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“L

adies and gentleman, we will be landing soon. Please place your seat backs and tray tables in the upright position, and make sure your seat belts are securely fastened.”

I opened my eyes, still groggy, and looked around. I must have dozed off for a bit. The uncomfortable erection in my pants confirmed it. It was like clockwork; every time I fell asleep I’d wake up with a hard-on. I used to think there was something wrong with me but I came to realize that’s just the life of a hormone-crazed eighteen-year-old.

One of the Italian flight attendants walked by and I watched her perfect ass sway back and forth as she checked people’s seat belts. She could check anything she wanted on me as far as I was concerned. If she was the typical woman they had in Italy, then it would be a very, very good summer.

I had lots of choices for where I could do my semester abroad, but my criteria for choosing was simple: I wanted to maximize my chance for losing my virginity. It was shameful to already be eighteen and still not had sex yet, I thought. Italy, with its nude beaches and laid-back lifestyle seemed like the perfect fit. And if not, I could just hop on the train somewhere. Like maybe Spain. I heard they had lots of brothels there so that could be an option if I got to the end of the summer without getting laid. But hopefully it wouldn’t come to that. Either way, my first trip to Europe was going to be amazing.

Once we landed, I collected my bag and filed off the plane with the rest of the people. At the exit, the sexy flight attendant was saying good bye to everyone, and when I passed her, she gave me a smile and said, “Ciao,” then winked. I felt my face turning red, but I managed to return the smile before I hurried off. Man, had I already missed a chance to bang? That smile seemed like it was more than normal. It could have meant, “Hey sexy American, why didn’t you fuck me in the bathroom?”

I’d put a ton of thought into my current predicament—my state of virginity—and the main reason for it, as far as I could tell, was I had a damned hard time trying to figure out just what the hell women were thinking. I mean, I knew I was decent looking, and I’d been working out for the last year, transforming my body from a skinny boy’s to a that of a muscular man. But when it came to trying to figure out what the girls were thinking I was totally lost.

The flight attendant was probably just smiling like that at everyone, I told myself. No reason to get depressed about missed opportunities before I’d even set foot in the country. There would be plenty of chances. I just had to be patient.

First things first, I needed to find my host family. I’d been exchanging emails with the mother. Sofia was her name and her English wasn’t that great but she seemed nice enough. It was her and her husband and their two children who were about my age. She had all my flight info and told me she’d be waiting at the terminal for me. I looked around as I entered the crowded airport, not sure how I was supposed to find her. There were hip Europeans everywhere, and I was immediately struck by the amount of men carrying little purses walking next to smoking hot women. If these guys could land women like that while they were carrying a man-purse, then surely I would be golden.

There was no sign of Sofia yet. Mrs. Basso I guess I should call her. Or Signora Basso or something. I’d have to find out how you were supposed to refer to her. But actually I didn’t even knew what she looked like so even if she was standing right in front of me I wouldn’t know it.

After I got my bag and made my way through customs, I started looking for Sofia.

A woman dressed in a tight, white dress showing off her cleavage caught my eye and I tried to non-chalantly look at her without staring, something I’d been working on lately. Her dark hair and perfect olive-colored skin were what I’d imagined Italian women would look like when I’d signed up for this. She was holding a card with something written on it right in front of her breasts. Her eyes scanned the crowd of people. Then she looked right at me before I had a chance to turn away. Shit. I was so bad at checking women out.

She walked towards me, smiling, and I felt the familiar warmth in my face as the blood rushed to the surface, letting everyone know I was embarrassed. Why was that even a thing? It made no sense. How could my ancestors have an evolutionary advantage by blushing? I looked down and pretended my shoe was untied and bent down, quickly loosening the laces before I fumbled to get them back together, somehow forgetting how to tie them.

While I tried desperately to get some semblance of a knot going, a pair of heels clacked against the floor in front of me. I looked at them, then my eyes slowly moved up the legs they belonged to. A pair of perfect, smooth brown calves gave way to the bottom of a white dress. I swallowed hard then stood up to face the woman.

My eyes were drawn to the card she was holding which for some reason had my name on it, but before I had a chance to process that my gaze was trapped by the perfect cleavage between her large breasts.

“Hello,” she said in an Italian accent.

I managed to look her in the eyes and was immediately struck by how beautiful they were. Almost hypnotic. I looked back down at the sign, resting inconveniently close to her tits. Inconvenient because I felt my dick starting to harden and if I didn’t concentrate, it would become a full on, raging boner. “That’s my name,” I said.

“You’re Brian?”

I nodded, trying to think unsexy thoughts, not wanting to embarrass myself in front of the very first Italian woman I met.

“Oh wonderful,” she said, her face lighting up. “I’m Sofia!” She lunged forward before I had a chance to react, hugging me, and burying my face in her bosom.

All hope of suppressing my erection left as my nose slipped between this sexy woman’s tits. They were so warm and full. “Hi,” I managed to say, pulling away before my dick pushed into her. That would be the worst: popping a boner on my new host mother.

