattress together. Hopefully, she had some excellent fantasies about it later on.
I rarely slept alone, but both didn't always come in. More often than not, I'd only have one or the other for the night. Whether that was by design, I wasn't sure. I loved having them both in my bed. One on each side.
I'd wake up with a hard cock on each side of me. It wasn't difficult to take care of. One went in my mouth, the other in my pussy. And sometimes, they'd switch halfway through.
We were all heavily sexed and wanted/needed sex often.
At dinner one night, I announced that unless there was a specific reason not to, I expected them both in my bed every night. And that was all it took for them to do just that.
They were comfortable enough with each other that although they weren't interested in anything sexual with each other, they weren't freaked out if they came in contact with each other during our escapades. For that, I was grateful.
They did like to follow each other in my pussy, leaving me with mixed seeds running out of me. I don't think I could think of anything much hotter.
.
.
Oliver was in his office, and I tapped on the door.
"Yes, baby, come here."
I went to sit on his lap. "Can we talk?"
"Sounds serious."
"Sort of."
"I know you were dating before me, and Ethan saw girls on and off. I don't want you to give that up because of me. I'm okay with you seeing others."
"Well, I'm not okay with you seeing anyone but Ethan. Which means I wouldn't either. And I suspect Ethan feels the same. What we have between us is good, and I have no intention of giving it up."
"Okay. I just wondered. Your girlfriend just disappeared and--"
"She wasn't really my girlfriend," he interrupted. "Joy was a fuck friend. She got me off, and I got her off. That was the extent of it. We sometimes socialized, but rarely. We did try that weekend together, and it was a bust."
"Oh no!"
"The whole weekend, we had sex once. No eating, no sucking. A quick fuck was her idea of sex."
"Ugh. No fun."
"No. We're all highly sexed. I'm not sure if we even realized it until we had others that were the same?"
"Hmm, I think you're right. I didn't need as much sex when I was married as I do now. I need you and Ethan a lot."
"Right. And I went for years without regular sex and thought it was okay. Now I can't get enough of you," he smiled.
It was true. There wasn't a room in the house that we hadn't had sex in. Either Ethan and me or his dad and me. When we felt the urge, we fucked. Or sucked.
I put my arms around his neck. "Okay, I feel better about it now. I'm thinking about renting my condo out. I mean, if I'm going to stay here...."
"You're going to stay here, and you can sell or rent it. It's yours from your asshole ex to do with as you please."
I laughed. "Maybe I will sell it. It has been sitting empty." I hesitated. "I'm wondering since it's in Florida, if we might not want to go down there in the winter sometimes?"
He raised his eyebrows. "Hmm. You might be right. Just rent it for now. Who knows what the future will hold."
.
.
Ethan's courses got tougher; he studied late more often and didn't come into bed with us. I got that and understood. It had been three nights since he slept with us.
He walked in, dropped his book backpack on the floor, and flopped on the sofa.
"Long day, baby?" I asked, bending over to kiss him.
"Last day of finals. The good thing is I know I aced them."
"Congrats!"
He moved back on the sofa. "Lay with me," he said.
We were face-to-face. I had a t-shirt dress on, and he ran his hands over my ass and up my back.
"Mmm, I like this," he said when he discovered I was naked under it. His hands were all over me.
"Oh, Ethan, I need you, baby. It's been so long. Fuck me."
My words incensed him, and he unzipped his pants, and we pushed them down. He pulled my leg over his hip and drove in. My pussy was wet and more than ready for him.
"Ahhhh yeah, I'm home," he whispered hoarsely.
There wasn't much room for sexual gymnastics, but enough to thrust in and out, hitting my clit each time.
"God, you feel so good. I've missed you, Ethan." He tugged at my nipple rings and began giving me those fiery little kisses all over my tits. "Oh yeah, I loved when you did that!"
Those stinging kisses on my tits ratcheted up my arousal as he continued to thrust in deep and fast.
"Don't stop!" I cried out. Just as I hit the peak, he nipped the sensitive skin on the underside of my tit, and fireworks went off in my head. The next I realized he was pumping his seed into me.
"Oh fuck, that was good," he grated. "When you did that with your nails--"
"What?"
"Dug in," he said, looking at me.
"I didn't know I did. I think I blacked out for a bit."
"Damn, babe, you're off the rails, sexy."
"You aren't so umm... Forceful with me anymore," I mentioned.
"Well, no, because I think you've found yourself," he smiled. "You came here lost, and after your ex, you needed to expand your sexual world."
"Ah, so you brought me out of my funk?" I smiled.
"I tried. I guess it worked, eh? You're like a crazy sex-starved lunatic now," he laughed. I grabbed a pillow, but he was off the bed and gone. All he heard was my laughter.
.
.
Our lives were all about sex and intimacy. Since I worked from home and set my own hours, it was easy to finish it when they weren't around. I spent the rest of the time caring for them one way or another. Laundry and meals mostly. Even evening television and movies were spent in bed. Most often, the three of us. We'd settled into a comfortable routine.
Until one day.
"I need to talk to you guys," I said after dinner, and we'd cleared the mess.
"Sure, Brookie," Oliver said, and Ethan nodded. They sat at the table expectantly.
"I have some news. I haven't decided if it's good or bad myself, so I'm unsure what you guys will think."
There was silence. "Go on. Whatever it is, we'll work it out," Ethan said.
"I'm pregnant."
There was an extended silence.
"Wow," Oliver said. "Not a good or bad wow, just an I-have-to-think-on-that."
"I've been on the pill the whole time, but it failed, apparently." I shrugged. "I don't think any of us are ready for that, and I don't think we have a relationship to bring anyone into."
"We'll keep it," Ethan stated unequivocally, and Oliver agreed.
"Okay." They left no room for argument.
One of the first things Oliver did was call a home renovation to come in and put sound control in each bedroom. His office was converted to a temporary nursery.
Although it was an easy pregnancy, they doted on me.
They were obsessed with my growing tits, which I loved. And my belly. Fucking doggy style was the position du jour.
The baby was born, and we watched her coo over the monitor.
My boys were enamored with my milky tits.
And no one ever brought up who might be the father.
.
.

EIGHTEEN YEARS LATER

.
.
Michi grew up knowing who her father, mother, and brother were. We never had to go into details. They weren't wanted nor needed. Michelle was a bright girl who excelled in school. On her eighteenth birthday, she was a junior in college.
"Happy birthday, sweetheart," I said, hugging her. She had the same rich auburn hair and aqua eyes as us. I was a thirty-six D, and she was a thirty-eight double D.
"Oooo, so pretty. Thank you, mama!" She held up the four lacy bras I bought for her. Each had matching thongs.
She went to sit on Oliver's lap, just like I do, and he hooked the necklace around her neck. The gold rose fell between her breasts on the delicate gold chain.
"Oooo, so beautiful, Daddy!" she said, hugging and kissing him. Her kiss lingered just a little longer than usual.
He brushed some hair from her face. "You're so gorgeous. Just like your mama." He looked at me, and I blew him a kiss.
"Hey, don't forget about me!" Ethan said. "Your brother is waiting."
She giggled on his lap and said, "I wouldn't forget about you!"
He took a finger and slipped it between her breasts to pull out the rose that had slightly wedged between her perky mounds.
"Okay, close your eyes," he said, and she did. He pulled the matching necklace out of the box and hooked it around her neck.
She looked down and squealed. "Oh my god, I got both of them!" They matched a charm bracelet she wore.
The chain was a bit longer, and the rose wedged further into her cleavage. Ethan retrieved them again with his finger, and she blushed.
"Beautiful," he breathed.
"Thank you," she said, knowing he didn't mean the necklaces.
We went to the kitchen to cut her birthday cake.
"Thank you, mama!" she said, pulling me into a hug. She was the same height as me, and our tits mashed together, and she hugged me hard.
The boys walked in just then.
"I love you so much," she said, pulling her dad in for the same hug. He ran his hand up and down her back.
"I love you too, baby. I can't believe you're eighteen already. We made such a beautiful girl."
She leaned back, her dress pulling lower to expose more of her breasts. "Thank you." When she arched back, she pressed her mound into him. I knew he'd be hard, and by the flush on her cheeks, he was. His hands worked lower on her back to the top of her ass.
Ethan glanced at me, and I raised my eyebrows. She gave her dad one last longer lingering kiss and went to Ethan. Oliver looked at me and winked, and I smiled.
"Ethan, I love you too," she said, wrapping her arms around his neck.
He murmured in her neck, "Love you too, princess."
He didn't hesitate in sliding his hands down her body to her ass. Oliver and I looked at each other when Ethan's fingers flexed on her round globes. Our daughter was shapely, and reality a walking sex bomb. And she was learning quickly. She pressed into him harder, and he let out a moaning sigh.
"Should we do cake and ice cream now?" I asked.
Michi pressed into Ethan for a lingering kiss and said, "Yes!"
Later, Ethan retreated to his room. Oliver was in his office, and I watched a movie in bed.
"Mama?"
I saw Michi wearing one of the new bra and thong sets I'd gotten her.
"Oh, Michi, you look stunning! Do you like it?"
The delicate sheer lace bra was the palest of pink. The plunging neckline was an edge in the narrowest of lace. The dark shadows of her nipples were apparent through the sheer. The cups barely contained her voluptuous breasts.
The matching thong was cut high on her hips, narrowing down to barely cover her lips before disappearing between her round cheeks.
"Mama! I feel like a real woman in this. Almost... sexy," she said softly.
"You are sexy, baby."
She climbed on the bed, and I held out my arm. She lay against me, her head on my shoulder, her tits pushing into mine.
"You are too, mama," she said. "Your breasts are so big and pretty, too."
"Thank you." I kissed her on the temple. "You've been so busy with your studies you haven't even had a chance to go to any of the dances or dates."



"No, I don't mind. I like spending my time at home with my family. And I like my studies. I've never needed anything else."
She moved her thigh between mine, her hand curled on my breast. Right then, Oliver walked in from taking a shower in his room. He stopped when he saw Michi. In her position, he could see her bare ass because of the thong. He glanced at her hand on my breast and my arm around her. He wore thin gym shorts that he'd worn to bed since we had her.
She must have been dozing because she rolled back when she heard him. "Daddy, I didn't know you were here."
His shorts were tented, and a wet spot was quickly forming. He opened his mouth to reply, but nothing came out. It was too late to hide his reaction, so no action was the best thing to do.
"I came in to show Mama my new bra and panties," she said, standing up to model for him.
"Oh god, baby," he said, his eyes raking her body.
"What do you think?" she asked.
"That you are a most gorgeous creature."
My pussy was wet from watching their interaction, and my nipples ached. I remembered the words from long ago, how we would create a most sexual being. And here she was.
She threw her arms around him as she always did, and for a moment, he hesitated before hugging her to him. He groaned softly when she pushed her tits into him.
"I hurt, daddy. Please. I'm aching."
He growled, picked her up while she wrapped her legs around him, and placed her on the bed next to me. I had already pushed the sheet down to expose my nakedness.
Her chest heaved, her breasts pushing up and out. He came down between her thighs, thrusting his throbbing mound into her nearly bare pussy.
He looked at me pleadingly. Needing an answer.
I rolled and unhooked her bra, her tits spilling out. Her nipples were dark and stiff and tight and long as bullets.
He latched onto a nipple and began to suck, and she arched, shouting out in pleasure.
We both knew that his cock was too big for her virgin pussy. I quietly got up and went to Ethan's room and knocked.
"Come in!" I stepped in naked. "Mmm," he said on seeing me. His cock immediately sprang to attention.
"I need your cock, baby."
"Anytime! You don't have to ask."
"For your sister. She's ready. Your dad is too big for her. Don't forget, she's a virgin."
He came over to me and pulled me to him. "We created a gorgeously sexy girl, didn't we."
I kissed him deeply. "We did."
I took his hand and led him to the bedroom. Michi's bra and thong were on the floor next to the bed. Oliver had his face buried between her thighs, and she was whimpering and crying out. She squeezed and kneaded her tits, plucking at her nipples.
Ethan moved next to her, and I moved to the other side. He brushed her hands away from her breast and began to fondle and knead. I did the same on the other side. She lifted her head, her eyes wide, when she saw who it was.
"I ache so much," she whimpered. Then suddenly, her body shook and quivered, and she cried out over and over.
"Go with it, baby," I whispered. "Go with it."
Ethan had her nipple in his mouth, pulling it with his teeth, then sucking.
She held his head tightly to her tit. "Feels so good, Ethan. Don't stop."
Oliver looked up, his face covered with the sweet juice of his daughter. He took my place next to her, and I moved down to his cock. It was red, angry-looking, and throbbed hard. I licked the tip, and precum drooled out in a torrent. He groaned.
"Daddy?" Michi asked.
"I'm alright, darling. Mama is taking care of your daddy."
She looked down at me wide-eyed.
"We like to have your mouth on our cock, Michi," Ethan explained. "It feels so good. Just like what dad did between your legs."
"Oh yes, that felt so good."
"There's more to make you feel good," he explained. Michi may have been eighteen, but she spent nearly all her life in school taking extra classes and advancing her education.
"More?"
"Yes," Ethan said, placing her hand on his throbbing cock. "This will make you feel even better."
She squeezed. "So hot and hard. Like dad's... Cock."
I was sucking on Oliver's balls and slowly stroking them as we watched and listened.
"We can help you while Ethan takes you. Since it's your first time, it may hurt a bit. But after that, it will all be a pleasure."
"Like you just made me feel?"
"Yes baby, like I just made you feel. Maybe even better!"
The golden rose lay on her heaving breasts. "Yes, Ethan. I trust you all."
Michi was wet from Oliver's mouth and her own juices. Ethan moved between her thighs. He held his cock and stroked it through her soft silky folds, then teased her clit.
"Ohhhhhhh," she moaned.
He teased her clit until she had another body-rocking orgasm, then pushed the head in before she came down.
"How's that feel, darling," Oliver asked. He had been toying with her nipples, twisting and tugging. "You feel Ethan's cock?"
"Yessss, feels good." He pushed in another inch, and she spread her thighs wider. "More?" He drove in another inch. She strained up, wanting more, and he pushed all the way in.
"How's that baby?" he asked. "can you feel my cock inside you?"
"Oh my god. It's incredible. It didn't hurt. Although I feel stuffed." Everyone chuckled.
"Wait'll you feel your dad's cock," I said, mumbling around a mouthful of his meat.
Ethan leaned forward on his fists and slowly began to stroke in and out. Her hips began to rock in the same rhythm, meeting him stroke for stroke. I could see him tensing, trying to stay in control.
She whimpered, thrusting up faster, needing more. Ethan gave in and began to fuck her faster, harder, and deeper, and she cried out another orgasm. Her dad was sucking on her nipples and kneading her breasts. I increased the speed that I was sucking him, and he groaned.
"Oh god, yeah, Brookie. Suck it, baby!"
I let him face fuck me to their rhythm. I knew they were all going to come together. I flicked my clit, keeping up with them. Michi mewed out a long-pitched scream, then waves of shuddering. Ethan locked in and unloaded into her. Oliver exploded down my throat as I vibrated my climax on his cock as I came.
We all piled together once we caught our breaths.
"Going to need a bigger bed," Ethan laughed.
"We get to do this every night?!" Michi said in excited awe.
"Maybe more, darling. What do you think of that?" I asked.
"Oh yeahhhh," she breathed.
.
.
We got Michi on birth control since none of us were ready for another one. Four oversexed adults were enough in this house.
Michi came in one evening while Oliver and I watched a movie, snuggling beside me. She whispered in my ear.
I slid the sheet down to bare my breasts. She settled in, wrapped her hand around my breast, and started sucking on my nipple. Her eyes closed in contentment.
Oliver watched us, his eyes lusty--a tent formed under the sheet while he watched.
After a while, I asked, "Baby, do you see what you do to your dad?"
She looked at me drowsily, then at him.
He pulled the sheet off, exposing his throbbing cock. "Remember your mama sucking on this?"
She nodded hesitantly, looking at his enormous cock. Considerably more significant than the one that had fucked her.
"It's okay, baby. You can do it. He'll tell you what he likes. There's nothing wrong you can do," I assured her.
She moved between his thighs, her head laying on his upper thigh cock near her lips. She stroked his fat orbs, then held them in her soft hand. Oliver gasped, and she looked up.
"Splendid, Michi, keep going," he said.
She was intrigued with his balls and nuzzled them against her cheek. He squeezed his eyes shut, trying to retain control. She kissed them, then hesitantly licked them. He moaned softly. This time, she knew what that meant and did it again.
"I love these daddy," she whispered, kissing them.
"Suck on them too."
She fit one in her mouth, and he grasped the bedclothes. "Oh baby," he moaned. She moved to the other.
"You're giving your dad so much pleasure, Michi," I said softly. Her face was almost drunk with arousal. "Lick from his balls to the tip of his cock."
She flat-tongued across the seam, to the base, and up the underside to the tip. He hissed through his teeth. She inspected the drop of precum that bubbled up.
"Taste it," I encouraged. She licked and made a sound, then licked again. Instinctively, she milked up more and licked each drop.
He looked at me. His eyes were dark aqua pools of lust. He groaned louder when she wrapped her lips around his cock and slowly slid her mouth down.
"Oh my god, baby. Your mouth... like a hot velvet glove on my cock." His voice quivered.
"Do you want to feel Dad's cock inside you?"
"Yesssss," she hissed. "Fuck me, Dad."
Those words coming out of her mouth were inflaming, and he pulled her up his body so she was on top. They kissed, and he took it deeper, pulling her into his arousal. Her mound was even with his pulsing cock, and she rocked into it. He ran his hands up and down her body. He squeezed her round ass, and she moaned in his mouth.
"I knew it would be like this," she whispered. "When I kissed you on my birthday. I felt different. My pussy tingled, and my nipples ached."
I leaned over and stroked her soft body, almost melting into her dad. "You're brilliant, sweetheart. Everything you need is right here with us. Anytime. Anything. We have always made each other happy. Take care of each other. And we will do that with you now."
Michi still didn't know the extent of the relationship between Oliver, Ethan, and me... Someday, when she's ready, we'll tell her.
Oliver smoothed his hands down to her ass and pulled her thighs on either side of him.
"Remember riding the horses?" I asked, laughing. She laughed, too, and pushed up. Her open cunt had his cock trapped between their bodies. "You'll have to hang on because your dad is a real bucking bronco." I chuckled.
"But you'll be locked onto me so that you won't go anywhere," he grinned. "Now raise a little. Yes, right there." After stroking her wet pussy, he held his cock up. "You can slide down on this as you can. My cock will stretch you a little and maybe hurt a bit. But just for a moment."
She leaned and looked down as he guided his cockhead to her entrance. She lowered just so the head popped in.
"Mmmm," she moaned. "You are big." Then she slid down to the hilt and ground down to ensure she took it all.
He grunted and jerked, not expecting the shock of her tight cunt on his cock.
She arched her back, squeezing her tits as she began to bounce on her dad's cock. She was stunning. She rode as though she were riding the best stallion. She pulled up, almost off, then dropped down. Over and over.
"Oh fuck," he growled.
I knew he was getting close.
"Slow down a bit, darling," I told her. "You got your dad so excited he's ready to cum. If you slow down, he can have more pleasure."
"Mmm, yes, Dad. I want to give you all the pleasure I can."
"Oh god, baby, you do. You do," he nearly whimpered. The sight of his gorgeous daughter impaled on his cock. Her beautiful body. Big tits and large bulleted nipples.
It was exciting for me to watch them together. My thighs were wet.
He began to buck underneath her. She moaned and rode him, grinding down and rubbing her clit. She shouted out another orgasm. He groaned louder; his cock, being gripped by her tight cunt was taking him to the top.
He bucked faster, and she rode the length of his cock. Nearly pulling off, then sliding her tight inner fist down his length.
"Oh baby, I'm cumming," he shouted, grabbing her hips and locking her down on him. He loudly called each pump of his seed into her.
I touched my clit and was off, following them into the stratosphere.
She went to her room to shower and sleep there, and Oliver and I snuggled together.
He rolled to his side to face me. "Just look what we created. She's brilliant. She's beautiful- she looks just like you. And she's sexier than hell- just like you."
He pulled my thigh over his hip. My nipples hardened when they rubbed on his chest.
"And she took your big fat cock like a pro," I murmured, feeling his cock stirring against me. "Mmm, you're hot tonight."
"You make me that way, Brookie. You know that. I never needed anyone but you, really. It was just our luck that we made a clone of you."
"Just what am I missing here!?" Ethan strode into the room, just in from work.
"I was just telling her that Michi is a clone of her. Gorgeous, sexy, and brilliant."
By then, Ethan had shed his clothes and slid behind me. He smelled of cedar soap, so I knew he was fresh after the gym.
He spooned behind me. "Are you going to fuck her or are you waiting?" he laughed.
"Don't rush me. I'm taking it slow and loving for her."
"Oh! That's nice. I like that. A lot." I looked over my shoulder. "Besides, he emptied his balls in Michi a little while ago.
"Really? How'd she take your cock?" he asked.
"Like a pro," I said. She even shocked him when she took him in one shot."
"Wow, we---"
"Hey!" Michi was back, naked, soft, and fresh from her shower. She piled on top of us, then slipped behind me in front of Ethan. "Whoa!"
"Whoa, yourself," he said.
Oliver was teasing my pussy with the head of his cock. Ethan and Michi were giggling behind me. She climbed over us, her tits dangling in our faces.
"What the hell," I said when I felt her weight on me.
"Mmmm," she moaned.
I looked over my shoulder and saw Ethan taking her from behind while she was sprawled on us. I held a tit to Oliver's mouth, and he latched on. She moaned louder and hissed when he pulled her nipple longer with his teeth. Oliver had gotten the head of his cock into me, and all the movement shoved him into the hilt.
Ethan was driving into her cunt, pushing me onto Oliver's dick. I turned my head, caught her other nipple in my mouth, and began to nip and pull. Oliver's eyes turned lusty while he watched me suck on my daughter's tit. His cock jerked and twitched in my cunt.
"Oh god, Ethan. Fuck me harder," she whimpered.
He drove in, and Oliver fucked me harder and faster. My leg was hooked over his hip, my daughter's tit was in my face, her other tit was in her father's face, and she was getting fucked by Ethan. I wasn't sure how it was working, but it was, and I was starting to cum.
I cried out, my cunt grabbing his marauding dick. He had a mouth full of his daughter's breast while he drove in deep and unloaded his balls into me. He shouted around the firm flesh, and Michi groaned loudly when she flew off. Ethan drove into her and emptied his balls into her.
I caught my breath once the bodies moved off me.
"We definitely need a bigger bed," I gasped.
.
.
Ethan was the only one down for breakfast the following day.
"Are you off work today?" I asked him, setting the eggs and bacon in front of him.
"Nah, I have a meeting after lunch that I wanted to prepare for without the distractions of the office."
I refilled both our coffees and sat down across from him.
"I can't think of the last time we were together. Alone," I chuckled.
"I get it. I feel that way too. I sort of miss your scary visits." I loved to remember them.
"But they got your attention and got you out of that prim funk you were into," he reminded me again.
I laughed again. "Was that what it was?" I sipped my coffee. "I was floundering after the divorce. I thought I had a great sex life with my husband. I mean, no one our age had daily sex. And it was good." I raised my eyebrows. "At least I thought it was good. Apparently, the ex didn't agree."
"You have good sex with me. Excellent, in fact," Ethan smiled. "Even I went through changes then. I was desperate to bring you out of your shell. I thought adding a little pain into the equation would help."
Ethan pushed his empty plate away and went to get coffee.
"And it did. I never knew how close the tolerance for pain and pleasure was. I mean, I'd never get into whips and chains, but I loved those little stinging kisses and bruises." I shrugged. "I don't know why exactly. I think it just showed me there was something beyond sex. Other things could enter into that equation."
He sat down and leaned back in his chair. He was a young man then, just out of high school. Now, he's a handsome older man with a promising career.
I asked, "Do you regret ever not having your own relationship?"
"The family is my relationship. Do I wish I could have gone out and picked up women, dated, broke up, repeat?" he grinned.
"Well, yeah, like we all do."
"Not really. I have all I need here," he waved his hands. "I mean, none of my friends have two gorgeous women at home who are ready to have any sexual fun I would want. And I'm ready for whatever they want," he smiled. "I have the best dad, and I'd never want to leave that situation. I've learned more from him through the years than I would have if we'd been," he air quoted, "normal."
I smiled fondly. "Oliver is great, isn't he."
"And then I have the most drop-dead gorgeous, sexy aunt in the world. There's no one I'd rather be buried in than her."
I squirmed at his words. Because I felt the same way.
"You were my first, as it were. The first in my new life. My new attitude. I wouldn't have these," I plucked at my nipple rings through my t-shirt," because you made me brave. I wouldn't have discovered that on my own."
He laughed, remembering our day. "I had no intention of getting my dick pierced until you threw down the gauntlet. Of course, I wasn't backing down. Now I'm so glad I did. The pleasure can be intense from it. I'd suggest it for everyone if I could, but talking to another man about their dick is frowned on in the normal world." We both laughed.
"We have come a long way, haven't we, baby," I said, leaning across the table and lacing my fingers with his. I lowered my voice and asked, "Do you ever wonder which of you?"
He nodded. "At first, I'd think about it on and off. Whether it was my seed or my dad's. I rarely consider it anymore. It doesn't make any difference to me. We are the perfect family for us."
"We are, aren't we." I squeezed his hands. "Now, I must let you get to work, Ethan."
.
.
I went up to our bedroom to gather laundry. Oliver had the room and bath renovated for our situation. The folks who renovated the bathroom never questioned the layout, but you can be sure they wondered.
We had the toilet in a separate, closed room. The walk-in shower, which easily held four, was open to the bedroom, as was the triple vanity. The wall next to the clear glass enclosed shower was covered with a mirror, besides the one that ran the length of the room over the vanity.
Although we didn't all usually sleep together at night, we had an extra width to be comfortable when it happened. Oliver and I always slept there. Ethan and Michi came and went. Everyone needed their privacy at times, and we all understood that.
Later, after I had dinner ready, I ran up to shower before Oliver came home. He loved his job, so retirement was out of the question for him. He cut his hours, though, so he could spend more time with his family.
I adjusted the showerhead and let the steamy water stream over me. Oliver had various heads and jets put in, but I had my favorite when I was in the shower alone.
I hadn't cut my hair in years, so it was past my waist when wet. I grabbed the shampoo bottle.
"Let me do that, mama," Michi said, stepping into the shower. I was surprised because she'd never done that before.
"Mmm, I'd love that, darling."
I tipped my head back, and she massaged the lather into my scalp. The steam carried the scent of roses. I moaned as she made little circles on my scalp.