She put her hands on my shoulders, her full, beautiful lips spread wide into a smile, and kissed one of my cheeks then the other. I could feel the moisture from her mouth still on my skin and my cock was going full force, throbbing. Quickly, I took my backpack off my shoulder and moved it in front of my crotch. A trick every boy since the beginning of time probably knew.

“I am so excited you are here,” she said slowly, trying to make sure she said the words correctly.

“Me too,” I said and tried to smile and figure out what to say, but nothing came to me, so I just kept smiling and covering myself.

She looked down at the bag I was covering myself with. “Let me help you with that.” She reached her hand out to try to take it but thankfully I pulled away just before she could grab it.

“No, I got it.” Then I was worried I’d been too rude, and I quickly added, “But, thank you very much for offering.”

“Okay, well my car is parked outside. Let’s head back to the house.”

I was able to make small talk during the ride back to the house. The initial shock of having an actual MILF as my host mother started to wear off, and I became a little more comfortable. The Italian country-side was green, and the rolling hills covered in olive trees gave way to the blue sea beyond. It was one of the most stunning things I’d ever seen.

Their house was high up on a cliff, overlooking the Mediterranean Sea. I followed her inside, stealing glances at her curvy backside, noting the thong panty line snaking down between her cheeks.

“I hope you don’t mind,” she said, “but the rest of the family is on vacation for two-weeks.”

I smiled at her and shook my head no. That was an unexpected development. I was going to be spending the next two weeks alone with this sexy, Italian woman. Things were looking up already.

“You can have my son’s room until he gets back, then we’ll figure something else out.” She led me to his room. It was simple but clean. The walls were covered with pictures of soccer players, and there was a bed, a desk and a window looking out to the sea.

“It’s perfect,” I said, putting my bag down. “Really, this is amazing. Thank you so much for having me.” I wanted to hug her again, partly to show my appreciation but also to feel those large, soft breasts against my face. I resisted because it seemed a little creepy and I didn’t want to creep her out as soon as I got here.

She put her hand on my head, ruffling my hair, then ran her fingers down my check, her long finger nails dragging lightly across the skin. “You’re a good boy,” she said. “I think you’ll really like it here in Italy.”

“I know I will.”

Later, she cooked me a huge Italian dinner but I could barely keep my eyes open during it. I tried to eat as much as I could because I didn’t want to offend her but I kept nodding off. Finally, I told her I had to go to sleep. I think I passed out as soon as my head hit the pillow because normally I would have masturbated before going to sleep.
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When I woke, it was still dark outside. The window was open and a warm sea breeze floated in, bringing the smell of salt water and the sound of waves crashing against the cliff below.

Wow. I couldn’t believe I was finally here. I’d been dreaming about this for several months and here I was. Sofia came back to my mind again. I also couldn’t believe how hot she was. Maybe the sexiest woman I’d ever met. My dick was already hard as was usual after sleeping and I reached down, taking it in my hand, thinking about her beautiful breasts and curvy ass in that white dress.

I started to stroke it, imagining what she would look like naked, enjoying the soft noise of the sea, when a new sound came to my ears—something faint, but unmistakable. It was the sound of a woman moaning. I stopped masturbating and concentrated, trying to figure out where it was coming from. The noise from outside made it hard to hear so I got up and carefully shut the window, then trained my ears on the sound, louder now. It was definitely coming from somewhere in the house.

I quietly went to the door of my room and opened it a crack. The moaning got louder as I did. Pushing the door open a little more, I winced at the creaking sound it made and froze, not wanting to disturb Sofia. If it was her making the noise, I definitely didn’t want to disturb her if for no other reason than I wanted to continue listening.

I took a deep breath and steeled myself then pushed the door open quickly like ripping a bandaid off. The squeak wasn’t that bad, and the moaning continued. Taking a step with my barefoot out into the hallway, I was suddenly reminded that I was only wearing a pair of boxers and my hard cock pressed awkwardly against the material. If she saw me out here like this it would be beyond embarrassing.

My heard pounded against my neck and I considered turning around, getting safely back in bed where I could jack off and maybe pass out again. But her moaning drew me forward like a moth to the fire. I didn’t come all the way to Italy to pass up opportunities like this.

I could now hear a slight buzzing noise accompanying the furtive moans. She must be masturbating with a vibrator. If I could get outside her room and listen without her noticing me, I should do it. This was the closest I’d ever been to a woman that was going to orgasm.

Her room was down the hall from mine and in the dim light I could see her door was open. Worst case scenario I could just say I got up to use the bathroom. There was nothing wrong with that. Except for maybe the raging hard-on I had. I adjusted it so the head was tucked up in the waist band of my boxers. It wasn’t perfect because now the fleshy crown peaked out over the top, but at least it wasn’t poking straight out like a tent.

I laid my palm flat against the wall and slowly walked towards the moaning, very much conscious of the sound of my heart beating. It was going so loud and fast I thought there was a chance she might hear it. No, that was silly. Gathering my courage, I slipped down the hall, determined to get closer to that angelic sound pulling me forward.

I came to her doorway, and slowly, very slowly, I peaked my head around. What I saw made me nearly gasp out loud and I may have if I hadn’t been so damn afraid of getting caught.