"Feels so good," I murmured. "I'll do you next."
"No, mama, this time is for you," she whispered.
She rinsed my hair and dripped the rose-scented body wash into her hands. She lathered my back down to my ass. Then, squatted to wash my legs. She stroked my upper thighs, her fingers lightly brushing my pussy lips.
She stood up, rinsed my back, and turned me around. I was aroused, and she could see it in my eyes. She smiled and lathered her hands again. She worked down each arm and down my sides.
Her hands circled my breasts, then palmed my hard nipples with her soapy, slick hands, leaving a thick trail of bubbles.
She looked down and said, "I always thought our breasts were nearly identical."
We were the same height, and stepping closer, our nipples met and rubbed.
"Darling, yours are much bigger," I said while she ran her slick hands from her tits to mine, pressing them closer.
"But your nipples are bigger," she murmured, rubbing little circles around my nipples and tugging on the rings.
"Mmm, maybe," I said, my voice shaking. "That's so nice, Michi."
She looked at me and smiled, trailing her fingers on the underside of my tits. I sucked in a breath.
"Mine are sensitive there, too," she said.
I trailed my fingers under her voluptuous tits, and she sucked in a breath.
"You're so beautiful, Michi," I whispered, hefting her breasts in my hands. I moved my hands down her sides to the luscious curve of her waist, then out over her shapely hips. "Just perfect."
She leaned into me, mashing our breasts together, the soap making them slippery. I ran my hands over her round ass as we stood close together.
"Mama... Look at us."
We were perfectly matched. Seeing ourselves naked together in the mirror was arousing. While we faced the mirror, I moved her in front of me, wrapping my arms around her to cup her breasts and thumb her nipples.
She kept the same patch of auburn curls that I did, with smooth, soft pussy lips. I looked over her shoulder, her head tipped back, and our heads were together.
I smoothed my hand down over her belly and cupped the warm curls. She sucked in a breath and rocked into my hand. My nipples were hard and aching, and I pressed them into her back.
"So gorgeous," I whispered, tweaking her one nipple long and hard.
I stroked one finger between her legs and quickly found her clit. It was long and hard and so sensitive.
"Oh, mama," she whimpered.
I flat-handed her stomach, and the other hand slipped between her legs. She squeezed her tits together and pulled at her nipples. I rubbed her clit until she was quivering and mewing.
It was then I saw Oliver in the mirror, naked, watching us, and stroking his cock. I smiled at him.
When Michi was catching her breath, he stepped in. His cock was angry red and throbbing. His wild arousal was evident.
"What a thing to come home to. My gorgeous woman and daughter together naked in the shower. Enough to make a man's balls ache from the sight."
"Dad!" She stepped into him and kissed him. Reminding me of their kiss on her birthday. It was soft and lingering.
He growled, and I knew he was remembering, too. He held Michi's head in his hands and looked into her eyes. "Such a sexy woman you turned out to be." She was holding his cock and stroking. "Just look at what you do to your dad."
Her excitement for him. How aroused she gets around him excites me tremendously. Her body quivers at his words, his touch.
I stepped forward, and we sandwiched her between us. She whimpered. Oliver and I kissed over her shoulder. He reached around and pulled me closer. She turned her head, and we all tangled tongues.
Oliver shut the water off with shaking hands. "What I need right now is to be buried deep inside my passionate daughter."
"I need you too, Daddy. I'm complete with you."
There were times when I wanted to join in, and there were times when I just wanted to be close and watch.
I knew Michi wanted her dad on top of her this time. She loved the weight of his big body on hers. She spread her legs, and he fit into the cradle of her thighs.
"Oh, sweetheart, you don't know what you do to me." His voice was full of emotion and passion.
"I need you inside me," she murmured. "Hurry, please."
He pushed in ball deep, and they both cried out from the body-numbing pleasure of that first stretch of her cunt and the tight glove around his cock.
He kneed her legs wider and lowered to his elbows, allowing some of his weight on her. I know because I loved him like that on me. With a jerk of his hips, he could drive in deep. That angle put pressure on our clits.
I ran my hand down his back and over his trembling ass. I squeezed and kneaded.
"Oh yeah, baby. Do it just like that," he told me.
His ass turned rock hard when he jerked and drove in deep, then relaxed. I slipped my fingers between his cheeks and stroked from the base of his balls. He sucked in a hard breath. I scratched his fat balls with my fingernails, adding to his pleasure.
Michi pulled him down to kiss her, and his body trembled again. I hefted his balls in my hand, my fingers feeling the base of his cock tight against her smooth swollen pussy lips.
They both moaned in each other's mouths when they felt my fingers stroking their joining. He jerked, and his cock disappeared in her cunt. I toyed with his balls and their place of joining. She was so wet from the waves of orgasm that her juices covered his balls, and I rubbed them into his swelling sac.
Oliver grunted and began to jerk into her faster, trapping my fingers. Her hands covered his ass as low as she could reach, her fingers digging in rhythmically, pulling the skin at the base of his balls.
His vibrating groan told us we were doing it right.
His breath was harsh and rasping as he fucked her faster and harder. I scratched his sensitive balls while he drove into her. Her wet heat covered his balls and my hands.
Suddenly he shouted out, stiffened, his balls contracted, and his cock pumped deep inside his daughter.
His muscles relaxed, and he nearly threw himself on the bed beside us.
"You two nearly killed me," he gasped.
My daughter and I just looked at each other and grinned.
.
.
Sometimes, I wondered if our lives revolved around sex. We all had jobs, and Michi was in college. We did have lives apart from our family. But this is where we were all at home. Most comfortable. All our needs were met here.
I was curled up with a book when Ethan came home from work one afternoon, with high anxiety after a bad day. Michi met him at the door in short shorts and a tiny halter top, barely able to hold her DDs.
He groaned when he saw her. "Just what I need!"
She had him undressed and naked in record time. He had her shorts off, and halter pushed aside to expose her voluptuous tits.
Still in the entry, she dropped to her knees in front of him and began to stroke him with a twist. She knew how to drive her dad and Ethan crazy with that motion, then tightly gripping the head when she pulled off the end.
She drove him high quickly, then sucked his cock in until it hit the back of her throat. He groaned louder, wove his fingers through her soft hair, and began to thrust. She let him face fuck her while she played with his balls.
"Oh god, Michi! I'm cumming!" he shouted. She grabbed his ass, holding his cock deep in her mouth while he grunted out every blast of seed into her.
Then he sat her on the edge of the chair, opened her wide, and began to devour her pussy. She whimpered, whined, cried, and mewed as he took her through wave after wave of pleasure.
When they walked into the living room, I said, "Mmm, you two put on quite a porn show." My fingers were stroking my wet folds. I was soaked from watching them.
"Cum for us, mama," Michi said, baring a breast and sucking my nipple. Ethan kissed me deeply, letting me taste my beautiful girl's pussy.
Suddenly, the fireworks went off, and I moaned through a mind-bending climax.
"So nice, mama," Michi said softly, sucking on my fingers.
So yeah, maybe our lives did revolve around sex. We were all oversexed, needing it often. It helped to always have someone there who would oblige.
.
.
Michi began to come into our bedroom late and crawl between Oliver's legs. She'd rest her head on his thigh and play with his cock and balls. She could tease like that for an hour or however long it took for him to lose control.
We were watching a porn movie and had already fucked and sucked, so it took a bit to get her father going. She liked the challenge.
"Michi," her dad said softly, "you are a naughty girl."
"I know," she replied, nuzzling his balls until he moaned.
"Oh fuck, Brookie. What will we do with her?" he smiled at me.
I sighed. "I don't know. Maybe we should keep her?" She giggled.
She was kissing the head of his semi-soft cock. "Someone asked me if I would do any modeling today."
Oliver and I looked at each other.
"Oh?" we both said at the same time.
"Yeah. Some of the students in art want to draw and paint nudes. But you know the school... No way are they going to allow that," she laughed.
She sucked a ball into her mouth and began to hum, shocking her dad into a shuddering groan. I watched her curled up between her dad's thighs, her hand cupped around his cock and balls, lazily playing with them.
"How do they intend to draw nudes if the school won't let them?" I asked, confused.
"Here," she said vaguely, her attention turned more to her dad's rising cock.
"Here?" he said.
"Mmmm," she replied, but his ball was in her mouth again.
"Oh baby," he groaned, distracted away from the topic. She stuck her tongue out and probed his wet balls, making him moan again.
"I love doing this. I love your cock and balls in my mouth. And when I do something, the sounds you make excite me. I know I'm making you hot by what I'm doing."
Oliver was watching her, the words performing their magic on him.
"I feel the same way, darling. I love having your dad's cock and Ethan's cock in my mouth. Playing with their balls with my tongue."
Oliver groaned, reached over, and began to knead my bare breast. I rolled to my side, and we kissed passionately while Michi continued her ministrations on her dad's cock and balls.
"You guys are so hot," Michi murmured, looking up.
She licked her dad's cock like a popsicle, and he sucked in a breath. She was so cute, curled up like that, all her attention on what she was doing. She pushed his legs wider and cupped his balls in her palm while she stroked behind them.
"Ahhhhh fuck, sweetheart," he ground out. "That drives me wild." But she knew that.
She buried her mouth under his balls and licked the same sensitive area, and his legs began to quiver. He gave in to her manipulations and let her take him where she wanted.
"She loves sucking her dad's big fat dick," I whispered fiercely in his ear. "Feel your balls in her hot, wet mouth. Your fat balls are swollen with hot seed."
His eyes closed, and he began to thrust, but she moved in such a way that he was unable to move, and he nearly sobbed.
"Oh god, Michi, please," he begged, but she continued to lay across his legs. He wanted to thrust. Compelled to move. I moved to spread across his chest, my tits draped on him. "Oh god, Brookie. Please. I need to move," he begged.
"Let it build up, baby... Feel the tension building..."
His face was strained, neck tight with tension, and although he tried to buck and move us off, it was impossible with both of us holding him down.
Michi watched me as she took him to the edge, backed off, and built him back up again. By now, the intensity of his release was so profound I'm sure he would have grabbed one of us and drove in, just for the relief.
One more time, she let him drop back from the edge.
"You love your daughter's mouth on your cock, don't you? Sucking your balls. Her pretty mouth around your thick shaft, looking at you with her lusty aqua eyes."
He threw his head back and forth, constantly moaning. I was sure he was in a state of painful pleasure. I could build it up mentally, but Michi controlled it physically.
I saw her move over him, take his cock down her throat, her cheeks sucked in as she began to earnestly fuck him with her hot mouth. His loud shout echoed through the house. The tendons in his neck are still straining. He began to knead my tits, almost painfully, but just on the edge. He pulled at the silver metal hoops and squeezed my tits together.
Suddenly, Ethan moved in behind me, Lifted my leg back over his hip, and drove in deeply. I moaned, and he ratcheted his cock fast and furious. He was as high as we were, and I knew he'd been watching. His balls slapped my clit, and I cried out when the fireworks went off.
Ethan held my hips and continued to pound into me. Oliver face fucked Michi and pulled me down for a tongue-tangling hot kiss as he bucked off the bed, taking over and fucking her mouth.
"Oh god no, I have to cum," Oliver nearly whimpered.
Since he came when we fucked right before Michi went into the bedroom, it was taking him longer to build to his climax.
"Fuck him, Michi," Ethan shouted. "Jump on and ride, baby!"
She moved, straddled him, and he drove into her, bucking as she held on for the ride.
"Oh god yeah," Oliver's voice vibrated with exertion and needed release. "Oh yeah, Oh yeah, Oh yeah," he cried out, still driving into Michi's hot cunt.
He shuddered, bucking even higher and nearly throwing her off. The slow ride to the peak was a mixture of pain and pleasure like Oliver had never felt before. Mentally he was ready to cum. Physically, his body wasn't quite there yet.
"Oh my god," he cried in a nearly painful voice, still straining to reach the pinnacle.
That incensed everyone, and Ethan pounded into me harder and faster. Hearing his dad begging for release shot him higher. Watching his daughter bouncing on his dad's cock. Tits were wildly jerking, hair flying. He watched me play with his dad, pinching his nipples and tugging them longer. All served to fire up Ethan like never before.
"OH FUCKING HELL," Oliver shouted, nearly ratting the walls. He slammed Michi down on his exploding cock and barked out each pump.
Ethan's fingers pressed into my hips, and he exploded, spreading wet heat deep inside me, sending me over the edge.
We collapsed on the bed. After we caught our breath, Michi climbed over her dad and beside me. Leaving Oliver and Ethan to gasp for breath.
"Dad, my balls ached for you," Ethan said with a chuckle.
He put his arm around his son and pulled him close. "You need to try that sometime, son. I blacked out for a moment. The pleasure was too fucking intense."
Ethan threw a leg over his dad, and they dozed off. Michi and I took a shower, and since she was the only one that didn't cum, I made sure she did several times while we showered.
I looked at the bed after we dried off. Ethan's arm was across his dad's chest, his leg over him. Oliver held him close so Ethan's head rested on his shoulder.
Michi stopped to look at them, too. "I like that Daddy and Ethan can be close like this. I mean, I know they're not bi, but they're enjoying each other's closeness."
I nodded. "I love it too. They've been closer like this lately, I noticed."
.
.
Oliver came up behind me in the kitchen and kissed my neck. "I woke up, and you and Michi were gone," he pouted.
"We showered played, and you two looked so content, we left you alone," I said, enjoying the warmth of his body.
"Yeah, you know Ethan has been different around me lately. We'd all play, and he seemed focused on not touching me. To be honest, I wasn't really bothered by another male being naked around me. I am almost embarrassed to say I thought I would be."
" I get you. Men are so much different that way. We can roll around naked, kiss, and play but never get into full-blown sex. Never come close to considering ourselves bisexual. When I'm in the situation with Michi, I love her body next to mine. But I have no desires for a woman."
"Different strokes, I guess. I am glad Ethan is more relaxed around me. I like having him near me like that. I'm not turned on, but I'm not turned off either."
I turned to face him, wrapping my arms around his neck.
"Because you're so damn open-minded and sexy. I mean, we have to take the prize for an unconventional family. I know you're my brother, but now, I feel more like you're my partner, my husband."
He set me on the counter's edge, and I wrapped my legs around him.
"To outsiders, we are husband and wife. I've recently thought about putting a ring on your finger. Brookie, there's no one else I'd want. Ever. I only need you."
"I'd love that, Oliver, but how would we explain it to Michi. We've skated around the subject for so many years. The truth would come out if I did that?"
"I suppose," he admitted. "But maybe it's time to lay it all out. Maybe we should talk to Ethan about it. See what he thinks?"
I nodded and kissed him deeply. "I love you, you know that."
"Oh baby, I love you so much. I think I fell in love with you when you got out of the car on your first day here. You knocked me out."
"I'm so glad it all worked out with us."
"There's a lot more to our story."
.
.
Michi sat at the kitchen island while I prepared dinner.
"So, what do you think about the modeling thing?"
"Oh, I don't know, it's something your dad and I would have to discuss. How old are the students?"
"They're my age and older. They're all excellent artists. Some draw and some paint."
"How many would be here?"
"Four, maybe five."
"Oh, okay, that's not too many," I said, relieved that we weren't talking double digits.
"Your school is pretty uptight. Straightlaced. Are you sure those students are into nudity? I don't want angry parents knocking on my door."
"Oh, my friends are all into it. I don't think they'd tell their parents. They'd have no reason to find out since it's not in the school curriculum.
Olliver walked in at that moment. "What's up?" he asked, stealing a tomato from the salad.
"Michi is asking about her model thing and the artists coming here. It'll be four or five students- they're accomplished artists. They paint and or draw."
Michi nodded. "And they're very mature for their age."
Oliver and I glanced at each other and smiled.
He raised his eyebrows and said, "That's a plus."
"I know you're okay with being nude around your family, but it will be different being naked in front of strangers. You're sure you're okay with that?"
She nodded vigorously. "Definitely! I have a hot body, and I'd like to show it off."
"Well, alrighty then," Oliver said on his way out of the room.
I stifled a laugh. "I'll talk to your dad about it later."
Later that evening, I told Oliver, "Our daughter has no modesty."
He laughed. "In this house!?"
"True." I was stripping to get my shower. "I am happy that she is proud of her body." Oliver was already undressed and stepped in to adjust the water.
"Her mom has a pretty damn nice body too." He pulled me into him under the steamy stream. "You turn me on every damn time I look at you. I never get tired of your beautiful body."
"Hey, is this private, or can anyone join?" Ethan already had his clothes off and was stepping under the stream with us.
"Hi baby, how was your day?" I asked, kissing him.
"Better now that I'm home. And seeing you both in here made it perfect."
"I think he's buttering us up for something," Oliver laughed.
"Nah, sometimes all I need is family," Ethan admitted.
"We're all here for you, baby," I said, kissing him deeply.
"Are you back to lifting again, son?"
"I am. I've been slacking, and you got ahead of me!"



'Both you muscle-bound hunks," I teased. "Let's see! Back to back."
They stood back to back, and I measured their shoulders with my hands. Next, their waists. I ran my hands around their waists. Then I bent over and ran my hand up their inner thighs to their balls.
"Hey, wait a minute, I don't think she's really measuring us," Ethan laughed.
"I think she was just copping a feel!" Oliver said, and they both laughed.
"I wondered how long it would take you guys to figure it out," I laughed.
Their cocks were at full attention by the time I got done, and I fisted each one.
"Ahhh, Brookie," Ethan breathed.
"Yeah, damn, she's got the hands, doesn't she?"
They turned to face me, their arms around each other.
"You guys sure know how to make a pussy wet," I murmured, still fisting their cocks.
They pulled me into them, and we were triangled together.
Ethan looked down. "Just don't do any dick comparing," he snorted. "I'm not sure why I didn't inherit that thing!"
"Awwww what the fuck... You get these girls screaming when they're dangling on that thing," Oliver said.
"Oh yeahhhhhh," I added. "Okay, no more hand jobs. I primed the pumps, and I'm done. We can pick this up later."
"What! You're gonna leave us hanging like this?" Oliver said.
I looked down at the whole meat swaying. "Those two cocks are doing anything but hanging."
I finished washing and stepped out.
"Well, hell!"
As I walked away, I heard their loud breathing as they took things into their own hands.
.
.
"Okay, sweetheart," Oliver said, "you can have your art class here. No more than four or five."
And that's what it ended up. Three boys and two girls. One was a petite Asian girl, the other a well-built blonde, and three studly guys.
Michi wasted no time dropping her robe and getting into the requested position. They got busy sketching, and she was right. They were all quite impressive artists.
Ethan entered the kitchen and said, smiling, "One guy already has a wet spot on the front of his pants."
I chuckled. "They probably came from strict backgrounds."
Oliver was out for the evening, leaving Ethan and me to escort. I had no fear we'd have to do much of that.
One of the guys had his eye on Michi and the gorgeous Asian. Her black hair hung like a flag of black silk down her back. She was small-breasted and had a petite waist that a man's hands could surround.
I glanced at Ethan, and he was watching her as well, with a bulge in his pants. I stifled a laugh. His cock throbbed in my hand when I squeezed it through his pants.
"I bet you're thinking that you could impale that little thing on your cock and walk all over the house," I smirked.
He grinned, watching her over my shoulder. "How did you know?" He tweaked my nipple rings that were always poking through my shirt. "But you know I got a thing for tits. Your tits."
"Mmm, I'll give you relief from that later, baby." I gave him another heavy fondle before wandering away.
I had snacks for their break, and the Asian introduced herself as Sue.
"I wonder if I might ask you a question?"
"Sure!" I replied.
"I couldn't help but notice your nipples. Well, your breasts, really. They're so big. I wish mine were." She trailed off.
"My nipples are pierced, and that's what you're seeing."
"Oh my gosh! Did it hurt? When did you have it done? Does it feel good? Do you have all kinds of jewelry for them?"
I laughed. "Would you like to see?"
"Oh my gosh, I'd love to," she nearly squealed.
I took her hand and led her into the bathroom. I pulled my shirt over my head, exposing my tits to her.
"They're so big," she started to reach out and pulled back.
"You can touch. That's okay, baby," I encouraged.
She softly trailed her fingers around my tits. I sucked in a breath when she touched the underside. She looked at me and ran her fingers in a semi-circle again, watching my reaction.
"Is the underside sensitive on yours, too?"
She nodded and unbuttoned her blouse. "I'm just so small, though."
She parted her blouse and revealed the largest, blackest nipples I'd ever seen.
"Damn, Sue. Your nipples are huge. Mmm, and gorgeous." I watched as the center bud began to grow out.
I ran a finger around the outer perimeter of her nipple, then over all the tiny bumps on the inside edge. I heard her soft moan. She did have cupcake tits, but they were soft and firm.
She continued to fondle mine. She hefted each one in her hand and touched the silver jewelry with her thumb.
"Mmm," I moaned softly.
"That feels good?" she asked, wide-eyed.
"Oh yeah, baby, that feels good. Your hands on me, too."
I began to mirror what she was doing to me on her own breasts. I [inched the center black buds even longer and harder. They looked like bottle nipples. I'd never seen any so long.
She smiled, leaned over, and took my aching nipple into her mouth. I moaned, and her talented mouth had me arching for more.
"Oh god, Sue..."
She smiled again and began running her lips around my tits, nuzzling the underside until I was panting. Then she repeated with the other. My knees were like jelly.
We heard someone calling for us. The second half was about to start. We buttoned up and hurried out.
"Where were you?" Ethan asked.
"In the bathroom fondling Sue's tits while she did mine," I smirked.
"Are you fucking kidding me?" he said, his mouth dropping open.
"And god, she's good," I sighed.
"She must be. Your nipples are like bullets, and I can smell your sex. Makes me want to fuck you right here in front of them," he growled.
"I might let you do that. She really had me turned on!"
.
.
That night in bed, I asked Oliver, "What would you think if I told you I played with another woman today."
He looked at me for a moment. "I think just the thought of that makes my dick throb."
"Mmm. She's gay, one of the artists. A friend of Michi."
"Video?" I laughed and elbowed him. "A big turn-on for you. Titty play with another girl?"
"Well, yeah. I mean, you know how Michi and I fool around, but this with Sue was a little more intense."
"Oh baby," he growled, rolling me under him.
He dropped into the cradle of my thighs.
"Mmm, the thought of the two of us did get you all fired up, hmm," I whispered when I felt his cock probing.
"Hell yeah! Every man gets off on the vision of women together. Even when you and Michi play, it drives me wild. Seeing your tits mashed together. Your soft, gorgeous bodies rubbing on each other. Damn."
"I think Michi and her are lovers," I said, having noticed their intimate touches. He groaned loudly.
I lifted my legs around him, and he slid in. I moaned at that delicious invasion feeling.
We kissed passionately while he slowly moved in and out.
"So you like the idea of your daughter's mouth on another woman's cunt... Seeing her tongue flicking that long pink clit... Hearing how Michi makes her moan... See how wet her soft cunt lips are and how she'd nibble them."
"Oh, goddamn it," he grunted, his cock throbbing inside me with my words.
"Or maybe she'd have her face between Michi's legs, French kissing your daughter's sweet pussy that would be dripping for her. Each time she'd flick her clit, she'd cry out... Michi's soft thighs closed around Sue's face... Rubbing her mouth and nose and chin in her wet pussy..."
He began to pound into me. His cock felt like a hot steel rod inside me. My first orgasm hit me like a freight train. I cried out, my cunt convulsed around his swelling cock. He drove in, locked, and exploded hot seed.
He flopped on his back, forearm across his eyes. His chest was heaving with the exertion of his body shuddering orgasm.
"Your words. They inflame me, baby. When you talk like that, you make my balls ache. I get out of control."
"I know," I said softly, not sorry that I could control his pleasure like that.
Michi came in a few minutes later, naked and fresh out of her shower. She crawled up the bed between us.
"Hey, sweetheart," Oliver said, rolling to his side to kiss her.
"Mmm, Daddy," she whispered, sliding her hand down his chest to his cock. "Hmm, you must have started and ended without me," she giggled.
"I did. Your mom was telling me about your artist friend, Sue."
"Oh, did she tell you they played in the bathroom on the artist's break," Michi laughed.
"I did. I told him," I admitted.
"Are you lovers?" her dad asked.
"We are, yes. Sue a lesbian." She checked out some chipped polish. "But you know, I decided I could never give up cock."
Oliver laughed. "Well, I'm certainly glad to hear that! I hope I'm around next time you have the artists here."
"You want to check her out, don't you, Dad!" Michi laughed.
"Well, yeah. That way, when I fantasize about you and her together, I'll know what she looks like," he explained as if Michi hadn't figured that out already.
Suddenly, she jumped up and ran out of the room, only to return a few seconds later, holding her tablet.
"I have something you'll like, Daddy."
He propped his head on the pillow, and she brought up a video and placed it on his chest. She snuggled next to him, her head on his shoulder, leg over him. I snuggled in behind her to watch.
Sue's face appeared as she started the video. Then she turned to run back to the bed. Her long black silky hair flowed down her back, nearly to her ass.
Michi was waiting for her on the bed, and they wrapped in each other's arms. They began to kiss and roll on the bed.
"Damn, Michi, she's pretty hot," Oliver said.
"Ummhmm."
They exchanged a few words, and Michi adjusted the camera to zoom in closer on the bed.
She parted Sue's legs and began to stroke her silky soft pussy lips.
"Mmm, baby," Oliver groaned. "That's a beautiful pussy to eat."
They were careful to arrange themselves so no detail was lost. Michi snaked her tongue out to lap up and down the shiny, moist slit.
She parted her lips, showing the pink bud of her clit, and then began to tease it. Sue's hips rocked, and she wailed out her first orgasm.
"I never saw nipples as big or as black as hers," I commented when she sat up on the bed. "They grew into long black bullets, like on a bottle."
Oliver was groaning softly on and off as we watched the video.
They ate each other, and then Sue ran out of the frame. When she reappeared, she was wearing a big black dick. Michi moaned when she saw her, laid back on the bed, and spread her legs.
We could hear the buzz of the vibrator then she shoved into Michi's wet cunt. Michi began a low vibrating moan that started ongoing waves of pleasure.
"Oh my god, that was so hot," Michi breathed.
Her dad turned his head and said, "You're so hot, baby." They kissed deeply.
Sue fucked her missionary. Then Michi got on her hands and knees, facing the camera. Her tits dangled and swayed below her as Sue fucked her with the black dildo from behind. The ecstasy was apparent on Michi's face as she rode the waves from the vibrating dick.
I sucked in a breath. "That looks so hot."
"Oh, mama, you'd love it. It's like you can't believe." She removed my hand to her breast, and I kneaded, plucking at her nipples. "Oh yeah," she whispered, and Oliver moaned louder.
I rolled Michi towards me and moved my thigh between hers. She pushed her thigh against my wet cunt, and we kissed.
The video went silent, and I knew Oliver was watching us.
The videos fired us up, and it quickly turned passionate. I rubbed my cunt on her thigh as she did, and we gasped in each other's mouths.
At the same time, we moved, and my mouth was on her wetness. I felt her tongue on my clit, and I mirrored her actions. Oliver's hands were stroking our bodies, pinching and pulling our nipples, and watching every second of our action.
She quickly brought me to a sobbing climax and worked me right up again. She came, and I licked up the gush of her sweet juices. I rested my head on her soft inner thigh and lapped at her slit, and nibbled on her soft, smooth lips.
She gave me another body-shuddering orgasm, and she followed along.
"You're killing me here," Oliver moaned.
"Poor daddy," she said, kissing my cunt.
"Mmm hmm."
We looked up, and he was lazily stroking his cock, which was hard again and an angry red.
Michi crawled over to him. "You want me to fuck you, daddy?"
"I do, baby. So much."
He looked at her with eyes that were hot pools of lust. Seeing this other side of Michi made him love her that much more. Be aroused even more by her. She is the perfect sexual being that we created. Our daughter, who, like us, is always ready, wanting and needing sex. Add to it she's loving, sweet, compassionate, and intelligent. That's enough to get anyone's dick up.
She crawled to the corner of the bed before the mirror. She watched her dad come up behind her and smiled. His eyes locked with hers, and he smoothed his hands over her back and sides. His hands overflowed with her tits as he hefted them below.
"You're just so damn beautiful," her dad said.
She was. Her long hair was piled wildly on her head, curly strands grazing her back. Long, thick lashes framed her big aqua eyes. Full, lush lips were perpetually rosy. Perfect breasts hung below her sexy, provocative body. He stroked her round ass.
"Daddy..." she whispered, her eyes turning lusty.
"You're so wet, baby girl," he moaned, knowing it was for him.
He teased her slit with the fat mushroom head of his cock. Their eyes were locked as he slowly pushed in. Her lips parted, tongue flicking across. His fingers dug into her hips, and she pushed back. Taking what she wanted.
She watched him as she began to ride his cock. He thrust, and their bodies slammed together. Her tits jerked and bounced under her. She squeezed her cunt tighter on his marauding cock and garnered a low roar from him.
He was out of control. His ass muscles squeezed tensely as he drove into her. She pushed back, meeting him thrust for thrust. His fat balls swung, slapping her clit, taking her higher.
She tipped her head back and opened her mouth in a long low mew as her cunt rhythmically gripped his cock. The tension in his face was apparent as he tried to hold off. He gritted his teeth as her cunt continued to milk his cock. Wanting to suck all the seed out of him into her.
She whimpered, reading his mind, "I want it all, Daddy."
That was it for him. He slammed into her hard and deep. Locked in while his cock pumped his white hot seed into her luscious body.
His fingers were still clamped on her hips. He was still buried inside her. She pushed back, not wanting to lose him.
I was coming down from my own mind-numbing orgasm.
She crawled up the bed to rest between us.
"I love you both so much," she said softly.
I petted her soft skin. The tuft of copper curls. Her nipples are still stiff from her dad.
"We couldn't love you more, baby girl," Oliver said.
"We never talked about it because it made no difference in the family. But you never talked much if you were married. I know you had Ethan, but it's all a little vague."
Oliver and I looked at each other, knowing that day would come. He nodded at me.
"It's a long story, and it all started with love. It goes back before I had you..."
I started with Ethan and my relationship and went through it all until now.
"So you or Ethan could be my dad?"
"Right," Oliver nodded. "We never wanted to know which one. We both love you. We all created you as far as we are concerned. But Ethan would be your brother or father, or brother and father."
"Mmm, I like that." She sighed. "I liked when they filled you with their seed, mama."
"Me too. Mostly because it created you," I smiled, smoothing the hair from her face.
We heard Ethan coming in from work. He looked in the door.
"Did I miss all the fun?" he grinned.
"Hurry. Come and fuck me," Michi commanded. At that, Ethan's cock tented the front of his suit pants.
"Just give me a minute!"
And a minute it was until he was back, naked, with his hard-on bouncing in front of him. She lifted her legs over each of us, opening herself up to Ethan.
"Oh baby," he growled, dropping between her legs. His cockhead probed her cunt. "You're so fucking gorgeous." He slid in deep, then ground in deeper.
"I know you might be my dad," she said, smiling. "Mmm, I felt your cock jerking inside me. You like that I can call you daddy now, too?"
"Oh fuck, baby girl," he moaned, kissing her deeply and driving in fast and hard.
I stroked his hot skin and squeezed his ass while he fucked Michi. Oliver and I had her spread wide and caressed her soft thighs. She whimpered out waves of pleasure until Ethan locked and unloaded into her.
He rolled to his side, Oliver behind him. Oliver threw his arm around Ethan.
She looked over. "I love that you do that. I mean, I know you're not gay or bi or anything like that. But so many of the guys at school are like oh no, don't touch me to other guys."
"I actually enjoy my son's body," Oliver said, stroking Ethan's chest.
"The more time I spent naked with Dad and Brooke, the more comfortable I got. I like our closeness. A lot. I love my dad, and I love Brooke. I like showing the same affection for both."
"You've never said that before, son." Oliver's voice was full of emotion.
"I mean, it's not like you make my dick hard," Ethan said, laughing to lighten the mood.
"I love you all so much!" Michi cried.
.
.
Michi's art class met again, and this time, Oliver was home.
"Holy fuck, Sue is stunning." Oliver breathed in my ear. "I thought she was hot in that video, but in person, she is breathtaking."
"Sue is model material, no doubt. I'd say she should be the model, but she's too talented as an artist to give that up."
Oliver agreed. As he stood behind me, I felt his cock start to grow.
Sue came up on their break to hug me.
"It's wonderful to see you again, Brooke. And this must be Oliver," she said, holding her hand.
"I am, yes. You're a wonderful artist!" he said.
She glanced down, noticing the bulge in the front of his pants, and smiled. "Thank you. I can see why your daughter is so sexy, coming from the both of you."
Michi came up just then. "Sue, are you teasing my dad?" She reached down and cupped her hand around his throbbing bulge.
"Michi!" he admonished, and it was the first time I'd ever seen my brother blush. "Sue is stunningly beautiful, so she has much to do with my condition." Everyone laughed low.
"Quite alright," Sue said. "I like cock, it's just that I prefer pussy. Especially your daughters'."
They exchanged heated glances while Michi rhythmically squeezed her dad's cock. "If you don't quit doing that, you're going to have to do something about it," Sue told her.
Michi looked at her and said, "I can." Sue nodded.
Michi led us all into the small guest room adjoining the living room. Fortunately, everyone was snacking in the dining room and missed the exit.
Michi dropped to her knees and had Oliver's pants down to his ankles. His cock popped up and fell heavily.
"Mmm, I can see why your women take good care of you," Sue said. "Quite impressive."
He looked at her. "Thank you. As are you."
Michi had her dad's cock in her mouth, and he hissed through his teeth. "Seems I'm the only one naked or semi-naked here."
Sue grabbed the hem of her t-shirt and pulled it over her head. "I don't want you to feel bad. Will this help?" she smiled, teasing.
"Very much so," he said, staring at the black nipples that were apparent through the white lace.
She reached behind her and unhooked her bra. He groaned when those huge black nipples came into view. She pushed her shorts off and stood naked.
Michi was stroking her dad's cock and said, "Isn't she hot, Daddy?"