There she was, naked. At least the top half of her was naked; I couldn't see the bottom half because the sheets were pulled up to her tummy but I could see the outline of her legs and they were spread wide apart. And I could tell her hands were busy underneath the covers. The humming of her vibrator was loud, and it didn't take much imagination to realize she was working it in and out of her pussy. The moonlight gave me a crisp view of her body. Her large breasts hung neatly off to the sides of her thin body.

This was the first naked woman I’d seen in real life. I wanted to jump in the air and pump my fist, run around laughing my silly head off. Shouting to everyone that I was coming of age. But I held it together, even gaining a little more courage. Her eyes were closed, and she was so wrapped up in fucking herself it seemed unlikely she would catch me watching her. And if she did, I would just pretend to be going to the bathroom.

All that added up to me reaching down and wrapping my hand around my swollen cock, pulling it free from my boxers so I could quickly jack off while I watched my beautiful host Mother touch herself. A glob of pre-cum had already formed at the tip. My balls were warm and tingly. It wouldn’t take long to come.

As I tugged on my shaft, getting closer and closer to releasing a load from my throbbing dick, the sheets that covered her lower half started to slip down. The momentum from her fucking herself with the vibrator was making them move farther and farther down. Her bare hips were in full view now and I knew it wouldn't take long before I would see everything between her legs.

Not wanting to come before I saw it, I reluctantly let go of myself and just watched her pleasure herself, imagining what it might be like to be between her legs, my body pressed tightly against her, our sweaty bodies moving in unison.

If the shock of seeing my first pair of real-life breasts wasn't enough, what happened next sent my mind spinning.

Maybe she was too hot because all of a sudden she kicked the sheets off, and my eyes widened at what was underneath there.

My host Mother wasn't a woman at all. There was a large, semi-hard cock between her legs. But she was a woman. I looked at her breasts, her feminine body and facial features. Women don't have cocks though—and rather large cock at that.

The vibrator wasn't in her pussy like I'd imagined, because obviously she didn't have a pussy. It was in her ass.

It dawned on me that I'd become so enamored with this woman, so turned on and horny, and now that I knew she wasn't a woman, I wasn't any less turned on. If I was being completely honest with myself I was even more turned on. I knew transgendered people existed in the world but up until now I hadn't really given them much thought. Now that there was one right in front of me—one that was so unbelievably sexy—I wanted to experience more of it.

My cock was even harder than before and as I started to stroke it again, the pressure building in my aching balls was building to a point I'd not felt before.

The way the dildo slid in and out of her asshole so effortlessly was intriguing. I had to be careful to not make too much noise as I stroked myself, and I gripped it tightly, pulling on my dick hard and fast, ready to blow my load.

Her moaning got louder and her silky body writhed around on the bed. If I didn’t know any better, I would have thought she was in pain by the way she was thrashing around.

My balls tightened, and then I exploded. In my rush to orgasm quickly, and my excitement at this new situation, I neglected to catch my semen in my hand or into my boxers as I should have and instead I sprayed it all over the wall outside her door. Damn it.

I ran my palm over the mess I’d made, still keeping an eye on Sofia as she fucked herself, her cock flopping around wildly. Scooping up the sperm with my hand wasn’t going to cut it, there was just too much. This was the most cum I’d ever produced and if I hadn’t been so nervous I would have stopped to admire it. But I needed to clean it, and fast. I tried to stand on my tip-toes and use my boxers to wipe it off but I’d aimed too high on the wall.

Sofia’s back arched as she drilled the vibrator deep inside her ass. Her moaning became more urgent. It seemed like it wouldn’t be long before she finished.

Knowing I had precious little time I quickly pulled my boxers down and off and started wiping the sticky seed off the wall. There was so much of it, I had no idea I could do that.

I’d taken my eye off Sofia so I could make sure I got every last drop and I was startled when she suddenly screamed. I winced and froze, ready to bolt down the hall naked if I had to. My first thought was she’d screamed because she saw me but that didn’t make sense because I was completely away from the door at that point. The next logical explanation was that she’d orgasmed.

The moaning stopped and the only sound left was the buzzing of her vibrator. Suddenly, that stopped as well and then the only thing I heard was my heart bashing against my rib cage, threatening to burst out of my chest. If she got up and found me outside her room, naked, with a semi-erect cock, leaking cum, and a pair of boxers, also soaked with cum, there was no telling what would happen. My mind immediately went to the worst case scenario which must have been her calling the Italian police and accusing me of rape. They’d ship me off and call my parents who would have to fly over and bribe god knows who to get their pervert son out of prison.

Fuck that.

Without risking another look at her, or stopping to make sure I’d cleaned up the entire mess, I moved my naked ass down the hall as fast as I thought I could without making any noise. I must not have taken a breath the entire time because when I got back to my room and closed the door, again grimacing at the squeak which seemed so much louder in the silent house now, I felt light-headed and had to lay down on the bed and force myself to take slow, deep breaths.

When I was sure I wasn’t going to hyperventilate, and had calmed down enough to realize that Sofia probably hadn’t seen or heard me, my face cracked into a huge grin that then turned into stifled laughter as I held my sweat-covered palm over my mouth.