"Oh god, yeah," he murmured, licking his lips.
She stepped up to him. "I'd love it if you'd touch me," she whispered.
He trailed his fingers around her breasts, then pinched and pulled the buds into long bullets. They both groaned.
"Get on the bed so we can both use you," Sue commanded.
Michi was on one side, Sue on the other. They kissed with his cock between their lips. He growled. Sue weighed his big balls in her hand while Michi sucked on the head of his cock. She pulled one into her mouth and began to hum. He clutched the sheet and involuntarily pushed up, then began thrusting.
"Oh my god," he moaned as Sue played with each ball in her mouth while Michi sucked his cock.
I knew he couldn't last much longer, and right then, he grunted a warning. Michi clamped her lips around the base of his dick, and Sue hummed louder.
Mindful of the others in the next room, he growled each pump of his cock. When his body relaxed, his ball popped out of Sue's wet mouth, and Michi pulled her mouth off his semi-hard cock.
"You said he was hot, and you were right," Sue whispered to Michi, and they kissed over his recovering body.
"You two better get out of here because I'm hard again, and I'm not responsible for what I'd do to you two," he growled.
They giggled and quickly dressed, scooting out the door.
"I told you!"
"You were right. God damn, she is on fire."
.
.
It seemed everyone was busy all at one time. Michi had finals and stayed in her room studying. I had extra work on the computer that I didn't finish until around nine. Ethan had come home from work and disappeared. Oliver had made dinner for everyone to grab what they wanted, and then he cleaned up and went to watch movies.
Dead tired, I dropped my clothes and came into the bedroom. It was dark, but for the light in the shower. I heard laughing and saw Oliver and Ethan under the steamy spray. They were laughing and playing grab ass.
I crawled on the bed to watch them. Like Michi, I liked that men were that comfortable with each other.
Ethan's hands were soapy and slick, and he ran the sponge and hand over his dad's back, across his shoulders and arms. I couldn't hear what they said, but Ethan began to massage his shoulders. Oliver's neck rolled, and I heard him moan.
Ethan began to rub his biceps up to his shoulders. Oliver's moans got louder when Ethan massaged each long back muscle.
After a while, he returned to rubbing the soapy sponge over him. Oliver leaned over with his hands on his knees. Ethan laughed and smacked him on the ass. Oliver's big balls and cock swung and swayed between his spread legs.
It wasn't all that sexual, but my pussy was leaking just watching them interact. Their coloring was so similar that they could have been twins from here.
Oliver turned and said something to Ethan, and he ran his hand between the two muscled globes. Oliver nodded his head and stood up. Ethan began the same routine on his dad's chest, sides, and arms. He worked the soapy sponge and his hand lower, across Oliver's hard stomach, then lower. Oliver was semi-hard, which didn't surprise me. It would happen just from the closeness of a body.
They exchanged a few words, and Ethan laughed and mashed the sponge into his dad's chest. Oliver held it, and Ethan wrapped one soapy hand around his dad's cock and cupped his balls in the other. Ethan worked up a froth, and Oliver laughed, stroking through his hand. Ethan reached around and spanked his dad on the ass. They laughed uproariously.
I was lazily stroking my clit, not wanting to come yet, but just enjoy the action.
Ethan knelt and sponged his dad's legs between his thighs. He held those big balls out of the way to sponge between his thighs.
Oliver rinsed off, and Ethan handed him the sponge. Right away, I could tell Oliver was more comfortable touching his son's naked body. He made a long, slow stroke from his shoulders down over his ass. Ethan tipped his head back, his eyes closed.
Oliver then used both hands to run his hands up his back, his thumbs sliding up Ethan's spine. I heard Ethan start to groan. Oliver massaged his muscular ass cheeks, separating the hard globes and running his thumbs through the crevice.
Ethan's lips parted, his eyes still closed. His dad said something to him, and Ethan nodded.
His dad's fingers slipped between his thighs and began to stroke from the base of his balls to his ass. Ethan shuddered as his dad stroked the sensitive area. With his other hand, he held Ethan's balls and began to deeply probe with his fingers to elicit louder groans that were more sexual in nature.
Men knew how, where, and how hard, and Oliver used it on his son. Oliver tugged on the fat balls, and Ethan reached down and began to stroke his cock. Oliver continued to manipulate his balls and stroke behind his balls through the crevice in his ass.
Ethan's groans were louder yet, and he stroked his cock faster. Oliver pressed his fingers between his balls into his body, and Ethan shuddered.
He opened his mouth, and a guttural growl started low and became louder. Suddenly streams of hot white cum arced across the shower. Ethan swayed, and Oliver pulled him against his body.
They exchanged a few words, and Ethan rinsed off. Oliver's cock was hard and bobbed out in front of him. Ethan grabbed it, and they exchanged a few more words. He soaped his hand and began to stroke his dad's fat cock. He only took a minute to shoot white arcs across the shower and a louder bellow.
They were both surprised to see me on the bed, obviously watching them.
"Hot show, boys," I smiled at their embarrassed looks. "Just a little locker room slap and tickle," I said, shrugging it off.
They slid under the sheets, and after a bit of rubbing to make sure I was happy, we all fell asleep. Satiated and happy.
.
.
One day, Ethan and Michi were twined naked on the sofa, the roaring fire keeping them warm.
"So, you might be my dad, hmm?"
"I might, yes. Is it important to you which one of us could be your father?" he asked with some amount of trepidation. It made no difference to them, but Michi might think differently.
She threw her leg over his hip. "No, not at all. I think it's exciting to think it's you when I'm with you, and it's Dad when I'm with him. I mean fucking my dad seems a lot naughtier than fucking my brother."
He laughed loudly. "I guess that didn't occur to me." Ethan smoothed his hands over her shapely curves. "I'd like to think I had a hand, or sperm, in creating this beautiful woman, though."
"Mmm, thank you, Daddy. I like that I can make your cock this hard." She rocked on his cock, trapped between their bodies.
.
.
I was relieved that Michi wanted no more information about Oliver and Ethan besides what we knew. I suppose DNA samples would positively answer the question, but I wouldn't want it to go that far. I think we are perfect as we are, and apparently, so does Michi.
Someday, Michi may want to go out on her own. Even Ethan may find an interest outside the family. And I'd be okay with that. We each need to live our happiest lives in the short time we're on this earth.
As for me and Oliver, we've been together forever, and I'm pretty sure we will be together til the end.
For now, our unconventional life will go on much the same.
xo
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DEPRAVED RELATIONS


Part 01


~~ ALAN ~~


chapter 01

"Good morning, lover."
Carrie's voice possessed a deep, sensual resonance that never failed to send shivers down my spine. I always believed it was part of what made her such a formidable force in real estate. As I turned from the sizzling bacon to her sleepy, alluring smile, I said, "I don't know how you can be so sexy first thing in the morning."
She picked up the coffee pot and poured the steaming brew into one of the handcrafted pottery mugs she had made for me. "You're biased," she smiled, hoisting herself up onto the edge of the granite counter.
The short, white silk robe she wore parted in the middle as she settled, the delicate fabric teasingly catching on her puffy, dark nipples. The silk belt hung loosely, dangling between her spread thighs, intensifying her effortless sensuality.
"Are you ready to eat?" I plated the eggs and bacon.
"Mmm," she hummed.
"You're insatiable, you know." I slowly pulled the silky belt between her legs and watched her blue eyes darken. Her head tipped, and thick auburn waves cascaded down her back. I trailed the silk between her wet folds. She caught her lip between her teeth as the sensuous fabric teased her clit. "I decided I am hungry - for you."
I pulled her thighs over my shoulders. Her back arched, thrusting her breasts high. Silken hair trailed on the cool granite. She moaned when I buried my face between her legs. Her scent was intoxicating, wetness sweet. I teased her clit with the tip of my tongue. She hooked her heels on the counter edge, opening them wider to me. Her sweetness flowed like thick honey, and I lapped it up while I pinched and twisted her hardened nipples until she came to a shuddering orgasm.
"Oh my god, I'm going to miss you, Alan."
"I know, I know, it'll go fast." I hope.
"I would try to talk you out of it if I were staying in town, but I'll be in California at my brother's, so you got lucky." She slid down and wrapped her arms around me. "I still think your daughter would understand. Audrey is an adult now. I get that it's hard to imagine since you haven't seen her in ten years."
Carrie worked nonstop in her real estate business because it was the most successful RE firm in this state area. She had also begun flipping houses, which is how we met. She made an appointment with my office and came in asking for advice, claiming that, as one of the top developers in Florida, I would be the man to talk to. We found a lot in common, and I was able to offer some guidance. Then, one day, she came behind my desk, sat on my lap, and our libidos took over.
She rubbed her mound against my throbbing erection. "I feel enough of a perv that you're so much younger than me. I don't know what she'll think about it," I said, pulling her close.
"Yeah, yeah, we've been over it. Let's go shower. You leave for the airport soon."
While I laid my clothing out, Carrie prepared the shower. My cock had rested, but the sight of her luscious body through the steamy shower glass aroused me again.
Carrie was petite with medium-sized breasts but proportioned perfectly. Overseeing a chain of local yoga studios and RE kept her in shape and flexible. And she was limber—amazingly flexible—knock my socks off flexible.
I stepped in, and she rubbed her ass on my cock. "Now, babe, I need it now."
I quickly slipped inside her. She bent at the waist, and I reached under her to fondle her tits. Her nipples were hard, long, and extremely sensitive. She was insatiable, and it made me feel like I was eighteen years younger, which happened to be the same as our age difference. Carrie was the shot in the self-esteem I needed.
"Fuck me," she growled, riding back hard on my cock. Her cunt pulsed hard, squeezing and driving me into an orgasm along with her.
It was going to be a long, dry summer, I lamented.
.

~~ AUDREY ~~


chapter 02

.
The clouds over Tampa were wisps of white that seemed to mar the sky's deep blue. The plane banked over the Gulf, offering shades of blue out farther and an ethereal green closer to the land as the sand was closer to the surface. The plane descended, and the specks on the beach became visible as people. Round yellow, green, red, and white dots provided shade from the sizzling summer sun for the beachgoers.
Dad waited in the cell phone lot. I hadn't seen him since graduating high school. I moved to California for college and got recruited by a branch of the government before I even finished college. I always had high clearance and could not discuss my job or what I did. My vacations were spent overseas, and they usually involved work. I didn't mind. I loved the challenge.
When the opportunity to teach what I do came up in Florida, I was excited to catch up with my Dad simultaneously. He didn't want me driving across the country and insisted I fly since he had an extra car for my use. He was—as he put it—a small-time developer in Florida. I knew better. Everything he did, he was hugely successful at.
Growing up, he was a home builder. At the end of the build, he would tour me, and each home became larger and more elaborate. It was apparent that he was moving up in the business.
I was nearly giddy to see him. He had been my sole parent since my Mom walked out on us when I was a baby. Now, with age, I can see that it was a tough challenge for him to pick up being a mom and a dad, but it was all so smooth. I don't remember my Mom, and you don't miss what you never had, so I never felt deprived.
He took off work for school functions and never missed a parent-teacher meeting, a date, or a dance. I asked him to help me choose my prom dress and talked to him about my boyfriends. He even taught me how to use the sewing machine and sent me to learn sewing. He was everything to me. He put his life aside to raise me.
As soon as I stepped onto the Sky Bridge, the oppressive Florida humidity hit me like a hot, wet towel in the face. Growing up here, I was prepared: my blonde hair was twisted up, and cotton clothing would be most comfortable. California could be hot, but never this kind of humidity.
My excitement built as I traversed the Tampa airport toward baggage. I'd call him as soon as I'd picked up my luggage. I probably brought more than I should have, but I needed work clothes and leisure. I hadn't had much leisure time, so I looked forward to that.
The delicious smell of the Colombian restaurant reminded me that I wanted to visit the original one in Ybor before returning. I needed to get my fill of Cuban food while I was here. I laughed to myself, my mouth watering at the thought of a Cuban sandwich right about now, Tampa style, of course.
The baggage carousel was ahead, and I upped my pace.
"Audrey!"
I stopped and looked around. It was Dad's voice, but I didn't see him. "Honey, I wanted to surprise you and meet you at the airport."
I blinked, realizing I had walked right by him. A decade had passed since I'd last seen him, and I never imagined I wouldn't recognize him instantly. "Dad?" I called out, my voice a mixture of surprise and uncertainty.
"Yeah, honey," he laughed, his familiar warm chuckle washing over me. "I guess I've changed quite a bit since you last saw me!"
"Yeah, like a hundred pounds less of you?!" I exclaimed, my eyes widening as I took in his transformed appearance. Without hesitation, I threw my arms around his neck, and he enveloped me in a firm embrace. Tears streamed down my cheeks as I cried and blubbered like a child, oblivious to the bustling crowd swarming around us. At that moment, nothing else mattered; it was indescribably comforting to be back in my Dad's arms again.
"Let's get your luggage and head out," he said gently, guiding me to a quieter spot and giving me a moment to compose myself. I described my bags between sniffles, and he returned in no time, effortlessly towing my luggage behind him.
I couldn't believe how trim he was. In my younger years, I had never registered that he was overweight; he was simply Dad, and that was how he had always been. Most of my classmates' fathers had similar builds. But now... Now, he was a man who turned heads. Women looked twice, some even boldly flirting with him. A surge of happiness and pride welled up inside me; his transformation and success were well-deserved.
Finally, we merged into the bustling Tampa traffic, the car's air conditioner blasting arctic gusts that provided sweet relief from the Florida heat. I quickly snapped a picture of the iconic giant airport flamingo, texting it to friends in California as proof of my safe arrival. I sent a brief message to my boss, who promptly replied that he didn't want to hear from me until I was back at work.
As I slid my phone into my purse, I turned to Dad and said, "You look fantastic, Dad. So relaxed and fit!"
"Thanks, Aud," he replied, a hint of pride in his voice. "Once I got the business up and running, I found more time for self-care. Of course, it also helps that here in Florida, business can be conducted on the tennis court, golf course, and even on a boat," he added with a hearty laugh.
I stole a few glances, admiring the distinguished glints of silver peppered throughout his thick black hair. His biceps stretched the fabric of his yellow golf shirt, hinting at a fitness regimen beyond tennis and golf. His tan forearms, sparsely dusted with hair, spoke of countless hours spent under the Florida sun. The deep bronze of his skin accentuated his icy blue eyes, a striking combination that undoubtedly caught the attention of many women. There was no denying it - my Dad had become quite the handsome man.
Dad maneuvered through traffic like an old hand, and we were soon southbound on route seventy-five. I enjoyed the scenery. So different from California. I was decompressing, only now realizing how tightly wound I was. I loved my job, but it was stressful because it was essential and required precision. No room for error. I will be away from it for a while because I will be training for the next three months. It was something I had been looking forward to. I needed a break. I needed time with Dad again. I was away for too long.
We headed east on route four but soon got off at an exit. "You live out now?" I asked as we headed away from any large city.
"Not much country left in Florida anymore. I picked up a ten-acre tract of land, mostly bordered by a national park, while searching for property for development. It's private and just what I was looking for."
He navigated narrow back roads until we came to a gated driveway. The gates opened to a blindingly white shell drive as he pulled up. I looked around.
He chuckled. "The house is hidden. Private. Just how I wanted it. The density of the coasts is moving inland, and I wanted my piece of paradise before they got here. Although many would consider me, the they."
"That's why you're so successful. You can see into the future." Ahead was an island of pine trees, and fences appeared. "Horses?" I asked.
"Right. Any time you want to ride, you're welcome to it. Benny cares for the horses, so tell him when you want one saddled up, and he'll have it ready for you."
I was indeed impressed and learned another facet of my Dad's life. I realized how much I'd missed. How much I didn't know about him.
I was anxious to get to know this new man because the father I remembered was fading rapidly, both in the physical sense and in my memories.
A modern-style house came into view. "Wow! It's stunning."
"Thanks, honey. I designed it especially for Florida weather. Few windows on the south side, shaded windows east and west and fully open to the north."
"Quite a reach from the houses you used to build," I reminisced.
"Right? It just snowballed through the years. I gained a partner; we could invest in land and build tracts of homes to create gated communities. A mainstay of Florida anymore. One would roll into another and another."
"Impressive. I love what you've done, Dad. I love how you take care of yourself now. I also realize how much you gave up to care for me while I was growing up."
We pulled up to the house's front steps, and he turned to me.
"Audrey, I don't ever want you to think that I gave anything up to care for you. You were my daughter, and I loved doing it. It was my privilege. I was only sorry it never worked out with your Mom."
I could still see the sadness in his eyes when he mentioned her.
"I know. I hope she found help eventually," I said, and he nodded because we'd never heard from my mother again in all these years.
.

~~ ALAN ~~


chapter 03

.
Audrey was eighteen years old when she left for college across the country. California was a world away from us. I made enough building houses to make ends meet, but at that time, I put the money back into the business and her college fund, and I didn't have the extra to fly across the country to visit, much less the time.
After they recruited her, she was tied up with her job. I was proud that the headhunters thought so much of her, although I was worried they'd pulled her into a dangerous job.
I often wished Corinne were around to see her grow up, but I knew it wouldn't work, and that would never happen.
Corinne and I met in high school. We were perfect for each other. We loved the same things and wanted the same things in life. Early on, I knew this was the girl I wanted to spend the rest of my life with. We married on the day I turned eighteen; Corinne turned eighteen just a few weeks before.
My Dad was a contractor and had a job ready for my graduation. I stepped right into it, making a fair amount of money. Enough to rent a one-bedroom apartment in a newly renovated building downtown. Corinne got a job on the same block at a little bar café, and we were ecstatic.
Her libido matched mine, and as soon as we would get home, we'd have our clothes off and not dress until we had to go out again. She was a sex-crazed knockout, and at eighteen, I was in lust and walked around with a constant hard-on.
She had silken straw blonde hair. So soft to the touch that it would drive me crazy when she trailed it over my skin. Big round eyes were so blue that I thought they were from contact lenses until we married. Plump lips that made a man imagine what they'd look like around his cock.
She was five-nine to my six foot and statuesque. Thirty-eight D breasts sat high and were tipped with huge pink nipples that hardened into rounds just perfect for a man's mouth.
A narrow waist and plump ass made a man drop to his knees and thank his good fortune. That was the age of constant horniness. Before Corinne, a breeze across my dick would make me hard, and I'd have to take things into my own hands. After Corinne, she took care of it with either her hands, her mouth, her cock, or her ass.
I thought I had a marriage made in heaven, but the first sign of problems was when she mentioned a guy at the bar wanted to recruit her for adult movies. Given her Hollywood sexiness, it was not surprising, but nothing I wanted my wife to do. I was careful not to say no but asked her if it was something she really wanted to do, considering future ramifications.
Suddenly, she began throwing things around the apartment, losing her temper beyond what was warranted. She turned him down anyway, but I felt this was the beginning of something. Something not good. She slowly changed from impulsively carefree to moody and often surly.
Several other times, she lost her temper for seemingly no reason, destroying more things around the apartment. I was young, and it was a time when mental health wasn't as talked about, and I'm not sure I was even aware. I blamed it on moods, that time of the month, or anything else but what it was.
One day, Corinne told me she was pregnant, and I was thrilled to see her so happy and hoped that was what she needed. The pregnancy went well. Her libido kicked up even more, and we fucked on every piece of furniture everywhere in the apartment. Her breasts were swollen even more prominent, and her delicate pale skin was mapped with blue veins. Her nipples growing larger and longer.
I admit it turned me on, too, and those breasts got a lot of fucking, sucking, and loads of come. As her belly got bigger, she would position herself on her hands and knees so I could take her from the rear. Her hanging tits and belly swaying while we fucked drove me into wild orgasms.
So, at nineteen, she had Audrey. Our families spent time with the baby, helping Corinne adjust while she healed. Then, one day, they were all gone, leaving her alone with the baby.
She began to phone me at work, crying hysterically. Eventually, I had to tell Corinne to quit calling, or I'd get fired. She knew my Dad would never fire me, but I didn't know what else to do. I took over caring for the baby as soon as I got home from work and up until the next morning when I'd leave for work again. I tried to help as much as possible.
The responsibility of a baby was demanding on Corinne, and I knew something had to happen, but my Mom and hers insisted that all women went through it, and she'd be okay. It was just postpartum depression. Her doctor agreed and said it'd pass.
But it only got worse. I didn't know who to turn to for help for Corinne.
Then, one day, I came home to Audrey fed and sleeping peacefully in her crib, but Corinne was nowhere to be found. Everything she owned was gone. She had left us. We never saw or heard from her again.
Our mothers helped me care for Audrey while I worked until I could find someone to watch her during the day. It was an adjustment, but I loved my daughter and did what I had to do. Just as I do to this day.
I must admit that Audrey looks exactly like her mother to a somewhat disquieting degree.
.

~~ AUDREY ~~


chapter 04

.
I've seen my share of gorgeous homes in California, but this one was breathtaking. The soaring stone entrance walls gave a coolness that was hard to come by in Florida.
The same stone covered the fireplace wall, and a cozy sitting area was before it. We walked through the open floor plan.
"The stone and tile flooring would hold the cool, wouldn't they?" I asked.
"Exactly why I used so much. Once they're cool, they give back into the room besides reducing reliance on the AC. The limestone stays cooler than the ambient air temp."
The kitchen was off to the side, closed from the rest of the living area. It was well-appointed for a party and/or a professional chef.
"Nice kitchen," I said, trailing my fingers along the cool granite. It was black, with swirls of white, gold, and silver, like nothing I'd ever seen.
"Cosmic."
I looked at Dad. "Huh?"
He laughed. "It's called Cosmic Black granite. I think the name is pretty cool!"
"It is!" I laughed. "Cosmic."
"I have a housekeeper who prepares meals to heat and eat during the day. I'm sure she has the refrigerator well-stocked for your arrival!"
"Housekeeper! Ooh la la!"




"Eh, not so fancy. Connie's husband worked for me. He came from Cuba and worked for money to bring his wife over. I brought her over, paid for her citizenship and his, and gave her a job." He frowned. "I never knew it was so expensive to become a citizen in the United States. Crazy." He shook his head. "Come on, I'll take you up to your room."
I followed Dad up the winding staircase. I couldn't help but notice his tight ass and muscular thighs and shook my head to dislodge that weirdness.
My room was enormous. A seating area at the sliders covered the whole wall, giving me an unobstructed view of the pool below and out to the grazing horses.
"Wow, Dad!" I twirled around like a little girl. "Fantastic!"
"I hoped you'd like it. While I was decorating it, I had you in mind. But it was the eighteen-year-old, not the gorgeous woman you've become. I hope it's not too childish."
"It's perfect!"
I wrapped my arms around his neck, hugging him to me. He hesitated, then held me tight.
"Oh honey, I've missed you so much," he murmured, his mouth buried in my hair near my ear.
"I've missed you too. I don't know how we let so much time pass. It went by so fast."
His body was hard and muscular. His scent was all male, and I inhaled, my lips brushing his neck. His arms tightened around me for a fraction of a second before stepping away.
"If you need anything, just let me know, or if I'm gone, ask Connie. She'll be here in the morning."
"I'm sure I'll be fine, Dad. Let me get cleaned up and changed, and I'll be down."
"We'll see what Connie left us in the fridge that we can rustle up," he grinned.
My mind was swirling. I had to keep reminding myself that he was my Dad. Although he's nothing like I remember. He's a man. A good-looking, sexy man. I must ignore that at all costs before I embarrass him and myself.
After dinner, we sat around the firepot by the pool and drank a glass of Pinot.
"It is peaceful here. I can see why you like it," I said, leaning back to look at the stars.
"It is. Peaceful and private. I don't invite many here because I'm not fond of drop-ins. Benny stays with the animals and the barn. He has a small apartment that is cut off from the house. Of course, Connie lives with her husband a few miles down the road."
"So, I must ask... No girlfriends?" I saw him stiffen for a moment before he answered.
"No one important," he murmured. "I guess I like my own company." He locked eyes with mine. "And now your company. I love your company and couldn't be happier that you're here for as long as you can. The longer, the better," he grinned.
"Well, you got me for these four months of training. After that, I didn't know what my assignment would be. I'll find out then."
He nodded. "Well, let's enjoy the time we have together. By the way, I checked on the compound you'll be working at, and it's about thirty minutes from here. I was glad it was close for you."
"Me too!" I was delighted. I didn't want to spend too much time on the road. "I have a week and a half free before I begin, and I intend to enjoy that," I said, tipping my head towards the pool.
"Absolutely!"
Back from my early morning run, I first had to grab another bottle of water and make a note to take a giant bottle on my runs. Knowing Dad was still asleep, I padded up the stairs in stealth mode with my sock-stuffed shoes dangling from my fingers. His door was open, and although I knew I should walk by, I had to peek in. The ceiling fan was lazily circling above the bed. He had kicked the sheet off and was on his back, his arms spread. His chest was a quilt of rectangular muscles down to his stomach, where his cock lay.
Precum dripped from the tip of his thickly veined and throbbing cock. Fat balls rested on the bed between his legs. They were shaved smooth, along with the base of his cock. I thought a man doesn't do that unless a woman is around to appreciate it, and I wondered why he was evasive.
My mouth salivated at the sight of those smooth balls, and I imagined sucking each one into my mouth, then trailing my tongue up the underside of the thick meat to the tip. My tongue lapping at the copious fluid running out the tip.
I should have been embarrassed that my cunt flowed at the vision. I should have walked away. This was beyond morning wood. This was full-on arousal. And I couldn't pull my eyes away.
He began to mumble, his body undulating to a dream. A dream so honest that he was going to come. He grunted, shouted, and drove his hips into the air while his cock pumped thick white come in arcs across his thighs, his stomach, and bed.
I stepped out the doorframe just as it ended.
I left a trail of clothes across my room to the shower. The cool water felt so good on my burning skin, and my face was flushed with hot arousal.
I petted my pussy lips, swollen with passion. A few strokes on my clit were all it took for me to come to a shuddering climax, all the while imagining a cock in my mouth. His cock. Sucking my Dad's cock.
I had a shower full of cold water before I stepped out. I dried off and creamed my skin, knowing I should be ashamed. Not only peeping on my Dad but imagining his cock in my mouth. What was I thinking? Not only was it lewd, but illicit. It wasn't as though I wasn't old enough to consider the complications of incest, and it was unacceptable by the mass majority.
I knew better. My mind knew better. My body was another thing. Lust was lust, no matter who created it. My pussy throbs remembering what I watched. My brain won't let up on what-if scenarios. I enjoy sex and a lot of it. My brain is having a tough time separating the taboo of this kind of sex.
I slipped a sunsuit on. It was held up by elastic, so it was strapless. I couldn't wear a bra, which suited me. The shorts weren't too short, and they were black, so they were pretty modest. I planned on some pool time later, so dressing up was unnecessary.
"Oh, something smells good," I said, walking into the kitchen.
"Long as you like bacon and eggs," he laughed. "Connie's husband wasn't feeling well, and she wanted to stay home with him. So, it's you and me today, kid. Fending for ourselves." I laughed.
I looked over his shoulder at the sizzling bacon as he reached for a plate. His arm planted firmly on my breast. He mumbled an apology. I squeezed his shoulder and went to pour us each a mug of coffee.
We chatted while we ate and did some catching up.
"I want you to R and R today, but I'd like to take you to my office this week to see what we have in the works."
"I'd love to! Whatever you want me to do, just let me know!"
I leaned back on the stool, and his eyes went to my breasts. My nipples hardened under his gaze. Without the benefit of a bra, they poked through the knit as they rose to attention.
He quickly looked down. "I'm not sure if you know... Why would you... But you are an exact duplicate of your Mom."
"Really? I remember some old pictures of her, but that was so long ago."
"I have an album I'll set out for you," he smiled.
"That's wonderful. I'd love to look through it!"
He dressed to go to the office and came out with a big, aged yellow picture album.
"Thanks. Have a good day, Dad!"
I gave him a tight hug, and he returned it. "Bye, honey."
I took the album and sprawled on my bedroom's comfortable chaise. Flipping through the pages, I watched their relationship unfold.
Here are pictures from their wedding day: a meager celebration at eighteen, boating with friends, lots of picnics, and cookouts. It was apparent they were so in love.
A set of pictures of just my Mom came up. I felt as though I was looking in a mirror, and it was definitely a bit unnerving. My hair was the same length now as hers was then. We had the exact figure and the same large breasts. She dressed a little more scantily than I do. Many of her dresses showed overflowing cleavage. I was modest and had few clothes that showed off my breasts, mainly because of the nature of my job, I suppose. Dressing provocatively would be frowned upon.
The next set was sexier. She was posed on a bed in a babydoll nightie. Sheer enough to see the shadow of her nipples. She sat on her knees, and then the camera caught each movement as she crawled on the bed towards him. I assumed it was my Dad operating the camera.
There were more family photos and six pictures of her holding me as a baby, and that was the end of the album—where our lives together stopped.
I rose and picked up the album to place it on the dresser when an envelope fell out. It was yellowed and had been sealed, but the glue dried over time, and the pictures slid out.
They were black and white, and the first few were of my Mom, nude and posed coquettishly on the bed. They were all taken from the same point as if the camera were on a tripod. I gasped at the next one. It was Mom on the bed with Dad next to her. Both posed naked hands on each other's genitals. The following picture was of Dad with her nipple in his mouth and his hand on her other tit.
Of course, he was heavier and looked more like the Dad I remembered. The remaining pictures were still obviously posed of them in sexual positions. My pussy tingled as I went through each image. The last of the photographs showed Dad's cock and balls. Furry then, but just had fat and heavy. His cock was thick and heavily veined.
The last picture was of Mom's plump lips wrapped around the tip of his cock. She was looking at the camera, and he was looking at her.
I squeezed my thighs together, wanting to come. I placed the envelope in the drawer next to the bed. Then I noticed a box. Dad must have put it there. It was taped with cellophane tape that was yellowed and loose in places.
My fingers shook as I pulled at the flap. I knew then that's why Dad left to give me time to look through all this.
The first thing I pulled out was the baby doll nightie she wore in the pictures. There were sheer matching panties that you couldn't see in the image.
Three bras. All silky satin. They were pointier than today's styles. Conical almost. A navy low-cut sheath dress and more dresses.
I pulled the elastic top down on my playsuit and picked up a bra. I had more oversized tits than hers because I was stuffed into the bra. My cleavage overflowed, but the satin held tight. I looked in the mirror from the side, and my tits did come to almost a point. Sort of sexy, I thought as I swung side to side in the mirror.
I unhooked the bra and picked up the baby doll. It was wrinkled from being boxed, but I slipped it over my head. The silky fabric hardened my nipples as it flowed over my tits.
As I gazed into the mirror, the resemblance was undeniable. It was as if my mother herself was staring back at me, bridging the gap of time and loss.
.

~~ ALAN ~~


chapter 05

.
I woke up from the most realistic dream of my life. And it was my orgasm that woke me from a dream about Audrey. A dream I shouldn't be having about my own daughter.
I thought I heard the creak of the hall floor, but I knew there was no way Audrey would watch me naked. I'm the depraved one who's having lewd thoughts, not her. Clearly, just the idea that she might have been watching was enough to arouse me. What did she think? Did it turn her on? Or off? I was spread eagle on the bed, so she would have seen it all.
Fantasizing that she watched me in bed, she got me through a body-shuddering orgasm in the shower.
I went to the office to leave her alone with her Mom's pictures and what she left behind. I called Carrie, and we had phone sex while I imagined it to be Audrey.
I had to get a grip. This was ridiculous. I knew it was because she looked like Corinne. She was the love of my life, and it broke my heart that I couldn't help her and she had to leave us.
Assuming it was just because Carrie wasn't there taking care of me multiple times a day that I was just out and out horny. But it was really that I couldn't get my daughter out of my mind. I wanted to believe that it was just because Carrie was young that I was attracted to Audrey. But no fucking way. My daughter had me by the virtual balls.
I came home earlier than I intended and went to the gym slash pool house to work out. I wasn't sure if Audrey had dealt with the pictures and clothing, so I wanted to give her time.
I changed into workout clothes and began my routine. The gym window faced the pool and the house. While I ran on the treadmill, I saw Audrey on her balcony. I hit the kill switch on the treadmill because she was out there naked, and I couldn't take my eyes off her.
Not knowing I was home and that I told her it was private, she began to do her yoga on her balcony. I knew I shouldn't watch. That I was the perviest of pervs for watching. Not only watching but with my shorts pulled under my balls, stroking my cock while she went through the provocative positions. I could not have stopped myself if someone threatened me with a gun. I was like a horny fucking teenager stroking off to Playboy centerfolds.
Fuck, she was even more beautiful than her Mom. Corinne was gorgeous, but she produced a daughter that was even more stunning.
I was panting, shooting higher and higher. My orgasm hit me like a freight train.
Audrey went in, and I hit the cooling water of the pool. Workout shorts and all.
Later, I came out of my room as she did. We'd both showered.
"You're back!" she said, coming for a hug.
I don't know if it was my imagination or our hugs lingered longer. Her nose was buried in my neck, and those little puffs of her breath drove me crazy. Even though I'd come again in the shower, my cock betrayed me and instantly got hard against her softness. Since she wasn't much shorter than me, my hardness pressed against her abdomen. I felt her body tense in my arms, and then she relaxed into me.
"Mmm, you smell good," I said, my nose in her damp hair. I wanted to keep her in my arms as long as possible.
"Mmm," she said, pushing up on her toes and putting her nose behind my ear. You smell good, too."
My throbbing cock was now lodged into the V of her legs, her nipples hard, pushing through the thin knit of her shirt and into my chest. She made no move to step away, and I held her tightly in my arms. She leaned her head back and looked at me. Our lips were inches apart.
"Did you get a chance to look at the pictures?" Attempting to extend the time in each other's arms.
"I did. So beautiful. She could have been a model."
He nodded. "There were more than a few that wanted her to do that, but more along the lines of adult porn."
"Oh no, that's sad. Did she?" I asked.
"No, but not without a fight."
"Poor Daddy," she said, winding her fingers through my hair and softly massaging my head.
I knew she certainly felt my cock throbbing against her. I wanted nothing more than to slide my hands over her delicious ass and pull her against me. Press her against the wall in the hallway until we were both naked. Hot skin to hot skin. Lust in every breath we took.
Suddenly, she moved and ground her hard nipples into my bare chest. That was nearly my undoing. It took everything in me not to pull her t-shirt over her head and feast on her magnificent tits. My hands shook from the need to push her shorts off and bare her pussy to me. My balls swelled almost painfully, and I sucked in a sharp breath.
Her reaction to that was a concern as she leaned against me even more while she wrapped her arms around me. My hands automatically moved lower, over her hips, to land on the outer curve of her ass. I breathed in the scent of her hair, trying to calm myself.
If I made one more move, it would break the last vestige of control. Audrey smoothed her hands up and down my back. My face was buried in her silky soft hair, and I shuddered, feeling my control slowly slipping. And I swear she felt that. She knew I was about to snap, and she wanted that. She was waiting for me to make the next move. Enticing me. Maybe even daring me.
Is this really what she wanted? Or was it a game? Did she realize the consequences if we took one more step? We would plunge into a world ruled by love and, most of all, our libido. The father-daughter love would never be the same. Is that what she really wanted? I knew there would be no going back once we jumped off that cliff.
"Honey... We should..." I finally said, my voice hoarse and gravelly with my last fragment of control.
"I know, Daddy," she sighed.
That was nearly my second undoing. Daddy. The forbidden territory. She knew and was ready.
But was I?
.