That was an intense start to the summer—but not an altogether bad one. The first time I'd seen a naked woman (or so I'd thought). And the first time I'd seen a tranny. That's what she was after all, right? And I was completely turned on by it. But what did that mean? Was I gay? I wasn't attracted to men. So, I didn't feel gay. But I was attracted to her. And she did have a dick which I wasn't repulsed by the sight of. Quite the opposite actually. I was really turned on by it—by how taboo it was.

There was so much I wanted to know about her, so much I wanted to ask her. I mean she was married, and she had two kids. How did that happen? Were they adopted? But I realized I couldn't ask her. I couldn't let her know I knew about her secret. It would mean she would know I was spying on her. It was all so much to process at once.

I opened the window and laid down on the bed, fantasizing about Sofia’s naked body until the sun came up.
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My stomach rumbled, and I was starving by the time it was light out. I couldn’t wait any longer to eat so I found a clean pair of boxers in my suitcase and crept back down the hall. Sofia’s door was still open, and I felt the area on the wall where I’d come. It was mostly smooth as I’d nearly finished cleaning it but there were still a few rough areas and it wouldn’t hurt to take a wet cloth to it later. I’d do that as soon as I got the chance, I decided.

I could hear the rhythmic sound of the deep breaths a person makes when they sleep so I looked inside and saw her laying there naked on top of her purple, silk sheets, her large, flaccid dick flopped over her stomach. It was so freaking big.

And she was beautiful—even more beautiful now that the sun was up and lighting the room. My cock immediately stiffened, and I briefly considered taking care of myself again in her doorway but it really wasn’t a good idea to make a habit of that. If she found out, it would be bad, and I felt a little guilty about doing it even that one time. This woman let me into her home, trusted me, prepared food for me like I was one of her family, and I repaid her by jerking off on the wall outside her room, spying on her, finding out things she probably didn’t intend to share with me.

I shook my head and moved on to the kitchen to find some food and try to forget about what I’d done. My erection subsided as I looked through the cabinets for something eat. There was nothing that really looked like breakfast food. Definitely no cereal. Lots and lots of pasta though. Maybe they ate pasta for breakfast. It made sense in a way. Italians were known for their pasta so maybe they had some kind of breakfast noodles.

I looked in the fridge and when I didn’t find any eggs, I decided I would just make some spaghetti. I was in Italy after all. When in Rome and all that jazz. How hard could it be, anyway? All you had to do was boil some water. I opened all the cabinets, careful to be quiet and not to wake Sofia because I didn’t especially want to face her yet. She would probably be able to see the shame on my face.

I found a good-sized pot and filled it to the very top with water. It was so full that water splashed out on to the floor as I moved it to the stove. But I managed to get it up there finally and to turn the stove on. The water showed no signs of boiling and I remembered hearing somewhere that it wouldn’t boil if you watched it so I found a rag and knelt down to clean up the water I spilled, thinking I could go wipe the last bit of evidence off the wall after, when a noise from behind made me jump up and whirl around.

Sofia was standing there in the kitchen, a sleepy look on her face, smiling at me. “Good morning, Brian. Did I scare you?”

I realized I was holding the towel up with my fist clenched so tightly around it the knuckles turned white. Giving her a forced smile, I lowered the towel and tried to act casual. “No, you just startled me. I didn’t know you were there. I didn’t wake you did I?”

It was then that I noticed what she was wearing. I use the term wearing loosely because you could hardly classify what she was wearing as clothes; clothes tended to actually cover your body. The thing she had on was completely see-through. It was like a short gown that barely hung below her ass and it was made of a thin red material. I could clearly see her large breasts, and dark nipples through it as well as a pair of dark, lacy panties. My eyes went to the triangle of material between her legs. I couldn’t see a bulge. There was a small mound but if I didn’t already know better, I would have just assumed that was from her pussy. But I did know better. I knew she had a dick and balls tucked neatly between her feminine legs and it was turning me on.

I looked away, but the damage was already done. My cock, with a mind of its own, started to harden, and I suddenly regretted my own poor choice of clothes. Why on earth I had thought it was a good idea to walk around this woman’s house in nothing but a pair of boxers was beyond me. My dick was at full force and I had nothing to cover it with so I just swallowed the heavy knot in my throat and tried to smile at her, hoping I could sway her attention from my penis with confidence alone.

But that wasn’t to be.

Her eyes immediately went to the shameful display of hormones and desire in my thin boxers. My face burned with embarrassment and I wanted to run but it was like my legs were frozen in place. I couldn’t do anything. I couldn’t even turn from her and hide in shame as she walked towards me, still looking at my dick.

“What’s the matter?” she said. “Are you nervous?” Coming closer still.

I couldn’t help but look at her perfect breasts swaying back and forth beneath the sheer material. I wasn’t used to seeing boobs unencumbered by a bra and the fluid motion with which they moved seemed to hypnotize me. Now, I knew they were fake, but they looked so natural.

She stopped right in front of me and it took all my will power to look her in the eye. Her sweet smile helped to relax me a little, and I felt a small bit of tension leave my shoulders.