~~ AUDREY ~~


chapter 06

.
The next morning, I was in my bikini, intending to spend the day at the pool and entertaining my Dad. After seeing the picture of him naked and having sex with my Mom, I saw him now as a man and less like a Dad.
"Good morning!"
He turned. "Morning! I see you're ready for the pool."
I went to the refrigerator and pulled myself onto the counter's edge. He turned to get plates, and I swear I heard him groan under his breath.
I dipped the strawberry in the whipping cream and sucked it off. His eyes flared before turning away.
"Here," I whispered, offering him a strawberry. He took it between his teeth and bit, halving the fruit. I held it until he came back for the other half, sucking the fruit and tips of my fingers into his mouth as well.
"Hope you like pancakes," he said, his voice rough.
"Mmm, I do. Love them." I slid off the counter, my tit brushing his arm, and sat on the stool.
The butter melted and oozed across the top of the pancake. I slowly drizzled the maple syrup over the top. I forked a piece off, and a drop of syrup hit my breast before I got it to my mouth. I picked it up on my finger and sucked it off, watching his eyes slit.
I never knew I could make eating pancakes sexy, but I did, and it was empowering.
When we finished, I gathered the dishes in the sink. Connie was still home with her husband, so we picked up the slack. Dad brought more dishes just as I stepped back from the sink. I lost my balance, and he grabbed me around the waist. My ass was against his crotch and quickly hardening cock. His fingers dug into me before pulling away.
"Can you have some pool time with me today?"
"I have all day for you, honey," he smiled.
He came down in about an hour, and to my happy amazement, instead of wearing Dad-type baggy shorts, he wore fitting knit swim trunks.
I was sprawled on a chaise in the sun. "Watch the sun, honey. Remember, it's Florida sun."
"You're right," I said sleepily. "Can you put some lotion on me, please? I don't want to burn."
After a hesitation, he said, "Sure."
My skin was already overheated, and not just from the sun. His hands were still calloused, which made rubbing the cream much more sensual. He was slow and methodical, my shoulders and down my arms. Then across my upper back and stroking down my spine. His large hands wrapped around my back, his fingertips skimming my sides.
There was a slight hesitation when his fingers hit the side bulge of my soft breasts, but he continued on. Could he have made an extra pass down my side so his fingers wrapped a bit under my breast, or was it my imagination?
He began to stroke the lotion at my ankles, working up my calves to the back of my knees. He rubbed more lotion between his hands and slowly stroked up my thighs, starting from the outside. The bikini did little to cover my ass, so he'd have to do a full-on ass rub.
I spread my legs slightly to give him better access to my legs, and I wondered if he noticed the wet spot.
He covered my thighs, leaving my ass for last. More lotion and those big hands covered my ass, circling and squeezing. Making no pretext of applying the cream. His massaging pulled on my pussy as he pulled each globe around and apart.



I couldn't stop the moan that escaped from my lips, and I heard his responding gravelly groan.
One touch between my legs would have sent me over the edge. Just one finger straying down my ass over the half-covered slit would have me shuddering out a long hard orgasm.
With a sharp smack on each ass cheek, he rose and settled onto his chaise.
I turned to my other cheek to face and said, "Thank you, Alan."
He looked thoughtful, then said, "I think I like that."
With a languid smile, I murmured, "I think I do too."
I must have dozed a bit because he was flat on his back in the sun. His bulge was prominent, and my mouth watered. I wasn't much of a sexual person until I met my last partner. We lived together for three years until the bureau moved him overseas. He brought out a sexuality in me I never knew existed.
After he moved, I didn't date anyone that interested me. But now, all that was coming back out, and I welcomed it.
"If you want to see your girlfriend, I can make myself scarce. I don't mind."
"What makes you think I have a girlfriend?" he chuckled.
"Oh, come on. You're dead-looking, built like a stud, and have a great personality. Guys like you always have someone around," I laughed.
"Guys like me?" he laughed outright at that. "Really. I date occasionally, but there's no one special."
"What about you, Aud? Did you leave the love of your life behind?"
I pushed onto my elbows and took my sunglasses off. "Not really. I lived with a guy for three years. We worked together, but he transferred overseas. I could have as well, but I want to stay stateside."
"I'll say I'm glad about that. You're far enough away in California. I'm happy you had someone for a while anyhow."
I smiled. "Yeah, he was good for me. Encouraging. Supportive. Glen showed me facets of myself that I never knew existed."
"Wow. He might be hard to top for the next guy," he said.
Glen opened me up to a different world sexually. He taught me the power I had over men, the power to please men. He taught me to take as good as I gave. That I was a sexual being and everything about me was sexy. Our sex life was not only physical but spiritual.
We had rough and ready sex, but we also had slow sex. We caressed and aroused every area of each other's bodies. He taught me to use my hair to slowly seduce him, and my hair was long enough that he was able to use it on me. My skin would be electric by the time he got done. His cock is in me like a lightning rod.
I was sorry to see him go because I knew I had so much to learn. But he opened me up to so many things that I would be able to share with another lover.
I jumped up and splashed into the pool. After a few laps, I spread my arms along the edge and watched Dad swim.
He splashed before me, and I laughed, giggling at the water spray. We had little pool time growing up, so this was fun.
I splashed him, and we dove around together. I swam between his legs and came up behind him, wrapping my arms around his waist. He dipped and twisted so that we were facing each other. Suddenly, he quit smiling.
"What?" I asked.
"I just can't believe how much you look like your Mom," he said, studying my face. I still had my arms around his waist, and I felt him hardening against me. He started to push away.
"It's okay, Alan. I get it, and I'm okay with it."
"Yeah, sorry, just my normal reaction to her, and seeing you...."
"Seeing me look so much like Mom is arousing." He nodded, still looking guilty as his cock pressed against my abdomen. "You had a good sex life?" I asked, thinking about those pictures.
He smiled. "Oh yeah." He looked off over my shoulder in memory. "We were in sync. We loved each other very much; you were born of that love. We would have been happy living in our little bubble without outside interference." He sighed. "Your Mom could be... Easily swayed. She was naïve about life, and I had to ensure she didn't get in trouble. Hell, I was only eighteen myself."
I wrapped my arms around his neck, and my legs floated around him. His hands were on my hips to keep me close.
"The porn thing. She really wanted to do it?"
"Yeah, she did. It was all I could do to talk her out of it. She was gorgeous and had a killer figure. There was always some guy after her for something. And then working in the bar was the worst possible thing for her."
"But yeah, we were both what they'd term oversexed nowadays and insist on a twelve step. But it was perfect for us. Both easily aroused, and—I can't believe I'm telling my daughter this," he said, rolling his eyes.
"But Alan..." I warned, but wondering if he realized he could be describing us.
"Right!"
"You know I think I have her sex gene," I laughed. "The guy I lived with enabled that and brought out things I never knew about myself. Sexually."
I leaned back, wrapping my legs around his waist, and dipped my head in the water. My back was arched, and my breasts were on display. The triangles barely cover my nipples.
"Oh, Audrey..."
I lifted my head, my hair dripping. "Hmmm."
The movement of the water bumped my open legs into his hard cock. Even through my bikini and his shorts, the heat was sizzling hot. I smiled.
"A man and a woman together in an intimate position, and what do you get?" I shrugged, wanting to remain casual. I liked drawing this out. Learning about each other, but still a slow seduction road.
"No avoiding that in this position." His smile was sexy and went straight to my pussy.
I gripped him tighter with my legs and came up straight out of the water against his chest. My arms were around his neck, my lips near his ear.
"That's true, but the titillation is hard to resist," I admitted in a breathy whisper.
"Yes, it is. Very hard to resist." He wrapped his arms around me, holding me close. "The promise of pleasure pulls hard. It's a strong magnet." He swallowed hard, feeling my pointy nipples rub on his chest. "The fact that you do look so much like your Mom..."
"You're wondering if this hard cock is from memories of your wife or the intimate proximity of your daughter? I'd argue, what's the difference? Our bodies know no difference. It's our minds that hold us back. And back from what? Taking each other to ecstasy? A paradise that is only for you and me?"
He swallowed and nuzzled my neck. "Oh, Audrey, I wish I looked at you more as my daughter than a beautiful woman. Make no mistake, my body's reaction to you is caused by you. Not by memories. It's you that I'm holding in my arms. It's you who is causing a stiffness like I've never had. It's you that makes my balls ache."
I moaned at his words. My pussy gushed. I wanted to hear those words. I would play as Mom, but when we finally got together, I wanted him to be fucking me.
.

~~ ALAN ~~


chapter 07

.
Audrey was on the edge of the kitchen counter where I'd eaten Carrie for breakfast just two days before, which sent my libido into overdrive.
I just had to remember that she wasn't Carrie. She was my daughter. The fact that she was as seductively sexy as her mother really threw things into a tailspin.
The sexy food play on top of it all was nearly my undoing. So, I thought.
It got even more arousing at the pool when I fondled her breasts and massaged that gorgeous ass with sunscreen. Since she was looking the other way, she didn't witness my cock growing out of the leg of my shorts.
The pool play was pure seduction. It left no question in my mind that my daughter wanted me. Wanted me to fulfill her as a man, and my body reacted. Ready for that action.
I haven't told her, but more than the fact that she looks like her Mom, her personality is the same.
Corinne was seductive and, like Audrey now, always had me at attention. Lusting after her. My wife made everything sensual. She was hedonistic. And at nineteen, I've often wondered if she would continue to be so unrestrained. I also knew that I'd never be enough for her. Eventually, our marriage would have failed because she would have needed more.
I see that coming through in small cracks of Audrey. That she is so sensual. And really, I am just coming into it with me. I feel the sexual thrill thundering through my body just thinking about it. I'll not only watch her awaken sexually with me but be a partner to it. The recipient of her lust. But women like that make it okay for their partner to be as libidinous. Give us the license to be constantly randy because they match us.
"Say, let's go to the town tonight for dinner and some live music?" I wanted to show her off, even if it was to complete strangers. I also wanted her to be my lover, my date. It was time to take another step.
"Mmm, that'd be fun," she smiled. "Ooh, I better turn."
She rolled onto her back, her knees up, spread wide. I sat facing her and had a front-row seat to the soft, smooth pussy lips eating the bikini into her slit.
"I'll go make reservations!" I said, jumping up and sprinting into the house.
"Hi baby," I said quietly into the phone.
"Mmm, you're early. You must really be horny today. Miss me that much, hmm? We have phone sex every day, you know," Carrie mused.
It wasn't much of an exchange, and I was going off like a geyser trying to stifle myself in case Audrey was nearby.
I showered, chose one of my lightweight Florida suits, and headed downstairs. I was pouring wine when Audrey walked in.
"Wow," I breathed, stunned.
Her blonde hair was twisted on her head, and long curls escaped. Teasing her bare shoulders. The royal blue halter dress was daring, dipping below her cleavage, exposing the inside curves of each breast. The back dipped low, nearly to her ass.
She smiled and spun around. "What do you think, Alan? I clean up pretty good, huh?"
"I... Uhm... Yeah..." The blood rushed to my cock so fast it nearly doubled me over.
She picked up her glass of wine, leaving less than an inch between us. A sizzling hot inch. I didn't know how I was going to eat with those breasts teasing me and making me wonder if one wrong move would expose them to me.
"You look pretty handsome yourself," she murmured, smoothing her hand down the front of my shirt. My abs nearly vibrated. "You're so hard. You have to show me how."
I blinked. "Hard?" All I could think of was my throbbing hard cock.
She smiled, knowing exactly what I was thinking. "Your abs. How hard they are." She emphasized hard. "I need a workout routine. Maybe you'll help me?"
"I think you're in shape without my help, but sure. The gym is in the pool house. We can work out together."
She leaned further into me and said, "That'd be fun."
"We'd better head out. It's a drive from here."
After we were on the road, she leaned and rubbed her hand on my thigh. "I'm thinking I've ever seen you in a suit." My thigh automatically flexed under her hand, and she left it there. "Very handsome and sexy for a Dad," she giggled.
"Why, thank you. I can say you're very gorgeous and sexy for a daughter!"
We rode the rest of the way, enjoying each other, and her hand never left my thigh.
The server poured the wine while enjoying looking down at Audrey's cleavage, but she seemed to enjoy it, and I
found myself a little incited watching another man appreciating my woman. Especially since there was nothing he could do about it.
After he left, she leaned forward and whispered, "I think he likes my tits!"
Surprising even myself, I said, "Well yeah, they are some spectacular tits." I glanced down. "Maybe you don't need to be quite modest next time."
"Thank you. Since I know you appreciate it, I will be more brazen. I noticed that you seemed to enjoy the waiter ogling my tits. I like the fact that you weren't jealous. You took it as a bit of a turn, didn't you? That someone else was enjoying your woman."
"No, you're absolutely right. It gave me a hard-on watching you seduce him." Since we were into the painful truth.
"Hmm, I never thought of it as seduction, but I guess it was. In a small way," she smiled and ran her finger around the rim of her wine glass, watching me.
The candle flickered, warming her eyes and lighting her skin to fire. The shadow it made between her tits made you want to bury your face in between them. You couldn't miss the surreptitious glances from nearby men. That they envied me kept me hard.
I leaned forward and quietly said, "You also have the attention of more than a few men."
She smiled and caught the eye of an older man at a neighboring table. He was with a larger party and went unnoticed as they chatted and laughed.
He smiled back, and she began to run her finger along the neckline of her halter, moving it back in small increments and teasing towards a peek of her nipple. His hand went to his lap, and she licked her lips. The intensity on his face increased, and she quickly inched the neckline back, giving him a long view of her pebbled nipple.
His face reddened with a groan and a cough. His chest puffed in a sigh, and he smiled, giving her a slight nod. His wife turned then, not knowing what went on under the linen napkin in her husband's lap.
"Fuck, I almost came with him," I whispered fiercely, and she gave me a saucy grin.
She stood up and went to the ladies' room before we moved into the bar area where the music was starting.
.

~~ AUDREY ~~


chapter 08

.
Still flushed and aroused, I smiled at the woman looking in the mirror and went to find an empty stall. She was still there when I got back.
"You have quite the handsome older man there," she said quietly, looking at me in the mirror.
"He is, and thank you. You are quite beautiful. Are you here with your husband?"
"No, he passed five years ago. I'm here with a man friend," she said, smoothing her silver hair. It was pinned up in a classic style, which was perfect for this woman.
"Nice. He's a lucky man."
She looked at me momentarily and said, "I'd say most of the men in the place would say your date was the lucky one. A young beauty on his arm."
I turned and leaned my hip on the edge of the counter. I took out my red lipstick, and when she nodded her approval, I carefully outlined her lips. Her skin was smooth and elastic without a wrinkle.
"Perfect!! I turned her towards the mirror and watched her face light up.
I reached around her and unbuttoned a half dozen buttons on her exquisite silk blouse. "I have no cleavage," she scoffed.
"You just wait a minute," I smiled.
I slipped my hands under her blouse and eased a hand into one cup; carefully cradling her breast, I plumped it up in the cup. I repeated for the other. She blushed fiercely but didn't stop me. I turned her to face me and moved her breast so that her nipples were at the top edge of her bra, which created a dazzling cleavage.
Her nipples hardened in my hand, and I could see she was embarrassed. She looked at my tits, half exposed from the dress. "I've never..."
Just then, several women came in, and I guided her around to a stall in the back corner. It was close quarters, but I unbuttoned her blouse and opened it.
Moving her bra below her tits, pushed them high and teased her nipples rolling and pinching them hard.
"This is really the way you should wear this bra to get his attention," I whispered in her ear. "Bare your beautiful breasts. Do you feel sexy like this?" She blushed and nodded. "If you feel it, you will be. You are a beautiful woman, and I hope I'm as sexy and gorgeous as you when I'm your age."
"That felt good," she blushed, and I thumbed her nipples again. "But you... But I've never..."
I reached behind my neck and unhooked the halter, and it fell to my waist, baring my breasts. She gasped as I rubbed my nipples on hers. She moved her hands to my waist. Knowing what she wanted, I took them and wrapped them around my tits.
"Oh my," she whimpered as I played with her tits. She played with mine.
I whispered in her ear, "Would you suck on them for me?"
She nodded and took one into her mouth, knowing what to do and how to do it. I sucked in a sharp breath, and she moved to the other. She looked at me, her painted lips covered with her saliva. Her lipstick was smeared on my tits. The glorious look in her eyes told me it was worth it.
Sometimes, we need a nudge, a little support. I had that brought out in me, and I hoped it helped her. Even for just this short time.
I softly kissed her, and we danced tongues. I took her hard nipples between my lips until she moaned, then I buttoned her back up. She hooked my dress and parted with another soft kiss.
I returned to the table, and Alan held his hand out to dance.
He took me in his arms and whispered in my ear. "I was going to end someone for you. Everything right?"
I looked up at him and nodded. "I was making out with an older woman in the ladies' room."
He nodded, hesitated momentarily, and said, "Does it have anything to do with the lipstick smeared on your breast?"
I looked down and said, "Oops."
He laughed and drew me close. I wrapped my arms around his neck and swayed to the music.
After a while, he said, "You will tell me about it someday, right?"
I smiled up. "Oh yeah. I'm sure you'll find it quite exciting."
.
The next day, he took me to AJP Development. A newly built modern building in Orlando. It was a towering building that overlooked one of Orlando's small lakes and parks.
I stood at the glass wall in his office and watched the white swans gliding across the glass surface.
"So beautiful," I breathed.
"Not as beautiful as you are today. I believe that's one of your Mom's sundresses?"
"It is. I hope you don't mind?"
"I can't tell you how much I love that you wore it. It's perfect on you."
"Thank you!" I loved it. It was a green, yellow, and white print, one of the dresses she wore in the pictures. The neckline was scooped low and, because my tits were larger, showed more mountainous cleavage. The bodice was tight, cinched in the waist, and a fully gathered skirt. I had high heel sandals already and tied my hair back in a ponytail.
There was a knock on the door and a man entered with files. He stared momentarily and, obviously flustered, handed Dad the files.
"Ben, this is-"
"Audrey!" I cut in. "Nice to meet you, Ben," I said, shaking hands.
"Nice to meet you as well," he stammered, backing out of the office.
"That was quite a save," Dad said.
I shrugged. "No need for everyone to know our status."
He gave me a long look, its gaze lingering on my overflowing tits, and nodded in understanding. "True."
We went on a clothes-buying spree at The Florida Mall, grabbed lunch, and wandered hand in hand. We waited in line for coffee, and I wrapped my arm around his waist, pressing my body into his side. He pulled me close.
"Oh honey," he breathed, looking down at me. His eyes were pools of lust. He watched my breasts rise as I breathed faster.
I smiled. "I love this."
"I do, too," he said, his lips against my temple.
On the ride home, he took my hand and placed it on his thigh.
"Do you want to work out tomorrow?"
"I can't wait!"

~~ to be continued ~~
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.
The following day, Dad was nowhere to be found, so I dressed in running shorts and a sports bra, grabbed a bottle of water, and headed out of the pool house slash workout room. I heard the clang of metal before I even entered.
He didn't hear me, and I stopped when I saw him on his back on a weight bench, doing press-ups. His grey shirt was already damp. He wore tight shorts under loose, silky shorts.
It would take nothing for me to pull his shorts off and mount him. Oh, how I wanted to ride that cock. Pin him on the weight bench and fuck him until I've had enough. Fuck him until my juices ran out of me and down over his fat full balls. Fuck him until I felt his cock surge and explode inside me.
Instead, I walked over to him, my panties soaked with my sex juice. "You got a head start on me. I'm a runner, so I think I'll start on the treadmill."
"Whatever you want, honey. The place is yours." His eyes quickly skimmed my sports bra and running shorts, more skin bared than covered. My bra was tight to hold my tits and so thin you could see the bumps around my nipples. I never thought of it as being sexy, but I did now that his eyes were riveted on my nipples.
I leaned over and kissed him on the forehead and couldn't miss the quiet groan when I bent over him, giving him a closeup.
I watched him move around the gym while I ran. He used each piece of equipment expertly. It was a turn-on just watching him master the weights. I slowed down to cool off a bit.
"Well, are you ready to try a few weights now, or did the run do you in?" he challenged.
"Try me," I grinned.
"We'll have to figure out your baseline for each machine, making it easier to see improvement." He showed me a small clipboard on each machine that he'd charted his daily weight. "Keeps me from increasing weights too fast. Occasionally, I can toss an odd weight to confuse my muscles."
"Hmm, very impressive," I said, following him.
"I don't really know much about it, just what I need," he replied.
"No, I meant your muscles."
"Oh," I think he actually blushed. "I enjoy working out. Muscles are just the result."
I got comfortable on a bench, the weights suspended above me.
"Okay, I'll spot you." I quickly pressed the weight, so he increased. We did that a few times until I found my match.
"I think this is it," I said, using my strength for each move.
Distractingly enough, with my head at his knees, the bulge in his shorts was directly in my line of sight. I was enamored since I'd seen it in the pictures in action and in the morning that I spied on him.
"Okay, that's good for today," he said, seating the weight bar.
"I was so enjoying it," I smiled, but he was into training me and missed my innuendo.
He positioned my arms for the pull-downs, showing me how changing hands used different muscles. His chest brushed my breasts as he did that, and my nipples sprung to attention. Glaringly obvious in that thin-knit sports bra.
"This feels good," I huffed as I worked at it. I loved that it stretched my torso and worked on my muscles.
"I can see that," he grinned, glancing at my nipples.
"Oh, that? That was from you, my naughty Daddy," I teased back.
"Aud," he warned, flushing. "Okay, that's good enough today for you. How about the sauna?"
"Oh yeah? I didn't know you had one here."
He tossed me a towel, and I peeled off my wet clothes and wrapped the towel around me. I found the sauna and quickly slipped in. He sat on one end of the bench, and I rested my feet on his thigh.
"I'll trade you a foot massage for a scalp massage later?"
"Sounds like a deal to me."
This man had practice because I was nearly swooning with the long, slow strokes, yet firm so as not to tickle.
"Oh, Daddy," I moaned. "Feels so good."
"Do you realize that you only use Daddy in those feel-good moments?" he laughed.
"Do I?" I thought a moment. "You might be right. Well, at least you know what makes me feel good, yeah?"
"Like I wouldn't," he quipped back.
"I'm absolutely sure you do," I said, ending that sexual banter.
After a while, he said, "There's an outdoor shower you can use, or just go in the house if you prefer."
"Mmm, I think I'd like the outdoor shower. C'mon," I said, standing up and holding out my hand.
"Not sure this is a good idea," he hesitated.
"How else can I pay back with the scalp massage?" I grinned. "Come on, your virtue is safe with me." He missed my secret smile.
His outdoor shower was an arbor thickly covered with blooming jasmine, the scent of which was intoxicating and sensual.
"Oh my, this is some shower." A suspended shelf in the corner held body soap, a big square bar, and shampoo and conditioner. This was a well-used shower, and I suspect my Dad has had some fun here with his mystery woman.
I dropped my towel over the chair and stepped into the spray. He came in while I looked up at the rain head, letting it pelt my body.
"You like?"
"Oh, I more than like," I said, feeling the heat of his body nearby. "You must use this often?"
He hesitated. "Not for a while, actually."
"Too bad, it's wonderful. I may give up the shower in my room and use this," I laughed.
There was something about being naked outdoors. Even though it was completely private, just the possibility that anyone could see me. I was serious. I planned on making the outdoor shower my regular routine.
I dripped body soap in my hands, worked up a lather, and began stroking my skin. I ensured I paid attention to what I was doing to give him ample time to look. My wet hair was plastered to my back, and I pulled it over my shoulder.
"Can you do my back?"
After a moment's hesitation, he said, "Sure."
His hands were calloused enough to create an incredible friction on my skin. I pressed back towards him, moaning, as he gave me more of a back massage with some very deft fingers. In doing so, the head of his cock lightly tapped my ass to let me know he was locked and loaded.
"Mmm, you're a pro at this," I moaned. He massaged my shoulders and upper arms. "Oh yeahhhhhhh."
He rubbed my neck and said, "There you go."
"You're done already?!" I laughed. "Okay, I owe you now."
I turned to face him, frothing the shampoo between my hands. As I stepped closer, his hard cock pressed against my stomach, and he reached out to hold my hips. Whether he wanted to keep me away or pull me closer, I don't know because I wasn't about to rush anything at this point. We had all the time in the world for this tantalization, and I intended to continue it as long as possible.
But I might not hold out long if that cock keeps teasing me, though. His eyes were closed, enjoying the sensations.
I reached up and began to lather his hair. As I worked, my nipples brushed his chest, and his cock rubbed against my belly. I learned scalp massage from a California girl studying to be an Ayurvedic practitioner. I learned a lot more from her.
We were neighbors, and I would be her practice person when I was around. It was relaxing, which was good because of my job, so it was a win-win situation.
It was also my first experience with another woman, maybe not in the expected sense.
While Ananya studied Marma therapy, massage, and pressure on points on the body with heat and herbal oils, I was getting turned on. By the end of the sessions, we would be deeply aroused. I don't know if that was part of the teachings, but relaxation was one of the points of Marma, so I called it good.
She admitted she was just as turned on, so at the end of the sessions, we would masturbate for each other. Seeing another woman spread her pussy, sharing the pink folds and wetness, was unbelievably arousing. Until then, it was something I only felt and, even with mirrors, couldn't see.
It was probably at that point I became comfortable with other women. Although Ananya and I never touched each other sexually, at least. It was an intimate and memorable experience to have with one another.
I began to use my fingertips to massage the various areas on his scalp. Reflexology. He moaned, and I could see his body relaxing. He began to sway towards me and finally leaned on me as a peaceful and serene sensation took over his body. I was sure that wasn't Dad's intention, but that is what the correct relaxation technique would do to a person.
His cock throbbed hard, trapped between our bodies. My tits were mashed into his chest, nipples hard like bullets. His eyes were closed, head supported by my hands. I moved the shower head so the rain softly pelted our bodies like we were in a gentle storm.
Shampoo and soap ran down our bodies, creating a slickness between us. At the tiniest movement, our skin would slide together enticingly. My nipples hardened almost painfully; his cock throbbed hotly.
"Alan?" I said softly.
"Hmm." He moved his head in the cradle of my hands. "What did you do to me, Aud?"
I smiled. He lifted his head and gazed into my eyes. His were languid pools of blue. Unfocused. Still in a state of deep calmness. The rain softly ran down our faces. Clung to his long eyelashes.
"My arms seem too heavy to move," he whispered.
"You don't have to. I got you." I slid my hands over his shoulders and down his arms to clasp our hands. That created some space between us, with my nipples barely touching him and his cock free to move against me.
"Damn," he said. "I almost feel like I've been drugged."
"Nothing like that, just my hands."
He raised them to his lips, kissed each other, and placed them on his chest. He held my waist.
"Such a tiny waist, like your Mom," he said so softly I barely heard him. He cupped my ass. "Exactly. Perfectly round. Made for a man's hands. I could close my eyes and think it was Corinne I was holding."
"I love that, Daddy." I slid my hands over his chest, up to the nape of his neck. I stood on tiptoes and brushed my lips on his, which brought our bodies together. But this time, he was aware.
He exhaled on a growl of surrender, sucked in a breath, pulled me tight against him, and kissed me. Deep and passionately. With a familiarity like one would kiss a familiar lover. Our tongues tangled, and we moaned in each other's mouths. I gripped his hair as our kiss turned hot and fierce. He grabbed my ass and pulled me tighter, and I wrapped my legs around him. He groaned, his fingers digging into my ass.
His cock nestled between the folds of my pussy. Hot and throbbing hard. His fingers dug into my ass, almost painfully. But I was getting as wild as him and didn't care.
"Your cock feels so good there. Teasing my pussy. It's so hot and hard. It's throbbing to get in, Daddy. I need you inside me," I growled.
"This is so wrong. You're my daughter," he murmured. "But I can't stop. God help me, I can't stop."
The rain still pelted us. We were lost in our own world with nothing and no one around us.
We ate at each other's mouths. Groaning and grunting, needing more from each other. It sounded animalistic. Wild. He pressed me against the side, and I hung onto the arbor.
"I can't stop, Audrey," he growled into my neck. "I have such an urgent need to be inside you... Like I've never... Oh fuck, honey... I can't stop now."
"Fuck me, Daddy. I need to feel your cock inside me. Deep!"
He backed up and drove into me, hard and deep. I screamed in passion, locked my legs around his waist, and hung onto his neck. He fucked me hard while he squeezed and kneaded my tits. Pulling my nipples, he pinched harder, and I moaned for more. My cunt was so wet it was pouring out.
Being speared by my Dad's cock was the ultimate mating. Ready to plant the seed that he created me from, inside me.
He grunted hard with each thrust. His eyes were closed, his head back. He was lost in the moment. He was joined by his daughter, who brought back memories of the love of his life. I knew my Mom was only a memory to him.
To see him in that kind of ecstasy, my cunt clamped down on his marauding cock, while my body shuddered through a mind-shattering orgasm that came in wave after wave.
"Oh my god Daddyyyyyy... Don't stop...." I moaned.
He shouted loud when my cunt began to massage his cock, milking the seed out of his fat balls, needing to fill me deeply. I knew he was consumed by the need, as was I.
He drove in and locked, my cunt still spasming on his throbbing heat. His fingers dug into my hips. Hot seed flowed through me until it ran out and over his balls.
Still locked together, he pushed closer, and I wrapped my arms around his neck. Our breath was hard and rasping. Chest heaving against my breasts, still tender and sensitive. I had my legs wrapped tight around him to keep him inside me as long as we could.
"Oh my god, honey," he groaned in my neck, then kissing up my neck to my ear. "I love you so much. You have no idea what you've done to me. This is so so wrong, but we can't go back now."
"I don't want to. This is exactly what I wanted. You inside me, the ultimate mating." I turned my head, and we kissed again. Neither of us could get enough of the other. His cock softened, and my legs slid down, and he steadied me on shaking legs.
"I love you too. This is so perfect. Being joined to you in the most intimate way is life-changing. You're now my lover, you know. And whether it was because I look so much like Mom or because it was me, I don't care. To feel your cock inside me... Knowing it was hot and throbbing for me and inside me..."
"It was all for you, Audrey. Make no mistake, I didn't confuse you with your Mom. I know now that beyond looks, there is no comparison. I have never had an orgasm in my life, with anyone, like the one I just had with you. It was not only physical but mind-blowing."
"Really?"
"Really," he replied. "Someday, I'll tell you more about why. But now, I think we need a nap. Together."
I woke hours later with my legs entwined with his. He softly snored, his face completely relaxed. I don't know what our future will bring, but I can say right now it's perfect.
.

~~ALAN~~


chapter 10

.
Little did I know that our time in the gym would break my resolve not to touch my daughter. Spending time with her brought a flood of emotions about how much I loved and missed her. It all came crashing in that she hadn't been a part of my life for ten years and was now here--a grown woman--a beautiful, sexy woman.
She exuded sensuality with me. Even though I was her Dad, she treated me as a man. She enticed me. She aroused me. Always. I was drawn to her and could never have said no to her. She is my daughter, but she was irresistible. My desire for her was overwhelming.
Our joining was bound to happen at some point. It was inevitable that we committed the ultimate act. That would be the only way for us to go on. There was no other outcome unless she had left. I don't think she could have left if she wanted to. She was on a mission to seduce me, and once I got over the major obstacle, it all changed.
Deep down, I knew it was coming. Whether our mating would be in the car, my office, or a bed. It was going to happen. I guess I knew that from the minute I saw her at the airport. Looking so much like my wife, it nearly doubled me over.
But as we spent time together, I discovered she was nothing like Corinne. Her Mother loved fucking, but there was nothing sensual about her. Audrey slowly drew me into her web; I'm sure she'd have taken all the time she needed. Her Mom loved the show, and her favorite times were the times we had group sex. I never enjoyed it, but I did it for her. I loved my wife that much.
I still had good intentions walking into the shower with my daughter. I never wanted it to go as far. I thought I was brave enough to keep her at arm's length. But my daughter was too seductive. Sexier than any woman I've ever met, including her Mom. Audrey was sensual in almost everything she did from the moment she walked in the door.
She had me aroused the night we went to dinner. She ate seductively. And having her in my arms... That dress tempted me. The full roundness of her tits had my full attention. I wanted to bury my face between them. Seek out those nipples and suckle them forever because I knew once I started, I'd never get enough.
Then, her story of the woman in the bathroom ratcheted me even higher. Imagine what went on. Knowing she seduced that woman just as she does me. Imagine her hands on the woman, her mouth on hard blossom nipples.
The first time my cock was buried hard and deep in her body. Enveloped by her sweet heat. Her cunt tightly gripped me as though it knew I belonged there. That her body was mine. I made it. I created this sensual person. She was born of me.
I know I'll never be inside her enough to satisfy me. I'll never get enough of being joined to my daughter. I'm on a whole new level of sexuality. She will wrap me up in her spell, but I won't be there alone. I knew it was mutual.
I discovered that there is no second guessing like there is with another woman. My daughter will not dump me for another guy. My daughter will never play games like a woman I'd date would. There is a connection that will never be broken. It will evolve but not break.
Even if I don't wake up to her in my bed for the rest of my life, I'll know she is mine. Just as she knows, I'm hers. Others may be in our lives in time, but they will come and go. Audrey and I are for life.
I woke from our nap with her spooned in front of me. My arm around her, my hand on her breast. Her nipple pebbled hard on my palm, which told me she was awake.
I slid my flat hand down her flat belly to her mound. She parted her thighs, and I slipped my hand in. Her pussy was wet and hot and ready. I stroked a finger through the soft fold and teased the swollen clit. Her soft moans became louder, and I struck a rhythm.
"You're so fucking wet," I murmured, slipping a finger inside her. "So tight. You don't know how inflaming it was. Like a glove. And your cunt squeezing me when you came. That drove me wild."
She moaned, her hips rocking, needing more. My cock hardened and slipped between her open thighs. I held it tight in her slit, and she rode my hardness, using the head of my cock to rub her clit.
"Oh, Daddy, oh fuck," she cried out, shuddering as the liquid heat poured over my cock.
She rolled and slipped her leg between mine, trapping my cock against her soft thigh. Her breast was mashed on my chest when she kissed me. I rolled her more on top of me while our kisses deepened.
"Do you know how much it turns me on when you call me Daddy when you come?" I murmured. "It was intoxicating... I couldn't catch my breath."
"Because you've always been the one to care for me and make me happy. And now you make me feel happy, but now it's with that big fat fucking cock."
A mixture of passion and ecstasy bubbled through me at her words. So exciting and arousing. I'm amazed at how she can do that with just her words.
She pushed up and straddled me, dangling her tit over my face and brushing her nipple on my lips. I squeezed her tits and sucked each nipple into my mouth. Her breasts were big enough that I could pinch her nipples together.



"Oh god, I love that so much," her voice was deep and graveled from arousal. "Bite them."
I pinched one nipple while I bit and pulled the other. She was rapturous because her tits were so sensitive. I knew I could make her come just by titty play and planned on that soon.
Suddenly she pushed back and slid onto my cock, sat up, and ground down to take it as deep as she could.
"Big fat Daddy cock," she murmured, the words ricocheting through me. "Can't get enough," she murmured. "God, you're so deep inside me. Filling me with hot steel."
She was beautiful sitting on my cock, her back arched, tits thrust, head back with her hair tickling my thighs. She rocked on my cock, lost in her own pleasure. I loved watching her become more and more aroused. She began to ride me faster and harder, pulling me higher.
I bucked beneath her, driving in deeper, bouncing her fast and hard on my throbbing dick. I couldn't get enough of her tight pussy. Gripping in a hot, wet fist.
She was kneading and squeezing her bouncing tits. Her lips were parted, eyes closed. Her tongue flicked across her lips, and that was my undoing.
I grabbed her hips, held her down, and exploded inside her. That started her own orgasm, and she shouted each wave out.
She collapsed on me, her cunt still clamped down on my cock. We both loathe to part.
Her holding me inside her was a connection like no other. Even though my cock was satiated, we were still locked together.
"I want to keep you here like this, Daddy," she said.
"Me inside you."
She groaned. "Yes. Your cock fits perfectly. I can feel the thick ridge around the head. The veins snaking down the length. Driving me fucking wild."
.

~~ AUDREY~~


chapter 11

.
I was no longer worried that my Dad saw me as my Mom. I knew that it was me he was loving. I may look like her, but our sex was much different. That I knew.
I can't say that I didn't have a little gratification that I pleased my Dad more than she did. Childish maybe. But still, a daughter will constantly vie for her Dad's praise, no matter the circumstances.
The rest of the day would be spent in bed. Fucking between naps.
I slipped out of his arms to use the bathroom, and when I came back, he'd thrown the sheet off and snored softly. It reminded me of the day that I peeped at him just like this.
Softly kissing and nuzzling his balls, I sucked one into my mouth. It was a pleasure since he was so clean-shaven. I licked up the underside of his cock, slowly slipping it into my mouth.
The sound of his breathing changed to a rasping moan, and his cock grew in my mouth. I tasted myself on him, making it more exciting. I pushed his thighs wider and played with his balls while my tongue worked on his cock.
"Oh god," he growled.
The man I'd lived with trained me to be a phenomenal cocksucker, and I planned on employing all the techniques on my Dad.
I stroked behind his balls to his ass while I swirled my tongue around his now stiff shaft. The head was tucked in my cheek while I gently used my teeth to rub the soft skin. He gasped, and his hips began to move. I sucked up to the head and grazed my teeth on the satiny mushroom head.
"Oh fuck, Audrey... Damn... Yeah, suck your Daddy's cock," he whimpered.
He held my head and sucked in a sharp breath when I twirled my tongue around the rim and flicked the underside of the rim.
"Oh god, honey..." he groaned louder.
I kneeled between his legs, my hair fanned on his chest and abdomen. I brushed his balls and cock with it, then trailed it across. His hips began to rock harder, and he moaned louder and continuously.
I took his cock to the back of my throat, and he jerked, and I sucked hard to the end. He moved, wanting it faster, but I had control. I pressed in at the base of his balls, and he sucked air in pleasure. I fucked his cock with my mouth quickly a few times, then stopped. He groaned. I gathered my fingers around the base of his balls and squeezed.
"Oh god honey, yeah... What that fuck... Do it... Yeah..." He moaned and grunted as I gently tugged on his balls.
I sucked his cock back into my mouth while I tugged on his balls, and he shouted, thrusting up. I let him fuck my mouth while each thrust pulled on his balls. As he got closer, I let go and began to scratch the sensitive skin. His body shuddered.
He got louder and fucked my mouth faster when suddenly he arched, went rigid, and pumped his sweet hot seed into my mouth.
I crawled up his body and kissed him, sharing his seed with him. He held my head and swept his tongue through my mouth.
"Damn, Audrey. What the fuck." He rasped.
"Am I the best cocksucker ever?" I smirked.
"Oh my god. The best ever. I'm not even going to ask where you learned to do all that," he laughed.
We got up, showered, and went down to find something to eat. Connie was still off with her husband, so the refrigerator was getting empty.
I grabbed the last strawberries and whipped cream and pushed myself onto the counter's edge. He found some cheese and cold cuts and ate a sandwich.
We were both naked, which I assumed we would be from here on out.
When he put his plate in the sink, I squirted whipped cream on my nipples.
"Ah, you know I was even going to say, I know what I wanted to eat, but it wouldn't fill my stomach."
He moved between my thighs and tongued the cream off and my nipples into hard bullets.
Watching my Dad's head between my legs drove me to new heights. He held the back of my knees and spread me wider. I leaned on my elbows because the vision was just so hot.
He sucked onto my hard clit, and electric shot through my body. I screamed out a loud orgasm as he kept his mouth against my pussy and ate.
"This is the sweetest thing I've ever eaten," he said, licking up the length of my slit. His face was wet with my juices, and I pulled him up to kiss him, reeling in the scent of myself in his mouth.
"Alan, you eat pussy like a pro... I'm not going to ask where you learned that from," I smiled, and he laughed.
"Well, I haven't worn a chastity belt all my life, He grinned, returning to putting our sandwiches together.
"And I'd hate for a sexy man like you to go to waste. I'm glad you've enjoyed life. You deserve it," I said sincerely. I was curious about his women, though. "I'm sure your current squeeze misses you."
He took a bite of his sandwich and was thoughtful. After a bit, he said, "Yes, she does. I'm not going to say I haven't been seeing someone. I have. But we don't have any future plans together. We are just sexually compatible."
"So, you both like sex. Is she a good fuck?"
He looked at me and said, "I thought she was. Until now." He leaned against the edge of the counter. "I was serious when I said I've never felt anything close to what I'm feeling with you." He shrugged. "I suppose some of it is the taboo nature of our actions."
"The forbidden," I said. Yes, that does make it more intriguing, but it isn't forbidden in my mind."
"Nor mine. We are Alan and Audrey, lovers who can't get enough of each other. I'm sure a parent and offspring's deep love enters it. The thought of what if in our memories."
He nodded. "You mean, like, what if you hadn't gone across the country for school? Would we have fucked then?"
I shrugged. "It is a thought."
"It is, yes. But you wouldn't be the woman you are today. I wonder if regrets would have entered into if we had had sex while you were in college."
"I've thought about that since I've been here. I've been attracted to you since I saw you at the airport. I barely remembered you because you'd changed so much."
"Since we're confessing, you aroused me at first sight, too. I got hard when we hugged at the airport. Of course, I felt like a perv. And yes, I, too, have had a few fantasies of us together when you were in college," he admitted.
"Oh? Fantasies? Do tell," I said, feeling myself getting wet again.
He smiled knowingly. "Okay... One was that there was a loud thunderstorm during the night. You climbed into my bed--which you never did," he said, laughing. I wiggled impatiently. "You snuggled against my side. But at eighteen, you were a woman with those fantastic tits, ass, and hips."
"Thunder and lightning clapped and frightened you said, Daddy, hold me closer. You slipped your thigh between mine. You always wore those oversized t-shirts and panties. Your t-shirt had ridden up when I put my arm around you, and as I pulled you closer, my hand captured your breast," he sighed, his cock hardening at the memory of his fantasy.
"Mmm, Daddy, that's hot... Go on..."
"I said you had early classes the next day, and we needed to sleep. I hadn't moved my hand, and your nipple got so hard I was compelled to move my palm to rub it. You moaned so softly. I shushed you and told you to go to sleep."
"So hot," I murmured. My pussy was dripping, and his cock stood straight out in front of him.
"Your thighs were around mine; your pussy was so hot and wet on my skin. You began to hump on my leg, and I moved my hand to your ass, intending to stop you. But you said, Daddy, I ache so bad. Please help me. I squeezed your ass and pulled you tighter against me," he hesitated, swallowing hard. Lost in the memory he'd made up.
"Mmm, god, this is incredible," I moaned. "Did I come?"
"You did. Your body shook, and you cried out. You were eighteen, so I don't know if you were a virgin then or not. In my fantasy, you were," he chuckled. "Phew, I knew I could have some hot fantasies... But not this hot."
"Do you have more fantasies? Do we fuck?" I asked, aroused and wanting more.
"Yes, I did, and yes, we did, but I'm saving them for another time," he grinned, stroking his hardness.
"Come for me, Daddy," I said, watching the grip on his cock get harder and faster. He grunted out each arc of hot seed.
"Mmm, yes, I think we would have ended up fucking had I stayed," I smiled, and he nodded.
After a long body, body-rubbing, orgasm-inducing shower, we dressed. Alan picked up his phone and scowled.
"Your lover wondering where you are?" I guessed.
"Honestly, yes, it is. She has been out of town and will be back soon."
My stomach did a somersault. I wasn't ready to share him with anyone. I could deal with women in his past, just not now, current girlfriends.
.

~~ALAN~~


chapter 12

.
Carrie was back, texting and insisting on getting together. She wanted me to come to her house, so we'd have privacy from my daughter. She had decided it was okay that I didn't want my daughter to know I was dating a younger woman, and she wouldn't argue about it with me.
I could have made excuses, jumped in the car and drove over to fuck Carrie's brains out. Had I gone this long without sex, I would have, without a doubt. There was only one pitfall to that.
I was no longer interested in Carrie. I'm sure she will wonder what happened. Why so suddenly? Especially since we were so compatible sexually. Why I would give up fucking like rabbits with her to nothing. Just because my daughter was on the scene.
There was no real excuse but that. The truth. Obviously, using it was impossible. I mean, I can't precisely tell Carrie that I'm not fucking my daughter, but I'm happy with her being around, sorry.
I weighed whether it would be best on the phone or in person. In-person would mean that Carrie would use any trick of seduction to change my mind. There was no consideration I'd give in, but I didn't want to deal with it. We never made future plans. In all honesty, it was about sex for us both.
I called her from the pool house.
"Hey, Carrie," I said, hoping my voice didn't sound as flat to her as it was to me. "How was your trip?"
"Alan! God, I thought you'd never call. I need to see you! Plan on the night because I want to fuck your brains out," she growled in her sexy voice.
Swallowing hard, I said, "I've been thinking about it, and I don't think we should see each other anymore." I cringed at myself, but it was too late to rephrase.
"What the fuck? Are you serious? No fucking way. Are you dumping me?" she cried, her voice rising.
"Carrie, you know as well as I do, we were never forever. We had no future. You're young and must think about someone to spend your life with. We both know that isn't me."
"I cannot believe you're dumping me," she repeated. "Do you have a girlfriend? Younger? Sexier?"
"No! No girlfriend. I'm not dating anyone, Carrie. I think it's best for both of us. For so many reasons. I--" It occurred to me that I was talking to silence. She cut our connection.
I knew she wouldn't take it well. I understood that. She was blindsided. I would have been, too, if the tables were turned. But it is what it is. I can't be unfaithful to Audrey.
We sat at the pool after dinner. Audrey filled both our glasses with wine.
"You've been quiet today," she said, studying me.
I took a couple of hearty drinks of wine and rested my head back. "Honestly, I told the woman I've been seeing we were over. She didn't take it well."
"I'm sure. Is that what you really wanted to do? I mean, did you look at the big picture of me, you, and her?"
"I know exactly what I'm doing and why," I replied immediately. "I know who I want and need."
"I can't say I'm disappointed. I would have set you free, though, you know," she said softly.
"You would have, I can see that. But I know what I want and who I want. She asked me if I was seeing someone else, and I said no," I admitted.
"You could hardly say yeah, my daughter and I are fucking," she said, not without a bit of humor.
"Oh, but I wanted to," I grinned. "It was compelling. I don't know why. No one can find out about us, I know. But still... Maybe it was just for the shock value."
It wouldn't do for Audrey to ever see Carrie.
.

~~AUDREY~~


chapter 13

.
After the talk with his girlfriend, I sensed a certain relief in Alan. I still didn't have a good sense of their relationship, but I assumed it was more sexual than emotional. I'd been on that side and knew how painful it was to lose someone you'd invested your time in. I felt for her.
The following day, I went to the pool house after my run. Alan concentrates on his workouts and never knows when I will come in, which gives me the advantage of ogling his body while he works on those muscles.
He was resting on the bench when I stepped up to the end.
"Aud, I didn't hear you come in."
His eyes raked over me and filled with lust. My white sports bra was soaked in sweat, clinging to my tits. My nipples grew as he watched and as I watched his cock stir in his shorts. I peeled it off and tossed it aside. While I shimmied out of my running shorts, his cock tented the knit fabric.
Locking eyes, I straddled the bench while he raised his ass, I pulled his shorts to his thighs. His cock popped up and lolled heavily back on his stomach. Never taking my eyes from his, I held his cock up and slid down the pole, grinding when he bottomed out.
"Oh god damn, Aud," he groaned, his eyes squeezed shut in ecstasy. "So fucking good..." The height of the bench allowed me to rise almost off and slide back down again. "Oh fuck, honey, you're killing me... God damn..." he moaned as I rode harder and faster.
Suddenly, I tossed my head back and shouted out a screaming orgasm. He roared, pushed up, nearly bucking me off, and exploded deep inside me.
Once we had caught our breaths, I leaned over, kissed him, and said, "Good morning, Alan."
"Grrrrr," he plays growled and pulled me down. "My little sexpot," he said, grinning.
"You tease me with that big Daddy dick, and that's what you get!" I giggled, kissing him.
"Let's go shower, honey," he said with other intentions in his eyes.
The rain shower fell on our overheated skin. Alan pulled me against him, and we kissed passionately. I held his face between my hands and looked into his eyes.
"I love you, Alan. I fucking love you. Beyond our family love. I'm in love with you."
"I've wanted to say it but didn't know how. I wasn't sure how you'd take it... But I'm in love with you too, honey. So very much."
We ran our hands over each other's bodies, making them slick with sandalwood-scented soap. Then, we lovingly washed each other's hair. It was all punctuated with sweet kisses.
I was pulling out yogurt and fruit for breakfast when the loud ring of the doorbell startled me. It was the first time I'd heard it. No one ever stopped by. I looked at Alan, who seemed somewhat alarmed.
"Wait here," he said, pulling on a pair of shorts from the laundry basket.
I heard voices but couldn't make out the words. I stood by the door and could tell the visitor was a woman. Alan's voice was agitated, and her voice was louder. They began to argue.
I wrapped a towel around me and stepped out of the kitchen. A younger woman about my age was plastered against his body. He held her back. He was telling her she had to leave, and she was begging to stay and for him to reconsider. Something stopped me in my tracks about her voice.
Stepping into their vision, I could get a better view of her. "Carrie?" I wasn't sure that was who I was looking at.
She glared at me. "Yes, Audrey. It's me. Are you surprised that it's me that your Dad is fucking?"
The scowl on her face turned questioning as she noticed I stood in nothing but a towel.
I was incredulous that the woman Dad was fucking was a girl I went to high school with. We were on the cheerleading squad together. We ran around all through school.
"Dad? Is this who...?"
He nodded. "I didn't know how to tell you, Audrey. Then," he shrugged, "It didn't make any difference anymore."
"Are you fucking her?" Carrie screeched. "That's your daughter!" she said, flinging her arm towards me.
At the same time, we both said NO!
"Don't be ridiculous, Carrie," Alan said, with a convincing look of disgust on his face.
"Well, what the fuck, you're standing here in shorts so thin your dick sticks out, and she's naked in a towel. Sure looks intimate to me!" Carrie screamed, her face red.
"I just came in from the shower and on my way up to my room," I said. "I don't know what Dad was doing." She blinked at me with a little less rage. "Which is where I'm going now. You two need to talk."
I saw Dad's incredulous look before I left.
Minutes later, he appeared at my door.
"Audrey, I can explain--"
"You don't owe me an explanation. You had a life before me. I get that." I sat on the edge of my bed. "At first, I was shocked that it was Carrie you were fucking." I unwrapped the towel, tossed it on the floor, and leaned back on my pillows. "Then I realized I'm a much more awesome fuck than her, and you are much better off with me."
I looked down and saw Carrie was right. Those thin shorts allowed his dick to stick out... Especially now that it was coming to life. I tipped one knee over the other to strike a pose.
"Now I think it's time," he shoved his shorts off, and his cock sprung up, "to fuck my daughter just like the accused."
"You were charged with the crime, yes," I said most seriously, watching him slowly step to the bed. "Incest of the first degree. Although I'm not a child, I am your grown-up daughter to use and abuse."
"Mmm," he knelt on the bed, his cock standing straight out and throbbing. "There is daughter neglect."
"I could charge you with that if you neglect me and don't give me the sex I need," I said solemnly.
He kneed my legs apart and put my ankles on his shoulders, spreading my pussy. "How about aggravated rape?"



"I could be aggravated if you fuck me and withhold my orgasm. Very aggravated," I said with a scowl.
He slid his hands down my inner thigh to spread my pussy lips. "I could charge you with indecent exposure," he said with a moan.
I sucked in a quick breath. "I think we have quite a list of offenses we must work off."
"Right now, I'm going to commit an act of incest to the most awesome degree," he growled, slowly sliding his fat cock into me.
"Oh my god, Daddy," I cried when he hit bottom. "Drives me crazy when you do that."
"You know, we almost got caught, honey," he said, driving in faster. "She knew. She saw my dick get hard."
"Oh god yeah, fuck me hard," I cried out. The fact that we might get caught is sending me over the edge. "I'm coming!" I shouted.
My cunt clamped down on his throbbing heat, and he growled loudly and drove deep and pumped his hot seed in deep.
He collapsed on me, and I grabbed his ass, loathe to lose him. He pushed up on his elbows and looked into my eyes.
"That made you as hot as it did me. The danger of almost getting caught."
"Fuck yeah. I don't think she'll do anything about it, though." I was guessing.
But what if she still wanted him. She could use the information as blackmail. Could I give him back? Could I share him?

~to be continued~
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~~ AUDREY ~~


chapter 14

.
Although we didn't hear from Carrie for weeks after that, I couldn't shake the thought that there was more. Intuition got me to the top of my field, and I never ignored it. It was strong enough that I didn't mention it to Alan to not worry him.
"Today is your last day of recess," Alan grinned, pouring our morning coffee.
"Ugh. I never thought I'd get used to not working because I love my work. But I am a little disappointed that it's over."
He put his arm around my shoulders and kissed my temple. "I have to run into work in the morning, but I'll be back, and we will be together this afternoon."
"Thanks, I'd love that."
I tipped my head back to kiss him. It quickly turned passionate. He slipped his hand into my silk robe and kneaded my tit. I moaned and squeezed the hard bulge that formed in his suit pants.
"That's so fucking sexy... I love seeing a man with a bulging hard-on in his suit. Especially when it's for me."
He looked down. "Now look what you've gone and done. How can I go to work with this?" His pants were now tented out.
"Well, we can't have you out in public looking like that. All the women would be wanting to get into your pants." I unzipped and carefully pulled his cock through the opening. "Good god, that's fucking sexy. Big fat dick sticking out of your pants. Sort of dirty old man style... Just what I like."
"God, Audrey, you drive me insane. If I had time, I'd take you right here on the kitchen counter."
I flicked my tongue across the tip to pick up the bead of precum that oozed from the tiny hole. Alan hissed through his teeth when my lips wrapped the head. I looked up at him while my lips slowly slid down the stiff shaft. I hummed when it hit the back of my throat.
"Oh, fuck honey," he moaned. "What you do to me with that mouth."
I swirled my tongue around the length as I sucked back up. I gripped the base hard and fucked his cock quickly with my mouth, then stopped. I heard his whimper. My fingers were tight against his pants zipper, pulling the skin tighter.
My teeth grazed the shaft, then across the head. Precum was leaking profusely, and I lapped the satiny head with my tongue.
"Fuck my mouth," I cried hoarsely.
He growled, held my head, and drove in and out of my mouth. I squeezed his balls through his pants, and he gasped for more. I scratched his balls through the thin pants fabric and sucked hard while he fucked my hot wet mouth.
"I'm coming honey, fuck, I'm coming," His cock throbbed hard before pumping his hot load into my mouth. I sucked it all down my throat.
I cleaned the ropy shaft with my tongue and licked the head clean, then carefully tucked it back in his pants and zipped him up.
"Have a good day, Daddy!" I smiled.
"My little sexpot. You're going to kill me one of these days," he said, kissing me and swiping his tongue through my mouth to taste the last vestiges of his come.
I spent the morning going over my notes. Those I would be working with would have come from the top of their class. They would be sharp, book-smart, and experienced. It would be a challenge teaching them, but one I was looking forward to.
.
Alan left before me the following day, and with some excitement, I headed to the compound. I had my pass to enter the building through the gate and facial recognition. I was ready to take them through their paces.
I walked in the door that evening, and Alan said, "Holy crap, how did they pay any attention to what you were saying?"
"Hmm?" I asked.
"I've never seen anyone sexier in business attire than you. But you could wear a feed sack and get cocks hard." He pulled me into his arms and kissed me passionately. "I missed you today."
I bumped the hardening mound in his shorts. "I can tell!"
"That's from seeing you just now. You are so hot in that suit. I'm going to shove that skirt up and fuck you like this," he growled, losing control.
He shoved me back onto the sofa. He rucked my pencil skirt up to my waist. Ripping my thong, he spread my nylon-clad legs. Elastic garters held them up and created pink marks on the pale skin of my thighs and he kissed each mark.
"Oh my god," I moaned.
His eyes glazed as he pushed open my suit jacket and ripped my blouse. The buttons clattered on the floor. My chest heaved with arousal, and my nipples ached and pushed through the white lace. He pulled it under my tits and began to suck and bite my nipples.
I dug my fingers into his head and shoved my tits into my mouth, needing more. He bit and pulled at my nipples. Frenzied from the pain, I dug my heels into the sofa and rocked up. He pushed his shorts under his balls and drove in. We began to fuck frantically.
I ran my hands down his back and dug my nails into his ass as it flexed each time I drove harder and deeper. He began to suck on the soft white flesh leaving tiny bruises.
"More dammit!" I cried out.
I rocked up to meet him. Our bodies slammed together. My nails clawed up his back. I held my tits together so he could take both nipples into his mouth. He bit harder and tugged, and I thrust up harder.
The sound of our harsh, heavy breaths, skin slapping, and bodies banging together filled the room lewdly. It hit him like a freight train. He barked loudly, reared up, and drove deep, shoving me so hard my head hit the arm of the sofa.
I screamed. My cunt clamped down on his dick so hard it stunned him. Hot, wet heat poured out of me and ran down his balls. He grunted and pumped loads of come deep inside me.
He collapsed next to me on the sofa, laying half on top of me, his head on my tits.
"Oh, baby," he huffed.
My chest heaved, soft breasts cushioning his head. "Oh fuck," I whimpered.
"Did I hurt you?" he asked.
"Nooooo. Damn. I loved it. You're going to be all scratched to hell, though," I mused.
"And I fear you will have a few bites and bruises."
"Damn, Daddy, you were hot," I breathed, holding his head to my tits. Even at rest, he would nuzzle them. "I almost came when you ripped my blouse open, you know. Fuck, that was savage."
"Mmm, yeah. When I saw you looking so professional in that suit, and I thought of your coworkers fantasizing about fucking you, something just snapped. I knew I had to be inside you immediately. I was compelled. I lost control."
"I loved it."
.
The week went well, better than I'd ever expected. The crew I taught was sharp and quickly took it all in. That and their previous experience would take them next level.
I decided to go off campus for lunch. The town was small, and there was only one place to eat, so there were no decisions.
As I read through the menu, a shadow fell over the table.
"Carrie."
"Audrey, can we talk?"
I had no reason not to talk to her. The fact that she had been my Dad's lover was history.
"Sure, sit down. I don't have much time, though. I'm on lunch break," I said, turning to give the waitress my order.
"I don't have much time either. I usually do carry out, but I saw you and..."
"So, what have you been doing since high school?" I asked, sincerely interested.
That brought out her passion, and she rapidly went through what had happened over the years. She obviously was a whiz at real estate and had found her calling.
"Your Dad was instrumental in helping me start my business, CJP Property Group," she said proudly. I stopped mid-bite and quickly recovered.
"I'm glad you are so successful. Sounds as though you've worked hard for it."
"So, what are you doing now, Audrey?" She leaned back as the server set the plate in front of her.
"Oh, I haven't done much really. Sort of at loose ends right now. That's why I'm here. To rethink what I want to do in life," I lied.
"Really? I'm surprised. You always seemed so goal-oriented. I thought you'd be deep into a career by now," she said.
"I guess I should be. At our age, we should be, anyhow," I laughed. "I'm sure I'll get my bearings soon and find something I like."
She laughed, seemingly appeased by my rationale. "Say, I'd love to get together sometimes... If you're comfortable with that?" she asked carefully.
"I would love that, Carrie! What's past is history," I smiled, opening the door and knowing Dad would not be happy about this, but a niggling little thing made me want to stay in touch with Carrie.
I got to my car and sent a quick text to a coworker before heading back to campus.
.

~~ALAN~~


chapter 15

.
Having Audrey here was a dream come true in so many ways. Although I was shocked at myself. I'd never lost control like I did with her.
Seeing her in that suit, it was like she was a different person. I realized then she had a life that I had no clues about. All I knew was that she was top of her field, being recognized widely for what she did. Whatever that was. I never questioned her because I knew she couldn't tell me anyhow.
That night at dinner, she dropped the bombshell that she'd met up with Carrie at lunch, and they planned on spending time together.
"I'm not sure how you feel about that?" she questioned.
"Well, honey, it's your life. I have no say. It will be somewhat complicated, but we can get through it." I sounded sure, but I wasn't. There had been a strong sexual connection between Carrie and me. Could she get past that? Would she?
Audrey smiled. "Great, I think we can get past it all. She seems like a nice person and very successful with her business. She said you were a huge help in getting it off the ground."
I nodded. "She's a smart girl and industrious. It was the next step, and she wanted something beyond being a real estate agent. She began to buy houses to flip. She formed her own company and put contractors on the payroll, so she didn't need to rely on outside help."
"So, everyone that works for her is on her payroll?" she questioned.
I looked up at her and said, "Yes, no outsiders. That's pretty common though."
"Well, she does sound success-oriented! It will be fun getting to know her."
I couldn't help but wonder what more there was to this.
.
I didn't see Carrie for the next few weeks, although Audrey had spent time with her. Seemed they were on their way to being good friends. I can't say I was all that comfortable with it, but I was becoming used to Carrie being a topic of conversation at times.
"She has a gorgeous house..." Audrey commented one evening while we enjoyed the pool. "But I guess you've been there."
I nodded. "Yes, and you're right. Although it's a bit over the top for me."
"I agree. A bit ostentatious. I know she makes money in RE, but how can she afford all that? That big office building too? I was a bit surprised. I could see it if we were in Orlando, Tampa, or Miami, but this is still a pretty small town around here."
"I admit I was surprised when she went for a new build. I'd have guessed picking something up would be more her style. Honestly honey, I think she's in debt up to her eyeballs. She has quite a payroll for her business and adding the mortgages." I shrugged. "And yeah, not for this area."
Audrey leaned against the side of the pool, her arms extended wide. The water gently lapped at her gorgeous tits.
"What are you looking at," she smirked.
"What I always look at. Those tits," I countered.
"Doesn't seem fair. I love to look at your dick, but I can't."
I kneed her legs apart and pressed against her. "How's about feeling it?"
"You mean like this?" She wrapped her soft hands around my hardening cock. "And like this?" She thumbed the sensitive head. "Or this," she murmured, gripping it in slow strokes. "Maybe this." She cupped my balls in her other hand.
"Oh yeah," I moaned. "You know all the tricks.
The water swirling around my balls and cock added extra stimulation, and I gritted my teeth to keep from flying too far, too fast.
"Don't hold back on me," she whispered in my ear. She tugged on my earlobe with her teeth and softly panted in my ear. I moved my hand lower. "I love to hear you come. Fucking grunting each pump of your hot seed. I love when you hump me like an animal. Raw fucking sex. What's better than obscene and fucking wicked sex."
I've never had a woman talk as filthy to me as my daughter, and it is like fuel to my red-hot flame.
"Did you ever fantasize what it would be like to have Carrie and me at the same time?" she growled in my ear. "Your cock deep inside me with her riding your face... All those sweet juices on your lips... My cunt clamped on your dick... My hot juices running over your balls."
It never occurred to me, but the vision hit me like a ton of bricks. Those two beautiful bodies together were the first thing that came to mind, making my nuts boil.
"OH FUCK..." I shouted and began to slide my cock through her hands faster. She gripped tighter, thumbing the head each time. I grunted each pass, feeling it build. The vision of two beautiful naked women together rocketed me into the stratosphere, and I came with a shuddering wail.
She wrapped her arms around me. "Mmm, that was hot, Daddy."
"Where the fuck did that come from?"
"What? Oh, you mean Carrie and I with you?" The innocent look on her face wasn't lost on me.
"Hmm," she whispered, her tits floating and rubbing her nipples on my chest. Even though I'd just been satiated, my brain was aroused. "So, what if it was her and I together and you there?"
"For fuck sakes, Audrey. As a man, if he wants to be in bed with two women going at it. Really? I'm still a man and can guarantee my body will react."
"I'm not really all that interested in a threesome, but I just wanted to make sure it wasn't one of your fantasies. If so, I'd have been ready to go because I love seeing my Daddy gratified and blowing his load." I kissed him, amused by the shock on his face.
Audrey had moved into my bedroom after the first time we made love. We had each other all night, and we took advantage of that. I would often roll over and watch her sleeping. The covers tossed off, and her naked body was a feast for the eyes, which would often wake up the rest of my body. I never stopped wanting her.
I'd wake her up, my kisses up her thighs, parting them until I got to heaven. After her sleepy orgasm, we'd cuddle back to sleep.
.