She said, “You don’t mind if I dress this way do you? In Europe, nudity and sexuality are completely normal for us. You understand? I know that Americans can be uncomfortable with it so you’ll tell me if it’s a problem won’t you?”

I quickly nodded, not wanting to give her any reason to put on clothes. This was like every exchange students’ wet dream come true and I wasn’t going to fuck it up, embarrassment or not.

“Good,” she said, looking down at the tent in my boxers. “It doesn’t seem to bother you.” She grinned.

It was too much. I covered my hard dick and looked away, too embarrassed to meet her dark, seductive eyes. The shame of masturbating outside her room crept back into my thoughts.

“Hey, Brian. It’s not a problem,” she said. “We’re family here. I’ll take care of you like a Mama, okay?”

I still couldn’t look at her.

Then she took me in her arms, burying my face in her chest once again. The smooth skin was warm and smelled of lotion.

I sighed and wrapped my arms around her, squeezing her to me, letting her take me in her motherly embrace. My hard dick pressed uncomfortably against her leg. She had to feel it. There was no way she could miss it. I tried to pull my hips back away, but she moved a hand down my bare back to just above my waist and pulled me closer. Now my cock was between her legs, nestled up against her bulge. Holy shit! This was the closest my virgin manhood had come to a another person and I could feel it throbbing against her. It was definitely touching her dick. And I wasn’t repulsed by it. I wanted more of it.

Finally, she kissed me on the corner of the mouth, smiling, and moved around the kitchen, preparing breakfast in her see-through nighty like there wasn’t anything odd about it at all. She laughed when I told her what the boiling pot of water was for.

After breakfast I excused myself and hurried to my room, closing the door. I furiously abused my cock, thinking about Sofia’s body and imagining what it would be like to be naked with her, our cocks touching, rubbing against one another. That lasted only about ten seconds before ropes of hot, white sperm exploded all over the clean sheets and I collapsed down into the bed, careful to avoid the second mess I’d made that day.
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School was going well. My classmates were an eclectic bunch from all over. Mostly Europeans. I’d been invited to go hang out after school with some of them but so far I’d declined giving a lame excuse about needing to study, but at that point I didn’t really care if they thought I was lame or not. All my energy was wrapped up in Sofia. I would hurry home after school every day, nearly running, and my dick would be hard before I was even in the front door.

As we became closer, the subject of her having a cock never came up. I wanted to ask her about it so bad but it didn't seem appropriate ever. It intrigued me to no end though. How could a person be so womanly and also have that between her legs? It was driving me wild thinking about it.

And I was falling in love with her I think. We would take long walks in the country side, or listen to Italian tenors which she apparently loved by the way, and then she would cook for me. God, that woman could really cook. And it was a good match because I could really eat. I was eating more than I ever had and she seemed to enjoy having someone to feed.

When we were at the house, she was always wearing some variation of the see-through nighty from the first day. It was magical. I started to get comfortable looking at her body. She didn’t mind at all; she actually enjoyed it. I knew that because she told me so. And there was no hint of weirdness with her about it either. It was so normal for her.

I’d also taken to just wearing boxers around the house. It was so hot and there was no AC, so it was only practical. But of course I loved showing her my toned body I’d worked so hard to get. And she’d smile when I would invariably get hard, my cock pressing awkwardly against the material of the boxers, as I watched her move around the kitchen cooking food for us.

I came in the front door that day, my dick already hard, and I threw my bag down, then immediately started stripping my clothes off. “I’m home, Sofia,” I called out.

Down to just my boxers, I moved from room to room looking for her but she wasn’t anywhere. Maybe she went to the market.

No problem. I could just jack off real fast so I wouldn’t be so horny around her. That was one of the tactics I’d been using since I’d been here. Actually, I was masturbating more than I ever had in my life. I went to my room and sat at the desk, then started searching for tranny porn. I found one with a brunette that looked a little like Sofia. The woman wasn’t as beautiful as her, but who was?

The guy fucking her was young, and I stroked myself while I imagined he was me and the woman was Sofia. His cock was buried in her ass, and she stroked her own cock while getting pounded hard from behind. My boxers were down around my ankles and I squeezed my aching balls as I worked my shaft. The woman was moaning loudly, and I was close to coming.

“Brian! What are you doing?”

I slammed the laptop lid shut and turned my head to find Sofia looking at me with her hands on her hips, a scowl on her face. “I’m sorry Sofia!” My face was turning red, and I realized I still had my hand wrapped tightly around my dick. I released it and tried to pull my boxers up, saying, “I… I don’t know what I was thinking. I didn’t think you were here.”

She came towards me, her face softening some, and her eyes were trained on my hard cock which I still hadn’t managed to put away.

I stood up from the chair so I could get my boxers up, turning away from her to hide my shame.

“Brian, look at me.”

I slowly turned to face her again, but I couldn’t look her in the eye.

“Hey,” she said, bringing her soft hand to my cheek.

It felt so comforting and I started to relax a little. I looked up at her then, those mysterious dark eyes making me feel less ashamed.

“Listen,” she said. “I don’t mind if you do this.” She pointed down at my still hard dick that was threatening to burst out of my boxers at any moment. “You are a healthy young man and young men have needs. I know that, I’m a mother. But why do you hide it from me?”

“I…” I didn’t know what to say.

“In this house we don’t sneak around doing naughty things.”

My thoughts went back to the first night when I’d spied on her masturbating. When I saw she had a dick. Did she know? How could she? Either way I felt bad. “I’m sorry,” I said.

“It’s okay. I don’t mind if you touch yourself, just don’t sneak around doing it, capisci? Now let me see you finish yourself.”

My cock jumped when she said that. “You want me to keep going?” I swallowed hard.

“Of course,” she said, sitting down on the bed. She was wearing a short blue dress and my eyes followed her legs as she slowly crossed them, then leaned back onto her elbows, looking at me. I could clearly see the outline of her hard dick under the blue material.

I didn’t know what to do, so I just did what came naturally. I reached into my boxers and gripped myself, slowly working the shaft up and down underneath the fabric as I stared at her long brown legs and the unmistakable bulge between them, too embarrassed to look her in the face.

“Don’t be shy, Brian.” She uncrossed her legs, and I caught a flash of her pink panties. “Take off your underwear. We’re family here. There’s no need to be embarrassed.”

I desperately wanted to please her, to do anything she wanted. I probably would have jumped out the window right then if she asked me. So, I slipped my boxers down and stepped out of them, but covered myself with my hands.

“Come here, Brian,” she said, sitting up now at the edge of the bed, her dress riding up to reveal more of her soft thighs. She rested one of her hands on her knee, then slowly ran one of her long fingernails up her leg until she came to the end of her dress, stopping her from going any farther.

I swallowed my pride and took my hands away, walking towards her. Blood was rushing around inside my body in all different directions, confused about where it needed to be–my engorged cock and embarrassed face were fighting for it.

She looked right at my dick for what seemed like forever, almost entranced, then finally she looked up at me. “It so big, Brian.”

“Umm… thank you.”

She laughed. “Now show me how you touch yourself.”

My cock was begging for release so I didn’t object to stroking it even though I felt really awkward standing in front of her. I wrapped my hand around it and slowly worked the thick shaft while I watched her watching me. It was actually a huge turn on and I felt my balls starting to tighten already.

Her full lips parted and the tip of her pink tongue peaked out between them, followed closely by a faint moan. Then I watched in astonishment as she pulled her dress all the way up, spreading her legs wide, revealing a spot of moisture that had already leaked from the head of her cock into her pink underwear. “You don’t mind if I join you, do you Brian?”

My eyes were fixed on the outline of her dick in her panties and somehow I was able to gather enough brain power to shake my head no. Of course, I didn’t mind. My fist moved faster over my stiff shaft.

“You’re a good boy Brian. Do you like seeing Mama touch herself?” She rubbed her index finger in a circle against her panties, rubbing her bulging crown.

I nodded my head, and slowed my hand, releasing my grip. I wanted to make this last as long as possible. If I blew my load too soon, maybe she would stop touching herself before I got to see her dick again. It wasn’t a risk I wanted to take.

She took her other hand and slowly pulled her pink underwear to the side revealing her throbbing cock and closely cropped dark bush.

Sucking in sharply, I moved closer to her, wanting to get as close as she would let me, to see her mysterious sex up close. I was so close I could smell her sweet scent and my swollen cock twitched in anticipation. Wrapping my hand tightly around myself, I stroked it hard, unable to hold back any longer.

She brought her feet up onto the bed, knees wide open, and wrapped her long fingers deftly around her shaft, squeezing, stroking it. The muscles in her forearm twitched as she gripped and gently massaged herself. I wanted to know everything about her, to touch her, to feel her, to taste her.

But right now I was lost in myself. My balls tightened, and I was on the verge of coming. Luckily, I had enough sense not to aim at her and I pointed the tip back at my chest just in time, spraying the warm semen over my abs. I grunted and my legs weakened as the orgasm swept through my tense body, pulling all the tightness and nervousness right out of me.

She bit her lip, and I watched as she worked her hard cock up and down. Her free hand massaged her hulking testicles, pulling them up to show me her asshole as she let her head hang backwards, moaning.

Then she looked at me and said, "Do you want to taste it Brian?"

I eagerly nodded my head.

"Come here then."

She pulled my head down to her swollen head, and I wrapped my lips around it as she masturbated herself.

Finally, her whole body shook and ropes of her cum erupted from her cock into my mouth. I swallowed it as fast as I could but some managed to escape and dribble down my chin. When she finally finished depositing her load into my mouth, she collapsed back on the bed, panting, letting her thick manhood flop down against her smooth thighs.

I didn’t know what to do, so I just stood there with my own cum dripping down my stomach, and her cum dripping down my face.

She looked up and smiled at me. “You made a mess Brian.”

“I know, I’m sorry.”

She laughed. “I’m kidding, don’t be sorry. It’s only natural. Come here, lay on the bed.” She patted the bed next to her.