~~AUDREY~~


chapter 16

.
I don't really know why I teased Alan about a threesome with Carrie and I... Well, yeah, I do. That's fantasy fodder. I knew he'd turn me down. But any man will imagine scenarios they'd likely never do in real life. If women would admit to it, they do, too.
I hated keeping Dad in the dark about this, but I can't share anything. Not at this point anyhow.
I had a coworker do a search on CJP Property Group. As his area of expertise, I knew he'd have answers. And he did.
CJP Property Group is a front for a money laundering group and has been on our list for some time, which is why it rang a bell when she said it. Carrie doesn't appear to be at the helm but is the public face. She would also be aware of what her corporation is being used for. That explained why there were no third-party workers and the price of that big house she lived in as well as the big office building.
This was out of my area, but I would gather information and pass it on since it was so convenient. The company had been on their radar for some time, but being relatively small-time, it was shoved down the list as bigger fish came along. My connection brought it to the top.
I needed to get close to Carrie. As you befriend a subject, they begin to unknowingly drop little hints. The more comfortable she is with me, the more likely she is to divulge information. As time went on, I could conduct a covert interrogation to add to her file.
Under the circumstances, I could assume the sexual relations between her and Dad would be in the back of her mind. The closer she was to us, the more likely she'd be to share information about the internal operations of her business.
Last in my plan is that I would include Dad if absolutely necessary. Only telling him the bare minimum. The less he knows, the better.
.
Carrie invited me over for dinner, and I went directly from campus.
Carrie opened the door and exclaimed, "That's a gorgeous suit!"
"Thank you. There's a wonderful store in Los Angeles. Let me know if you get that way, and I'll give you the name."
"I'd love that!" she said, leading me into the sunroom, where an icy pitcher of margaritas waited. "Hope you like?"
"Oh yeah," I smiled, taking the salt-rimmed glass. We chatted and finished our drinks.
She gestured to the exquisite pool. "How about a swim? The water is fantastic, and I have extra suits in the pool house."
"Sounds great. I'll change and meet you in the pool."
She was right. There were suits of all sizes and coverages. I chose the tiniest bikini I could find and slipped on a short cover-up.
Carrie was already in the water, similarly in a tiny bikini. I slipped into the water and swam to the fountain suspended via a bridge over the pool. Swimming under it took you to a grotto.
"This is impressive, Carrie."
"Glad you like it. It's fun having someone here with me. I don't have many friends. Just mostly through business." I felt a tinge of sadness at her candid honesty.
I swam under the waterfall and laughed as the water pounded down on me. She followed, doing the same, and we swam into the grotto.
I laughed, seeing her bikini top askew from the force of the water. I looked down and saw the fabric moved aside and my breasts bare. We both laughed.
"Fuck it!" I said, pulling my top off and throwing it off to the side. Carrie giggled and did the same.
"You know I was always jealous of your breasts. Wished mine were bigger," she admitted.
"Yours are hot! You don't need them bigger. And you have fabulous nipples." I moved in front of her and thumbed her nipples. I smiled at her surprise, then the arousal that crossed her face.
"Audrey, I've never been with another woman," she admitted.
"Neither have I. Just played." I kneaded her tits while her nipples grew long like bullets. "God, look how long and hard your nipples are." She moaned. "it is nice that another woman knows what feels good, hmm?"
"Oh yeah," she murmured, her chest heaving.
I sucked a long bullet into my mouth and teased it with my tongue. I have never seen nipples like this. I kneaded her tits and began a rhythmic pace, and she held my head in her hands.
"Oh Audrey... God don't stop... I'm gonna come," she cried out.
"Your breasts are so sensitive," I whispered.
"Your Dad... I'm sorry." She began to talk about Dad but stopped. I know it was something sexual.
"That's okay, Carrie. You can tell me what he did to you. I'm alright with it," I said, meaning every word.
"I didn't want to make you uncomfortable... Talking about sex with your Dad. I'm glad you're okay with it. He was a big part of my life."
I almost felt sorry for her. Until I remembered the rest of the story. She could have taken Dad with her if she went down for money laundering since he was helping with the business to a certain extent.



"I know he was. I'll admit, even I think he's sexy. I hadn't seen him in ten years and hardly recognized him at the airport," I said truthfully.
"Oh wow, then I could see how you could be attracted to him."
"Yes, but I don't think he would agree to anything between us. Being Dad and daughter, I mean," I sighed. "That's beyond kinky."
"Maybe if someone else were involved. Someone that could maybe introduce you to the experience."
"Oh?" I questioned, knowing full and well what she was getting at.
"I mean if Alan and I were together, and he was so hot that when you joined in, he wouldn't care... You know what I mean," she smiled conspiratorially.
"I do, and you are a naughty girl. I can see why Dad was hot for you," I grinned.
"We are looking like prunes. We better get out and lay in the sun a bit," she said. Back under the waterfall, we went, then pulled two chaises next to each other.
"Mmm, the sun feels so good," I murmured. "I wish it would always be like this, but I need to do some job hunting."
"You're looking for a job? I can fit you in the corporation. I'm always looking for help. Actually, I can use a personal assistant," she said eagerly.
"Oh, I can't take advantage of you like that! We're friends!"
"I insist. You're now an employee of CJP Property Group!"
I grabbed her hand and squeezed it. "How can I ever thank you, Carrie!" I smiled.
.

~~ALAN~~


chapter 17

.
"Alan, we need to have a serious talk."
I looked at Audrey and could tell by the look on her face this meant business. I grabbed a beer and sat in the living room.
"I can't tell you all the details. Yet. Only the ones that involve you."
"Involve me?" This was really getting serious.
"Trust that I have every good reason to ask this. I would never put you in a position that would make you uncomfortable, so if after I explain it, you are, I'll make something else work."
I blinked, not following. "Go on, tell me what you can. I can assume this is about your job?"
She nodded. "It is. Something unexpected. Something I didn't plan on doing, but I have to do what's right."
"Okay, I understand. And yes, you need to do what's right."
She looked down at her hands for a moment. "I need you to begin your relationship with Carrie again."
I swiped a hand down my face. This was not what I was expecting. "I assume that it's for a damn good reason?" He frowned. "This doesn't have anything to do with you talking about a threesome, does it?"
"Oh, it is. Very good. I can tell you eventually, but not now. The less your involvement, the better," she warned. "And not really; I just asked in case you wanted Carrie, too."
I nodded, understanding. "Can you give me more details on how you want me to establish this relationship?"
She tucked her legs up underneath her. "I'll start at the beginning of what I can tell you. For reasons, I have to get close to Carrie. Both personally and professionally. She offered me a job, and I will begin there tomorrow, so I'm in business." As she talked, things became more evident. "This is where you come in." She smiled.
"I thought we might be getting to me," I laughed.
"Yeah, this is where you come in. Amusingly enough, Carrie wants to try to set us up together. With her as a third."
"A threesome? Menage a trois? An FFM?" That astounded me. I wasn't sure where we were headed, but it wasn't there. "Did she think it through that she's suggesting incest between father and daughter?"
She laughed. "Yes, however you want to put it. I was thinking that it might be hot doing a little roleplaying."
I threw my hands up. "But as a fake thing, okay, but nothing permanent. No relationship. Just sex." She nodded.
"Mmm, damn, but you're a hot fucking Daddy," she murmured, her eyes lusty. "No wonder I love to ride your pole."
"Go on, tell me the rest before we get sidetracked. We can talk more about the FFM later. In bed."
"Oh god, verbal fantasies," she murmured, a dreamy, lustful look in her eyes. "Okay, back to business. I need her to trust me. The only way to do that is to give her information about me that she thinks she could hold over my head. Like how I'm fucking my own father." She hesitated. "Should it ever come up? I can guarantee you it will not. It will be over and done with before that would come up."
"It seems farfetched now, but I trust the ends justify the means."
"Oh! Most certainly," she indulged with a touch of sarcasm
"It's a little extra thrill to know she's a criminal. Corrupt. A thug in my bed," I said smiling.
"I'll show you what sinfully depraved is later, you hot fuck." She smirked.
"Maybe we should rehearse this depraved sinner act later. In bed. After we talk about how the FFM will work." I swallowed hard just thinking about it already.
"Daddy, you are a bad, bad boy," she admonished with a glint in her eye.
.

~~AUDREY~~


chapter 18

.
I saw that Dad was getting into his role, and I liked it. He deserves all the pleasure he can get. He found a sexy movie, and we were snuggled into bed.
"You know, we will both have to act innocent, right?" I asked.
"I think so, but you better go over the rules, so I know what's happening."
"Carrie thinks getting us together is her idea. I've already been unsure about the whole thing with her, so she's trying to talk me into it," I said. "She doesn't need to know how perverted I am already."
He laughed. "I'd love to hear how someone would talk someone else into committing incest. I mean, either you are interested, or you aren't. I don't see any grey areas. But that's just me."
"I tend to agree. Either you're open to it, or you're not. But thankfully, in this case, no real decisions have to be made."
"Does Carrie realize it would have to be consensual? I mean, what if I were opposed to it? She hasn't even approached me about it yet," he questioned.
"Her theory is men think with their dick, and once you see me hot and ready for you, that's it," I chuckled. "Hmm, but now I think about it..."
He pulled me over him. "You are always hot and ready for me, babyyyy," he growled, and I giggled.
"Oh god, am I ever. From the first moment at the airport. I thought, who is this sexy fucker? I need to get into his pants. And here we are, and here I am," I said, giving his dick a squeeze.
"Damn, you do know how to get me going," he murmured in my neck. "Talk dirty like that when she's in bed, and Carrie may be shocked."
"Shocked? Why?" I wondered.
"Because Carrie and I never had the hot sex you and I do. Not even close."
"Ohhhhh, okay." I slipped my thigh between his and rocked my hip into his heated shaft. "I think just the fact that the three of us will be together will make all the difference. Level the playing field, as it were."
He sucked in a breath. "Yeah, I admit, a threesome does add fuel to the fire." He rolled me onto my back and showed me just how hot he burned.
.

~~ALAN~~


chapter 19

.
The days came quicker than I thought, and it was the evening of Carrie at my door. Audrey had planned a late entrance... all set up with Carrie.
"Carrie! Come in!" I hugged her, immediately nervous because I felt nothing emotional for her anymore. But I know I'd have to play through for Audrey's sake.
"Alan, you're looking sexy as always," she murmured, giving me an appreciative up and down.
I was prepared for the event in knit shorts and no shirt. My cock was semi-hard and put on a good enough show so that she didn't notice he was only at half-mast.
"And you look ravishing yourself," I leered.
A mini halter dress left little to the imagination. Carrie had a gorgeous figure, but nothing like my daughter's curves.
"Mmm, it has been so long, Alan. It's great to see you," she said, seductively moving in for a kiss. Her mound ground into my cock, which brought it to full attention. I cupped her ass and pulled her into me.
"Yeah, but we can make up for it tonight, hmm?" I wasn't supposed to know that Audrey would walk in at the opportune time, and we would get together at Carrie's direction. It sounded hot enough that I was getting cranked up. "Let's get more comfortable."
All traces of Audrey had been removed from the room, and everything was fresh and clean.
I turned, and Carrie had already dropped her dress, and not unsurprisingly, she was naked underneath. Her eyes grew lusty, seeing my cock tenting out of my shorts.
"I'm glad you're happy to see me, too," she murmured. "You always did drive me wild, Alan. I missed the hot sex we used to have."
"Oh yeah, me too," I said, not meaning it. I hoped Audrey would come in soon because I wasn't sure I could fake it. Even though my cock was ready, my brain wasn't following.
I heard the creak of the floorboards in the hall and was relieved. Audrey walked in, naked and breathtaking.
"Audrey!?" I said, shocked.
"Now Alan, I know you've thought about fucking your daughter. With that body? Come on." Audrey smirked behind her back. "You fantasized about it, didn't you?"
"Umm, I guess I have, but it's not right. I'm her father!"
Audrey said, "I feel the same. It's so wrong to do this. It has all been Carrie's idea, Daddy."
"Come closer, Audrey. Look at how hard he is for you. I know you've wondered about him, too. I mean, you've been living together for a while now. Any red-blooded woman would be attracted to this body."
She smoothed her hands up and down my chest and over my stomach. "Come here and feel his hard muscles."
Audrey nervously touched my chest, but Carrie put her hand over Audrey's and rubbed it over my chest. I sucked in a sharp breath because this between the two of them was hot.
Carrie smiled and said, "See how he's reacting to your touch?"
She continued to guide Audrey's hand down over my stomach, right to the base of my cock. Audrey moved her hand away.
Carrie rolled Audrey's nipples. "Your nipples are hard." Audrey moaned. "She has fabulous tits, Alan." I groaned in agreement. Audrey's hand was still on me, hovering around the base of my cock, driving me crazy. "Taste them, Alan," Carrie commanded.
Audrey stepped forward and arched her back almost too enthusiastically, but Carrie didn't notice. She was too busy directing us.
I cupped each tit and latched on to one of her nipples.
Carrie leaned forward and caught the other nipple in her mouth. The sight of that rocketed higher. Carrie kneaded her tit while she sucked and pulled her nipple longer.
Audrey's body shook, and she continuously moaned. I knew she was being affected by this as much as I did.
"Kiss her," I growled at Carrie.
They came together in a way that showed me it wasn't their first time. Audrey gave my cock a squeeze before putting her hands on Carrie's ass to pull her into her. Their tits were mashed together, and their kisses were hot.
I slid my hands over their bodies while my cock throbbed painfully, showing me just how hot it was to be with two women.
They opened their arms and pulled me into the group. Our tongues tangled. Two hands were on my ass, massaging and squeezing. My arms were around them to keep their tits together. When their nipples teased, they moaned. I was afraid a touch of my cock would set me off.
I pulled myself back on the bed and watched them. Their kisses were passionate, their mounds rocking together. Audrey's fingers dug into Carrie's firm ass as she slid a thigh over her.
Audrey pushed Carrie into the bed and followed her. Their lips never parted. I moved closer to the writing hot bodies and slipped my hand between Carrie's legs, and was able to tease both of their soft pussies. They cried out into each other's mouths when I thumbed Carrie's clit and rubbed Audrey's with my finger.
They rocked into each other at the pace I set, and the volume of arousal was louder as I took them higher.
If there was anything hotter on this earth than being in bed with two sexy women who were hot for each other, I didn't know what it was. I didn't realize how much either was into other women, so this was a shock, and I loved it.
They came together, their juices pooling in my hand, running down my fingers and hand. My hand was clamped between their thighs as they moaned out their orgasms.
They separated and rolled back, each of them partially lying across me.
"Oh my god, Alan," Carrie huffed. She lifted her head and saw Audrey's head on my stomach, so near my cock I could feel her heavy breathing. "Suck it, baby, suck your Daddy's cock," she encouraged.
Audrey hesitantly touched the leaking precum with the tip of her tongue. I dropped my head because if I watched, I'd lose all control.
"That's it, baby. Make your Daddy feel good. Look at all that precum for you. Lick it off."
"MMmm," Audrey moaned, licking the shiny precum off the satiny head of my cock.
I sucked in a harsh breath. "Listen to him... How good you're making him feel... You're such a good girl."
Carrie's dirty talk drove me wild, and I didn't know how long I could hold out. I rocked up slightly, but it was enough that my daughter knew and wrapped her lips around the rim. I groaned louder, and she slid down to the base, my cock engulfed in her hot sucking mouth.
"Oh god, yeah," I moaned. "So good, Audrey. My good girl."
She went to work with her tongue and teeth, knowing what I love.
"Alan, she's so excited to taste your cock. She wants all that seed. The same seed you made her with."
Fuck. Carrie's talk was rocketing me higher and higher. Audrey could tell I was coming soon and clamped down, sucking harder and faster. Her soft hair teased my skin. The whole scene made me hotter than I'd ever been.
The first shot of come was fast, almost painful followed by more and more and more. I shouted so loud it echoed off the walls, and my body bucked uncontrollably. Audrey hung on and stayed with me until the end.
Carrie was looking at me with her mouth open. Audrey crawled next to me, her head on my shoulder.
"Did I do okay, Daddy?" she asked. I couldn't even look at her without giving us up.
"Oh honey, you did more than okay. Carrie guided you well," I added. "Good girl."
"Damn Alan, I've never seen you come that hard."
I still had my forearm over my eyes. "I guess when it's your daughter that's sucking you off, that happens. I don't know how to thank you for helping us get together, Carrie."
She crawled up and took my other shoulder. "Oh, you two aren't done yet. I want to see you fuck. Your big Daddy cock in her sweet pussy."
I swallowed hard at her words. Even though I'd been there plenty of times. When it's verbalized, it's a whole other thing.
"Oh god," Audrey said. "It's so big. I don't think I can take it all."
"Oh baby, you can, trust me," Carrie said.
They ran naked to the kitchen and brought back drinks and snacks. I was thankful because I needed extra time to recover from that.
A can of whipping cream came out, and Carrie covered Audrey's big tits and nipples until they were white mountains of cream. From there, Carrie went ahead to lick and nibble all the cream, leaving an aroused writhing Audrey.
Carrie parted her soft thighs and softly spread the cream on Audrey's pussy. "Eat it," she commanded.
I smashed my mouth into her waiting cunt and ate and licked every bit of the whipping cream while I nibbled and nipped her soft, smooth lips and sucked on the big clit.
Audrey dug her heels in and began to rock, rubbing her wet pussy on my face.
"Fuck her, Alan. Slide that big fat Daddy cock into your daughter. Make her moan."
I moved between Audrey's thighs, teased her cunt with the tip of my cock, and slowly slipped the head in.
"Oh, it's so big," she cried.
"Just take a little more, baby," Carrie encouraged. I felt her hand slide down my back, and she began to play with my balls.
I moaned, slipping a little more of my cock into her. Audrey moaned but pushed up.
"She wants your cock, Alan. Give it all to her. Make her feel so good." She continued to tug and scratch at my balls, making me want to drive into Audrey hard and deep, but I had to hold back.
"More Daddy, I want it all. Give me all your cock!" she shouted.
I drove deep and hard. Audrey shouted and began to thrust up, taking it deep.
"Oh yeah, baby, take his cock deep. Feels so good. Wait till he fills you with his hot seed. His balls are fat and full of ripe seed."
Carrie's words and the feel of Audrey's tight cunt squeezing my cock was rocketing me faster and higher. I began to thrust into her deeper and more demanding. My ears were ringing, and my teeth gritted as I got closer.
"Ohhhhhh my god, Daddy," Audrey cried out.
That was all I needed to slam into her with a geyser that emptied my balls. I collapsed to her side. Exhausted, Audrey spooned in front of me, Carrie behind, and we slept.
.

~~AUDREY~~


chapter 20

.
I don't know what I expected with the three of us, but it wasn't what happened. I would go from one orgasm right into mind-numbing arousal and need to come again.
Carrie's words and directives were like a blaze that continued to get hotter. I could tell they affected Dad the same way. Being father and daughter was something we just went along with. I'm sure had we been strangers that met, we'd have had the same sexual attraction. Carrie hammered it home that Dad was fucking his daughter.
Hearing the words from her mouth was inflaming and provoked incestuous thoughts, which created a need for Dad more than anything before.
Adding her naked body with us. Her soft skin rubbing us, her heat adding to ours, fueled our flames.
I woke with his arms wrapped around me. Over my shoulder, I saw her arm over his body. I feared jealousy when they were together, but it was the opposite. It turned me on to watch them interact.
He must have sensed I was awake because his cock began to harden against my ass. He cupped my tit in his hand, and I ground my ass into him.
I felt Carrie's hand between us, guiding his cock between my legs, but I rolled. Facing Dad, I pulled Carrie over him and began to kiss her. Dad rolled onto his back so she was half draped over him, and he began to knead her tits and pluck her nipples into long bullets. She moaned when he started to suck and bite.
"Fuck him, Carrie," I hissed.
She moved and straddled him. I held his rigid cock, and she slid down his pole. They both groaned. I teased her clit as she slowly slid up and down his cock. She came, and he grunted, his fingers digging into her hips as her cunt gripped him.
"Oh god, I've missed this so much, Alan."
She leaned on her shoulders and began bouncing her ass, fucking him faster. He squeezed her dangling tits. I ran my hands over his body, teasing his nipples. He looked at me, and we began kissing; I fucked his mouth with my tongue at the same pace she rode him.
I moved to straddle him behind her. I wrapped my arms around her and kneaded her tits, pinching and pulling her nipples. Her head fell back on my shoulder as she continued to bounce on him, my body tight to hers.
I palmed my hand down to her pussy. Feeling his cock moving I and out of her rocketed me higher. I teased her clit, and she screamed out an orgasm.
I tightly wrapped two fingers around his cock, against her pussy. They groaned louder at the tightness on his cock and the friction on her pussy.
"Oh fuck, don't stop," Alan groaned. I squeezed tighter so the tunnel he fucked was impossibly tight with wet heat. His cock was soaked with her juices that ran down his cock and over his balls.



Her pussy vibrated waves of orgasm on my fingers. Her head was still back on my shoulder, moaning out each crest.
Suddenly, he grabbed her hips and pulled her down on him just as I slipped my fingers out, and he grunted out each brutal wave that shuddered through his body.
"Oh fuck," she cried, falling next to us on the bed. "That did me in."
"I'm going to go turn on the shower," I said.
"I hate to fuck and run, but I have an early meeting and need to get home to get ready for that," Carrie said.
"Oh, I didn't see it on your schedule. Do you need me?" I had only been there for a few days but was tuning in to as much as possible.
"No, baby, it's out of town anyhow. You stay here and enjoy your Dad." She shuddered and gathered her clothes. "You two are impossibly hot together. Save some for me!"
"That was..." Dad started after we'd stepped under the spray. "Ummm, hard to find the words." He chuckled.
I ran my hands up his chest. "That was an experience most men would kill for, and I'd guess one of the hottest sexual experiences you've ever had?" I smiled.
"You got it!"
"Damn, honey, watching you two together nearly drove me crazy. Your soft bodies, so beautiful, your tits mashed together, kissing so passionately..."
"And Carrie riding your cock was my heat... I thought I'd be jealous, but not at all. It was so hot watching her ride you."
We lathered and rinsed. Wearing oversized terry robes, we headed downstairs to rustle up some food.
Dad put his sandwich down and took my hand. "You know, hot as all this was, I'm glad it's only temporary. I still prefer it to be you and me."
I smiled because I was thinking the same thing. "Let's enjoy it while we have it and look forward to our future."
.

~ to be continued ~
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~~ AUDREY ~~


chapter 21

.
The bureau had allowed me to temporarily split my time between this new assignment and my training. Carrie was often gone, but she gave me carte blanche with everything in her office under the circumstances. I was trained not to leave a trail and could easily and quickly go through records.
Although the employees couldn't access each other's computers, they were networked so that Carrie's computer could. Oddly enough, she didn't do that often. However, there was another computer in the network that did at this point, I could not ascertain who it was, which told me again, not surprisingly, that she wasn't the top dog.
Money laundering wasn't my forte, but I could send my findings to those who were. Since my computer was in the network, the bureau could use my computer to do some more digging.
They immediately began building a case against her and her company.
One day, Carrie came in after lunch; her face flushed and looked excited. She reached under the edge of her desk, and I heard the soft click of the lock on the door.
"Baby, you look good enough to eat," she said breathlessly.
She pulled me into her arms, and we began kissing. It quickly turned passionate, and she had us naked.
"Mmm, you always feel so good against me," I murmured. "So soft."
She buried her face in my tits, pinching my nipples longer. My pussy began to flow. She pushed me to the edge of her desk and stood between my thighs. Laying me back as he sucked my nipples before kissing down my stomach, leaving each inner thigh.
I moaned, feeling her breath on me. Her teeth nipped my lips and tugged, and I hissed between my teeth. Long, slow strokes of her tongue through the silky pink.
"You're so wet, baby. Is that all for me?"
"You get me so fucking hot," I moaned.
She had me bucking on her desk through an unending series of orgasms.
She kissed to my stomach. "You're just what I needed. All I could think of on the way back was eating your sweet cunt."
She straightened her clothes. "I must get to another meeting. I won't be back to the office today."
The lock clicked, and she was gone.
I had enough time to talk to employees during lunch. I noticed an extraordinary number of staff for a relatively small company. A few well-worded questions gave me the information I needed.
Each employee had a specific job, and none was complete from beginning to end. One staffer would start a project, and another one would pick up partway through, and so on. In the end, they never knew what they did in totality. They were paid well, so didn't suspect anything.
I'm sure if one person had done the job along the way, they would question some things that just weren't right—not quite above board. That said, it wasn't likely that any employee would go down with her.
I knew her partner had to have been offsite and the guiding hand for the whole operation. Carrie was also well compensated for making it all come together, but there was also a possibility that she didn't have a clue as to what was going on. Unlikely, but you never know.
I went home that night with answers to many questions and more questions that needed answers.
.
"So, exactly what do you do there?" Alan gathered what he needed for the grill. He looked at me with an arched eyebrow, waiting.
"Well, that's a good question." I took a long drink of my iced tea. "I don't do anything. Just sort of hang around and be there when she's there. Today, she had me on her desk while she ate me," I shrugged, giggling when Alan did a dramatic bug-eye.
"Are you serious? You don't have any duties, paperwork, nothing?" I shook my head. "You must at least make the coffee?" he laughed.
"Nope, someone else does that. I have an office that adjoins hers, so we can walk back and forth without the rest knowing how much time we spend together."
"Or when she has you naked on her desk," he said dryly. "That's why you're there!"
"Maybe," I smirked.
He picked up the tray and went out to the grill while I followed with our drinks.
"I do have access to everything on her computer. None of the file cabinets are locked."
"Wow, you'd think for what she does, she'd be locked down. Everything must be well hidden."
"I sent many files to the bureau to the department that deals with money laundering. They can be very clever in how they hide things. They also have access to the network via my computer."
The steaks sizzled on the grill, and he tended to them but said, "Hmm, do you think she might not even know what's going on in her own company?"
I set the steak platters off to the side of the grill to heat up. "I thought of that today, actually." I crossed my arms in front of me and watched him test the steak for doneness. "Although it's unlikely, it is a possibility. It can be complex, and real estate is an almost perfect laundering method. Overvaluing, under-the-table transactions, shell companies could be used for her quick flips."
"Will the bureau give you any information it finds?" He loaded the steaks on the platters and put the vegetable kebabs on the side.
It was a gorgeous evening. We ate outdoors by the pool.
"Mmmm," I said, nibbling on the first bite of my steak. "Perfect as always, lover."
He sucked in a sharp breath. "When you call me that..."
"I'll show you what I mean... Later." My look said it all. I ate a few more bites and added, "As far as what they tell me, it depends. It's not my department, so they don't owe me anything. They might only tell me what's pertinent to my job at the business." I shrugged. "I'm only supposed to be here training, and since this all is out of my area of expertise, I'm honestly not sure how it'll shake out."
"I'm just glad my part is over. I'm not sure how much more I could fake with Carrie," he cringed.
"Right, as far as she knows, she set us on the path to sin," I grinned.
We enjoyed a glass of wine afterward and relaxed.
"You look pretty fucking hot with no tan lines." I stretched my arms above my head in response. "You also have turned into such a tease. I should turn you over my knee and spank you."
"Like you never did when I was a kid," I laughed, and he agreed.
He languidly gave his cock a couple of strokes while his eyes stroked my body. I put a foot on each side of the lounger and slowly stood up, giving him the full effect. After lowering the back of his chair so he was flat, I leaned over and teased his lips with my nipples.
He immediately latched on and began to suck. His hands came up to knead each swaying globe. I was already wet. He never failed to arouse me.
I swung my leg over him and lowered my steamy cunt onto his throbbing cock. "I will never get tired of this, Daddy." I ground down and rocked. "How ready you are for me." I squeezed his cock with my inner muscles, and he groaned. "Anytime, anywhere. You spoil me."
I placed my feet flat on the ground and began to raise and lower my body. Up until just the tip of his cock was inside me, then down, taking him deeper.
"You spoil me, you sexy thing. There is nothing I love more in life than to be locked to you like this. The ultimate joining. That you're my gorgeous daughter just fans the fire inside me." I continued to take long, slow strokes with my pussy on his cock. "Oh fuck," he groaned.
His hands were on my thighs, his lusty eyes watching my big tits bounce as I rode him faster and harder. I threw my head back, my silky blonde hair trailing on his skin. He loved that, and I heard his quickened breath in response.
I leaned on his shoulders and fucked him in a different angle. His veiny shaft rubbed my clit, and my cunt clamped down for the first wave or orgasm. I squeezed my eyes shut and rode him while I rode it out. Hearing him grunting louder sent me into another wave. His fingers dug into my waist, and I knew he was close.
"Fuck me, Daddy. I love how you fuck me. Your big fat cock stretches my soft pink pussy... So hot and wet."
He shouted, held me down while his cock exploded inside me. I collapsed on his chest, holding his cock inside me as long as I could.
"Stay here." He held me on top of him. "You feel so damn good on me." He kissed my forehead. "Baby, I don't want anyone but you. You know that, right?"
"I do. The same for me."
"It was exciting to watch you and Carrie together... And to fuck you in front of Carrie. You're my lover, and that's all I want."
"I'm hoping to wrap this up soon. But..." I rolled my eyes. "I want to get back to training. I love it. Love working with all those talented and brilliant people."
"I can't imagine how much it takes to investigate and drive down through the layers of something like that."
"I love you so much, Daddy."
.
It turned out Carrie was ready for a repeat of our threesome. I invented a new deal Dad was working on in Cape Coral that took him away, sometimes overnight. She was disappointed but understood his work. I kept her happy and satiated with inner office fun. My interests were men. I liked cock too much, but as he said, we do what we must do to get the job done.
.

~~ALAN~~


chapter 22

.
I knew Audrey put Carrie off using my work as an excuse. It turns out I did have a development going in another part of Florida, so she was truthful. Sometimes, it's easy to get caught in our web of lies, and I didn't want that for her.
I came back from Miami the following week. My partner and I met with some monied backers who wanted in on the housing boom in Florida. They had the money; we had the know-how, so it was the perfect partnership.
Audrey was in the kitchen when I got home.
"I missed you so much," she cried, jumping into my arms.
"I missed you too, baby." Our kiss turned hot and passionate.
"Fuck me, Daddy. I need you inside me now," she whimpered while pushing me into a kitchen chair and fishing my cock through my open zipper.
She slid on, moaning in ecstasy.
"Oh, honey." It felt good to be inside her. That was home. Besides the obvious, there was always a sense of satisfaction as soon as I felt the grip of her cunt, the steamy heat of her depth.
She rode me wildly. I held her hips and rocketed along with her. Her tits bounced in the thin t-shirt. The sound of our sex echoed off the walls. The scent of our sex permeated the air.
She fucked me on a mission, intent on bringing us both to the pinnacle. I gritted my teeth to hold off as long as I could, but it had been days since I was inside her and I felt the current flow through me.
I groaned, my cock throbbed hard, and she moaned. We both shouted out together as the liquid heat consumed us.
She stayed on my lap; my cock trapped. "Oh, Daddy,"
We were fully clothed but still locked together. The way it should be.
"I missed you too, honey. More than I can say."
She looked around. "I guess it's a good thing that Connie quit staying home with her husband. She'd have gotten an eye full," she giggled.
"She'd have been shocked for sure!" She laughed. "Say, I'm going to take you out for a special night."
"Oh? Fun!"
"Yes, but I get to pick your dress. We'll go shopping for it tomorrow."
"Well, that's intriguing, but of course, I'd love that."
"I'm pretty sure you'll like this place."
.
The next day she came out of the dressing room and said, "This must be some kind of place if I can wear this!"
"If you're not comfortable with it—"
"No!" She stopped me. "I'm feeling pretty naughty in it."
"Good. That's the whole point."
We stopped for lunch, and then she needed shoes and found the highest stilettos in the store. Perfect.
The next evening, we drove to Orlando into a quiet warehouse district. Cars were spread out and parked casually here and there, and I did the same—just angled in.
"Here?" she asked, looking around.
"God, you look so fucking sexy. I'm not sure we're going to make it in," I groaned, wondering if it was a mistake to bring her here.
"I'm feeling pretty indecent, and I love it."
I guided her across the dark lot, and with a word, an unmarked door opened. The smell of pot wafted out, and our eyes adjusted to the dimly colored lights, which gave out just enough light to get around.
"Are you ready?" I asked. "It can get a little intense, but I think you'll like it."
.