I laid next to her. God she smelled so amazing. It was intoxicating. I thought maybe I was starting to become addicted to it. Was that even possible?

She got up and pulled her dress down. “Wait there. I’ll be right back.”

I looked up at the ceiling and sighed deeply, listening to the waves outside the window, my body completely relaxed.

She came back, wearing only a pink bra and panties, carrying a white towel, and sat down on the bed next to me.

I couldn’t help but look at the cleavage between her breasts and the bulge in her panties. My dick started to harden again looking at her womanly body.

She put the towel on my stomach–it was warm and moist–and I twitched at her touch. “Doesn’t that feel nice? The warm towel?”

It took all my energy to nod at her. My body was almost frozen in place and I didn’t know what to do. Having a nearly nude woman touching me like this was a new experience.

Then she wrapped the warm towel around my cock, making my body jerk to the side. “Relax, Brian, I’m just cleaning the mess off you.”

I stayed perfectly still while she moved the towel over my dick which was completely hard again. The warmth from the towel felt so amazing and I wanted to just bury my head between her cleavage, let her smother me with her soft body.

She finished wiping me, then rested her hand on my chest, drumming her long fingernails lightly against my skin. “See? Wasn’t that better than doing it alone?”
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It was getting to where every moment I spent away from Sofia I was fantasizing about her body and how it would be to lose my virginity to her.

And when we were together, we tended to stay in the house where we could dress more comfortably. She kept wearing her see-through nighties, but she also started sometimes just wearing her panties around the house so that her large, motherly breasts were exposed for me, her dark red nipples puffy and hard.

I’d grown more bold myself. Sometimes I’d let my cock slip out the front of my boxers, getting hard instantly. Letting her see my dick was such a turn on. For both of us it seemed.

But that’s as far as things went between us and I was determined to take it to the next level.

I woke to the familiar sound and smell of Sofia cooking breakfast in the kitchen. Usually, I would go out there in my boxers and hug her from behind, kissing her cheek before I sat down and she served me breakfast.

Today I was going to take a chance.

I hopped out of bed and slipped out of my boxers, standing nude in front of the open window. The warm Mediterranean breeze stole over me, and my virile, young cock began to stiffen. I took a deep breath then strolled out into the kitchen trying to ooze confidence with my shoulders back and my chin up. On the inside I was scared to death she would admonish me.

She was at the stove with her back to me, her plump ass visible through the sheer cloth, her long black hair tumbling down her olive-skinned back. Sofia was the sexiest woman I’d ever met.

I came up behind her, wrapping my arms around her soft belly, and kissed her neck, inhaling deeply. That smell drove me crazy. My cock pressed against her butt and I made no effort to shield it. It was so close. It wouldn't take much just to put it inside her.

She placed her hand over mine and nuzzled her head back against my cheek, then turned to face me, kissing me lightly on the mouth.

It was almost too much. I was tempted to grab her right there, press myself on her, beg her to give me what I wanted, or maybe even just take it. But of course I didn’t.

That’s when she noticed I was nude and she let out a small laugh. “I see you’re becoming more European by the day.”

I shrugged, feeling the embarrassment in my face. Maybe this was a bad idea.

She stared at my erection, smiling. “And, I see you’re already quite excited this morning. That means you’re healthy. It must be all the Italian food I’ve been feeding you.”

I wasn’t sure what to say. I wanted to tell her I thought I was in love with her, that she was the most beautiful woman I’d ever met, that she was sexy beyond belief, that I wanted her, that I needed her. Somehow the words wouldn’t come out though. My mouth moved but only to produce a half-hearted smile. All the false bravado I’d tried to gather was no help now.

She went to the cabinet and grabbed a bottle of olive oil.

The moment had passed, I missed another opportunity. I started to go sit down at the table but she put her hand on my arm, her fingernails pressed into my skin.

“You know,” she said, “there is an old secret that all Italian boys know. Something they’ve been doing for thousands of years here. You want to know what it is?”

I shrugged, still dejected from my inaction.

Then she reached down and wrapped her hand around my aching dick, pulling me to her.

I inhaled sharply, and my eyes widened at what she did next.

She started pouring the olive oil over my cock, slathering it around with her hand, even reaching down for my balls to make sure they were oiled up. When she let go of me, there was such much oil it dripped off me on to the floor. She was biting her lip looking down at my manhood. “There,” she said, “try that.”

As I started to stroke myself again, she turned around, put one hand on the counter and spread her legs, poking her butt out.

With her other hand she reached down between her legs and started fingering her ass.

I was mesmerized. It looked so tight and I longed to be inside her.

But I was too excited for my own good. I positioned myself behind her, watching her finger her opening, still stroking my cock, ready to put it inside her. The brief moment she’d taken me in her hand had been almost enough to make me come and once I started stroking my cock, slick from the oil, I suddenly realized it was too late. My balls tightened, and I grunted, my eyes twitched closed from the force of the orgasm. It was so strong I lost track of everything.

And when I opened my eyes, I saw to my horror that I’d shot my load all over her nighty.

She was looking back over her shoulder at it.

“Oh my god, I’m so sorry, Sofia. I didn’t mean to.”

Then one of her long fingers moved to the largest clump of cum and gathered some up.

I watched her intently, oil still dripping from my wilting erection, as her finger with my cum on it moved up to her lips and then slowly into her mouth. Her lips wrapped tightly around the finger and when she brought it out all the white, sticky fluid was gone. “Yummy.” She smiled at me then turned to wash her hands and finish making breakfast. “Go clean yourself up, breakfast will be ready soon.”

I was beyond dejected. If I hadn't cum so fast maybe she would have given me what I so desperately wanted. It was like she was teasing me, or she didn't realize that the thing I wanted more than anything else in the world was to lose my virginity to her.
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School went by so slowly that day. It was like every last day of school I’d ever experienced but stacked on top of each other. I couldn’t stop thinking about Sofia taking my cum in her mouth. I stumbled from class to class with my backpack in front of my crotch to hide my never-ending erection. When the last bell finally rang I sprinted home, eager to see her again.

When I got inside the door, I wasted no time stripping completely down. My erection leading me around the house as I looked for her. When I found her asleep in her room, naked and purring softly, my hand went to my dick immediately. But it reminded me of the first night when I hid in the darkness like a thief, stealing glances at her body. The night I found out her secret. She’d told me in this house you didn’t sneak around and so I went right up to the edge of her bed looking down at the hulking mass of flesh between her legs, my fist moving relentlessly over my shaft.

She was sound asleep and it wouldn’t be long before I came I knew. Briefly, I considered depositing my load on her naked body but I quickly abandoned that idea because even though I’d done it this morning, it wouldn’t be right to do it without her knowing.

But her cock was right there in front of me. I wanted it so bad, to taste it, to find out all its secrets. And so carefully I crept onto the bed between her legs, without waking her, and brought my face right in front of her cock. Her sweet smell was overpowering and what I did next surprised me but I guess there was no stopping it. I stretched my head forward and lightly licked my tongue along her shaft. Her legs stirred, and I froze, listening to her breathing. When I was sure she was asleep I chanced another lick, wrapping my lips around the head this time.

A faint moan came from her mouth. Was she awake?

I didn’t care. I licked up and down his hardening manhood, exploring this new territory with a fierce determination. My tongue flicked across her opening.

She moaned again.

I flicked my tongue across it again and then she moved around and it was obvious she was awake but I didn’t want to stop so I just went for it and took her whole cock into my mouth, pulling it in deep until the head touched my throat.

She reached down and grabbed my hair, grinding her hips into me. “Oh, Brian.” Moaning loudly.

I moved back to the head, circling it wildly with my tongue.

“Yes! There. Mmm.”

Her hips shifted around, but I followed her with my mouth. Then I reached under her balls slid my index finger into her asshole. It tensed around me.

“Stop,” she said.

I didn’t listen. I didn’t want to listen. I kept moving my tongue over her slick shaft.

“Hey.” She grabbed a fistful of my hair and forcefully pulled me away. “You’re a naughty boy. You have to listen when Mama says something, okay?”

I was still looking at her cock, ready to jump back into it, but I nodded.

“Do you want to fuck me, Brian?”

Oh my god. I couldn’t believe this was finally happening. I nodded slowly, but suddenly nervous that I wouldn’t be able to do it right.

“What’s the matter?” she said.

I looked up at her. “I’ve never done it before.”

She didn’t say anything, just pulled me into her breast, her hard nipples against my face. I enjoyed the feeling of resting my head there as she stroked my hair. “I’ll show you how," she said. "Lay down.”

She left the room as I laid down. When she came back, she had the bottle of olive oil. Pouring some into her hand she lathered it over my cock and then straddled me. I could feel her heavy, shaved testicles resting on the underside of my hard cock.

She leaned down, her breasts pressed heavily against my chest as she kissed my mouth.

I opened my lips to let her tongue in and pressed my dick into her as she kissed me. I reached behind and cupped her ass with both hands, squeezing the meaty flesh.

Then she sat back up and took my dick in her hand, smiling at me before guiding me inside her waiting ass.

I gasped as my cock plunged deep inside her. It was beyond any kind of pleasure I’d felt masturbating, and instinctively I started pumping my hips into her, savoring the oiled passageway tightening around me.

She responded by grinding her hips down on me, supporting herself with her hands on my chest, and moaning, and using the other hand to grip her hard cock.

I fucked her hard, driving my dick as far inside her as I could, wanting to give her everything she was giving me. Her breasts moved around rhythmically as her body lurched forward from the force of my hips.

Then I was there and I couldn’t last any longer. My head shot up, and I buried my face in her loving breasts, yelling as I released my seed inside her, pushing my cock deep inside as I unloaded my balls into this beautiful woman. Finally I collapsed back onto the bed, out of breath and out of energy.

She got off and spread her legs, watching my cum drip slowly out of her ass, before laying down next to me, her aromatic brown hair rested against my cheek, filling my nose with her scent.

“How was that, Brian?”

“That was…” I wanted to tell her but there were no words for it, really. “That was perfect.”

She laughed and cupped my balls, gently playing with them as we cuddled.

THE END
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