~~AUDREY~~


chapter 23

.
I'd never worn anything this revealing in public, so I was prepared for an evening of debauchery. Looking forward to it even.
While we waited for drinks, I saw women more exposed than I was, making me wish I'd chosen something just as revealing. My pussy was already wet, and what I'd seen so far was fairly innocuous.
A woman with tits as large as mine was having her nipples dipped in an icy bourbon, then sucked off. My nipples hardened just watching. At some point, her dress had covered her tits, but it was pushed aside, baring her large creamy white breasts to all.
Although I hadn't yet done it, I had a thing for public display, and I could see it was going to be fulfilled here. Tonight.
Dad handed me a drink. "What do you think?"
I whispered in his ear. "I think she has great tits." And caught his earlobe with my teeth.
Heat flared in his eyes. "Mmm." Not as hot as yours." I smiled appreciatively. "By the way, touching is fair play here, so don't be surprised." A shiver of excitement went through my body. "I knew you'd like it here."
As we moved through the tightly packed crowd, bodies rubbed bodies. My dress consisted of straps from the waist over my shoulders that barely covered my nipples. The skirt was tight and hugged the curve of my ass, ending just below the curve of my cheeks. The sequins sparkled in the muted colored lighting.
The straps slipped down as I sidestepped through the crowd, and I moved on bare-breasted. Suddenly a man turned a drink in one hand.
"Damn baby, you got some fine tits," he murmured. Caressing them. "Your man is one lucky guy." My nipples tightened as he touched and pinched and pulled them longer. My lips parted on a gasp. "Responsive, too. The perfect place for you."
Dad's hand was lightly on my back as we worked our way through the crowd to another room. I felt a hand rub my ass and a hard cock press into my hip. By then, my pussy was running, and the tiny triangle was overflowing.
We stopped in a wide hall, and Dad pulled me against him. His hard cock grinding into my ass.
"Did you see anything you liked?" I murmured, my head back on his shoulder.
"Oh yeah," he growled. The thought of him interacting with another woman turned me on just like it did watching him and Carrie together.
"Show me."
We moved back to the bar room. He looked around as we squeezed through the crowd. A good-looking guy put his hand on my ass and rubbed, and I squeezed his hot cock through his pants.
Dad stopped in front of a petite redhead. Her skin was the palest white and looked so soft I wanted to touch her. She was topless, showing off tits that had the biggest nipples I'd ever seen.
She gave him a dimpled smile. He said something to her, and they kissed. She ran a leg up his thigh, and he lifted her. Her legs wrapped around him, her shaved cunt was open on his cock that was pushing through his pants. His s hands were on her bare ass; she rubbed her cunt on him and came with a squeal.
She whispered in his ear, but he shook his head. She saw me over his shoulder and smiled. She came up to me, wrapped her arms around my neck, and we kissed. A tongue-teasing kiss. I held her ass against me and was thrilled that her skin was just as soft as I thought.
"What did she ask you?" I said as we moved on.
"If I wanted her to get me off. I told her no. I like to stay aroused when I'm here."
"You've been here often?" I asked.
"A few times. Before Carrie even."
"Did you bring her here?"
"No, I only ever brought myself here. You're the first. I knew you'd like that people watched. And I knew you'd not get jealous, nor will I. That threesome taught us a lot," he whispered in my ear.
I nodded. It did.
We threaded our way back to the hall and into the other room. This was much less crowded, still dimly lit with multicolored lights that reflected off much more bare skin. There were love seats and oversized chairs in no apparent configuration. Some were taken up by four people, and others held two. Both men and women wandered through the maze, touching and rubbing as they went.
Appreciative eyes followed me. My tits were still bare. My skirt barely covered me. I licked my lips at men with their cocks exposed for anyone to enjoy. It was raunchy and lewd, and I fucking loved it.
I turned to Dad, unzipped his pants, and eased his throbbing hard cock out. It was an obscene sight, and I wanted to drop to my knees and suck him off right there. But now I just wanted to show him off.
It wasn't long before a woman approached him. She was a beauty and his age.
"This is your daughter showing you off." She had a deep, sexy voice.
"Yes, "I interjected before Dad could deny it.
"You're a good girl," she murmured, running the backs of her fingers over my tits. "I can see why he wants to show you off as well."
She had a class about her that was at odds with this place. She wore a white blouse that was the sheerest I'd ever seen. Otherwise, her lack of bareness was extremely sexy. Black thigh-high hose was held up with black garters, well visible under her black leather skirt.
"And you're unbelievably sexy," I murmured, feeling the tingle in my pussy.
"Well, aren't you a love," she tweaked my nipples, then looked at Dad. "You've raised her well." She gripped his cock and milked more precum. "And she is a lucky girl."
"When you get tired of it out here, I'm through that door," she nodded towards a small door in the corner. Nearly hidden. When I looked back, she disappeared.
"Fuck. She was hot," he murmured.
"She is. I'd take her home," I laughed. "For me and you."
As we moved through the crowd, Dad caught the attention of many women who wanted to get him off. They'd bring him to the brink, and he'd stop them.
He pulled me into his arms. His body quivered with need.
I took his hand and led him to the door in the corner. The walls were black, and a small light on the desk illuminated some paperwork. The woman sat behind the desk.
"You own this place?" It was all coming together.
"I do, yes." She stood up. "Have you two enjoyed yourselves tonight?"
"Oh yeah," I murmured. "It has been an experience."
Dad stood there, his cock angry, red and throbbing. She walked over to him and brushed her lips across his.
"You have stamina. I like that," she said, taking his cock in hand and squeezing. He groaned.
She stepped back and sat on the corner of her desk. Her leather skirt rode up. The elastic garters were tight on her creamy thighs. Her smooth, shaved pussy lips were plump and enticing. She never took her eyes off Dad.
Holding out her arm, she said, "Come here, baby girl." Still watching Dad, she caressed my tits. He was still shaking with need. I smoothed my hand up her soft thigh. The steamy heat radiated from her cunt.



"Do you want to fuck him?" I asked, ignoring any reaction my Dad had.
"I want you both." The low sexy timbre of her voice tugged at my pussy. "I want your sweet face between my legs, and I want to watch him fuck you from behind. I want to watch Dad take care of his daughter."
She leaned back on her elbows, and I kissed her inner thighs. She held her nylon-clad legs high and watched him come up behind me, rip the tiny panties, and drive into me. I groaned, vibrating her pussy, and she mewed.
"Fuck her hard," she commanded.
His balls slapped my clit, and I moaned my orgasm in her cunt. I lapped at her clit until she cried out her own high.
He held my hips, drove in, and loudly shouted each pump of his cock.
After we recovered, she wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him deeply. They moaned passionately as if they'd both not just come.
He held her bare ass and pulled her tightly against him. She slid her leg up his thigh, and he slipped his hand between them and teased her into another orgasm.
"Mmm, you are one hot Daddy," she murmured, her voice gravel. "I had one like you. He visited me in college and had to stay in my dorm room because of a snowstorm."
"Mmm." I was imagining.
"Yes." She smiled at me. "We had single beds at the time, and I didn't think anything of having my Dad sleep with me. I woke in the middle of the night with his arm over me and his cock throbbing against my ass."
Dad sucked in a quick breath.
"He was dreaming. I'm sure he thought I was Mama. But I carefully wiggled out of my panties so I could feel his cock against me. His dick had grown out of his boxers in his excitement."
"I slowly lifted my leg and moved enough that it slipped in against my pussy. I'd never had sex but heard and knew enough about it to know what to do. I also knew right then that I wanted my Papa to be my first cock."
"I don't know when he woke up. Maybe he was awake the whole time. I didn't care. It was probably easier for him not to acknowledge what we were going to do. All I knew was that I didn't want him to reject me."
"Papa's hand was over my breast, and he palmed my nipple hard. I began to whimper. From excitement. From need. I pushed my ass back against him, and I heard him groan. I knew then he wouldn't reject me. I reached between my legs and pressed his cock into my wet slit."
"I wasn't sure of the logistics; I just knew I needed him to make me a woman. I wanted sex with him. I rolled towards him and threw my leg over his hip. The room was pitch black, and I couldn't see anything, just feel. I started to kiss him, but he hesitated. I reached down and rubbed the head of his cock down my slit."
"Of course, I didn't shave my pussy in those days, so the hair abraded the head, and he groaned into my mouth. He pushed a little, and I lined the head with my cunt. We both did some amount of fumbling."
Listening to her tell her story had me rubbing my own pussy. Dad's cock was half aroused.
"Neither of us had said a word. Just heavy breaths and our moans of pleasure. He picked me up and moved me under him, settling between my thighs. I immediately wrapped my legs around him, opening wide. He groaned and pushed the head of his cock in."
"God, it was so tight, I was afraid he wouldn't fit. He was careful to ease in. My hymen easily broke, and I had no pain. His cock stretching my canal was a mix of pleasure and being uncomfortable, but I wouldn't have stopped him for anything."
"Finally, he was in all the way. It felt as though he was filling my body with his cock. I'd never felt a connection like that before with anyone, and I still haven't to this day. There's something special about us, right?"
We both nodded, eager to hear the rest of her story. Dad's cock was slowly filling up as she continued.
"I was sure he felt it, too, because it was a while before he started to pump in and out. I started to touch him. Run my hands up and down his back. He breathed harder, and I began to read his responses to what I was doing. He angled up over me, and the first thrust of his cock hit my clit, and I went off like a rocket."
"His head was next to mine, his breath steamy in my ear. He groaned louder when my cunt contracted around his cock. He grunted and started to fuck me faster, then suddenly pulled out. Hot come sprayed over my pussy and belly. He lowered, and I rocked up to rub the creamy sauce between us."
"It was still so dark that we couldn't see each other. I felt his breath on my lips and lifted my head to kiss him. I'd made out with plenty of guys in college, but nothing like this man. We ate at each other's mouths. Our breathing was so loud I was afraid they could hear it in another dorm room."
"He kissed down my neck and chest to my tits. When he began to suck my nipples, I whimpered, and he shushed me. He went to the other one. Each pull on my nipple was like an electric shock to my cunt. Each pull made me rock up into him. I needed more."
"He was aroused again... Or maybe he stayed hard after he came. I dug my heels in, lifted my ass off the bed, and he drove in. This time, I met him thrust for thrust. Our bodies banged together. He drove deep enough to hit my cervix, and I saw stars. I wanted more. We slammed into each other. Rasping breaths echoed through my dorm room. "
"My cunt contracted on his fat meat, and I was off. He clamped a hand over my mouth, drove in, and released his sweet, fiery heat inside me. This time, he didn't pull out. He rolled next to me, and we made out for what seemed like hours. We were still kissing and caressing each other when the sun came up."
"Phew," Dad said, his cock thick but not quite hard.
"That was hot—What is your name anyhow? I'm Audrey, and Dad is Alan."
"Jeanine. Yeah, it was hot, and I was so lucky to have that for my first time."
"Do you still..." I asked.
"He's older now and enjoys my mouth on his cock. Any pleasure I can give him." She went behind her desk and pulled a business card from the drawer. "I want you to know that you two are the only ones I've ever interacted with since I bought this place. I never mix business with pleasure, but you two were a real draw to me. As soon as I saw you, I knew you were father and daughter."
.
We were exhausted when we got home and showered, going straight to sleep.
Dad poured us coffee in the morning.
"She was hot." I stirred the cream in. "If I could have picked a Mom..."
"Yesss," he answered, lost in memory.
"I was hoping you'd fuck her."
He looked at me, surprised. "Really?"
"Yeah, you two would be hot together. There was something there. I could feel it."
"Yeah, sex," he laughed.
"Oh, come on, admit it. There was something."
"Yeah. But I can't separate it out from how she aroused me."
"Then we need to spend more time with her?" I shrugged, thinking that not knowing what my next assignment may be, it could be I won't be around much longer. "She belongs with us."
"So you see Mom, Dad and you, hmm?"
I let it go. For now. I truly did not mind sharing him. With the right woman. And I think we found her. It's up to him to decide that I'm right.
.
Two days later, I was sitting at lunch with her.
"I'm glad you called me Audrey. I enjoyed our time together." Her steel grey eyes were warm and sincere. She looked every bit the businesswoman today in a dove grey suit and pale pink blouse. No one would ever guess her business.
"I did. Very much so. I'm glad you liked being with us." I leaned back as the server filled our coffee cups. "The whole thing was quite an experience for me. I'd never been to a place like yours."
She chuckled in her arousing bass-throated way. "They're around, but mostly underground. The general populace doesn't appreciate our way of thinking."
I nodded. "Have you ever been visited by the authorities?"
"I have, several times. They end up being regulars," she winked. "We are very careful age-wise, which would be what trips most places up like mine."
"It's all yours then?"
"If you're asking if I'm married, the answer is no. I was, but he divorced me ten years ago, saying I was oversexed." She shrugged. "I won't deny it. I love sex. But at my age, I'm also very picky. I'll also admit that I surprised myself by being so drawn to you and your Dad."
"We have a lot in common. Maybe more than we even know."
We ate and talked about everyday things. Her black hair with steel grey strands and blood-red lips attracted many male looks. She was attractive in a classic way, and I'm sure they would all be shocked by what she did.
"So, tell me about your Dad. Divorced, I assume," she asked, pushing her plate to the table's edge.
"In a way..." I went on to tell her about our life story because there was no way to begin in the middle. I blurted it all out. From my job, as much as I could share, to Dad's company.
"So, you only recently became intimate with him?" Her voice was low.
"Yes, just since I've been back from California. I hadn't seen him in ten years."
"Who was the aggressor?"
"Me, definitely," I grinned, and she chuckled.
"I like that. A lot." She sipped at her coffee. "He's very handsome. Seems he takes good care of himself. Something that men my age don't often do."
Wait until you see him naked, I thought. "He has a workout room, swims, plays tennis. He's active. He looks better now than he did when I was younger."
"I like that too."
I felt as though this was somewhat of an interview, even though I had contacted her. As a single female. I understood that. Being safe was a priority.
"He was attracted to you. I've seen women come on to him, but he never has an interest. I was intrigued at his reaction to you."
She leaned back. "Well, I don't need to tell you that he is a temptation. I also need to add, so are you. I've never had a full lesbian relationship, and I can't honestly tell you how far I'd go. I've only just played, as with you." She shrugged. "It depended on the circumstances, I suppose. But I must admit I'm enchanted by you as well. I guess we're almost looking at a family play unit."
"I felt that from the minute I saw you with Dad. For the first time, it made me wish I had a Mom."
Jeanine smiled warmly and reached across the table to hold my hand. I'm sure to others, we looked like Mother and daughter.
.
"Don't be late, Alan. We have company coming for dinner," I said several mornings later.
He whipped around. "Company? You know I don't like people here, honey."
"I do know that, but in this case..."
"Who?" he pressed.
"Jeanine. I had lunch with her the other day and invited her to dinner with us."
He continued to gather his suit jacket and computer case without answering. On his way out the door, I hear him say, "OK".
.
I watched them at the grill and felt a little thrill. Jeanine was a similar age to Dad, and it could have been anyone's Mom or Dad. Maybe for a minute, I fantasized that it could have been my parents.
I didn't dwell on it, but I always missed having a mother. Dad did all he could, but there is really nothing like your mother.
"You two aren't yakking so much you're burning dinner, are you?"
They laughed. They made a striking couple. Dad had glints of silver in his hair, and his temples were grey. He wore swim shorts and a matching shirt that hung open to bare his chest. Jeanine wore a black bikini top with a colorful tie-dyed sarong tied around her hips. Her hair was twisted on top of her head, held with black chopsticks.
When I went to set the table, I heard them teasing each other and smiled, knowing this was perfect. It was starting to feel like the perfect family unit.
We laughed a lot during dinner and then we drank wine. "I'm ready for the pool," I said, jumping up and tossing my coverup aside.
My bikini left little to the imagination, so I knew all eyes were on me. I wanted to start this party right. I dove in and came up to Jeanine at the edge of the pool. Her bikini bottoms weren't as brief as mine but certainly showed off her figure. Her tits were only about a cup smaller than mine, so they filled out the black triangles nicely.
She swam up to me. "I'm really enjoying myself, Audrey. Thanks for inviting me." She kissed me lightly on the cheek. The buoyance of the water bumped our bodies together. "I think I'm a little smaller than you," she said, looking down to compare.
I pushed my tits into hers and murmured, "Maybe. We will have to compare. Later." She smiled and held my waist, so we remained close.
"Hey, what're you two up to down here?" Dad said, swimming up.
"I was just thanking your daughter for inviting me. I'm having a great time."
Her body on mine, her gravelly voice went right to my pussy, and I'm sure it affected Dad as well.
"I'm glad," he said, his arm around her waist.
We were all close and floating into each other. I encouraged her to him. I wanted them together first. There would be plenty of time for me later.
Their legs tangled underwater, and she leaned in to kiss him. He groaned and pulled her closer as her legs wrapped around him.
"Damn, but you're rock hard." Her voice was husky and sensual.
He grunted, shoved her bikini top aside, and began to nip at her nipples. She responded by arching her back and thrusting her tits higher.
I couldn't keep my hands off myself watching this better than a porn video playing out in front of my eyes. I tweaked and pinched my nipples but stayed quiet. I didn't want to be a distraction. This time was theirs.
She wrapped her arms around his shoulders and began kissing him again. This time was wilder and more animalistic. As they ate at each other's mouths, he walked towards the steps leading out. She wrapped her legs around his waist as he mounted the steps.
The sounds were carnal, pure sex. He lowered her to the chaise and followed her down, and he dropped into the cradle of her thighs.
"I've been thinking of this since I saw you," he admitted. He tugged the ties at her hips and bared her smooth shaved pussy.
"And I've dreamt of your body on mine while you are inside me," she growled in a lusty voice.
He slid in, and she rose up, taking him deep. She hooked her heels on the edges of the chaise, opening herself wider and giving her leverage to fuck him. He grunted each time she met him. Their bodies pounded together with each hard thrust.
Their kisses stifled the bestial sounds coming out of their mouths. They were in the throes of pure, unadulterated sex with only one goal in mind.
I'd never seen such raw sexuality and was rubbing my clit and pinching my nipples like a mad woman.
Suddenly, a low roar started from deep in Dad, and it got louder and louder. His muscles strained. His ass hardened, and he drove into Jeanine's cunt. Her nails dug into his ass, leaving red marks, her nails leaving long scratches down his back. Her eyes nearly rolled back in her head as she followed.
The lion-like roar from my Dad was so exciting that I began to come with them. He tipped his head back, the cords in his neck stretched, his face contorted as he pumped her full of his hot seed.
She wrapped her arms around him to keep him on her. He tried to hold most of his weight up, but she pulled him down. They both struggled to get their breath back.
He raised to his elbows and looked down at her.
"God damn," she ground out, her voice hoarse and gravelly.
"My balls ache from that."
Finally, he stood up and pulled her up on shaky legs. I led the way to the outdoor shower.
"Mmm, this is wonderful," she said, stepping in.
Dad placed her between us, and I soaped my hands and began to rub them over her breasts. He soaped her back and her ass, then around to her stomach. She leaned back against him, their soap-slicked bodies rubbing together.
Dad put his hand on mine while we softly stroked her pussy lips until she moaned. She moved me between them and did the same. By the time they were done, I was aroused again, as was she. We then put Dad between us. She caressed his balls, and I soaped his resting cock.
We all rinsed. By the time we were done, we were kissing, and the flames were fanned again. We led Jeanine to the bedroom and put her between us.
She pulled my head down, and we kissed. Her tongue swept my mouth, and we quickly stirred again. She rolled and eased her thigh between mine while teasing my nipples with the tip of her tongue. I moaned, arching for more.
She kneaded and squeezed them together, then pinched my nipples together. I loved that, and my body undulated under hers. My pussy was dripping on her thigh, and I could feel the steamy heat of hers. We humped like animals, rubbing our clits on each other's thighs. We kissed, grinding our tits and cunts together.
God, her soft body against mine felt so good. She liked rougher tit play, as did I, and we were rocketing off together with shouts of ecstasy.
"Damn," Dad growled. "Fuck. You two are dynamite together."
I whispered in her ear, and she smiled, nodding.
With us on each side of him, he had four tits rubbing on him, soft thighs between his legs, rubbing his cock and balls, and three-way kissing.
His arms were around us, holding us half on him and squeezing our asses. We kissed and fondled and caressed until he begged that he couldn't take it anymore.
Jeanine straddled him and took his throbbing meat into her steamy cunt. She sat up and rode him like a stallion. Rocking on his cock, held deep inside her. He bucked, wanting more, faster, but she rocked, grinding down to keep him deep.
He was whimpering. I began to fondle his balls. Scratching my nails across the fat orbs. I trailed my nails down his inner thigh and scratched.
He moaned, his head thrashed, and he whimpered.
Suddenly he jerked, flipped them, put her ankles over his shoulders, and began to fuck her hard and fast. She started to come in waves, growling out each one. He was fucking her so hard she had to hold herself away from the headboard. He was wildly out of control. His eyes were glazed with lust. Then he leaned up over her, drove deep, and filled her with his heat.
He caught his breath, rolled off her, grabbed me by the ankles, and spread me wide. He buried his face in my cunt, growling the whole time as he shoved two fingers in me and sucked on my clit. I screamed out a hard and fast orgasm, and he kept it up until I came again.
"God damn," I said. "You were explosive."
We put him between us, our heads on his shoulders. "This is right," he murmured.
I nodded. "It is."
Jeanine simply said, "Yes."

~ to be continued ~
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~~ALAN~~


chapter 24


.

Taking Audrey to the sex club was probably the best thing I'd ever done. I was there with several women before. Before Carrie. I never felt that I'd be comfortable there with her. Audrey took to it immediately and I loved the way she was so loose and easy with sex.
But I had no intention of adding anyone to us. In fact, I dreaded if we had to have another round with Carrie.
The moment I saw Jeanine, I was hooked. Watching her and Audrey together sealed the deal for me. They became intimate immediately. Being that comfortable with each other did it.
I know it was tough on Aud growing up without a Mom. I thought she was way past the age to care, but watching her interact with Jeanine, who is actually the same age as her mom, showed me she needed an adult woman in her life.
That she understood us, and actually had a relationship with her Dad, was the icing on the cake. Or the whipping cream on the pussy.
Ever since the night we met her, I had dreams of the three of us together. Audrey was always a participant or watching. I fantasized about it. Almost obsessed. So when Audrey said she invited Jeanine to the house, I couldn't have been happier. I wanted Audrey to make the first move and she did.
I felt a connection with Jeanine from the start. The harmony extended to sex. I'm sure part of it was that she was my age, but I felt there were more complex things at work. I wasn't quite sure what yet, but I was sure that I was going to find out and it would all be good.
Having them both in my bed was something I wanted to continue. I just hoped that it would all work out that way.
~~AUDREY~~
chapter 25
Jeanine's club was closed so she stayed the night with us.
She and I fell asleep facing each other, our breasts snuggled, lips close, legs entangled. Dad was behind her softly snoring.
Something was pulling me out of a deep sleep and I deeply sighed to Jeanine's soft mews. She whimpered and her body rocked into mine. Dad's breathing was deep and fast and his arm came around her. I was awake enough to know he needed her, and I pulled her leg over my hip and softly stroked it.
She began to kiss me, and our nipples grew harder and rubbed together. He grunted as he slid into her sweet pussy, and she whimpered. I slid my hand down her inner thigh and felt his hard shaft surrounded by her soft pussy lips. I squeezed the base of his cock with two fingers and he jerked, growling and pushing deeper.
He tangled his legs with ours, wrapped around mine, and used the leverage to move in and out of her. It was a sleepy, soft, and slow middle-of-the-night mating. She lifted her head and looked back at him. They kissed, murmuring nonsensical things.
He jerked and drove deep. Her thigh was between mine and each time he did that, I rubbed my pussy on her thigh. I gasped at each hard drive into her as she whimpered and he grunted. The sounds and smell of sex were arousing in itself.
He reached around and pinched both our nipples together and we moaned loudly. I reached down and scratched his balls each time he drove deep and he growled his approval.
I was the first to come, humping Jeanine's thigh. He began to drive faster and I pulled her leg higher to open her up for him. Which created an angle for his cock to abrade Jeanine's canal.
She whimpered louder and then cried out as she rocketed off. He soon followed. We remained locked and tangled together for a while.
As I began to doze back off, I realized none of us talked.
.
Jeanine left the next morning after a body-rubbing shower that left us all satiated.
"I think I've gathered as much information as I can at Carries'. I've sent it all in, so it's up to them to put it together and decide if there's enough."
"So you can quit working there then," he said with a tinge of relief in his voice.
"I am, yes. I will tell her that you want me to work in your office. That will be a good and believable cover. I'll be able to get back to training too, thankfully. I missed it."
"I can't say I'm not happy to have Carrie out of our lives. I don't think she'll push it if you're not around her daily, besides that you've turned her down for another threesome."
"She totally believed I wasn't comfortable being that intimate with my Dad and just wasn't interested in a replay of that experience."
He nodded. "That's a reasonable explanation. Many wouldn't be. So you're going to her office today?"
"Yes, I need to tell her today."
~~ALAN~~
chapter 26
It was a relief to know Audrey was done dealing with Carrie. Even though she was a professional, I didn't like her being involved in a money laundering business. And things could get back to normal around here. Or what was normal after Audrey arrived.
I couldn't get Jeanine out of my mind, so I called and asked her to lunch. I would never have sex with Jeanine without Audrey. That would be unfair and infidelity in my book.
God, she looked fantastic. Heads turned as she strode across the restaurant. Her hair was up again, held with chopsticks. Her baby blue suit jacket was pinched at the waist to show off all her curves. A below-the-knee pencil skirt and black patent stilettos completed her outfit.
"Alan, darling," she rasped, leaning to kiss me.
"You look gorgeous Jeanine."
She slid around the semicircular booth to sit next to me. "Thank you, and you look quite devourable."
I think I actually blushed. "Are you trying to make it difficult for me to walk out of here?"
She stroked my thigh. "I intend to make you a happier man that will walk out of here." My cock filled so fast it nearly doubled me over. I sucked in a gasp, and she smiled.
The server came for our order. "I'd like the meat platter," she said while cupping my cock and balls and squeezing. And coffee, with cream on the side, please." He nodded and turned to me.
"I'd like the breast smothered in cheese." He blinked but nodded, wrote it down, and walked away.
"You are a naughty girl," I murmured.
She smiled saucily. "I try." She stirred the cream into her coffee. "I was wondering if you and Audrey would like to spend a night at my place. Maybe enjoy the club for a while, then we can go to my place?"
"I would enjoy that and I'm sure Audrey would as well. Where do you live?"
"I own the warehouse the club is in. I had the rear of the building built into an industrial living area."
"Interesting! I can't wait to see it."
After we finished, the nearby diners had cleared out and we were obscured from the rest of the dining room.
"Oh, the waiter forgot the cream for my coffee." She arched a perfectly groomed eyebrow at me. Steely grey eyes reflected her naughtiness.
She unzipped my pants and slipped her hand in. I was already hard. I had been throughout lunch with her innuendos, flirtatious looks, and under-the-table caresses.
I sucked in a gasp when she thumbed the head of my dick, smearing the precum around.
"You naughty boy, I bet you made a wet spot on the front of your pants."
She squeezed my length, then with some magic fingers brought me to a stifled orgasm with just the manipulation of her fingers. Which allowed her to catch it all and discreetly wipe it on the linen luncheon napkin.
"Your face is all flushed, darling. Are you okay?"
This woman is what a man's dreams are made of.
.
Audrey was quite excited to be going to Jeanine's for the night. It was Friday, and no training on Saturday allowed her to sleep in. She packed a small overnight bag and we left to go to the club. We planned on spending some time enjoying the atmosphere until Jeanine could get away.
This time my little sexpot was ready and excited to participate. Her tits thrust out through a white sheer silk blouse. A brown suede miniskirt and boots completed her outfit. Her blonde hair was down and streamed over her shoulders.
~~AUDREY~~
chapter 27
I was overexcited that I was going to the club and staying with Jeanine, but I went with it.
Dad let me lead the way through the tight crowd but stayed close just in case someone got too carried away. A man about my age stopped me. While we chatted about the club, he toyed with my nipples through the sheer silk. I slipped my hand into his pants and gripped a healthy thick dick and squeezed.
"Oh baby, you got the touch," he murmured in my ear, kneading my breast.
"You do too," I said, thrusting my tit into his hand. I pinched the head of his cock, and he hissed in my ear. Milking up more precum and he was shoving his cock through my fist. "I want to leave some for the other ladies, baby."
I pulled my hand out and licked my fingers. We moved on.
"You know I call you my little sexpot every once in a while. It's quite apt here," Dad whispered, grinning.
"Just having some fun!"
We squeezed through the crowd until we got to the edge. I pushed Dad against the wall, pressed my body into him, and kissed him. He groaned, cupped my ass, and pulled me into his hard cock. My mini was short enough that his actions bared my ass to the crowd. Knowing people watched us was inflaming and I rocked into his cock.
"Oh my god honey, stop or I'll fuck you right now," he growled.
If we weren't seeing Jeanine, I would have let him. But I wanted her in on our action. "Jeanine's pussy is probably wet for you already, Daddy." He groaned. "You can eat me and fuck her."
"Damn, Aud, you're killing me tonight." He tugged my skirt down. "Let's go find Jeanine before I bend you over one of those chairs."
He grabbed my hand and pulled me towards her office. A sharp knock, the door unlocked, and we were in.
She stood up from her desk and strode over to us, kissing us each.
"You look so sexy tonight," I told her.
She wore a black mini dress that fit her like a second skin. The knit held her braless tits like a hand and showed off her hardening nipples. Black knee-high boots were a perfect foil. Her hair was down and loose around her shoulders.
"Thank you, darling, and you of course are always sexy." She pulled me into her, and we kissed, deeply. My tits mashed against hers and we groaned when our hard nipples rubbed together.
She kept her arm around my shoulders and turned. "I can't overlook this handsome man." She flat handed over the hard ridge in his pants. "I know you're always ready for action, darling."
She stepped into him, and they kissed long and passionate. He grabbed her ass and dragged her up and against him. She wrapped her legs around him, opening her pussy to the heat of his meat.
"God," she huffed as he let her down. "Are we ready to go back, or do you want to club some more?"
I laughed. "I'd rather be with you."
She caressed my face. "Oh, my bebe, you are a love aren't you."
We walked down a dark corridor, and she pushed open a heavy industrial door. After we stepped in, she set the lock.
The space was huge. Obviously, a warehouse at some point. High banks of windows with eight-by-eight panes were on all outer walls. The moon shone brightly and gave the place an eerie glow until she turned on some subtle lighting.
Everything was open but the bedroom was closed off by walls that extended up ten feet. Only a giant could see over the top into her bedroom. She pointed out that the toilet and bidet were situated privately. The huge shower was open with a long drain at one end. It would be like taking a shower in the middle of a crowded stadium.
The kitchen was well-appointed with gourmet appliances. She pointed up. It was then we both saw the loft that soared over us.
"There are beds up there for any guests that may want to stay over." She extended her arms and said, "This is it."
It was industrial down to the furniture. I loved it. "It's you, Jeanine." She smiled her thanks.
We went into her bedroom which was centered with an oversize bed. She shrugged. "A friend gave it to me. She had no room in her new house and knew it would fit here. So, I am like a little mouse in the middle of it every night."
"Mouse," Alan chuckled. "You're anything but a mouse, love." He pulled her into his arms and began to kiss her neck. I moved behind her, gathered the hem of her dress, and began to ease it higher until she stood naked in knee-high boots.
"Fuck," he groaned and rubbed his cock through his pants.
I had dispensed with my clothes and stood behind her. She sighed, looked over her shoulder, and leaned into me. I reached around and circled her tits lightly with my fingertips. She gasped as I teased. We watched him pull his shirt off.
His jeans were low-slung, and we both moaned seeing the hard ridge growing in his jeans.
"Look what you two do to me," he growled, squeezing the hardness. "Both are so fucking sexy. Both of you test my control. Sometimes all I want to do is bend you over and fuck the hell out of you. I can't get enough of you both. Just the thought of having you both in my bed makes my balls ache."
My arms tightened around Jeanine at his words. She whimpered as she watched him ease his jeans down, his cock popping up and dropping heavily. It was thick with blue veins, red and angry. Precum leaked in a stream out of the hole.
"Get on the bed," she commanded him. He moved to the center. "Straddle his face and feed him your pussy."
I did and she mounted him, facing me. We kissed and squeezed each other's tits. His tongue did magical things, and I was soon rocketing off. Jeanine fucked him hard and fast. Her tits bounced as he bucked beneath her. He brought me to another scorching orgasm, and I rolled off him.
He moaned, watching her riding his cock like he was a stallion. She ground down and screamed out waves of orgasm. She took him over the edge with her and he locked in to fill her with his heat.
We recovered and went to the kitchen to grab a snack. He was interested in her huge screen television, so we sat on the velvety sofa while he scanned the available channels.
"Porn!" I said, excited. "I've never really seen porn."
"well then you shall watch it with us," Jeanine said, pulling me into her arms. She leaned against Dad who had his arms around her. Like a family, I thought.
We sat in rapt attention for a while until I said, "This is really hot!"
Jeanine whispered in my ear, "This excites you, baby girl?" I nodded.
She pulled her legs onto the sofa, so I was lying on top of her. My thigh rested between hers, my head on her chest. Her body felt so good against mine. As we watched, her breathing came faster and deeper. Her nipples were hard. With a small movement of my head, I was able to take a nipple into my mouth and suck. I wrapped my hand around her other tit with my thumb on her nipple.
"Mmm, baby girl," she whispered.
Contented, I continued to watch the actors. Some of it was dramatic, but some were pretty arousing. I felt some movement and tipped my head to see Dad rubbing his cock. Jeanine's arms were around me, and she laid back on his chest.
She looked back over her shoulder. "This makes you hot too, darling?"
He smiled. "This all makes me hot," he said, his eyes sweeping over her and me.
I watched him lazily stroke his cock. "I've never watched..."
"Oh baby, it's wonderful to watch a man pleasure himself." She smiled at him over her shoulder, and he leaned to kiss her. His hand tightened on his cock as their kiss deepened.
In my excitement, I was sucking on her nipples harder and kneading her tits. She moaned, putting her hand on mine and squeezing harder, letting me know how she wanted it. I increased the pressure, and she groaned in his mouth.
I bit her nipple and tugged hard. She jerked and shoved her tit into my mouth, needing more. Dad was moaning at her reactions and stroking his cock faster. He would stop to cup his balls and play with them, then begin stroking again. I forgot all about the movie to give Jeanine pleasure and watch Daddy masturbate.
He broke away from her mouth, his head fell back, and he began to growl louder. His hips rocked and he thrust his cock through a tight fist.
"Watch baby girl," she whispered to me, but my eyes were locked on him.
Suddenly his cock spewed a fountain of creamy come. Arcs shot into the air landing on his belly and thighs. In my excitement, I slid my hand between us and rubbed her soaking wet pussy.
"Oh my god yeah, baby," she hissed. Her soft lips were slick with her juices, her clit was long and hard, and I toyed with it, then picked up a rhythm. Her body undulated under me. I nipped and bit her nipples and she held my head to her tits. I squeezed harder and kneaded. Her mouth dropped open and she gasped for air. I slipped two fingers inside her and she shouted. Her cunt convulsed around my fingers.
While she was still coming down, I rubbed between my legs and shot off immediately.
"Damn," Dad said. "Friday night at the movies was never this much fun."
We untangled and headed to her shower. We were all too spent to do much other than wash each other. We crawled between her soft sheets, Jeanine in the middle, Dad spooned behind her, and I was facing her. This was turning out to be our loving family.
Again, I woke in the middle of the night to Jeanine whimpering as Dad fucked her from behind. I pulled her leg over my hip again and moved my hand to the space between our bodies. I slipped a finger in and began to rub her clit as he drove his cock into her.
She jerked and cried out, as she came down, I teased the hard nub again and took her high, Dad's grunts were louder as she continued to come hard on his cock. I felt his cock sliding in and out of her as I played with her clit. I dozed off again thinking this was the way I'd like to wake up every night. I didn't mind that he was fucking her. In fact, it aroused me even more.
The morning light filtered in the big warehouse windows. Jeanine crawled over me and left. I closed my eyes to go back to sleep until I was suddenly on my back with my thighs spread.
"Are you ready for me, honey? I need you bad. Now." I rocked up and he drove in. We fucked hard, our bodies bangled together. I came hard from the pounding on my clit. His head was next to mine, and his steamy breath huffed hard in my ear.
"Fuck me hard, Daddy," I cried. He bottomed out and I saw stars. "Again!" And he did again and again until I came so hard I nearly passed out. All I could feel was his cock throbbing as it pumped his seed into me.
"God, you two are hot," Jeanine said as she climbed into bed next to me. I held my arms out and she gathered me against her chest.
~~ JEANINE~~
chapter 28
I don't know how I got so lucky to have these two in my life. Although I'd not admit it to them, they have made me feel like a wife and mother.
Sweet Audrey, although older, never had a mother. Was never mothered. Alan did the best he could, but nothing replaces our Mom, no matter how old we get. And I want to nurture her every time. She is needy and I have it to give.
Alan is my soul mate. Whether our relationship continues or not, he is meant for me. We are compatible in every way. I feel he thinks the same thing of me. At least I hope.



I don't know who I love to have sex with more, Audrey or Alan. Of course, Alan fulfills me when we are coupled. It's as though he is home when he's inside me. Even though I own a sex club, I never took sex lightly. I never fucked just for the sake of fucking.
I need both of them in my bed.
.
Audrey stayed with me while Alan went to his office for a few hours. We were on the bed, she was curled up against me, her head on my breasts.
"Do you miss your Dad now that he's old?"
"I do yes, we had a wonderful relationship. He was a father and a lover. Because I was away at school, he could often visit me there. When I'd be home, we had to be careful my Mom didn't discover us."
"Oh no, I never thought of that." She nuzzled between my tits. "Did you ever get caught?"
"No but we came close a lot," I laughed. "We were very naughty and my Papa was a horny man. To be fair, he was teased unmercifully. He was a college professor, and his students always came on to him. He was a handsome man and had a sultry provocative air about him. One thing he never did was mess with any of his students. They were off limits."
"Mmm, he sounds hot."
"Oh, he was. I shouldn't talk about him in the past tense, but he is old now and I'm talking about him in his heyday. He enticed many a woman and could have had his pick, but he was too afraid of my mama finding out. He just couldn't be unfaithful."
"When he would come home horny after school, he couldn't tell my mama why, and she wasn't as highly sexed as him anyhow. After I finished college, I moved back home because of him. We had already started our relationship while I was in college of course, and he said he needed me so badly."
"I like it when Dad needs me like that," I shared.
"Yes, it's very exciting isn't it?" She nodded, curling her hand around my breast. Her little puffs of breath washed across my nipple and I tightened my arm around her.
"Go on. Tell me more about your papa. Oh, how you were almost caught!"
"oh yes! Well, papa would come home from school, aching for release. The girls would tease him so much that he'd be hard most of the day. He'd sometimes use the men's room to relieve himself, but it would start all over. One day he walked in and I was up on the ladder, dusting our top bookshelves. Mama made me do it during spring cleaning."
"He walked in, saw me, lifted me so I straddled his shoulders while he buried his face between my legs. He was pulling my panties down with his teeth when my mama walked in. I was still clinging to the ladder and I told her I was about to fall and Papa caught me."
"She believed you?"
"Thinking back, probably not. But I was home from college. He wasn't bothering her for sex anymore. It was a win-win for her."
"every year he sent her to her sisters for a week. During that week we were wild. He chased me around naked, and I'd screech in fun until he caught me. He'd usually bend me over a chair or the sofa and fuck me from behind. And an hour later he'd find me in the kitchen, come up behind me, and rub his body on mine until I moaned for more."
"mmm," Audrey moaned.
"He'd turn me around and id' wrap my legs around his waist so he could fuck me. We often did that, no matter where we were. I loved it. We could be right in the middle of anything, and we'd fuck. It went for me as well. If I needed his cock, I'd get it whenever I wanted."
"When Mama was home, he liked to sneak in the shower with me. The closed locked door and the noise of the water gave us privacy to fuck. Sometimes he'd tell me about a girl in his college class that turned him on. What she'd done to him that day. He'd tell me how he'd like to fuck her."
"That's really hot!"
"It was. Eventually, I moved out and my mama passed. I would go home for lengths of time and we would of course have the run of the house. We'd be back to our old games of him chasing me around until he caught me. He still liked to sneak into my bed at night, or sneak into the shower... Even though she wasn't there to catch him. He was easily aroused and I liked to tease him then. We had a wonderful relationship."
"I like how you're teasing me, baby girl," I smiled. She looked up from under her eyelashes and flicked her tongue across my nipple. I moaned. "You have my pussy very wet."
She crawled between my legs and began to lick the length of my pussy lips. I twisted around, spread her thighs, and started to taste her sweetness. She was as wet and aroused as me. We brought each other to several orgasms.
"I leave for a few hours and this is what I come home to?" We started to his booming voice. Daddy! Alan! "My two favorite girls sixty-nine. What a picture that was." He pulled his hard cock through his zipper. "And look what you've both gone and done to me!"
We knelt next to each other on the edge of the bed, pulled his pants down to his ankles, and began to lick and suck on his cock. He threaded his fingers through our hair and moaned.
"What a welcome home. Two hot mouths from my two sexy women on my dick."
I sucked on his cock while Audrey sucked his balls into her mouth. I dug my fingernails into his ass as we worked him over. He moaned, his body shuddered and I held his cock while it sprayed spurts of white cream on both our faces.
"Damn," he growled looking at us. "I'm so fucking glad you two are mine."
I liked the way he used the word home and hoped he meant it. No matter where we were I hoped it would always be the three of us.
~~ALAN~~
chapter 29
I could never imagine how it would feel to walk in on my daughter and our lover coming on each other's faces. Arms wrapped around each other's beautiful bodies. The sex sounds muffled by sweet pussies.
This whole experience with Jeanine added to our lives has been fantastical. Having her in our bed has been even better.
Waking up to her in my arms, my daughter in her arms sends jolts of electricity to my cock. I'm compelled to slide it into Jeanine's wet pussy. That Audrey plays with my balls and holds her wide open for me just about drives me wild. The sweet whimpers from Jeanine when she feels my cock prodding her, then sliding in. How she squeezes her inner muscles to grip my dick. The passionate kissing between her and Audrey. Audrey sucking on her nipples and holding her breast. Jeanine nurtures her whenever she needs it.
I was in love. I couldn't imagine my life without Jeanine and, most certainly, without Audrey. I knew it was almost time for Audrey to get her new assignment, and I feared she would leave us. I loved Jeanine, but I didn't want to lose Audrey.
.
It seemed we were all together every night. Either Jeanine was at our house, or we were at hers. Enough that the few nights Jeanine wasn't with us, Audrey and I had wild sex. It was as though both of us were looking for more. Jeanine.
One night I was in the club with Jeanine and came back to the apartment. Audrey was curled up on the sofa watching porn on the big screen.
"You like that hmm?" I asked, sitting down next to her.
She crawled in my lap. "Hi, Daddy." She smiled. "I do. I'm a naughty girl."
"You are and I love it." I held her close to me. "I don't want you to ever think I'm taking more time for Jeanine than you. I try to divide it but I think I fail sometimes."
She wrapped her arms around my neck. "Don't keep score. If I need you, I'll take you. I love the pleasure you get from Jeanine."
"How did I get so lucky to have a daughter like you," I murmured in her hair.
"You know what I love? When I wake up at night and you've woken up hard, and she's all sleepy and you're teasing her pussy with your cock. I lift her leg over my hip to open her wide for you."
"Oh honey, I love that so much too. I love that you play with us too. I don't want you to feel left out." I held her against my chest. "You know what I love? When you curl up on her chest, your hand cupping one of her breasts, your mouth on her other nipple. God that just tears me up. You make my cock ache sometimes honey."
"It's just that she's so sweet and sort of like a mom. If that makes sense. I know I'm too old to need a mom, but she's so loving, it just feels like it."
"You're never too old to need a mom. And Jeanine loves it too. That she's there for you. That you have your head on her breasts. She loves to hold you against her. Don't ever be hesitant about taking what you need from her either. We are both there for you."
As old as my daughter is, I know she still needs reassurance. She still needs love and support. I can't thank Jeanine enough for being there for her too.
That night Jeanine came in from the club, showered, and climbed into bed with us. We put her in the middle and petted and kissed her.
"There's something I haven't told you," she said. "I have a daughter. She's twenty-one and has been in boarding school in France. She started junior high school here, but my ex-husband insisted she go to boarding school and get her education in France. He paid for annual trips for me to visit and to stay awhile, so I've been seeing her right along."
"Wow, you have a daughter!" Audrey exclaimed, excited.
"Yes, and she's coming home. She'll be here this weekend."
"Oh," Audrey's face fell and my stomach dropped.
"But I want to continue on as we are. I think the only thing we have to hold off on is your being in bed with us when she's around, Audrey. That would be too hard to explain."
"I understand that."
"Anais is a little immature for being twenty-one too, but I think boarding school does that. I don't want to hide my relationship with you, Alan. I'm not sure if you both want to deal with this. I understand if you want to take a break from me."
"Are you joking?" I boomed. "Of course not. We are a family. We will make whatever concessions we need to make it work."
Audrey said, "Yes, nothing will change but me sleeping with you. I can't say I won't sneak in if she's not around."
"But of course, darling. And we will make sure that happens," Jeanine said. "You are a part of us. We are connected."
.
Anais was stunning. She had her mom's black hair, less the silver streaks. It was long straight and shimmered blue in the light. Her eyes were the same steel grey but had streaks of dark blue. The floral dress she arrived in fit her perfectly. Her breasts were even larger than Audrey's, and her neckline was much more modest than girls here wear. A matching straw hat and sandals perfected her look.
Introductions were made and Jeanine took Audrey and Anais to the loft where the beds were.
"The girls are chatting away," Jeanine said with relief.
I took her into my arms. "It'll be okay, baby. We will make it work."
~~AUDREY~~
chapter 30
I was ridiculously excited. It was as though I was getting a sister. When I saw her I was stunned. She was drop-dead gorgeous. Not only that her tits were even bigger than mine, and that was rare for me. She had a figure that could grace a man's magazine.
I helped her unpack and put her clothes in the bureau. They were all fine French fabrics. Her lingerie was sheer silk and I couldn't help but run my fingers over them.
"You like?"
"Oh yes," I said. "Our lingerie here isn't as nice as that." I turned. "Hey, do you want to change out of that dress before you come down?"
"I'm afraid I don't have anything that casual," she said, looking back at the bureau of clothing.
"I have shorts and T-shirts. Help yourself!"
I found Dad and Jeanine in the kitchen preparing dinner.
"How's it going?" Jeanine said carefully.
"Great! I'm sure she'll do fine. Don't worry."
Just at that moment, she walked into the kitchen. "Something smells good."
Dad quickly looked away and my mouth hung open. Anais had chosen one of the thinnest white t-shirts in my drawer and short short cutoffs. That she had removed her bra and was braless in a shirt that was two sizes too small was a little shocking. I forgot that her tits were much bigger, and my shirts would be too small for her.
The thin knit stretched across her nipples so that each bump was plainly visible. Dad tried to keep his eyes averted, but it was difficult as she moved around the kitchen.
That night as we readied for bed, she said, "You seem so comfortable with big--," and she gestured her breasts. "I'm always embarrassed by their size."
"As I got older, I became more comfortable with them, but yeah, when I was twenty one I could get embarrassed by them. I found men appreciate them, so I show them off. Women will always complain no matter what," I laughed.
"I should get used to showing mine off then," Anais said.
In the following days what she did was quit wearing bras. She bounced around everywhere. Her nipples were perpetually hard and poked through whatever she wore. I know she drove Dad crazy because he does love big tits, but not on his girlfriend's daughter.
I brought some lower-cut tops that I had at the house the next time we were at Jeanine's.
"Here, try these on. They should fit."
"Thank you, Audrey," she said, obviously pleased.
The first one was a crop top. It usually came mid-midriff, on her it was right under her tits. It looked like a bra top on her. But she liked it so what the hell.
There were two more that were along similar lines. Her tits stretched everything to its limit. I did bring her a sports bra, that she loved, but looked like it was going to explode her tits everywhere.
"Are you giving Anais your clothes," Dad asked that afternoon in Jeanine's bedroom.
"Yeah, she wanted something more revealing."
"Damn, she may as well walk around naked. Those tops are indecent, and she looks like she should be in one of your porn movies," he groused.
"the only reason you don't like them is she gives you a constant hard-on when she's wearing them," I smirked.
"I am going to spank your ass for that one," he threatened and pulled me against him.
"Promises prom--" And before I got it out, his lips were on mine, and we were grinding our bodies together kissing. "Oh my god, your body feels so good against mine."
We definitely weren't getting the sex we'd been used to, and Dad wasn't the only one that was horny. He had my shirt up and bit my tits, growling as I bumped my mound into his hardness. I moaned softly, needing to feel his cock inside me. The thought that Anais was in the apartment hit me like a bucket of ice water.
"Dad, Anais is here. Stop... Stop..."
He groaned, pulled my shirt down, and rested his head on mine. "This is going to kill me."
"I know Daddy, we might have to sneak back to the house for a day soon. Real soon."
"Say, you should be getting your new assignment soon?"
"I should get it any day. I wrapped up training and got a stellar performance rating. I guess it's on to the next thing." I wasn't looking forward to it and it showed in my voice.
.
We were staying with Jeanine. Anais and I headed up to the loft and Dad and Jeanine went to bed. I heard the rumble of thunder. As it came closer, the lighting through the immense windows lit the apartment. It seemed to recede, and I dozed off.
"Audrey!" The voice pulled me out of a deep sleep. I heard the thunder and the flash of lightning almost immediately.
"Anais? What's wrong?"
She pulled the covers back. "Can I come in with you?"
"You're scared? Of course." I wrapped my arm around her as she spooned in front of me. I fell back asleep.
~~ALAN~~
chapter 31
I wandered into the bedroom from the bathroom and watched Jeanine sleeping. The covers were pushed down, and she was naked from the waist up. Her arms were above her head, her plump tits sat proudly on her chest. Her nipples were hard in the cool air.
She was gorgeous. As I watched her, my cock went from relaxed to throbbing and needing her pussy. Suddenly I saw a movement, and high above us was Anais looking over the rail of the loft. It didn't occur to me that although there were walls to the bedroom, everything could be seen from the loft. Including our bed, and me standing naked with my dick sticking out in front of me.
"Oh my god," I murmured.
Jeanine lifted her head. "What, darling? God, you look fucking hot."
"Your daughter was just looking over the railing at me. Naked. With a hard-on. I should have run back into the bathroom... I was stunned when I saw the view of us from the loft."
"Darling, come to bed," Jeanine said reasonably. "Anais is twenty-one, not a child. There's a good likelihood she has seen a naked man. If not, you're the best one to see." She stroked her hand up and down my chest. My heart was still pounding from the experience. "Calm my love," she murmured, petting my cock which was rising to attention again.
"I mean she saw my cock go from limp to a raging hard-on while I watched you sleep."
"So?" she shrugged. "You have a beautiful body. I do not want my daughter to be one of those narrow-minded women that turn their nose up at the sight of a cock and balls. I want my daughter to appreciate the human body. And that means a man's body as well. Men get hard ons. I'm sure she's aware of that." She fisted my cock and stroked. "Now fuck me with this thing. You've got my pussy all wet you bad body."
I kissed her, rolling her on her back. Her legs fell open, welcoming me. She dug her heels in and rose up to meet me while I slipped into her slick hole. I groaned and I drove in deep.
"Baby you drive me crazy," I gritted, my ass rising to drive in faster. She slid her hands up and down my back, squeezing my flexing muscles.
"You're so fucking hot, Alan," she said, rocking up and taking my cock and squeezing it with her inner muscles.
She whimpered and cried out a body-shattering orgasm that took me right along with her.
Just as I rolled onto my back, I saw Anai move away from the rail. She had just watched her mother and me fuck.
.
I'll admit I avoided Anais for the next few days. I had to get some work done and went back to my house. I walked through the house dropping my clothes until I got outside, then dove in the pool.
I swam some laps until I was tired and floated for a while.
"Hey, Alan." Her voice made me jump, and I immediately went under the surface. When I came back up, she was standing on the edge of the pool, wearing one of Audrey's bikinis. The only issue was it was a size or two too small. Mostly the top.
"Hey Anais, I didn't know you were here." I wondered just how she got there.
"Audrey brought me. She just went to take a nap and I wanted to swim." On that, she dove into the water and surface directly in front of me. The blue shimmered in her grey eyes and water droplets clung to her impossibly long eyelashes.
Damn, she was gorgeous, and my cock sprung to attention when her tits floated against my chest. The triangles barely covered her nipples.
She smiled a sexy smile that was as exciting as her mom's. Her hands went to my shoulders and our bodies bumped together. She may as well have been naked because her skin against mine was ridiculously arousing. I didn't want to reject her, but I didn't want to lead her on.
"Not sure your Mom would want you in the pool with a naked man," I grinned, trying to make light of it.
"She wouldn't care. Especially if it was you. I told her I watched you fuck her."
"Oh? What did she say to that?" I swallowed nervously.
"She told me that you were the best lover she'd ever had." She ran her hands down my chest. "And that you both were highly sexed and often fucked."
I swallowed hard as her hands moved lower, under the water. "Anais, I don't think we should be doing this. I don't know if your Mom would like it and I don't like doing things behind her back."
"What if she were there and you and I fucked?" she asked, her lashes lowered, plump lips slightly parted. God what a seductress.
"Let's discuss that if it comes up and she's there. Now let me get out of the pool please."



She leaned against the side and I felt her eyes on me as I moved through the water and walked up the steps. What she didn't see was the hard-on that throbbed in front of me as I went into the house.
.
"Anais told me she cornered you in the pool the other day, darling."
"She did, yes. It was very uncomfortable. I told her I didn't want anything to do with her behind your back." I grabbed a beer from the refrigerator and sat on the sofa.
Jeanine sat on my lap with her arm around my neck. "I know this has been an adjustment for us all, darling." She pulled her top over her head and bared her breasts. "I miss being close to you and to Audrey. I want to get back to where we were. There's only one way I know how." I stared at those glorious tits, half listening to what she was saying. "I think you should fuck Anais."
I blinked and tore my eyes away. "Me? Fuck your daughter? Oh, Jeanine, I don't know about that. There must be some other way."
She already watches you and I fucking. She has seen you naked numerous times." I cringed. "I don't see any issues with it. She's a virgin and there's no one I'd rather see take her than you."
I was back on her tits again, this time I trailed my fingers over the soft globes. "I don't know Jeanine."
"Audrey thinks it's a good idea."
I jerked my eyes away from her tits again. "What? You asked her?"
"Not really. We were talking about how much we missed each other. Being close in the same bed. She told me Anais watches us fucking. She's curious. Audrey said there's only one way for her to find out what's going on."
"God, baby. You're killing me here."
She leaned into me and her soft ass rubbed my cock. She put my hand on her tits. "I want you so bad, Alan. I need you more than I'm getting you. And I know you need more sex than we're having. Even Audrey complains that we're not hardly fucking. This has to stop. We have to be free to do what we want, and I want her to learn to be the same. As open as we are. What's the point otherwise."
She did have a point. Audrey was open and it didn't hurt her. She's comfortable in her own skin. I know she misses her relationship with Jeanine.
"So it would be like we'd have two daughters instead of one."
"Yes darling, exactly! I can't think of a negative. You and I have been pretty awesome parents and now we're doing it together," she grinned.
We kissed.
"Now, can you suck on my nipples. They need your mouth.
.
I didn't worry about the logistics of this and let Jeanine and Audrey figure it out. They wanted Anais to choose to do it herself with no coercion which was in complete agreement. Audrey decided to not participate in the inaugural fuck with Anais. Too many might make her nervous, and she was likely right.
Anais hadn't been allowed in the sex club. She was old enough, but too innocent. Jeanine decided taking her in there to experience it might be a good idea. It was arousing in there under any circumstance. I'd be waiting. Naked. Jeanine would join me, and Anais would make her own decision.
She wore one of Audrey's dresses, which was of course several sizes too small, and her breasts overflowed. Jeanine wore a wig because she didn't want anyone to see the boss playing in the club. She also had her tits overflowing and her dress short enough to show the bottom of the cheeks of her ass.
I was hard before they even left.
I was sprawled on the sofa, reading when they came in. Jeanine came right over, leaned over, and kissed me with a long and passionate kiss.
"Ohh baby," I murmured. "You look hot tonight. Did you both have a good time?"
She pulled off her wig and shook her hair out. "I think Anais was a little shocked at first, weren't you?" We looked at Anais who was looking at me naked on the sofa. "A couple of guys wanted time with her tits."
"Not surprising I said, they are spectacular."
Anais looked at me. "You said that before. You were serious?"
"I won't lie, baby. I'm serious. You are drop-dead sexy."
She licked her dry lips. I smiled and she seemed to relax a little.
"Audrey is gone tonight; you can stay down here with us or go on up. Whatever you want, darling."
Jeanine had already peeled her clothes off and snuggled in next to me. I put my arm around her shoulders, and my other arm rested on the back of the sofa. Anai began to shimmy out of her dress, and I felt the pressure of Jeanine's hand on my thigh.
I stifled a gasp as she stood in front of us naked, but my cock didn't hide its reaction to her and stood up to attention. I patted the cushion next to me.
She sat down and snuggled against me the same way as her mom, and I put my arm across her shoulders with my hand dangling.
"Mmm, this is nice," I said hugging them a bit closer.
Anais seemed to be relaxing more and more next to me and leaning against my body. She mirrored her mom and put her hand on my thigh. My cock jerked and she watched it, fascinated.
"It does that when a beautiful girl touches me," I smiled and winked. She moved her hand and slid it along my thigh. It jerked again. "See," I gave her a quick hug which brought her even closer to me.
Her skin was silky soft. Her black hair fell around her allowing her nipples to peek out. A black patch of curly hair covered her pubic area. I could just tell her lips were shaved.
Jeanine yawned and tipped her head back onto the sofa and I moved my arm. "Looks like your mom is out," I smiled.
She leaned to look around me, at the same time sliding her hand to my inner thigh. Her left tits rubbed my chest and pressed into it.
"Such a beauty," I murmured. "You are so sexy I can't help myself."
Her left hand slid up on my inner thigh and she rubbed her right hand on my chest.
"So hard," she murmured, slipping her fingers over the muscled ridges.
"Feels good, baby."
She looked at me from under those long lashes. Her eyes were lusty and half-lidded. As she ran her hand up; over my shoulder, she stretched in front of me, and I cupped her tit. Her nipple tightened in my hand, and I palmed it harder. Her lips parted with a gasp.
I weighed her tit in my hand. "God, these are fantastic."
"They ache," she whimpered. She was twenty-one but it felt like I was seducing Lolita.
"I know baby." I easily set her on my lap. I watched her as I trailed my fingers over her plump tits. She arched her back, pushing them at me. I smiled. I teased her nipples, and she clamped her lip between her teeth.
I held her tit up to my mouth and flicked my tongue across the hard nub. Her nipples were dark and huge, covering a good bit of the tip of her tit. I've never seen nipples that big, and my cock throbbed.
She moved and rocked, trapping it against her hip. I let her do that while I opened my mouth to take the dark nub into my mouth. It grew hard and long while I tongued it. She whimpered, her fingers tugging at my hair as she held my head to her tits.
She began to rock against my cock again.
"I want to take you to bed, baby," I murmured, and she nodded.
I picked her up, unsure if Jeanine would follow. I almost wished she would, but she didn't. I spread her daughter on the bed and kneeled between her soft thighs. I kissed her lips until our tongues tangled and she moaned, then I kissed down her neck and across her chest, nipping the rise of each breast.
She became louder, her chest rising and falling with her rapid breathing. I squeezed her tits together and took both nipples into my mouth and tugged.
"Ohhh," she cried softly, and I kneaded the plump rounds and plucked her nipples with my teeth. "Oh my god," she cried.
I kissed and brushed the underside of her tits and her body undulated. The area was so sensitive I made sure I paid special attention. Her head thrashed back and forth.
I kissed down her stomach and nuzzled the patch of black curls. I kissed and stroked her inner thighs and her legs relaxed wide. She was dripping wet. Her pussy lips were pink and swollen with arousal. A touch of the tip of my tongue on her clit caused her body to jerk, her back arched and she nearly came off the bed.
"Oh my god."
I couldn't believe this was her first orgasm, but then I remembered she had been in boarding school for years.
"Was that good, baby? I asked, kissing her on the lips to give her a taste of herself.
"Mmmmyesssss," she moaned.
"Do you want more?"
She reached between us and wrapped her soft hands around my cock. "God, it's so hard but soft." She fingered the shaft, and I nearly blew my lid. "It's so hot."
"You've made it that way. You made me that way. I'm hot for you baby. I need you badly. Can you guide me into you?"
She palmed my balls before rubbing the head on her soft pussy lips. I sucked in a breath, and she stopped.
"Did I hurt you?"
"God no baby. It feels so good. You're driving me wild." She smiled at those words, realizing the power of a woman.
I pushed the head in. Fuck, she was so tight. I wanted to give her time to adjust, but she pulled my cock, so I slid in a bit more. She reached around and grabbed my ass, frenzied she thrust up as she pulled me towards her fast. I bottomed out my first stroke.
"oh fuck. Are you okay baby?
"Yesss, I'm fine. Fuck me now. I want you to do what I watch you do to Mom. Fuck me hard. I want to wrap my legs around you. I want to make you feel so good you groan and growl like you do for her."
That pushed me over the edge, and I lifted her ass and began to fuck her. She pushed up as I slammed into the r. I was out of control, and she was in a frenzy. Her hands were all over me. Clawing at me. I dropped onto my elbows and jerked my hips to pump into her hard and fast. Her nails raked up and down my back. She cried out, whimpered, and shouted when her cunt clamped on my cock.
I drove in hard, then pulled out and covered that pretty pussy with hot come.
"Fuck." I said, dropping to her side and pulling her over me. Her eyes were still wild, her face flushed. Black hair twisted around her head and flew over me.
"Again!"
I squeezed that perfect ass and laughed. "I need rest."
I dozed with her half on, and half off me. Sometime during the night I rolled and felt a body spooned in front of me. My cock was awake and ready to go, poking and prodding.
"Fuck me, Alan," Jeanine said, and I lifted her leg back over my hip and slipped into her juicy pussy. I knew she'd heard us at least, possibly watched and she was horny. I angled so that my shaft rubbed her clit, and she mewed out waves of pleasure. I drove deep and pumped my balls into her.
"You three are going to kill me. I just know it." She chuckled and we slept again.
The light shining in the windows woke me up. The sun was brighter than normal, meaning it was late. This time Anais faced me, her leg thrown over my hip, her soft hand around my cock. Her soft even breathing told me she was asleep. My cock woke quickly and grew in her hand.
She smiled a sleepy smile and said, "Fuck me again."
I rolled onto my back and brought her with me. I held my cock, and she raised and lowered on the rigid staff. Her head fell back, and she began to bounce.
Jeanine slipped into bed and kissed me. "God this is so hot. My baby girl getting speared by you. Can't think of anyone better," she whispered.
Her tits bounced and jiggled as she rode cowgirl. She was lost in her own pleasure, which in turn pleasured me. Suddenly she screamed and her cunt clamped on my cock. I felt my balls boiling and moved to lift her off me, but she wouldn't budge. Before I could get her off me, I exploded inside her.
"Fuck," I growled. Jeanine shrugged.
"What will be will be."

~ to be continued ~

If you missed it, you might want to catch Part 01 of this story Depraved Relations Pt. 01 - Incest/Taboo - Literotica.com And Part 02 Depraved Relations Pt. 02 - Incest/Taboo - Literotica.com and Depraved Relations Pt. 03 - Incest/Taboo - Literotica.com and DEPRAVED RELATIONS PT. 04 - Incest/Taboo - Literotica.com
Two of my very favorite characters, and by feedback, favorites of my readers. Belle: Steamy Georgia Days & Nights - Mature - Literotica.com



        